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I WAS HOME FOR THE SUMMER, having just finished my freshman year up at Sherman State. My sister Janey was home too. She never went to college; she lived at home with my parents and had a job as a medical office secretary for a local town pediatrician. My folks had money and I had a rough year, so they took pity on me and didn’t demand that I find a summer job or anything too stressful. I liked that just fine – sitting at home and playing video games with my friends, going to the beach, or hanging out at each other’s houses to drink beer, or go looking for girls at night.

Janey was two years older than me and she liked to play the mean, older sister with me sometimes. She had a nasty streak and getting on her bad side was something that I never tried consciously to do. Of my parents two kids, Janey was undoubtedly the favorite, and my father was always quick to let me know that. If I was ever to do anything he didn’t like, and there was always something I did he didn’t like, he threatened me in all sorts of ways – financial being the big one.

Call it a whim, call it curiosity – whatever, but one day I was home and it wasn’t exactly a beach day. I was supposed to go over to my friend Ralph’s house and play video games later, but I got a funny feeling when I was in my upstairs hall. Janey’s door was wide open and it just sort of smelled nice inside her room. So I walked inside and I saw a hot pink G-String hanging over the chair in front of her vanity. Her room had a private bathroom inside (I told you my folks had money).

My heart started to beat fast, and I gently picked up the thong between my index finger and my thumb. I loved the way the cool satin felt against my flesh. I lifted it up to my face and sniffed it. It had the tangy aroma of a girl’s nether regions and also a fresh lilac laundered scent. Before I could process what I was doing, I had my thumb undoing the snaps on my jeans, and I pulled them down around my ankles and stepped out of them. My boxers quickly followed.

I quickly threw the thong onto her carpet and stepped into it. Very slowly, I slid it up over my legs, savoring the electric feel of the forbidden fabric setting my skin on fire. While this was spontaneous, I must admit that I had fantasized about trying on some of Janey’s things. Something about “girly things” excited me – whether right or wrong, I really couldn’t care less. This was the first time I acted out on these feelings, and I felt like kicking myself that I had never done this before.

I centered the satin pouch around my junk, and I started rubbing my cock against the cool, silky material. My legs started moving in a seductive way, rubbing against each other, and I looked at myself in the long mirror on the back of her door. By now my cock was pulsating inside of the thong and I could feel a small drop of pre cum leak out and stain the front of the pouch! Janey wasn’t due home until later and I thought there would be plenty of time for it to dry.

If you’ve never done this stuff before you should know that it’s very addicting – once you stop you can’t stop. So naturally I looked around her room and found the strap of a bra sticking out from under a blouse on the top of her bed. I pulled that out and held it in my hands. It was a matching hot pink stretch bra with semi-hard cups. I slipped it on over my head and slowly centered it around the front of my chest so that it pulled the skin in tight, giving me the illusion of cleavage.

My hair was down to my shoulders, so I took a hair brush from the top of her dresser and brushed it so that it parted in the center. I became giddy as I realized that now I looked like a girl with a short haircut. My puberty wasn’t anything to brag about and I didn’t have a lot, if any facial hair, and my legs were hairless. I could easily dress and pass for a girl.

Next I opened Janey’s walk-in closet and stared at her large collection of blouses and one-piece dresses all hanging there and waiting for me to try on. I settled for a satin, emerald green one-piece dress. Janey and I were almost the same size – I was just a size bigger, and the dress was still tight on me but really accentuated the curves of my hips and my chest.

Oh! How could I forget the shoes! On the floor to the side of her closet was a pair of red pumps. I tried them on and they were just a bit tight, but not by much, so I was able to strut in front of her bedroom mirror admiring my new self. Now the question became dare I?? The answer became an obvious YES! So I lie down on her bed and grabbed a couple of Kleenex from the box on her night stand. I flipped the bottom of the dress up over my tummy and spread my legs apart.

Now I stuck my hand underneath the lace on the front of the thong and grabbed hold of my cock. Very slowly I started rubbing it on the silky insides, concentrating on the head and the soft tissue on my underside. I closed my eyes and moaned. I shifted my shoulders and back and rubbed them on the inside of that delicious satin dress. Just a little more - - - a little more - - - and - - - BAM! I pulled the pouch away quickly and shot a tremendous load of cum right into the waiting tissue. I never shot such a huge load in my life. It was absolutely incredible – I was seeing stars. Of course I was careful not to get any more cum on the G-String. I lie there on top of Janey’s bed spread spent.

I smiled with the realization that now I found a delicious hobby to enjoy for the summer until I went back to school. Now it was time to carefully take everything off and get back into my clothes which were in a heap on the floor by the foot of the bed. I stood up from the bed and carefully wiped myself dry; satisfied. I knew that I would be doing this again, not giving any deep thought to what if anything it all meant.

Just then I heard the front door downstairs open! For a second I was completely paralyzed with fear – what was I going to do!? My heart was beating at 200 beats per minute. I heard voices and laughter too. My sister Janey had a guy friend with her! If I could just scoop up my clothes from the floor and make it to my room, I might just get away with my little game. She wouldn’t know anything was missing and I would be safe. However, I heard them both coming up the stairs which meant there would be no time for me to leave the room; I would be seen!

So I scooped up my clothes and made my way into Janey’s walk-in closet, making sure to stand behind the clothes hanging on the bar. The door to her bedroom was left partially open the way it was when I first came upstairs. They were laughing as they were running up the stairs. I didn’t recognize who the guy was. Since Janey graduated college two years ago, I lost track of who she was dating. We’d grown more apart over the last few years. But like I alluded to earlier, Janey had a mean streak in her, and if she caught me in here . . . who knew what she would do to me.

Telling my parents was one option that I dreaded. See, my father was not the most open, liberal, or educated guy in the world. In fact he even mentioned to me that if I “did anything funny with that ‘gender stuff,’ he’d kick me out of the house and cut me off from my portion of the inheritance – which was substantial, but even more – he’d take away my very generous allowance and my car too. This would make getting caught pretty much the end of my life as I knew it.

I closed the slatted closet door just as Janey and her guy friend came into the bedroom. They were both laughing. “So how much time have we got until your parents or that brother of yours come home?” the guy said, panting and out of breath as he fumbled with Janey’s blouse.

Janey was gasping too, and had her hand on the guy’s crotch. “Oh Brian?” She laughed contemptuously. “That little shit is probably out with his little fag buddies at the mall or playing video games somewhere. My folks won’t be home until six or six thirty. We got plenty of time,” she said laughing. My sister’s opinion of me left much to be desired.

Janey was wearing a tight red blouse and a short denim skirt with red high heels. My opinion was that for a medical receptionist, she went to work looking like a slut, but I wasn’t the doctor doing the hiring in that office. It would not have surprised me one bit if Janey was doing more than the job title described. The guy was clumsily fumbling with her blouse buttons because she kept moving all over him. When he finally got the last of the buttons opened, she ripped her blouse off and it fell to the ground.

“C’mon Mark,” she said, breathlessly. “Let’s move onto the bed. My pussy is gonna leak a puddle on my carpet if we don’t.”

“Yeah,” Mark said after breaking off from a deep kiss. Now they were sitting on the bed facing each other, eyes closed. I was wondering if I would be successful sneaking out of the closet now and making my way out the door of the room. But that was just wishful thinking. Based on what they were doing now – attention diverted, it seemed as if I might get away with my little game. However, it soon became clear to me that I was also trapped.

Janey and Mark were locked in a deep kiss and Mark was stroking the back of Janey’s head, running his fingers between strands of her long, brown hair. Janey’s right hand was working hard on the snap and zipper of his jeans and moving them down over his knees and legs. Now she was rubbing his cock underneath the band of his boxers, while he moaned.

I peered at them through the slats in the door. It was like watching one of my sleazy TikTok videos, except that one of the parties was my SISTER! As they went farther and farther along, I became really scared of the consequences if I should be discovered. My bare knees were knocking together inside of my sister’s tight dress.

Mark now turned around and placed Janey on the floor on her knees facing him, pulling down his boxers, which looked like a well-rehearsed routine. Part of me wanted to look away, because after all, it was my sister; but the deviate inside of me wanted to see this little tryst through to completion. They did not disappoint.

Holy shit! My sister was sucking cock like a pro! Where the fuck did she ever learn to do that, I wondered. By comparison, I was a virgin, and the farthest I ever got with any girl was second base. Mark’s cock was the largest I ever saw, and Janey had it in her fingers like she was playing a solo on the flute. I had the perfect side profile view. Janey’s mouth was open wide, and Mark’s cock was making impressions on the inside of her cheeks as it went in and out of Janey’s mouth. Mark was looking up at the ceiling and moaning, one hand holding onto the back of Janey’s head, and pressing it against him.

Then it seemed that Mark stiffened and Janey quickened her pace. Slurping sounds came from Janey as Mark unleashed a waterfall in my sister’s mouth. His moans intensified and he was thrusting even harder into her mouth. Eventually he pulled out and his cock had a nice sheen to it. Janey was a trooper and didn’t let one drop of cum go to waste.

Mark stood up and pulled Janey up too. He held her by the shoulders and kissed her, getting what must have been a good taste of his own cum inside his mouth. “Wow babe, you are absolutely incredible!”

“Humm, you really think so??”

“Fuck yeah I do!”

“Well you know Mark, I can do lots more,” Janey said as she tapped Mark’s forehead with her index finger.

Now standing there watching them made my legs stiff and achy. I had to shift around – but quietly. However, that afternoon I went out and got a pepperoni pizza and a large cola for lunch, and I have a tendency shall we say, for uh, flatulence. This turned out to be my undoing that afternoon. By moving my legs around I felt a large pocket of gas move down my intestinal tract and the rumbling and subsequent explosion of noise was enough to make the slats on Janey’s closet door shake. It did not go unnoticed.

Mark’s head snapped around. “WHOA! WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT!???? – Janey! Is someone in this room??”

Janey’s eyes were wide open. “Mark, was that you?”

“FUCK NO!!!! I don’t eat anything to make myself do that! It wasn’t human! I’m telling you Janey, someone is inside this room!!”

I was as still as a possum caught in headlights on the Interstate. My mouth was open and my heart was beating like a snare drum.

Janey looked around the room slowly. “Well if that wasn’t you Mark . . . then who?”

“What about that little shit of a brother of yours?”

“Brian? I haven’t seen him all day.”

“I’m telling you Janey, the sound came from this room. Shit – it smells like something died in here!”

In the midst of my terror, I had to admit Mark was right about that.

“Just a second,” Janey said and walked around her room. There were actually two walk-in closets, and Janey went to the first one. She opened the door quickly and poked her head inside and then shut the door. Next, she came over to where I was and I only had one layer of dresses on the hangar to hide behind.

The door opened, and she looked inside, and was just about to close it, when she suddenly pulled back on the dresses on the hangars and was greeted with the sight of me standing there behind the bar, wearing lipstick with my hair parted down the middle and wearing an emerald green dress. We made eye contact. Her jaw dropped and her hand went up to her mouth. “BRIAN!??? WHAT . . . THE . . . FUCK!!?? GET OUT HERE NOW! OH . . . MY . . . GODDDD!!”

“Wait Janey! I can explain!” I stepped out of the closet, and her eyes took me in now from styled hair to red pumps. She grabbed my wrist tightly and yanked me out of the closet. Mark took in the scene with bewildered, and then amused eyes, which narrowed down to slits. A malevolent grin then spread across his face.

“Whoa Janey! Is this your sister, er. . . BROTHER???”

“Yes Mark, it appears so. It also appears that he has been engaged in some very naughty behavior!”

I could tell that Janey was beyond mad, and that did not bode well for me.

Jany and Mark were both speechless now and taking all of me in when Mark spoke. “Wow Janey, it looks like your little brother is a sissy – and by the way he, or should I say she looks, a HOT sissy!” That was something I didn’t expect. I also didn’t consider myself a sissy. I just thought I had some “desires” that needed to be acted on.

“But” - - - I started to say when Janey cut me off with the palm of her hand in my face.

“Don’t say anything Brian. You do know what dad would do if her ever found your little secret out, don’t you?”

“NO! You wouldn’t!” I pleaded.

Janey placed her hand to her chin and looked at Mark, then back at me. “Now that all depends,” she said deep in thought. “I have a question or two. How long were you in my room for, and have you done shit like this before?”

“No Janey, I swear!”

“So what made you do this now? Did you know I would be coming here with Mark?”

“No Janey – I didn’t. I was home this afternoon, bored, and I was upstairs and I just . . . well, I saw your door open and (my head was down, ashamed) I decided to do this.” Now both Mark and Janey were laughing.

“Oh my God Janey, this is so fucking funny. In a way I kind of feel sorry for Brian here, or should we call you ‘Brianna?’”

“Yes! I love Brianna. It’s got a pretty ring to it,” Janey exclaimed. “Okay now ‘Brianna,’ here’s the deal – In order for me not to tell dad about your little hobby, you have to do exactly what Mark and me tell you to do, understand?”

I was totally at her mercy, because I knew what my father was capable of. As bad as Janey was, my dad had a really horrible mean streak. Why he might even force me to get a job or study something useful in school. I answered her, “Yes I do.”

“Good. Now the first thing is for me to finish your makeup job. The lipstick is only the beginning. You didn’t plan on going farther now, did you? Or just not yet?”

“Uh no, this was it.”

“Okay, then come into the bathroom with me.”

“Hey Janey, you know what we talked about a few weeks ago, right?” Mark said, almost as an afterthought.

An evil smile crossed Janey’s face. “Yes, yes I do . . . I think it sounds like a lot of fun; but I don’t know if Brianna here will like it so much – but who cares?” and they both laughed like demons.

“Hey Brianna,” Mark called to me.

“What?”

“What the fuck did you have for lunch???”
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IN THE BATHROOM, Janey put the finishing touches on the makeup job I barely started. She tweezed my eyebrows, put green eyeshadow on me, a thick coat of mascara and eyeliner, and a coat of foundation. I had no beard or really any facial hair to speak of, and the hair on the top of my head was long enough to pass as a girl like I said. When she was done, she took me out of the bathroom to be looked over by Mark.

“Well, what do you think?”

Mark’s eyes narrowed, and he was grinning which really scared me. “I think she . . . looks perfect. Just what I’ve always wanted.”

I was horrified, and Janey caught my expression. “Here it is Brian, er., Brianna. Mark has always had this fantasy. You see, he happens to have a thing for transgender women, or even sissies like you. He fantasizes about doing them in front of me while I watch him, and all bets are off. He can do whatever he wants, and you are in no position to refuse him – do you understand??”

I swallowed hard. “Uh, uh! NO Janey! I will not – you can’t make me do that!”

“Okay Brian, let’s see. What would dad do if he found out?? For starters he’d cut off your allowance, not pay your car insurance, and force you to work construction in his company. Now how long do you think you’d last carrying beams and bricks, hum?” She had a point.

“All right, all right. Now for Chrissakes, what do you want me to do? Go out to the mall with the two of you dressed like this?” Mark started laughing.

“What’s so funny?” I said. “What could possibly be more humiliating than going out into a mall dressed as a . . . as a woman??”

I was mortified, and now both Janey and Mark were bent over with laughter and pointing at me. Then Mark came alongside me and placed his arms around my shoulders as if to console me. He rubbed my shoulders and was still laughing, although not as much.

“Listen Brianna, I don’t think you quite understood me. The mall would be the very least of it. I mean perhaps in time, but not now. Oh no, no.” Then turning to Janey he said, “Janey, I’ve got an incredible hard on. Is it okay if I take your brother now?”

“Of course Mark – go ahead.”

“Take me?” I said.

Mark laughed again. “Shut up please Brianna, will you? You’re ruining the fun with your stupid questions!”

“Now get down on your knees Brianna!” Mark yelled and pointed in front of him.

“Yeah Brianna, go ahead!” Janey shouted. There was a strange, wild fire in her eyes. So I did was I was commanded to do. How bad could it be? I asked myself. But none of that philosophical stuff meant anything because I had no choice at all. I was in the clutches of two demons.

Mark spread his legs out and smiled over my head at Janey who stood off to the side watching in wonder at what I would presumably be doing any second now. He opened the zipper on his jeans and pulled the metal tab down. He reached inside and pulled out the most enormous and sticky cock I had ever seen. Without any further fanfare he placed the tip of that enormous appendage onto the surface of my glossed lips. He pushed it against them and pulled away; playing at this game for several minutes. “So how does it feel Brianna, knowing that any second you’re going to have a big meaty cock spreading your lips apart?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, responding to his pressure I parted my lips slightly, and received his head. “Keep those lips tight and wet Brianna!” Mark barked out at me. I did so and he kept his head between my lips. It was some type of reflex that surprised me, and my tongue, nice and wet, rolled around the tip of his cock like a paint brush. He moaned softly and then pushed farther into my mouth. Now I licked his shaft and enough of his cock was inside of my mouth that my lips were spread apart about as far as they would go.

But then a crazy thing happened – I felt my own cock getting huge. As I kept sucking, I kept growing. Janey was looking on in wonder, and she saw my cock tent up the dress through the G-String.

“Look Mark – Brianna’s so hard. I think she really loves this; don’t you Brianna? No, don’t answer, you’ll spoil the moment for Mark.”

I had no intention of answering, but Mark did. “Yeah, this little bitch-slut loves my cock inside her mouth. I wonder how she’ll feel about it in another place?” I could only imagine what that meant, and you know something? It was all right with me. Mark continued his thrusting and his right hand was putting a lot of pressure on top of my head. His fist grabbed my hair and was “directing me” in the up and down motion.

“Come on you little sissy bitch; that’s it, use that fucking tongue of yours – that’s right, keep going.”

Then I felt Mark stiffen up, pulse running through his cock, and I felt the sweet/salty taste of a tsunami of cum enter my mouth. I enjoyed the taste and sensation of a guy cumming in my mouth . . . Throughout the event I sucked even faster; my lips slippery with his release. I maintained a tight seal and not a drop leaked out to ruin a perfect blow job. But just when I thought Mark was done, he yanked my head off his cock, and he saved his last shot of cum for my face.

“That’s it Brianna – take my cum all over your slut face. I wanna see it covered white!” He got me good in the eyes, and I felt the cum mix with the mascara running down my cheeks. My own cock was throbbing as I realized that I loved being Mark’s slut whore. Meanwhile Janey thought she was punishing me. I felt in that moment that I didn’t want to do anything to disabuse her of that notion for fear that she would make Mark stop.

After the last spurt of cum was out, Mark grabbed me by the shoulders and picked me up off the floor so I was standing facing him. He looked at me and had an evil smirk on his face. I was a piece of prey to him, and he was a victorious hunter having bagged me at last. He wasted no time in kissing me on the mouth, using his tongue to hungrily absorb all of his cum in my mouth. Then he broke off me and kissed me hard on the cheeks, licking the flow that had escaped my mouth.

“Umm Brianna, you do suck a mean cock. Sure you never did this before?” Mark asked.

I was breathless and my heart was pounding. “No, I never did – you’re my first.”

“Well well, it seems we found something my sissy fag little brother is good at. However, I’m not so sure it’s enough for me not to tell dad about.” Janey said with evil glee.

A bolt of fear shot through me. “NO! You promised you wouldn’t tell dad!”

“Now that all depends upon how far you’re willing to go. Let me ask Mark,” she said and turned to Mark. Now they were both grinning. “Mark, did Brianna go far enough for you???”

“Why not quite Janey. I think she could do a lot better. But I’ll tell you she’s off to a good start.”

Janey was laughing with glee. “You see Brianna. Your fate depends upon Mark’s happiness.”

Janey moved off to the side and picked up her big leather handbag with the shoulder strap. “I think Mark needs a few moments to ‘recharge’ himself, don’t you Mark honey?”

“Why yes Janey, I think I do.”

Rummaging around in her leather bag, Janey pulled out a pack of long, all-white girly cigarettes. She took one out and held it under her nose rubbing it back and forth, sniffing it. Then, turning to me she said, “Brianna, Mark here has a serious cigarette fetish. I know, it sounds strange, but I’m only too happy to oblige him. I just know you’ll wanna help him enjoy it too – right??”

“Of course Janey,” I said, not knowing how I could do so. A look at Mark showed that he was transfixed on Janey as she slowly took a slim silver butane lighter from her bag and, placing the cigarette at a dangle in the corner of her mouth, lit it up – slowly and seductively. Her cheeks hollowed as she took her first drag, and then did a perfect French inhale.

“Good,” she said on exhale. “Then of course you’ll become a smoky slut just like we want you to be, right??”

“Yes, I’d like that very much.” The truth be told, I too had a smoking fetish, and actually craved a cigarette now, especially while dressed as I was.

“Then prove it Brianna. Here, take one,” she said, pulling out a cigarette and offering it to me. I tried to hide my giddy excitement. However, when I took my first drag, my pleasure was evident to Janey who said to Mark: “Look at him Mark. He smokes just like a little hooked sissy slut. I think she’s your type!”

“Yes Janey, she certainly is,” Mark said, stroking his now very hard cock.

So I did the only thing I could do – I held the cigarette effeminately, and smoked just like the dirty whore that Mark expected me to be. I realized curiously that I actually enjoyed pleasing

him.

I strutted close to him and exhaled in his face. Mark placed his hand on the front of my dress and rubbed the outline of my erect cock. A chill went through me as I realized at that moment just how badly I needed relief.

“I think you really like this Brianna,” Mark said with mounting excitement.

“Yes I do Mark. What would you like me to do now,” I asked, moving from side to side in an enticing way.

He stood two inches from my face and growled, “Go stand up against that wall next to the door and spread your legs out and place your hands on the wall.”

“That’s it, now bend over a little,” he commanded. I took a last drag from my cigarette and Janey walked over to me and took it.

Mark slid me down the wall a little bit and I could hear the sound of his jeans and his boxers going down his legs. Next I felt his cock rubbing up on top of my ass. He slid it back and forth a few times and then came off me. He felt for the bottom of my dress and flipped it up over the small of my back. Without saying a word, he pulled the strap from the back of my G-String over my right butt cheek.

“You’re gonna love this Brianna; I just have a feeling. But with everything good, first comes a little pain. But don’t worry, it won’t last long, I promise.”

I believed Mark. I think that he was really starting to get into me. I thought it might make Janey jealous, but she seemed to enjoy watching her boyfriend get his rocks off in the most unusual way.

I heard Mark spit, and then he rubbed his wet hands over the crack in my ass. He spit again and this time, he placed his index finger inside of my butt. I clenched my teeth and gasped in pain.

“Ah ah ha Brianna – remember what I just told you. A little bit of pain followed by lots of pleasure, okay? Just take it easy.”

His finger went around and around inside of me, and something funny happened. It stopped hurting and my hole was being dilated. Mark spit for a third time and then I felt his wet cock pushing up against my asshole. As I was to learn later, the correct term for that was a “boy pussy,” or “bussy.”

He went up and down against it, not entering just yet. After a few minutes of this play, and listening to Mark breathing harder, I felt him enter me for the first time. It wasn’t fast and it wasn’t his whole length. It was just enough to give me a taste. The head of his cock filled up the entire width of my boy pussy. He went in that far and pulled out again several times. He was moaning – the way the lips of my hole just pulled his cock inside me. Now he went all the way in – at first slowly and then faster and faster. I balled my fists up against the wall. I saw stars because it was so painful. I held fast because I remembered what he said to me.

Now it became crazy – he went faster and faster and a transformation occurred. The pain became an intense pleasure, welling up deep inside of me. My cock was stretching out against the pouch of Janey’s G-String. Then, suddenly – release came. I let out a wordless scream, and I shot my load into the pouch without even touching myself once. This was my first sissygasm – of many I might add.

It must’ve got Mark going too, because he screamed out as well, and I felt his warm cum going all the way up inside of me. That made him go faster and faster. He was even harder than before. I felt myself being used just like a cheap slutty girl and I loved it. I’m not even sure I was even a virgin anymore. I guess it depended on whose side or viewpoint you were on. What’s more, I didn’t really care.

I soon felt cum leaking down the inside of my butt cheeks. Mark pulled out, shook his cock on top of me, and I felt cum leaking onto the small of my back. I felt his fist grab the back of my head and he was biting the back of my neck. That too sent chills going out through my entire body. He growled at me: “Whose sissy slut are you Brianna?”

“Yours Mark, all yours,” I answered with all sincerity.

“What do you think of that Janey? Are you okay with me adding your, uh sister here to our little mix?”

“Of course I’m happy Mark. If it pleases you, then I’m happy!”

I came up off the wall. Janey spun me around and gave me a cigarette which she lit quickly. Then she took one for herself. “So listen Brianna, this is the deal. You are now officially Mark’s sissy slut. Whenever he wants you to, you will dress and do whatever he wants you to, got it?”

“Yes Janey I will. And do you promise that you’ll never tell dad about me and what happened today?”

“As long as you listen to Mark, that’s fine.”

_________________________

___________

So that day was just the beginning of a summer of forbidden pleasure for me that opened strange doors. I loved being Mark’s slut and he even passed me around to several of his close friends. I was like a sissy/trans whore for them to play with. This new me lasted even past the end of summer. Mark insisted on visiting me up at school. Somehow I made that work without being discovered, but I knew that before college was done, I would become Brianna for good. And to think it all came about because one summer day I got “jammed up.”
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(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story). I would love to hear what you like to read about! Just shoot me an email and let me know. I’ll even name a character for you and send you a free book!

Jdicey120@yahoo.com

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD

Here are links to some of my favorites!

SHY SISSY

DO ME!

HOT MESS

HOT WIFE'S PET

ALPHA FEMME BOSS

GIRLY HEAT

SIX EROTIC TRANSGENDER ROMANCE STORIES

TOE CURLING TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

FIVE ALARM FEMME

HIS SISSY TUTOR

FRAT BOY FEMME

BOYZ TO GURLS - SERIES COMP

COUGAR MEAT

CAUGHT WITH HIS PANTS DOWN

TONGUES HANGING OUT

HOUSE SLAVES FOR A DAY

THE BULLY WHO TURNED ME

HOT WIVES FEMBOYS AND SISSIES SERIES COMP

SKANK RETREAT

HUBBY TRAP

BLOWN AWAY

TEST TUBE FEMBOY

DUPED

RIGHT WHERE I WANT HIM

FEMBOYS CROSSDRESSERS AND SISSIES

TEST DRIVE

NO RETURN

MY BOSS'S HOTWIFE MADE ME A SLUT!

BECOMING MIRABELLE

BECOMING ILANA

BECOMING JACLYN

IT STARTED OUT SO INNOCENT

THE SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES RETURNS

F'ING AWESOME!

FEMBOY CURTAIN CALL

MARRIED TO THE OFFICE BIMBO

SMOKED INTO TRANSITION

HER ODD SISSY

RAVAGED BY THE BABYSITTER

THE FEMBOY PLOT

HOT T-GURLS 10 STORY COLLECTION

CAUTION - SLIPPERY WHEN WET!

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE

GROUP LUST


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

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

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

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

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

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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