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Chapter One

My parents didn’t like the idea of me taking a gap year.  They were old-fashioned, believing that it was more important to study and get a decent job, rather than play around for a year; but I felt differently.  I was about to turn nineteen and it was the best time for me to experience different cultures and learn from them.

“Where’re you gonna get the money, Kev?  Don’t think we’re financing your galivanting!” Dad had told me, but he had conveniently forgotten about the cash my late gran had left me.  When I told him that I was using that, I got a long speech about how that money was meant to go towards a downpayment on my first house, which was bullshit because these days I’d need a lot more than ten thousand quid!  Anyway, gran had told me I was to spend it on fun, not on saving up, something my parents vehemently disagreed with.

Initially, dad thought I’d be touring Europe, but I wanted to try something different.  I settled on South America, which my parents went mental about, talking about how I would get myself kidnapped or worse.  “You’ve watched Narcos!  You know what they’re like!” Dad told me.

My trip would begin in Panama.  There, I stayed in a what I thought would be a run-down place in the old district, which turned out to be a really nice hotel in a beautifully renovated old white building.  Outside, the atmosphere was warm and inviting, with everyone treating me like a welcome addition to their community.  Of course, I did all the tourist stuff, seeing the canal and such, but I knew that being a simple tourist was not the purpose of my trip.  I wanted to expose myself to the real culture of the places.

I came to the realisation that Panama was not the best place to achieve that, and I actually cut my stay short and continued on to Colombia.  Rather than fly, I took a bus which took me to a port, and from there took a ferry to Cartagena.

Cartagena was gorgeous.  Cartagena was a jewel of the Spanish empire, a fortified port that guarded the treasures of the New World. Its colonial architecture, colourful houses, and cobblestone streets still evoked the charm and romance of a bygone era. A city of contrasts, where the old and the new coexist in harmony; the walled city, a UNESCO World Heritage Site, preserved the legacy of centuries of conquest, resistance, and independence. The modern city, with its skyscrapers, beaches, and nightlife, offered a vibrant and cosmopolitan atmosphere.  It was actually in one of the bars that I met Javier, a young man just two years older than me, over with friends to party and make use of the long sandy beaches. 

“Where you from man?” Javier asked me over shots of tequila.  

“Leeds, in the UK.” I told him.

He frowned a little, giving me a sad look.   “Aw man, your football team sucks!”

I couldn’t help it, I burst out laughing.  “Tell me about it.  Where are you from?”

“Medellin.  You know it?” He asked me.

“Of course!” I told him, but then I began to feel embarrassed.  I knew it for all the wrong reasons.  Thankfully, it clicked with him and he chuckled. “Yeah, Narcos made us pretty popular.” He told me.

“Well, I’m not sure that Narcos was what made Medellin popular, but let’s go with that.”

We ended up chatting for a while, and he introduced me to his friends.  They asked about my girlfriend situation, but I was honest and told them that I was as-yet inexperienced, something they couldn’t believe.  “Fucking eighteen and never had pussy?  Oh man!  We need to get you laid.  But not here, these women are skanks.  Come to Medellin.  Man, the parties there will blow your mind.”

I had heard that Medellin had become a real party town and it was on my list of places to go, though I didn’t have accommodation sorted yet.  Thankfully, Carlos, Javier’s friend, came to the rescue.  “My uncle has a place he rents out on Airbnb.  I can text him and find out if it is free.”

“Yes please!  That would be awesome!”

It was, which we celebrated.  Carlos warned me not to expect luxury, but rather a small, clean apartment.  That was perfect.

For the next couple of days, I explored Cartagena, until it was time to jump on a bus with the guys and travel to Medellin.  I looked out of the window as the bus left the coastal city of Cartagena behind. I had enjoyed my time there, exploring the colonial architecture, the colourful houses, and the cobblestone streets that evoked the charm and romance of a bygone er. I had also visited the nearby islands of San Andrés and Providencia, where I had experienced the culture and language of the Raizal people, who spoke English with a Caribbean accent.

The bus entered the Colombian countryside, and I was amazed by the diversity of landscapes and ecosystems. I saw green hills and valleys, dotted with farms and villages. I saw tropical forests and savannas, where indigenous groups still followed their ancestral traditions. I saw snow-capped mountains and volcanoes, rising majestically above the clouds. I saw rivers and lakes, sparkling in the sunlight.

I felt a sense of wonder and curiosity as I travelled through this beautiful country. I learned about its history and culture, its struggles and achievements, its hopes and dreams.

As we rolled through the picturesque countryside, the boys regaled me with stories about the cartels and the problems of the past. They told me how Colombia had been plagued by drug violence for decades, as four major drug trafficking cartels - Medellín, Cali, Norte del Valle, and North Coast - competed for power and influence. They explained how Pablo Escobar, the notorious leader of the Medellín cartel, had waged a bloody war against the Colombian government and society, bombing planes, buildings, and assassinating politicians and judges. They also mentioned how Carlos Lehder, Escobar's partner, had turned a small island in the Bahamas into a cocaine hub, where he lived like a king surrounded by luxury and women.

Although they were young, they knew that the problems of the drug cartels didn't disappear with the death of Escobar in 1993, but continued to haunt the country for many years. They said that the Cali cartel took over the cocaine business after Escobar's fall, but was soon dismantled by the authorities with the help of the United States. They recalled how the Norte del Valle cartel emerged as the successor of the Cali cartel, but was also weakened by internal conflicts and arrests. They revealed how the North Coast cartel operated in the Caribbean region of Colombia, smuggling drugs through speedboats and submarines.

But over time, things settled a bit and at least some semblance of order appeared in recent years. They pointed out how cocaine production had declined by 60% since 2000, and how Peru had surpassed Colombia as the main producer of coca leaves in 2010. They noted how drug-related violence had halved in the last 10 years and dropped below that of other countries in Central America and the Caribbean. They expressed their hope that Colombia would overcome its dark past and embrace a brighter future.

“So no issues anymore?” I asked them with a smile, but they simply grimaced.

“I wouldn’t go that far.” Said Javier. “There are now two cartels in Medellin, but both have a truce for the improvement of our region.  There is still crime, but not like it was.”

The bus finally pulled into Medellin and what I saw was far from what I had been expecting.  A sprawling, modern metropolis, skyscrapers, parks and gardens, even a cable-car.  The city was alive, busy, and the people walked around with energy and enthusiasm.  Maybe life was finally returning to normal; maybe the days of the cartels were coming to an end.

The guys took me to my apartment and indeed, as they promised, whilst being small, it was clean and very traditional, just what I needed.  After the long journey, and still suffering from a bit of jet-lag, I had planned an early night, but Javier and Carlos wouldn’t hear of it.

“My mother is cooking you a traditional Colombian dinner tonight, then there is a party downtown.” Javier told me.

Javier’s family were spectacular.  His mother, Maria, didn’t speak a word of English, but somehow we made ourselves understood, whilst his dad, Alejandro, told me tales of Escobar and the violence of the past. 

For dinner, we had Bandeja paisa, a platter of various foods, such as rice, beans, arepa, avocado, fried plantain, pork crackling, ground beef, sausage and blood sausage. They told me it originated from the Andean region of Colombia, where Medellin is located, and by the end of it, I was absolutely stuffed. 

Eventually, we said good night to Javier’s family and headed out to the club.  The place was not what I was expecting, having seen Narcos and other such shows, I thought it would be a bright place with neon lights, but I was actually greeted to a dark industrial venue and the sound of thumping hard techno. 

“This doesn’t look like a pick-up bar.” I told Javier over the music.

“Trust me, the best girls are here.  In the other bars, you’ll just be scammed.” He told me.  “Just make sure you don’t pick up a tranny, well, unless you’re into that.”

“I’m not.” I assured him.  “Are there a lot?”

“More than you know.”

As we drank beer and danced to the music, I tried to find girls my age to interact with.  Javier had a few friends, and I was introduced to some of them, but either they weren’t interested in me, or vice-versa.  I wasn’t a massive fan of the whole big-butt thing, and I also didn’t really want a girl who spent every waking second taking pictures of herself for Instagram.

Eventually though, I saw an extremely sexy woman arrive, wearing a tight black shiny mini-dress, high-heels, long slim legs, and a tight sexy body.  As she walked inside and towards a roped off area, I saw her constantly surrounded by large men in suits.

“Who the hell is she?” I asked Javier. 

With a smile, Javier turned to look in the direction I was looking, but then his smile dropped.  “Oh shit, that’s not good.” He told me, then rambled something off to the others in Spanish.

“What?” I asked him.

“That’s Isabella Samantha Velez, otherwise known as, Escorpión, the Scorpion.  You asked about the cartels, she’s the head of one of them.  Inherited it from her father two years ago.”

With her long jet-black straight hair, her wide eyes and high cheekbones, the dark, sinister look she had, she was the epitome of natural beauty.  “She’s gorgeous.”

“Yes, she is.  She’s also very dangerous.  Stay away my friend.  I know for a fact that she carries a very sharp knife, so sharp that she can slice the skin off a person in seconds, and yes, she’s done it.”

Beautiful or not, I kind of agreed with Javier it would be best to steer clear of her, but damn it, I was so smitten by her beauty that I couldn’t look away.  I kept sneaking looks at her, and eventually, she noticed, frowning as she leaned over to one of her goons.

“Oh shit.” I said, turning to Javier.

Javier turned around and saw a goon approaching.  “Oh Kevin, what’ve you done?” He said, just as the heavyset bodyguard grabbed me by the neck and dragged me over to the petty woman.

Immediately, Isabella Velez began talking to me in Spanish as the man held me by the neck, bent over.  I raised my hands and said I didn’t speak Spanish, and just as I said that, Javier and his friends ran over, holding their hands up as if begging, and explaining something to her.  She listened to them rant away, then she smiled and nodded at her goon, who finally let me go.  “My apologies,” she purred sexily.  “I thought you were some DEA spy, but you’re just a horny teenager.”

With a cough, I nodded quickly.  “Erm, yes ma’am.  I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have been staring.”

“Oh, I don’t mind when boys find me pretty, that’s okay.” She laughed.  “Come, sit with me.” Then she turned to the others and said something in Spanish. They stared at me for a moment and then nodded and backed away, with Javier giving me a look that said, “We maybe friends, but not that good friends.”

“Would you like a drink?” Isabella asked as I sat down on the plush purple velvet sofa.

“Erm, yes please.” And before I had chance to ask for a beer, she was presented with two shot glasses and a bottle of what was clearly a very expensive tequila.  She poured two out and handed one to me.

“No salt and lemon?” I joked.

“Please, this is not a theme park.  Tequila is for drinking, not playing.” She clinked her glass on mine and poured it back in one go.  I did the same, cringing at the burn.  “Tell me, what is your name?”

“Erm, Kevin, ma’am.” I told her.

“I’m Isabella.” She said, holding out a hand which I took, then realised I was meant to kiss.  “Your friends, they told you about me?”

“Well, I asked, and well, they…” I stumbled over my words, not wanting to get anyone in trouble.

“I’m not going to hurt them.  I’m not a monster. They’re kids just having a good time.” She grinned. “And no, I am not the next Escobar.  There can never be a next Escobar.  Have you tried our product?”

I assumed she meant cocaine.  “No ma’am.  I’ve never done any, erm, drugs.”

She began tutting, then pulled out a little black tube, which she unscrewed and tapped out onto the silver tray the drinks had arrived on.  Then, pulling a switchblade from somewhere, I watched her distribute the white power into four lines.  “Such a shame not to come here a sample Colombia’s best export.  And here, it is some much better than anywhere else.” She then took a glass tube and sniffed two lines, one into each nostril, before handing the tube to me. 

Gulping, I accepted the tube, knowing it wouldn’t be wise of me to say no.  Leaning over and a silently hoping that I wouldn’t overdose and die, I sniffed both lines down, instantly feeling the burn in my sinuses.

“You know you could’ve said no.” She laughed.  “But good for you for not being a pussy.  So Kevin, where are you from?”

For the next fifteen minutes, she interrogated me about my life, my school, my plans, my future.  She even managed to get out the fact that I was a virgin, which whilst it embarrassed me, she simply brushed my hair with her hand and looked at me with sad eyes.  Then she leaned in and said, “Don’t worry, by the morning, you won’t be a virgin anymore, I promise.”

She told me about her life, leaving out anything too incriminating, and revealed something to me that I hadn’t been expecting.  “I’m transgender.  I still have my cock and balls, very proud of them.” Suddenly, I realised I had put myself into an impossible position.  There was no way out of this, I’d need to sleep with a transsexual. 

Obviously, I wasn’t very good at hiding my concerns, because she began laughing.  “If you are straight, then you are straight.  I’m not going to kill you because you won’t fuck me.” She laughed.  “However, I’ll respect you even more if you are straight and still decide to go home with me tonight, because that not only shows courage, but also shows you an open-minded individual.”

Again, for the fiftieth time, I gulped.  This was the prettiest, sexiest woman I’d ever met in my life, and yet she had a cock and balls.  Strangely, as off-put as I should’ve been, I couldn’t get the fact that she was so damned sexy out of my head.

“No, I don’t want to walk away.” I told her.  “I’m straight, but you are so amazingly beautiful, but not only that, something about you is drawing me to you, not just your looks.  So yes, I want to try.”

Her features softened a little, then she smiled.  “Want to get out now?” She asked me.

“Yes please.”

Isabella nodded at a bodyguard and he fetched my friends.  They looked scared.  “Guys, Isabella and I are heading out.  I’m okay, this was my decision.”

“He’ll be fine,” Isabella said, “I promise.  He will come back to you safe and sound tomorrow.”

Nodding, Javier took me aside briefly, “you’re one crazy-ass motherfucker, but I can’t help but respect you for it.  Just be safe.”

“I will, I promise.”

As we were led through the crowd by the guards, I was surprised to see two Defenders and a Range Rover waiting for us outside.  A large guard opened the door to the Range and let us in.  On some level, I felt like royalty for a moment, but at the same time, I wondered what I was doing getting into a car with a gangster, especially a transsexual gangster.  And yet every time my nerves hit, I took one look at her and they calmed.

The Range Rover was a long, special edition, with plenty of room in front of our seats.  Isabella and I hadn’t even kissed yet, and already I watched her pulling up the hem of her dress, and then pulling out a huge circumcised cock from her silky black panties.  As she waggled the cock around, she smiled at me seductively.

“So you’ve never sucked cock?” She asked.

“Never.” I told her, gulping.

“Never wanted to?”

“No.”

She inhaled through her nose and then said, “Get down in front of me and satisfy me.”

This was it.  There was no getting out of this anymore, I had my chance earlier.  I needed to suck it up, literally.  Unbuckling my belt, I moved into the space in front of her seat, kneeling down.  I took the warm hard cock in my hands and rubbed it a little, then leaned forward, closing my eyes.  She moaned as I allowed the soft head into my mouth.  I’d watched porn a lot so I did what I thought she wanted, albeit I wasn’t stupid enough to believe the porn head was realistic, but I took ideas from more classier films.

After a few moments of doing it, and hearing Isabella’s moans of pleasure, I actually found myself enjoying the experience and getting into it more.  The cock was warm in my mouth and the taste of her precum was far from horrible. 

“Born cocksucker!” She moaned, placing a hand on my head.

She began pushing and holding my head, forcing her dick to slide into my throat and choke me.  Tears came to my eyes as I gasped for breath, but instead of feeling off-put by the treatment, I found myself wanting more, enjoying the rough play.  It was as my lips touched the base of her smooth-shaven cock that I felt it begin to throb and her breathing become laboured.  I knew what was coming and I wondered what it would taste like.  I found out just seconds later as the tip erupted down my throat and then over my tongue as she pulled back.

“Stay down there and clean me.” She ordered, staring down at me.  “That was spectacular for a first-timer.  I’m very impressed.  And I love that you do what you are told.  Do you like dominant women?” She asked, but before I could answer, she smiled and said, “I bet you do.”

As the car drove up a winding road, I felt it riding over rough terrain.  With the still hard cock in my mouth, I was cautious of my teeth, not wanting to bite the cock off the most powerful transsexual in the world.  Thankfully, the road levelled out and soon I heard the sound of gravel and then the car came to a stop. 

“Welcome to my compound.” Isabella grinned.

I stepped out to find a huge very Hispanic mansion, deep in what looked like a forest, with gorgeous views around.  But that wasn’t what caught my eyes.  What caught my eyes were the numerous guards holding machine guns.  I went on my trip for adventure, and I was getting my money’s worth.


Chapter Two

She liked to dress up for sex.  Red silk corset, adorned by lashings of thick black lace, stockings, suspender-clips.  Her D-cup boobs pressed out against the smooth red and black cups, making her already huge tits seem that much bigger.  And between her legs, no panties anymore, just that huge dong swinging away, nine-inches hard, a reminder that when she said she would take my virginity, she had meant my anus.  “I’m top.  I never bottom.” She had told me in the club.  It was another chance for me to leave, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.  Some may call me a pussy for being so scared that she would be offended, and some may call me strong for experimenting with my sexuality, but I knew what I was; I was smitten.  This wasn’t about sex for me, this was about a girl who I was simply attracted to.

“I like dressing up, but I like my boys to dress up too.” She told me, throwing some items in my direction.  “Do you know what a sissy is?”

I gulped.  I knew, I’d viewed enough porn in my teen years to know.  “Yes.”

“I’m going to turn you into a sissy.” She replied with a grin, watching me struggle to slide the pink stockings up my legs.

“Tonight?” I asked her, wondering how to put on a suspender belt.

“Just for tonight. Tomorrow, we’ll see. If you want to stay or see me again, then yes, we’ll go a little further each time.” She stepped forward and helped me clip the stockings in place, before helping me with the pink satin corset.  “You have the perfect body for this.”

For some reason, the compliment warmed me.  “Thank you.”

“You’ll make a very pretty girl.”  She pulled me over to the bed and we kissed, her hands holding my face.  “Before we begin, I want to ask you a few questions.”

I sat back a little, wondering what was about to come.  “Sure.”

“First, I know you planned to travel for a year, but what are your plans?” She asked.

“No real plans, just where the wind takes me.”

“So if you have a reason to stay here, you will?” Her question surprised me, as it appeared she was asking me to stay with her.

“Yes, of course.”

Her lips fluttered, a slight smile.  “What attracted you to me?”

It would be very easy for me to tell her how beautiful she was, but that would be shallow and simple.  I needed to be honest with her, tell her what I felt.  “There were a lot of pretty women there tonight.  Then you walked in and I saw something more than beauty, I saw mystery, I saw confidence and pride, and I don’t feel like it was because of what you do, per se, but rather what you personally have achieved in your life.  Now I realise that the transition to womanhood has freed a part of you which has given you a newfound strength, something many people don’t have, but I think it’s not only that; I think most of who you are is natural, and that’s something which you have pride in.

“When I saw you, I wanted to know you.  I wanted to smell you, to feel you.  Sometimes you see a pretty girl and your dick goes, yeah she’s hot, but sometimes you see someone and your heart hurts from not being about to be right next to that person.  That was how I felt at that moment.”

This was a girl with a very tough exterior.  She looked dangerous, she looked powerful.  But right at that moment, what I saw was a girl who just wanted to fall in love, and suddenly her questions made sense to me.

“Would you introduce me to your parents?” She asked, “Not right now, just in general.”

“Yes, of course!” I said immediately, “but it would probably be the last time they speak to me.”

“Why?”

“Because they are conservative.  They are homophobic, transphobic…”

She sniggered out a laugh.  “You don’t need to tell them I’m trans.”

I cocked my head for a moment and looked at her.  “If you plan to turn me into a sissy, then won’t my parents see?”

“Touche.” She whispered, staring into my eyes.  “I want to take your virginity now.”

Even with copious amounts of lubricant, the first time the head of the cock slid inside me, I hissed out in pain.  It stung hard, and it was an instantaneous burn which didn’t settle until she stopped moving for several seconds.  With each push forward, the burn returned, but eventually, once she was all inside, it was replaced by an entirely new feeling.  Suddenly, it wasn’t pain that I was feeling, but an immense pleasure, bolts of electricity surging from my prostate throughout my body.  With each thrust into my anus, I felt myself losing control and soon I was begging for her to take me, to fuck me, deeper, harder, begging for it to never end.  I had never used my dick to fuck someone, but I had masturbated, and yeah, sure, it was pleasurable, but this was something else entirely.  This was pure uncontrolled ecstasy.

“You like it?” She panted.  “You like my dick in your pussy?”

“Yes!  Oh god yes Isabella, fuck me!  It’s so good, fucking fuck me harder, harder!”

“I can go all night.  By tomorrow, your ass is going to be bloody and sore, but you’ll still be dreaming of my dick!” She laughed, her hands pressing on my lower back as her dick slammed in and out hard like a jack-hammer.  

She fucked my rectum for a good twenty minutes, until finally I felt her cock explode inside me.  I hadn’t expected to like this experience so much but I found myself questioning the whole concept of sexuality.

“That was beyond my wildest imagination.” I told her as we lay there panting.

“I thought you’d like it, but I made a promise to you, to get rid of your virginity.”

“Well, you have.” I laughed.

“One of them.” She said cryptically, before lifting up a bedside phone and speaking in Spanish.  Minutes later, a pretty, slim girl with dyed blonde hair walked into the room in a tiny pink dress.  “This is Lola, she’s from Brazil and she’s a transsexual too, but she’s had sexual reassignment surgery, so she has a pussy.  You’re gonna fuck her whilst I fuck you.”

“Wow!”

Lola stripped down, revealing her frankly ridiculously oversized tits.  She bent over and kissed me, before presenting her pierced pussy.  “Lick.” She said, and immediately I dived into action, tasting her moist flavour.  She then pushed me backwards, climbing on my erect six inches. 

“Open your mouth.” Isabella ordered, placing her knees on either side of my head and pushing her semi-hard cock against my lips.  “Get me hard again.”

Isabella moved her hips forward and backward as she fucked my mouth, whilst Lola rode my cock.  If there was ever an introduction to sex, this would be it.  The problem was, I wasn’t sure I could hold on much longer; this was all so exciting and it was my first time, I knew I would not last.

Thankfully, Isabella found herself getting erect far faster, and she seemed to sense I couldn’t last.  The moment she was hard, she said something to Lola, who got off me and then lay on her back.  I then moved to fuck her in the missionary position, as Isabella entered my rectum again.

I lasted another minute, if that, and then I popped, pushing a huge amount of pent-up cum inside Lola’s pussy.  Not wasting a second, Lola slid up and presented herself to my mouth, and I knew what was expected of me. 

My induction was still not complete.  Soon after, we were joined in the bedroom by two very handsome, naked muscular men.  Each presented their huge uncut cocks to my mouth, and I took turns sucking them. 

“If you want to be my partner and my sissy, then you must learn to appreciate the male form too.” Isabella explained.  “You will be fucked by my friends, so I expect you to have no hesitation taking cock from me or a man.”

I no longer cared.  All of this was simply far too erotic to pass up, so if I needed to be bisexual, so be it.  Cock in the mouth, cock in the arse, it didn’t matter, it all felt good.  She knew it before I did, I loved cock.

As Isabella popped her nut in my arse once again, one of the men immediately took over, and I was glad of it; there was only one negative feeling about this whole experience and that was the feeling of emptiness when a dick left my anus. 

The men spit roast me, using my body as a toy for their amusement, laughing and joking in Spanish with Isabella as they used me. 

“Do you want more?” Isabella asked me, her seductive accent purring in my ear.  “I can ask more of my men to use you.  I can have them use you all night.  We can have so much fun together.”

“Yes,” I gasped between sucks, “Yes please!”

“You are going to make a wonderful little slut for me.” She purred, kissing my bulging cheek as I sucked on the huge cock in my mouth.

Minutes later, music was playing in the room, and it felt like a party, with men and transsexuals drinking, doing drugs, dancing and fucking.  I was passed around like a ragdoll, used, spanked, and filled, and I loved every single second of it.

“Sex is always so much better if you let go of preconceived notions of right and wrong.” Isabella told me as she held a small spoon of cocaine under my nostril.

As I was fucked and I sucked, I simultaneously watched Isabella fucking a very sexy, muscular man.  He had a body like Zac Efron, and the face to match, but he took her cock like it was his daily bread and butter.  I wondered where all these people had come from, if they were the guards we had been with earlier, or staff.  I also wondered if this was a requirement to be in her employ, to be gay, to take cock.

By the time the sun was beginning to rise, the others had left us, and Isabella and I were sat on her bedroom terrace, watching the sun rise over a distant mountain.  It was a beautiful moment as we sat under a patchwork blanket, cuddled up together in the lingerie. 

“I really enjoyed this.” I told her.  “I had no idea that I was gay.”

“You’re not.  You’re open.” She told me, resting her head on my shoulder.  “I’ve been single for a while, and I don’t like it.  Yes, it’s fun to do this, but it’s also fun to have someone to love.  I hope you can be that person.  You said you felt something when you saw me; well I did too.”

I chuckled.  “Yeah, you felt I was DEA.”

She laughed too, but then sighed.  “No, I knew you weren’t DEA.  I needed to check, but I felt what you felt.  When you know, you know, right?”

“I think so, yeah.”

“And you’re a good fuck.” She mused.  “Like, you’re not boring, you’re loud and exciting. I like that.”

“Well, based on what I’ve done tonight, I’d say you’re an amazing fuck.  You have a huge cock.”

“I know.” She said, grinning.  “I like my cock.” She sighed again, one of contentment.  “Where are you staying?”

“The guys you met tonight, the uncle of one of them.”

“How long have you paid till?”

“Just three nights.  Wasn’t sure if I would stay longer.”

Sitting up, she looked directly into my eyes.  “Will you stay here with me?”

I thought about that, and whilst I definitely wanted to see more of her, I didn’t want to crowd her so that she would get bored of me.  “Tell you what, how about this?  We do a couple of dates, like a normal couple, and then if we get on with each other on a social level, then we move forward.”

Her eyes analysed mine for a moment, trying to check if she could trust me, but she quickly appeared to reach a conclusion and smiled at me.  “Deal.  Let’s do that.” And she followed that up with a long passionate kiss.  “But you’re in no hurry now, right?”

“Oh no, no hurry.  Anyway, I thought you made a promise about my arse?” I joked.

“Still not sore enough?” She laughed. “Oh baby, bend over that rail because I’m going to take you again right now, you whore!”

Getting up, I grabbed hold of the metal rail on the edge of the terrace, putting my legs out wide and thrusting my arse in the air.  Holding my hips tight, I felt her thrust inside me in one go.  The pain of earlier was gone, my anus was now well and truly stretched. 

“Addicted to cock now, huh?” She asked as she panted, the sound of the rhythmic slapping of skin upon skin accompanying her.

“Addicted to your cock.” I replied.

“Addicted to all cock.  One night is all it took to turn you into a dirty little faggot sissy whore, huh?”

“Oh yes!  Yes I am!  Thank you for doing it, Isabella.” I told her, meaning every single word.

“My pleasure, slut.  I can’t believe I met you.  You are so perfect for me.  I wish I could just fuck you non-stop.  I’ve never felt this way about anyone before.”

“Me neither, and please, don’t ever stop fucking me.  Just don’t stop.  I want you inside me forever.”

Watching a sunrise whilst being anally fucked was something truly spectacular.  I couldn’t believe that this sexy transgender woman who was literally slamming her nine-inch cock in and out of me, was some sort of evil cartel head.  She had feelings, emotions, clearly not a sociopath, at least not in the way I had expected. 

“One night.” I mumbled.

“Huh?” She asked.

“One night is all it took to make me fall in love with you.”

She laughed. “I took me about a minute of talking to you.  We are passionate people, Kevin.  Just because I do bad things does not mean I have a heart of stone.” Then she pushed her cock deep inside me and I felt her wrap her arms around my chest. “I’m too tired to fuck you hard.” She told me, kissing my neck.  “Let’s go to bed.”

With some disappointment, I felt her dick slide out of me.  She took my hand and led me to the bed and helped me undress from the corset, and I did the same for her.  She then handed me a short pink silk nightie, lined with lace, and I put it on, as she slid on a dark red one which matched my own.  The feeling of the light, soft silk made my cock swell and I realised that dressing in such items was not only different but pleasurable too. 

As we lay down on the bed, she kissed me and then pushed me to the side, allowing her access to enter me once again.  As she kissed my neck, she made small movements with her hips, her left hand on my cock gently stroking.  Moments later, I felt her warm seed filling me again, which caused a chain reaction, forcing my cock to shoot over her hand.

The kissing stopped and then I heard a steady breath.  She was asleep, her semi-hard cock still buried deep inside me, but that was fine, I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.


Chapter Three

Javier was worried.  In fact, when I arrived back at my flat around one PM, he was camped out on the steps waiting, his fingers on the mobile phone wondering what to do.  Of course, my phone was dead, so he couldn’t reach me, which sucked, but I was too busy having the best night of my life to care.

“Fuck man, you had me so scared!” He gasped as I let him into the apartment.

“Yeah, sorry mate.” I told him, not really all that sorry.

“So what happened?”

“We went back to her place.  On the way back, I su…perfomed oral sex on her.  Then we had a bit of an orgy with her and her friends back at her house.” I was making coffees as I talked, but then I stopped and turned to him.  “I think I love her.”

For a moment, Javier didn’t speak, as if he was contemplating his next words carefully.  Then slowly, he said, “You know, there is a rumour that she is really transsexual?”

I could tell from the look on his face that he didn’t know whether or not to believe that rumour.  I had spoken to Isabella about this, about how much people knew, and she told me that she never hid it from anyone.  “If someone asks, I tell them.  I’m not embarrassed of who I am.”

“She is.” I said, trying to make it sound as normal as possible.

“Erm, pre or post?” Javier asked next.

“Pre.”

“So you sucked her, erm, dick?” He asked, referring to my previous comment.

“Yes, I did.  She’s a top.  And no, I didn’t know I would like it until I did it.  But regardless of what she has down there, she is the most interesting and sexy woman I’ve ever met.”

I might have been getting a little emotional, as Javier raised his hands.  “Man, I’m not judging.  I’ve been with pre-op transsexual girls.  It’s all good.”

“Oh, right, okay.”

“Regardless if she’s a dude or what, I don’t care.” He said.  “What I do care about is your safety, and the safety of my family.  I know people who work for her.  I know people who crossed her, and man, they’re gone.  No-one knows if they were murdered or what, but they’re gone.  Hell, even the Mexicans are cautious around her.  The story is that when her dad died and she took over the business, the Caborca cartel thought they could show her who was in charge, thinking she was gonna be a walkover.  Like, she’s a kid, right?  Anyway, unbeknownst to the Caborca heads when they visited, she had already done away with their security.  She then personally skinned them alive, before cutting off their heads and sending them on to the Sinaloa cartel, saying she was open to a new contract with them.”

I had to admit, that sounded pretty scary, and whilst my heart didn’t want to believe that story, my head said otherwise.  I felt my stomach growl a little, but it wasn’t from hunger. 

“Listen man,” Javier continued.  “Find a way to get out of this, because if shit goes wrong, I don’t want you getting hurt.”

Nodding, I sighed, sipping on the coffee I had just made.  “The thing is, last night was just so amazing.  We connected on a whole different level, and this wasn’t just a fling.  We already told each other that we were in love.”

Javier sighed and waved his hands animatedly.  “I get it, the heart wants what the heart wants.  Maybe you can tame her.  Maybe you can talk sense into her.  Who knows?”

We spent the next half hour chatting about Isabella, my night, and the future, then I let him leave so that I could prepare for my date tonight.  We agreed with Isabella that a proper date was in order, which meant dinner and dancing.  She would be picking me up at eight, which gave me a few hours of sightseeing. 

After a shower and a change of clothes, as well as a quick wank, I stepped out into the sunny street and walked right into Rodrigo, one of Isabella’s bodyguards, and one of the men to fuck me the night before.  He was dressed in a beige flannel short-sleeve shirt and jeans.

“Miss Isabella sent me to escort you.” Rodrigo told me, although there was no menace to his voice.  “I’m to not only make sure you are safe, but also show you around, tell you about the places.”

I had to admit, it would be nice to have a guide, and Rodrigo was young, maybe only a few years older than me.  “Sure, thanks!” I told him.  “Lead the way.”

We started our tour at Plaza Botero, where we admired the chubby sculptures of Fernando Botero, a famous Colombian artist. Rodrigo told me that rubbing the statues would bring me luck and love, so I did as he said. He also explained the history and culture of Medellin, how it had transformed from a violent and chaotic city to a vibrant and innovative one. He pointed out the Palace of Culture, the Museum of Antioquia, and the Metrocable that connected the different neighbourhoods.

We then took the Metrocable to Parque Arví, a vast nature reserve and an archaeological site. We enjoyed the stunning views of the city and the mountains as we soared over them. We hiked along some of the trails, saw some birds and butterflies, and visited a small market where we bought some snacks and souvenirs. Rodrigo told me that Parque Arví was a symbol of Medellin’s social and environmental progress, as it provided recreation and education for the residents and visitors alike.

After Parque Arví, we headed to Comuna 13, a former slum that had become a colourful and artistic community. We walked along the graffiti walls that depicted the stories and struggles of the people who lived there. We also rode the escalators that had replaced the steep stairs, making it easier for people to access their homes and businesses. Rodrigo introduced me to some of his friends who were local artists and activists. They showed me their work and invited me to join them in a dance workshop. I had a lot of fun learning some salsa moves and feeling the energy and spirit of Comuna 13.

We ended our day at Poblado, a trendy and lively area where many bars, restaurants, and clubs were located.  Waiting at a picturesque restaurant was Isabella, her black hair perfectly styled, with a slight curl at the front where she had placed a flower.  She wore a tight shoulderless red dress, adorned by ruffles over her bosom.

Isabella stood as we approached and her smile radiated her face.  What I saw melted my heart; she was clearly smitten and the moment she saw me made me realise that there was no way I could choose to break-up with this woman, I wanted her far too much, and she me. 

We kissed on each cheek, and as I sat down, she thanked Rodrigo for looking after me.  I also thanked him, before he disappeared over to the bar where he shook hands with another member of Isabella’s security detail.  Looking around, I realised she had asked them to remain inconspicuous and for a moment I wondered if she had hired the entire restaurant, but then given the way some of the locals were trying not to look at her, it became clear she hadn’t.

“So how was your day?” She asked me, exposing her perfect teeth as she grinned.

“Amazing.  This city is gorgeous.” I told her.

“It’s a lot better now.” She agreed.  “There was a time, when I was a baby, when you would not say as much.”

I looked down at the table, wondering if I should ask why she propagated the biggest problem this country faced, but she could read me well enough without having to ask.

“If it isn’t me, it’s someone else.  There is another cartel here, in this region.  If I was not in charge, he would take over and it would be back to how it was.  I signed peace with him, and as part of that treaty we agreed to give back to the community.  It’s time we were respected, not feared.” She paused, analysing me to see if I believed her.  I wanted to, but I also wanted to know at what part that line was crossed.  From the looks of the people in the restaurant, she was still feared, and stories like the ones Javier told me appeared to confirm that.  “Okay, look,” she began, “in Japan, there are crime families called the Yakuza.  They created an honour system, a set of rules which first and foremost state do no harm to innocents, and to always give back to the community.  It is very easy to let power go to your head and try to be ruler, but it is a good way to get yourself killed, too.  When I became leader, I sat down with the cartel heads and declared peace and security from our side.  I told them of my plans, and the percentage of my earnings which would be put back into the community.  I want Colombia to be a place everyone wants to visit, and to feel safe.”

She looked at the restaurant, at the people around us, then back at me.  “I promise you, I am not a bad person.  I do things which are maybe illegal, but look at America now.  Marijuana was illegal for so long; people were put in jail for decades for a small amount, and now look; it’s legal in most places.  Okay, cocaine is not marijuana, but do I think it’ll be illegal forever?  No.  Times change, people change, and one day people will look back at me and say I wasn’t so bad.”

She was right in some way, but at the same time, the story I had heard…  “I am not judging you.” I told her.  “I did, to an extent, but I made a decision that I loved you too much already to let you go.” She smiled and her eyes watered a little, but I continued.  “But I heard a story.  I won’t go into the details because they are incriminating and I don’t want anyone listening to abuse that, but I will just ask you right now, is it true or not?” Then with a deep breath, I said, “Mexico.”

“True.” She said without hesitation.  “I do not and will not harm innocents.  They were not innocents and a message had to be sent.  Without that message, I probably would be dead by now.”

“Then that is all I need to hear.” I told her.

From the look on her face, she misconstrued my response and thought I was using that as an excuse to leave her.  “I can’t change the past…”

“Stop.  I’m not leaving you.  I just needed to see if you would tell me the truth.  I love you.  I’m not going anywhere.”

She leaned over the table and I met her halfway.  We kissed and as we broke away, a waiter was waiting for us.  “Do you trust me to order?” She asked.

“Of course!”

“Excellent.” She then rattled off in Spanish to the waiter, who stood there nervously taking notes in detail. 

As Isabella talked to the man, I looked around the restaurant.  It was lively, colourful, with traditional music playing at a nice volume, but the lively atmosphere was not replicated amongst the customers, who instead sat quietly, nervously drinking and eating.  I realised that some were worried about angering Isabella, and some were worried about being in a restaurant with a mob boss, in other words, worried about hits or retribution.  In fact, the only people who were enjoying themselves were the guards or the foreign tourists who had no idea of who Isabella was.

In a way, I felt guilty for ruining the night of those around us, and once Isabella was done ordering, I made a point of telling her that.

“I can’t force them to have fun.” She told me.

“I know, but maybe we can say or do something to relax them?” I suggested, although I wasn’t sure what.

Isabella gave that some thought, and then called over to the waiter.  She said something to him and he smiled before bowing politely and running back over to the bar.  “I told him to give everybody a cocktail.  Once everyone has a drink, I’ll make a toast.”

Moments later, everyone had a drink in their hands, looking confused.  Isabella stood and began a speech in Spanish.  After a few moments, the people in the bar laughed, then applauded.  She then switched to English.  “And for our English speakers, those who know of me, and those who don’t.  Colombia has a bad reputation, but it is a country filled with warm, friendly people. I personally want to assure you all, that I want this country to be a popular tourist destination, a place you can bring your families.  The people of Medellin are my family, and we look after them as such, which is why I give back what I can to the community.  I am not Pablo Escobar.  He did many good things for our city, but for every one good thing, he did ten bad.  I will not do this.  I do not want violence and crime here, but peace and happiness.  So please, enjoy your drinks, enjoy your meals, and warmly embrace the Colombian party atmosphere.  You are all welcome here!”

Everyone clapped and soon the place seemed far more relaxed and lively. “Is that what you said in Spanish?” I asked her.

“Why do you come to a Spanish speaking country and don’t speak a word of Spanish?” She laughed.

“Ah, well, I have a thing…” I told her, cryptically.

“A thing?”

“Yes…” Then leaning forward, I said, “I failed every single language class I took at school.  I am useless with languages.”

“That’s not a thing.  That’s the opposite of a thing.”

“I try to put a positive spin on things.” I said, making her laugh.  “So what did you say?”

She leaned forward, then signalled for me to lean forward and she whispered, “I said; start having a good time or I will skin you all alive.” She looked at my eyes and deadpan expression.  “Start learning Spanish and then I’ll tell you what I really said.”

“Spoilsport.”

The dinner was lovely, and after we walked around before going to a bar and having a few drinks.  Of course, once again people mumbled nervously around us, but I decided not to pressure Isabella into any speeches. 

“Show me your apartment.” She told me.

“It’s hardly my apartment, just something I’m renting.”

“Okay, but show me.” She said, stopping outside my building.  In fact, I didn’t even recognise we had been walking in that direction.

I let her in, showing her the tiny little place, and that was when I realised she had a motive for getting me to go there.  On top of my backpack was a large plain white paper bag.  Somebody had broken into my place on her behalf to leave me a gift.  Opening the bag, I found a tonne of lingerie, panties, bras, corsets, nighties, stockings and so on. 

“I’m sorry, but I took the liberty of throwing out your old male underwear in favour of this.” She said, grinning.

I grabbed her, kissing her passionately.  “Thank you Isabella!  It’s lovely!”

“Wow, I honestly thought you’d be mad.  You really don’t mind being a sissy for me?”

“I told you I would gladly do it for you.  Isabella, I love you.”

“I love you too, Kevin.  Now, wanna try it some stuff on?”

“Will you fuck me in it?” I asked with a coy voice.

“Maybe.” She replied, equally coy.

Soon enough, I was dressed up in a red and black satin basque corset with seamed stockings.  Isabella pulled out a scarlet lipstick and applied it to my lips.  “Oh thank you darling.” I joked before kissing her.

She had stripped down to the red lingerie she was wearing, rubbing her cock.  “Now let’s see you smudge that lipstick on my cock.” She purred, pushing on my shoulders. 

I dropped to my knees yet kept my eyes on hers, letting the huge fat cock slip between my painted lips.  Just twenty-four hours ago, I’d never imagined tasting another cock, and here I was, desperate for hers. 

Once she was fully erect and ready to go, she pushed me onto my bed, back first, and raised my legs into the air.  Then, pushing against my unlubricated anus, I felt the familiar burn of being fucked, our eyes constantly engaged with one-another. 

“I love you.” I told her.

“I love you so much, baby.” She grinned, pushing ever forwards slowly, her long fat dong sliding inside of me.  “You love my dick, don’t you honey?”

“Oh my god, yes!  You’ve turned me.  You’ve made me a cock-hungry whore!” I gushed.

“Hungry for mine.”

She was right. Every touch of her dick inside me sent shockwaves through me, but combine that with her perfect modelesque stature, and amazing female look, and I found myself willing to be or do anything for her.  I was hungry for her, and hungry for her cock.

Isabella ended up spending the night with me.  I suggested we could go back to her place, but she told me she didn’t want to waste one single moment, instead choosing to sleep next to me.  Given the late night we had the night before, we fucked until after midnight but then slept after.  We fell asleep in each other’s arms.


Chapter Four

The door buzzer sounded at around nine.  I bolted upright to find the other side of the bed empty, but the sound of the shower running.  I ran to the door, for a moment forgetting I was still wearing the lingerie and was about to open it when I remembered that I had a top cartel boss in my apartment and just opening a door was not a good idea.  And as I remembered that, I looked down at myself in the red and black lingerie and frowned.

“Who is it?” I asked.  I assumed it was one of the guards who had been watching us all night, but it turned out to be Javier.

“It’s me.  Open up, I brought breakfast.” He said through the door.

“I’m not dressed.” I told him.

“Then I’ll wait.”

I sighed and rolled my eyes, and then opened the door a crack, leaning over.  “Give me five minutes.”

His eyes were wide as he looked inside, but then he said, “You might as well just let me in now man.”

“Why?” I asked him.

“There’s a mirror over there, I can already see what you’re wearing.”

Sure enough, there was a long mirror perfectly placed which essentially showed him everything.  Sighing again, I pulled open the door and let him in.  He looked me up and down, then smiled.  “Cute outfit.  You might wanna throw some panties on though.  Nobody wanna see your dong, mano.”

“Fuck you.” I mumbled as he chuckled.

“I’ll make coffee.”

“Three.  Isabella will want one too.”

“Isabella’s here?” He asked in a hushed tone.

“Who did you think?  Hell, why did you think I was dressed like this?”

He shrugged.  “I don’t know what you like to do in your private time!  I should go.”

But as he said that, Isabella walked out wearing a pink satin robe, one which she had given to me in the bag, and drying her long-wet hair.  “No need to leave on my account.” She said, then walked over to me, kissing me on the lips.  “Morning baby.”

“Morning honey.” I said.  “Javier was just about to make coffee, and he brought breakfast.  I’ll go take a shower.”

“Just put some panties on and shower later.” She said, then spanked my naked backside.  Turning back to Javier she said, “He needs to shave his body though.”

“He’s not so hairy.”

“No, but still.  I like my sissies smooth.” She purred.  “So, you’re the guy who has been telling my amore all the horrible things I’ve done?”

With wide eyes, Javier backed up a bit, raising his hands in the air.  “No, I, he asked, I didn’t want to, it’s just rumours, it’s probably all bullshit.”

“It’s not bullshit, and chill, I’m not angry.  He had to find out somehow, better from you than from me.  But I’m not a horrible person, Javier.  I want to do good things.  I inherited a throne of thorns, and I need to learn how to make it comfortable.” I heard her say.  Then she switched to Spanish and said something else, but it didn’t sound angry and Javier seemed more relaxed when I entered the room after finding the matching thong.  “Tell me, Javier,” Isabella began, “You ever had a threesome with two hot trannies?” She grinned.

“No.” He mumbled.  “I’ve been with one though.”

Isabella looked at me, chewing on her bottom lip.  “Wanna try now?”

I coughed.  This was a guy I called a friend, I wasn’t sure if that would be a good idea, but to my surprise, Javier grinned and began stripping off his t-shirt.  “Yes please!” He gushed, ready to go.

“Really?” I asked.

“Hell yeah?  I get to fuck your ass!” He laughed.

I hadn’t expected Javier to be bisexual but strangely, I wasn’t turned off about getting into bed with my new friend.  What did surprise me was his eagerness to kiss me.  As soon as he was naked, his lips were on mine.

The three of us made our way to the bedroom and fell in a heap on the soft bed, each kissing one-another.  Then, I slid down Javier’s muscular body and took his long, slight crooked cock into my mouth.  I felt his hand on my head, gently stroking my hair as he moaned into Isabella’s mouth.  Then I felt shuffling, as Isabella presented her cock to him.  I looked up in time to see Javier eagerly take it into his mouth, no hesitation, and it was clear he had sucked cock before. 

Eventually, I was told to get on my back.  Javier held my legs in the air and aimed his cock at my hole.  I wondered if condoms were a rarity or something, because so far I’d been filled with so much cum that I was surprised I wasn’t shitting it for the past few days. Still, once he was inside me, I was grateful for the natural feeling of warm skin.  Behind him, Isabella lined up with his anus.  I watched his eyelids flutter as the huge cock entered him, and felt his penis swell inside me.  Moments later, both were moving.

“Oh, yes, fuck me.” I gasped, feeling how Isabella was slamming into him, forcing him to slam into me.  It was glorious symphony of movement.  I couldn’t imagine using my cock, just taking it, that was best, that was what felt good, especially dressed as I was. 

“Your cock is so big.” Javier said to Isabella.  “It’s amazing.” Then turning to me.  “You’re so sexy in the pretty underwear.  I’m glad we can play like this.”

“Me too, Javier!”

“Just remember that he is my little slut.” Isabella purred. 

“Yes Ma’am.” Javier replied obediently.

Javier didn’t last long, climaxing inside of me.  As he did so, Isabella pulled out and offered me the chance to fuck my friend, and for a moment, I considered saying no, but then the man in me changed my mind and soon enough, I was ramming my rod in and out of Javier’s butt.  He cried and begged for more, deeper, and behind me, I felt Isabella lining up to take me too, increasing my excitement.  It took just three thrusts of Isabella’s huge cock to make me spurt inside Javier’s colon, but I loved every short moment.

We collapsed on the bed, kissing, then Isabella made us get down and suck her cock to climax.  With two mouths, we made short work of the task, causing Isabella to cum within minutes. 

“So?” Javier asked me, “No more cis women?  Just cock now?”

I nodded.  “I can’t imagine fucking a pussy.  Cock is so much better.”

Javier smiled and kissed me.  “I’ve been bisexual for as long as I can remember.  But lately, yes, I prefer the company of men.”

“Well,” Said Isabella, “You should come to my hacienda.  All the men fuck like crazy.  Basically, anything goes there.”

For a moment, I saw Javier torn between getting further involved with Isabella and her cartel, and the idea of crazy sex parties, but in the end, his horniness won out.  “I’d love to.”

I had hoped to spend the day with Isabella, but unfortunately, she was called away on business.  Javier had to get to work at his father’s supermarket.  Isabella asked me what my plans were.  “You should come to my hacienda and chill there.  You can play around, have some fun, get that sexy ass fucked again.” She said, grabbing my arse cheek.

“Later, sure.  I might get something to eat, walk around.” I told her.

“Need Rodrigo to watch over you?” She asked me.

“No, I’ll stay in the centre.  I’ll call him when I need picking up.”

“Okay, be safe.” She kissed my lips before leaving.  “Love you.”

“Love you too.”

And with the door shut, I was left with Javier, who still had a few minutes.  He was still naked on the bed and was looking up at me expectantly as he rubbed his cock.  With a grin, I dived onto the bed and placed my lips on his, as his arms wrapped around me.  “Fuck me stud.” I told him.

After Javier left, I showered and changed into another set of lingerie, pink fishnet stockings, pink Brazilian cut lace panties, and a matching pink midriff bralette.  Over that, I put on beige flannel trousers and a polo-shirt, before heading out to get some lunch.

It seemed I was earlier than everyone else for lunch, as most of the restaurants were fairly empty.  I selected one with a nice view of a square and ordered something light, as well as a beer.

“Make that two.” Said an American voice, as a man in his late thirties with blonde hair, wearing shorts and a short-sleeve Hawaiian shirt, sat down opposite me.  “Hey Kevin, how are you?”

I smiled at the man and shook my head.  “No, I don’t know anything.  No, I’m not willing to help.  Yes, I know what you suspect she does.  No, I’m not going to say it.  Yes, I know you’ve been following me around trying to find out who I am and why I’m hanging around with her.  Yes, I know how worried my parents would be.”

The man grinned at me, then took off the Ray-bans he was wearing.  “I just wanted a beer with a fellow English speaker.”

“If you can call what you speak English.” I retorted.

“Touche.”

“You’re DEA, right?” I asked.

He was silent for a moment, then said, “Right.” As the beer bottles were placed down in front of us.  He picked his up and raised it in a cheers motion.  I picked mine up and he clinked the neck of his against mine. “She’s a good-looking girl, I give you that.” He admitted.

“Transgender girl, you wanted to say.” I firmly believed they already knew all this.

“Whatever floats your boat.” He replied. Then he leaned back in his chair.  “You seem like a nice kid.  I know why you’re here, and I know how you two met.  I know why you’re doing what you’re doing, and I get it.  It doesn’t change the fact that she’s not working for the bad guys, she is the bad guy.  She kills people, man.”

I raised my eyebrows as if surprised, but then said, “Did she kill anyone innocent?”

“She killed cops.” He told me.

“You didn’t answer my question.  You and I both know the cops in this country are sometimes far from innocent.”

Again, the agent was silent for a moment, then he leaned forward.  “You didn’t believe that speech in the restaurant the other night?”

“I did.”

“If she wanted to turn things around, she’d stop doing what she’s doing.”

“Have you ever spoken to her?” I asked him.  His silence was all I needed.  “Look, we know the history, we know the problems, but look around.  Is this Escobar’s time?  No.  Would you agree that things are getting better?”

He sighed and shook his head, but then said, “Sure.  And what?”

“You have an opioid crisis in the US, propagated by your own shitty healthcare industry, and yet you need to get involved here, where you are creating more problems.  Maybe, instead of putting her in the same bag with everyone else, you learn how to turn this all to your advantage.” As I said this, my food arrived.  “Now, if you don’t mind, I’d like to eat in silence and soak in the culture.”

He took a long gulp of beer, swallowing it, then threw a business card in front of me.  “Thanks for the beer.  I’ll be in touch.”

“Don’t bother.”

The moment he was gone, I took out my phone and called Isabella.  I knew full well they were likely listening in on my call somehow, so I chose my words carefully.

“Hi honey,” I said, “Listen, an American gentleman from US law enforcement just stopped by my table at the restaurant to have a beer with me.  The man seems awfully confused as to who you are,  so I sent him on his way.”

Down the line, I could hear chuckling, and then in a seductive voice she said, “And you continue to prove to me why I love you.  Don’t worry my love, these simpletons will continue to harass us, but they don’t know the truth.  Be strong, and I’ll see you later today.”

After the call ended, I went back to my food, but ten minutes later, a Range Rover pulled up and Rodrigo jumped out.  I stood as he approached, and he took my hand, pulling me in for a manly hug.  “You okay man?” He asked.

“Yeah.  Amazing how cliché the meeting was.  Fuck, the guy was pure cliché.” I laughed.

“Did he give a name?” He asked. I slid the DEA card across, revealing the name, Jack Pawlowski.  “He gave you a visit card?” Rodrigo asked.  “That’s interesting.”

“Why?”

“They don’t usually hand them out.  This is a message.  What exactly did you say to him?”

I was a little nervous, wondering if I had done something wrong after-all.  I relayed almost word for word the conversation I had with the agent, and in the end, Rodrigo sat back, contemplating.  Finally, he clicked his fingers.  “This card wasn’t for you, it was for Isabella.  He wants to talk to her.”

“Oh.  Would she want to talk to him?”

“Depends on what he has to say.  She needs to be very careful though; she can’t be seen to be in bed with the authorities, especially not the Yankees.  Leave this with me.”

“Should I be concerned?” I asked, wondering if Isabella would feel I overstepped my mark.

Rodrigo immediately gave me a disarming look.  “No man, not at all.  You did well, especially given who you are.  She’ll be really happy.  She loves you man!  I mean, she can’t stop talking about you.  Maybe though, I don’t know, talk to her, maybe calm her down a bit.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, maybe she doesn’t need to keep talking about you.  I get it, she’s in love, and the DEA talking to you, sure, but a corrupt cop working for Cali?  That would be worse.”

Nodding, I understood.  He didn’t want me to be used as a bargaining chip. “I’ll speak to her.”

I drove with Rodrigo back to my apartment to pick-up a few things.  Whilst we were there, Rodrigo pushed me against a wall and placed his lips on mine.  My hands dropped to his crotch, quickly unbuckling his belt and dropping his pants, rubbing his lovely cock to strength.  Spinning me around, he pulled my pants down, revealing the sexy lingerie I was wearing.  With a growl, he pulled my panties to the side and pushed his hard shaft inside me in one go, eliciting a yelp from me.  He was horny and this clearly wasn’t a slow love-making session, he had one simple goal, to use me as a receptacle for his hot cum, and that was fine by me.

I couldn’t believe that in just a few short days I had gone from straight virgin to gay fuck toy, but I didn’t regret it in the slightest.  Regardless of my attraction to Rodrigo physically, I was enjoying the feeling of being such a dirty slut, and I wondered just how much deeper I could go.

After grabbing my toiletries and a selection of lingerie, we headed to Rodrigo’s car and drove to the hacienda.  We chatted about this and that as we drove, but as we neared Rodrigo informed me that Isabella had left specific instructions as to how she wanted me to dress.  Once we arrived, I was taken to the bedroom, where I found a luxurious pink satin sissy maid dress, trimmed with thick white lace and plenty of ruffles.  With it was a long platinum blonde wig, and very high-heeled pink Mary-Jane shoes, also trimmed with white lace.

“Go have a bath, and Lola will join you to shave your body.” Rodrigo told me, kissing me briefly.

The bath was already ready, full of bubbles, and Lola was waiting for me inside.  We bathed together in the large bath.  She shaved me all over, and then I was lucky enough to lick her pussy, something I enjoyed but found myself preferring to suck cock.  I then fucked her, which again, was fun, but I preferred to be the one being fucked.  I guessed that made me really gay, which once I admitted to this to myself, I felt a buzz throughout my body.

Everything fit perfectly when I put it on, with Lola helping me with the sexy white lingerie and my make-up, as well as styling my wig.  She even gave me advice as to how to walk in the shoes.  “Not that you’ll do much walking.” Lola giggled.

I’d soon find out why.  She led me through to a large sitting room where more than a dozen guys were sat chatting or making out.  The moment I walked in, they began cat-calling and whistling, and soon enough, I felt their hands all over my body. 

“Miss Isabella has left strict instructions for you to take good care of all her friends.” Lola told me.  “You are not to let a drop of their cum go to waste.”

I scanned the room with my eyes, as more men entered from the doorway.  No, not a dozen, two dozen or more.  Each of these horny men were gonna fuck me like the slut I was.  I grinned.  “Oh, I think I can fulfil those orders.” I said, bending down at a coffee table where some cocaine was prepared.  I sniffed the lines down, then said, “Okay boys, come rape me.”

For the next several hours, the boys used and abused me in any way they saw fit, which included choking me on their cocks, spanking me, fucking me, and fisting me.  I had become a slut in the truest sense of the word and I didn’t regret it. 

When Isabella finally arrived home, she stripped down without a hello and jumped into the fray.  The others made way and pulled out of me in order to allow her stiff shaft to enter my cum-filled backside.  The party continued well into the night.  Those who couldn’t get it up again took a Viagra to keep going, and my arsehole became a permanent receptacle for cum. 

Finally, Isabella and I headed to bed where we made love one last time. 

“You did well today.” She told me, and for a moment I thought she was referring to being fucked, but she clarified.  “Rodrigo told me what happened with the DEA agent.  Maybe you have opened up a channel we never had.  We’ll see.”

“Thank you, Miss Isabella.” I grinned.

“You don’t need to call me Miss.” She laughed.

“I do when I look at you like I do now.  A gorgeous picture of dominance.”

“Mmm, Mistress huh?  I like it, but I like being your girlfriend too.”

“Which reminds me.  Rodrigo mentioned you talk about me a lot.  He’s a little worried someone might take advantage of that.”

She rolled her eyes but then nodded. “Ay, yes, a girl in love.  I know, I know.  I’ll try to calm down.”

“Don’t blame Rodrigo please.  He’s just looking after your interests.”

“I know.  He’s a good man.”

“And a good fuck.” I laughed.

“Mmm, yes he is.” She said, kissing me softly.  “So are you.  Anyway, sleep, you have a long day tomorrow.”

This was news to me.  “I do?”

“Yes, you will be their toy the whole day again.  And they invited friends.  Fifty men will fuck you all day long.”

My eyes widened.  “Fifty!”

“Yes, fifty.  And the day after, it’ll be a hundred.”

“But why?”

“Because I want you to understand who you are.  My sissy slut.”


Chapter Five

In the weeks that followed, Isabella and I became ever closer.  I moved in with her and watched as she changed my wardrobe to that of a sissy, disposing of my clothes along the way.  Of course, there were times when she wanted a normal date, but for her, that meant dressing me as a woman and going out as girlfriends.

Over time, she began handing me her hormone tablets and we took them together.  At first, I was slightly concerned over the definitiveness of such a change but I reasoned that I entered into this fully aware that this might be the direction she would want me to go.  Anyway, as she pointed out to me, hormones took ages to work, if they worked at all. 

The orgies and sex parties were frequent.  Not daily, but a few times per week, but that worked for me as I was fully embracing the lifestyle of a sissy slut.  I thought that as a sissy I’d be required to clean and such like, but Isabella made it very clear to me that I was hers, which meant that she would pamper me.  In fact, her idea of sissification was a little different than what I had been expecting; thinking that I was entering into a BDSM relationship, whereas what Isabella wanted was a prim little sissy girlfriend to dress-up and play with.  I was essentially her Barbie doll, which was fine by me.  I was showered with gifts, given all the nicest, cutest clothes, and treated like a princess.

Eventually though, I would need to see the business side of Isabella.  For the past couple of weeks, there had been talk of a man people were calling Parasito, or Parasite.  In the broken Spanish I was picking up, he was allegedly a negotiator with a distribution partner in Peru.  From Peru, they had ways to get the drugs into South East Asia and Australia.  However, Isabella was getting increasingly dissatisfied with Parasito, to the point that her distain for him worsened by the day.  I had no idea what Parasito had done, but he appeared to be in big trouble.

Then came the day when Parasito arrived at the camp.  He was a skinny, rat-faced man with a fat moustache, and from the outset he looked shifty or nervous.  When he arrived, he was all smiles for Isabella, but she did not show him such curtesy. 

We were stood outside in the grounds.  It was a hot day but blustery, causing the dust to fly into the air in gusts.  I sat on the porch of the hacienda in a highly puffy tulle sissy dress, watching the skinny man explaining himself in Spanish.  So far, Isabella hadn’t said a word, but I knew her well enough now to sense her rage building.

Psychologically, I thought I had prepared myself for seeing her at her worst, but as I watched her pounce on the man beating the living shit out of him, before dragging him by the hair to an outbuilding around the back, I felt my stomach lurch.  I knew I should’ve stayed where I was, but I needed to see what she was capable of doing. 

I followed from behind at a distance.  I’d never been in the building, but it wasn’t so big, maybe twenty square metres, but it was sparse, covered in white tile, and with a drain in the middle of the floor.   It looked like something for killing livestock, but I knew what it was really for.

I watched from the doorway as the man tried to get up, tried to fight back, but Isabella was too fast and too strong.  Finally beaten and exhausted, the man stayed on his knees, begging for his life. 

Suddenly, I felt eyes on me.  Isabella was looking right at me, then she began to grin at me.  She said something to one of the men with her and he handed her a strange type of knife.  I knew what I was about to see and I knew I shouldn’t see it, but I couldn’t tear myself away from it.  Once again, she looked at me, daring me to watch.  And then, to blood-curdling screams, I watched as Isabella made fast work with the knife, skinning the man alive before slitting his throat.

Isabella was covered in blood as she handed the knife back.  She then walked over to me and placed bloodied hands on my face as she kissed me.  “This is what happens to those who betray me.  This man was no innocent, he stole from me and my friends.” She explained.  “Come, let’s go shower together, and then I want to make love.  I’m horny.”

As we showered, my body trembled from the horror I had just witnessed.  My stomach lurched as flashbacks of the blood-curdling screams from the man penetrated my mind.  And yet, even though what I had just witnessed was the most horrific thing I had ever seen, I found myself wrapping my hands around Isabella with a pained urgency, a need to hold and kiss her greater than I had ever had.  I’m not sure why, but rather than lessening my view of Isabella, I found myself respecting her more, wanting her more.

“You were so sexy!” I told her as we kissed.

“You don’t hate me?” She whispered, desperation in her kisses under that flowing hot water. 

“No.  It was horrific, but now I know you better.”

She spun me around, pressing my hands against the wall as her erection pushed into me; an erection she’d had since the moment she picked up that knife, the moment she knew what she would do.  Yes, she hated what she had to do, but at the same time, she recognised the sadistic elation she felt whilst doing it.

Normally, Isabella liked to take her time with me, allowing me to enjoy the feelings of he penis penetrating me, but not this time.  This time, she wanted to cum.  So once she was completely inside me, she fucked hard and fast, teeth gritted with determination.  I held onto that wall, palms flat as she rammed in and out, the sound of rhythmic slapping made that much louder by the wetness of my backside and the echo of the bathroom.  The harder she fucked, the harder I had to press against the wall, until finally, with an almighty roar, she let loose inside my bowels, flooding me with her hot sticky goo.

I felt her head on my shoulder as she held me, panting.  “Thank you.” She breathed, slowly pulling out of me. 

Instinctively, I dropped to my knees and sucked her clean.  Her eyes sparkled with delight at doing such a task without prompting, and just like that, her tough exterior was gone, replaced with one of true love.

She reached down, pulling me to my feet and once again we kissed, this time, it was appreciation and love from her side.

“I’m sorry you had to see that.” She told me after.  “I’m sorry it needed to be done.”

“I needed to see it sooner or later.” I reasoned, but she shook her head, grimacing.

“No, I don’t like having to deal with people like that, but the corruptible will always be corrupted, and that’s a shame.  I have tried to create an environment where my people understand that they will be well looked-after if they treat me right.  You see it, right?” She asked and I nodded.  “I try to treat people as equals, try to make them rich, and all I ask in return is that we try to do things right.” She sighed and turned to look out of the window. I knew not to speak, this was her moment to allow the remaining adrenaline to leave her.

Whilst it was impossible to tell that she had once been male from her looks, I wondered how much her testosterone still drove her, if at all.  One thing was very clear, she was skilled.  The way she moved that knife, the speed of her movements, how she almost danced with it, showed that she had trained for years towards that sort of perfection.

“Can I come with you to the gym sometimes?” I asked her.

She turned to look at me and then grinned, nodding.  “Of course.  I’d love that.”

“I guess I need to learn how to stretch properly more than anything.” I said, remembering seeing her once doing stretching outside in her bikini.  She could literally do the splits with ease.

“It takes time, but everything can be learned.” She said, cuddling up to me under the covers of the bed.  Then her eyes found mine again, and I could see concern in them. “Are you sure you don’t hate me now?”

“I’m sure.” I smiled, kissing her cheek.  “If anything, I find you more attractive.”

“A little fucked up, but thank you.” She told me, allowing a momentary smile. “There maybe retribution for his death, or rather, people might ask how we found out.”

“How did you find out?” I asked her.

She allowed a wry smile.  “Remember your American friend?”

I did, but he was no friend.  “Urgh.”

“Yeah, well, we have been cooperating somewhat. I gave him some information about Cali, he gave me some information.”

“Then I think it is Cali we should be worried about, no?”

She sighed, then shook her head. “No, Cali won’t do anything about this.  The Peruvians might though.  It might not be safe for you here.”

I reached down under the blanket and grabbed her warm, soft, fat dick, massaging it slowly, almost absentmindedly.  “I won’t leave you alone here.  I love you.  I’m your partner.” I told her.

Once more, she sighed, this time for a different reason.  Her head turned to face me as I began to increase the intensity of my movements up and down her stiffening penis.  I felt her hand rub my back through the pink satin mini-robe I had on.  “I love you.” She whispered.

“I love you too.” I told her, before pushing the covers down and swallowing her dick in one go.

“You’re such a great cocksucker.” She purred, her hand massaging my scalp as I bobbed up and down. I loved hearing that from her, but most of all, I loved doing it.  Weirdly, we could have a quiet night watching a movie, and I could spend an hour just sucking her off.  In fact, just having her cock in my mouth made me feel warm and giddy inside.  Only one thing beat it…

Raising my mouth from her firm nine-inches, I climbed over her and stared into her gorgeous greenish-brown eyes as I lowered my anus down on her.  With my hands gently resting below her boobs, I gently rocked and raised my hips, slowly allowing myself to enjoy every piece of that huge dick inside me.  With each movement, my excitement grew, to the point where I could no longer keep my eyes open.  We panted and moaned in unison as we enjoyed each other’s body.  Her hands reaching up to cup the small amount of breast growth I was experiencing, something she told me was happening far faster for me than her.  Sure, it was barely an A-cup, but it was fast, which theoretically meant my breasts would grow bigger, naturally.

Her hands grabbed my smooth buttocks.  “Oh Isabella, I love you.”

“Oh I love you so much, Kiti.” We had agreed that Kevin was a little too male.  She began calling me Kiti and it kind of stuck. 

As I rocked back and forth on her, she sat up on her elbows.  I knew what she wanted, so I leaned over, pressing my lips on hers.  Our tongues danced, our lips mashed, as the passion of our love-making increased.  This wasn’t any sort of fast fucking, this was slow, engaged feeling, a connection between us which proved we could transcend any obstacle.  I wanted to show her that I hadn’t lost any love for her over what she had done, if anything, I loved her more.

I held her head to my left breast, feeling her sucking on my sensitive nipples.  Something tickled as it dripped down me, and I realised she was crying; but I knew this wasn’t sadness, rather it was the happiness of finding someone who understood her, and cared.  “I’m gonna cum.” I told her.  The pressure of our bodies pressing together, her lips on my nipple, and her huge dick sliding in and out of my anus, was simply too much. 

The warm fluid left me, mashing between our bodies.  Neither of us cared as we kissed again.  Finally, she let out an almost shocked squeak, then a long moan as I felt cum shooting spurt after spurt inside me.  “Oh my god.” She gasped as her body shook from the orgasm.

We didn’t move for several moments, just holding each other, appreciating each other’s warmth, listening to our heartbeats.  “I’m so glad I met you, Kiti.” She cried, her tears running down my body.  “I’m so glad.  I don’t think I’ve ever imagined such love.”

“I’ll stay here forever, with you, if you’ll have me?” I told her. 

“You know that already.  You know I never want to let you go.”

That night, we ate in the hacienda.  Javier came by, unaware of the events of the day, but I was glad to see my friend.  He’d become a frequent visitor, and whenever he was there, we knew a party was going to take place. 

The orgy went all night, and I was glad that it did, as it afforded all of us a chance to forget the traumatic events of the day.  At any given time, there were about fifty people on the grounds of the hacienda, all carefully selected by Isabella, and with that fifty, were another fifty or so who were invited to our orgies.

I loved how open the group was sexually.  Whilst there were some women in attendance, the majority of people were gay men or transsexuals, and as Isabella’s sissy partner, every one of them wanted their chance to be with her special girl, which meant a lot of anal sex for me. Not that I minded.  In fact, I had become fully accustomed to the life as a gay transsexual.

So as I enjoyed another line of coke and took my twentieth cock of the night, sucking down on god-knows what number, I smiled at my new life; grateful that I could be who I was always meant to be, whether I knew it or not. 

My only concern was of my parents and what they might say.  We never Facetimed as they didn’t have that option, but we did speak once a week by phone, and I would try to send pictures of the town.  I told them I was in a relationship with Isabella, but didn’t tell them that she was trans, nor that she was the leader of one of the most powerful cartels in the world.  However, I knew that one day they would find out; they would have to.


Chapter Six

Retribution for the events with the Parasite never came.  If anything, Isabella’s business got easier and she began making for more money than she ever made.  I never dared to ask her about her net worth, but one day I looked it up on the internet and found that she was very likely a billionaire, although it was unknown how much she actually had in total. The problem was, the data on the internet assumed she was one the hording all the cash, when I knew for a fact that she handed it out to others in a way that ensured everyone had a fair cut.  Then, she spent a lot of money on the town and community, donating to charity organisations, as well as using her own construction company to repair streets, infrastructure and houses at her own cost.

I had been in Colombia for nearly a year now, and I had promised my parents it was only a gap year and that university was to follow upon my return.  However, I hadn’t expected my life to change in the way it did, and I no longer wanted to return. 

To compound that problem, the hormones had worked way better than predicted, and I found myself not only with C-cup breasts, but very feminine features, as they had softened some of the masculine features I had.  With long blonde, carefully bleached and styled hair, and with my make-up, it was impossible to tell I was once a boy.

At one point, I became concerned that I’d become too feminine and Isabella wouldn’t be attracted to me anymore, but she told me that I was perfect and I shouldn’t worry about such things.

What was problematic was my voice.  Isabella had been training me on how to soften my voice.  Couple that with some of the effects the pills were having, I now had a far more feminine voice, which meant that my parents sometimes didn’t recognise me when I picked up.  They commented on it, but I said it had to be a problem with the microphone in my phone.

“My parents keep asking when I’m coming home.” I told Isabella.  “I have a university place lined up.”

“You should go to school.” Isabella agreed. “We can still see each other regularly.”

Her comments shocked me. “Are you trying to get rid of me?”

She smiled and kissed me.  “Oh honey, of course not.  But you are young and yes, you should go to university.  I love you but I don’t want to take away your life.  I’m not saying we break up.  I have money. I can fly you back and forth, and maybe I can visit you too.”

I sighed, knowing she was right, but not wanting to be away from her side.  She assured me she loved me far too much to let me go, and that she would make sure to come see me, but still I was scared of losing her.  Eventually though, I admitted she was right.

“Still, will you come with me?” I asked her.  “When I go back.”

“Yes.  I’ll be there for you when you first introduce your new self to your parents, of course.”

I shook my head.  “No, I am not going to surprise them like that.  I’m going to call them and tell them first.”

With a tilt of the head, she nodded and then stroked my face.  “However you want baby.”

It was eight in the evening in the UK, late but I knew they’d be awake, maybe have a little alcohol in them too.  I dialled mom’s number and waited for the connection.  My hands shook with nerves, knowing that this would likely be the point when I lost my parents forever.

“Hello honey!” Mom said into the phone, happy to hear me calling.  “Jack! Jack!  It’s Kevin!” She called out.  “How are you?”

“I’m great mom.  Listen, I wanted to talk to you about a couple of things.  First things first, I’m going to begin making arrangements for my return home to go to uni.  Isabella and I talked it over, and she agreed that I should finish my education.  We’re going to try to make it work long-distance.”

“Oh that’s wonderful, son.  And you and Isabella clearly love each other, I’m sure you can make it work.  Heck, can’t she move over here?”

“Er, that wouldn’t work.  She runs a very successful business here.” I said carefully.

“I’m sure whatever she does over there would work here.” There was no getting through to her sometimes.

“No mom, she’s a multi-millionaire businesswoman.  That wouldn’t work.”

“Oh, I see, my word.”

“Anyway, we’ll make it work, somehow.” I sighed.  “But that isn’t the most important thing. I want to tell you something important, and I’d rather tell you now so I know where I stand.”

The line was silent for a moment, and then mom said, “Of course, honey, we’re here for you, you know that.”

“Well…” I began, then I stopped.  “Mom, I’m transgender.  I no longer identify as male, I have transitioned…”

“You haven’t chopped your thingy off have you?” Mom gasped.

“No, I don’t plan that.” I said slowly.

“Oh thank god!”

“But I take hormones.  I have breasts, and I dress as a woman now.”

Once again, the phone was silent, then I heard some rustling and then dad was on the line.  “Son, come home and we can talk about it when you get here.” He said.

“No.  I want to know that you’ll accept me when I get there.”

“Just come home.  You’ve clearly been away too long.  You’ll be back to your old self in no time.”

“Dad!  I have breasts!  Big breasts!  I look like a girl now.”

“Well, we have doctors here, I’m sure they can put you back to normal.”

I began to get angry, so much so that Isabella put a hand on me to calm me down.  “Dad.  I’m not going back.  This is me now.  I need to know if there is any point in me coming home?”

A sat, waiting for the answer, knowing what it would be, feeling sure they would tell me to stay put.  Then dad spoke.  “You’ll need to inform the university.  Look, Kev, do we understand it?  No, of course not.  But, you are our son, and no matter what, we love you.  If this is who you want to be, then we just need to accept it.”

“If I come home,” I said, calmer and somewhat surprised, “I need to know that this won’t become an issue.  I need to know that you understand that I won’t listen to you both trying to convince me to be someone I’m not.”

“Fine, you have my word.” Said dad. 

“Then I’ll be coming home.  Isabella is coming with me.”

“We look forward to meeting her.”

I ended the call, knowing that mom was crying somewhere. Still, it went better than I thought it would, and in the end, I found myself crying into Isabella’s shoulder, the relief of telling the truth too much to hold in.

“When do you want to go?” She asked me.

With a chuckle, I said never, but I knew that wasn’t what she meant.  “My college starts in October.  I need a month at least for admin stuff.  I guess I’ll be living in the halls of residence, but I want to check those out first, and if they’re crap, I’ll need to find a job.”

Isabella began shaking her head.  “No.  No, no.  If you want a place to live, then we’ll find you a place.  I’ll buy it for you.  I won’t have you living somewhere bad.”

“I can’t ask you to do that.”

“Why not?” She asked me with a stern look.  “You’ve done for me these past twelve months than anyone and you’ve not asked me for anything.  You’re my girlfriend, my lover, and I’ll be damned if I don’t let you live like a princess! Besides, I will be coming to visit; so we’ll need somewhere for me to stay.”

I smiled warmly, grateful to have someone who loved me so much to do such a thing.  “I love you, Isabella.”

“I love you, Kiti.” We kissed, and of course, fell onto the sofa where we made love, in front of all the staff present. 

Two weeks later, I was boarding the Gulfstream private jet to the UK.  It wasn’t my first time on the jet; given we’d used it a couple of times to travel on holiday together, but it would certainly be the longest journey I’d taken on the jet.

“Is it capable of travelling so far?” I asked, having always been a nervous flyer.

“Relax!” Isabella laughed.  “Besides, at least I can fuck that pretty pussy of yours a few times without breaking aviation laws!”

One of my biggest concerns though was not the flying; it was if Isabella would be allowed into the UK at all.  Whilst there were no criminal charges against her due to a lack of clear evidence, she was definitely on some international watchlists, all of which meant the Brits might not even let her in.  We would be landing at London City, which welcomed plenty of criminals in the banking sector, so hopefully, we would make it through okay.

I was dressed more appropriately, though all my sissy clothes were in my cases.  Under the shiny red leather mini-skirt and white satin cropped wench-blouse, I wore black silk Brazil-cut panties, black lace-top self-holding stockings, no bra.  Thankfully, this all meant that Isabella could easily pull up my skirt and pull my panties down to fuck me. 

It’s amazing how getting your anus fucked for most of a flight can make a transcontinental flight go so fast!

Once we landed, then came the nerves.  Thankfully, at the private part of City Airport, things are somewhat easier.  Of course, there was a detective on-hand who knew about our impending arrival, and he obviously had a few questions for Isabella about what she planned to do in the UK.  However, once it became obvious as to what was happening, he let us through.

Waiting for us in the main terminal were my mother and father.  I had told them to wait in the private terminal, but of course, they didn’t listen.  They didn’t recognise me, of course.  I had covered the crop-top with a light pink knit cardigan so as not to make things worse, but the sweater didn’t completely hide the little pink jewel piercing in my navel. 

“Mom, dad.” I called out.

I’m not sure what they were expecting me to look like, but the moment mom saw me, she gasped, her hands in front of her face.  At first, I thought it was the shock of seeing her son as her daughter, but then she revealed she never expected me to look so beautiful. 

“I couldn’t imagine you.” She admitted.  “You’re stunning.”

Dad actually nodded. “I have to admit, you don’t look male.”

“I’m not.” I smiled, and he nodded, but I knew he didn’t understand. I turned to Isabella.  “This is Isabella.” I told them. 

They looked the sexy brunette up and down, then dad gave me a look which basically said he was proud I’d scored such a looker.  They each hugged her, my dad’s hand lingering a little longer on the exposed skin of her back.  Isabella was wearing a black off-the-shoulder, plunge-back silk mini-dress. 

“Lovely to meet you honey.” Mom said.  Then turning to me, she said, “We were sure you got it wrong.  We were looking at the arrivals board and couldn’t see any flights from Colombia.”

I sighed, shaking my head.  “Mom, I said we were flying private.”

“Oh?  Like a charter?  Is that why it wasn’t on the board?” She asked.

Seeing this wasn’t getting us anywhere, Isabella stepped in as we walked to the car park. “Erm, no, we flew on one of my jets.”

Dad slowed down a little.  “Your jets?  You own jets?”

“Three, yes.” She smiled, pushing a hair back.  Oh my god, she was shy!  I’d seen Isabella in all sorts of positions.  I’d seen her beat a man within an inch of his life.  I’d seen her skin a man, but I’d never seen her shy with anyone. 

“Wow!” Dad gasped.  “What is it you do?”

“I, er, have an import-export business, and am involved in…” She looked at me briefly. “Pharmaceuticals?”

“So young!” Mom said, clearly impressed.

“Yes, I am very lucky.”

Of course, as my parents drove us home, I got the third degree about Colombia, and of course, I was asked if I met any drug dealers.  “One or two.” I admitted. 

“Guess they’re hard to avoid there?” Dad asked.

“Um…it’s not so bad.” I wanted to change the subject, and thankfully mom changed it, but not to anything easier. 

“So, you two must be pretty serious now huh?” Mom asked, and immediately, I knew where this was going.  “Do I hear wedding bells?”

“Mom…” I began.

“Maybe the pitter-patter of tiny feet.  You still can, right?” She asked me, referring to the hormones.

“It all works mom.” I sighed.

“And you Isabella.  Do you want kids one day?”

Isabella and I shared a look.  I knew she did want kids one-day, and either we would adopt or use a surrogate.  “One day, sure.” Isabella replied softly.

“Though I’m not sure you’ll want to mess up that beautiful figure with a baby.” Mom said.  “I used to be skinny like you, then this one came along.”

“Mom…” I whined again.

“That won’t be an issue.” Isabella admitted, though her voice was getting softer now.

Again, mom wouldn’t leave well-enough alone, turning around to look at Isabella.  “Oh, good genes huh?”

“Um, no, just, I can’t carry a baby.” Isabella admitted.

For a moment, mom thought that Isabella had some sort of medical problem, but then it finally clicked with her.  Her son was transgender, as was his girlfriend.  “Oh.” Mom finally said, turning around abruptly, her disappointment creating an air of tension which you could cut with a knife.

Clearly there had been some discussions over the past two weeks, because dad, the last person I’d expect to keep his cool about this, became the voice of reason.  After a long silence, he said, “Well, you can adopt.  Plenty of kids who need a good home.”

“Exactly.” I said.

However, mom couldn’t stay silent.  “Are you people allowed to adopt over there?”

You people? 

“Karen…” Dad warned.  “We talked about this.”

“Yes, but we assumed he was still straight!” Mom practically screeched. 

“I’m sorry.” Isabella said softly, and this time, dad was the one who shouted.

“Karen!” Dad shouted.  “Enough! You’re upsetting the poor girl.”

“Girl.” Mom spat.

With a quick look in the mirror, dad said, “I’m sorry about this Isabella.”

“It’s okay.” Isabella replied, although I could tell it was anything but.

When we arrived home, dad let us know that they’d prepared my room with a larger bed for us both, but immediately mom began giving him looks, ones which made it clear she was not happy about a gay couple sharing a bed together in her house.  I was about to suggest I go to a hotel when dad gave us both a hug and a kiss and said, “By the way, what’s your name now?  We can’t call you Kev now, can we?”

I smiled.  “It’s Kiti. K-I-T-I.”

“Lovely name.” He told me.  “For a beautiful daughter.  Why don’t you two go freshen up after the flight?” That was his way of telling me he wanted time alone with my mom to talk, which was fine by me.

“Well, that was interesting.” Isabella said once we were alone in my small room.

I sighed.  “Interesting is maybe not the right word.  I’m sorry about that.”

“No, no.  It’s fine.  In fact, I’m surprised your dad is so accommodating.  After what you said, I assumed he would be less open to our relationship.” She said, stripping out of the dress she travelled in.

“I’ll admit, I’m surprised too.” I told her.  “Anyway, I’ll show you where the bathroom is.”

She opened a suitcase and pulled out a short black silk robe and threw it on.  I gave her a long kiss, but she pushed me away, showing me that all I was doing was getting her cock hard, something she wanted to avoid right at that moment.

I opened the door and she followed me out across the landing to the bathroom.  I explained how it all worked, especially the two taps rather than one on the sink, which she didn’t get at all.  Then I shut the door and walked back to my room, where I began getting undressed. 

It was as I was down to my stockings and panties, when I heard a knock on the door and my mother step in.  I moved to grab something, but had nothing to hand which would cover my boobs.  If mom was embarrassed, she didn’t say so, but she did have red eyes from crying.  “I just wanted to say that I’m sorry for my actions.  I didn’t mean to be like that.  It’s hard for me, but I’m trying.  I’m sorry.”

I sighed and walked over to mom, taking her in my arms and pulling her towards me.  “Thanks mom, but it isn’t me you need to apologise to.  Isabella was nervous enough about coming to the UK, and I don’t want you to make it harder for her.  She’s a great girl, she’s looked after me the whole time I was there, and I love her more than you can possibly know.”

Mom nodded.  “I’ll talk to her, I promise.” Then mom sighed and sat down on the bed, looking at me.  I wasn’t trying to hide my boobs anymore.  “You didn’t have any enhancements?  Plastic surgery?”

I shook my head.  “None.”

“Amazing.  You look, well, perfect.  I love that long blonde hair on you.” She sighed again.  “You have to give me time, Kev…Kiti.  I was raised differently, in a different time.  I know that doesn’t make it right, but I’m never going to push you away.  I’m not one of those parents who would sacrifice a relationship with their kid just for their morals.  I love you, no matter what.”

“Thank you, mom.  I know this is hard on you.  I wasn’t expecting it either, but I’m happy; really happy.”

“And that is what is most important.” She stood.  “I’ll see you both downstairs.”

Just as she turned to leave, Isabella ran into the room with a towel wrapped around herself.  Without thinking to look who else was in the room, she took the towel off and threw it on the bed, before she saw my mom stood there in front of her. “Oh shit.” She gasped, reaching her hands down to cover her cock, but it was too late.  Mom had already seen that huge dong swinging there.  It was huge, even flaccid.

“Oh my.” Mom breathed. She gulped, still looked down at Isabella’s now covered crotch, and her face flushed.  “I…erm…excuse me.” And she began to leave, but just as she was out the door, she stopped and turned back to Isabella, who had removed her hands.  “Oh, Isabella, I just wanted to say I was sorry for my behaviour before. I…I…” She was looking at Isabella’s shaft again now, and just time, Isabella wasn’t covering up.  “I hope you can forgive me…” Mom mumbled, staring at the dick which had swelled a little as it warmed up. 

“Of course I forgive you!” Isabella said, holding out her arms.

Mom was still looking at the huge shaft as she stepped forward for a hug, and then she held my naked girlfriend tight.  I watched and rolled my eyes as mom pushed her crotch closer to Isabella, determined to feel that huge shaft against her.  A horny woman would always be a horny woman.

Then, with a sigh, mom stepped back, and I saw that Isabella’s cock had swollen up to a semi-on.  Mom looked at it for a moment, then looked at me and I swore I could see jealousy in her eyes, and then she walked out of the room without another word.

When the door shut and we heard mom walking downstairs, Isabella turned to me and said, “Oh my god, you mom needs to get laid, so bad.”

“Urgh.  Don’t.” I sighed, putting on a robe.  “But yeah, she does.” I then kissed Isabella on the lips and headed to the bathroom for my shower.

Downstairs, I could hear hushed voices. Dad was complaining, what if they come downstairs? And mom was explaining that I still hadn’t showered and Isabella needed to get dressed, “and anyway, you’ll be done in five seconds!” She told dad.

“Urgh.” I said again, rolling my eyes.

After my shower, I arrived back in my room to find Isabella dressed and waiting for me.  As I dropped my towel, she pulled me to her and took my cock into her mouth.  She didn’t often perform oral sex on me, but clearly today she was in the mood. Luckily, I’m a fast shooter, so it didn’t take long for my cock to shoot down her throat, and then she pulled me down for a kiss.

“What did I do to deserve that?” I asked her with a grin.

“Everything.”

I threw on a red suspender-belt, black seamed stockings, red satin panties, and a matching bra, and then over that I put on a black fishnet crop-sweater, and a red satin skater skirt.  After doing my make-up and hair, I turned to my girl and asked, “How do I look?”

“Perfect!”

“So do you.” As usual, Isabella had dressed dark; putting on a lace top over a long black lace bralette, and a silky multi-layered mini-skirt over fishnet stockings.

By the time we came downstairs, mom was preparing dinner in the kitchen, whilst dad sat on the sofa reading the paper.  Mom was looking chipper, dancing a little to something which was playing on the radio, which led Isabella and I to share a look. 

“Oh, hello kids.” Mom said, ignoring the fact that Isabella was nearly thirty.  “Dinner will be in an hour.  If you’re hungry now, feel free to grab a snack.  Tea, coffee?” She asked.

“I know where it is.” I said.

“I’m going to grab a smoke outside.” Isabella told me.  “None of that milky shit for me, yeah?” She told me, referring to English tea.

As I made the tea, I watched as Isabella stood outside smoking her cigarette. I didn’t smoke myself, but a few times she had blown smoke in my face and told me she wished that I did, because she found it sexy. 

“She’s a good-looking girl.” Mom noted, looking outside as Isabella looked at our tiny garden.

“She is.”

“And, well, you’re a lucky girl.” It was interesting to hear her finally refer to me as a girl.

“How do you mean?” I asked her.

She coughed, then she turned to me and whispered, “She’s huge, down there.”

I smiled nervously. “Yeah.”

“Is she the erm…?” She struggled for the word.

“Top.” I told her.  “Yes, she is.”

She nodded.  “Yes, I thought so.” She sighed. “I always wanted a daughter.  Now I have one.  You’re beautiful.” She told me.  “Your dad said that he would have a hard time saying no to a girl like Isabella too if he was your age, regardless of her, ahem, thing.  That isn’t an easy thing for your dad to admit to.”

Hearing that from mom really finally made me relax.  It seemed that both of them were making an effort to understand me, and maybe dad was moving faster than mom, but at the end of the day, I was lucky to have parents who put me above their morals.  Not everyone was so lucky.

I stepped outside and joined Isabella.  She gave me a smile as she sucked on the cigarette.  She hadn’t smoked for nearly a day, so she was cramming two or three in at once.  Without a word, I took the cigarette from her fingers and sucked on it.  I didn’t cough because she had already breathed smoke into my mouth and lungs several times, but as I did it, looking into her eyes, she smiled at me, appreciating the gesture. 

As I tried to hand the cigarette back, she waved it off and pulled out another of her own, lighting it and taking a long dreg into her lungs.  I looked at the cigarette in my hands, still almost full, and shrugged before putting it back in my mouth.


Chapter Seven

After our arrival, things settled into a bit of a routine.  I took Isabella out to see the town, see the sights (of which there weren’t many), and generally introduced her to the UK, a place she had never visited before.  She said she was surprised that it was all fairly dull, not much in the way of life, but I assured her she would enjoy the town where I was going to university better.

Then one Friday evening, I decided to take her out clubbing.  She put on a black PVC micro-skirt, low-stockings, suspenders which were visible, and a leather bra over which she wore a leather shoulder-top, basically, leaving everything else visible.  Given the UK was fairly warm that summer, she was happy to go out like that. 

I, on the other hand, put on a tight pink latex mini-dress which was more a skirt and two straps which crossed across my stomach and chest to barely cover my boobs.  My dad gave us both a look which said that in his day nobody would dare go out like that, but whatever.

Our first stop was the pub in the centre where I knew everyone hung out before heading to the nightclubs.  Tonight, Carl Cox was playing at one of the clubs and I had tickets.  The pub was packed, and most people were standing.  We found a place at the back where we can lean and drink.  Isabella was not a beer drinker, instead going for a rum and coke, whereas I enjoyed a pint of a local IPA. 

It was as we were stood chatting that I saw my old best friend from school, Piers.  I hadn’t spoken to him in over a year, which saddened me somewhat, as he and I were very close.  I noticed that he was still with his girlfriend Sarah.

“Piers!” I called out, and whilst Piers looked around for who called his name, Sarah’s eyes instantly fell on me, and she stared daggers of jealousy in my direction.  Suddenly, she was questioning Piers as to who the hot call was and how they knew each other, and Piers, who looked briefly at me with wide eyes, immediately went on the defensive, animatedly trying to explain he had no idea who I was.  “Just a sec.” I told Isabella, who found the whole thing amusing.

I navigated my way through the crowded bar until I reached my old friend.  “Sorry Sarah,” I said to her.  “I should have realised you both wouldn’t recognise me.”

Both looked at me, trying to work out who I was, and whilst Piers was visibly drawing a blank, Sarah was more observant.  “Kevin?” She practically screeched.

“Huh?” Said Piers.

“I go by Kiti now.” I smiled, and instantly Sarah jumped on me, pulling me into a hug.

“Oh my god, I thought Piers was cheating.  You look amazeballs!” She gasped.

“Thanks.  Come over and meet my girlfriend.”

Piers still looked confused as we walked over to Isabella.  I made introductions and finally Piers began to comprehend what was happening.  “But you have boobs!” He said.  “An look, well, amazing!”

“Thanks, yes I have boobs.  All natural.” I grinned.

“Wow!  I never knew you were trans.” He said, shaking his head.  “In fact, I thought you were the last person to be, well, queer.”

“Turns out I am.  Trans and gay.”

It dawned on them what I was saying, and then they turned back to Isabella.  “You too?” Sarah asked.

With a shy grin, Isabella nodded.  It was interesting to see Isabella outside her comfort zone, behaving like your everyday person, rather than the head of an international crime syndicate, but here she was, blushing and acting coy.  It was refreshing in a way, because it showed me just how much she was willing to sacrifice to be by my side.  I pulled her closer, kissing her on the cheek.

“So, erm, sorry for the unsensitive question…” Piers began.

I answered before he had chance to ask it.  “Yes, we both do.”

“Cool…” He nodded, “Cool, cool, cool.” He said quickly, taking a sip of beer.  “So how was South America?”

“I only got as far as Colombia and met Isabella.  Fell in love, moved in with her, and only came back because of university.”

“Wow.  So, Isabella, are you moving over here?” He asked her.

“No, I just flew over to help Kiti get settled in, then I need to fly home.  I have a business to run.” Isabella explained, her Hispanic accent providing a sexy lilt to her voice that just made her so completely dreamy.  I could see Piers struggling to understand his feelings towards her; as a straight male, it was hard to see such a stunning tall, model of perfection and reconcile that she used to be male. 

“So you’re both going to try long-distance?” Sarah asked, giving us that pained expression most people gave when long-distance was mentioned.

“Unfortunately, yes.” Isabella replied.  “I can’t leave my business behind, and I didn’t want Kiti to miss out on finishing her education.  But we will fly over as much as possible.  We’ll make it work.  We have to.”

“What is it you do?” Piers asked.

I expected Isabella to just give the standard discreet answer she gave to my parents, but for some reason, she didn’t hold back with Piers and Sarah.  “I’m the head of one of Colombia’s biggest drug cartels.” She said nonchalantly.

The couple laughed thinking she was joking, but then when they saw that neither of us was laughing, they stopped and Sarah said, “Like, seriously?”

“Yes.  I inherited it from my father, and have transformed it into one which is better for our community and people.” Isabella shrugged. “I reasoned, if I don’t run it my way, then someone else will come and we will end up a mess all over again.”

“Wow.  So, you have loads of people working for you?” Piers asked.

“Loads, I don’t know.  I have people.”

“And your main export is…” Sarah began.

“Coke, yes.  The finest quality.” Isabella stated proudly.

“Shame you don’t have any here.” Sarah chuckled.

“Who says I don’t?” Grinned Isabella.  “Bathroom?” She asked.

“Oh yes please!” Giggled Sarah, taking Isabella’s arm and making a beeline for the toilets.

In the meantime, Piers and I stood quietly for a moment.  He looked visibly nervous around me, doing what he could not to look at my body.  Finally though, he turned and said, “You, erm, you look really good.”

“Thanks mate.  I appreciate that.” I smiled.  “How have you been?”

“Ups and downs.  First year of uni was harder than I expected. Need to find somewhere to live because we aren’t allowed to stay in the halls in the second year.  I suppose you’ll be in the halls, right?”

“Actually, I don’t think so.  I’m travelling down next week to look at houses.  Isabella is planning to buy me one.”

This got his attention, as he was already going to the same university as I would be going to, albeit a different college.  “Hold on.  You’re gonna have your own house?”

“That’s the plan, yeah.” I told him.

“Mate, please, please, tell me you’ll get one with more than one bedroom.  If I don’t need to worry about finding a place, it would help me out no-end.” He begged.

I shrugged.  “I mean, I hadn’t really thought about it, but if I have a space then sure, I’d love to share.  So long as you don’t mind living with a transsexual?” I grinned.

“Mate, I don’t care about that.  Besides, you’re hot.  At least I’ll have some sexy boobs to look at!” Piers laughed.

“Look, don’t touch.” I warned him.

“Of course!” He gasped.  “I’m a gentleman.”

“Hmm, true.  Okay, maybe you can touch too.”

“Dude!” He laughed.

“Not a dude!” I told him, just as the girls were returning. 

As Sarah approached, grinning from ear to ear, she whispered something to Piers, who looked down at Isabella’s crotch with wide eyes.  I turned to Isabella and asked her what was going on, and she simply shrugged and told me that she showed Sarah her cock. Then Isabella handed me the baggie and her glass tube and told me to take Piers.

It wasn’t unusual for a man and woman to go into the gents toilet together, but in a busy bar like that, it did earn a few whoops and jeers from the patrons, especially given that I was one of the better looking girls in there.

We found a cubicle where I set out four fat lines, then snorted two before handing the tube to my friend.  He was a little hesitant at first, then just went for it, rubbing his nose after.

“Thanks.” He said quietly. “Wow, that’s strong stuff.”

“Yeah, fucking good, right?” I said, enjoying the feeling of it already. 

For some reason, neither of us made a move to leave, just looking at each other as we rested on the cubicle wall.  Honestly, I was kind of waiting for him to step out first, but he was just looking at me, as if contemplating something.

“Wanna make-out?” I asked him.

He shuffled a little, looking anywhere but at me, then shrugged and mumbled, “no.”

“Then get the fuck out.” I smiled.  “There’s no way I’m stepping out first with that lot out there.”

The levity made him relax a little, as did the drugs as they began to work.  He slid the lock open and stepped out, and I followed behind, listening to the other men whooping again.  We washed our hands and returned to the girls, who were chatting away happily.

“All okay?” Sarah asked us.

“Yep.” I smiled, and Piers nodded.  “Don’t worry, I didn’t show Piers my dick.” I told Sarah with a wink, making Piers go bright red with embarrassment and Sarah to burst out laughing.

We stayed at the bar for one more drink before heading off to the club.  Once there, Sarah shared her own drugs for the night, pills of ecstasy.  Isabella told her she’d never had it before, but was interested to try it.  We each downed a pill, and I think Isabella was too used to cocaine, because she expected something to happen immediately, but nothing did.

“You need to wait about a half-hour.” I told her.

“Urgh.  See, that’s why my drugs are better.” She insisted.

“Yeah, let’s talk later.”

Of course, about twenty or so minutes later, Isabella began to complain that she felt cold, shivery.  Then she asked me if I was sure the drugs were clean, were good.  “What if they are bad and I’m poisoned?” She asked, holding herself, needing to sit down.

I also could feel my come-up from the ecstasy, but I already knew what to expect so instead switched to support mode. Sitting her down, we each gathered around her, hugging her, telling her not to worry. 

Carl Cox appeared behind the DJ booth and the crowd went mental.  He stood there smiling, dancing a little behind the DJ finishing up, then they exchanged a few words, hugged and Carl began his set.  Immediately, he began his set with a funky, melodic techno track, getting the crowd up and jumping.  I could feel the music lifting my spirits and by the way Isabella moved, I could tell she was feeling it too.  The come up was piquing, which meant she would be up and moving shortly.

I was right.  Seconds later, Isabella was up and jumping around, dancing to the funky music and whooping. Gone were the negative feelings, replaced by euphoria.  “This is amazing!” She gushed.

We danced, hugged, and held hands.  Great music, great company on ecstasy was such a great feeling, and I think it opened Isabella’s eyes to the fact that there was more to life than just coke. 

For the first time, she got to experience a kiss on MDMA.  She moaned at the thrill of the feelings generated by the drug.  Then she turned to Sarah and much to all our surprises, she pulled her in for a kiss too.  It was the first time that I had ever seen her kiss a cis-female, but still, I found it very hot.

I turned to look at Piers and saw him grinning from ear-to-ear.  Sure, Isabella had a cock, but to look at, it looked like two hot lesbians kissing.  It never occurred to me that to the outside world, that was how Isabella and I looked too.

“So hot.” Piers said, leaning over to me.

“Yeah.” I agreed, then with the drugs lowering my inhibitions, I pulled Piers to me and wrapped my arms around his shoulders.  Without a word, he tilted his head and pulled me in for a kiss.  Behind me, Sarah whooped as we kissed.  I felt my cock react, but more, I felt his.  He didn’t let me go, instead moving with me to the music as we made out.  I knew he’d feel differently about this later, and me too probably, but for now, the drugs were helping us have a little fun without caring about the consequences.

Whilst we danced and enjoyed ourselves, we ran into more people we went to school with.  All were blown away by my transformation, but every one of them told me I looked amazing.  The good part of running into them was an invitation to a private after-party at a house on the edge of town.  This would be Isabella’s chance to experience UK club-culture to its fullest.

At the house, as a DJ played more downtempo electronic music, everyone wanted to hear about my journey into womanhood and all about Isabella.  She was not shy about who she was and what she did, and when others found out who she was, they began Googling her.

“Do you really skin people alive?” Sam, a former schoolmate asked.

“No comment.” She replied with a grin.  “Let’s just say, sometimes in my world, you need to eat or be eaten.”

Sam nodded.  “Yeah, I get that.”

Whilst she was chatting with them, I had the chance to talk to Piers alone.  Of course, winding down from the drugs, he was beginning to think about the kiss more.  “Hey, so about what happened…” He began.

I smiled and took his hand, using my other to brush away a strand of hair from my face.  “Piers, don’t read anything into anything.  We were high on the dancefloor.  I had fun, and I hope you did too.”

He nodded, relaxing and smiling.  “Yeah.  Yeah I did.  A lot.”

I shrugged.  “A kiss is just a kiss.  Roll with it and try not to overthink things.”

We were still holding hands and neither of us seemed in any hurry to let go.  Sarah appeared by our sides carrying beer bottles.  “I hope you’re not planning on stealing my boyfriend.” She warned me with a wink.

“Um, nope.  Isabella is my one true love.” I told her.

“Awww…sweet!” She gushed in a rather insipid way.  “But Isabella told me you guys like swinging and good orgy, so if you guys wanna do that, I wouldn’t be angry.” She grinned.

Suddenly, Piers’ eyes widened in shock.  “You just want to use Isabella’s huge cock!” He gasped.

“So, you can use it too.” She said, expecting him to thank her or something.

“I don’t want anyone’s cock.  I’m straight.”

“You had no problem kissing Kiti here earlier.”

“That was different!”

I decided I was best placed to leave the lovers to quarrel and go find my girlfriend.  It took me mere seconds to find her on the sofa, surrounded by men and women alike, all with a million and one questions.

“Maybe it’s time for us to go home.” I told her.

“Okay.” She smiled, accepting my hand as I helped her up.

We said good night to everyone and called a cab to take us home.  By six in the morning, we were in bed and making love quietly, careful not to disturb my parents.

“I had a really nice time.” She told me.  “Your friends are great.”

“So, we were discussing that Piers will need accommodation this semester.  I said that if I find my own place he could share.” I told her, wondering if she minded.

She beamed happily. “That’s great! At least you won’t be lonely!”

I should have known I had nothing to worry about.  She maybe a dangerous mobster, but she was still a girl madly in love, and she was the greatest thing to ever happen to me.


Chapter Eight

I tried to convince Isabella not to buy anything too big in the city, but still, when we met the estate agent to discuss options, Isabella assured her that money was no object and that she wanted something which would appreciate over time.  Rachel, the agent, was not used to making large sales, selling mostly to first and second time buyers, so when she brought out some semi-detached houses, Isabella brushed them off immediately.

“It has to be something alone, with a large garden, a gate.” Isabella stated.  “I want it to shout luxury.”

“Oh, I see.  Erm, let me speak to my manager and see what he has.” Rachel said, blushing with embarrassment.

As she walked away, I turned to Isabella.  “Sweetie, I don’t need anything that big!” I told her in a hushed tone.

“Babe, this isn’t just about you.  I want to make sure that after you are finished, we can do something with it, even if it means selling it again.”

It was her money, so I decided to leave it up to her.  Eventually, Rachel came back with several listings, one of which was an old grey-stone house, recently renovated and modernised, going for well over a million pounds.

“That looks perfect.” Isabella gushed.  “Can we see it?”

“Of course.  Let me call the owners and see how they are fixed for visitors.”

Two hours later, we were pulling into the wide gravel driveway of the house.  A gardener was working in the front garden, trimming trees.  An Aston Martin V8 Vantage was parked in front of the house. 

As we stepped out of the car, the door opened revealing a rather stern-looking man in a tailored suit.  He had grey hair but he looked like he was in his early fifties.  He stepped out rather hurriedly and shook our hands.  “I don’t usually do visits on such short notice, but Mr Bannon claimed that this was rather urgent.” Mr Bannon being Rachel’s boss. “I do rather hope that you are serious buyers, as we’ve had a few coming by who just like a good snoop.”

It was clear that we had pulled him out of something; perhaps he was at work and had to rush home.  Either way, he gave off an air of superiority which I didn’t like, but we weren’t here to buy him, but rather his house.

“We are indeed serious, and yes, in a hurry as my girlfriend must return home to Colombia next week.” I informed him, hoping that the mention of Colombia might make him reconsider his attitude.  It did not.

“Very well then.” He turned on his heel and pranced inside.  Isabella and I exchanged a brief glance, sharing the same thoughts…wanker.

The house was stunning though.  Hardwood floors expertly polished and protected; a huge modern kitchen; smart devices all around the house; huge bathrooms equipped with whirlpool baths; indoor and outdoor swimming pools and hot-tubs, sauna, and so on.  It was a dream home. 

“Why are you looking to sell?” I asked him.

“Recently ended things with my partner.” He said. “And quite frankly, want to move to London and live the bachelor life.  This place is too big for me.”

I nodded, then turned to Isabella.  “What do you think?”

“I think I love it.” She nodded.  Then turning to Rachel, “We’ll take it.” Turning back to the owner. “Will you have your legal team draw up the contracts, or should my team take care of it?  I don’t mind, but my team is in Colombia, so I wouldn’t want any mistakes.”

The man was slightly taken-aback, as I’m sure he wasn’t expecting two young women to actually buy the place.  “No, that’s fine.  We can do it.  Erm, what about loans and such?”

“No loan.” Isabella stated.  “I have money secured in Panama.  Just tell me where it needs to go and I’ll arrange it accordingly.”

The man grinned finally. “Well, if your money is in Panama, then I suppose we can maybe arrange an formal transfer of a smaller amount here in the UK for tax purposes, and the remainder to my account in the Caymans?”

“That works very well, thank you.”

“I will need the details for the contract.” He stated.

“I will not be the owner.” Isabella stated.  “My girlfriend, Kiti will be the name on the deed.” I looked at her in surprise, but then I realised why she was doing that.  If something was to happen to her, the asset would not be seized by the authorities.

“Perfectly fine.  I’ll need your full details for the contract.” He told me.  We exchanged contact details and I told him I would send my full name and address.  When I explained that he would see the name Kevin and not Kiti, he was a little surprised.  “I honestly wouldn’t have known.” He grinned.  “As a proud and out member of the gay community, I’m a little relieved that the house is staying in those hands.  You’ll find that one or two rooms I didn’t show you cater to those tastes.  I was going to take them down, but…”

I smiled and nodded. “No, please don’t.  We’ll take it as is.”

“Wonderful!”

The following day, we received the contract drafts in my inbox, and I immediately forwarded them on to Isabella, who then passed them on to her lawyers.  It took another twenty-four hours to get them back and they only had a few comments which Darren, the owner, accepted without problem.  We agreed to meet back at the house that evening for a formal signing and glass of champagne to celebrate.

“I have to say, I’m going miss the place, but I’ve been in a relationship for the past twelve years and it’s time to get back out there.  Can’t do it here really.  Lots of horny students, not enough men my age.” Darren sighed. 

“Fully understand.  With Isabella’s work, I’m going to be pretty lonely myself, but I’ll have my friend here, and I’ll focus on my studies.” I told him.

“Ah, but don’t forget to have fun, that’s what I say.” He chuckled.  Then he turned to Isabella.  “By the way, I did a spot of research on you.  Seems you’re quite the girl!  Well-played young lady.  Shove it to the establishment.”

She smiled.  “Thank you.”

“And transsexual to boot.  Wonderful.  Absolutely wonderful.” Downing the flute of champagne, he then put the glass down and clapped his hands together.  “Come!  Let me show you the rooms I couldn’t show you the other day!”

Of course, one of the rooms was in the basement; a fully-stocked BDSM dungeon, complete with furniture, restraints, a cross, and a sex swing.  We took a look at all the furniture, opening drawers to see the toys he had, then Isabella had me lie in the swing.  I thought it would just be to see how I liked it, but sure enough, she was pushing up my pretty pink mini-skirt, and pulling down my black panties to reveal my cock to the older man.

“You can play with her, if you like?” Isabella told him.

“That’s very kind of you.” He murmured, stepping forward whilst massaging his own crotch.  “She’s a wonderful specimen.”

“Indeed she is.”

He ran his hands along the stockings on my legs, reaching the skin of my exposed thighs, before grabbing my stiffening cock.  He then walked around me and dropped his pants, exposing his dick to my face.  He was circumcised, and quite large; not like Isabella but as wide.  I opened my mouth and took him in without question, moaning at the feeling of having strange cock in my mouth once again.

As I blew him, Isabella found a chair and sat down, watching us with a smile.  She sometimes like to be the voyeur, and this was clearly one of those times. 

Darren stepped away from my mouth and moved towards my anus.  “Does it take cum?” He asked.

“She does.”

“Very good.” He purred, pressing his cock against my sphincter.

“Oh my…” I moaned, my eyes rolling back as this man invaded me.  He was using me, fucking me hard as he held onto the chains of the swing.  I had a feeling that he would be a quick shooter though, boy was I wrong.  Not only did he remain hard as steel the whole time, but he had stamina too, fucking me at full force and speed for well over twenty minutes. By the time he was done, I was a mess, having screamed and begged for his cock and cum over and over, moaning and groaning with pleasure.

“I say,” He chuckled.  “Maybe I’ll need to pop over and visit whenever I’m in town.”

“With pleasure.” Isabella told him.  “I’m sure he’d gladly service you whenever you are in town.”

“I will surely take you up on that.”

“And your friends too.”

“Now that would be interesting.”

I looked over at Isabella and saw her sitting there, smirking as she winked at me.  She was such a naughty girl!

Five days later, I had officially taken over the house and was walking around Ikea shopping for furniture.  I found that no matter how big my breasts were and how much I felt like a woman, I could not get my head around the female fascination with shopping there.  Thankfully, neither could Isabella.

“Urgh!” She moaned, looking at the cheap things. “Let’s get out of here and I’ll find an interior decorator.”

“I’m meant to be a student, not a billionaire.” I complained.

“Yeah, so you own a beautiful house and you’re gonna fill it with cheap things?  It makes no sense.  I have money, lots of it, let me spend it.”

Eventually, after looking at more crap, I gave in and handed control over to her.  Immediately, she was on the phone to friends back home, telling them to find a good designer in the UK.  An hour later, we had booked an appointment with Kaitlin Waller, an award-winning American designer living in the UK, and she promised to visit the following day.

Of course, Kaitlin was as American as could be, with her long style blonde hair, and the very typical beige pantsuit.  Still, she spent nearly an hour asking about us, with Isabella asking her to focus more on me and my needs.  She wanted to know our history, who I was before my transition, everything about my hobbies, what I was studying, trying to get to know the real my, before finally reaching a conclusion.

On the whole, there was not that much to change about the house.  We agreed to leave the kitchen pretty much as it was, the bathrooms would remain, with the addition of a few items.  It really came down to furniture, colours, and styles in the living and sleeping spaces. 

When she saw the two playrooms, the dungeon downstairs and the sex swing upstairs, Kaitlin didn’t blink, instead, making notes on her clipboard and stating, “I have a few ideas of how to make these rooms more fun; really put your sexuality on display.  You mentioned sissification, and I think these rooms are more geared up to a traditional BDSM style, which is less your thing.  I would make the upstairs playroom brighter, more girlie, with the swing and similar amenities, but really bring out the feeling of femininity. 

“That sounds wonderful.” Isabella smiled.

“It isn’t the first time I designed rooms with this in mind.  It’s more popular as a fetish than you might imagine, but this is the first time I’ve seen the sissy end up looking so spectacular.” Kaitlin gushed.

She then informed us that she won’t charge us for her services, per se, but rather will add a margin to the materials sold.  I wasn’t sure I was okay with that, but Isabella nodded and later told me that it was quite standard.  What did I know?

“Are you going to be able to handle all of this?” Isabella asked me.  She was leaving in just three days and I would need to take care of it all.

“Yes, I think so.  But what about payment?”

Isabella smiled.  “I have already had my lawyers open a bank account for you here in the UK.  They will send you the details, and then the bank will contact you regarding the cards and so forth.  Don’t worry darling, I wouldn’t leave you with a bill and the stress of all this.”

I sighed.  “I really feel uncomfortable spending your money.”

Again, Isabella laughed. “I make over a hundred thousand dollars an hour.” She told me and I gulped.  It was the first time I was actually hearing how much she made.  “Most of that, made illegally.  Do you think you should be worrying about spending it?”

“It’s your money…”

She rolled her eyes. “Ay!  You’re so stupid sometimes!  Kiti, it’s our money!  I love you.  I trust you.  I do this for us, not for you.”

I wiped a tear away from my eyes then pulled her to me.  “I love you so much, but I would love you poor too.  Promise me that if you ever need to run from all this, you won’t hesitate.”

“Oh darling, the money means nothing.  If I need to run, trust me, I will do what I can to get to you.”

That evening, we were back at my parents’ house again. Over the time we were there, mom and dad became the best hosts, and any thought of how things were upon our arrival disappeared.  Mom even took me shopping, discussed skincare and make-up with me, and really treated me like a daughter, not a son. 

Everything seemed perfect.

When it came time for bed and after I had already showered, changed into my pretty ivory silk nightie, Isabella tiptoed into the room holding her little satin robe closed and with a tight-lipped smile on her face.

“What?” I asked, smiling back at her, knowing something must have happened.

“So, your dad was getting something from the cupboard out there when I came out of the bathroom.” She told me.

“Okay…”

“And well, I came out, not expecting him to be there and my cock was kind of hard thinking about you.”

“Oh shit.”

“And he saw it, and well, he licked his lips.”

“What?” I asked, my head dropping slightly.

“He stared at it, said nothing, then he licked his lips.”

“Urgh, Christ.”

Isabella was giggling in fits of laughter.  She then went on to tell me that she could easily have had him right there and then if she wanted and that he was clearly a very closeted bisexual.

“So?” She then asked me.

“So what?” I asked her back, completely clueless as to what she wanted.

“Can I fuck your dad?” She asked, excitedly, kneeling on the bed.

“What?  No!  Why on Earth would you wanna do that?” I practically squealed.

She shrugged.  “I dunno.  He’s hot.  And I have daddy issues.”

I pulled my tongue out and blew her a raspberry.  “Please tell me you’re joking.”

“Nope.  Please!  Please!  Come on, I just bought you a house.”

My eyes widened.  “Oh no, you do not get to use that!” I told her, jumping up and pouncing on her.  She giggled as we wrestled. I tried tickling her, but she was way stronger than me and within seconds I was laughing and begging her to stop. 

“So can I?” She asked, as we lay there panting.

“You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“Yes!”

Again, I sighed, and then said, “If you think you can, then yes.  But you’re leaving soon and I don’t know when you’ll get the chance again.”

Of course, Isabella loved a challenge, and next day she began dressing the part of horny girl, wearing loose mini-skirts, dropping things in front of dad, and generally being obvious.  Eventually, mom pulled me aside and asked what was Isabella doing.

I sighed, and said, “She thinks dad fancies her so is playing.”

Mom burst out laughing.  “I think she might be right, but your father might be struggling to admit it.  Good luck to her, I say.”

“Really?” I asked her.  “You’d be okay with that?”

“I don’t care.  It’s not as if your dad is going to running away with her.”

I began to wonder if something was going on with the world, but then realised that maybe a little bit of liberalisation would do dad some good. 

That night, I was lying in bed waiting for Isabella, when I realised she was taking longer than usual in the shower.  When I began to get worried about her, I walked out of my room and over to the bathroom and was about to knock when I heard talking.

“Oh, oh god, wow…” Dad moaned.  “Uh, uh, uh, yeah, oh my god, yes, oh wow that’s good; keep going.” The sound of skin hitting skin made it clear what was happening.  Isabella had succeeded in seducing dad.  This was something I didn’t want to hear, so quietly tiptoed back to bed where I waited.

Ten minutes later, Isabella was in the room and grinning.  “So…” She began.

“I heard.” I told her, reading my phone.

“I should have bet you.” She chuckled and I rolled my eyes.  “That was so easy.  I caught him on the landing again, and I pulled him inside.  In seconds, he was on his knees sucking my cock. Then the moment he had it inside him, he was begging for more.”

“Don’t need details, thanks.”

She leaned over and kissed me, then whispered. “Your mom watched.”


Chapter Nine

“Dude, this place is a palace!” Piers gushed as he moved in.  It was the first time he had seen the place, and his eyes were practically popping out of his skull as he carried in his things. 

“Not a dude.” I reminded him.

“Ah, force of habit.” He smiled.

He ran around the house, looking into every room.  He practically screeched when he found the indoor pool, sauna, and hot tub.  When he found the dungeon, rather than be off-put about it, he began thinking about all the girls he would be playing with there.  I gently reminded him he had a girlfriend, to which he replied that he could dream. 

“Will Sarah be coming over?” I asked him.

“Some weekends.  She’s up at UMIST.”

“Urgh.  Poor her.”

“Nah, Manchester’s pretty sweet these days.  Still, when she comes over, I really look forward to taking her down here.”

“Something tells me she’s the one who will be tying you up.” I joked, to which he gave me a look which seemed to ask if I was serious.  “Anyway, house rules.” I told him, earning a groan from him.  “One, we treat this place with respect.  I’m not saying we won’t have parties, but I don’t want this place to turn into a pigsty.”

“Agreed.” He nodded.  “It’s too nice for that.”

“Two, clean up after yourself.  Don’t leave plates to rot.”

“Yeah, I always clean up.  Sarah’s the dirty one.”

“Three, if there is anything that Isabella has taught me, it is to appreciate the body I have.  I tend to lounge around in lingerie or walkaround topless.  If that’s a problem, then it is a you problem.”

He gulped and shuffled nervously.  “I…I don’t have a problem with that.”

I took a deep breath in; the last one was hard. “I want us to be open and honest.  I may have visitors, Isabella wants me to continue to have sex.  I’m gay, so the visitors I have will likely be men.”

Piers shrugged.  “Fine by me.”

“Not my point.  My point is this.  I have learned to appreciate that sex is fun, especially when you take the romance out of it and recognise it as just a game, just playing.  I personally believe that sex between friends is possible.  I know you are straight, but if you ever feel differently, and something were to happen, I don’t want you to get weird about it.”

Again, he gulped and looked away.  “Don’t worry.  I don’t think anything will happen.”

“But still.  If it does, then I don’t want it to hurt our friendship.  I’m happy to have sex with you for fun, but it should be the same as playing Fifa on the Xbox.”

“Fine.” He nodded, clearly looking to change the subject.

Later that day, I decided to use my gym.  I did so work with weights, did some pole work, then stretching.  Isabella got me to try pole dancing, and I found it to be the most difficult but rewarding form of workout, so it was only natural to want a pole in the gym.

After stretching, I showered off and then hit the sauna for a bit.  I lay there on top of a sheet, naked, enjoying the heat, when the door opened and Piers stepped in.  He had a towel around his crotch but his smooth waxed chest and muscles were visible to me.  I found myself licking my lips, realising just how hot my best friend had become.

“Mind if I join you?” He asked, trying not to stare at my boobs, which had grown again by the way. 

“No problem.” I smiled. 

I picked up a sheet from the basket and placed it on the other side of the sauna, laying down there.  He seemed reluctant to remove the towel, which was a shame because I wanted to see his dick.  Still, I lay back instead and closed my eyes.  When I opened them and looked across at him, he looked away quickly, embarrassed, twisting his hips away from me to hide the fact that he had an erection.

“You can look at my boobs if you like?” I told him.  “I don’t mind.”

“No, it’s fine.  Sorry, you’re not a piece of meat.” He said.

“Yeah, but you are a young horny guy, so I’ll forgive you.  Dude, relax.  We’re friends and I know my boobs turned out great.  I don’t mind.”

He turned back and looked at them.  “Do…do they feel like, erm, real breasts”

“Yeah…cause they are real breasts.” I told him.  Then I sat up and shuffled towards him.  “Go ahead, feel them.”

“No, it’s fine.”

“Dude!  Just feel them.”

He sat up and tentatively reached out and cupped the right one.  As he squeezed it, he couldn’t look at me, however, the more he realised it felt good, the more he wanted to look too.  Soon enough, both his hands were on each and I was moaning. 

“Don’t stop.” I breathed, encouraging him as his massaged and rubbed.

“They feel great.”

“Tell me about it.”

Then he realised what he was doing and stopped.  “It’s a bit too hot for me in here.  I think I’ll go in the pool.”

“Urgh.” I moaned, lying back down, my erection bouncing up and down as I did. 

He gave me a quick look as I rubbed my hand up and down my cock, looking at his own erection tenting the towel, licking my lips.  I could feel the tension, I knew he was confused, and I wondered how long it would take for him to break. 

“We should fuck.” I told him.

“I’m straight.”

“Yeah, but you fancy me.” I told him.  “And you’re confused because you don’t know what to do.  I’m a bottom, for the most part, so if you fuck my arse, it won’t make you gay.  I’m not suggesting you blow me.  If we don’t do this, try it, it’s going to make living together awful.”

He stared at me, processing what I was saying, and then nodded, stepping closer to me.  I sat back up and pulled him to me, pulling his lips to mine. Our tongues danced as I carefully unwrapped the towel and then slipped down to the step below in order to get access to his cock.  He moaned as I wrapped my soft lips around him, giving him what I later found out was the best blow-job of his life. 

“Fuck, Kiti!” He moaned.  “Oh fuck, you’re good.”

I stood and took his hand.  We quickly showered and then moved to one of the sunbeds, embracing a fast as possible and then dropping down so I continue sucking him.  Then, I sat up, spun around and then lowered myself on his gorgeous fat cock.  I felt his hands touch my buttock and lower back, as I slowly focused on taking myself down on him.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this.” He breathed.

“Want me to stop?” I asked him.

“No!  Definitely not.”

“You have a wide dick.  I love it.”

“I can’t believe my best friend, the one who used to bring porn mags to school to show me the girls he fancied, as now a hot chick about to ride me.” He chuckled.

“Yeah, Isabella turned me into a gay whore for cock.”

“Is it that good?”

“Better.” I said, moaning as he filled me.

I rocked myself on his body, holding onto his legs as my booty rode him, getting faster and faster.  The twerking lessons Isabella paid for helped me a lot, allowing me to dance against his cock.  He moaned and cooed as I brought him to new levels of pleasure.  As my backside moved faster up and down his throbbing shaft, I heard him panting.  His hands held onto my hips, and as I turned back to look at him, seeing my backside twerking effortlessly up and down him, I saw him grinning, staring at my sexy slender rump.  Then with an almighty roar, his hips flew upwards, slamming into me hard.  I felt his cum shoot, flooding me inside; probably more than anyone has ever creamed me before.

“That was amazing.” He gasped.  “Please tell me we can do that again.”

“Of course we can.” I giggled.

“Holy shit.  You won’t tell anyone will you?”

“Don’t worry.  It’ll be our secret.” I said, getting off him and laying down next to him. 

As we kissed, the previous hesitation I felt from him was gone.  Instead, I felt relief, which was exactly what I had hoped for.  I knew that this could go one of two ways, but better now rather than later when we were both settled.

We moved up to the bedroom where I put on a lacy black corset and stockings, and climbed into bed with him.  We didn’t have any plans for the day and Piers made it very clear to me that after that first time, he wanted to do it again.  “We can fuck all day and night, honey.” I told him.

After fucking five times, we lay together, enjoying a rest. “So, my school year just got a whole lot more fun.” He laughed.

“I knew we would end up fucking.” I told him.

“How come?”

“Because I could tell you fancied me that night in the bar.  I also knew you struggled with it, given our history.” I told him, and he nodded. “Look, not to sound arrogant, but I’m pretty happy with how I turned out.  There was always a risk I’d look masculine, but the hormones really helped soften those features, and with the breasts, I’d say I’m lucky.  I like being me, the new me.”

I felt his lips on my cheek. “I like the new you.” He whispered, kissing down to my neck.  Then he took a deep breath in and said, “But I have a favour to ask of you.”

“Go on.”

“I want to try it.  Anal.  With you.”

“Are you sure?” I asked him.

“Look, it maybe I don’t like it, in which case, at least I tried.  I’d rather do it with you than someone else, or not know.  You enjoy it so much, and I’d like to understand why.”

This time, I kissed him.   “I’ll use a lot of lubricant.” I told him.

“Please.” He nodded quickly.

Whilst I reached for the jelly, I told him to get on all fours, then rest his head on the pillow.  “It’ll be more comfortable for you.” I wasn’t hard yet, so I decided that if he was to try anal, he might as well try oral too.  Grabbing his hair, I pulled him to my cock.  “Suck it.” I told him.  Nervously, he opened his mouth and began sucking.

It was quite exhilarating seeing my best friend with his mouth around my cock, and whilst he was visibly nervous and off-put at the beginning, it was interesting to see the change in his attitude the longer he did it, to the point that I had to actually tell him to stop otherwise I might not be able to fuck him. 

I slathered the gel on my penis and then used two fingers to massage it into his anus.  He moaned as I gently fingered him, using my free hand to slowly stroke his shaft.  Then once I was happy he was ready, I pulled the fingers out and aimed the head of my dick at his hole.  “Push out.” I told him and thankfully, he understood, allowing the head to slip inside him.

Immediately, he hissed but he didn’t tell me to stop.  I saw him scrunch up his eyes, focusing on the pain disappearing whilst I held still.  Once I saw him relax a little, I began pushing in, very slowly and very carefully.  I wanted this experience to be great, to make him want to keep doing it.  By the time I was buried deep, I held still again, knowing everything would be ultra-sensitive, then I began making small movements back and forth.  As I began to increase the strokes, I began to hear him pant, and then soon that became moans. 

Minutes later…

“Fuck me Kiti, oh fuck!  YES! YES! Fuck!  This is the fucking best! FUCK!  Yes, yes, yes, deeper, harder, harder!”  Yeah, I think he liked it.

Now, I wasn’t Isabella.  I hung on for as long as possible, but I couldn’t stop myself, and eventually, I came hard inside him.

We lay there together. He’d cum on the bedding without even touching himself, but I didn’t care; I’d sleep in a bath of his cum if I could. 

“How was it?” I asked him.

“Holy fuck, that was incredible.” He told me.

“So, you’ll wanna do it again?” I asked him, already knowing the answer.

“Fuck, can we do it every night?”

I giggled. “Sure.  Wow, it took me less than a few hours to turn you gay.”

“You should look in the mirror sometime.  I don’t remember having sex with a dude.”

“Touche.” I admitted.  “But you’re gay for my cock.”

For a moment, he didn’t say anything, then he reached down and grabbed my crotch and said, “That I am.  That I am.”

There was a bit of a moment after when he went into panic mode because of some blood spotting, but I assured him that it was normal and that over time his anus will get used to it.

Over the next two weeks, sex between us became as routine as dinner.  In fact, I’m not even sure his bed got any use as he spent almost every night with me.  Of course, I told Isabella, who thought it was great, though she reminded me not to fall in love and that I was hers, which I already knew.

When Sarah came to visit, I knew to keep quiet and not mention that Piers and I were lovers.  Then one evening, as we sat in the hot-tub together, Sarah asked, “So how’s the sex?” Immediately, my eyes went to Piers and his met mine.  We were both in shock.  “Oh my god, I was kidding!” Sarah laughed, then, still in fits of laughter, “You guys fucked?  Like, really?”

“I’m sorry.” Piers said, apologetically.

“Oh honey, I don’t mind.” She said, hugging him.  “I think it’s great!  But now I wanna see.”

“Really?” He asked.

“Hell yeah!  You two, kiss!”

I didn’t hesitate, swimming over to him and pulling him to me in a passionate embrace.  “I wanna fuck you whilst you fuck Sarah.” I told him, and Sarah heard.

“Wait!” She gasped. “You took her cock?  Oh my god, yes!  Yes I want that.  Fuck him whilst he fucks me.” Suddenly, she was out of the bath and grabbing her robe.  “Bedroom, now!”

They joined me in my bedroom as I had a huge bed made for orgies.  I changed into a leather peep-hole bra, leather underbust corset, and leatherette stockings, then climbed into the bed with them as the couple made-out.  Both crawled to me, then Sarah took my dick in her mouth before handing it to Piers.  I watched as Sarah stared on excitedly, encouraging her boyfriend to suck that shemale cock, take it down his throat, gag on it.

“You fucking love cock now, don’t you, cocksucker?” She snarled, pulling on his hair and forcing him to choke on me.  “Yeah, suck it!” Then she lay back.  “Fuck me then, if you still can gayboy.” She told Piers, who seemed to be getting off on her dominance and humiliation.  Instantly, he was inside her, and I was lining up with his anus.  “Yeah baby, fuck him.  Turn him out!  Make him beg for your big fat dick!”

“Yes, please Mistress Kiti, please fuck me.” He begged.  Mistress? I asked myself, wow, this was hot.

Sarah was on fire, letting loose a torrent of sexual insults, moaning, bouncing on the bed and screaming out in orgasm again and again.  For his part, Piers too was vocal, begging for more, begging me to make him gay, and when he said that, Sarah joined him, “Yeah, make him gay, make him only want your cock so I can get cock from a real man.”

Piers didn’t last long, but thankfully, I felt him clench, which in turn made me want to cum too.  As he began to cum inside her, I found myself climaxing inside him.

As we collapsed into a heap, all three of us shared a kiss. “That was the best sex, ever!” Sarah gushed.  “This weekend is gonna be awesome.”

And so it came to be that we ended up fucking the whole weekend.  Of course, I told Isabella, who found it hilarious, but then she had an idea which got me thinking too. 

“So, it doesn’t need to be now, of course, but one day, if they stay together.” Isabella began.  “How open would Sarah be to being a surrogate to our baby?”

Obviously, it was not something for now or anytime in the near future, but both Isabella and I wanted kids one day.  It made sense to do it with someone who would be part of our lives.  Still, rather than asking Sarah immediately, I knew to save it for a time when I knew we would all be more secure in our relationships.


Chapter Ten

News of the attack on the club in which Isabella had been reached me via the television, and not from anyone in Colombia.  I immediately tried calling Isabella but nobody picked up, leaving me to fear the worst.  I followed the live updates which stated nineteen people had been confirmed dead in the gangland shooting, with many others injured.

Finally, somebody answered my call.  Rodrigo picked up and assured me that Isabella was fine but had been taken into police custody.  “How did this Rodrigo?” I asked him.

“Cali.” He sighed.  “Listen, Isabella is cooperating and she’ll be out soon.  Try not to worry.”

“Easy for you to say.” I told him, then ended the call.

Of course, I couldn’t concentrate on school. Instead, I had my laptop open during lectures to follow the updates.  The stuff the news were writing about Isabella was ridiculous, about how evil and dangerous she was, it was all bullshit.

Eventually, my phone vibrated and saw Isabella’s name.  I ran outside to take the call.  “Isabella?  Are you okay?”

“Ay, I’m fine Kiti, I promise.  I’m not hurt, but the situation is shit.” She sighed.  “Cali and Jesus Perez are joining forces.  I think Jesus thinks he can take over Medellin.  It’s going to fuck everything up for everyone.”

I shook my head.  “Please tell me you’re not going to war.”

“Baby, what choice do I have?” She asked.  “I can’t let this all go unanswered.”

Again, I sighed and then I said, “Honey, what if you didn’t need to go to war?  What if the DEA did this for you?”

“Are you kidding?  That would make things worse!”

“Not if you were closing up the business, or handing it over.”

“What do you mean?” She asked, though I could hear she was interested now.

Taking a moment to think about it, I began, “Rodrigo has been your right-hand. He knows the business inside and out, and he is respected, and he respects you.  You have made enough money to pass the torch and walk-away.  You then hand over everything you know on Cali and Perez, in return for immunity.”

She was silent for a long time, and I wondered if the phone had gone dead.  “I’d be a snitch.” She said softly, but I knew I was getting to her.

“A rich one.  A free one.”

“I’d never be able to return to Colombia.”

“How often has the Cali cartel changed hands?  How often do you see these people in jail or worse, dead?  They have a run of a few years and then shit like this happens.  Do you think being a snitch is worse than someone who shoots up innocent people in a club?  This isn’t the dark ages.  Better to be alive.”

Again, she was silent, and then she said, “You’ll be there for me?  Always?”

“Always.”

“Let me think about it.”

“Honey, of course, but know this.  I love you more than anything.  That’s what matters most.”

For the next two days, I was scared stiff for her safety.  News of attacks and shootings increased, and it became increasingly clear that pressure was now being put on the Colombia President to step-in and take action. 

Then, out of the blue, I received a phone call from a US number.  “Hello?” I said.

“Hey, Kiti right?” Said the voice, and I immediately recognised it. 

“Agent Pawlowski.” I replied dryly.

“Now, now.  We’re all good friends now.” He chuckled.  “I wanted to say thank you, nothing more than that.”

“Really?  What for?” I asked, disinterestedly.

“For convincing your girl to do the right thing and cooperate.” He told me, this time sounding very sincere.  Still though, I knew the best thing to do was to play dumb until I actually spoke to Isabella.

I shrugged, then said, “I honestly don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Again, the agent chuckled, and then said, “Hey man, it’s all good.  You get to be with your girl, she’ll be safe, and we get to apprehend some pretty bad people.  She told me it was you who convinced her to cooperate, and I just wanted to let you know that we appreciate that.  I know US law enforcement gets a pretty bad rap abroad, but we aren’t the local sheriff in Bumfuck, Alabama.  We know when to listen, and I listened to you.  Thanks.”

For a moment, I didn’t know what to say, but I realised that I had to acknowledge when someone was being humble.  “I appreciate that. I just love my girl, and want her with me.”

“You’ll have that.  Although, probably a little bit less rich than she was.”

Two hours later, Isabella finally called me.  “I’m in America.” She told me. “It was time for me to wake up to the fact that I was in danger.  I did what we discussed.”

“Thank god you’re safe.” I told her.  “I hope you aren’t upset with me?”

“Oh baby, I can’t possibly be.  You were right, sometimes you have to say enough is enough.  I inherited this business, I never really wanted it.  I just thought that I could do some good from the bad, but power corrupts.  I just want to start over with you.”

A tear rolled down my cheek as I nodded. “I’m here for you.  When will you be released?”

“I’m not being held anywhere.  They’ve got me in a nice hotel, guards on my door just in case, and I guess I’ll be here two or three weeks.  After that, I’ll fly straight over to you.  The funny thing is, they’re arranging a new identity for me, and finally, I’ll officially have female on my passport.”

Her Colombian passport was still in her old male name.  It meant that with her new passport, she’d finally be a woman.

Over the next two weeks, we spoke regularly.  The Americans were treating her well, and they had already made arrangements with the UK government that she would be able to reside in the UK as part of the witness protection program.  Finally, she had a date for her transfer to the UK, and it meant that in just a few days we would be together once again. 

That week, Piers and I made sure to properly clean up the house.  The gardener was kept on from the previous owner, and I made sure he was paid regularly.  So far, nobody questioned the money in my name, and I hoped nobody would.  Whilst it was not huge compared to what Isabella had, it was enough to keep us going without stress until my university was complete and I could find a job.  I didn’t care that Isabella would be poor now, the money was not important to me.

Finally, the day arrived.  Piers and Sarah drove me to the airport and I arrived there to find several members of Scotland Yard waiting.  They spotted me and walked over, saying that there would be some protocol stuff to go over before she’d be able to come out, so it would be best for me and my friends to find somewhere to wait.  Eventually though, Isabella was led out into arrivals, where the police said their goodbyes and left her with me.

Immediately, we embraced and just held each other.  She looked tired, stressed and in need of a long hot bath.  Still, we didn’t want to let each other go.  “I missed you so much.” I told her.

“I have been counting the seconds, my love.” She replied.

She didn’t want a bath when we arrived.  What she wanted was to get me in bed and to make love to me.  We made love for three whole hours, as if the time we’d been apart needed catching up.  Then, I ran her that hot bath and joined her, washing every inch of her body.

Whilst we bathed, she told me about the situation back home, about how the gangs warfare began to terrorise the streets once more.  She said that the police were no help, as they were easily corrupted.  After speaking to me, she thought she could salvage the situation, but that was before she heard that my friend Javier had been killed.  She realised that there was no way for me to come back, and if I couldn’t come back, she didn’t want to be there anymore.

I was distraught that Javier had lost his life.  He was such a kind, gentle person, an innocent caught up in senseless violence.  Still, I couldn’t blame Isabella for his death, rather the whole country was to blame.  Either way, one good thing came out of something horrible; it made Isabella see sense.

After our bath, I dressed up in a pink tulle Selkie dress over white lacy lingerie, whilst Isabella put on a black corset, stockings, and then a black PVC zip-up mini-skirt.  When we arrived downstairs, we found Sarah preparing dinner for us.

“I missed you guys.” Isabella told them. “But I loved the stories, and I love the fact that we can all have fun together.”

Sarah hugged my sexy girlfriend, and then the two began kissing.  “I’m especially looking forward to riding your huge dick.” Sarah giggled.  “But then again, so’s Piers.”

With a chuckle, Piers said, “Actually, I am.”

As we ate dinner and exchanged stories, I noted the sexual tension growing in the room. By the time we were done with dinner, the conversation was singularly focused on sex and our sexual experiences, to the point where we couldn’t bear it any longer and all run up to the bedroom and stripped down. 

Sarah was on Isabella like lightning, kissing her before moving down Isabella’s body, sucking her boobs then travelling down to her cock and sucking that.  Not one to be left out, Piers slid up next to his girlfriend, wanting to experience Isabella’s huge dick for himself.  For my part, I kissed Isabella for a moment, then slid down to Piers’ crotch and took him in my mouth.

Piers watched as Sarah lowered her sopping pussy onto the huge dong, sighing loudly as it stretched her. Too excited and horny, Sarah didn’t hold back, riding that thing as if her life depended on it, working herself to what she admitted to be her fastest orgasm, ever.  After her third orgasm, she decided it was time for Piers to experience it.

This time, Isabella wanted to be in control, and quite frankly, that made a lot of sense.  I didn’t have a small dick, but compared to Isabella’s, I was puny.  It would take some work for Piers to adjust, and he knew that.

Whilst Piers whimpered at first, like before, once it was all in, he was begging to be fucked.  I knew what he was feeling; it was a true delight to have something so large inside you and there was nothing quite like it.

I decided to give Sarah the show she always wanted, and positioned myself in front of Piers; it was time for Sarah to see her boyfriend get spit-roast.  She squealed in delight as both Isabella and I used Piers, fucking his arse and mouth hard and fast.  “Yes, fuck him!  Use him!  Fill him with your cum!” Sarah screamed with glee, clapping her hands excitedly.

I grabbed Piers’ head and fucked his mouth and throat even harder, until with a final urgent grunt, I came, jamming my cock down his throat. I then pulled back and allowed him to lick my cock clean, even let him lick and suck each testicle.

“Please cum in me.” Piers begged Isabella.  “I wanna feel you cum in me.”

“Don’t worry baby, I will.” Isabella purred, but I knew that Isabella was no quick-shot.  She fucked him hard for another five minutes, until he became a screaming lunatic, begging for more, deeper, harder.  Finally, she let loose, flooding him with her torrent of cream. She then spanked his arse as she pulled out.  “I love fucking straight guys.  It’s so funny how they realise just how impossible it is to say no to cock once they’ve had it.”

Whilst Piers and Sarah would’ve loved to share the bed with us that night, both Isabella and I wanted our first night together to be our own.  We’d missed each other far too much.

“I hope you aren’t too upset about the money the feds took.” I told her, as we held each other that night.  “But we have each other, and that’s what matters.”

For a moment, Isabella was silent and I wondered if she was upset, but when I turned to look at her, she had a wry smile on her face.  “What?” I asked.

“Do you really think I would give up all that cash?” She asked me.

“Didn’t you?”

“No sweetie.  I gave up some; enough to make them happy.” She laughed. “But, your bank account now has a few million dollars in it, and a number of shell corporations have some too.”

My eyes widened.  “How much?”

“In total?” She looked at her fingers.  “Nearly a billion dollars.”

“Holy fuck!”

“Yeah.” She laughed.  “Really?  Did you see me working at some fucking job?  Screw that.”

Really, I should have realised that she would have had this all worked out, but it did lead me to wonder how much she had in the first place. 

“How much did you give to the feds?” I asked her, and this time she did sigh.

“Six billion dollars.”

“Fuck me!”

Still, we were settled, in love, had cash, and were free.  The love of my life was in my arms, and I knew that we would be together forever.  Just like Isabella, I was now shemale and proud, and thanks to her, I loved cock.  My gap year was worth it, and then some.

THE END
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