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RIGHT WHERE I WANT HIM

A HOTWIFE turns her husband into a sissy slut

[image: A person in a garment  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]
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MY GIRLFRIENDS AND ME are all forty-something suburban housewives that have a lot of time on our hands, are very bored, and we have one very important thing in common – we all cheat on our husbands. Now before you judge us, put yourself in our situation: Loveless marriages, out-of control libidos, and the will to act on it.

Take Stacy for instance. She’s forty one years old and just loves to seduce any good looking guy that comes over to her house to do repairs, or for construction estimates, whatever. Last night she regaled us with tales of the cable TV tech she seduced. He was working on the wires behind the cable box, hunched over on his knees, and when he turned around, there she was: standing there with her blouse opened up, big tits sticking up like pencil points to the ceiling. She made us all laugh by putting on the innocent, pouty face she gave to the tech. The rest is a story of an afternoon of boundless debauchery until the next work assignment called the tech away. We all listened and laughed as the wine flowed freely and the stories went around my living room.

Then there’s Jessica. She is a voluptuous blonde with a big ass and large tits you might feel would fit into the “dumb blonde” category, but she’s anything but. She likes to seduce people in her office, most recently her boss, which got her a new Jeep in her driveway. That was a classic story where she reeled him in making him think he had a sure thing, until a well-placed iPhone camera and a couple of vague threats had him singing a different tune. Some things are worth spreading yourself across your boss’s desk for, with a dripping pussy and G-String pulled down.

Then there’s little old me – Valerie, or just Val. I’m a bit more adventurous than the typical cheating housewife. I don’t tell my girlfriends everything, specifically my darkest fantasies. My husband Vern knows that my libido knows no bounds and I think he’s okay with it. He wouldn’t dare threaten to leave me because I’m the main breadwinner of the house, making a shit-ton of money on AMAZON with their audiobooks division. It started as a part time hobby and blossomed into an empire. Vern works in an auto parts store and makes shit. Part of it is because he has no ambition, and I think he enjoys it when I have different men come over to the house and he watches me do them, while he does himself.

My friends are jealous because they don’t have “open marriages” like mine. I see it on their faces when the three of us go out to some bar and I take a guy home with me. They either go back to the guy’s apartment or car in the parking lot and cheat their asses off – literally, while I have complete liberty and don’t keep secrets from Vern.

Last week we were at my house talking about our latest sexual conquests and mine of course, were the most interesting. The following weekend we went out to a club and while Stacy and Jessica engaged in lewd dances on the floor with random guys, I met someone that interested me, and I took him back to the house with me – in his car. The girls know me by now and they never ask me to drive when we go out because they know that I’ll get a ride home from somebody. They always expect me to bring someone home. So they weren’t exactly shocked when I brought this guy Ed back to my house. All I knew about Ed was that he was a construction worker with big, muscular arms and a muscled, hairy chest. When we were dancing, I ran my fingers over his hair, and I felt myself twitch down below and I wanted him to ravish me and finish me off right there on the dance floor.

When we were done and sat down at one of the tables and were finishing our drinks, he was surprised when I asked him to come back to my house; especially because I told him that Vern would be home. He was intrigued to say the least.
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WE WALKED INTO MY HOUSE, and I “summoned” my husband. “Hey Vern, I’m home and I brought a guest. Get your fat ass down here and meet him.”

Vern came down the stairs, and his hair was disheveled from doing God only knows what. One night I came home alone, which was a rarity, and found him in the bedroom jerking himself off. I ignored him and went to sleep – I had gotten more than satisfied in the cab of a truck earlier in the evening.

Vern was nothing special to look at; a slim body, no muscles to speak of – just enough for him to walk to the kitchen, the TV in the living room, and go to work the next day to his pitiful job.

“Who’s your friend?” he asked, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his angular nose, with mild interest.

“Oh, this stud here is Ed, and he’s going to fuck the daylights out of me while you watch – how’s that sound?”

Vern’s eyes lit up. “Oh nice. What would do you want me to do?”

I smirked at him, filled with the sense of liberation that could only come from a marriage like mine where I was free to satisfy myself anyway I wanted to. “Why, you’re just gonna watch Ed here take me and satisfy me in a way that you never possibly could! That’s what you’re gonna do,” I said with relish.

So the three of us went up to my bedroom; (we slept in different rooms), and Vern sat himself down in what I affectionately called “The Cuck Chair.” He did his routine which consisted of opening his belt, and getting his already hard cock in between his greasy, thin fingers.

Vern was a bit mystified, and I laughed inside as he looked at Ed and me getting on the bed. I must have done this a thousand times, but it never failed to arouse him. I was wearing a one-piece red dress that pulled up over my head. Underneath I was wearing a skimpy emerald green G-String and a matching lace bra. My thick, auburn hair flowed freely down between my supple breasts. I was made up like a whore with dark mascara and deep, blue eye shadow. The strap of the G-String was nestled comfortable between my butt cheeks.

I got on top of the bed first and then I asked Ed to get behind me on all fours and he did. “OK Valerie now how are we going to do this?”

“You’ll love this Ed,” and I looked over at Vern who was already tugging on himself. “You’re going to fuck me in my ass. Now how’s that?”

“Holy shit Valerie, you are a wild woman!”

I laughed and said, “You haven’t seen anything yet!”

He pulled the strap from the thong across a butt cheek and then spit on his hand, rubbing it over my asshole and down my taint. I stiffened at the stimulation. I enjoyed this way better than straight sex. Vern knew it too, but I rarely let him touch me.

Ed’s cock was at least seven inches long and I reached behind me to stroke it, he was already leaking pre cum, and I rubbed it all over his tip. He was moaning and held it with his fingers and lined himself up against my hole.

I was a slut in heat and had to be satisfied. I didn’t wait for him to start thrusting and I backed up onto him. He moved inside me, slowly at first – just experimenting. “No need to be gentle Ed; you can tell I’m already broken in,” I said.

“YEAH BABY, LET’S GO!” he yelled like a cowboy at a rodeo riding a steer – which I was (-:

He went in hard and full, and I gasped – marveling at just how wide he was , almost stretching me to the maximum. We got into a good rhythm, and my body was being pushed forward so much so, that I had to grab hold of the bed sheets tightly.

He was grunting and I was panting. Looking over at Vern in the cuck chair with his legs spread apart, he was jerking himself staring at us and licking his lips. In between pants I called out, “Having fun there Vern? Don’t worry – your turn will come soon.”

“God you’re soooo tight Val, so much better than pussy.” I laughed at him and kept backing up, matching his furious thrusting.

Soon he cried out, “Ahhhhh, SHIT, I’M FUCKING COMING!”

“That’s it baby, come for me!” I yelled out.

I was flooded with the wet warmth I had grown to love, and he went faster, his cock now surrounded by his own thick, slippery cum. He started slapping my butt cheeks now and I loved it, feeling myself leaking, I was so turned on.

Meanwhile Vern had finished himself off and was sitting back and rubbing his wet shaft slowly, a thin smile spreading across his lips. The little shit loved to watch.

I was so full of Ed’s cum that some of the excess leaked out onto the inside of my butt cheeks. He pulled out slowly, spent from the effort. I turned around and wrapped my arms around his big, muscular shoulders, and we kissed, deeply, passionately. We both came and were both wet.

“Okay Vern, move your little sissy ass over here,” I commanded him. “Wait, wait. I want you to crawl over on all fours and bark like a dog.” I tried hard not to laugh. Obediently, like a puppy he took off his pants and boxers and crawled over to the bed, barking. “Now I want you to lick Ed’s cock here clean!”

I looked at Ed, and he had no reservations about what was to happen. He held his semi-erect cock out and Vern took it slowly, putting the tip to his mouth. You’re probably wondering how I got Vern to like the taste of other men’s cocks, but it really wasn’t hard. I have my means of persuasion – money being one of them.

“Now make Ed happy Vern, and lick it clean,” I ordered him. He just stared up at Ed, like he was pleasing a superior being, which Ed was, at least tonight in my house.

Vern stuck his tongue out and gently licked around the head of Ed’s cock. Ed became fully hard right away. “Now be a good little doggie Vern and place all of Ed’s godly cock in your mouth. Come on now, I want to see you really lick it clean and enjoy it.”

Vern obliged and Ed moaned with pleasure. This was an added treat that he certainly didn’t expect to happen. He was really good, slurping and sucking on it like a doggie treat. I loved watching my husband with another guy’s cock in his mouth and I could see Vern get a hard-on too. I began thinking that this could lead to some possibilities in unexplored territory.

Ed bucked his hips into Vern’s willing mouth, and went faster and faster. I watched fascinated as Ed shot another load. Vern didn’t let a drop go to waste and then licked Ed clean. I was proud of him.

“Good doggy you are Vern! Good doggy.”

Then Ed left and went home. We exchanged numbers. Next time I wanted him to fuck me straightaway - of course in front of Vern.


3

SO THE FOLLOWING TUESDAY NIGHT we were at Jessica’s house, doing the usual bullshit back and forth and I told them about Ed, and immediately their eyes were riveted on me, burning with jealousy. I mentioned the thought that popped into my head.

“Hey guys,” I said. “When I watched Vern sucking off Ed I had a thought. Now hear me out. I’ve already got him to be a sissy slave. How about if I got him to dress like a girl. I mean the whole nine yards – makeup and all. Wouldn’t it be fun to turn him out to guys who dig shemales? We could all have some fun with it.”

Jessica looked at me. “Come on Val. You’re talking a whole other thing here. What makes you think that Vern will go for it?”

“Are you serious Jess?? The little shit will do anything I tell him to do!”

Stacy looked at me and just shrugged her shoulders. “Yeah, Val is right. This could be fun. I want in on it. You’ll have us come over and help dress him right?”

“Of course I will,” I said emphatically.

“Well, right now we’re just talking. Val still has to convince Vern,” Stacy said.  Little did she know, but there was a bit of happy coincidence involved.

I went out one afternoon to run some errands and I came home and saw Vern’s car in the driveway. He was usually at the door, waiting for me to give him something to do or admonish him for some slight transgression which I would punish him for. My favorite was putting a leash on him and have him crawl around the house on all fours like a dog. To be honest I was growing weary of that stuff, so my new idea took on a new urgency. After I hung up my coat there was no sign of Vern downstairs. I looked in the living room thinking I’d see him in his usual spot on the couch, but he was nowhere. It was awfully quiet. What could he be up to? I wondered.

So I walked up the carpeted stairs, my heels making no sound on the royal blue plush carpet and I saw the door to his room slightly opened. Nothing could have prepared me for what I was about to see. I peered through the open crack and there was Vern, his pants and boxers off and he had one of my satin thongs in his grubby little mitts – a dark pink one, and it was wrapped around his cock, and he was rubbing it up and down his shaft – something a high school kid would do. I was almost going to burst out laughing, or run in and start screaming like “Ha, I gotcha,” but I decided instead to wait and see how this thing played out.

I didn’t have to wait too long because a minute later, after some more furious rubbing, he shot a big wad of cum right into my Victoria’s Secret thong. Now was the time I would bust him. I was smiling from ear to ear. Wait until I told Jessica and Stacy about this!

“Hey there cowboy!” I yelled out as I busted through the door, pushing it hard against the stop. I stood there with my hands on my hips. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing with MY G-String, you little shit!?”

I almost felt sorry for Vern. “Uh . . . hi Valerie. I didn’t expect you home so soon . . .”

“Obviously not pecker head! You know if you wanted to play around with ladies lingerie you should have just asked me.” I tried to sound hurt, when really I was overjoyed at my discovery.

He looked at me like a deer caught in the headlights of an eighteen-wheeler. Hilding up the now soiled expensive G-String, he said meekly, “I’m sorry for making a mess . . .” and his voice trailed off, and he looked down, obviously ashamed.

“Well, first off, you’re going to clean them and get all your dried cum off them. I think you can handle that simple task. After they’re all good as new, we have a new and very interesting activity to engage in. I think my friends Jessica and Stacy will be glad to join in on the fun. You remember them don’t you Vern? They’re the ones you probably jerk-off to whenever I’m not

home.”

“Uh yeah, I know them. But can’t we keep this between us? Just this once Val?”

I laughed and looked down at him. Positioning was very important. I always looked down at him. It was a “control” issue I had. “Oh no, no, Vern. They’re going to be delighted to be a part of this because remember it’s all about humiliation – your humiliation!”

Vern was like a trapped rat, and he knew it.

“Tell me Vern, is this the first time you’ve done this?” I think I knew the answer.

“Yes,” he said meekly, looking down. I thought the poor bastard would kill himself, so now I had to play “good cop” to my usual bad one.

“Well, don’t feel so bad Vern. I think I’ve known for some time that you had more than a passing interest in this ‘stuff.’ The question I’m thinking of is whether or not you could take a cock up that sissy little ass of yours?” That last thought just came about spontaneously.

“Oh no, no! Please Valerie! Not that! I just can’t.”

“Well we’ll just see Vern. I don’t want to have to threaten you,” I said, laughing now.

I looked at him on top of the bed with my soiled G-String in his hand and his pants and boxers around his ankle and I asked him if he was finished. He just shrugged.

“So here’s what I want you to do Vern. I want you clean those panties, and I’ll give you a new pair, but you have to wear them all the time, understand??? And if I catch you NOT wearing them, there will be hell to pay, I promise you! Got it?”

He swallowed hard and answered, “Yes Valerie, I will.”

“Here,” I said reaching into my dresser draw pulling out a cherry red G-String with a lace top. There was a little bow in front; just perfect for a budding sissy. I watched as he slowly put them on. I watched him closely for signs of enjoyment as he slipped them up over his skinny hairless legs and centered them around his junk. I knew he loved it because the soft, satin material made him hard right away. But I guess he was still embarrassed because his face betrayed no sign of emotion.

We had dinner together and I was smirking most of the time, running different scenarios through my mind of how I would handle this new discovery. He had his head down the whole time which amused me no end.

After dinner I called Jessica and then added Stacy to the call. “So what’s this ‘interesting new development’ Valerie?” Jessica asked.

“Well I came home this afternoon, and you’ll never guess what I found Vern doing.”

“Oooh do tell us!” Stacy said, her horny little mind going in all sorts of directions. So I proceeded to tell them all about how I caught Vern, and we decided to meet later that evening to decide how we could have some fun.

We met at a local club to talk, meet some new guys and have our way with them. “I have some clothes that I think will fit Vern,” Stacy said, and then we can do some makeup on him . . .”

“And then have our way with him,” Jessica said.

“I was thinking of something else,” I said. “I think it would be fun to watch him take a real cock up his ass, and I know just the guy who would do it!”

“Really?” Jessica said. “Who?”

“You remember the guy Ed, the construction worker I brought home last week?”

“Oh yeah,” Stacy said, her jealousy showing. “How was he?”

“He was hot as fuck,” I said.

“I mean, do you think he would like to ‘play’ with Vern?”

“Good question. But first we have to get Vern ready,” I said.

Jessica and Stacy both had evil little grins on as they scoured the dance floor for some quick entertainment. Jessica was the first to find a guy and they disappeared behind a hall in back of the club. About thirty minutes later Jessica triumphantly returned to our table, her makeup running, and she was doing “the walk of shame.” We all laughed. She is such a slut! So we planned for tomorrow night to work on Vern.
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THE NEXT DAY I TOLD VERN HE BETTER GET HIS LITTLE ASS READY – literally because the girls were coming over tonight. I had the makeup all set up and Stacy had some really hot clothes to bring over. Oh! I also pulled the waist of Vern’s pants forward and looked to see if he was wearing his G-String and of course he was. I wondered how many times he jerked off into it. What I didn’t tell Vern was that our old friend Ed was coming over later. I think if I did that he would run screaming from the house. To be honest, watching a sissy get fucked four ways to Sunday was a big thrill for me.

The bell rang and Jesica and Stacy were standing in the doorway.

“Hi guys, come in, come in,” I said.

Vern was standing in the background behind me, and he looked like a prisoner ready to stand on the gallows – poor guy.

“Hi Vern,” Jessica said, condescendingly, as if Vern was less than a man. Stacy laughed and teased Vern by holding up a bright green dress that rode up very high. His eyes bulged and something told me that his negative attitude was just a front. I didn’t care because I was a monster – I always got my way.

“Well what are we waiting for, let’s go upstairs to my room.” The girls started up the stairs, and I saw Vern wasn’t moving, I guess he was trying to process things. Time for the “good cop.”

“Don’t worry Vern, I think you’ll enjoy this – keep an open mind.”

Stacy threw the clothing on the bed. “Okay Vern – strip!”

After he took his pants off, Stacy cried out, “Look! He’s already wearing a G-String.”

“Fucking sissy! Wait till we’re done with you Vern – you won’t know which end is up!” and she laughed hysterically. We all did as Vern turned different shades of red.

We fussed over Vern like he was a lump of clay we would turn into a masterpiece. I got the makeup ready in the bathroom as Jessica and Stacy went to work on Vern. After he was dressed I pulled a long, jet black wig from the closet that was styled on top and fell long between his fake cleavage. I gotta say he really looked good – his hips were pretty convincing, and the dress clung to him tightly like he was made for it.

He still whined – even after we dressed him and placed the wig on his head. “What’s the problem Vern? I thought you wanted this. You wear my panties for Chrissake.”

“Yeah I know, but this just isn’t me . . . I like wearing the clothes, but that’s about it. I’m sorry Val. Can’t I keep watching? We’ve been doing that for so long.” Jessica and Stacy watched the family drama unfolding.

Now it was time for the “bad cop.” “Listen Vern, I’m tired of your wishy washy attitude, especially after we’ve gone through all this trouble. Now this is our new thing, okay? I like you dressed, and I want you to ‘act the part too’ – OR ELSE!! Got it?” I said as I stood over him menacingly. I could do lots of things. I could cut his access to our bank account and make him live like a parasite (which he was), and ruin his life.

I could see the fear in his eyes which filled me with a euphoria. The joy of having a sense of control over him was indescribable.

“Okay, okay Valerie. I’ll do it. Just don’t hurt me – please.”

Jessica mimicked him. “Please don’t hurt me Valerie. What a fucking sissy you are Vern; God.” Stacy and I laughed.

“Now get in the bathroom Vern. It’s time to make you into the slut you were meant to be – just like the porn videos you watch on your laptop. Yes, I know about those. Now you’re going to be living your own video!” I said.

So Vern obediently did as he was told and sat on the stool in front of the vanity mirror in the bathroom. Stacy was an artist with makeup – heavy mascara to accent his eyelashes, eyeliner, a nice glossy cherry red lipstick and facial makeup, and deep green eye shadow. When he stood up and looked at himself in the mirror, I could see his cock standing up through the tight, clingy red dress.

“Ha ha ha – look at his cock girls. I think your husband likes being a sissy cum slut Val!” Jessica said. “Nice makeup job Stacy. You’re the best!”

I went to my dresser. “That bulge will have to go. I have a G-String with a gaff in it. I got it from an online sissy store this week. I knew he’d love it, now don’t you Vern?”

“Yeah Valerie, I like looking good . . .”

“Oh you’ll do a lot more than just ‘look’ Vern,” I said with a threatening tone. So Vern slipped out of the cherry red thong I made him wear all week, and he put the new one on. This new one was a deep purple. I could barely see a bulge, but I knew he was aroused.

“Now,” I said with a fake uncertainty. “What shall we do with such a pretty femboy??”

Stacy volunteered. “Can I break him in Val?”

“Sure Stacy, why not? We have to widen his boy pussy somehow. Here, I have what you need,” and I walked over to my night table and pulled out a pink oblong box. Inside of it was a long, double-ended Silicone dildo attached to a belt, and it vibrated. I’m don’t consider myself to be a lesbian, but occasionally the three of us like “to enjoy ourselves.” I handed it to Stacy who practically snatched it out of my hand.

“Easy Stacy, it’s Silicone, not steel!” I said laughing. By the time the words were out of my mouth, Stacy had her jeans and satin boxer panties off and tied the belt around her waist. The hair on her mound was already moist with anticipation. I also took a tube of lubricant gel out of the box and handed it to her.

“Okay Vern, hop on the bed on all fours and face front,” I barked at him like a drill instructor. “There’s just one more thing,” I said, my hand on my chin. “He needs a sissy name.”

“Yeah he does, doesn’t he?” Jessica said. “I know, how about ‘Candy’ because she looks good enough to eat!”

“Great name Jess,” Stacy said.

“I agree,” I said. “Okay Vern . . . from now on you will answer to ‘Candy,” when you’re dressed, which will be practically all the time you’re home. Okay? Now say it! Your name is . . .”

“I’m Candy,” Vern said.

“Excellent. Okay Candy, hop up on top of the bed.”

Now ‘Candy’ did as she was told. Stacy, wearing the belt got on the bed and positioned herself behind Candy and opened up the lube. She placed a nice amount on her pussy with her long middle finger and began to moan, adding to her arousal, and Jessica and I were licking our lips watching the drama unfold. She also coated both ends of the dildo and turned the vibrating switch on. She placed the back end into her pussy, and she stiffened and let out a long sigh.

Then she moved the back strap of Candy’s G-String over a butt cheek and placed lube over Candy’s boy pussy, or bussy. He moved his butt around, obviously pleased with his “treatment.”

“See girls, I knew she would like it.” The three of us laughed and Candy kept a stoic face through it all. Then she stuck a finger of the lube inside of Candy’s bussy and rubbed it around, gently stretching him out a bit.

“There, now how does that feel you sissy slut. Might as well get used to it. A real cock will feel so much better. I think you’ll really enjoy this. It will be a bit painful at first, but you’ll grow into it I’m sure,” I told him.

Then Stacy placed the tip of the wide, thick Silicone cock right against Candy’s asshole and went in just a little bit. Candy squealed a bit. “I really feel full,” she said.

“Just be patient Candy,” I said from experience.

I told you I was a slut, right? Vern wasn’t my first sissy, nor would he be my last. I can’t help it, that’s just who I (and we) am.

Stacy went in deeper, slowly, the vibrating back end making her shiver with pleasure. She reached her hand down to get her end into a better position. Candy stiffened as the fake monster cock went deep inside her. Now she got into a fast rhythm, and Candy gripped the bed sheets with both fists.

Jessica and I were getting really turned on by what was unfolding right before our eyes. We turned towards each other and Jessica started kissing me on the lips, sending her tongue into my willing mouth. It just happened. It was rare, but when we did it, it sent me into orbit. Soon our jeans were opened, and we were rubbing each other’s pussies, our middle fingers stroking hard as the intensity of our kissed deepened. Our eyes were closed as we enjoyed the absolute bliss of woman love. I was wet as fuck and soon a scream came out of me. I could feel Jessica leaking and she gyrated her hips in-sync to what I was doing to her. I broke off from her mouth and buried my face into her lush blonde hair, kissing her neck. I could feel the goose bumps rise as I did so.

On the bed, Stacy was going into Candy with a frenzy, making wordless sounds of pleasure. Candy stiffened and let out a yell as she came inside of her gaff; copious amounts of cum; his first “sissygasm.” Stacy was dripping, and tears of ecstasy were running down her cheeks. Then gradually, she slowed down and came out.

She turned Candy around and they were both on their knees, hands locked and kissing. Stacy drove her tongue deep into Candy’s mouth and she was still hard. She had pulled her thong down in the front and her cock was sticking up against Stacy’s tummy. Stacy took Candy’s gurl cock into her mouth and licked off all the cum from it until it was all clean, but she kept going. It wasn’t long before Candy exploded inside of Stacy’s mouth, filling it with the warm, thick jizz, some of it running down the corners of Stacy’s mouth. Then they kissed again, and Candy tasted her own cum for the first time. It was obvious to the girls that Candy really enjoyed herself, as she looked at all three of us and grinned.

“You know girls, I think we’ve created a monster,” I said, laughing.

“I think you’re right Val,” Jessica said.

“Monster?” Stacy asked. “NO, NO, not a monster.” She cupped Candy’s face in her hands and kissed her again. “She’s a delicious sissy. I love her!”
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WE TOOK CANDY INTO THE BATHROOM and Stacy touched up her makeup. “Why are you doing this,” Candy asked.

“Because we aren’t done for the night,” I answered. “Remember I said that there’s nothing like a sissy getting her first real taste of cock.”

Candy grinned like a hungry animal and her newly broken in bussy was tingling. “You know I really enjoyed that. I do really want a real guy’s cock to hammer me!”

“See girls. What did I tell you? I knew she’d be into it with the right touch of prodding.” At my last word they all laughed.

Just then the doorbell rang, and the girls looked at each other and smiled. Candy had a puzzled look on her face. “Wait until you see the surprise we got for you Candy!” I said with a mischievous grin.

“Wait here,” I said and ran down the stairs. The three heard muffled conversation. I opened the front door and there Ed was standing with a tank top on showcasing his enormous biceps and well-developed shoulders. Everything about him oozed testosterone and I suddenly wanted him for himself. But this was to be my husband Candy’s big night. I’d have to get Ed for myself again another night.

I reached for Ed’s throbbing cock through his tight jeans. His curly, brown hair gleamed from the ton of hair gel he put on. “Wait till you see what I have waiting for upstairs lover boy.”

“I can hardly wait Val! What is it?” I looked at him sideways.

“You mean who is it?”

Ed laughed. “Ok then, let me meet this ‘who.’”

So I took him in the vice grip of a hand he had and led him upstairs.

When we came through the door, Stacy and Jessica were staring at him with their mouths opened wide. Candy looked too, but with the air of a predator. She was probably overjoyed at this being her first real cock. Ed squinted his eyes. “Wait, do I know this girl?? She seems awfully familiar.”

“Why yes Ed, I think you do know her. This is my sissy husband Vern. You know, the guy who was jerking off on the cuck chair and watched as you ass fucked me.”

“Oh yeah, right. Sorry, I’m just not used to seeing a dude in drag, that’s all.”

“Oh her?” Stacy said. “This ain’t no dude in drag. Her name is Candy, and she just has a pussy on the other side, that’s all. In fact, she loves taking it in the ass, don’t you Candy honey?”

“Yes Stacy, I really do. I can’t wait to have Ed inside me if his cock is as big as he is.”

“Trust me Candy, you’ve seen his cock, and you know it is. Oh wait! ‘Vern’ has seen Ed’s cock, but you haven’t seen it yet,” I said, keeping in character.

“Humm, she looks great! Especially the way that dress hugs her tight little ass,” Ed said grinning. “I bet it feels great too,” and with that, Ed walked over to Candy and began squeezing her ass. “Yeah, nice and firm,” Ed said. I could see his cock bulge through his jeans.

“Well then Ed, what are you waiting for? Take her,” I said.

I saw a side of Ed that I hadn’t seen that first night. He manhandled Candy onto the bed on all fours, and he was grunting in animal anticipation. He didn’t even wait for the lube.

“Wow Valerie, she looks great,” Ed said as he flipped Candy’s tight dress over her ass and pulled down her G-String. He spit on his hands and rubbed it inside of Candy’s bussy and down her taint, but it was already slippery from the lube that Stacy had put there.

“Hey, did someone break her in first? She’s all slick.”

“Oh yes we did,” I said. “Nothing but the best for you Eddie,” I said proudly.

“I want my cock a little wet first. Turn around Candy,” he barked. Candy turned on all fours and Ed’s jeans were off and on the floor already. He stuck the tip of his massive cock right onto Candy’s cherry red lips. She opened her lips like a pro and used her tongue to lick around the head of Ed’s cock. Ed stiffened and placed his big arms on his massive thighs as Candy went to work. By now she swallowed as much of Ed’s cock as she could fit into her mouth. His cock was wet and slick from her lip gloss and mouth, and it went in and out easily. Just then Ed pulled out leaving a puzzled look on Candy’s face.

“I was just about to cum. I want this bitch to turn around now!” he shouted. “I demand her sissy ass!” he growled.

Candy was just as hungry for Ed’s cock as he was for her ass, and she did so quickly. Ed was not gentle at all, and swiftly moved the G-String strap from between her ass cheeks over the side.

He lined his throbbing cock right against her bussy and greedy Candy, my cum slut husband moved her ass right onto it. She didn’t even wince, her lust propelling her onto his shaft.. Candy moaned at the girth and length of his snake. Ed was grunting as he thrusted.

“Oh man, she’s so tight. This . . . is . . . great,” he said between pounding her.

Faster and faster he went, and Candy matched him thrust for thrust. She felt her ass was made just for him. The three of us watched and began touching each other – it was that erotic to watch.

Finally, Ed hissed between his closed teeth and came, letting out a torrent of jizz all the way up Candy’s virgin bussy. I could tell that Candy would be unstoppable now. She had outgrown me.

Candy loved being filled by Ed’s massive load. I could see his cock coated white when he pulled out of her now and rammed her again and again making the bed shake. I could see Ed’s jizz running down the inside of Candy’s thighs. I just had to move in for a closer look, my hands down my jeans rubbing myself and moaning.

Then Candy cried out and she came again into her gaff, stiffening as she did so.

Finally Ed pulled out and spun Candy around. “Now lick my cock clean you sissy bitch!” he shouted. It turned all of us on, and Stacy and Jessica were at it themselves, turned on by what was happening.

Obediently, Candy’s mouth was all over Ed’s cum covered cock, licking and placing it in her mouth, hungrily. I was amazed. The difference in my husband in just two weeks was hard for me to wrap my head around. Now Ed pounded her mouth, and placed his hands on top of Cany’s plush wig. “Ahhh . . . don’t stop bitch – keep going!” he ordered.

Then Ed cried out and came again, Candy letting his cum run down the sides of her mouth. She came off him and kissed him, Ed licking the cum from the sides of her mouth and chin, obviously satisfied.

“Wow, you’re something else bitch! Say Val, do you think I could come here more often?”

“Of course Ed, she’s all yours,” I said.

And that’s how it started. I had always wanted a sissy cum slut for a husband, and now I had one. In fact, when Jessica, Stacy and me went out, Candy came with us, and we all brought guys back to my house – Candy was a special treat; one that I created.


TEST TUBE FEMBOY

A short erotic tale of science gone very wrong!
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Prologue

I’D KNOWN MY ROOMMATE GARY FOR TWO YEARS since we were both freshmen. He was applying to medical school, and no one had any doubts that he would get in. I mean the kid was more than brilliant. He was doing research in the biochem department since last year, and already had a paper published with the head of the chemistry department, Professor Alger, in a prestigious chem society journal. By junior year he had free reign of the chem building, and had a modest income tutoring freshmen and sophomores.

His social life was practically non-existent, except for the occasional dorm party or special event. He was constantly reading – chemistry and physics – what else? He wasn’t much for dating, and girls or guys seemed to have no attraction for him. I was always telling him to get out and circulate, but he always mumbled something underneath his mop of curly hair and thick, black glasses he wore. I could never tell what he was truly thinking.

He had a secret side and would often disappear at the strangest times; before dinner, leave the room at odd hours without saying where he was going. All the guys on my floor knew he was weird. But no one except me was to find out just exactly how weird – and surprising he truly was. I was too blind to see, and I paid a price. This is my story.
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ABOUT TWO MONTHS INTO MY JUNIOR YEAR AT SCHOOL, I began to notice some “changes” in my roommate Gary. The other guys noticed as well. He was never the really athletic type, but at the beginning of the semester he became interested in body building and spent hours at the gym working out. He also had body sculpting magazines delivered to our house off campus. It was a small house, and we had the whole top floor (which wasn’t much) to ourselves. Each of us had our own small bedroom. An old widow lived downstairs, and she was nice enough, kept to herself, and didn’t bother us with rules and regulations like some of the other landlords in town.

One day after class, he entered my room, and I noticed a significant change in his appearance. “Hey Gary, what’s up?” I said.

“What do you mean Chris?” he said, sounding a little defensive.

“Oh nothing, it’s all good. Where’d you come from, the gym?”

“No, I was at the chem lab. Professor Alger and I are working on a new chem experiment.”

“Really?” Of course it was the usual for him. He was always working on something.

“Yeah. Well, you probably have an idea, right?” he asked, raising an eyebrow at me and flexing his biceps which had markedly changed since the beginning of the semester. “This could really be something big. You know how I’ve been working out right?”

“Yeah, since we’ve known each other, I’ve never seen you, or anyone build muscle so quickly.”

“Yes! That’s the thing. Professor Alger and I have been studying muscle responses to various peptides and how combined with exercise to make them grow faster and bulk up.”

“Is it testosterone?” I asked, sounding concerned, and very naïve. I didn’t want my roommate to go into liver failure or have his nuts shrink to the size of peanuts or anything like that.

“No, not at all – it’s completely safe and not toxic at all. It uses the body’s natural chemistry and kind of amplifies it in a way. We’ve been working on formulating a supplement that could make us millions one day!” he said with a dreamy quality to his eyes.

Now I had been thinking of working out and I trusted Gary. The girls would be all over me if I could look like a Hollywood action star. So I had an idea.

“Say Gary, do you think maybe I could try some of that stuff while I start to work out? I was thinking that girls would notice me more if I put some muscle on my skinny frame?” I didn’t say what I was really thinking which was “effeminate.” That was something that bothered me all through adolescence – the fact that I had somewhat roundish hips and no muscle. In high school when I did go to the gym, I was always teased about my physique. I started to harbor a resentment about it, not wanting to get close to any girl because of what she might think of me.

“Sure Chris, I don’t see why not. Professor Alger’s always looking for other test subjects. Matter of fact, I think he’d be pleased. I’m sure of it.”

“Wow really?” I said. “That would be incredible. Tell you what. Tomorrow morning I’ll go work out with you. My first class isn’t until ten o’clock. Whaddya’ say buddy?”

“Yeah, ten would be fine. Listen, it’s in a powder form and you mix it in your OJ. I’ll give you your first dose tomorrow at breakfast before we go to the gym.”

“Deal!” I said, so happy that I would get started on a “new me.”

The next morning Gary and I went to a waffle house in the center of town not far from campus. We got a booth in the back for privacy. We didn’t want anyone to see us putting powder from a vial in our juice. So the waitress took our orders and Gary looked around and took out two vials of white powder and poured his into his OJ and stirred it with a spoon. He did the same for me and said, “Here’s to the new you!” and we both drank up. It was a bit gritty, but otherwise tasteless.

“Listen Chris. I told Professor Alger that I was sharing this with you. Now all the lots are numbered and the one I gave you was for you, and the one I took was mine. Don’t worry about it, they’re both the same thing.” I trusted Gary and thought nothing of it.

I was finally on my way to becoming a big, chiseled muscle guy that the girls would fall all over. Now I couldn’t wait to start hitting the gym, so Gary and I finished our breakfast of tasty carbs quickly and headed out for the college gym.

Gary had me start doing chest and leg presses right away, and then bicep curls. I didn’t feel it then, but the next day I could barely get out of bed. But while I was working out I felt a sort of “euphoria” which was unlike anything I ever felt before. I asked Gary about it, and he said, “Oh yeah, that’s what it does. It relaxes you while you’re struggling. But you did really good yesterday Chris. I’m proud of you. Just wait a couple of months when we hit the bar scene!”

I could hardly wait. I crawled into the shower back at home and turned the water as hot as it would go, and put mineral ice all over my arms and legs because they were killing me. So we continued on the same regimen for the next few weeks.
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BY THE FOURTH WEEK, I NOTICED SOME STRANGE THINGS happening to me. I wasn’t “bulking” in the places I thought I would. Sure, my arms and legs were getting stronger, but I noticed more fat around my hips and my breasts looked like they were growing, and my hair was growing faster and thicker. Gary kept putting on muscle. He said nothing to me about my body like he didn’t notice. Maybe it was all in my head? I wasn’t sure, but one thing was certain; I didn’t want to stop using the powder. There was something about the euphoria that I was starting to crave. There was a supply in Gary’s room and more than once I thought about taking more than one dose per day of my lot number. Gary only took one vial per day of his, so I was at a loss to understand this. It’s not like I could go into a pharmacy and ask the pharmacist why I wanted more of a non-FDA approved chemical or why these changes were happening to me.

There was something else I didn’t mention to Gary. I started to look upon girls with disinterest – not like I hated them, but in a sexual way. On the other side, I found myself getting turned on by guys to the point where if I was looking at some guys across a room, and they were particularly hot, I found my cock getting hard. This shamed me and I could never admit this to him, especially because I started to find Gary to be “interesting.”

One time I woke up in my small bedroom in the middle of the night and I was covered in sweat and my hands were on my chest, rubbing my nipples which had become very hard. I was also having some kind of erotic dream where Gary was in it, and I think he was touching me! Holy fuck! If this was happening to me, then why was it not happening to Gary too? I mean we were taking the same formula – right?

Now I began to suspect that I was a guinea pig for some weird experiment which would make me into a girl – or at least have the physical and mental characteristics of one, with of course, a cock. But that was crazy. I mean we had known each other since the start of freshman year, and he never showed any interest in me in that way. And like I said, I couldn’t stop taking the stuff! It was like I was somehow addicted to the euphoria it produced.

I stood in front of the long mirror in my room in my boxer shorts and looked at myself really closely for the first time. I hadn’t really done a close examination of myself before because I didn’t want to believe it, yet over the last week, the changes seem to have accelerated, and there was no denying what was going on with me. I wore baggy sweatshirts now to hide my rapidly growing breasts and I got a haircut – really short. However the pitch of my voice was also going up and some of my facial features were changing as well. Now, after staring in amazement at myself for a good ten minutes, I knew I had to speak to Gary.

I found him in his room sitting at his desk, hunched over his laptop. “Hey Gary, got a sec?”

“Sure Chris what’s up?” he said as he hit a button and turned away from his computer.

“WHOA!” he said, amazed. I was standing in front of him in my boxers. “Is this . . . I mean, jeez Chris, have you been taking any hormones?”

If he was playing a game he was very good at it because his surprise seemed genuine. “No Gary, just the supplement you’ve been giving me. Tell me straight man; am I taking the same mixture that you’re taking?? Come on, be honest with me. Another thing, when I stop taking it, I feel like I’m going through some kind of withdrawal. So what gives?”

Gary’s eyes were wide open, and his speechlessness gave way to his vast analytical process. “Oh man, oh man Chris, I swear you’ve been taking the same stuff as me. I have no fucking clue . . .” he said, his voice trailing off. “I’m going to see Professor Alger first thing in the morning. In fact, I’ll skip the workout tomorrow. Now I know why you’ve been wearing the baggy sweatshirts all day.” He came closer to me and studied my face up close. “Wow, your face is changing too. Say something.”

“What should I say, I’m really scared Gary, this isn’t funny!”

“That’s it . . . your voice – the pitch is higher – like a, like a girl.”

“I KNOW IT IS!” I said, my voice sounding like a girl that just found her lover cheating. My mind was racing too. I just wanted to get into Gary’s pants. I saw no reciprocal reaction from him – he was too stunned.

“Okay, okay Chris. Calm the fuck down man. I’ll get to the bottom of this – I promise.”

“Thanks,” I said, not knowing what else to say.

The next day Gary went to see Professor Alger. Anxious to know what was happening I texted Gary to meet me for lunch in the university quad and food court. I found him seated at a table in front of a taco place and sat down next to him.

“Get something to eat Chris and we’ll talk.”

“Okay,” I said. I mean I was hungry and didn’t want to hear bad news on an empty stomach. I was also a little pissed to be honest. But as I walked to the taco place I stole a backward glance at Gary sitting there and I noticed his profile and I found myself with a boner which made me blush, and I had a tingling and tense feeling in my butt. Oh fuck! I AM CHANGING INTO A GIRL! Is this how girls feel when a guy turns them on I wondered???

“So tell me Gary, what did Professor Alger tell you? Don’t hold back, I want to know word for word. I’ll know if you’re bullshitting me!”

Gary shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “Well, he was surprised as I was, and he let me in on something I didn’t know before.”

“And what’s that?” I asked, my demeanor changing, taking in every word.

He drew a deep breath. “It turns out that he ran some animal trials on rats before making the batch for humans.” I was shocked. I thought Gary was in on every phase of the development of this compound.

“Come on Gary, I thought you were the golden boy of the chem department. How could you not have known? So what were the results?”

“Uh apparently, most of the rats, thirty-four to be exact, bulked up and became bigger and stronger – a bit more aggressive too – you know, biting more and difficult to handle . . .”

“And the rest??? What happened to them? How many were ‘the rest?’”

“About six,” he said, his voice dropping, looking at the table. “They uh, they didn’t bulk up or become more aggressive. In fact they became easier to handle than the rest, and he took blood samples. Now this is the shocking part.” He was scaring me. “The blood results showed a significant spike in estrogen, you know, the female hormone.”

“Yes Gary, I’m not an idiot! I know what estrogen is!”

“So he did some more tinkering and both of us tested it on more rats and the female effects – the blood estrogen I mean, didn’t appear in any of them.”

“And that was enough for him to start human trials? It seems pretty roughshod science to me. I mean don’t you need more testing before giving it to people?”

“Look Chris, you have to understand. This university doesn’t have the resources to go through all the time and numbers needed to look for long-term side effects like a regular pharmaceutical giant. Of course, in animals, any negative effects become apparent quicker than people because of metabolism and other factors.”

“Just how many human ‘test subjects’ were there?”

“Truthfully, swear to God, you and I are the only two – so far.”

“Whoa – just you and me??? That’s IT??”

“Yup, so far.”

“Does Professor Alger want to see me?” I asked, not really sure if I wanted to see him.

Gary was very casual. “Well, he said if you wanted to stop by you could.”

“Maybe I will,” I said. “I have to think about it. One other thing. I can’t stop taking this stuff. I mean, like when I went one day without it, I felt like my skin was crawling and I fucking need it Gary.”

“Uh yeah well, Professor Alger discovered that something in there hits opiate receptors too.”

“So you mean, we’re like . . .” I couldn’t say it easily. “Drug addicts.”

Gary shifted uncomfortably. “No, you’re the only one who gets that. I mean, I don’t get the cravings.”

“Great! That’s just great!”

“Well give it time. Professor Alger thinks the estrogen effects might just be temporary. So sit tight okay man?”

What else could I do or say? I had to sit tight.
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NOW AFTER SIX WEEKS, I STOPPED CUTTING MY HAIR, and something else was happening to me. When I looked at girls I had the desire, or should I say the curiosity to try on some of their clothes. I wanted to feel soft, silky fabrics against my soft, supple skin. There were also subtle changes in the bones of my face. I was already at the point where I could pass for female. Now there was no hiding it. I told my friends on campus that I was transitioning. In this day and age nobody paid any attention to it, and I didn’t get into any probing discussions with anyone either.

There was an exception. A very good female friend of mine Linda was very curious about the changes she saw in me and had to speak to me about them. She lived in one of the few female dorms on campus, so one afternoon I went over to visit her.

She opened the door and stared at me with her mouth open. It had just been a week since she saw me last. We had gone out on a few dates at the beginning of the semester, and it didn’t work out, so now we were good friends. I told her about Gary and Professor Alger’s experiment, and she was shocked that he would try it out on humans so fast. I told her that Gary was bulking up and this stuff was making me more feminine.

“Look Chris, if this is who you’re becoming you might as well go with it.” I looked at her open closet which had assorted skirts and blouses and such and immediately got a boner which I’m positive she didn’t see.

I think I knew where this conversation was going, and it made me very happy. In just a few minutes I went from confusion and fear to acceptance. My lips curled up in a smile.

“Linda,” I asked. “Do you think, I mean would you help me out with trying some of your clothes?”

Her face lit up. “Oh Chris! Of course I would. I’d be delighted! Say, would it be okay if my friend down the hall Lorraine got in on this. I know she’d love to help you too!” She looked me over quickly and said, “I think her size might be closer to yours anyway. So whaddya’ say; can she help?”

“Sure, why not?”

“Yes! I’ll go get her now!” Linda said excitedly. The thought of two actual women fussing over me excited me and got my cock hard!
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IT WAS ONLY A COUPLE OF MINUTES and Linda brought Lorraine in. I vaguely remembered her, but I doubted if she knew me “before.”

“Oh my God! Look at him Linda, I can’t believe it! How did you get like this Chris, was it HRT??”

“Uh, well sort of. It was a supplement I got that I thought would bulk me up for the gym. I had no idea it would do this to me.”

“WOW! That’s some powerful shit Chris. But there’s nothing to do except to go with it,” Lorraine said smiling.

She was carrying a large bundle full of girl’s clothes – and lingerie! There was no use hiding it. They could see the happiness spreading on my face!

She saw me eyeing the lingerie – a purple satin G-String. “Here you go Chris,” she said, grinning at me. “Take your clothes off and try it on.” I was a bit hesitant at first. “Come on Chris, it’s not like I’ve never seen a guy’s cock before.”

“You know something Lorraine? You are a SLUT!” Linda said. Lorraine just smiled back.

So I slipped off my baggy sweatshirt, and jeans and held the G-string in my hands.

“Oh my God Linda, LOOK! He’s got a boner! And a nice one too I might add. Say Chris, or should I say ‘Chrissy,’ would you mind very much if I touched it?”

I never had a girl touch my private parts before if you know what I mean, but I wanted Lorraine to touch it very much. “Sure, go ahead,” I said, all modesty gone. She placed her soft fingers on the tip as Linda looked on; some pre cum making her index and middle fingers glisten, as she rubbed around the head of my cock. I moaned.

She looked sideways at Linda smirking. “Okay ‘Chrissy,’ put them on.” So I placed the thong on the floor and both girls were very excited to see my reaction to what I was doing. I stepped into the thong carefully with both feet, completely buck naked, and then slowly pulled it up my hairless legs – I had shaved them and my chest before coming over, including my pubic hair. I got chills from the feel of the cool, soft satin, and then I adjusted the back strap between my butt cheeks, and it nestled itself there snugly; it was a perfect fit. Then I adjusted the soft pouch over my hard cock and the feel of the satin on it made me moan. Both girls laughed.

“Look at him Lorraine, or should I say her . . . she loves it!”

“Oh yeah, this one does for sure!”

“Umm, I want first dibs on that cock Linda, do you mind?”

“No, be my guest.” It was like I wasn’t even there. I was just a cock on a girl’s body, an instrument of fascination.

“No wait a sec,” Lorraine said. “First Chrissy, take your ball cap off and let your hair fall down and put this bra on.” It was a B cup which fit me perfectly. The back was a stretch band, so I put it on over my head and adjusted it. My hair was down to my shoulders and was thick and shiny.

“Oh wow, look at her Linda, it’s perfect.”

“Yeah Chris, I mean ‘Chrissy,’ you’re turning out nicely.

Then without saying a word, Lorraine came closer to me and kissed me on the lips letting her tongue slide into my mouth. She pressed hard into me and let it wrap around mine. At the same time, she pulled my G-String pouch down and placed her whole hand on my throbbing cock. She began stroking me and then did the unexpected. She got down on her knees in front of me and placed her cherry red Angelina Jolie lips on my cock tip. It made me moan and sent chills through my body as she now took the entire tip of my cock into her mouth. She used her tongue like a paint brush and slowly licked around the head, sending me into orbit. I closed my eyes and went into another world.

This girl had skill – the way her mouth and tongue went after my cock was making me crazy. It was also making my butt twitch with a desire I had never known before. I was nice and wet by now as my entire cock was being swallowed. She kept her lips nice and tight, and I felt some more pre cum leak into her mouth. Now she went faster and faster up and down the length of my pole, and I bucked my hips into her face.

Finally, I threw my head back, my hair falling over the back of my shoulders and I didn’t just cum – my cock convulsed three times as I spilled everything into Lorraine’s thirsty mouth. She didn’t let a drop go to waste. I was being sucked dry for the first time in my life, and it felt wonderful. My whole body tensed as the last drop of cum came out of me.

Then slowly, Lorraine pulled off of me, looking up at me. Her eyes were glassy, and half closed, and she stood up, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, and kissed me hard. For the first time I tasted my own cum and I loved the sweet-salty taste.

My tongue explored her mouth, getting every drop. She pulled off of me and was about two inches away and she said softly, “How did you like the taste of your cum Chrissy? I loved it – every drop.”

“You’re amazing,” I said, my voice trailing off into nothingness. Linda meanwhile looked a little jealous.

“Now it’s my turn Chrissy. I’m gonna give you the full sissy experience – like a real girl, which you practically are,” Linda said, looking me over from top to bottom.

Loraine was grinning as Linda walked over to her night table and pulled out a box. Inside of it was a long, silicone dildo with two ends which attached to a strap. She held it in front of me taunting me. “I know you’re dying for this Chrissy,” she said as she wagged the dildo back and forth and attached the thing to a belt which went around her waist. I was staring at it and knew what she meant. Shit, I was dying for it.

In the same box was a tube of lube gel which she unscrewed and placed all over the dildo and both heads. She rubbed some of the lube with two fingers into her pussy and moaned with her eyes closed. My cock suddenly came to life again, springing up.

“Okay Chrissy,” Linda said. “I want you to get on my bed on all fours and face the front.” I did as I was told. She moved the back strap from the thong over my right butt cheek and I felt the cool gel over my cherry asshole, or “boy pussy.” She rubbed it in good, all up and down my taint, and then surprised me by sticking two fingers in my “bussy,” spreading the gel around the edges, dilating me. I felt a strange fullness with her fingers inside me. Lorraine was watching with interest and had her hands down her jeans, rubbing herself. The sight of her doing that to herself excited me even more.

Then I heard a hum as Linda turned on a button on the side of the belt she wore. I felt the tip of the dildo pressing against my asshole, and I stiffened as I felt the vibration run through my body. Then I felt my asshole expand as the fleshy silicone entered me. It was vibrating and her end sent her into orbit with moans and gasps. She moved her hips so the cock thing would dilate me more. As she went deeper it became very painful, and I grasped the bed sheets with both fists. I stuck with it and soon she began thrusting harder and harder sending me into orbit. My whole body was tingling in this weird mix of pain and pleasure. The vibration added a new dimension. Nothing I could have done by myself could ever have equaled what I felt now.

I moved my butt back on her and she hit a spot that caused a ball of fire to well up inside of me. I quickly reached down and let my cock out of the cool satin pouch. Lorraine was seated in a chair and watching us both, calmly smoking a long, 120 mm cigarette. Suddenly I had a craving for both a cigarette and a cock in my mouth. I wanted to become a rapacious smoky slut; not just a shemale, or transgender, or whatever. I was widened and thoroughly enjoying the pounding I was getting.

Then out of nowhere, without even touching my cock, I shot out a huge load of cum right onto the bed sheet underneath me. It rocked me like nothing else, and I let out an enormous sigh and stiffened. Linda kept thrusting and moving around on her end of the dildo giving herself a good fucking.

It wasn’t long before Linda let out a large gasp and a scream that I thought would shake the building and have the other girls on the floor come running.

She slowed down her thrusting and said, “Oh my God Chrissy, you are incredible.” Looking down underneath me she said, “Oh, I see you enjoyed yourself too.”

“Yeah it was incredible. If this is what it’s like being a girl, I’m hooked. I want cock all the time now. I’m a real slut. Speaking of which,” I said, turning to Lorraine, “Lorraine, could I please have a cigarette.”

“Sure Chrissy, I didn’t know you smoked.”

“I do now. There’s something about becoming a hungry cock slut that makes me want to smoke like a slutty bitch.”

Both of them laughed and Linda took a cigarette too.

“See Lorraine, what did I tell you before? Chrissy here has become an ultra slut . . . cigarettes and all. Wait until we put on the makeup and dress him up. Soon he’ll want to fuck every guy he sees!”

“Yeah,” I said. “I have an idea, and I need your help.”

“With what?” Linda asked.

“Since I started transforming, I’ve wanted to fuck my roommate Gary. I’m dying for his cock!”

“Gary? Gary Chamberlain? Oh boy, he’s hot. A bit nerdy, but still hot as fuck,” Lorraine said, surprising me.

“Well what do you know. Gary has more than one admirer,” I said a bit surprised. But I was quick to add, “But I get him first.”

“So what’s your plan Chrissy?” Linda asked me.

“I want you girls to teach me to do makeup and dress me really slutty and I’ll pay him a visit as Chrissy.”

“Okay, but how do you know he’ll take you?” Linda asked.

“Because ever since I started on this road, he’s been looking at me – in that way, I said.

“Then what are we waiting for?” Lorraine said. Let’s get Chrissy here into the bathroom.”

I finished seductively smoking my first long, all-white 120mm cigarette and made my way into the bathroom. Lorraine was the makeup expert, and she went to work on me. First she started with the foundation, a bit of compound and some rouge to put color in my cheeks. My hair was shoulder length, and they did me up into a bob, but eventually I wanted to grow my hair longer.

She picked a candy apple red shade of lip gloss for me and some deep blue eye shadow. Watching her put the makeup on me was making my cock grow harder. The girls saw the bulge through the G-String and both of them were laughing. They finished me off with lip liner, mascara and eye liner, all exaggerated so I looked like the sluttiest version of me that I could.

My feet were small to begin with and they fit perfectly into a pair of Linda’s red high heels. Lorraine had a light blue silk camisole that I put on and a short denim skirt and I was ready to seduce my roommate.

Lorraine stepped back to admire me. “Wow, look at him Linda – he’s perfect.”

“Yeah he is. Listen Chrissy. You go and try your luck with Gary, but don’t forget who made you who you are. We want, no, we demand you come back to us, okay?? We love having fun with you,” Linda said.

“But when he comes back Linda, I want him okay?”

“Sure, we can take turns. Once she gets broken in a little more, she’ll be perfect,” Linda said laughing.

“It’s a deal ladies,” I said, nodding yes.
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SO I LEFT THEIR ROOM – IT WAS ABOUT SEVEN O’CLOCK and I knew Gary would be inside tonight. When I got home I saw Gary’s car parked in the driveway. I went over to the house dressed just the way the girls had left me. I was feeling it for sure. When I walked across campus I got stares from the guys and jealous looks from the girls. I loved it. Soon I told myself that I would be turned loose on all the guys.

I went into the house and went up to my room. Gary didn’t say anything because he was in his room with the door closed and I knew when he was studying he didn’t want to be interrupted. So I calmed myself down a little and opened up the pack of cigarettes that Lorraine gave me along with a slim girly lighter. I looked around for an ashtray and found an old one I had inside my desk for when company came over which wasn’t too often. I always did have a fetish for smoking but never acted on it until now.

So I sat on my bed with my new sexy legs crossed, and lit up, seductively puffing away. It wasn’t long before I heard Gary’s door open, and he knocked on my door. “Hey Chris? Are you smoking in there?”

“Just a minute,” I said. I struck a sexy pose and opened the door. Gary was dumbfounded. He stared at me, short dress and all, my long legs showing and a cigarette held between my index and middle fingers, down low by the white filter. His mouth was hanging open.

“Oh wow . . . is that you Chris,” he said, squinting his eyes and looking me all over.”

“Not quite. You see Gary, Chris is gone. I’m Chrissy, Chris’s hot, horny and sexy alter ego.”

“I, I don’t know what to say,” he said with his mouth dropping open.

“What is there to say? YOU and Professor Alger created me, so I thought I’d make the most of it with the help of a couple of friends. What do you think?” I said, twirling around in a sexy pose. I could see a bulge in his jeans forming which pleased me very much.

“I think . . . I think you look good enough to . . . wait! What the hell am I thinking? You’re my roommate for Chrissakes!”

“Yes I am Gary, and you know what?” I said, moving closer to him. I was wearing a hint of perfume Lorraine had given me before I left.

“Wh -what?” Gary said. I loved it when he got all tongue tied. But I would fix that. I’d take care of him good and give him the ride of his life, He didn’t know how lucky he really was.

I was just a couple of inches away from his mouth, my smoky breath turning him on; so I gently took his crotch in my hand and stroked him, making him moan.

“I think I really want our roommate relationship to move to a whole other level. How does that sound?”

“Yeah . . . sounds great to me . . .” he said in just above a whisper. He didn’t say anything about our friendship, or the fact that we were roommates. To him I suppose, this was just another phase – a huge phase.

I grabbed onto his t-shirt and pulled him closer and touched his lips with mine, and I sent my tongue through my lips into his mouth. Both our tongues twirled around each other’s, and I felt like I was in another place and time. It didn’t feel like the Gary I used to know because I was consumed by lust. I wanted cock above all else and I was determined to have it. I threw my arms around his shoulders and our kisses became more passionate, more serious. He seemed completely relaxed around the “new me.”

Then I reached down to his belt and undid it along with the button of his jeans. I moved them down to mid-thigh and they fell to the floor. Next, I moved his boxers down just underneath his cock and I gasped. I never saw his cock before, and I was simply delighted at how massive it was. I grabbed its massive girth and had to squeeze it hard to get my fingers completely around it. Somehow I managed and when I got to his tip I felt the wetness of his pre cum on my fingers. He was moaning as I stroked it up and down.

Then I got on my knees, resting on the rug in the middle of his room, and took his cock in my fingers. I gently kissed the tip of it and stuck my tongue out to lick it. It was to be the first of many cocks I would devour. My tongue went around and around it, causing him to sway and push it farther into my mouth. My lips parted just enough to let it inside my mouth. My mouth practically had to be open to its fullest amount; he was that large. Somehow I managed, almost choking on it as it made its way to the back of my throat. I was as hard as a flagpole too. I would not be denied either. My tongue went around and around, and I made a tight seal with my lips. The gloss coated his cock cherry red but soon the color disappeared as my intense licking and sucking continued.

Suddenly he arched his back and let out a loud moan and I felt the wet warmth of a giant shot of cum enter my mouth. His hands were pulling at the top of my hair and grabbing strands between his fingers. I easily could have let it drop out of the corners of my mouth, but I let none get past me. I took him all in as I slid up and down his shaft.

Soon he was licked clean. I stood up and grabbed him and kissed him furiously, giving him a taste of his own cum which he devoured.

“So you like it huh?” I said softly. “Your own cum?”

“Yeah, it’s like sweet and salty, but I think it’s because you made it come out. That was the best blow job I ever had in my entire life Chrissy.”

I laughed softly. “Good, because there’s plenty more where that came from,” I said sweetly.

We continued kissing deeply, passionately until I broke off. My finger tapped his nose. “Now it’s my turn,” I said.

“What would you like?” he said gently, as he ran his fingers through my hair.

“I’d like you to put me into your mouth.” This was a test. How did he really see me?

“Sure,” he said, surprising me. “Of course.” Then he got down on his knees in front of me and I undid my denim skirt and stepped out of it. He was turned on by my purple G-String and his eyes bulged, as he took me in from my waist to my red high heels. I lit another cigarette and stood there seductively puffing and looking him in the eyes.

I pulled the pouch of my G-String down to just under my balls. His lips were parted slightly, and I pressed my cock up against his ready mouth. He stuck his tongue out and licked my head around and around, sending me into orbit. I pushed into him, letting my entire cock enter him. He sucked and slurped, and I felt a drop of pre cum leave me and I knew it was time. I pulled out of his mouth, leaving him surprised – his eyes wide opened.

“What’s happening? Did I do something?”

“No, not yet. Gary, I want you to fuck me. I want to feel you inside me. I want to feel you explode inside of me.”

“Okay, let’s go!”

I pulled my G-String off and kicked it onto the rug next to my skirt. I hopped on top of his bed facing the head and I was on my knees. I pulled out a tube of lube gel from my black leather bag that Lorraine had given me as a present of my new status as a cock slut whore.

Gary was still hard, and he spread my butt cheeks apart and spread the gel all over my bussy and even stuck a finger in my ass for good measure making my head spin. I moaned and moved my ass around his finger. Then he pulled it out of me, rubbing some gel on his cock.

“Man! I can’t believe this is really happening,” he said.

“Me either. I want you badly Gary. I have for a long time.”

“Yeah, so have I!” he said. I wondered if that included from before I became Chrissy.

I felt the end of a real cock enter me for the first time. I was still a bit sore from my “christening” from Linda, but this time I was really excited, and I pushed back on him as I felt his tip enter me. He held my butt cheeks apart wide as he started really pounding me. “Oh wow, oh wow,” he kept saying over and over again.

Now we were in a good rhythm. I was dying to cum again after being in his mouth the first time, and this was how I wanted to finish off. His cock was nice and slick which just increased his speed and my excitement.

I felt that same familiar ball of fire well up inside me, but it was different this time. This time it was someone who I really desired above all others – Gary. If I’m being honest with myself, I wanted him for a while, even from before I began this transition.

Now everything was on automatic. I moaned loudly, stiffened and hissed between my teeth as I let loose a flood from my cock which spread itself out onto the bed. At the same time, maybe turned on by me, Gary came too. This time I felt an incredible sensation of wet warmth envelop me as his cum filled up my bussy. This only made him go faster and he made wordless sounds of total bliss. I was only hungry for more. Then he slowed and pulled out of me. My butt cheeks were painful because of his strength in pulling me apart.

I spun around and faced him; we were both on our knees and smiling at each other. He gently caressed my cheek as if to see if it was real or not.

“Chris . . . er., I mean Chrissy, this is all; so sudden and I can’t believe it was real and how much I want you now.”

“Even if I have a cock between my legs?” I said innocently.

“Especially because you have a beautiful cock between your legs,” he said tenderly.


Epilogue

WE KISSED FOR WHAT SEEMED LIKE HOURS. My breasts were especially sensitive, and I took my bra off and let him play with my hard nipples between his fingers and place them in his mouth. “You are the most incredible girl I’ve ever had,” he said softly to me as he nibbled on my smooth ear lobe.

I sat on the bed, and he opened a bottle of wine, and I lit a cigarette, feeling like a complete slut, and I loved it. But my opinion of other men changed. I wanted to be Gary’s slut only, now and forever. My phone went off. Linda and Lorraine were dying to know what happened. I would have to let them know later, because tonight I would be spending the night here. I would also have to go shopping for clothes, and until I got some, I would keep wearing the hoodies and baggy trousers.

A smile broke across my face. I had to thank Professor Alger and go to him and tell him the experiment was a success. You see, the truth is, we planned the whole thing. The muscle building formula was one thing, but the one that changed me into Chrissy was specially formulated for me. Once I got wind of what he and Gary were making I went to see him privately and asked him to do this for me. Some secrets are made never to be told. Both Gary and I had what we wanted. Most importantly, we finally had each other.


BLOWN AWAY

Taken to the WILD SIDE

How crazy would you go for love?
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Love is neither right nor wrong – it just happens.
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I LIVED WITH MY AUNT NORA. That’s just how it was. I never knew my father and my mother was some kind of a career woman. So after about five years of “surrogate parenting,” and being passed off from nanny to nanny, my mom decided I’d be better off with Nora, who always wanted a child but never found the right man to deliver such progeny. Now I was nineteen and in my second year of college, commuting from home and living with Aunt Nora.

She had long raven colored hair that trailed down to her lower back and a body to die for. She dated often and I lost track of how many men she saw. She frequently tired of them after two or three dates. She wasn’t interested in any long-standing relationships because she was only interested in sex; and she made it plain to me. She had a group of equally active friends, and she often went out with them to different clubs and social activities.

I didn’t date much at all, and I was always being peppered with questions about my dating life. She was very straight forward about it. She’d often say “David, you know you can bring home any girl you want, and I’ll give you complete privacy to do what you want. Really, there must be some girl at school who you’re interested in – I know you’re not gay!”

I would simply shrug my shoulders and move on to the next topic. To be honest, I wasn’t interested that much in dating although I did have some desires. I always liked to fantasize about an older woman – you know, someone about ten or twenty years older than me; a woman with experience. Now while Nora strutted around the house scantily clad, I wasn’t about to do anything crazy, although she did get me hard as a rock.

I think she knew and maybe even felt sorry for me in some ways. So one day she approached me at dinner and the conversation drifted to my love life as it often did. We started off talking about the usual stuff – my day at school, some mindless chatter about her job as the secretary at an auto dealership where she often picked up single, and sometimes married guys who had plenty of money to spend on fancy cars.

“David,” she said. “What are your plans for this weekend?” I think she knew without even asking me. I was planning on doing nothing except study and play video games with my friends.

“Well I have some news for you,” she said. “Diane is flying in this weekend from Dallas, and she’ll be spending a month here with us. Her house burned down last weekend. She’s been living in a motel since then. Her dryer got clogged up with lint and it caught fire, so naturally I offered her to stay with us until her house could be repaired. Fortunately there was something left to work with.”

“Gee that really sucks Nora,” I said. I remembered Diane from several visits – either seeing her with my aunt in Dallas, or a few times when she came here to visit. The last time I saw her was in Dallas two years ago, and my seventeen year old self went absolutely crazy. This woman was HOT. I mean, really hot. She was a gorgeous brunette with thick, long auburn hair that went down to the small of her back, a perfect figure, nice ass, and decent sized tits that always seemed to be erect. Just thinking about her coming here to stay was making my cock do somersaults. In fact, she became the object of all my fantasies.

“Now you know I don’t get much time off, and I know your winter vacation is coming up, so she’ll be spending Christmas with us. Do you think you could spend some time with her during the day.” She laughed. “Now it’s not like I’m asking you to babysit or anything, just, you know. Go shopping with her or take her to a movie or a show or something. Don’t worry, I’ll give you money, although knowing Diane I don’t think she’ll let you pay for anything.”

“Uh yeah, I think I could do that.” I started fantasizing, but who was I kidding. I don’t remember her being the flirty type.

“Um Nora?” I said.

“Yes David?”

“Just out of curiosity, I wonder if she’s seeing anybody?” I regretted saying that even though I was dying to know. It sounded innocent enough, but of course, Nora, being who she was looked at me with a smirk. I turned beet red because I was thinking with my dick.

“Why David, do you have some reason for wanting to know?” she said batting her long eyelashes at me.

I cleared my throat, and quickly said, “I don’t know, it might get awkward, that’s all.”

“Awkward?” she said. “Why on earth would that be awkward? I mean Diane is my best friend. You know we speak on the phone all the time and we’re practically family.”

“Yeah well, I mean . . . that’s it,” and I took a deep breath. “What if you know, she likes me and kind of puts some moves on me or something?”

“David, that is very unlikely to happen because I know she’s seeing a guy she likes and might just stick with. Secondly, she considers me like family, and by extension, you too.”

I immediately felt sooo foolish – my aunt was right. Besides, what woman would think I was attractive? I wasn’t built up and I didn’t work out or try to make myself “look hot.”
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SHE CAME ON A SUNDAY. IT WAS THE WEEK BEFORE CHRISTMAS. I had nothing special to do and no studying, so I busied myself with video games and TV. About one o’clock the doorbell rang, and Aunt Nora ran downstairs quickly and announced cheerily, “She’s here!” I was in the living room. After hearing the usual welcoming chatter from the hallway, the two women came into the living room. It was like looking at twins – both women had similar hair colors and lengths, and similar body builds.

“Look who’s here David!” Aunt Nora said.

“David! It’s been so long! What has it been? Two years?” Diane said. I stood up from the couch and she kissed me and hugged me.

“I heard about what happened to your house Diane. I’m sorry, it was a beautiful house.”

“Yes, well, I’m just lucky I wasn’t home. Besides, I was thinking of doing some renovations anyway.”

I half laughed. “Oh see, I guess things worked out.”

“I’m glad your aunt invited me to stay while this stuff gets done – it’ll be fun.”

“Yeah, that’s great.”

“So David, I understand you’re on your Christmas break. When Nora’s out we could go Christmas shopping and do things. How does that sound?”

“It sounds great. Aunt Nora and I were just talking about that when you called.”

“Good.”

“Diane, you must want to rest and relax from your flight. You want something to eat?” my aunt asked.

“That’s okay Nora. I’d just like to wash up and take a little nap.”

“Sure honey. It’s so great to see you. I just wish the circumstances could have been better,” Nora said, and they hugged, my aunt rubbing Duane’s back reassuringly.

“I’ll take your bags up to the guest room Diane.”

“Oh that’s so sweet of you David.”

“Nora, you’ve turned David into a fine gentleman. I bet the girls in school are all over him.”

I pre-empted my aunt and said, “No, not really. I just haven’t met anybody yet I’d like to go out with.”

“Well I think you’re a very handsome young man David, so I’m sure you’ll find someone soon that you can connect with.”

“Yes Diane, I keep telling him that.” So I carried Diane’s two suitcases up to the guest room which was right next to my bedroom. Diane was right behind me.

“You know David, it’s been two years since I last saw you and I can’t get over how handsome you’ve become,” she said, holding me at arm’s length and looking me over. She placed her warm palm over my cheek. I was overcome , and I didn’t know what to think. “I think we’re going to have a lovely week together, don’t you think so?” I looked at her in stunned silence and she moved closer to me. I could smell the strawberry scent of her hair and saw her peach lip gloss up close. My cock was bulging through my sweat pants and I’m sure she could see it. I was so embarrassed. I wanted her in the worst way, but I wouldn’t dare start anything. My aunt was right, she was practically family. Besides, she was twice my age – not quite forty. That however, was a big turn-on for me.

Then she tugged on my t-shit and pulled me in and kissed me right on the lips! I didn’t pull away either. Her hips were pressing into my front, and I knew that for sure she felt my cock. She pulled off my lips for a second and I could feel her warm breath on me. She looked at me, smiling, as if she was privy to a secret – something forbidden.

Then she resumed kissing me and slowly her tongue slid out from between her tightly closed lips and went inside my mouth exploring. It wrapped itself around mine in an erotic oral dance of ecstasy. I could swear I felt a drop of pre cum come out the tip of my cock. She thew her arms around my shoulders and pulled me in close and I broke off, kissing her hair, her cheeks, and nibbled on her ear lobe which made her moan. Her hand slid down my front and went underneath the waist band of my shorts. She made a little sound as her fingers grasped a hold of my cock.

“You’re so big David,” she said, trancelike. We resumed kissing and she was stroking my cock now through my shorts. Her pressure on my mouth intensified as did the speed of her stroking me.

Then out of nowhere . . . she stopped. “Umm, you’re delicious David,” she said. “But you’ll just have to be patient. Nora is expecting you downstairs and I need to take a nap.” I was dumbfounded.

Then why the fuck did she start with me like that? I was just on the verge of cumming in her hand! I nodded and said, “Okay Diane, that was very unexpected, but I liked it – very much.” I wanted to keep the door open. I cleaned my face off from her lipstick and went downstairs. My aunt looked at me curiously. I tried not to let my emotions show which were running all over the place.

“Diane and I were just catching up. She asked me about school and talked a little about her job.”

“Oh okay. For a minute I thought you got lost and didn’t know how to find your way downstairs,” she said with what I thought was a knowing grin. But she said nothing, and of course neither did I.

The next day, Monday, Aunt Nora went to work, and Diane was still sleeping when she left. She had a work from home job in finance, having wealthy clients she managed money for. She was also into venture capitalism – whatever that was. I just knew from my aunt that she made a lot of money.

I made my breakfast, and Diane came into the kitchen. She was wearing a pink satin robe with a sash that tied in front, and she was barefoot. I could see her incredible cleavage through the top of the robe, the rest of her breasts covered by a purple bra. Lord only knew what was beneath that robe.

“Umm, the coffee smells great David. I don’t suppose you’d make me an omelet like yours, could you?”

“Oh sure Diane, it would be my pleasure.”

“Good. So David, how did you sleep?” I knew she was referencing the cock block of yesterday. I tried to be nonchalant about it.

“Oh, I slept fine, and you?” Of course I was lying. I jacked off to her three times – at least.

She began touching her body through her robe and her long hair fell down her front in her cleavage. “Well to tell you the truth, I was very charged up from our little spontaneous encounter yesterday.” Great, I thought. Then why the fuck did she stop? I felt as if I was caught up in a game in which there was no way out.

I moved over to the stove and mixed her omelet and poured her a cup of steaming coffee. When I placed the mug on the table, she got closer to me and placed her index finger on my nose. “I know I frustrated you yesterday David,” she said mischievously.

“Then why did you do it?”

“That’s just my way of testing you David. I thought maybe because of our circumstances you wouldn’t want to play,” she said coyly.

I thought that was a plausible explanation. “So did I pass ‘your test?’” I asked.

“Oh for sure David. The question is exactly how far do you want to go?”

I didn’t know what to say. I felt slightly embarrassed, thinking of my inexperience with women. So we finished eating and she asked me, “So what shall we do today? Nora won’t be back until at least nine o’clock tonight. She told me this is her “iron day” in the showroom – a twelve hour shift.”

“Uh, go shopping maybe?”

She laughed. “There’s plenty of time for that. Besides, I’m getting wet just thinking about you David.”

That caused a chill to go through me, and looking at her sitting there, a grin spreading across her face got my rod as stiff as a flagpole.

She reached for her bag next to her seat and took out a pack of long, 120mm all-white cigarettes. Now it just so happened that I was one of those guys with a huge smoking fetish. Since middle school the sight of very sexy, attractive women smoking always got my cock very hard. Now was no exception. She saw me staring at her; no doubt she knew my secret because she was smiling at me as she seductively puffed away, and stroked her breasts with her free hand.

“Why don’t we go upstairs David and finish what we started?” she said in her soft, cat-like voice.

“Uh sure . . . I’m all in!” I was practically shouting, and then realized how immature I must’ve sounded. This was after all, the first time I was with a woman. I wonder if she knew that.

She laughed and stroked my face with the hand holding the cigarette. I noticed the lipstick coating the white filter and got even harder if such a thing was even possible. “Such a sweet boy you are David.”
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SHE LED ME UPSTAIRS HOLDING MY HAND. We went into her room, and the bed was just as she left it when she came down, unmade. I stood in front of the side of the bed, and she sat down, and went to work on the tie of my sweatpants I slept in and pulled them down to my thighs. They fell the rest of the way to the floor. All the time she never took her eyes off mine. She took a seductive, slow drag of her cigarette and blew the smoke into my face. “Here David, I know you’re dying to take a drag,” she said. “Come on David, I see how you look at me when I smoke.” So she knew. Nothing more needed to be said, and she put the half-finished cigarette up to my lips. I took a drag, smelling her cherry red lip gloss on the filter. My cock was now throbbing as I took a drag and did a French inhale.

She laughed. “Humm, I can tell you’re no beginner at this David.”

“Oh yeah, I dabble in it a bit – my Aunt Nora doesn’t know I smoke.”

“That’s okay, it’ll be one of our secrets dear.” She took her cigarette back, took a final drag and stubbed it out into the half-filled ashtray on her night table. Then she stood up and kissed me even harder than yesterday; the smells of smoke and her hair shampoo intoxicating me. Her tongue again wrapped itself around mine and soft moans came out of her mouth. Her arms wrapped themselves around my shoulders, and her hands were rubbing my back. Then her lips came off mine and she kissed my neck, rubbing her soft, luxurious hair on me as well.

Her hand was now grabbing my cock in her fist. “Nice cock you have David. Those girls in your school don’t know what they’re missing out on.” She began stroking the soft, sensitive flesh on the underside of my cock. She took her place back on the bed and pulled me right in front of her so that my cock was right in front of her mouth. Then her lips played with the tip of my cock, bobbing on and off, teasing me, and she laughed softly. I just wanted to grab her head and push it onto my shaft.

As soon as the thought passed my mind, she came closer to me and took the head of my cock in between her glossed lips. Her lips maintained a tight seal and her tongue slithered through and wrapped around my head and went around it like a brush causing drops of pre cum to leak out. I was moaning and my head was thrown back.

After my cock tip was nice and wet, she placed my whole cock inside her entire mouth, bobbing up and down it. I heard slurping noises coming from her. Then she playfully bit down on me, which made me hiss between my teeth. She went faster and faster and I met her thrusts with my own, pushing my hips into her face and pulling back.

It was too much for me and without warning I shot at least three loads of cum into her mouth. She took it all and didn’t allow one drop to fall out of her mouth. Slurping and sucking it was like this was the nectar of the gods she always wanted. She stood up abruptly and kissed me, giving me a taste of my own cum. At first I was hesitant, and I backed off for a split second, but Diane would have none of that, and she held the back of my head and kept my face planted on hers, her cum-covered tongue sweeping around my mouth. I quickly became accustomed to the taste of my own cum; the sweet saltiness of it, and kept kissing her. Something was happening to me; what, I didn’t exactly know. I did know that it felt good.

She pulled off me but stayed very close to my face and said softly, “David you taste delicious,” and playfully tugged at my t-shirt. “Take your shirt off David,” she said, but it was more like a command.

I was putty in her hands. “Now let’s get you nice and relaxed.” She rubbed my hairless chest around and around and pinched the skin between my breasts, as if she was examining me. She laid me down on the bed and continued rubbing my body and squeezing my shoulders and chest, really relaxing me, giving me a good massage. All the time she was kneeling over me on the bed with me, letting her long, smoke and strawberry scented hair wash over my bare chest and face. She had all the turn-ons I craved: The gorgeous body, the smoking and the fact that she was twice my age – I loved every minute and didn’t want this day to end.

“Here David,” she said grabbing her pack from the night table. “Let’s have a cigarette together.” She lit us both up with one flick of her lighter, and she called something to my attention that I was unaware of, and she laughed. “David, do you know you hold the cigarette just like a girl??”

Embarrassed, I said defensively, “No I don’t!”

She laughed and said “Yes you do David. But it’s okay. I like men who can be, shall I dare say ‘effeminate.’”

I was silent and turning red. “It’s nothing to be embarrassed about David. I think it’s cute. Lots of men have smoking fetishes. I’ve just never been with one before, that’s all,” she said and leaned in and gave me a lingering kiss on my lips. So she lay her head on my chest, and we smoked in silence as her hand rubbed me.

Then she stood up and pulled me off the bed. “Now I want you to fuck me David. Do you think you can do that?” It was more of a rhetorical question because there was no way I would leave without doing exactly that.

“I’d love to Diane. I thought you’d never ask!” and she smiled at me. She slipped out of her pink robe, and she was wearing a purple G-String which matched the color of her bra which she let fall to the floor.

“I’d like you to fuck me in the ass David.” I wasn’t sure I heard correctly. People do that? I said to myself. I was hopelessly naïve, and Diane was my teacher.

“Sure, let’s do it.” One look at my hard, stiff cock told me I was ready, and she gave me a few strokes on it. She stood on the floor beside the bed and reached into her dresser drawer and pulled out a tube of lube jelly.

“Here honey, just spread this over my ass and put your finger in my cute little ass.”

She bent over the bed and moved the strap of her G-String over a butt cheek as I squeezed out a good amount of the gel. I rubbed it into her up and down her taint, and stuck a lubed finger in her ass which made her stiffen and moan. “Oh God David, I want you inside me cumming.”

This excited me more and I squeezed out some more and placed it over my cock getting it nice and slippery.

I parted her ass cheeks apart gently and moved in placing my cock tip over her tight little ass. I went inside her, and she gasped. The feeling was better than her lips, better than anytime I did it myself. It was incredible. I went in deeper and deeper, slowly going in and out. She pushed back on me each time I thrusted and soon we got into a good rhythm.

After a minute or so of this, no more, I exploded deep inside her letting out a wordless scream. I kept going, the feeling of my warm cum surrounding my cock. Then she let out a long moan and stiffened. It made me go faster and faster, but I had no more jizz to give; I had exhausted myself. My thrusting slowed, and she came off me and stood up and faced me. I saw white rivulets of my cum leaking down the insides of her thighs.

Again, she pulled me in closer to her and kissed me hard, rolling her tongue around mine. Then she broke off me gently and asked me. “So how did you enjoy that David? I know that this is the first time you’ve been with a woman.”

“Was it obvious?” I asked, feeling somewhat ashamed.

“Oh no! Honey you were terrific. Without a doubt the best I’ve ever had,” and she kissed me again, harder this time.


4

A FEW DAYS LATER, IN THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT, I WAS ASLEEP, and I felt my bed move. Both of us hid our experience from Nora successfully. I supposed that for Diane stuff like this game of deception was routine, but it was new for me. Tonight it would go farther than I could have imagined.

I felt the weight of the bed shift from underneath me and a hand started rubbing my chest and slithered down to where my cock was and began rubbing. I opened my eyes, after first thinking I was dreaming, and I saw Diane lying on the bed next to me, the moonlight coming through my blinds giving a glow to her long, auburn hair. Her hand was over my mouth, and she was giggling.

She whispered loudly: “We don’t want to wake Nora!” I couldn’t agree more. That was the last thing I wanted to do. Now I was fully awake, and my cock was overjoyed at the possibilities which now became reality. She got on top  of me, supporting herself with her elbows and she was wearing the same pink, satin robe, opened completely. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and she lifted my t-shirt up and placed the tip of her erect tits over my face. I took each one in my mouth, suckling and biting gently, using my tongue to circle around each one, eliciting sweet sounds of contentment from her. Just then something was happening to me that could be considered inappropriate in some circles – I was falling head over heels for her.

I reached up and twirled her luscious hair between my fingers. Then she kissed me hard on the lips, sending electric sparks through me, and gently caressing the inside of my mouth with her tongue. I had no doubts now about how she felt for me. Diane wasn’t the type of woman to play games.

She came off my mouth and moved down me, kissing my bare chest and neck. I was wearing boxer shorts which she pulled off me, then placed her lips over my cock, licking and sucking. She was teasing me, and I got the urge to place my hands on the back of her head and push down over my cock, but it wasn’t necessary. It was like she could read my mind and before I could let the urge pass, my entire cock was in her mouth. She had her lips closed tightly around me and her tongue was working its magic on me. I felt the pre cum leak out of me.

Suddenly she pulled off me. I was surprised like, what the fuck? Did she want me inside her again? “David, do you really enjoy me?” she asked gently.

“Of course Diane,” I said in a whisper. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing honey, nothing at all. I only want you to please me, that’s all. I’m just afraid that you won’t be able to.”

Now she had my curiosity on overdrive. “What do you mean Diane?”

“Let me show you,” she said, getting off me and standing by the side of the bed. She let her robe drop to the floor and she was wearing just an emerald green G-String that I could see in the moonlight shining through my window. She looked at me and bit her lower lip and smiled. She had her thumb hooked into the laced band of the pouch.

She wiggled around and pulled it lower, and I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My first impulse was to get up on my elbows and look at her sideways, which I did. My eyes were popped wide open because right in front of me stood the largest cock I’d ever seen! She let the G-String fall to the floor, and she stepped out of it.

“DIANE – WHAT THE FUCK!?” I said in a loud, hoarse whisper. “You have a . . . a cock???”

“Well yes David. I believe that’s what it’s called. You see I’m a transgender woman, or as I like to call myself, a ‘shemale,’ you know, like in Thailand.”

“OHMYGOD!” I blurted out. “Does my aunt know??”

She laughed. “Of course Nora knows. I transitioned during college; my second year. It was shall we say, very difficult back then. I used HRT, but I always liked the idea of keeping my cock. It does come in handy.”

“Did you, I mean . . . did you two do anything, you know, like sexually?”

She laughed. “Yes as a matter of fact we did. Our relationship was just friendly before I transitioned., but we became close afterwards. It’s okay, we’re very open and just come together whenever the mood hits.”

“But, but what about us?” Now I was really frightened.

“What about us David? Nora doesn’t have to know anything definitely yet. She knows I’m kind of sweet on you, and knowing her, I don’t think she’ll be very surprised. So we’re okay. You know how open minded Nora is, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I suppose so. But it still feels kind of strange, like I’m intruding on your relationship.”

She sighed and reached down for her G-String. “Well David, if you’re going to be immature and uncomfortable about it, we can forget this ever happened.”

This was too much for me, because I wanted her more than anything, so I jumped out of bed. This was it for me. I made my choice. I needed her. She was the only woman who ever made me feel good about myself. I took her in my arms and kissed her deeply, her cock was touching my stomach, and I grabbed it while we were kissing which made her moan. It was all like some kind of weird dream.

She leaned into me and whispered into my ear. “I want you very much David. I wasn’t going to let you get away from me that easily you know. I knew that you would come around sooner or later. Even if you had let me walk out of the room, sooner or later I would have you. We’re in too deep to let go.”

“Yes,” I said, kissing her face and neck. “You’re right.”

“Now David, I’d like to fuck you.”

“What?”

“Come now David. I know you love me, and I want to show you how explosive real love can be with a woman like me. Once you have a taste, it’s like Eve with the apple. You know, it’s an acquired taste.”

How could I argue with the proposition. Like I said, I was willing to see this through to the conclusion.
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SO SHE PULLED ME INTO HER, AND WE STOOD THERE LOCKED IN A KISS, and I grabbed her bobbing cock again. “I want to feel your lips on me first David,” she said. So I got down on my knees on the carpet of my bedroom and she moved in closer to me until her she-cock was touching my lips. She pulled away and came in again, teasing me, wanting me. So I wrapped my fingers around the massive cock and placed it to my lips, licking them first. At first it was strange, something forbidden, but I liked it.

I stuck out my tongue and I went around her head slowly. She stiffened and placed her hands on my head, pressing it down. I took all of her in my mouth then, sucking and going up and down. Then I tasted a sweet-salty mix; her pre cum. I increased my speed, and I thought she would explode in my mouth, but she pulled off me suddenly. I looked puzzled and she said to me “David remember what I said earlier?” Yes I did remember, and I asked her what would she like me to do.

“Just bend over the bed David,” she said. As soon as I did that, out of the corner of my eye I saw her reach into her black leather bag and pull out the tube of her lubricant jelly. She squeezed some into her hand and I felt a wet and cold sensation over my asshole and up and down my taint. Then she rubbed some on her cock.

“This may be hard at first David, but I promise you you’ll love it.”

“I trust you and love you Diane,” I said.

She stood behind me and gently parted my butt cheeks and I felt the tip of a very large and wet cock press against my cherry asshole. Then she went in slowly, with just the tip at first, and I stiffened, and my fists grabbed the bed sheets. I felt a fullness, and pain at first, and then more pain as she went in deeper. As she thrusted harder and faster inside me an incredible thing happened: The pain became mixed with a pleasure I had never known was possible. Consumed by my love for her I ignored the pain, and I trusted her words to me.

She was moaning with pleasure and pressed her nails into the sides of my butt cheeks. Then she let out a whispered gasp and I felt a flood of warm, thick cum enter me and fill me up. As she kept on thrusting, I felt some leak out and run down the inside of my thighs. Almost at the same time, I felt a ball of fire welling up inside me. My cock was stiff and suddenly I exploded on top of my sheets. We both came at practically the same time. It was so incredible. I was hooked. Her thrusting slowed down and gradually she stopped and pulled out of me causing more cum to leak out. This was, as I would learn later, my first “sissygasm.”

Now out of me completely, she asked “How did you enjoy that David?”

“Oh my God Diane, you’re wonderful.” In my excitement I stood up and faced her. Both of our cocks were wet and warm, and they touched each other as I threw my arms around her shoulders and kissed her deeply.

Now I remembered something that Aunt Nora told me; that Diane was in some kind of relationship, so I asked her.

“David . . . I was, until met you.” This guy was into trans women and all, but he just didn’t set off any sparks for me. Not like you do.” that put my fears to rest. “You are the only man in my life David. I want you to really know that” she said, and kissed me deeply again. “We’ll be together for a while until my house is ready and then I want you to come to Dallas and visit me without Nora. I think she’s mature enough to understand.”

“Are you going to tell her about us?” I asked with a hint of fear in my voice.

She laughed and smiled at me, stroking my cheek with her fingers. “What do you think I should do? I think it will become obvious fairly soon what we’re about David. There’s nothing wrong with it. Love is neither right nor wrong – it just happens.”

“Yeah, I suppose so. Just not tomorrow, ok? I have to let this sink in,” and I laughed. She reached into her bag and took out two of her long cigarettes for both of us, and lit us both up.

She studied me and did a snap French inhale. “Do you ever think you might be interested in ‘dressing up’, David?”

Actually the thought did cross my mind. “Yeah, I might . . . I think.”

“That would be great,” she said with an evil smirk on her face. “This is exactly how I started long ago – with a trans woman. I think you could really be beautiful.”

Now I had something to think about. The months seemed to fly by – actually three months, and then Diane’s house was ready for her to move back in. There was no hiding our relationship from Aunt Nora, and she was cool enough not to flip out about it and make it a big deal. I mean technically both Diane and I were adults, so what could she do?

I did visit Diane in Dallas every couple of months or so, and after college graduation, a job opened up in Dallas in advertising and I went out there. Of course, I lived with Diane and began my transition. She was there for me every step of the way.

The whole thing I think was the right person coming along at the right time.


HUBBY TRAP

Cheating Husband Gets What’s Coming Plus More!

[image: A person wearing a garment  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]
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I DATED JERRY FOR TWO YEARS IN COLLEGE. Soon after our senior year we got married. I thought I was the luckiest girl on earth. He was the guy in college all the girls chased after. He had the athletic build, the black, wavy hair, the big white smile, and the personality and wit of a “Mr. Darcy,” the character from my favorite book and movie – “Pride and Prejudice.”

Now I’m thirty one, and there was always some excuse why we couldn’t have children – not from my end, but from his. He was “too busy with work,” or “this society is not a world to bring children into.” There was always an excuse and my “clock was ticking” as it were.

The hot sex we had at the beginning of our marriage simmered down to a low heat, and it seemed more of a duty on his part than something to have fun with and really enjoy. I saw the faraway look in his eyes when we did it, and the “hurry up and get it over with” attitude. I thought it was normal; you know, “missing spice,” or the sex was becoming routine. We never discussed it. I had just assumed it was normal as couples aged. Boy was I wrong.

Jerry was a high-powered real estate lawyer in the city, and he was even a commentator on a popular cable news network. He kept long hours that were unpredictable. There were many times he’d promise to take me out to dinner or to a show and something always seemed to come up – a late meeting with a client, or mountains of work to finish up with in the office. After all, he had important clients with lots of money, and many of them were impatient and demanding of his time. But none of that made me feel any better. I was left at home, with no work, and watching the “petals of my youth drop off the stem.”

So one afternoon when my best friend and former sorority sister Barbara Buford asked me to go out to lunch with her I was delighted to have a diversion from staying home and sulking.

“Hey Chrissy, it’s so good to see you!” she said to me as she came over to the table I had reserved for us at the Silver Tea Cup, a trendy restaurant and bar in the city’s financial district. I stood up and we kissed on the cheek and gave each other a hug.

“Wow, what’s it been, three months?” Barbara said.

“Something like that. It’s too long. I was delighted when you asked me,” I said. “I’ve been spending too much time at home . . . you know.” Actually, she didn’t know. Barbara was a dentist and had a busy practice and was married to a nice guy named Carl, an orthopedic surgeon. Plus, she had two boys, aged three and five.

“Well maybe you should busy yourself with some kind of work, or maybe a charity or something.”

I didn’t say anything, which prompted her to probe a bit. “Chrissy, you sounded down on the phone. Is everything okay at home?”

“Not really,” I said and dabbed at tears forming on the corners of my eyes with a napkin.

“Hey hey! It’s okay Chrissy. Talk to your old Gamma Delta sister.” She said as she placed her hand on top of mine on the table.

“All right, yeah, I do need to talk.” Just then the waiter came by and took our order. We both ordered salads and coffee. I didn’t say anything until he came back with the Scotch and soda I ordered. I didn’t usually drink, but this time I needed one to loosen up a bit. Barbara ordered one too.

I took a sip from my drink and said, “Okay. The problem is Jerry. Over the last six months or so, the flame from our sex has gone down really low – I mean really low, if you get my drift. He seems aloof a lot, and he talks to me now only when it’s really necessary, you know, household stuff.”

“Humm, that doesn’t sound like the Jerry that Carl and I know Chrissy. I mean I get he’s busy. He’s famous. We’ve seen him on cable news at night, but he’s always had time for you. Anything new on your desire to have kids?”

“No, no, that’s not it. Now with the way he’s been acting towards me, I don’t see having children at this point.”

“Wow.” Barbara put her hand up her chin and studied me with her analytical mind. The next part she was having trouble saying. “Do you think, I mean, has he given you any reason to suspect he’s having an affair? It just doesn’t seem normal that the spark from a relationship goes out quickly like that unless there’s something going on.”

I had never thought of that, and after what Barbara said, a feeling of fear and dread washed over me, because I couldn’t discount what she was saying.

“I was thinking that in the back of my mind Barb, but now that you mention that, it could be a possibility. I mean, I hope not, but still . . . I wonder.”

Barbara took a deep breath and reached into her bag for her wallet. “Take a look at this Chrissy. It’s a card from a patient of mine,” and she handed the card over to me.

The card was crème colored with raised black calligraphy. It read “Priscilla Warren, Private Investigator.”

“Wait a second,” I said, my eyes growing wide. “What will she do exactly? I’d feel so guilty spying on Jerry.”

“Yeah but Chrissy, don’t you want to find out for sure? I mean what if he’s up to something?” She had a point.

“Okay Barb. Okay. I’ll call her and see what she has to say.”

“Atta girl. It’s probably nothing, in which case I’d advise a marriage counsellor. Carl and I went through a bit of a rough patch not too long ago and counselling helped. But first, I think you need to go this route.”

So I made up my mind and I would call this Private Investigator.
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I CALLED HER OFFICE, AND HER SECRETARY TOLD ME I NEEDED TO MAKE AN APPOINTMENT. I set it up for this Thursday afternoon at two o’clock. The office was downtown in the financial district, and it looked like this detective was doing okay for herself. I was nervous and I brought cash with me from a savings account I had set up for myself – with Jerry’s money of course. The elevator let me off at the fourteenth floor and I took a deep breath before I turned the office door handle. I was the only one inside the spacious waiting room, and I went up to the receptionist’s desk and announced myself.

The receptionist picked up the phone and spoke for a minute and then turned to me after she hung up. “Mrs. Sickles, you can come in. Ms. Warren will see you now.”

I opened the thick oak door and behind it sat a very attractive woman with long, flowing red hair which went down the front of her starched white blouse and fell into her dazzling cleavage. She looked up at me and smiled, her piercing green eyes seemed to be studying me already and I was just inside the doorway. I smiled back at her, and she stood up and came around from behind her desk and walked towards me. She extended her hand and said, “Hello Mrs. Sickles, I’m Priscilla Warren. Nice to meet you. Please, have a seat. Would you like a cup of coffee? Help yourself – it’s fresh,” she said pointing to a fancy, silver urn. It certainly smelled good, and I was in the mood for some. Her grip was firm, yet comforting in a way.

“Thank you very much, Ms. Warren.”

“Please, call me Priscilla,” she said, reassuringly.

“Oh, and you can call me Chris,” I said making my way over to the table where the coffee and accessories were.

I had a strange feeling come over me. Now I was never attracted to women in that way, but something about Priscilla struck me. There was a certain cat-like sensuality about her; a smoothness which was very captivating. She had a perfectly crafted figure and was dressed impeccably in a blue navy skirt suit that rode up very high on her thighs revealing very smooth and muscular legs. It made conversation awkward at first. I was surprised because I was never attracted to women in that way. My palms were sweaty.

“Please,” she said, showing her hand to the padded leather seat on the client side of the desk. “Make yourself comfortable.” I sat down with my porcelain mug, and took a sip. The coffee was exquisite.

“My, I’ve never had coffee like this before. What is it?”

She smiled and nodded her head. “It’s a favorite of mine, very rare. I had it imported from Belize. It’s very strong I might add. You’re not sensitive to high amounts of caffeine are you?”

“Oh no, not at all,” I said, my shyness coming through. She sensed my mixed emotions.

“Now Chris . . . how can I be of service to you?” she asked in a very comforting voice. Let’s get to what’s troubling you.” Did I add perceptive to my description of Priscilla? Because that’s what she was. To a tee. I was staring at her impeccably ruby red polished nails as she grasped her coffee mug. Everything about this woman exuded class.

“Well, it’s my husband Jerry. We’ve been married about ten years now and when we were first married the sex was incredible,” I said wistfully. I love Jerry and all, but lately, I’d say over the last six months or so, he’s been distant, not really interested in sex, or conversation. It’s been a total change and a friend of mine, your dentist as a matter of fact, gave me your card and suggested I see you – Barbara Buford.”

“Oh yes, Barbara. She’s a lovely woman, and a great dentist – painless,” she said, smiling, almost as if to show off the cosmetic work my friend did. “So, do you suspect Jerry of having an affair?”

“Well that’s just it. I don’t know. He’s always got an excuse for why he comes home late, or that he’s tired, and he gives me the idea that he just wants to be left alone. Sometimes he leaves the house in the early evening with some lame excuse. Then there’s the sex, the lack of passion I mean.”

“You’re both in your thirties. That’s kind of young for a man to be having a mid-life crisis I would think.”

“Priscilla, forgive me, but you’re not married are you?”

“Why, did the lack of a wedding ring give it away,” she said laughing.

That was stupid of me. Why did I want to know?

“Well no I’m not, but I know men. Your name is Sickles. Is your husband the real estate lawyer? The one who’s always on that cable news channel?”

“Yes, that would be him.”

“Humm. Interesting. So I’m guessing he travels in big circles.”

“Yes he does. I mean we do. I can’t keep track of half the people he introduces me too on our nights out.”

“Well, I’ll be glad to check it out for you. Do you think you could handle it if I find something out of order? Speaking of which, did you happen to find any of the usual telltale signs of an affair?”

“Yes, I could handle it. Anything is better than not knowing. And no, I haven’t had access to his credit cards or expenses. Nor have I seen women’s lingerie in the car or strange hairs on his suits.” I gave half a smile.

Priscilla was making notes and was all business. “I’ll need some phone numbers, his friends, contacts, places he goes to after work, stuff like that, and do a preliminary search.”

“Okay, that sounds logical,” I said.

“Believe me Chris, I have a good nose for this sort of thing. I’m usually good at digging up secrets and skeletons.”

“But that’s just it. I don’t think there are any. Jerry seems as clean as a whistle.”

“Let me worry about that.” She swiveled in her chair and looked at me, making me uncomfortable, but I liked the attention, and I was getting dizzy. She did something to me. She seems to have awakened feelings in me that I never knew I had. I looked at her strong, confident expression with puppy dog eyes, like she was melting me, seeing through my defenses. I swear to God; I was getting wet. What the fuck? What was happening? I’ve never been with another woman like I said. Never experimented on the “other side,” but if I was to, Priscilla would be the one.

Suddenly she stood up from her chair and walked around to my side of the table. I was staring at her waist, the way her short skirt hugged her hips. What was happening here? I smelled her intoxicating perfume. This was a woman who exuded strength, confidence, total control. Then I looked at the wall where I saw a law school diploma.

“Priscilla,” I said as she stood on the side of me.

“Yes Chris?”

“I see your law school diploma on the wall. I must say, you really are accomplished!”

She smiled tightly; her lips closed. “I found the routine practice of law boring. I knew a couple of ex-cops from my legal work in criminal law, and I thought this field to be rather exciting – and so far, it hasn’t disappointed me.”

She placed the warm, moist palms of both hands on the side of my cheeks, and tilted my head so I was looking her straight in the face. I didn’t pull away. Instead I let her continue whatever she was doing; I was helpless. My heart was beating quickly and if I stood up, I would feel a “squishing” in my panties. Before I realized what was happening, her lips were touching mine; her ruby lip gloss pressing against me, ever so gently.

Encountering no resistance from me, her tongue slipped out from between her lips and entered my mouth, finding my tongue, and wrapping itself around mine. Her hands moved from my cheeks and down to my shoulders, picking me up out of the deep leather chair.

She came off my mouth and I felt her warm, moist breath against my face, her eyes burning a hole into me. I was hypnotized, unable to move, unable to think. Her fingernails gently caressed my neck, playing with my lush auburn hair and gently twirling the strands between her fingers. Then she resumed our kiss and moaned, pressing her hips into mine.

I was wearing a pants suit and her hand gently pressed against my tummy and then slowly moved under my skirt, against my skin, down to my pussy. My legs felt weak, and I was moaning as she explored, rubbing her fingers against my clit. She felt my wetness and slowly pulled her hand out and placed her fingers into her mouth, sucking on them and looking at me, as though sizing me up.

Her hand found its way back inside me and her fingers explored lower, and entered my pussy, slowly rubbing back and forth, going faster and faster. My breathing became shallow, halting, and then a wave of pure ecstasy crashed through me, a tidal wave turning my brain to nothing. She held onto me tightly and I was leaning against her to keep from keeling over. Not Jerry, nor any man ever could make me feel as I did that day. My whole world was flipped upside down.

She whispered softly in my ear, licking my earlobe and gently biting it which sent chills through me. “I’ll have some papers for you to sign, and I’ll put my top man on this for you Chrissy (she called me ‘Chrissy’). I don’t want you to worry about anything. I’d like you to come over to my apartment tomorrow night, okay,” she said, kissing my cheek now up and down. All I could do was nod “Yes.”
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I SPOKE TO BARBARA THE NEXT DAY. “So how did it go with Priscilla? Was she as good a detective as I thought she was?” I laughed inside. I didn’t dare tell her what really happened inside her patient’s office.

“She was BETTER Barbara. She’s tops in her field. Did you know she used to practice criminal law?”

“No, no I didn’t know. Well it sounds like you’re in good hands.” If she only knew!

“So how do you feel about the whole thing, you know, the investigation?”

I took a deep breath. “It’s something that I need to do. Jerry didn’t come home until one o’clock in the morning. When I asked him why he said he was out celebrating with some friends. He didn’t even have the decency to call me and tell me not to make dinner for him.”

“Oh girlfriend, making dinner for him would have been the last thing on my mind!”

“I guess so,” I said, suddenly feeling depressed and a little bit guilty for what I was doing too: Seeing Priscilla and having her agency investigate Jerry, and all the repercussions that could ensue, given his position and all.

I called Priscilla and told her I’d come over around seven. I told Jerry I was going out with friends. What’s good for the goose as they say. She didn’t just live in a high rise, she lived in the penthouse – the entire penthouse, in an “artsy” part of the city. It was a ten minute Uber ride. I rode the elevator all the way to the top and got off. The elevator opened into a nice carpeted hallway with paintings on the wall and her door was staring me in the face.

I rang the bell, bouncing on the balls of my feet in my high heels. She opened the door and hit me with a big smile, wearing a pink satin bathrobe, tied in the front. I saw her cleavage and her nipples were like two sharp pencil points sticking through the satin material. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Hi Chrissy! Come in, come in,” she said with a sweet voice that melted my heart. “Would you like some wine? It’s very good. I have it chilling in a bucket.”

“Sure, thank you Priscilla---"

There wasn’t time to say anything more. She placed her arms around my shoulders in a tight embrace and kissed me hard on  the lips, tongue sliding inside me. Her breasts were pinned up against my blouse, her nipples pressing me, arousing me even more. “The wine, remember?” she said, touching the tip of my nose with her index finger.

“Oh sure, lead the way,” I said as if this was some erotic dream. She took me by the hand and led me into her spacious living room, and a table with the bucket of wine was next to a plush red velvet sofa. She poured the rich red liquid from a bottle with a French label. I could tell it was maybe sixty years old. She swirled it in her glass and took a small sip.

“I just love vintage wines,” she said. “I guess you could say I’m a connoisseur. I bought these at auction.” I didn’t want to guess how much she paid.

“So how do you feel about our arrangement?” she asked. I wasn’t sure which arrangement she was talking about – sexual or business. I assumed business, so that’s how I answered her.

“I mean, it has to be done. Last night he didn’t come home till one am, with no explanation.”

“Humm, okay,” she answered thoughtfully a hand on her chin. “Well, tonight let’s forget your troubles. I’m dying to taste you after this wine,” she said after taking another sip from her glass and looking at me with those deep green eyes.

We finished our wine, and she led me over to her bedroom, and threw me down on the bed. She was smiling, bending over me and loosening her robe. All she had on underneath was a green satin thong. That was all she needed; because I had never seen anyone so beautiful in all my life.

She moved up me, and undid the buttons on my blouse and my slacks. She pulled them down and started rubbing me through my panties. I was already a soaking mess. She was grinning at me as she leaned in and kissed me deeply. I undid my bra from the back and pulled it off me. Then she took my nipples in her mouth and gently licked around them, making my head spin as her fingers rubbed my pussy. I was being driven completely crazy by this play, and my fingers were touching her nipples too.

I could see my juices shine on her fingers as she placed them up to her mouth and savored them. “Umm, Chrissy, you are sooo delicious.” She kept rubbing, and it was even better than yesterday in her office. I screamed as I came, a thousand bolts of lightning hitting me at once; her wet fingers slick against my pussy. Then came something I never expected once my breathing slowed, and my back hit the bed from its arched position. She softly asked me, leaning into my face: “Can I fuck you Chrissy?”

I was confused. What could she have meant by that? I soon had my answer. She got off her knees and stood opposite me by the side of the bed. Her robe dropped down and she hitched her thumb into the front pouch of her thong, and slowly pulled it down. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next – the largest COCK I had ever seen! It was curved slightly, fully erect and pointing up at the ceiling. I was speechless.

“OH MY GOD!” My head was swimming, and my eyes were bulging out of my sockets, but to tell the truth I was also turned on in a big way. “Priscilla, what is this??”

She laughed, and said, “It’s a cock Chrissy! What did you think it was?” I felt stupid immediately. So she was a trans woman, and a very convincing and beautiful trans woman.

“I, I never in my life could have guessed you were trans Priscilla!”

“Well, I don’t consider myself trans. I have a different terminology. You see I love having a cock. Between semesters in law school I took a trip to Thailand, and I was very curious about ‘Lady Boys,’ or ‘Shemales’ as they like to be called. Did you know that they are highly respected in Thai Society?”

“Uh, yeah, I heard something like that,” I said, trying to understand. Not knowing what else to say, I said, “Yes, well here you are.” I was actually very turned on by this beautiful woman who just happened to have a cock. I took a deep breath and told her, “Priscilla, you are stunning. I’ve never seen anyone quite like you,” and I reached out to gently touch her face. Wordlessly, she looked me in the eyes and took my hand away from her face and placed it on her cock which I could barely wrap my fingers around. The thought of being ravaged by that magnificent piece of flesh was making me weak in the knees. At that moment I wanted her more than I ever wanted a man, including Jerry.

“See,” she said, “I knew you’d come around. “I’m crazy about you Chrissy and I want you too – very much,” she said as she pushed into me, sticking the tip of her cock into my bare tummy, moving it around. I was shivering and leaking a flood at this point. “Now I want you to suck on my cock a little,” she said.

I thought she would never ask. I was hungry! I got down on my knees in front of her and she moved towards my glossy lips, and rubbed my long, silky auburn hair around the tip of her cock. I could see pre cum leaking out, as she closed her eyes and moaned. She pressed her waist into me and before I knew it I was being choked by her long, fleshy snake. I licked and sucked and ran my tongue around it, my mouth held open completely by her girth. Her hands pressed on the back of my head as I bobbed up and down, waiting for the inevitable explosion – but nothing happened. Instead, she quickly pulled out of my mouth. I looked up at her bewildered.

“Priscilla – what . . .”

“That was a warm-up honey,” she said. “Remember I told you what I want. Now get back on the bed, arch your back, and stick your butt high in the air.”

I did so and her hands reached out and gently rubbed my backside. “Trust me, this will be better than any sex you’ve ever had, I promise you.” She took out a tube of lube jelly from her night stand drawer and rubbed it up down my taint, and put some on her cock, then stuck her finger inside my puckered ass, and my already dripping pussy. I moaned; an electric fuzz surrounding me.

There was a bit of hesitation, but she caught on quickly. “Come on Chrissy, I won’t let anything bad happen to you.” I trusted her completely. Then she entered me slowly. First she played with just the tip of her cock entering me and pulling out slowly. I felt myself being ripped – it was exquisitely painful at first, but fuck! I wanted it – I needed it.

I felt her lush hair sweep across my backside as she went in and out of my puckered asshole, going faster and faster. I gasped out her name and made wordless, animal sounds. Priscilla reached around and was rubbing my pussy too. I came several times in rapid succession – a boat load of pure carnal pleasure engulfing me. Then she cried out amidst her hard thrusts, and I felt a warm load of cum shoot several times inside of me, filling me up. Some of it leaked out of me and dripped down between my thighs. She kept going and my pussy was quivering.

Finally she pulled out of me and turned me around to face her, both of us on our knees and breathing hard. She gripped my chin in between her fingers and pulled me closer to her, saying, “Chrissy, I need you. I want you all the time. I’ll fuck you six ways to Sunday, but like I said, nothing’s better than this.”

I thought back to when it was great with Jerry, but it was nothing like this with Priscilla. Then we kissed – hard, not conscious of where we were, just locked in total rapture with each other. I was hooked. I only wanted Priscilla to touch me, not even Jerry, because now I knew what it was to be loved by such an incredible creature.
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I CAME HOME AND JERRY WAS SOUND ASLEEP. I had no idea where he was or what he ate for dinner. I really didn’t care. Then I wondered if what just happened with Priscilla could be considered “cheating,” since she wasn’t really a man in the regular sense that is. But I was giddy with excitement of seeing her again soon.

We had spoken like lovers with calls and texts in the last few weeks, and seen each other at her penthouse at least three times a week. One time we even fucked in her office after hours, and she took me out to expensive dinners several times. Priscilla was definitely the “alpha” in our relationship, and I was happy to be “kept” by her.

So when she called me on a Wednesday morning she had news about my case. It had been four weeks, and Jerry’s behavior was the same – we grew farther and farther apart, but when I spoke to him it was like nothing was unusual or out of place.

I took an Uber to her office. I went inside and the secretary told me that Priscilla was with a client, and offered me a cup of coffee while I waited, which I needed. Actually I had a feeling that I would be needing something stronger. Turns out I was right.

The door opened and a middle aged man came out and nodded to me and the secretary and made another appointment to see Priscilla. Then Priscilla came to the door. “Come on in Chrissy. I have some wine here. It’s the good stuff I brought from home.”

As soon as the door was closed she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and drove her tongue deep into my mouth. I was melting already and quickly forgetting why I was here. She pulled off me and kissed me gently all over my face, purring contentedly. I took my seat, and Priscilla poured a glass of wine that had been chilling in a bucket; the same as at her penthouse. I had trouble concentrating after that.

“Okay Chrissy,” she said opening a manilla folder on her desk with printed notes inside and what looked like photos. She also turned her desktop PC on and turned the screen around to face me. “I have news for you. It wasn’t that hard to come by because I put my top guy on it – Roy Sedgewick, a former NYPD Lieutenant. He’s been with me for five years now and he’s the best.”

“Okay, so what’s all this about.”

“You uh, might want to finish your wine first,” she said with a serious tone to her voice.

“is it that bad?”

“Well, it might be,” she said, looking like she was about to reveal who really shot JFK.

“Okay,” she said. “Roy said this case was really weird, but he’s seen a lot worse.”

Now I was on the edge of the plush leather chair. She had my full attention. “It seems that Jerry has an apartment up on East 63rd Street. He uh, he likes to ‘entertain’ there.”

“What, you mean like clients, news people from the network?” It didn’t totally surprise me he had an apartment given his position in real estate. It could have belonged to a client, but Roy looked into it, and it was in the name of a shell company that Jerry had set up. I was surprised at the level of deception at work here.

“Umm . . . not exactly. See, Roy had a couple of his guys get into the apartment when Jerry was at work, and they planted cameras all through the apartment; the bedroom, living room, even bathroom. It seems that Jerry is leading a double life.” She paused to let that sink in.

“Wait. What do you mean exactly.”

She was smiling. “Sometimes there’s nobody there with him. He’s in there by himself. Here look,” she said, starting a video on the PC. I looked and there was Jerry in the bedroom. He had some jazz music on, which in itself was a surprise for me. I didn’t think he liked any music. But that wasn’t all. He started strutting around the mirror, moving to the beat and took his jacket and tie off like he was doing a strip tease. Priscilla started laughing. “Sorry honey.”

I didn’t answer; I was stunned and kept watching. He took his shirt off slowly and ran his hands over his hairy chest, eyes closed, relishing the moment. Then he made a “bad boy face” in the mirror, and started undoing his trousers and belt, slipping them down his legs. He sat on the bed and kicked off his shoes and stood back up again in front of the mirror. His boner was bigger than it even got with me, and he reached under the band of his shorts and began stroking his cock, moaning as he did so.

Every so often Priscilla gave me side glances to see my reaction. I had none – My gaze was frozen on the screen. Jerry walked close to the mirror and mouthed something and went over to a closet. He took out a bunch of clothes – women’s clothes! He placed them with care on the bed, lining them out and almost worshipping them. It was crazy to see.

He pouted at the mirror and picked up a green satin G-String.  Holy shit! My husband was a transvestite. This I could live with, I thought then. He slipped off his shorts and casually tossed them on the floor. He slowly slid the thong up his legs, savoring what must have been a delicious moment; the cool satin feel going through his body. Once he centered it snugly into place, he reached under the front lace band, he began rubbing his cock against the pouch; and when he stopped I noticed a wet spot of pre cum over the front. Next he took a matching one-piece elastic bra with solid cups and slipped it over his head, settling it in the front.

Then the camera view switched as he went into his bathroom. He took out a makeup case and laid several items in front of him on the vanity table. There was foundation, blush, lip gloss – everything. My mouth was open, and Priscilla looked at me and smiled. I watched as he applied the makeup carefully, deliberately. Then came the work on his eyes and lashes – heavy mascara and blue eye shadow, eyeliner, lip liner. He paused and swayed in front of the mirror, blowing kisses at himself.

He left the bathroom and walked back to his closet. From the top shelf he took down a box, and placed it on the bed. With care he removed a long, auburn wig – my color! He placed it on his head and stood in front of the mirror, combing it out. Except for the hair on his chest he looked really good I had to say. But I was in shock, saying nothing.

Jerry was skinny to begin with, so it didn’t surprise me when he picked up an emerald green one-piece shiny satin dress from the pile on the bed, comparing it with others. He slipped effortlessly into it. It fit tightly on him, and it accented the curves of his hips. He walked back to the bed and placed on a pair of sheer black nylon panty hose with a laced top.

Then back to the closet for a pair of black high heels which he put on and walked back to the mirror. He posed and turned around, smiling, and blowing more kisses into the mirror, puckering his lips, and running his hands over the satin dress. Then the screen went black.

“What happened?” I asked Priscilla.

“It’s not over yet Chrissy. Hold onto your hat.”

The next video showed him dressed and he walked into the dining room area, and he picked up a pack of long, all-white cigarettes. “I didn’t know he smoked!” I said, really surprised. I thought Jerry was a bit of a health nut.

He lit it up from a silver butane lighter which he kept in a black leather bag. He thought of everything for his fantasy world. I heard the doorbell ring, and he gingerly walked over to answer the door. I couldn’t see into the hallway – he disappeared from camera view for just a second. When he came back into view he wasn’t alone; there was a tall, middle-aged blonde guy in a business suit. Jerry kissed him! On the lips! Holy shit! I glanced over at Priscilla, and she just nodded back to the screen.

Jerry held “Blondie’s” hand and led him into the bedroom, as the camera view changed. Once inside, the man threw his arms around Jerry and kissed him deeply with a lot of passion. If only he felt that way for me, I sighed. But this was a game-changer.

Jerry took the guy’s suit jacket and shirt off. They kissed again and Jerry opened his belt and pulled his pants down. The guy bent over and slipped out of his shoes and threw his pants on the floor as well.

Now shirtless, they embraced and kissed again, the guy running his hands over Jerry’s body. Jerry threw his head back and laughed. “You’re such a tease Roger,” I heard Jerry say. The guy looked familiar, but I couldn’t place him.

Jerry wasted no time and pulled Roger’s shorts down and started fondling his cock which was enormous. Then I saw the unthinkable! Jerry got down on knees like a common slut, which I think was the idea. He placed his cherry red glossed lips on the tip of Roger’s cock and stuck out his tongue, licking around Roger’s tip. Roger moaned and placed hands on top of Jerry’s head. Now Jerry took the whole cock in his mouth and began teasing’ bobbing off and on it.

Jerry went faster and faster on the monster cock of his guest, and I could see his cheeks pucker with the outline of Roger’s cock as his mouth went up and down on it. It didn’t take long before the guy screamed out and shot his entire wad into my husband’s mouth. Jerry purposely let some of the white cum drip onto his face, and slowly took his mouth off of Roger’s cock and stood up to face him.

They kissed and Roger licked his cum off of Jerry’s face with a ferocious intensity. Then the screen went dark.

“You get the idea I think Chrissy,” Priscilla said, turning to me. I was in shock. Maybe in the back of my mind I expected an affair, but a gay-trans, or whatever it was affair? My mood quickly went from shock to anger. Priscilla read my expression.

“So what do you want to do with this revelation honey?” she asked. I thought about it. How could I really condemn Jerry for something that I was doing myself now? Or was it the same thing. Maybe I thought of Priscilla and me as a lesbian thing even though she was fully transitioned but just happened to have a cock – and a really fantastic cock at that. I was confused.

“Well, for one thing,” I said, “I’m confused and hurt. How could he do this to me, and why didn’t he just come out with the truth and trust me? I would have understood. But the deception of it all makes me madder than hell,” I said.

Priscilla looked at me sympathetically and smiled. “I don’t blame you, but I have an idea.” Priscilla was sharp and I knew this would be good.

“Okay, what is it?”

“if you confronted him with the evidence and asked for a divorce, I think that wouldn’t really satisfy you,” she said, slow and deliberately. “I think if somehow you could get a bit of revenge with maybe some humiliation thrown in, that would be much better, and maybe you don’t need a divorce.”

I thought about it, but wasn’t quite sure about the divorce part. “That sounds like a lot more fun too!”

“That’s my girl.” She laughed. “Now you’re starting to think like me.”

“That could be dangerous,” I said, and we both laughed.
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WE BEGAN TO FORMULATE A PLAN, A REALLY JUICY PLAN. It turns out that Roger, Jerry’s “date” that night was a big shot at the network where he did his legal real estate analysis, so if it ever came out that he was soliciting the services of a “transgender call girl,” it would be very bad for him; ruining his marriage to a famous female media figure as well, and be financially disastrous. And that’s not even what I would do with Jerry. I would expose Jerry; using parts of the clandestine video to do that plus use it in a divorce court because now I was definitely falling for Priscilla. We became very close in the past few weeks, not just on a physical level, but on an emotional one as well. She was the strength that I was lacking, she gave me the true companionship I craved, the outward expressions of love she gave me that were missing with Jerry; and he had only himself to blame.

Priscilla and I devised a very cold-hearted and “stimulating” plan. Jerry’s birthday was coming up in a few weeks, and we were planning to go out with another couple for dinner the Saturday after it to celebrate; Carl and Barbara as a matter of fact. His actual birthday was the Thursday before, and I knew he was always home on time Thursday nights for some reason. So I told him that I’d make him a special birthday dinner and have a celebration just between us. Maybe his guilt about his behavior to me would show and he’d come on time. Priscilla would be at our apartment as well – along with her laptop. Then the fun would start! It was absolutely diabolical, so much so that Priscilla was even impressed, and it took a lot to impress Priscilla.

Priscilla came over at about five o’clock that afternoon and she carried a small suitcase and her laptop with her. At the door, as soon as she came through the entrance, she embraced me, and we hugged and kissed; the suitcase falling to the floor. “Ummm . . . you know what Chrissy? You are so delicious, and I just don’t love you for your body – you’re totally EVIL!” I was getting wet thinking about Priscilla’s cock inside of me. For a minute I was thinking about Jerry to stay away tonight.

We both went into the master bedroom and laid everything from inside of the suitcase onto the bed. Jerry was going to get exactly what he wanted, just maybe not the way he planned.

I poured some wine for us, and we went to my sofa to sit down. We clinked glasses together and Priscilla said, “Let’s propose a toast. To evil plans with happy endings!”

“Yes, PERFECT!” I agreed. We finished our wine and went through some scenarios.

“I think it’s better if we played it as it comes,” Priscilla said. “Who knows? The bastard might enjoy it.” That thought had crossed my mind.

“Okay, so here’s what we do. You and I will be sitting here, and I’ll introduce you as a friend who came over to celebrate with us. Then I’ll tell Jerry to go into the bedroom and take a shower and change to get comfortable. He’ll see the clothes out on the bed, and then come running out and go crazy!” We both must have gotten a little drunk because we couldn’t stop laughing.

“But what about dinner?” Priscilla said, barely getting the words out because she was bending over laughing. I joined in too, and it took us a few minutes to compose ourselves.

I cleared my throat. “Yes dinner. Well afterwards, depending on how it goes, we could always order delivery from the Thai place down the block.”

“Good enough,” she said, and leaned over and kissed me. I started rubbing her cock through her dress. “Oh wow this is so delicious Chrissy, but we have to save ourselves for the guest of honor.”

But we had time, and so I ended up sucking Priscilla’s cock anyway. After we were finished, she reached into her bag and pulled out a pack of all-white long cigarettes. “What’s that for? I didn’t know you smoked Priscilla.”

“I do, sometimes. I happen to have a bit of a smoking fetish, so Jerry and I can both turn each other on,” she said, winking at me as she took a very seductive drag. I had to admit, she did look ultra sexy doing that. Her gorgeous red hair was shining in the light from the high hat lights in the ceiling, and her face was so beautiful.

About seven-thirty I heard the door being unlocked. “Okay Pris, showtime!” I said as I went to the front foyer. I told Jerry at the door that I brought an old college friend over that really wanted to meet him. I even asked him if he minded because it was, after all, our “special night.” Jerry just nodded his head and came into the living room, curious.

“Jerry, this is my old college sorority sister, Priscilla. Priscilla, meet my husband Jerry.”

“Hi, I’ve heard so much about you Jerry. Nice to meet you,” she said as she stuck her hand out to shake his.

“Likewise,” Jerry said. “So, Chrissy never mentioned you.”

“Honey, I’m sure I must have when we looked over my old year book.” Jerry shrugged his shoulders.

“Maybe so, but it’s really nice to meet you. Chrissy definitely didn’t tell me how attractive you are. So what do you do?”

I bristled at how casually he just admired women in front of me. Especially women he just met.

“I’m a lawyer,” Priscilla said, telling the truth.

“Oh really, so am I. I do real estate law, and I’m on CNC as a commentator and analyst.”

Priscilla nodded enthusiastically and smacked her palm on her thigh. “Yes, that’s where I recognized you from. Love your reports – so ‘to the point.’ I’m a criminal attorney here in the city.”

“Nice, you must be busy in this city,” he said, oozing charm.

“Umm Jerry honey. Why don’t you go into the bedroom and freshen up.”

“Sure, what’s for dinner? I thought you were making something.”

“No, it’s a special night so I thought we’d order in.”

“Sounds great. I’ll be back in a few,” Jerry said and walked towards the bedroom. Priscilla and I looked at each other, stifling laughter.

“The fuck won’t know what hit him,” I said.

It took longer than we expected. I thought maybe Jerry had a heart attack, but he just walked out slowly looking at us, his face white and his eyes wide opened.

“Okay, okay. Chrissy, honey, just what the fuck is going on here, I mean?” he pointed with his thumb to the bedroom. “Did you want to show me your new wardrobe?”

Priscilla and I both exchanged glances and laughed. “What makes you think it’s my wardrobe Jerry?” Then a realization, or a shock hit him to be more accurate. I thought for sure he would confess, but he stuck to his “innocent” role for as long as he could.

“You see Jerry, Priscilla here is a lawyer, but she doesn’t practice law anymore. She’s a private investigator and one of the best in the city as a matter of fact. I got curious about your behavior over the last few months, you know, staying out late, disappearing, and especially the loss of the interest in our sexual relationship. So, I had my suspicions, and I asked Priscilla here to do some digging. As it turns out she hit paydirt!”

Then came the centuries old line that had been around since marriage was a thing. “Wait, I can explain!” he said, sounding so pathetic.

“You don’t have to Jerry,” Priscilla said, opening her briefcase and turning on her laptop. “I think this will save you from embarrassing yourself any further.” She walked over to the dining room table and placed the laptop on it, and invited Jerry to sit in front of it.

A look of horror showed on his face as he saw himself in front of his bedroom mirror, doing the “strip tease.”
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THE THREE OF US WATCHED THE VIDEO AS ROGER CAME TO THE DOOR and was greeted by Jerry, and not only did we watch Jerry blow Roger, but we also watched the next part where Jerry mounted Roger and took him from the rear. Jerry watched in stunned silence until finally Roger also sucked Jerry off after what must been a brief intermission.

He sighed; the resignation painfully obvious in his voice. “Okay, so now you know,” Jerry said, sounding cool as ever, but somewhat terrified I was sure. “What do you want Chrissy?”

“Very simple Jerry, or should I say Priscilla and I OWN your candy ass from this moment on. I haven’t decided on a divorce yet, or whether to ruin you and Roger, or both. So, help me out here,” I said, very matter of factly.

“NO! You wouldn’t expose us, I mean – this, now would you Chrissy?”

“Well Jerry, as you can imagine, I am hurt. You could have come to me at any time, and I would have understood. That’s what hurts more than anything. I really don’t care how many guys fucked you or sucked you off. You should have come out to me. It’s the lack of trust Jerry that really hurts. So now, Priscilla and I, your new masters . . .” I let that sink in for a few seconds, “want you to dress for us, and then we’ll play a bit.”

“What do you mean by ‘play?’”

“If you do as we tell you, you don’t have to worry about the video exposing you and your disgusting debauchery!” I said.

Priscilla was laughing. “Let’s go into the bedroom Jerry, this is getting boring, and I’m really horny.” Jerry looked to me as his lifesaver, and was a bit confused.

“You heard the lady, get your sissy ass into the bedroom,” I snapped. The feeling of power was very satisfying if I had to say so. I took it a bit farther.

Jerry, head hanging down started to walk to the bedroom. “Wait a second. I want you to get on all fours and crawl into the bedroom honey,” I said with a nice degree of contempt. Jerry did as I said, and Priscilla and I followed my pathetic sissy husband into our bedroom.

“Well Jerry, it looks like you’ve got a nice assortment of pretty clothes here to choose from,” I said, nodding approvingly at Priscilla.

“Yeah Jerry, although right now, just select a nice thong, and go into the bathroom and do your makeup, and pick a wig. Oh, and after you’re done you can select a nice dress,” Priscilla said, pointing to the bed. “Just pretend that Roger is coming over,” we were both hysterical.

Jerry came out with his makeup done extremely well, even better than the video, and he was wearing a purple satin thong, and a matching laced bra. He chose a long, jet black wig with a purple highlight running down the center. Priscilla was whistling and catcalling. I tried to read his face, and if I didn’t know any better, I’d say he was really enjoying himself. The large boner in his pouch gave it away.

“Oh look Chrissy, he’s all charged up!” Priscilla said, clapping her hands together. “I wanna go first if it’s okay with you?”

“Sure Pris, be my guest.”

I let the bedsheets down and threw a blue, tight-fitting short satin dress to Jerry and he held it up to his face and rubbed the satin. “The son of a bitch likes it Chrissy!”

“Yeah, I guess he does – interesting.” It was as if Jerry gave up and was eager to play and do anything we asked of him. He stepped into it,, and when he was done, Priscilla threw him a pair of high heels. “Go ahead Jerry, put them on,” I said. Jerry said not a word. He knew he was beat.

“Oh wait! I almost forgot. You want a nice long femme boy cigarette Jerry? By the way, what do Roger and the other guys call you honey?” Priscilla asked.

“Crystal,” Jerry muttered under his breath.

“Crystal,” Priscilla repeated. “Oooh, that’s such a nice sissy name, I love it. Here’s your cigarette sweetness!” Priscilla took one out too, and Jerry’s cock got noticeably harder. She looked at it and said, “Well I’ll be. Look at that cigarette fetish at work Chrissy!”

I looked on with amazement. Priscilla pulled out her slim butane lighter and lit Jerry and her up with the same flame. “How about some nice jazz music Crystal?” she asked, mockingly. “Is this the kind of music you enjoy getting boned to?”

“Yes,” Jerry said in a subdued voice. He took a cheek-hollowing drag of the cigarette and he was on his best behavior. “Thank you very much Priscilla.”

“Don’t thank her yet,” I said laughing. Priscilla was one step ahead and with the cigarette dangling from her lips, and slipped out of her one piece pink satin dress. She stood in front of Jerry wearing her thong and bra. Jerry’s eyes went right to her cleavage.

“Well, I’ll let you two have some fun while I watch,” I said and took a seat in a plush club chair across the room from the bed. “Come on Crystal, strut for us like you do in your apartment!” I said.

“Crystal” was very obliging, and like a real practiced sissy, he walked and strutted across the mirror, really proud of how he looked. Then Jerry’s eyes turned to Priscilla, and she was gyrating her waist and said, “Come on Crystal, don’t be shy. You can play with your cock – we know you want to!”

Crystal placed her hand over her dress which fit really tight over her nice butt, and rubbed her cock through the material. I had ALEXA play some modern, mellow jazz just to set the mood.

She watched Priscilla seductively smoke as she hooked her thumb underneath the front waist band of her thong. She was biting her bottom lip and toyed with my sissy husband. Then she quickly pulled down the thong, just under her balls as her monster cock popped out. Crystal almost dropped her cigarette on the carpet as we both laughed. Her eyes were glued to Priscilla’s cock and her eyes popped open wide.

“I know Crystal, that’s the same reaction I had when I first saw it,” I said as I walked over to Priscilla. Both of us were kissing as she watched, and I grabbed Priscilla’s cock and started stroking it.” She moaned. “Easy girlfriend, I don’t wanna cum just yet,” she said sweetly. Crystal was watching, excited, and rubbing herself.

Then we slowly broke off and gave each other a final kiss and Priscilla turned her attention to Crystal. “I want you to suck on me Crystal,” she said. Crystal was smiling and got down on her knees like the cheap slut she was, really turning me on. Thoughts of divorce now were gone. I enjoyed this version of my sissy ass husband. Things could get fun. It was amazing how; in a matter of a few minutes my entire attitude could change from hating my gay/crossdressing sissy husband and wanting to divorce him to almost feeling sorry for him and getting sexually turned on by the whole spectacle.

Priscilla moved in close and placed the tip of her cock against Crystal’s lips. Crystal stuck her tongue out and wiped around her tip, making her moan. Priscilla didn’t wait and pushed deep into Crystal’s mouth almost making her choke. She placed her hands on top of Crystal’s head and got her going into a good rhythm. I sat on the club chair because I was wet as fuck just watching, and my fingers were under my dress and panties and rubbing my wetness with my index finger.

I could see the outline of Priscilla’s cock against my husband’s cheeks as it went in and out of his mouth. She was hissing between clenched teeth and said, “Crystal, you give good fucking head, you know that?” she said, looking up at the ceiling. “Oooh, this is soo good Chrissy! She has to eat your pussy tonight!”

They went faster and faster, Priscilla’s hips pounding Crystal’s mouth like a piston. Soon she let out a scream as a bucket load of cum shot out of her cock, running down the sides of Crystal’s mouth. There was simply too much for Crystal to swallow at one time.

Then Priscilla pulled Crystal up from her knees, and kissed her deeply, her tongue lapping up all of her jizz from Crystal’s face. “Umm, I taste so delicious on you Crystal. I may just want to keep you around.”

“As if she has a choice,” I said mockingly. I was beginning to see new possibilities emerge in our marriage – all involving Priscilla. My love for her was real – some sort of transgender sex triangle.

“I’m soaking wet you guys – how about my turn?”

“Sure sweetheart, I haven’t forgotten about you. And with that Priscilla came over to me, her mouth full of my husband’s cum, and we kissed deeply. My G-String was drenched under my dress. So I took my dress off and I was only wearing my G-String and bra. Crystal was the only one who was still dressed, and she would stay that way – for now.

“Okay Crystal, my little cum slut! I want you on the bed on all fours with your tight little ass up high,” Priscilla barked. She obeyed and I would say eagerly got on the bed. Priscilla got behind her and threw her dress up over her lower back, and pulled her G-String down. I handed Priscilla a tube of lube jelly.

She rubbed it all over Crystal’s sissy ass and then for good measure stuck a finger inside, moving it around a around making her moan. “Hey Chrissy, your hubby’s pretty wide.” She was laughing. “This isn’t your hubby’s first rodeo as we know!”

I had to laugh too. Priscilla was in a hardcore mood, and it showed the way her hard, throbbing cock, was ready to cum a second time. She placed the tip at the entrance of Crystal’s “bussy,” or boy pussy, and toyed with it for a while, going in with just her head as Crystal gasped at the sheer enormity of Priscilla’s cock.

Then she got in a few hard slams – very quick ones, that sent Crystal reeling. There was a mix of moans and screams that came out. It was so fucking hot watching my husband, dressed up as a woman, take a cock from a shemale as beautiful as Priscilla. But she loved it and backed her ass up keeping in time with Priscilla’s thrusts. I was leaking so much that I had to get in on this before Priscilla came. “I’m COMING IN GUYS!” I yelled.

I yanked my thong off and hiked my shirt up to my chest and jumped on the bed, my wet, aching pussy underneath Crystal’s head, my legs spread wide. She didn’t need any prodding (that’s a pun) and started licking my juices, using her tongue expertly. “Come on Crystal honey, I want your whole cock sucking mouth to eat me out!”

Crystal went from playing with her tongue on me to full out eating me with her mouth, sucking and licking. Her nose was moving around my hard little clit, rubbing me up and down. It  sent shivers through me. As Jerry, Crystal had never done that to me before. She dove deeper and entered my pussy with her tongue licking me all around. Then I screamed, my hands pulling on Crystal’s wig. I had been eaten out many times by Priscilla, but Crystal was a pro. I let go like a waterfall and Crystal was a thirsty little slut and didn’t let a drop go to waste.

Priscilla stiffened and shot her load all the way up Crystal’s bussy, the warmth of her cum around her she cock turning Priscilla on even more and she began thrusting and bumping more. I could feel her power down on my end. Before I came down from my second orgasm Crystal moaned and her cum shot out, hitting just below my belly button. It was an amazing sissygasm for her. I loved it all. Then we slowed down, and Priscilla came out of Crystal’s ridden ass, her cum coating her cock.

“Come on Crystal, I wanna borrow you to suck my cum off my cock – NOW!” she yelled like a true dominatrix.

I got out from under Crystal, and she turned around and Priscilla shoved her cock into Crystal’s mouth for a second time. “Oh God Chrissy, your husband sucks a mean cock. Her lips are so fucking tight.”

I saw that Crystal really was intent on pleasing Priscilla. I think she really enjoyed it rather than doing it just to avoid our punishment. Priscilla thrusted faster and faster before cumming a second time in Crystal’s thirsty slut mouth. “That’s it Crystal, be a cum rag for your wife and me . . . that’s it,” she cried out, and came again, mixing her cum with my pussy juices in Crystal’s mouth.

I was still coming down from my orgasm. Then Priscilla withdrew from Crystal’s mouth and said, exhausted, “I think I need a cigarette now. Do the honors now Crystal.”

So without saying a word, Crystal pulled out two cigarettes from Priscilla’s pack and lit them both up. “Give me one too,” I said. I used to smoke, but the action tonight made me want to have one. So the three of us were tangled up on my bed, quietly smoking. Priscilla was gently rubbing Crystal’s wet, sticky cock.

“Hey Jerry,” I said using my husband’s given name. I wasn’t sure what to call her now. “What do you think? Are the three of us going to become a thing, or do I have to expose you and Roger and end our marriage?”

“What are you kidding honey?” Jerry/Crystal said. “Tonight was the best night of our marriage! Now I can be myself, and with Priscilla here, it’s dynamite. Think of it, we can go on vacations together and have all kinds of fun!” Then Crystal said, (I called her that from now on whenever we were with Priscilla, or we were alone together). “I’m so sorry about all the deception I played. But I suppose this is what it took for me to finally realize my ultimate fantasy.”

“Which fantasy Crystal?” Priscilla asked. “You being a crossdressing slut and having different men fuck you, or including your wife and me in your little game?”

“Oh forget about Roger, or any other man for that matter. That’s over! The three of us are now a thing – We’re in on this for the long haul.”

Priscilla smiled at me and hungrily kissed me. She would fuck me in front of Crytal soon after.

“No do you see Chrissy how good things worked out – for the three of us?” Priscilla said. I nodded enthusiastically, and Crystal was even smiling.

“So are you giving up the apartment Crystal? You don’t need it anymore because any time you feel the urge to have some guy fuck you, you can bring him over and Priscilla and I can join in on the fun.”

“Yes, I definitely will – first thing tomorrow!”

“Now you’re talking honey,” Priscilla said very contentedly to both of us.

Isn’t it nice how things just sort of worked out, beyond my wildest expectations?
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A tale of femboy feminization and 1st time transgender romance
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I FINISHED HIGH SCHOOL AND DECIDED AGAINST GOING TO COLLEGE. Nothing really interested me at this point. I had a job at an electronics warehouse, and I wanted something different. I’d been working there for three years now, and at twenty one I wanted something a bit more challenging. So one Sunday I was looking through Craig’s list for shits and giggles. That’s when I came across “the ad.” It intrigued me. It said:

“Ambitious male needed for position in the service industry. No prior experience required, just an open mind. The pay is great depending upon your ability.”

Humm . . . looked interesting, and what did I have lose? – nothing, but I had everything to gain. I loved a good mystery; and the part about “pay is great depending on your ability” was enticing. I was just making my rent, and I really needed something, as moving back in with my parents was definitely not an option at this point. So I called the number. As it turned out the location was Cashtown, which was close to where I lived.

A woman answered, and after a brief chat she asked me to come over to her office, and she sounded pleasant enough, but didn’t give too many details. So now I had no choice but to really pursue this because I loved a good mystery.

The building was a non-descript office building with a directory on the main floor. I looked for the name: “Aberdeen Industries – Suite 203.” So, shrugging my shoulders I took the elevator to the second floor. When the door opened, three girls – hot girls got out of the elevator, laughing and absorbed with their own conversation, so they didn’t even notice me. I wondered. The ad said “male,” so I doubted they came from the same place.

When I got out I followed the signs to Suite 203 and opened the door and walked in. The receptionist was a very attractive woman in her mid-thirties on the phone. She had long, shiny red hair, lots of makeup, and a revealing blouse that I thought would be unfit for any kind of secretarial work, and I tried not to stare, but I blushed anyway. When she hung up, she just looked at me and smiled.

“Hi, I’m Dave Horvath. I called about the job this past Tuesday.” This secretary looked at her screen, and looking over the desk I could see the white, smooth cleavage of the secretary, her nipples like pencil points showing through her bright red satin blouse. I couldn’t help the bulge that took shape under my casual trousers. At least the secretary couldn’t see it. That would have been awfully embarrassing.

“Okay Dave, have a seat. Ms. Ewell will see you soon.”

“Thanks,” I murmured and took a seat, relieved to be away from the front desk, the sights behind it turning my brain to mush.

Finally the door opened and a drop-dead gorgeous brunette in a high cut black skirt and tight white blouse came out into the waiting area. “Hello David,” she said, sizing me up. “Please come in.”

When I came inside, she shut the door and stuck out her hand. “Hi David, Barbara Ewell. Please, have a seat. Would you like some coffee?” sha asked, pointing to a KEURIG machine in the corner.

“Yeah, that would be great, thank you.”

“You’re quite welcome, just help yourself,” she said as she took her seat behind the desk.

“Thank you,” I said as I fiddled with the machine.

“So, how much do you know about Aberdeen?”

“Nothing really. I just saw the ad on Craig’s List, and it didn’t list a name.”

“Oh right! Yes, the ad. A bit too ambiguous?”

“I wouldn’t know Ms. Ewell.”

“Please, call me Barbara.”

“Sure, okay Barbara.”

I wondered how many guys answered the ad, and how much competition there was. The ad promised high pay, and it didn’t list any qualifications besides being male. So, no harm, right? I would hear her out, and if it wasn’t for me, I would just leave and find something else.

“Now as you know from the ad, we’re in the service industry.” That could mean lots of things. Maybe they needed college, in which case I was shit out of luck. So, I thought I would be up front.

“Just one thing you should know Barbara,” I said, sounding a bit downcast. “I uh, I don’t have a college education.”

She looked at me and said nothing right away. “That’s okay David. You’ll learn as you go. We don’t really hire too many college grads. I find they come in with a know-it-all attitude, like ‘I was the varsity captain of the football team,’ or some kind of nonsense,” she said, putting me at ease right away.

“That’s fine Barbara. My mind is a blank slate.” I immediately regretted saying that, like I was some kind of dummy. My mind went right back to the promise of “good pay.”

“Well okay then David. Now that your fears are laid to rest, here’s the deal. We are sort of a ‘clearing house’ for talent for various clients. I’m looking at you and thinking of one client in particular who’s very choosy, and I think you’ll be a perfect fit.”

“What . . . what is he looking for?”

“A nice personality for one, and I think you’ve got that nailed. The other quality is an open mind. I’m guessing you have that already since you answered this ad.”

“Okay Barbara, what does he want.”

She looked me right in the eyes, as if judging what I would do once she told me. “He’s looking for models. You see he has a company that sells clothes for transgender women, and he’s looking for men of your height and build to put them on – that’s it, no strings attached. You go to his place, you let them put makeup and women’s clothes on you, take some pictures and then you go home. That’s it. Easy, right?”

“And he pays good money for this?”

“Yes, depending.”

“Depending on what”

“Why how good you are, of course. Come on David, I think you’ll be great! In fact, after you leave here, I’ll call him right away. Now how does that sound?”

“So all I have to do is get dressed, parade around in what he gives me and that’s it?”

“Yep, no experience required.”

I couldn’t believe I said it, but I did. “Okay Barbara, I’m in.”

“Great David! His name is Hunt, Mr. Henry Hunt. He’ll call you probably tomorrow sometime and talk to you some more with all the particulars, okay?”

“Okay then, it’s a deal.”

Smiling, Barbara got up from her desk and came around to me and shook my hand. “Congratulations David. Mr. Hunt is one of my best clients and I’ve heard nothing but good things about him.”

“You mean, there are more guys like me?”

“Of course, you’d be surprised; medical students looking for some extra cash, recent college grads, even newly married husbands.” That last one I found hard to believe, but okay.

“Thanks Barbara.”

“Sure David. So, remember to answer your phone tomorrow, even the calls that say “spam” – it could be Mr. Hunt. You don’t want to miss out on this.”

So that was it. I was going to be a model for women’s, er, transgender women’s clothes. I couldn’t see the difference. I mean, just how girly did I have to look? It always intrigued me in a kind of way – what girl’s clothes felt like on me. That was a secret I told no one. In fact, it was more than intrigue – I really wanted to know.
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SO, THE NEXT DAY MR. HUNT CALLED ME. He seemed excited to meet me. I don’t know what Barbara told him, but it must’ve been good. I made up to meet him at his place in what used to be a warehouse on the west side of town. The place was really run down and reminded me of the scene of a terrorist meeting place in a movie. Still, I parked and then went in through the front door.

I saw lots of people running around with clip boards and cameras, and partitioned booths against the walls. I walked around and in some of the “rooms” were beds with girls lying on them, or maybe they were transgender women? I wasn’t sure, but they were being photographed. On the side was an elevator, more like a lift, and girls were going on the lift, and coming down. It was a very busy place. I was starting to have second thoughts but a part of me was really into it – my “secret side,” like maybe I would enjoy dressing up. This was my chance, so I kept an open mind.

I walked around some more and then asked about Henry Hunt. The girl I asked smiled at me and pointed to a corner. Mr. Hunt was bald with a brown business suit, a paunch, and glasses down the middle of his nose. He looked like a boss.

I walked over to him and said, “Mr. Hunt? I’m Dave Horvath and Barbara Ewell sent me over. She said you had some work for me?”

“Oh yes! David. Pleased to meet you,” and he stuck out his hand and I shook it. The guy was a little “creepy” with sweaty palms and was looking me over which made me a bit uncomfortable.

“So, David,” he said, “are you ready to get to work?”

“What exactly will I be doing?”

He laughed a bit and said vaguely, “Don’t worry, I’ll have Loni set you up.”

He took a walkie talkie from his side belt and spoke into it. “Loni, could you come over here please. I have a new guy here for you to show the ropes to.”

It clicked and a deep voiced woman answered, “Ok Mr. Hunt, coming over now.”

Loni came over to me and Mr. Hunt and he introduced us. “David, Loni here will be your advisor. She is in charge of your training.” Loni was in her early thirties it seemed, and she was stunning – long black hair, radiant deep blue eyes, and a short skirt and a blouse with tits that stuck out. She reminded me of the receptionist in Barbara’s office. Immediately, my cock was rock hard.

She looked me over too. “Nice to meet you David. I suppose you know what we’re all about here.”

“Uh, something about modelling I guess?”

“Modelling! He’s cute Mr. Hunt.” A puzzled look came over my face. What else could it be?

“David, come upstairs with me, and I’ll get you ready.”

I shrugged and said, “Okay Loni, whatever you say.” I was hard because I was imagining all sorts of things. I liked all the mystery surrounding this place and really couldn’t wait to get started. We walked over to the elevator; more like a cage, and it took us up to the second floor. The door opened into a long, carpeted corridor with rooms on both sides of the hall. Guys with cameras on tripods were walking down the hall in both directions. Loni took out a set of keys, and said, “Here we are David, room 237.”

The room was smallish and had a dressing table, mirror, and a small bed against the opposite wall. “Okay David, relax and have a seat. Now, have you ever dressed up before?” she asked, looking at me and squinting her eyes.

“No Loni, I haven’t.”

“Well, here you go then,” she said and walked over to a closet in the room. She pulled a bunch of clothes out and only when she laid them on the bed did I get a good look. The boner in my pants may have been a tell-tale sign of my interest. It didn’t escape Loni’s notice either.

“My my, it certainly looks like you’re ready David. Don’t be embarrassed, you aren’t the first one to get turned on here; not by a long shot.”

I swallowed hard and said, “Oh it’s nothing. This (I looked down at my hard-on quickly) happens when I’m nervous or excited.”

“Sure David,” she said skeptically. “Okay now, strip for me please.”

I wasn’t nervous, but I was certainly excited. I mean, a beautiful woman just asked me to strip. So I started slowly and took off my hoodie and my t-shirt. Then I took off my shoes, undid my jeans and was standing there in my boxers, as Loni eyed me over. My boner was sticking out, stretching my boxers to the max.

She looked me over and was grinning at me.

“David, you’re forgetting something,” she said in a singsong voice.

Well, I thought; if I want the job I have to go all the way, so I slowly gripped the sides of my shorts and pulled them down. My cock sprang up like a diving board.

“My how nice David!” she said smiling, admiring my aching boner. “Would you mind very much if I touched it?? Trust me, it’s all part of the job. Nothing bad is going to happen to you.”

“Uhh . . . sure Loni, be my guest.” Now I should say at this point that I was a virgin and never made it with a woman or a man. I had a fetish about trying on girl’s clothes and not really anything else, but I was open to experimentation. When she reached out and touched my shaft with her long, red-painted fingernails, I shivered. My heart was beating out of my chest. I moaned with delight.

“It seems you like that David,” she said sweetly. “I think you might like this even more,” and she got down on her knees and placed her lips up to the tip of my cock and her tongue went around my head like a paint brush. I couldn’t believe that this was happening to me. Her red glossed lips made a tight seal around my shaft, and she took all of me in. She came off me.

“My God David – how BIG you are!” and she went right back to sucking and licking. I felt myself leak a little and she made a sound of pure contentment. It was like having a silk cloth held tightly around my cock, rubbing softly; the most unbelievable feeling of my life. The best fucking thing was that she was an older woman – my ultimate fantasy. My senses were bombarded with a sweet jasmine perfume, a slight smoky smell – which was also a major turn-on for me. I loved the feel of her glossed lips rubbing around the shaft of my cock; the teasing and light biting of her teeth on my shaft.

Her speed increased and my hips moved into her, making a smooth rhythm, until finally I could take it no longer and I exploded into her mouth. She sucked and slurped, and not a drop  of my cum escaped her mouth. She looked up at me, smiling, and her eyes were glazed over and half shut. Then she stood up and kissed me deeply, giving me a taste of my own cum. I felt this was some kind of test – but if it was – hell, give me the final exam!

She was a bit taller than me and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, continuing the long, passionate kiss. “How do you like the taste of yourself David?” she whispered.

“Umm, I like it. I mean, you’re amazing Loni.”

She chuckled, and slowly removed her arms from around my shoulders, and walked over to the bed, picking up the G-String from amongst the clothing. “Here, let’s see how you like wearing this. Ever worn one before David?”

“No, of course not. Why would I?” I didn’t tell her that this was indeed a fantasy of mine to wear girly stuff.

“Never mind,” she said, giving me a sly look. Maybe I gave something away because I put the soft satin material up to my face and rubbed it against my cheek. I didn’t need to be told what to do next. I put it on, and slowly moved it up my hairless legs, the soft satin giving me chills, and making my just sucked dick as hard as a rock again.

I centered them around my front, the pouch fitting me perfectly, the strap nestled comfortably between my butt cheeks. I smiled, and it wasn’t lost on Loni. She handed me the bra; a one-piece stretch bra I placed over my head and centered on my chest. It pulled the flab on my chest together giving me the illusion of cleavage. It seemed that since the magnificent blow job I was much more eager to go all the way with whatever it was that Loni was doing with me.

Next to go on was a tight-fitting blue, shiny satin one-piece dress. I loved the way it clung to my bare skin, the feel of it when I walked. Especially alluring was the way it hiked up on my legs and the sexy way it made my ass looked.

After the long, flowing auburn wig that fell between my cleavage was put on, and Loni’s makeup job was done, I couldn’t believe what I saw when I looked at myself in the mirror. I was a sight to behold. Hell, I even wanted to fuck myself. Loni stood back and admired me, taking out her cell phone and snapping photos of me.

“What are those for?” I asked.

“Oh! You’re absolutely delicious looking David. I’m sending these to Mr. Hunt. I think we can start you working today.”

“No really, Loni? Am I that good?”

She walked towards me and kissed me again. “David, I never get involved with the guys that come through here, but you’re special. I mean when I first saw you, I knew I had to suck your cock.”

I was hard again, and my cock was quivering, helped along by the soft satin thong that gripped me. I tried to hide how happy I really was, that this job was making my fantasies come true.

“Mr. Hunt absolutely adores you David, and wants you for a special job! Come with me. You know he doesn’t give this opportunity to just anyone. You’re going to make a lot of money with us, I promise you. In fact, just to show you . . .” Loni reached into her bag and pulled out a check. She wrote my name on it and handed it to me. My eyes almost popped out of my head. It was a check for TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS!

“Oh my God Loni! Is this for real?” I asked, turning the check around and staring at it.

“Yes, of course it’s real. I mean,” she said laughing, “it’s not going to bounce David. Here, before you go, I want you to take this,” and she pulled out a blue capsule from a vial in her bag.

“What is this?” I asked.

“Just a little mood enhancer to make you look more relaxed in the photo shoots we’re going to now.” I just got ten thousand dollars, so how bad could it be, and so I took it.

Loni led me down the hall. Surprisingly, I was able to walk pretty well in the black pumps she gave me.

We entered another room at the far side of the corridor.
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THE ROOM WE WENT INTO WAS DONE UP IN PINK; the walls, the furniture and even the bed spread. There was mellow jazz music playing. It was bigger than the first room.

“Here David, just lie down on the bed, and place an elbow on the bed and lie on it.” The bed was really soft, and my senses seemed heightened. I was even more aware of the way the clothes felt on me and wig between “my cleavage.” Everything felt wonderful.

“Okay now, don’t move,” and Loni went outside, and I waited a few minutes. I was feeling aroused, and my tits became a little sensitive and I felt a “stirring” in my asshole. What was happening to me? What was in that pill? My cock was even harder than before and it began to sting a bit.

When she came back in she picked up her bag again and removed a pack of long, all-white, long cigarettes, and took two from the pack. “I know, bad habit. Care for one David?”

I suddenly had a craving for one and I took it in my dreamy state as Loni lit us both up. I was holding it effeminately as I puffed on it. Loni was watching me and laughing. With the cigarette dangling from her lips she asked me something that took me by surprise, but I suddenly liked it. Just two days ago it would have been out of the question, but now I didn’t object in the least. However, I did wonder what this had to do with “modelling.”

I sat on the bed and smoked, and I suddenly had a craving for cock! In my ass no less! What the fuck???? But I went for it.

Loni left the room and winked at me as she left. A crewmember came in with professional video equipment and was filming me LIVE! Then a guy walked in – tall, muscular, and with blonde hair. He took his pants and shorts off, and placed his cock next to my glossed lips. I felt like I was in a trance, and I couldn’t resist. Fuck! I wanted it – badly.

He didn’t even tell me his name. He just stuck his cock into my face, and I opened my mouth ever so slightly – my first cock. I loved it. I was having sort of an “outer body experience.” I was completely open to every suggestion. I licked around his tip and the camera man closed in on it. The guy made grunting noises and pushed down on my wig. That only made me put his enormous cock farther in my mouth. My mouth was nice and wet, and his cock slid easily in and out. He was so big, he almost choked me, but my hunger suppressed my gag reflex.

I went faster and faster and I could taste the sweet/salty pre cum on my tongue. He was bucking faster and faster to meet my bobbing head, and he came in a torrent of white, sticky cum. He pulled out at the last moment and shot most of his load all over my pretty made up face. I swallowed some of it. Then he picked me off the bed and kissed me hard, licking his own cum off my face. The cameraman closed in on us.

By this time my cock was throbbing, and I think he sensed it or maybe it was part of the script to which I was an ignorant participant. He stood in front of the bed, his wet cock glistening in the room lighting. He smiled at me then he hopped on the front of the bed with his butt sticking up high and indicated for me to get behind him. He didn’t need to tell me what to do – it was the pill working inside of me that took care of that. There was a small night stand off to the side of the bed, and he fished out a tube of lube gel which he tossed over to me. Mechanically, without even thinking, I squeezed out a generous amount and rubbed it over his asshole and up and down his taint. Next I rubbed the cool gel over my aching cock. It felt so good that a little bit of pre cum escaped me into my hand.

The jazz music in the room became louder and I got on my knees behind him, looking at his glistening asshole. Looking over him I saw Loni walk into the room, smiling at me, watching, out of view of the camera. She was wearing a purple satin robe, tied in the front.

Just a few days ago this whole thing would have been unthinkable. “Model for transgender clothing” indeed! I wasn’t the only one; up and down the hall the same thing was going on with different “actors.” I moved closer to his rear and held my cock shaft and placed my tip against his pink asshole. He hissed with a pleasant expectation as I inserted the head of my cock into him. The feel of his asshole squeezing my lubed cock was incredible. I almost came right there, but I pulled out, trying hard for control. Then I went in, surprisingly all the way. This boy was experienced for sure.

I pulled out slowly, savoring each movement. Then I went back in and out. He groaned with pleasure with each movement. Now I got into a good rhythm, going faster and faster. This was the first time I had been with anyone; male or female and I loved it. The clothing I wore turned me on even without the pill. He bucked his ass up against me, matching me thrust for thrust. Then I let out a large moan and shot my entire load up inside of him. His hand was pumping his cock at the same time, and he let out a yell. The feel of my own jizz surrounding me made me keep going faster and faster. I had so much cum that it was leaking out of his ass and running down the inside of his thigh. So I had just fucked my first man. I withdrew and had him face me; both of us on our knees. I grabbed him by the back of his head, holding on tightly to his hair and pressed his head against my cock, and he took it hungrily.

I could see my cock at work against the inside of my cheeks. His tongue was playing with the sensitive tuft of skin underneath my cock. My hair was a mess, falling over the front of my face and my makeup ran. I was a total slut, and I loved every minute of it.

Then I came again, so soon after drilling him – had to be the pill. I did the same trick – I pulled out mid cum and shot a good amount over the guy’s face as well. I quickly threw my arms around his shoulders and began licking my cum off of his face. I loved the taste of my cum – or any cum on my face for that matter. The camera closed in on me licking my cum. Then the camera turned off. The crew went outside for a coffee break. Loni walked over to me, and I could see the pencil points of her tits sticking through the purple robe.

“So how did you like that David?”

“I, I never expected anything like that! I mean, it wasn’t in the job description.”

Loni began to laugh. “How many guys do you think would have answered the ad if we put that in there?”

“I guess you’re right. Say Loni, what was in that pill?”

“Let’s just say it enhances your female libido and leave it at that. What difference does it make? Besides, you’re having fun, right?”

“Yes I am.”

“Here David, have another one – it’s been four hours. Then from now on you’ll take one every morning. You did say you live alone right?”

“Yes, but what does that have anything to do with it?”

She smiled and said, “Just curious, that’s all. Oh! David can’t be your screen name. We need something really slutty for you.” At the mention of that, my cock became hard again, and Loni noticed. “I know, let’s call you Cinnamon, because your cock tastes like a cinnamon stick.” We both laughed. Then she handed me the blue pill with a bottle of water. I swallowed it without question. I liked the ”high” I got from it. “Good girl,” she said as I swallowed it.

I laughed. “For ten thousand dollars Loni, you can call me anything.”

She laughed with me. “I love your attitude. Mr. Hunt will be very pleased.”

“So let me ask you. This whole business – it’s like a, like a slut factory, right?”

She broke out laughing. “Yes David, er, ‘Cinnamon,’ that’s a great description. Mr. Hunt will love that one!”
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“HERE CINNAMON, YOU MUST BE DYING FOR A LONG, GIRLIE CIGARETTE.” She was right – I was. So then Loni reached into her bag and pulled out two, handing me one. Again she lit us both up, and like before I held mine very effeminately far down on the all-white filter. She stood up and walked away from the bed looking at me. “Wow, you really do look like a smoky cock slut! I’m so happy!”

“Yeah it feels good.”

So we sat on the bed and smoked and talked for a while. Then after about ten minutes the camera guy and his assistant came back in the room. “Okay it’s time for ‘Act II.’”

No one else came into the room. Loni caught me looking at the door. “There’s no one else coming Cinnamon. It’s just you and me. Now here’s what I want you do: I don’t want your face to show any expression except happiness, okay?” she said as she touched her index finger to the tip of my nose.

“Okay Loni, whatever you say.”

“Good girl.” Then Loni got off the bed, and she stepped away from the bed and looked at me with the cigarette dangling from her lips and her eyes in a slutty squint. She came over to me on the bed and gave me a smoky kiss and stepped away, never losing eye contact with me. She placed the cigarette between the sides of her lips and stared at me, the camera closing in on her face.

She opened her robe revealing her beautiful erect nipples on her firm, dove white breasts. I was as hard as a flagpole even after all the fucking and sucking I did. She moved seductively from side to side as I watched mesmerized, my eyes half closed and a sense of euphoria coming over me as the pill started to take effect.

Still holding the cigarette between her lips, she hooked her thumb underneath the pouch of her G-String and froze in that position for a few seconds. She took a drag off her cigarette and playfully bit her lower lip. Her thumb moved the pouch of her G-String down slowly and something was happening that ordinarily would have made my eyes pop wide open, but instead my cock was throbbing, and an involuntary smile crossed my face.

I felt like an eager spectator watching a movie, which in a sense I was. Suddenly a large COCK popped out from underneath her thong, and it was curved and almost pressing against her tummy. I felt as if I was floating above this scene, yet all my senses were intact – in fact they were all on overdrive. All I could see was that gorgeous cock as it beckoned to me. Slowly, Loni walked over to me, her fingers grasping her shaft as she came closer to me. I felt the tip of that delicious, fleshy rod bump against my freshly glossed lips. She was teasing me coming off and on my lips, the camera getting a good close up.

Reflexively, my lips parted just enough, my hot breath warming the tip of her cock. She slid just inside me, gasping as she did so. My tongue wrapped around the head of her cock, and it was red from my lip gloss. I had made my mark on her so to speak. My mouth was very wet, and she pushed father inside of me, moaning as she did so. I could taste a drop of her sweet/salty pre cum. After harder thrusts which almost hit the back of my throat, like the other guy, I made a tighter seal against her lips and suddenly she pulled out. I thought maybe I had hurt her, but she just looked down on me smiling.

“Come on SLUT!” she commanded me, changing her tone completely, “Get on the bed on your knees. I’m going to pound your cock-loving ass. You wanted a job, well here it is.” I knew she was playing to the cameras. I obediently got on my knees facing the front of the bed as Loni hopped on behind me. She reached over my head and grabbed the tube of gel left by the guy. I felt the cool, silky gel spread over between my butt cheeks and I gasped. She stuck her finger inside my virgin, puckered, cherry asshole. Around and around she went; I didn’t want her to stop. I was hungry for a cock in my ass. What was I becoming? A film star, that’s what, and it was fine with me, my consciousness floating above me.

I felt her enter me, and there was pain as I was stretched by that huge cock, but it was strange because along with the pain there was also pleasure. She went farther inside of me, and now it was all pleasure, my boy pussy opening wide for her gift. That was all I could think of. I couldn’t help myself because I yelled out, “Please Loni, pound the fuck out of me!”

Suddenly she smacked my ass really hard three times. “So you like it you little cock smuggler, don’t you? I’ll decide how much you get, NOT YOU! GET IT!?”

“Yes Mistress Loni, yes!”

“That’s better,” Loni said and resumed where she left off. I loved being spanked and treated like a common street whore. She went harder and faster, granting my every wish. I moved my butt to meet her thrusts. With my left hand I was stroking my sticky cock, but it wasn’t necessary because I felt a ball of intense pleasure welling up from deep inside me and I shot a load again, moaning loudly as the cum shot out between my fingers.

This triggered Loni as she exploded inside of me, her wet warmth coating my insides. That made her go faster and faster as her screams of intense pleasure joined mine, the camera zooming in on her cock thrusting inside me, cum running out and coating the inside of my thighs.

It was unlike any orgasm I had before, never thinking that such a thing was possible. The she pulled out of me and spun me around. “Now lick my cock clean!” she yelled at me.

I bent down and she shoved her cock inside my mouth, and I was thirsty for her cum, licking it clean. “That’s a good Cinnamon. You’re the best slut,” she said. “Now you’re my slave and I’ll fuck you anytime I want.” Then the camera went off.

“Okay, that’s a wrap,” the cameraman said. They were busy. They had other rooms to go to.

Loni hugged me and kissed my lips, my neck, my hair, all over. “Now how was your first day of work Cinnamon?”

“Wonderful,” I said dreamily.

“Good, now guess what?”

“What?”

“I’m coming to stay with you for two weeks. I already have a bag packed. Mr. Hunt wants you fully broken in. Every day you’re going to take that pill. We’ll have to get you some more clothes – even sluttier than you have now. There’s no turning back Cinnamon. You belong to me. You’re a star – my star.”

“Today when I go home with you, you’ll be dressed. In fact, you can say goodbye to your boy clothes. Now how does that sound?”

“I wouldn’t want it any other way. I’m falling for you Loni,” I said with all sincerity.

“You make a fine slut. We’ll go out and pick up guys and we can take them back to your place and fuck them too. Together we’ll have so much fun! It will make you even better on camera. Mr. Hunt is very pleased, and he’d like to show his appreciation.” Loni reached into her bag and pulled out another check for ten thousand dollars. That made twenty thousand for just my first day!

So that’s my story. I answered an ad looking to make some spare change, and I found more than I bargained for. Plus I found love. Loni moved in with me. My breasts even started to grow, and my hips looked even hotter in the new dresses I got. All thanks to the pills, and Loni’s coaching. I wouldn’t have it any other way.


MY HOT WIFE, HER LOVER, AND ME!

1st time transvestite, transgender, erotic romance
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LONG PAINTED FINGERNAILS, TIGHT-FITTING DRESSES, a large bust, and styled, long, auburn hair. Combine that with a desire to be with strange men and couples, and you have the picture of my wife Julie - the alpha in our marriage. It wasn’t always like that, back when we were dating I mean. Imagine suddenly waking up one day to find your wife has been sleeping around and flaunting it! There was nothing I could do, and this is my tale. I was married to a slut, and I was forced to accept it

__________________

_______

My wife Julie always had a voracious sexual appetite which I loved. After about five years of marriage, things changed. She became more distant and not interested in sex. I discovered through a family friend that she was having an affair - multiple affairs in fact. When I confronted her about these, she didn’t deny them; rather, she threw them in my face. Within a short period of time, my wife had a complete personality change.

“Roger, get over it and face it. I’m a slut, a complete slut. I love it when other men, strange men I meet at clubs take me to their car or a hotel and have their way with me. And there’s nothing you can do about it. Remember, I’m the breadwinner in this house, and if I divorce you, you’ll be broke and out in the street.”

I was shocked. She was right about the last part. She was a financial planner with her own very successful business while I was a mechanic in a local body shop - I always liked working with my hands, and although the job didn’t pay great, I was satisfied.

I knew that she liked her freedom and “alone time,” going out with her friends to clubs on “girl’s nights,” and although I didn’t like it, I didn’t begrudge her these things in order to keep peace at home. Another thing began to happen: After I first confronted her about these affairs and she told me the above, I started to see that they actually turned me on! I don’t know where that came from, but when she would describe to me in intimate details about what she did with these guys, I became aroused, and obsessed with it.

So I sat down with Julie to discuss my feelings about the changes that were happening in our marriage. We were having breakfast, and she was scanning through her laptop and answering emails from clients.

“Say Julie, can uh, can I ask you something?”

“What could you possibly want Roger?” she asked bored and sarcastically.

“I’ve been thinking about our sex life.”

She laughed so hard she almost spit out her coffee. “WHAT sex life Roger?? There is no sex life between you and me.”

“Yeah that’s it. I’ve been thinking. Whenever you flout your ‘exploits’ to me it kind of, you know, turns me on.”

“Oh really,” she said, now looking away from her laptop towards me with interest. “And what exactly did you have in mind aside from going into the shower and jerking yourself off!?”

This took a lot of courage for me to talk about with her, and I realized that if I proposed what I wanted, I would be beholden to her in ways I never thought possible.

“Would it be possible for me to join in with you and whoever you bring back to the house, or could I at least watch?”

“You mean you want me to bring guys home with me? And you would do what - jerk yourself off in a corner, or hide in a closet and watch? Is that how you would get your kicks?”

“Uh, something like that. I’m not sure exactly.”

“You know, this sounds like it could be fun,” she said with a pensive look on her face. “Of course, I would have to be free to humiliate you and do whatever I wanted with you. you do know that right?”

“Sure. I’m up for anything you want.” I somehow knew that I might regret that, but I was desperate to have my little fetishes satisfied and create our own definition of an “open marriage.”

“Well, let me think about this. Of course you’ll always be the sniveling little sissy you are ------ hmmm, that gives me an idea,” she said, and began laughing at me, with some sort of a diabolical plan in mind.
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SO, THE NEXT SATURDAY NIGHT, AS ALWAYS, she got dressed in her usual hookerish style - a short glittering skirt, red high heels and a very tight blouse that only accentuated her cleavage more, and her pencil point tits sticking through the cotton blouse. She was going out with her girlfriends, some married and some not. But that didn’t matter, because Julie behaved as though she wasn’t even married.

“Don’t wait up for me Roger,” she said patronizingly to me. “Oh wait! How silly of me. I forgot. Tonight is the first night of our new relationship. I want you to sleep in the guest room. I’ll call you before I’m coming home, and I want you to hide yourself in our bedroom closet.”

“But I thought I would participate somehow!”

She caught on at once to my excitement and said teasingly, “This is a stepwise project Roger. You don’t just get to participate you know. You have to earn it first. I’ll let you know when you’re ready. I really want to make you hot and bothered, and then I can laugh when I’m done fucking the new guy’s brains out, moaning very loudly, and you can go jerk yourself off in the closet. That’s all you’re entitled to for now!”

When she headed out the door, my cock was already dancing around and thinking about later. What she was asking of me was impossible. When she left I went into our bedroom and opened her dresser drawers and hunted around. This was fun! I was starting to enjoy my little subterfuge. Ah! I struck paydirt. I found a dainty little emerald G-String that I would “play with” a little bit. I was always curious about the “girly things,” ever since high school, but being an only child, I never acted out on my desires. Now I held it in my hands and my fingers rolled over the smooth satin texture, relishing it, and wondering how this would feel around my cock. Why hadn’t I discovered this before? Secretly, I wanted to become the slut that my wife was.

So I quickly took my shirt, shoes, pants and boxers off and threw them on the bedroom floor. I was buck naked. My heart was beating fast as I thought about what would happen if she knew I was messing around in her drawers. In my panic I tried to remember how it had looked sitting in the drawer, but I couldn’t remember, so I tried to convince myself that this was but a minor detail.

I was giddy as I slipped them up and over my nearly hairless legs, the cool satin making my cock throb. When I slipped the pouch over my cock, and nestled the back strap snugly between my ass cheeks, I let out a small drop of pre cum which made a dark stain on the front! Now what would I do if it didn’t just go away?. But I couldn’t do anything now except to continue, so I stuck my hand inside the elastic waistband and rubbed my tip over the satin - it was totally electrifying. But now I needed more . . . what to do?

I went back to her dresser and opened the second drawer where I found a nice laced bra collection. I picked out a matching green one with an elastic back band and pulled it over my head. Julie was thinner than me, and it was tight, and gave me the illusion of cleavage. I went in front of the mirror and touched my nipples, rubbing them through the soft bra material. Well hell, I told myself. If I was going this far I might as well go all the way because the night was still young. Julie had only left one hour ago, and she said she would call me when she was on her way. I had plenty of time to have my little fun playing “dress-up” and put everything away.

I noticed a couple of wig boxes on the top shelf, and I took one down, not knowing what was inside of it. Sitting on top of the Styrofoam head was a hookerish looking long, ash blonde wig with styling on the top. I carefully lifted it out of the box and set the wig carefully on the bed. I placed the latex wig cap on my head, tucking my tousled brown hair inside of it. Slowly now I placed the wig on my head and adjusted it around, and rushed over to the mirror to look. I was shocked at what I saw! But one thing was missing - makeup. Would I dare? It was now or never, because I would need time to remove it and clean up the bathroom and put everything away before Julie, my slut wife came home with her date!

I allowed myself half an hour to look at some YOUTUBE videos on applying makeup, and the channel I picked was for “Crossdressers Who Want to Look Just Like Women.” This really excited me, and I lie on the bed and watched the video on my iPad, jerking myself off into a tissue, careful not to mess up the panties. I dried my cock as best I could and went into the bathroom, and found all the makeup supplies I needed. I started with shaving of course, and then applied the foundation and took it from there. I wanted to look like a real sissy slut! Next I shook my head, making the wig fall over the front of my face to complete the look.

Then, opening the draw of the vanity I saw a pack of long., all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthols just sitting there. That was another fetish of mine - watching crazy ass sexy women smoke, so I figured I would too- it would complete my slut transformation. I grabbed a silver lighter laying on the table and lit myself up, looking in the mirror at the red lipstick on the tip, and sticking my hand down the thong and rubbing my cock some more. This was heaven I tell you. I French-inhaled in front of the mirror and turned to the side. My hips looked completely feminine and my makeup showing in front of the wig when I turned to the side was too much to take – my cock was throbbing.

I went back to her drawers and found sheer, black nylon panty hose with straps and a garter belt. I put them on, and the garter felt snug against my cock. Now in front of the bedroom mirror I talked sexy nonsense to myself, all charged up and ready to jerk off again, but I held off - I wanted to enjoy the moment. I finished up in her closet picking up a skimpy hot pink one-piece dress that fit really tight against my ass. I loved the feel of the satin material on my hips, upper thighs and body. Now I was the real deal. I blew a kiss into the mirror and said in a sultry, smoky voice: “Hi, my name is Roger Burns, and I’m a transvestite.”

You deserve to be punished, you little sissy slut I said to myself in the mirror. Talking smut to myself was a kick I never thought of. The only thing missing now were shoes. I knew that Julie’s shoes would be small, but I found a pair of pumps in the closet that fit somewhat suitably. I placed them on, and then pranced over to the mirror enjoying the “clacking sound” they made on the floor.

I looked at the clock - three hours had passed. But I had to walk around the house looking like I did and sit on the living room couch, legs crossed, and pour myself a drink. It was too much of a turn-on not to. So that’s what I did - a scotch and soda. It calmed my nerves somewhat and relaxed me. I may have dozed off slightly and when I looked at the clock it was almost One AM! I got up from the couch and lit another cigarette. I needed to just walk around the house some more, but then the phone rang. It was Julie.

“I’m coming home with a friend. Get in the closet and you can WATCH - but that’s it!”

HOLY SHIT!! There wasn’t any time for me to change and get the makeup off and put everything away! Fuck, fuck, fuck! Now I was really screwed. Maybe I could do it in the closet and just strip. But what about the makeup? I would go into the bathroom and do that now. Then I heard the unmistakable sound of not one, but two cars pulling into my driveway! She left me no time!

I killed the cigarette and went into the master bedroom and got into the walk-in closet with the slats just barely opened. I was breathing hard and tried to calm myself down. I heard laughing coming form downstairs. It was a deep, throaty man’s laugh and my wife’s tittering, sexy, high-pitched laugh. Then I heard their footsteps coming up the stairway and walking down the hall to the master bedroom. Through the slats of the closet I could see them: A big, wide muscular guy with a short neck, and closely cropped black hair. He looked like a cop. He had his hand on Julie’s butt and was squeezing it. Then he grabbed her, spun her around and started devouring her. I thought both of them were somewhat drunk.

Then the guy says: “Is someone else here Julie? I smell fresh smoke.”

Julie had a frown and said, “No, it’s just stale smoke from before I went out,” but she shot a quick look at the closet door, and I could swear I saw I saw her smile at the slats which I was standing behind.

“Where’s your husband? You did say you were married, right?”

“Oh yeah. Roger’s away this weekend with his fishing buddies. Don’t worry about him.”
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THE BIG GOON JUST SMILED AND TOLD JULIE, “I’m gonna rip your clothes right off now and fuck the daylights out of you – right here, on the floor – not even on the bed!”

Julie laughed. “Oooh, I like that Bill.”

She unhooked her bra from the back and pulled it out from under her one-piece dress, and pulled the dress down over her shoulders, exposing her enormous tits. Bill started licking them and biting her nipples. I was getting turned on---just watching, so much so that I began rubbing my cock through my dress. Strangely enough, I wasn’t hateful towards Bill, but I was jealous of Julie. I don’t know if it had anything to do with the fact that I was wearing a tight satin dress, and had silky hair flowing down my neck and my chest, but for a second I thought what would have been unthinkable only yesterday – I wanted Bill to TAKE ME! Was I losing my mind? I kept watching this thing play out.

“Ow! Not so hard Bill,” she said as she playfully smacked him across his face.

“Fuck it slut, I’ll do what I want,” he growled. “You told me you wanted to be manhandled, right?”

“Yes I did,” she said laughing as she pressed her bare chest into his and threw her arms around him, hungrily kissing him and grabbing his crotch. Both of them were moaning through closed lips. I was leaking pre cum from rubbing myself. I’m a little sissy in the closet, I told myself.

“Suck on my cock NOW bitch!” he roared at my wife. Why didn’t I jump out of the closet and punch this guy into the next life? Because I was enjoying watching too much.

Julie unzipped his fly and undid Big Bill’s belt and snaps. Then she jerked his pants down until they fell around his ankles. She turned towards the closet where I was standing and just smirked – an evil grin crossing her face.

She pulled down the top of his boxers and out sprung one of the largest cocks I ever saw. It was bouncing up and down like a fucking diving board. Julie laughed and tried to wrap her fingers around it. It looked like it would barely fit into her mouth. I was rubbing myself, and leaking pre cum into my G-String, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t turn away.

Julie stuck her tongue out and began licking the tip of his cock, going around it in a circle like a paintbrush. Big Bill hissed from between his teeth and pressed down on my wife’s head, making her take more of him into her mouth. As his shaft slid down her mouth and touched her throat, she came off him and gasped, then went down for more, placing all of him inside and sliding back and forth up and down its length. I could see it glistening in the soft light of the room, and I heard loud slurping noises.

I was jealous, my wife had never done anything like that to me. Bill was thrusting his waist into Julie, keeping in sync with her throating of him, her mouth stretched out the widest it could go to receive him. They were going at a feverish pace, Julie’s eyes closed, lips tight around her prize.

Bill was moaning and breathing rapidly, and then cried out and shot all of his cum into Julie’s mouth, but he pulled out mid-stream and took hold of his cock and sprayed the remaining cum all over Julie’s painted face.

“Yeah, yeah, that’s it! Take it all on your face you fucking cum slut!” he yelled.

Julie seemed to savor all of it. His cum covered her eyes, cheeks, mouth and chin. Her eyes were half closed, and she continued to suck him clean. Then she got off her knees and stood up, grabbing Bill’s shirt and kissing him. He licked all of his cum off her face with his big tongue.

“So do you like the way you taste Bill?” she asked.

“Oh sure baby. I like licking it off your face even more. That’s my way of ‘claiming you.’ That’s my mark!”

I was jealous. With me, Julie was always in control, but with this guy, she seemed to be yielding to him. He was running his hands all over her. He reached underneath her short skirt, and stuck his hand in her nether regions.

“Oh wow baby, you’re so fucking wet!” I guess I really got you off, huh?”

Julie laughed, and shot a side glance at the closet. “Yeah Bill, so far you’re the best I ever had. Do you think you can fuck me Bill?”

“I was waiting for you to ask, sure.”

Julie started pulling her dress off over her head. “Hey, put it back,” he said.

“What? Why,” she asked.

“Because I’m gonna take you from your ass! How do you like that?”

She was a bit hesitant, but she went along with his request which surprised me a little. “Okay, so how do we do this?”

He let out an evil laugh. “Spread your arms against the wall baby.” The wall was right in front of the closet door. He smacked her ass three times making her yelp. I had to restrain myself from defending her. But how would that look? A guy, who just happened to be her husband jumps out of the closet dressed like a hooker?? No, I didn’t think so, Besides, this guy looked like he could pound me into oblivion, and Julie seemed to enjoy it.

So Julie was spread eagle against the wall, he legs spread apart, and Bill lifted her dress up over her lower back and pulled her G-String down. Then he spat on his hands and rubbed her asshole and stuck his finger inside of her. He wasn’t finished with the “prep.” He placed a couple of fingers into her dripping pussy and then rubbed the wetness over her ass too. Julie was moaning being handled like this – like a common street whore.

“Okay baby, I’m gonna’ rock your world!” he shouted.

Bill was even harder than before, his cock still sticky. I could see the light from the room shining on it. He held it with his fingers and placed the tip against Julie’s ass hole. Then he began to thrust. Julie cried out at the suddenness of being stretched by a monster cock. Bill was grunting as he withdrew and then thrusted farther and farther inside of her. His speed picked up with each thrust, and both Julie and him were moaning.

“Aw fuck, you’re so tight baby!” he yelled.

“Shut the fuck up and keep going!”

I was rubbing myself furiously, and so turned on that I shot a wad of cum onto the floor of the closet, but I missed, and some cum actually came through the slats of the closet, landing on the carpet making a wet stain, but both of their heads were turned away.

Julie’s nails were digging into the wall and Bill’s fingers were pressed tightly against Julie’s ass. Then Bill let out a long, loud moan, and he shot his full load up my wife’s ass. He kept on thrusting, because of the extra slickness inside her. When he finally pulled out I could see his white cum dripping down her butt cheeks, and covering his cock.

“I think I found a bitch I can fuck now pretty regularly. You’re wild, I’ll give you that. You do this with your husband?”

She laughed. “Fuck no! He hardly touches me,” she said proudly. It made me shrink a few inches when she said that, and I didn’t mean my cock. Big Bill laughed with her.
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“SAY BILL, I HAVE A SURPRISE FOR YOU,” Julie said with a grin crossing her face.

“Oh yeah, and what’s that?”

Julie came off the wall, limping a bit from the vicious pounding she took, and walked over to the closet where I was. My heart was beating pretty fast when she opened the door. Her eyes were open wide, and she grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me out.

“WHAT THE FUCK??? . . . . ROGER??? IS THAT YOU???”

“Uh Julie, I can explain . . .”

Then she started laughing hysterically. Bill was confused. “Who the fuck is the new babe?” he asked with pure lust in his voice. I looked even better than most hot girls.

“Wow Roger, you do clean up nicely, I must admit. Did we come home too soon? How often have you been doing this?” she said with more than a passing interest.

“Oh I’m sorry. Bill, meet my husband Roger. He’s officially a sissy, and I think he wants to be treated like one.”

Bill’s eyes went between Julie and me. “You mean you were in that closet the whole time your wife sucked me off and I fucked her??”

“Yes,” I admitted, quite embarrassed. “I didn’t expect you coming home so soon, I must’ve fallen asleep.”

“Humm, I kind of like it Roger. What made you do this, and with my clothes no less!”

“I’ve always wanted to experiment, you know, and I thought about what we talked about - the ‘new relationship,’ so I thought I’d take it to a new level.”

I was past the point of no return, and I sashayed over to the dresser drawers and picked up Julie’s cigarettes and took one out and lit it up, moving in front of the mirror in sexy poses.

“Give me one Roger. I think I also need a drink – a stiff one.”

I handed Julie a cigarette, lit it, and sashayed into the living room for the bottle of scotch and three glasses I placed on a tray. I could feel Big Bill’s eyes on me, devouring me. My asshole started to tingle a little bit which shocked the hell out of me, but I had a smile on my face thinking of the possibilities.

I came back into the room, and we stood there drinking, and Bill’s eyes were looking over Julie and me. He was getting red in the face and wringing his hands together. Julie was looking at me with an evil smirk.

“Just how far do you want to take this Roger?” she said to me.

“It’s up to you,” I said with a measure of desire that came out of nowhere.

“Well, this will certainly spice up our marriage, but don’t think I’m about to give up Bill!” she said tauntingly.

“Enough talk!” Bill yelled, grabbing me roughly around the waist. “This bitch deserves to be treated just like the slut she is. I mean look at her Julie!”

The next thing I knew, Bill was kissing me deeply on the mouth and grabbing my cock through my satin dress. I was as hard as fuck from his touching me, and ready for whatever they had planned for me.

“You know what Julie? I wanna take your sissy husband and fuck his sissy ass. Hey Roger, you ever done this before?”

“Uh, no Bill, but I’m looking forward to it!” I really was. My ass was twitching just thinking about that monster cock violating my ass.

He was grinning. “Well you watched me do your wife, so I want you up against the wall, just like she did, okay?”

“Sure Bill, whatever you say!”

Then Julie took pity on my and she reached into her dresser drawer and held up a fleshy pink dildo, and a tube of lube gel. “What’s that?” I asked.

“Well after Bill goes home, this is how we can practice. I have a strap-on belt, and I can fuck you all week until he comes over again.”

“Here Bill, Roger doesn’t have a wet pussy, so you’ll have to use this,” and she threw him the tube of gel.

“Yeah Julie, I guess you’re right. But don’t expect me to go easy on your sissy ass!” he yelled.

“Whoa, look at this Julie, she’s even wearing a G-String too!”

“Why Roger, you seem to have thought of everything. Say, the front of your pouch is a bit stained. You better wash that!” Then she saw the stain on the carpet in front of the closet, and she bent over laughing and pointing at me.

Bill ignored this and pressed me firmly against the wall and flipped my dress up just like he did Julie’s and very roughly pulled down my G-String, and began applying the gel.

“You only get this the first time – I’m just being nice now.”

Julie watched as he manhandled me like common street trash, growling and pawing me.

“I’ll show you what it really means to be a slut!” he yelled, as his beefy hands grabbed me tightly around my butt, spreading my cheeks ever so slightly. My heart was beating fast with an absolute need. He coated my asshole with a nice amount of gel, and I yelled out in pain as his fingers went inside me and roughly dilated me for the first time. Then he squeezed out some more of the gel and rubbed the length of his cock with it.

Now I felt the pressure of his enormous cock head against my virgin bussy. It was bigger in real life than what I first saw from the closet. He entered me slowly at first, and I felt pain as he stretched me with his enormous head. “Oh FUCK – you’re so tight Roger.”

“Hey Julie, we need a girl’s name for your sissy ass husband. How about ‘Candy?’”

“Yeah, Candy sounds good,” she said laughing. The scotch was hitting her, and all three of us for that matter.

“Okay Candy, HERE I COME!” he said and thrust all the way inside me. My teeth were clenched as he went in and out of me with that large, monster snake of his. But I wanted it. The pain suddenly became mixed with a pleasure I had never known before. He went in and out of me faster and faster, my hips backing up on his cock with each thrust, and we got into a sort of rhythm that was unstoppable. My ass was sucking him inside me, and he was growling with delight. His hands now were pressing against my shoulders.

Julie was watching from a club chair across from the bed and she was smoking and rubbing her pussy with her fingers, and touching them to her mouth and licking her own juices. She rubbed herself faster and faster as Bill pounded into me. Suddenly he lost all control, and I felt the wet warmth of his cum fill me up inside. I felt a ball of pleasure well up from deep inside of me and I screamed and shot a load against the wall without even touching myself. Both of us came at the same time.

Bill pulled out of me at last and looked at his cum dripping down my ass and his cock covered the same way.

“Okay ‘Candy,’ time for you to do what you’re probably a master at. I want you to suck my cock now!”

“Go ahead dear,” Julie said, having just had a monster climax watching a man fuck her husband dressed like a total slut. It really turned her on.

Bill spun me around and I dropped to my knees, and he placed his semi-erect cock up against my lips and pressed forward. I parted my lips slightly and began licking slowly around his head. This was my first cock, and I was hungry for it. I knew there would be many more because I knew the arrangement I had with Julie wouldn’t just be with Bill.

He went farther inside my mouth which I had to open wider to take in his girth. I tasted the salty/sweetness of his jizz on my tongue as I went around and around his shaft. I let my tongue rub the soft tuft of sensitive skin on his underside. Going back and forth it made him moan with delight.

I was sucking and slurping like a pro. His hands were pressing down on my dirty blonde wig, and I went back and forth, increasing my speed on him. He bucked his hips, and I went faster down his length. In another second I felt his cum flood my mouth as he groaned and stiffened. “God you’re fucking fantastic Candy. Hey Julie, you know your husband sucks a mean cock!”

“Yes Bill, I had a feeling this sniveling little sissy would.”

“Damn straight,” he said.

I finished licking and sucking all of his cum off his cock, and I swallowed everything like a good girl.

Finally, he pulled out of my mouth. “Well well, how was that for your first cock, or am I mistaken about that?”

“No you’re right Bill – you’re my first.”

“Well isn’t that sweet. I tell you what – I’m coming over next week and I expect to be treated like a king. Maybe I’ll let you suck me off in the shower!”

“I’d love that Bill,” I said happily.

So I became my hotwife’s personal slut, ready to suck any cock she brought over to the house, and she brought over many. Of course Big Bill was a regular. I liked him because his cock was larger than any of the others.

Julie even enjoyed pegging me with her double-headed strap on dildo, and that improved our sex life greatly. Of course, she bought me new clothes for my alter ego as Candy. Whenever we were home alone, I always had to dress as Candy, never Roger. She began to hate Roger. Sometimes the two of us went out together, just like two girlfriends, and we picked up strange guys and brought them back to the house where we had our way with them. Nobody minded that I was a transgender slut, in fact, most of them enjoyed me.

Imagine how just acting out on a little “whim” improved our marriage so much!


SKANK RETREAT

A tale of femboy feminization, and first time transgender romance
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I COULDN’T GET DENISE OUT OF MY MIND. We had been dating for four years and then suddenly four weeks ago she announced that she’s had enough – I couldn’t satisfy her anymore, she was “bored” with the relationship, and it was time for her to move on. She may have been right. It did seem the fire had gone out of things. I tried everything – sex toys, reading books and erotic romances together, but I guess it wasn’t enough. She left me feeling hurt and angry. It may have made me feel somewhat better if she felt a little bad too, but she didn’t. I was to learn from a mutual female friend of ours that she was seeing another guy. It explained a lot, and it only got me angrier and more upset. I noticed I was drinking a bit more and full of morass and self-pity. I detached from friends and family who all urged me to go out and put myself “on the market” again, but I couldn’t.

In addition, my bank job let me go, because corporate was looking to “streamline,” which was a fancy way of saying layoffs. So all this stuff was just adding to my morass and loss of self-confidence.

On a rainy Tuesday evening, I got a text which I assumed was junk and a con, until my “what the fuck” attitude got the better of me and I opened it up. The ad said:

“World and life got you down? SHADY PINES – a retreat in the idyllic Berkshire Mountains may be just the place for you. Need a complete reset, a spiritual comeback? Come for a week off from the rigors of daily life and taste new experiences and delights from our trained staff.”

I thought maybe this is just the place I need. So the next day I called and spoke to a woman with a pleasant French accent named Jeanette, who was only too happy to receive my call. After speaking to her for half an hour, without my telling her anything about myself, she mentioned that Shady Pines was great at helping people overcome breakups. I was stunned. It raised hackles on the back of my neck, and I told her I would seriously consider it. The price was right too – only $1,200 for the entire week. Almost as soon as I hung up, I received an email to reserve my spot starting this Sunday.

In my mind, I replayed my conversation with Jeanette. Her smooth, sensual voice made me picture a beautiful, pulchritudinous woman with a warm smile, luscious lips, and beautiful breasts. I also had a thing for red hair. I had a perfect picture in my mind, and an incredible hard-on in my gym shorts.

I wasn’t exactly a ladies’ man, and Denise was the first real girlfriend I ever had. At clubs with my friends, women would act like I didn’t exist at all, passing me by for muscle man types, with self-confident airs and white teeth – but no brains. I stood at five feet, eight inches tall and was skinny as a rail with wide hips which caused me endless torment in high school gym class. So now, especially after my breakup with Denise, my self-esteem was in the gutter.
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AFTER A THREE HOUR DRIVE ON SUNDAY, I saw a wooden sign on the side of the road which said, “SHADY PINES RETREAT” and an arrow pointing to the dirt road which ran up a slight hill to the camp. I approached what was a large mansion with a beautiful lake behind it, and people sitting under umbrellas around it. There were several barbeques going, and the smell of the meat cooking made my mouth water. I parked my car and walked, suitcase in hand to the mansion. There was an arrow on a sign that said “REGISTRATION,” and that’s where I went.

The porch of the mansion was a wooden affair with a wooden, spindled hand rail. Down at the end there was a screen door, and I went inside the large reception hall and made my way to the front desk. A woman with long, blonde hair and blue eyes was behind the desk with a name tag that said “Natalie.”

‘Uh hi, my name is Cliff Sickles, and I have a reservation,” I said to her.

Her smile brightened up and she said, “Sure Mr. Sickles, we have you on our list. Welcome. I’ll ring Jeanette and tell her you’re here.”

“Okay,” I said, and took a seat on the side of the desk.

When a tall redhead with bright, piercing green eyes walked into the reception room, I almost fell off my chair! She was the same woman I had imagined and gotten hard to after my phone call. Maybe it was just an uncanny coincidence, I have no idea, but whatever it was, my mouth was hanging open!

“Oh,” she said with her lilting French accent I happened to find pretty damn sexy, “You must be Cliff. You spoke to me remember? My name is Jeanette.”

I swallowed deeply and composed myself. “Of course I remember,” I said smiling. “How could I forget?”

“Oh, you’re so sweet Cliff. Would you like to get settled first, or could I show you around. Your bag will be safe here with Natalie.”

“Sure, we could take a look around first.”

“Magnifique! Just come with me.”

I followed Jeanette, or rather my eyes were glued to her magnificent, perky little ass, which in her tight-fitting short black skirt, shone out like a beacon to my suffocated cock. But what kind of a chance would I ever stand with a gorgeous woman like that?

“Let’s go out to the lakeside first. This is where we have meditation classes and people come to be alone with their thoughts.”

I wasn’t sure about the last part, because I saw several couples sharing a recliner and engaged in what could not accurately be described as ‘meditative’ activities. One woman, a deep brunette, had her top off and was lying across a guy in only swim trunks, one hand on his crotch, rubbing it, and deeply kissing. Jeanette caught me looking, and said, “Not everyone is engaged in self-meditative activities Cliff. How do you feel about that?” Immediately my cock was standing on end.

“Umm, well, I guess it’s nice that people get to know one another.”

She placed her palm on my ass . . . “Yes, this is a very friendly place, and some people even find their soul mates here.” I was amazed and very aroused, but said nothing. I was standing close to her, and I saw her tits sticking out from her pressed cotton blouse like two pencil points. I also caught a whiff from a pleasant perfume that made me very horny, even more aroused than before. This had never happened to me before. Everything about this woman screamed sexuality.

“So tell me Cliff, she asked, now holding my hand as we walked farther down the lakefront, “Are you involved in a relationship now?”

“Uh no, I broke up with my girlfriend almost a month ago, and I suppose I just need to forget and fortify myself.”

“Very good, I’m sure you will. Ah! Let’s go to the outdoor bar and we can sit and have a drink to relax.”

“Sure,” I said, and still holding my hand, she walked me over to the booth where the drinks were served. It was a hot day, and I wanted something cold, so the both of got frozen Margueritas and sat down at a little table. There were sailboats on the lake, some swimmers, and very ‘strange looking’ guests. By ‘strange” I meant women with brightly colored hair, skin covered in tats, guys with huge bulges, and many same-sex couples as well. I felt like a fish out of water because I didn’t see too many solitary guys or even girls.

“I see you are noticing our very diverse crowd Cliff. What do you think?”

“Uh nothing. It’s cool you know. Everyone seems to be doing their own thing.”

“Yes of course. Once you are settled in your cabin, feel free to explore and maybe find a group of friends.”

I nodded, a bit skeptical, but I would just have to see. It was only Sunday, and I had a whole week up here.

“Oh! One other thing Cliff that you might be interested in.”

“What’s that?”

“Now next Friday evening we have a ‘Cabaret Night.’ It was my idea. It is a costume and dance show in the old Parisienne style. Do you think you would like to take part?”

How could I refuse? I was under her spell and just going along with the moment. “Yeah sure, I’d uh, I’d be interested, sure. What would I have to do?” It seemed like a nice way to end my two-week stay, and I was flattered that she would ask me. It seemed like a good way to come out of my morass of depression and worry.

Jeanette was truly excited and placed one of her hands on top of mine. “Oh great Cliff! You wouldn’t have to do anything special – just a little makeup and costume perhaps.”

“I’ll leave it all up to you Jeanette.”

___________________

________

She looked me over from top to bottom in such a way that no woman had ever done before, not even Denise. Then the back of her hand gently swiped my face. “I’m so excited Cliff! I think you’ll be terrific!” She smiled in such a way that told me she may have been holding back some details. Yet I was not frightened by any means – I was becoming excited. We sat for a little while longer, finishing our drinks and walking around outside some more.

“Come Cliff, let me take you to your cabin.”

“Lead the way.”

“I’m going to call ahead and have your suitcase brought to your cabin. By the time we get there, everything be ready for your stay with us. Dinner is at six, breakfast at eight, and lunch is at noon. All in the main dining room, okay?”

“Sure, thank you.” We came off the lakefront and walked up a slight hill with large birch trees on each side of the dirt path. A little ways in from the path were various authentic log cabins, each with a fireplace chimney sticking up from the slanted roof tops. After walking for fifteen minutes we came to my cabin. I learned it was the farthest cabin from the lakefront.

“I’m sorry that your cabin is a bit out of the way Cliff, so if you want to you can change it tomorrow for something closer, you can.”

“Thanks Jeanette, but it looks fine. Say, can I ask you something?”

“Yes Cliff, what is it?”

“Are you the director of this place?”

“Me? Oh no,” she said laughing. “No, I am one of the senior ‘pleasure advisors’ Cliff,” she said as she looked at me grinning. I swallowed hard, trying to wrap my head around what that exactly meant. “By the end of your two weeks here, you will be in a completely different state of mind and body.” I took that as a good sign.

She unlocked the door to my cabin and handed me the key, and both of us went inside. My cock was beating like a drum. But who was I kidding. She was the hottest woman I’ve seen here so far in the little time I’ve been here. What would someone like Jeanette want with me? With an expansive gesture of her hand she asked me “Well how do you like it?”

There was a wooden log bed, a screened window which had a commanding view of the lakefront down below, a fireplace, a small refrigerator, which Jeanette opened revealing bottles of beer and wine, and some cheeses. A pantry was stocked with some canned items and a small microwave stood on a counter. There was no WIFI. The idea being that this was a total escape. For emergencies there was a setup in the main reception building. Just as Jeanette said, my suitcase was on the side of the bed. I was all set for the two week stay.

Jeanette’s intoxicating perfume filled the cabin and mixed with the fresh air coming through the opened screened window. I felt her hands rubbing my shoulders and my neck from behind. It felt good, and my cock was aching to come out of my pants. I think she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

“My, you are so stiff, so tight Cliff,” she said as her hands pressed between my neck and my shoulders.

“Yeah, it’s all from tension I suppose.”

“Well I think that by the time you leave here, all that tension will surely leave you.” She sounded confident. Then she turned me around and was maybe two inches away from my face and pressing her waist into mine. What was happening here?

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pressed her lips gently against mine, sticking her tongue against them forcing them to part ever so slightly. I wanted to smack myself. Was I dreaming? She rubbed her lips around and around, covering mine with her cherry red lip gloss. Her eyes were open, deeply looking into mine. Then her hand slithered between my waist and hers and she was rubbing my cock with her nails pushing into my jeans.

I was starting to breath hard and was more turned on by this play than I’d ever been in my life. Without taking her mouth off of me she undid my belt and my jeans, and let them drop to the floor around my ankles. At the same time she was pressing her tits through her blouse into my chest. “Take your shirt off Cliff . . .” she said so sweetly – and definitely.

We broke apart for a moment and I lifted my t-shirt up and off, and threw it on the floor, and stepped out of my jeans and boxers. I was completely naked; all shyness gone. She unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her red-laced bra from the rear and threw it on the bed. Now I was looking at a perfect set of tits, nipples pointed up at the ceiling. I grabbed them with my hands, and she said nothing, just moaned a bit as I explored the firm, soft flesh.

I buried my face in her chest and began to suckle on each nipple, alternating from one to the other and painting them with my tongue. I kissed her neck and her soft, luscious, scented hair. She took a deep breath and parted from me and took my engorged cock between her slim, long-nailed fingertips.

“My Cliff, how big you are. You are delightful my love. Would you like to see what I can do to you?”

“Oh by all means – YES!”

She laughed at me. She was in her mid-thirties, and I was twenty five. Not too bad, and besides, I always fantasized about older women. I was being toyed with. She was rubbing the soft underside of my cock with her smooth fingers, and digging her nails ever so slightly into my flesh. I was dying for her to take me in her mouth. She didn’t disappoint and very slowly and deliberately she looked up at me and smiled a dreamy smile that had me. I was hers to do with as she pleased.

Her lips bumped up against my tip and her tongue gently washed over it like a paintbrush. I felt a drop of pre cum leak out of me and she savored it – making a show of tasting it. “Humm, such a delightful taste Cliff.”

I ran my hands through her delicious scented hair, and she took more of me in her mouth, keeping a tight seal with her moist lips. I was in ecstasy – complete, somewhere in space. Her mouth was totally wet which made her sliding up and down my shaft very pleasurable indeed. She took all of me in, not stopping or gagging. I never measured my cock, but still I was amazed at her self-control. Clearly, and good for me, she knew exactly what she was doing. I was hers, and hers alone.

I was shivering, and I pressed hard on the back of her head, which only made her go faster and faster. I hissed through clenched teeth, and I felt a desire welling up inside me. Suddenly, I gasped and a flood of cum shot out of me, which felt like it had been building up for years. She slurped and sucked, and not a drop came out of her mouth. She was sucking on me hard and enjoying every moment. She was so good that I felt might cum again at any moment. She continued going up and down on me, but slowed a bit.

Gently, she broke off of me, and then with my cum running down the sides of her lips she stood up, inches from my face and kissed me hard. I could taste the sweet/saltines of myself as I licked the sides of her lips, and then explored her mouth with my tongue.

I kept licking until she was all clean. “I enjoyed that very much Cliff, did you?”

“Do you have to ask, Jeanette?” I said playfully.

She laughed and threw her arms around me, our bodies spinning around and around. Then she sat me down on the bed. “I think I need a cigarette Cliff. Would you like one?”

“Oh no thanks, I don’t smoke.” However, secretly I did have a bit of a smoking fetish. I loved to watch beautiful women smoking the long, all-white cigarettes like the one Jeanette took out of her bag. She lit hers up with a thin, silver butane lighter. She flicked it to life and then did a deep French inhale which I found incredibly sexy. She noticed my cock get hard again very quickly.

“Ohhh, you don’t smoke yourself, but I see this turns you on, eh?”

“Uh, yes, a little bit,” I said sheepishly. She laughed and held the filter up to my nose playfully, and then took it away. “Well, anytime you want one Cliff, let me know. I always find it very pleasurable after sex.”

“Okay, I’ll keep that in mind,” I said. Truth be told, I was curious to try one. Maybe sometime. Thinking back on Denise, who didn’t smoke and other girls I dated who did smoke, I was more turned on by the ones who did.

“I want something from you Cliff.”

“Now what would that be?”

“I want you to FUCK ME!” She said in a commanding tone. “Do you think you can so soon after my sucking you off?” she asked with raised eyebrows.

Looking down at my erect cock, I said “Sure I can.”

“Good!” she said, and with that she undid her cotton skirt, and I saw she had on a red satin G-String with a lace top. She let the skirt drop to the floor, and she stepped out of it.

“Just one small detail Cliff. I want you to take me in my ass.”

Wow! This woman was wild. I never expected anything like this.

She reached into her bag and took out a tube of lube jelly and tossed it to me. “I want you to rub it all over my ass and then stick your finger inside of me. Can you do that Cliff?”

“Of course!”

“Good,” she said, and stood next to the wall, spreading her legs apart and placing her palms against the wall and hiking her waist up high, giving me full access. She backed off the wall for a second and proceeded to squeeze out a generous amount of gel in her palm and reaching behind herself, rubbed some on my cock. I loved the silky coolness sliding up and down my shaft. Then she handed me the tube, and I squeezed out a nice amount, and after moving the strap from between her butt cheeks, I rubbed it in vigorously from her ass up to edge of her thong. I did as she asked and stuck my slippery finger inside her ass and she moaned with delight, her legs stiffening.

I placed my hands on the back of her shoulders, and moved my head in to kiss her shining, long red hair. I moved it aside from the back of her neck and kissed the nape of her neck sweetly and nibbled at her ear lobes. This made her moan and reach back and grab my cock and stroke it. I thought I would come again quickly.

I placed the tip of my cock against her puckered asshole and went in with just my head at first, making her hiss with delight. I went in a little farther and the walls of her ass gripped my cock really tight. I hissed between my teeth, and I slid all the way in with ease, and pulled out and hesitated a bit.

“I couldn’t believe how obsessed I was becoming with this woman, and how freely she was giving herself to me. Was I the only one? The first at this place? I doubted it, but I didn’t care – what mattered most was the here and now.” 

I went in again and again. picking up speed as I thrust deep inside of her. She went back on me with the same power, in a fast rhythm. Jeanette was moaning and her fingernails were scraping the walls.

It wasn’t long before she let out a deep guttural scream of pure carnal pleasure. This must have triggered me as well. The scent of her perfume was deep inside of me, and I shot a giant load of cum inside of her, and I could feel it overflowing and running down the front of my thighs.

“Don’t stop Cliff!” she cried out, and I obliged. I kept my thrusting, and I was still hard. I was so turned on by this, that nothing could stop me. The whole retreat could have burst into flames, and I wouldn’t have slowed down one bit.

Caught up in the fury of my ravenous thrusts, I came a second time, and really pounded her. She screamed again, ending in a long, moan. One fist was banging against the wall, and it sounded as if she was crying – from total ecstasy. I slowed down, and was breathing heavily.

I pulled out of her slowly, and backed off, my wet cock glistening in the light coming through the window.
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SHE PUSHED HERSELF OFF OF THE WALL, and turned around towards me, her eyes half closed and misted over. She draped her arms over my shoulders and kissed me deeply, sending her tongue deep inside my mouth, pressing hard against me, and then coming off to kiss me all over my face. With her face parted inches from me, she whispered into my ears: “Cliff, I’ve never felt so strongly about anyone, mon cher. I feel we indeed have something special.” Then she laughed. “I hope this was a nice introduction to what will be a beautiful week.”

Touching her face lightly I answered her. “I think I’m falling for you Jeanette, and I don’t understand it, I . . .”

She placed her index finger over my lips. “Shusssh, don’t analyze – utilize darling. I must leave you now. I have duties up front to attend to. Why don’t you unpack and go down to the lake and relax. There’s a meditation class at four o’clock you will enjoy. There is also a masseuse there who will help to take the stiffness out of your muscles. She squeezed the space between my neck and shoulders. “I can feel the tension there, but I think it is less than when you first arrived, no?”

“Yes, you helped a lot,” I said, smiling.

She kissed me deeply again and said, “I’ll see you later at dinner, but I cannot sit with you. I must attend to the other guests, and work on tomorrow’s schedule. Also, tomorrow we will start our preparations for the cabaret. I’ll tell you at dinner where to come, and when, okay?”

“Sure Jeanette, looking forward to it.”

She clasped her hands together. “Great! I will see you later.” And with that, she left after lighting another cigarette, looking at me as she smoked, even turning me on more. She laughed at the hardness of my cock. “We’ll have to take care of that again,” she said, pointing at my aroused member, and smiling. I was spinning, trying to make sense of the last two hours of pure unremitting pleasure.

So I spent the rest of the afternoon at the lake and did some swimming and looking around. I spoke to a couple of the guys, and none of them volunteered any information about sexual exploits at the retreat, although as I mentioned earlier I did see some couples fully engaged out in the open. The women were all strikingly beautiful and I wondered how that could be? There were no “plain Janes” to be found anywhere.

During dinner Jeanette came by my table (I was eating alone) and told me to come to the club house at ten o’clock the following morning regarding the “Cabaret Night” on Friday. Performances were not my thing, as I am a shy person and never “performed” or did anything in school, except maybe for a Christmas pageant in elementary school.

After breakfast I found my way to the clubhouse. When I entered, there were about ten people inside, not including Jeanette, who was the director of the production. Since she was French, the event would be done in the old “French Style,” which I didn’t quite get the meaning of. As soon as I walked in, Jeanette ran over to me.

“Cliff! I am so glad that you decided to join us today.” Then, holding onto my arm she turned us towards the others and announced “Everyone, pay attention! This is our star for the performance. His name is Cliff. Let’s give him a warm welcome!” I was to find out later that all the others were repeat performers, some having done this thing for at least five years.

Everyone hooted and clapped. There were six women and four men – all the women stunning in appearance with skimpy, tight-clinging dresses and lots of makeup. A couple of the men were in costume wearing tuxedos and top hats. I had never worn a tux before, and was intrigued.

“Now Cliff,” Jeanette said. “Come over here with me, and I’ll tell you a few things about your role on Thursday.”

We went off to a corner. “I will take you to one of the dressing rooms and show you your costume, okay?” and she kissed me on the cheek and held my hand as we walked to the rear of the room. She smelled of the same perfume she had on yesterday.

The room had a vanity mirror with pink light bulbs lining it, and a large two-door closet on the other end. We were standing inside, and I was looking around. “Okay Cliff, relax and have a seat on the bed my dear.”

“Sure Jeanette.” Just as the words came out of my mouth she ran to the door and locked it. The perfume was giving me a hard-on again. What the hell was in that stuff I wondered. Then she came over to me sitting on the bed, undid my belt and my jeans again and practically ripped them off me – and my boxers too. She was like a vampire – a supernatural being who wanted one thing only – my cock!

She picked my legs up and turned them lengthwise on the bed. Then she straddled me and pulled up my shirt. She was brushing her long red hair over my naked chest, and it felt great. It covered her face and eyes, turning me on even more. My cock was once again in her fingers – she played it like a flute, her fingernails digging into my shaft. It gave me chills up and down my body. I soon felt the familiar soft, glossed lips on the tip of my cock, playing with me like it was the first time. After she full throated me, covered in her saliva, my reaction was the same, but this time I erupted like a volcano inside of her mouth. She struggled to keep it all inside, but she couldn’t. The white thick cum dribbled down the corners of her mouth. She licked me clean and came off me and we kissed deeply. By now, I was used to the taste of my own cum. To be honest – I liked it . . . My God, what was happening to me?

She came off me and lit a cigarette, my cock getting hard again. “Now Cliff, it’s time to show you your new clothing.” She walked over to the closet, and I was looking at her tight ass, hugged by the same nylon black skirt, and her red high heels made a clacking sound on the linoleum floor. My eyes bulged as I looked inside the closet – it was full of women’s clothing! What the fuck?

“Jeanette,” I said. “These are all women’s clothes!”

“I see your powers of observation are very good my love. Now pay attention.” She carried a dress, and . . . lingerie; a bra and a green satin G-String!

“What do you want me to do with these Jeanette?” I asked as if I didn’t know.

“Why I want you to try them on Cliff. Come on darling, aren’t you a bit curious about how wearing women’s clothes would feel on you? The feeling of release, of freedom you’ll feel?”

There was an element of truth to what she was saying. I was curious to an extent, and always had been. I never expected to actually do it, and here I was with the opportunity in front of me. I felt a bit giddy inside, like I was about to taste forbidden fruit. Still I had my doubts. I could always back out, right?

She was smiling as she handed me the green G-String. I held it between my fingers, and rubbed it along my cheeks and sniffed it. It had Jeanette’s perfume scent on them! Now I had to try them on.

So I placed it on the floor and stepped into it, slowly pulling it up my hairless, effeminate legs. She watched me closely as I slid the thong up my legs, enjoying the cool, soft sensation going through my body. I had a smile on my face. This felt wonderful I thought to myself. Then I placed it around my waist and centered my cock in the pouch. I was hard as a rock, but my cock wasn’t bulging through. The pouch was thicker than I expected, but still soft and silky The back strap nestled itself comfortably between my butt cheeks.

She looked at my reaction and smiled with me, circling around me, inspecting me. “It fits you nicely Cliff. Now try this on,” and she threw me a one-piece matching green, satin bra with lace on top and an elastic band that once on, pulled my chest in tight to give me the appearance of cleavage. I loved the feel of the cool, smooth satin on my tits. It made my nipples erect and Jeanette saw it and smiled.

“I see you like it, eh Cliff?”

“Uh, yeah, I kind of do,” I said, slightly embarrassed.

“Don’t be shy my love. Now come with me into the bathroom here.”

We walked into the rather large bathroom that had a vanity mirror inside, like the one in the room itself. There was a makeup counter inside with all the ingredients a beautiful woman would wear. I stood there, staring at it all. “You’re going to put makeup on me?” I asked.

“But of course my dear. You see that I already have mine on, right?”

I felt foolish and took the seat in front of the mirror. Jeanette pulled up another seat next to me and started first with the facial makeup. She worked diligently, carefully applying the foundation, the blush and then studied my eyebrows. Carefully she shaved them a little bit and then used eyebrow pencil to make them stand out and look thinner. For eyeshadow she chose blue to match my brown eyes. When she was done, I had mascara on my lashes, eyeliner, lip liner, the whole works. “And now for the piece de resistance” she announced and left the room.

When she came back into the room she was carrying a long, auburn wig. First to go on was a latex wig cap, and she tucked my hair under it, and then placed the wig on top of me. I loved the feel of the hair falling between my fake cleavage.

“Now stand up Cliff and look at yourself in the mirror.”

When I did so I was stunned at what I saw looking back at me. I was a totally different person. I took a deep inhale of Jeanette’s perfume, and she had a bottle, spraying some of it on me. Oddly, the glass bottle had no name on it. She was staring at her masterpiece.

“Oh Cliff, you look good enough to eat!” she exclaimed. “I think you will be a perfect leading LADY. What do you think?”

I was as hard as a fucking flagpole on the Fourth of July. “I, I am in shock Jeanette. I never thought anything like this was possible.”

“Well come inside the bedroom. You haven’t seen anything yet my darling.” I was wearing the same color lip gloss – cherry red, that she was wearing.

Suddenly I had a craving for a cigarette. She took one out and lit herself up. “I think you want one Cliff,” she said, holding it enticingly next to my face. “Here take it, it will make you into the total slut. Isn’t this exciting for you??”

I had to admit that it was. All my fetishes were coming true. I took the long, all-white cigarette and she lit me up with her thin, silver butane lighter. I inhaled like I had been hooked and deprived of a smoke for years. Instinctively, much to my surprise, I held it just like a woman – the fake red fingernails giving me that extra slutty look.

“And now for something else Cliff. Something to ease that aching hard cock of yours.”

“What would that be Jeanette?” I asked innocently, which made her laugh.

“Why we’re going to fuck very hard Cliff! Isn’t that what you want?”

I didn’t answer, instead swallowing hard. She stood across from me, bit her bottom lip and then dangled the cigarette from her lips. I turned to look at myself in the mirror and the strangest thing happened to me. Not only was my cock throbbing, but my butt was tingling, and my asshole was moist. Fuck, what was this??? As I watched myself take a drag in front of the mirror I got even harder and felt, I don’t know – like a slut.

I watched as she dropped her short, tight, black nylon skirt, her eyes half closed from the smoke wafting up her face. She opened the buttons of her starched white blouse, and I could see her tits like construction nails, sticking out from under her bra. Her G-String was centered over her pussy, and she stuck her thumb under the front nylon band, and teased me by pulling it up and down. I loved the way her red hair fell over her face, parting for the cigarette dangling from her lips. Then she pulled it down and kept going. I thought I was seeing a mirage, because underneath her G-String was the largest COCK I ever saw in my life. It bounced up and down like a diving board.

“OH MY GOD JEANETTE!!!! You have a, a . . . cock?”

She laughed. “My how observant you are Cliff. Yes I have a cock. I call myself a shemale, you know, a ladyboy, just like in Thailand. In fact that’s where I transitioned in my early twenties. I spent a lot of time in Bangkok, and I worked there in the ‘pleasure business’ for some time, and then I came here. They were looking for someone with my special talents.”

When my shock wore off and I accepted her explanation, I found myself extremely turned on by what I was seeing. She slowly walked closer to me, and her cock was banging against my tummy. “Cliff, I want to feel your glossed lips around my cock. Can you do this for Jeanette?” she asked, referring to herself in the third person.

“Yes, yes, I think I can. I mean I want to, very much Jeanette.” She was all smiles.

She backed away and said, “Okay Cliff, place a pillow from the bed on the floor and get down on your knees. I’m aching for you.” I could see the veins in her cock bulging, like she would die unless I sucked the lady off.

I threw the pillow on the floor and got down in front of her on my knees. She moved towards me and her cock playfully bobbed against my glossed lips. I stuck my tongue out, and circled the head with the tip of my tongue. I felt that I would be the one to cum first. Now I parted my lips and closed around her shaft, and she rubbed her hands over her tummy and moaned softly. My mouth was nice and wet, and her cock slid easily inside, and I kept my lips sealed tight against her massive shaft. Her cock hit the back of my throat, but amazingly, I didn’t gag at all. I took it like a real cum-slut, which is what I decided I was, or was becoming. I tried not to think on it, and just continued this play.

I went faster and faster down her shaft, her hips moving forward to meet me. It was a crazy, fast rhythm and she took hold of the back of my head and squeezed, pushing me harder onto her.

She gasped and I felt a flood of white hot cum enter my mouth. I couldn’t help it – beginner’s luck – some of her cum escaped my mouth and was dribbling out of the corners of my lips. It tasted sweet and salty, like my own, but different somehow . . . I kept going up and down her shaft, drinking in all the cum, my tongue wiping her cock clean.

Then she came off of me and pulled me up to her. Like she was in a frenzy, she kissed me deeply. “Mon Cher, I love what you do to me.” She came off my lips and kissed and licked all of her cum off my face. “Umm, you are so delicious my little Cliff.”

The perfume, mixed with the smoky smell was making my aching cock impossible to control. “Now I must take care of my darling Cliff,” she said to me. My God, I thought she’d never ask. I started to pull my G-String down. “Oh no, no Cliff, what are you doing. Remember I told you that we would fuck.” Her face took on an animal fierceness I had never seen from her before.

“Now get on the bed, darling Cliff,” she ordered. Jeanette reached into her bag for the same tube of lubricant we used yesterday, and then it dawned on me what was about to happened – and my asshole was actually tingling! I wanted this more than anything.

I was on all fours on the bed, and my butt was sticking high up in the air. She rubbed the cool gel all over my asshole and around it, even sticking her index finger up my butt (it didn’t have a nail on it) and I went into a spasm of both pain and delight. I thought it would hurt, but strangely, my ass was very dilated, so I only felt pleasure. Then I felt the tip of her cock, soft and firm, touch my asshole, or “Bussy” as I was to learn later it was called. My muscle closed around her massive cock tightly and slid in easily, going in and out. I felt an elation I never knew I could have. Deep inside, a burning pleasure sense grew larger.

Then I heard her scream as she came again inside of me – the hot cum filling my asshole. It triggered me and I shot the biggest load of my life right onto the bed without even touching myself. I shot at least three times. The release lasted longer than any one I ever had. I was shaking. Her nails were digging into my butt, and she continued moaning, not letting up on her thrusting.

Just a week ago this would have been completely unthinkable, but I needed to rationalize this – I was playing a role, and she was just a woman who happened to have a cock . . . Nothing unusual, happens to everyone right? It didn’t mean I was gay. But we were more than just actors rehearsing for a play. This “thing” between us was real. It was something tangible that I wasn’t ready to come to grips with yet.

She pulled out slowly, and then began licking her cum off the inside of my butt and thighs, which sent me into orbit – it was that good. I spread my legs out farther, and I was getting so weak that I almost sank down into the bed.

“Now mon cher,” she said, having licked me clean, “we move on to the next part of your training for your role.”

“Jeanette, I need to talk to you.”

“What about darling?” she asked sweetly.

“Um, Jeanette, I think I’m falling for you.”

She placed her arms around my bare shoulders, rubbing them and kissing my neck and cheeks. “I am with you too Cliff. I see great things for us.”

“You mean that?” I said, wanting to believe that with all my heart.

“Of course I do darling,” she said.

“There’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you – about your perfume that you put on me too. It seems to have some kind of effect on me.”

“How so,” she asked innocently.

I just came right out with it. “I think it, well, is it possible that it ‘paved the way’ for what is happening between us?” Then I realized it sounded somewhat accusatory, so I quickly added – “Please don’t take this the wrong way Jeanette; my feelings for you are real, it’s just that I think somehow the perfume has made me more receptive to the physical part of our relationship – you

know, removing any kind of inhibitions I may have had.”

She looked at me knowingly and said, “Yes, you are right. You see, the perfume is a pheromone, that makes your body chemistry more receptive to the feminine side of yourself. It produces changes in your body. Haven’t you wondered about the fact that your first time with me was not painful? That you willingly took my cock in your mouth and ass so freely?”

It just confirmed my suspicions, and I wasn’t angry, but I felt relief. “Ok, that’s fine. But what happens when I stop using it?”

She grinned at me. “My Cliff, you mustn’t stop using it. Soon you will see changes start developing in your body – your breasts will grow larger, and you will see some more definition around your hips. It’s the same thing I used in Thailand when I transitioned, and I must tell you; I never once wanted to look back mon cher.” I accepted it. I did indeed feel more receptive, more desirous of everything we did, and I was looking for more.

“Tomorrow, come back here at eleven o’clock in the morning, and we’ll begin the next phase of getting you ready.”

So I changed back into my clothes and left. I spent the rest of the day down lakeside, and did a meditation class, went for a swim, and maybe it was in my head, but I noticed (or thought I did) some changes in my breasts. They felt different – more sensitive. Looking at some of the other women, I couldn’t help but notice that they seemed “different,” maybe like me?


4

THE EVENING WAS UNEVENTFUL. I felt relaxed and I fell asleep right away. I was very tired. The next morning I was up at seven and I went for a walk. After breakfast I went back to the clubhouse, and the same people were there as yesterday. Jeanette ran over to me and started kissing me right away.

“Well good morning to you too!” I said, really excited to see her again. I inhaled deeply her perfume once more.

“Okay Cliff let’s go back to the dressing room. This is the next phase of your ‘training’ for your role.”

“Jeanette, I’ve been meaning to ask you – what exactly is my role?”

“Why you’ll be one of the, how do you call it in English . . .” she thought for a second, and said, “one of the SKANKS. You know, one of the sluts in the cabaret.” I became hard instantly; harder than I’ve ever been in my life.

I walked with Jeanette, holding hands, back to the same dressing room. All my clothes from yesterday were laid out on the bed, except for the lingerie. Both the G-String and the bra were pink satin.

“Wow, I like the new colors Jeanette!”

She smiled. “Good I’m glad. I like you in pink, Cliff. Oh! That reminds me. For the show we will need a girl’s name for you – something easy, something . . . SLUTTY! Do you have any ideas Cliff?”

I was a bit embarrassed about that name business, but I suppose it was necessary thing – for the cabaret show, of course. “How about ‘Tiffany?’” I said, the word just rolling off my tongue without a second’s hesitation.

“Tiffany, Tiffany . . . humm, yes Cliff! I can see you dressed for the show as a Tiffany!” I nodded my approval, even smiled.

“Now, let’s get you dressed, shall we?”

“Sounds good. What’s the plan for this afternoon?”

She flashed me a wicked smile, made all the more so by her sparkling green eyes. “You will see – Tiffany – It will all become clear very soon.” I didn’t say a words after she spoke because I completely trusted her, and got undressed.

This time however, pulling the pink satin G-String up my legs was even more pleasurable than yesterday. When I centered the pouch over my cock, I got chills all over my body. Then once I put the matching pink stretch bra on, it felt as if it had always belonged there. My cock was aching once again. In truth, I wanted to be ravaged – pounded – by a cock, or COCKS!

Then Jeanette marched me into the bathroom and did my makeup, but this time, she used false, thick eyelashes, and a bit heavier mascara. She held me by the chin to study her work and remarked how “sexy” and “hot” I looked this time.

Jeanette handed me the short, hot pink, shiny, satin one-piece dress and I pulled it over my head without a moment’s hesitation. I loved the soothing feel of the satin over my butt cheeks, and the way my hips made them fill out. God, soooo sexy, I thought, echoing her comments as I looked at the new me in the mirror. Once the wig was on me, all semblance to “Cliff” who came up here two days ago was gone and “Tiffany” was born. But born for what I still didn’t know.

Then, after my red heels went on I stared at myself in the mirror and my breasts, and my asshole were tingling. I was so fucking horny. I wanted to be taken, and taken hard. When Jeanette saw my face she knew what I was thinking, and she laughed.

Suddenly I was overcome with the urge for one of those all-white girly cigarettes, and I begged Jeanette like a fiend. “Please Jeanette, I need a cigarette.”

“Okay Tiffany, just wait a moment. You must be dying for one, right?”

“Yes, PLEASE Jeanette.” She laughed. I think my intense craving had something to do with the perfume she sprayed on me and that she also wore.

So she lit both of us up, and as I smoked and looked at myself in the mirror, having been broken in by Jeanette’s cock yesterday I was a complete slut now. I had no choice but to accept it.

“I can’t wait for the others to see you now Tiffany!”

“Well then, what are we waiting for?” and we both laughed. Then she grabbed me.

“Listen to me Tiffany. Whatever happens for the rest of your stay here, you will always be mine, do you understand?”

“Yes Jeanette, of course . . .” and before I could finish, we were locked in a deep, smoky kiss. Then she held my hand, gave it a squeeze and we exited the dressing room, walking with our heels clicking together on the floor to the common room, where all the others were hanging out.

There were about fifteen others in the room, drinking from the bar, smoking, and six of them were dressed like total skank sluts like me. I couldn’t tell if they were bio women or not. I just knew I wanted cock.

Then a beautiful dirty blonde with long hair and gray eyes, wearing a black latex one-piece dress called out “INITIATION TIME!” and there were catcalls and whistles coming from the others.

Jeanette looked at me and said, “Do you see mon cher how excited they all are to meet you? Go ahead, mingle,” and she gently prodded me with her hand on my satin ass to go out to them.

“Ladies and gents, it is my pleasure to present to you the star of our Cabaret Night – ‘Tiffany!’” shouted Jeanette.

I was immediately surrounded by six of the ladies who formed a circle. They each took turns kissing me and my cock was throbbing. Some of them gave me smoky kisses and we were all wearing that same nameless perfume.

Then one, the dirty blonde in the one-piece black latex dress with fishnet pantyhose – a real whore by the looks of her, stood in front of me and picked up her dress and placed her thumb under her G-String, smiling at me with a long cigarette dangling out of her mouth. With a deep, sultry voice she called out to me: “I’m dying for you to suck on me Tiffany!” With that, she pulled her G-String down and revealed a very large, veiny cock! The others in the circle were laughing and did the same.

“Okay Tiffany,” Jeanette said. “You are going to suck every one of these shemales off now! Are you ready?”

“Yes, yes, a thousand times YES!” I yelled out, pleading really.

Someone threw a pillow from one of the couches in the room in front of me and I got down on my knees. As the dirty blonde placed her cock tip on my lips, the others all touched my head with their cocks. “Go ahead Tiffany,” Jeanette called out. “As you suck a girl off, give the others a bit of your hand, then suck each one off. Come now, hurry! We don’t want to keep these horny cum sluts waiting, now do we?”

“No Jeanette, I don’t!” I called out.

“My name is Robin,” the dirty blonde said. It was hard to speak with her cock pressing my lips, but I was able to get out, “Pleased to meet you Robin.” Then she pressed me a bit and my glossed lips parted, and Robin was in my mouth, going in and out. My tongue washed her head around and around like a paint brush, so much so, that I had a drop of pre cum come out into my sating G-String. I was that turned on. She went deeper into my mouth, all wet and slippery. My head was bobbing in rhythm to her thrusting, and my right hand reached to the side of me, and I found a waiting hard cock, that the girl was already stroking. In fact two of them were stroking each other, impatient for me to finish off Robin.

The cock in my hand had lube on it. In fact, all the girls had their cocks lubed, passing around the same tube of gel. I sucked on Robin harder and faster keeping a tight seal with my lips. Some cabaret song was playing on a piano. Was this a rehearsal for the show I wondered?

Then Robin let out a scream and she shot a cannon ball of cum into my greedy mouth, and I drank her all in. Some of it even came out of my mouth and dribbled out of the corner of my lips. Another pulse of cum came out of Robin’s cock and she suddenly pulled out of my mouth and shot the load directly onto my face and my eyes, partially closing my right eye.

As soon as Robin pulled out another cock quickly took its place against my lips, and the cock I was rubbing, making an “O” with my index finger and thumb, shot its load onto the side of my face. I was soon covered in cum. Then another cock pushed its way into my hand, and I was getting into a good sucking motion with the second cock. This girl I was sucking had jet black hair with a purple highlight and she was dressed in fishnet stockings and a leather bustier and leather skirt – goth style. Her cock pushed itself int the sides of my cheek, making it bulge with each thrust, It was like a carnal mad house.

My own cock was ready to burst. I was dying for some relief. Then the goth girl came and filled me with three spurts of come, again spilling out of my mouth. She soon pulled out and I barely had time to catch my breath when a third cock entered my mouth. The second cock I was pulling on and stroking let out another load of cum and went into my hair and my ear which stuck out.

I was busy sucking the third cock, and then I was rubbing two cocks with both hands. The third cock was ready to cum from the wetness of my mouth, and I made sure to keep my lips tightly sealed, and just as she was ready to explode and the pre cum came out of her mouth, she suddenly pulled out of me, and shot warm cum all over the front of my face, covering me completely, making all my makeup run.

The music was playing a jazz version of “My Heart Belongs to Daddy,” and the girls that had already cum were laughing and rubbing each other’s cocks. Out of the corner of my eyes I spied Jeanette being sucked off by Robin. I was somewhat jealous, but I had no time to think about it because another cock was in my mouth! I was a cum sucking machine by now and I went to work on what may have been my fourth cock? I lost count but I didn’t care – I didn’t want the parade to stop.

Now I was rubbing two more cocks, and a big muscled man was in the front of the line, which turned me on greatly, and sticking his cock in my mouth growled, “Suck me off good slut!”

That I started to do – with pleasure. I gave him a good ride because it was maybe two minutes before he shot his load all over my face, defiling me with all his cum. It just added to the other layers on me. The play with a few more continued and I was silently crying out for my own release which I wanted desperately.

Then we were done and Jeanette, seeing my distress called out “Now it’s our slut’s turn to get off! Any volunteers?”

Robin was the first to call out. “Lemme go first Jeanette!”

“Okay Robin, she’s all yours.”

Jeanette smiled at me and moved her head towards the wall where I was to go. I stood against the wall with my palms flat and Robin took her place behind me, lifting up my pink satin dress, and pulling down my pink thong. She quickly took the lube and rubbed it all over my bussy and placed the tip of her cock over my already dilated cherry lips and pressed inside me, making me cry out in pleasure. Robin wasted no time and took me hard, thrusting inside me like a jack hammer. I was floating in total ecstasy, and tears were running down my cheeks mixing with all the cum on my face.

She was really pounding me hard and fast and then she cried out and filled my insides with her cum. Some of it leaked down my butt cheeks and the insides of my thighs, gathering in a puddle on the floor underneath.I felt an electric bolt go through me and I came next – I screamed as  a giant wad of pent up frustration exploded against the wall and dribbled down to the floor.

Robin pulled out and my Jeanette took her place and kissed the back of my neck. I felt her familiar huge cock tip against my bussy, and she entered me hard – no playing this time. She went in and out very hard and fast, and I moved my hips to keep time with her thrusts. One of the girls handed me a cigarette and lit me up, and I stood there against the wall, getting fucked by Jeanette behind me, with the long cigarette dangling out from my cum-sticky lips.

“Oh Jeanette,” I cried out. “Please don’t stop! Keep fucking me hard!”

She obliged me and as we continued thrusting, the goth girl with the jet black hair, got under my legs and placed her succulent mouth on my cock. Oh my God it was heaven!

Then Jeanette let out a loud, long moan and came inside me, filling me up, and the combination of that with the girl sucking me off from the front made me explode again. The goth girl swallowed all my cum, not letting a drop go to waste. By this time I had been fucked and sucked so much I was sore.

She was the last, and I walked back to a couch where Jeanette was sitting with a couple of the girls, while others were actively getting pounded by some of the other men in the room. A couple of them I recognized from down by the waterfront.

“Well Tiffany, how did you enjoy yourself? I know the other girls told me that you’re a hit. Oh, for the cabaret, you’re going to wear black, see-through nylon pantyhose and a black, glitter tuxedo with tails in the back and a top hat. There is really no acting involved except like what we did here today. The only difference is that I want you show more emotion and play it out more.”

I looked at Jeanette incredulously. "How can I possibly show ‘more emotion’ than I did now?” I asked.

Jeanette smiled. “I was just kidding mon cher. You did perfectly. You were amazing. The girls love you.” Then she called out to the room: “Didn’t you girls love Tiffany today?”

“Oh yes, yes,” the girls all answered, shaking and nodding their heads, smiling at me.

“There, you see, mon cher?”

Jeanette left me to go bring back drinks for the both of us.

“I think that both of us are going to be spending the rest of your nights here together in your cabin. Do you like that?”

“Oh yes! That would be wonderful Jeanette.”

“Good. So, the rest of the show is musical, some comedy, and we are the last act. I don’t have to tell you that our act is the most popular.”

So for the next week and a half I got to clear out my mind, relax, and explore a new side of myself that was always inside of me but needed a little “coaxing” to come out. Very simple. Of course Jeanette was my constant companion for the rest of my stay, and I was even offered a position here at the “Shady Pines Retreat.” This worked out well for me because I hated the bank job anyway. I moved up to Shady Pines and got an apartment in town with Jeanette. She helped me with my transition to a full shemale like her.

Now, aren’t you happy for me that I answered that ad?
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https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD
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