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Book One

I WAS FORCED TO BECOME A SMOKY SLUT
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WHAT HAPPENED TO ME COULD HAPPEN TO ANYONE, so consider this story a warning, or a gift, depending upon your point of view. I finally moved out of my parent’s home after graduating college. I was lucky enough to land a pretty good job as a software engineer, which allowed me to rent an apartment in a trendy part of the city with nice restaurants, good neighbors, all of whom are singles and young families. Everybody minded their own business, and did their own thing. I valued my privacy above all else, which came in handy because I lived a double life. On the outside I was a pretty straight-laced guy, a little bit shy when it came to dating, and I also didn’t have many guy friends to hang out with – I was a loner.

My biggest joy came from certain “online activities” I indulged in. Just for kicks I wondered what it would be like if I invented an online female, or rather, transgender persona for myself. I called myself Sherry, and made a believable backstory. You see, ever since I was a teenager I had a fetish for dressing up like a beautiful woman – and for smoking the long, all white cigarettes that many transvestites gravitated to. I wasn’t quite sure what I was, but I enjoyed my activities too much to let them go. Now, at twenty-three years old, I accepted myself; change was out of the question. I began as a teenage boy of fifteen. It was a slow process at first; lipstick, a little eyeshadow, and then I gravitated to wigs. My sister, who was off at college had left a few of them at home. Whenever my parents were out or my mother was working and I was on vacation from high school, I loved to slip into some leftover “goodies” from my sister’s room. I always had a large boner whenever I dressed, especially stepping into a nice, silky satin thong.

At college of course, I couldn’t indulge in my proclivities for obvious reasons. The Christian college I went to wouldn’t look too kindly on that, so I suffered along and looked forward to coming home on vacations and pulling out my secret stash.

Now that I lived by myself I had a lot more freedom. I still kept my stash of clothes and wigs hidden in case I had my parents or sister come visit me. I discovered some pretty good online communities for secret crossdressers. At first I didn’t post any pictures but as I made friends they “demanded some,” so I dressed in a very alluring outfit that I purchased online. It was very “hookerish,” which I loved. It was a one piece black vinyl outfit which clung to my skinny body, showing off my hips. I put a long blonde riotous oversized wig on that fell between my faux cleavage, owing to the one piece bra I slipped over my head, pulling my skin tight.

In this particular online community, I had about twelve friends. We talked about everything and once I posted a picture of myself fully dressed my friends went up to seventy! I was delighted. I was online now for about two months, and I got private messages from the others, and I had built an entire alter ego for myself as “Sherry.”

They loved talking dirty about the lurid things they did with men and with themselves, and it made me fantasize about what that was all about. I never had any experience before, and I was a virgin at twenty-three.

They posted pictures of house parties where they all got together, and engaged in all sorts of lascivious activities. I would look at them and watch the videos they posted and jerk myself off to them while I was dressed of course. It was lots of fun, and I spent most of my free time with them online. Of course I had a wild imagination, and I invented stories of sordid adventures I “engaged in.” This got me a lot of probing questions from “the girls.” I was jealous of the group parties, and I wished I could find some way to join them, but I couldn’t get up the nerve to do so. I didn’t even know where they were from. They could have been across the country for all I knew.

One day I came home from my work and as I checked my mail I was shocked. I saw a typewritten letter simply addressed “To Sherry.” The return address was a city about one hundred eighty miles from my house. I ran to the kitchen to get a letter opener, and with my hands trembling from excitement, I opened the envelope slowly. I read it twice to make sure I wasn’t dreaming, my heart beating quickly. But then I thought – How the hell did they get my address?

It said:

“Dear Sherry,

I LOVE the pictures you’ve posted to our group – We got to thinking how great it would be if you could join us at one of our little soirees. The juicy comments you left us made us think how much you would enjoy hanging out with us. We would love to have you as a guest! You don’t have to bring any clothes with you; we’ll take care of all of that, and MORE. Call me at this number, and we’ll set something up honey.

Love and smoky kisses:

Darlene – (123) 456-7890

XXOO ❤️”

I went to work later that morning thinking about the letter and all the fantasies that could come true. Tonight I would call the number for sure. I remembered Darlene from a couple of the videos! It seemed that she was always the hostess of these group parties. Now I have to say from the outset that I didn’t consider myself a homosexual. Pictures and videos of crossdressed men engaging in sex acts with other similarly crossdressed men did turn me on, so I tried not to get too hung up on nomenclature – if it felt good – do it! I could never see myself in a situation or a relationship with a man as a man. I hope I’m making sense here. I preferred the term “shemale” to transgender woman anyway, thinking of those people in Thai culture who were revered for their practices and appearances.

Darlene had a pleasing, surprisingly feminine sounding voice, not at all like a man pretending to be a woman. She was excited that I called her, and I avoided the mystery of how she knew my address. Evidently the computer skills of these people was a little spooky; something to keep in mind. If they were able to mail me, it meant they also knew my real name which was “Sheldon.” I always imagined changing my name one day because Sheldon seemed like a nerdy name and I was constantly teased about it in school. But when I crossdressed, Sherry was very sexy, and exotic to me.

She told me that the town was Riverbend, a small hamlet almost two hundred miles from my house – a three or four hour drive, and asked me if I could manage this weekend! Of course I was left speechless. I used my best feminine voice to sound as realistic as possible. This would be my big debut! If things went the way I thought they would go, I’d be in my very first shemale party and video!

I only had the one shiny vinyl dress and the blonde wig, and I was a bit ashamed when I confessed that to Darlene, but she was very accommodating and told me not to worry about anything – she had plenty of clothes at her place I could choose from, plus the girls would also help me out with makeup too! I was set.

I was up at the crack of dawn on Saturday morning, ate breakfast quickly and packed the clothes I had into a small overnight case. My cock was so hard just thinking about it, and it was raw too because I was up all night masturbating, thinking about all the pleasures that awaited me.
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THE HOUSE WAS AN OLD-FASHIONED RANCH style in a suburban neighborhood and there were lots of cars in front of Darlene’s house, so I had to park half-way down the block. I got out of the car slowly and my heart was beating fast with expectations of what I hoped would be a wild two days. As I went up the walkway to the front door, I heard jazz music coming from inside. I rang the bell and heard laughter coming from inside, and the sound of high heels clacking on the tile floor. The door opened and I recognized Darlene from the videos and her soft, throaty voice confirmed it was her. My cock was bulging through my jeans.

“Oh hello Sherry, so nice to finally meet you. Come in, come in. I have to say those few pictures you posted have got all the girls talking, and guess what? We’re all here!” I was always shy, and now was not the time to be that, but I was.

“Hey, I don’t bite!” she said laughing, catching my unease.

“Oh, yeah.” I said feeling a bit embarrassed. “Thanks Darlene. I’m sorry but I don’t have any other clothes then the ones I wore in the photos, or any makeup either, but you said that didn’t matter right?”

She gave me a nice kiss on my cheek and noticing my hangdog expression said, “Of course honey, don’t worry, that’s no problem. You must want some refreshment after your long drive. Come on down into my basement – that’s where all the action is. We have drinks, some sandwiches and you can meet everyone!”

I followed her down the stairs and I wasn’t prepared for what I saw next. There were eight shemales sitting on two couches around a table and there was a bar in the corner, with two girls chatting and smoking the long, all white cigarettes I always fantasized about. They were all wearing heavy makeup and dressed very “bonerish.”

“Excuse me girls, but here is our newest member, Sherry!” Darlene announced, her arm around my shoulders.

“Oh my Darlene, he is cute!” said a red head on the couch, sitting with her legs crossed and her massive cock sticking out from underneath a black leather skirt. “He looks just like those pictures he posted, right? We’re going to have lots of fun dressing her up, aren’t we ladies?”

All heads turned to me and murmured in agreement, smiling. My shyness abated somewhat and I was smiling. Two girls on one of the sofas were together, a blonde and a dark-skinned brunette with long hair. The blonde had a short, black leather skirt and a giant cock was sticking out from underneath and the brunette was sliding her hand up and down its length and her lips were pressed on top of it. She was playing with it and began sucking it hard, and I could see the cock bulging through her cheeks. Darlene noticed me staring and laughed. She pushed a drink into my hands – a scotch and soda and said, “C’mon Sherry, let me take you upstairs and find a nice outfit for you to wear so you’ll feel more comfortable.”

“Sure thing Darlene,” I said, unable to take my eyes off those two on the couch. Darlene led me upstairs to her room on the second floor. She had a big walk-in closet.

“Here we go honey, let’s get you dressed for success!” she said smiling.

From a top drawer on a dresser she pulled out a pink satin thong with a laced top. “I think you’ll enjoy these,” she said, her eyes telling me all I needed to know. She threw it to me, and I caught it with my right hand and placed it up to my face and breathed in the scent deeply. It was freshly worn and had the sweet/musty smell of Darlene’s pussy on it. I was taken with Darlene. First of all she was in her mid or early forties it seemed, and she was HOT as fuck. Older women for me were a big turn-on. She watched with amused curiosity as I sniffed and rubbed it across my face.

She walked slowly towards me. “That’s enough of that Sherry, go on, take your clothes off and put them on.” Darlene was looking at my aching hard on as she said that and wanted to put me out of my misery as fast as possible. I threw all my clothes in a heap on her bed.

Until now, my peculiar little tastes were solo activities; no partners except the computer screen and my raging hard ons. I never had a sex partner in any true sense of the word, yet now I was about to get one, three or even four; but never the sort I had imagined growing up. Now, I was ready for what was about to come. 

When I turned around, Darlene was standing in front of me in her one-piece vinyl outfit, laced garters, high heels, and wild red hair all done up just for me. I was enjoying the feel of the thong’s pouch against my cock, and I felt a drop of pre cum leak out of my tip. Sure I had dressed before, but now it was more intense than ever, because what I had only imagined was about to become real.

Darlene reached down into her black leather bag and pulled out a long, all white cigarette and seductively placed it dangling out the corner of her mouth. She lit it up quickly with a flick from a silver butane lighter. Looking at me curiously she said, “Sherry, would you like one? I’m sure you must have smoked before. Being a fan of our group’s YOUTUBE videos I know you do. So, want one??”

The feel of the pouch around my cock and watching Darlene smoke in front of me was too much, but it wasn’t quite the right time for a cigarette yet. I overcame my shyness, and instead asked Darlene a question. “Darlene, could we play a game please?”

She looked a bit surprised. “Sure Sherry, I love games! What did you have in mind?”

“Okay. I want to be a fourteen year-old teenage boy and you can be my wicked auntie. Your objective is to make me into a cross dressing, smoky, slut.”

“Oooh! I love that Sherry!” She laughed. “How do you think we all got started? Take me for example. I was fifteen and my mother went to work, and I wanted to be just like her, and smoke like her and her friends. It excited me sexually, and mom always wanted a daughter. So she introduced me to her lingerie and makeup and started me smoking. Once I got hooked and I asked her for a cigarette, she wouldn’t give me one unless I agreed to dress more and more. Then she would bring her male lovers around the house and what do you think happened? Soon I was sucking cocks and getting them up my ass just like a teenage slut. I fucking loved it!”

“YES! Can we do that ‘Auntie Darlene?’”

She walked over to her closet. “I think we can make you into a hot fifteen year old cock-loving slut. Now let me see,” she said as she went through her walk-in closet. “Ah, here we go. How about a nice red leather, short sleeveless dress? Perfect,” she said, and threw it to me, along with a black stretch bra. I put that on first and it pulled the hairless skin of my chest together and gave me a nice set of tits.

Then I stepped into the dress and Darlene zipped up my back. She had sheer black nylon pantyhose which I slipped on with a black-laced garter belt with straps. “Here Sherry, I think these high heels will fit you. I assume you’ve worn them before – at least in your pictures?”

“Oh yeah, no problem.”

“Great, here. Try them on; they should fit you.” They were just my size, and soon, except for the hair and makeup I was fast becoming the object of all my fantasies. I strutted around the room a little for Darlene, trying to wiggle my hips and she smiled at me. “Wow Sherry, you look divine. Come into the bathroom with me and we’ll finish up with the makeup and the wig.”

She took a box down from the shelf in her closet and pulled out a long, auburn wig with a styled top. “Here Sherry, this will go great with your brown eyes. You will be my perfect little slutty niece!”

She placed the wig on my head and fussed and brushed it out. “Now sit down here by the vanity you little slut, and no looking until I say that you can. Remember, no smoking until after the makeup is on!”

“Yes Auntie Darlene,” I said, staying in character. Darlene was a genius with applying makeup, everything from the foundation to the eyeshadow and the lip gloss and liner. She applied the mascara on extra heavy. Standing a few steps back from me she smiled. “You look perfect. Now you may have a cigarette. But no looking until I light you up.”

My poor cock was aching as she placed the cigarette, a menthol, dangling from my lips and lit up one for herself at the same time. “I think I’ll force you to go dressed like this to school Sherry, and you’ll smoke outside with the other girls, and enjoy fucking boys!”

“Yes, of course I will Auntie Sherry!” I was loving this play-acting.

I inhaled like a pro. I had smoked weed before like everyone else, but this was my first slutty cigarette, and I was loving it. The lip gloss on the white filter excited me more. I performed a nice French inhale much to Darlene’s satisfaction. “No peeking yet until I come back.”

Darlene left the bathroom and came back with a bottle of scotch and two glasses. “Here you little slut – drink up!” She poured the scotch for me and for herself and raised her glass in a toast. “To new adventures and fantasies come true.”

I swallowed the scotch, and the burn went down very smooth and soon I was tingling from head to toe. “Okay Sherry, now you may look at yourself. Stand up and turn around.” I did so and was shocked at what I saw. I was the vision of all my fantasies; better than I ever could have hoped for. I was posing and looking from side to side, keeping the cigarette in the corner of my mouth and puffing on it. Darlene refilled my glass which had traces of my lipstick on it and said, “DRINK!” So I drank the second shot which went down much smoother and took a big drag of the cigarette, letting the smoke come out of my nose. “When you’re done admiring your beautiful self Sherry, I want you to come outside.

I was comfortably tipsy and was really jacked by what awaited me outside. Darlene was striking a pose: cigarette dangling out the corner of her mouth, one hand against her hip, and a gargantuan cock sticking up from underneath her vinyl dress. She had a grin on her face as smoke poured out of her nostrils.

“Wanna suck it?” she said in “cig-speak.”

“Oh God YES, Auntie Darlene, YES!” It was like a release for me. I was thirsting in the desert and finally came to an oasis. That cock looked so delicious and naughty! I loved it, and my secret life which was about to become real. My fingers felt a bit waxy from the red lip gloss that covered the end of the filter.

“Blah, blah blah,” she said. “You’re all talk you little slut. Get down on your knees in front of me NOW!” she yelled. I got down on my knees on her carpeted floor, and holding her cock with a free hand, placed the tip of it onto my lips. I enjoyed the fleshy feel of the hard cock on my soft lips. I moved off it and then on again, pausing to take a last drag of my cigarette. I parted my lips and took her head in my mouth, exhaling smoke over it, and sliding my tongue around and around it, getting it nice and wet. The scotch was hitting me and everything I did was exaggerated. My eyes were closed, and as I started sucking on her my lips were opened as wide as they could be to take in her girth.

Darlene was moaning as I began sucking and slurping down her length. Her head was thrown back as she yelled, “That’s right you little slut; wait till I tell your mommy what you can do to Auntie Darlene!” I had saliva dripping down my chin and was almost choking on her girth. Then I tasted a nice sweet/salty drop of pre cum on my tongue. I went faster and faster and Darlene yelled out and a torrent of cum pulsed out of her gurl cock and hit the back of my throat, filling my mouth. Only she wasn’t done. She pulled out and the last pulse went over my face, covering my eyes, mouth, and cheeks. A shiver went through me, as I knew what I must look like! A smoky cum slut at last!! I resumed sucking on Darlene, swallowing as much cum as I could – she kept leaking more as I squeezed her cock. It was just so fucking good!

Finally, her cock was clean, and I had swallowed as much cum as there was in my mouth. I came off her, and looked up at her through my cum-encrusted eyes and mascara.

“Oh my Sherry, you are such a terrific little slut,” she said triumphantly at me, her creation.

‘Yeah it feels good,” I said, tipsy from the alcohol and proud of my first time. She lit another cigarette for herself and gave me one too. Then she poured another glass of scotch and ordered me to “drink up.” I downed it quickly and looked at myself in the mirror. My hair was messed up from her hands, and my face was a sticky, cum-encrusted mess. I heard the riotous jazz music from downstairs.

“You haven’t felt everything yet dear. Auntie Darlene has to still break you in. There are some horny ladies downstairs who are just dying for you!”

“But Auntie Darlene, I’m so fucking horny – when do I get off?”

She looked at me and snickered. “We have a long way to go before that my little cum slut. Now let’s take your disheveled little body downstairs to the others.”

“Okay,” I said obediently, playing along.

When we came downstairs the girls were hooting and hollering at me, like I was a new plaything, which I guess I was.

“Look at her, she’s dripping with cum all over and her mascara’s running,” the dark skinned brunette named Sophia said. “I want her next Darlene.”

“That’s fine. Oh girls – we were playing a little game upstairs. This is my slutty fifteen-year old niece Sherry, and I’m her twisted Auntie Darlene and I just turned her into the slut she wanted to be all her life.”

“Well then, we’ll just have to break her in properly,” Sophia said.

A girl noticed me smoking. “Oh good! You turned your niece into a smoky slut, eh Darlene?” said Florence, the blonde sitting next to Sophia. Florence’s cock was bulging out of a white satin slip that was pulled up, and Sophia was sucking hungrily on it. It was glistening from Sophia’s saliva.

“Yes I did dear, but she doesn’t get another one after this until she’s satisfied all of you.” Turning to me Darlene yelled “OKAY NOW BITCH! GET TO WORK! I don’t want to see any un-sucked cock in this room, got it slut?” she said as she pulled the half-smoked cigarette out from between my lips.

“Yes Auntie Darlene,” I said, not knowing where to start. Florence got off the couch and ordered me to get on my knees in front of her. In case I didn’t know it yet, I was to be passed around the room like a cheap harlot until there was nothing left of me but a face full of cum and a lousy cheap makeup job. Darlene looked on approvingly and poured herself a drink and sat on the sofa next to Sophia and began sucking her cock, taking the place of Florence.

I put a new coat of gloss on my lips and held Florence’s cock like a flute, running my fingers along its length, admiring it. It was still wet from Sophia.

The girls were laughing. “Look at her go! The hungry little slut’s gonna get all of us off!” It was the whole mood of the place helped by the alcohol which made me take Florence and suck her harder than Darlene. Her cock pushed out my cheeks as I bobbed up and down it. Florence held her white slip up and pushed her hips into my face. Soon Florence let out a shriek, and I had a tsunami of cum enter my mouth again. Like Darlene, she pulled out before shooting another load into my wig and face. She was laughing, and then stuck her cock into my mouth again. I sucked on her cock more, made much more slippery by her cum inside my mouth. Soon, all the cum inside was gone – swallowed and ingested by me. Darlene pulled out, and a brunette with long, black hair and gaudy eyelashes and cherry red lips replaced her in my mouth immediately. I think her name was Sandy, but I can’t remember. All I know was that she was HOT and she was nonchalantly puffing and drinking hard liquor too. She wore a partly opened long-sleeved white blouse, and her cock came out of the fly of the belted blue jeans she wore. It was a massive affair, and the veins were popping out. I did a doubletake – it didn’t even look real.

My mouth was sore after sucking off at least three more girls, and I had cum on the front of the one-piece dress Darlene gave me. I was totally covered, and quite a bit drunk by this time. I stood up and faced Darlene who just sucked off a blazing red head with a Spanish accent named Bianca.

“May I please have a ciggie Auntie Darlene?”

She looked at me covered and looking like a “cum cone,” and I guess she felt sorry for me and knew how much I was craving one, so she said,. “Yes of course dear. You’ve been a good little slut.”

“Oh thank you,” I said and greedily lit up. I was holding it like a girl, and strutted around the room. The other girls were looking at me occasionally, but they had accepted me as one of their own.

“Now comes the real test Sherry,” Darlene said, winking at me.

“Oh, and what’s that?” I said, trying my best to sound like an innocent teenage slut.

“I want you to go up against the wall over there,” she said nodding her head to the right, “and pull up that cute leather skirt over your backside.”

I knew what was coming and was very excited to comply. I was also powerless to resist. So I strutted over to the wall with catcalls coming from all the girls who had just been sucked off by me.

Darlene clacked over to me, and my hands were pressed against the wall. She hiked up my skirt a little more, and then unhooked the garter belt from the pantyhose, and moved the strap from my thong over the side of a butt cheek. Out of her black bag she pulled out a tube of what appeared to be lubricant gel.

“I’m being very kind to my slutty little niece,” Darlene said. “This will make it more pleasant for you dear. Prepare to have your world rocked,” she said as she squeezed out a glob of gel into her palm, rubbing it all over my virgin boy pussy. She stuck her index finger inside of me and moved it around, causing me to grit my teeth and hiss out in pain at being stretched. “Relax Sherry, it will get better. I promise you.” I trusted her as gradually the pain subsided, and I moved my hips around her finger and actually began to enjoy it.

Then she squeezed out some more gel and rubbed it around her cock, moaning as she did so. Then I felt what could only be Darlene’s massive gurl cock slam into my poor little hole. “I’m taking you just as the silky little slut-whore you are Sherry dear!” she yelled.

She went in as far as her head, but it was enough. I was crying out in pain from the pounding as she went in and out. “Oh my, you feel so good Sherry,” she said in a dreamy voice, the other girls looking on with envy. “Don’t worry girls, you’ll get your chance,” she said. “We have all night with our new little smoky cum slut.”

I was as hard as a rock just from Darlene’s words. She went deeper inside me with each new thrust, and I was starting to love it. The pain was now mixing with a strange feeling of extreme pleasure. I was starting to relax and enjoy it. Faster and faster she went, and I moved my hips back onto her cock as much as I could from my position.

She cried out and I felt her warm, slick cum enter me, coating my insides and dripping down the insides of my thighs. Deep inside I felt a ball of fire, and before I knew what was happening, I was crying out too as I shot a massive load inside the pouch of my G-String. I wasn’t even touching myself – amazing.

Darlene kept cumming and moaning as she went faster. She was still hard, and I felt another wave rock me to the core. I fucking shot out another load into my pouch, then she screamed, and I felt a new warmth inside of me take hold.

After some more hard thrusts, she slowed down and pulled out. “Girls” she announced, getting everyone’s attention. “Sherry here just had her first ‘sissygasm!’ And let me tell you something – she’s incredible, absolutely incredible!”

I was shaking and my insides were tingling. It was the fucking best orgasm I ever had. But now I had a greedy bunch of shemales all staring and winking at me.

“How much did you enjoy your first fucking Sherry, my sweet, slutty, teenage niece??” Darlene asked.

“I loved it Auntie Darlene.”

“Well that’s good because the girls here all want a taste of your ‘BUSSY’ over this weekend! We’re so glad you’re staying over, aren’t we girls?”

“Oh YES, YES!” they all shouted.

Darlene came over to me and placed her arms around my shoulders, and I could smell her jasmine perfume and smoky breath. “I have something else to tell you honey,” she said. “Something you may or may not know.”

“Oh, and what’s that?” I said, barely able to stand. “We have regular guys who simply adore shemales like us to fuck. They come over and we make YOUTUBE videos, and we get subscribers. Now how’s that? Not only will you get to be fucked upside down and inside out, but you’ll also be sucking dick all the time! Now isn’t that what you wanted all along?”

I was hesitant at first, and Darlene made my mind up for me. “You know Sherry. Ever since you walked through the door, you’ve been videoed, and are now part of our group. I have to tell you that our likes on YOUTUBE are going through the roof since you got here. We just can’t let you leave Sherry!”

Well that settled it then. I was a shemale cock-loving cum slut for real now, and it was perfect. I was to become a star, and make more money than I ever could at my real job. I moved in with Darlene, and quickly became her favorite. Now how great is that?


Book Two

FIVE ALARM FEMME!

Saving his life was just the beginning

An erotic transgender love story of coming of age and true, deep romance
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PART I
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One

AFTER LIVING WITH MY PARENTS FOR A YEAR OUT OF COLLEGE, I finally got my own apartment in Newton City. It’s a four story walkup, and naturally my place is on the fourth floor. I don’t mind though, because it overlooked the Hanock River, which is lined with trees. Now, in mid to late October, the riverbanks are a riot of color from the autumn leaves. My apartment faces west, so every late afternoon as the days grow shorter, sunlight streams through my window. If I got home from work early enough, I loved to curl up with a good book in the second hand recliner I bought shortly after moving in.

I work as a graphic designer, and sometimes if I’m on a detailed assignment, the boss, Ms. Hanley, let’s me work from home. These days all you need is an Internet connection, and you’re set.

I didn’t have a girlfriend being new in town, and the club scene wasn’t exactly up to speed, so I relied on online dating sites. Most of them were disappointing, but I never gave up hope. I usually slept well, but I was lonely, and I wondered if I made a mistake moving here. Walking the streets it seemed as if most of the people were married or in relationships – lots of couples. My parents offered me to come back and live at home, but I didn’t want to give up my independence just yet, even though they lived just a twenty-five minute drive away.

So on a Tuesday I was working from home designing a website for a new client – some startup that had some promise. It was about two-thirty in the afternoon, and I heard a loud “BOOM” and the building shook. My kitchen cabinet doors flew open, and a couple of glasses and plates flew to the counter with a loud crash. I almost dropped my laptop off my recliner, and I got off (or almost fell). As soon as the room stopped shaking I ran out into the hallway. A cloud of acrid smoke started rolling up the stairwell. I was accompanied in the hallway by some of my equally terrified neighbors. Our first instinct was to take the elevator down, but decided not to – that was a good idea!

Behind the choking smoke was lots of heat. “Danny!” My next door neighbor Bill Porter shouted, “I think we’re trapped!” All I could think of was what a shitty way to die. We were joined by about five other neighbors, all the rest being at work. The heat making its way up the stairs was intense, and the smoke was making it impossible to breathe. We heard the sounds of fire engines making their way to us.

I don’t remember much except that I must’ve passed out. I regained consciousness and realized I was being carried down the stairs and out the front door by a fireman. I could make out several ambulances and some of the tenants in my building getting oxygen out the back of them. The fireman laid me out on a gurney. I noticed long, brownish hair flowing out the sides and back of the helmet and mask. “You’re going to be fine – just breathe!” a woman’s voice spoke to me. She moved my face side to side to make sure I was alive. The fresh air made me open my eyes wide. I did a double take in my confused state – a female firefighter carried me down FOUR flights of stairs . . . my eyes burned from the smoke and I started coughing. “That’s good,” she said. “A few more minutes and we would have lost you.” My head was pounding with one of the worst headaches of my life.

She pushed me to the back of an ambulance. A paramedic placed an oxygen mask over my face, and it clouded up as I took deep breaths. My lungs burned. “You’re going to the hospital,” she said. “I’m not leaving you until you go.” I looked into her deep green eyes and could see genuine compassion. The other firemen were spraying water into the first floor windows, and I could see several news trucks with their large antennas on the roofs. She took off her helmet, shook out her long hair, and looked relieved to be free of that burden.

My savior placed her hand tenderly on my shoulder and looked into my eyes. “If you had died on me it would have really ruined my day,” she said. I removed my mask and asked her, “What’s your name?”

“Charlene. What’s your name?”

“Danny. Danny Sickles.”

“Well Danny, this is an unusual way to meet now, isn’t it?”

She had a slight Irish lilt to her speech which I found to be a turn-on. I looked her over now that I was starting to feel like myself. I still couldn’t see how this gorgeous creature carried me down those stairs. Then I thought that I was probably an easy carry compared to the training she had undergone. I was only one hundred and sixty-five pounds wet.

“It certainly is.” Perhaps my delirium made me ask what I did next, because under normal circumstances I would have been too shy to even think it. “Charlene, um, you don’t suppose I could see you again after this?”

She laughed. “Smoke inhalation makes people do silly things, but I think you’re cute Daniel. I don’t think I’ve ever dated a rescue before.” She pulled out a small spiral pad from underneath her heavy yellow coat. The first few buttons of her blue uniform shirt under her heavy yellow coat were undone, and I could make out a nice cleavage and what looked like smooth, pear shaped breasts. She quickly scribbled something and pulled the paper off the notebook and slipped it into my pants pocket. I could have sworn she dallied a bit in my pocket because even in my current state, I could feel a raging hard-on. “Call me, Daniel,” she said. “They probably won’t keep you long in the hospital. Is there anyone you’d like me to call? I don’t usually do this, but for you I’ll make the exception.”

Immediately I thought of how worried my parents would be once they saw this on the news. “Yeah, if you could call my parents that would be very nice of you Charlene.”

“Sure, I don’t mind. What’s their number?” I told her as she scribbled it on the pad along with their names. “Consider it done. Okay, now I’ll leave you to the paramedics Daniel. It was a pleasure saving you,” she said, making an exaggerated bow before me. Then the paramedics took me to the hospital.


Two

THEY KEPT ME OVERNIGHT JUST AS A PRECAUTION. The fire had made my building uninhabitable for the foreseeable future. It was a gas main explosion in the basement, and the first floor was completely gutted. The news was saying how it was a miracle that there were no casualties. Fourteen people were taken to the hospital for smoke inhalation – me being one of them. Those of us who lived on the upper floors still had their belongings, so I thought I would wait until the weekend before I went back and got my stuff. Now I had to make the transition to living back at home. I didn’t want to spend too much time there. But before I went into the office I did plan to spend a week at home recuperating, and my dad would help me move my stuff out of the apartment for the duration.

After I was home for three days my mom surprised me one afternoon. I had just gotten up from a nap; I was still weak. “Daniel, you’ll never guess who I just spoke to.”

“Was it your sister, mom?” My mom had a ridiculous fight – one of many with my Aunt Rhoda who had just gotten divorced, and they hadn’t spoken for two years.

“No. It was that lovely young firefighter who rescued you from your apartment house.”

“Really!”

“Yes, she called while you were napping. She said she didn’t want to disturb you and just called to see how you were getting along. If I didn’t know better Daniel, I would say that I think she likes you,” my mom said with a little smile.

“Come on mom, she was just being nice. Although I gotta’ say, she really went over and above for me. I mean just imagine how chaotic that scene was – the fire still raging, injured still being brought out, news trucks in place, and she spent time ‘doting’ over me. It made me feel special.”

“Yes Daniel, that’s just what I mean. I’ve never seen her, but the way you described her, I can’t see how she carried you down FOUR FLIGHTS of stairs!”

I remembered how safe I felt when I was over her shoulder, and the way she carefully put me on the stretcher. The look on her face was one of genuine concern.

“She had just a trace of an Irish accent, and I suppose that being a European was part of it – you know, old world chivalry.”

I knew mom was trying to sell her to me, but that wasn’t necessary. I planned to call Charlene later this evening after dinner -and who knows, I might even have a chance to go out with her. I wondered first if she was married. Because of the gloves she wore, I couldn’t tell if she had a wedding ring. Still, the way she acted made me think that she was single.

“You know Daniel, you haven’t mentioned any young ladies for a long time. I think maybe going out on a date would be good for you.” Mom was right – my dating life did suck, so what did I have to lose? Right after dinner I went to my room and made the call. I took a deep breath before, and forged ahead.

“Charlene? Hi, it’s Daniel.”

“Oh hi Daniel! I called earlier to see how you were getting on and spoke to your mom. She sounds so nice.”

“Yeah she is. I meant to ask you; when you first told her about what happened to me, how did she take it? She never told me except that the woman firefighter who rescued me sounded nice.”

Charlene laughed. “Well of course she was very agitated at first, but I was reassuring to her, and she appreciated it very much. She asked about my job, and I shared that I had done this in Ireland for a while before moving to the States.”

“Wow, so you two really got to know each other.”

“Yes, I suppose so.”

My mom - never one to respect my privacy even after I was away at college for four years, pushed open the door to my room and whispered, “Invite her over for dinner. I’d love to meet her!” My eyes rolled at her forwardness, but after giving it a quick thought, I decided that would be a good first move. I would take her out for drinks to the local singles watering hole afterwards.

“Charlene, would you—um—like to come over for dinner on Friday? My mom’s making roasted chicken. Afterwards, maybe we could go out to ‘Tankards’? She just invited you, actually.”

God I felt so foolish; just like a high school kid asking the hottest girl in school out on a date! I was blushing all over. Another thought hit me. She had to be at least in her late twenties or early thirties. This observation gave my ego quite a boost, and I was starting to like her for that in addition to the fact that she was HOT. I had a thing for older women in my fantasies.

“Oh, Daniel, I’d love that!” she replied, her voice warm and reassuring. “You sounded a little nervous asking, but there’s no need—I have parents too, you know.” Instantly, her easy charm put me at ease. “And yes, Tankards sounds perfect. It’s been ages since I’ve had a proper night out.”

So plans were made. We talked about this and that for almost an hour. She told me she had two older sisters who influenced her life greatly. One served a stint in the Irish Republic’s Army, and another one was a “constable.” It seemed civil service ran in her family, and she steered the conversation to me. I thought that perhaps I may have prattled on with stuff I normally wouldn’t open to about so fast. Charlene asked about my dating life and I was truthful – it sucked. All the time we were talking, I was imagining how she would look out of uniform and all made up. How would she dress?

Her whole manner of talking and interest in me got me very aroused. She made me feel as if I was the most important person in the world when we talked. It was clear she led. One thing was clear – something was happening, and I was looking forward to whatever that something was.


Three

THAT FRIDAY EVENING, my mom was bustling around the house, obsessing over the dinner menu, arranging the table settings, and cleaning as if a famous guest were about to arrive. Watching her, I couldn’t help but wonder if she and Charlene had discussed more than she’d let on. My dad, on the other hand, remained indifferent to the excitement; he came home, settled into his usual spot, and buried himself in the newspaper. He hadn’t fully embraced the digital age yet, perhaps finding comfort in the physical pages as a shield against conversation and socializing.

I hadn’t mentioned to my mom that I planned to take Charlene out after dinner, but watching her fuss over every detail, I realized she wouldn’t be surprised—she might even welcome the idea. At exactly six-thirty, the doorbell rang, and my mom, brimming with excitement, said, “Daniel, why don’t you greet our guest?”

I quickly looked at her, frowning, as if to say, chill out mom! When I answered the door, I was taken and amazed by Charlene’s “civilian” appearance. She wore a mid-length powder blue dress with a slit up the side, showing off her soft, smooth flesh, and a knit top, low cut which showed the ample cleavage I remembered from that fateful Tuesday before. Her auburn hair was thick and shiny, flowing down her front into and around the middle of her chest where it curled and came up a bit. Her bright green eyes beamed at me, making me feel more special than I’d ever felt. She was the poster girl for perfect pulchritudinous beauty. I wanted to take her right there, and ravage every inch of her. In that instant, her charming smile was a subliminal sign that she wanted me too. I could not wrap my head around how quickly this was happening. Yet I still needed to be cautious, and slow. I didn’t want to seem overeager and set myself up for disappointment. In her hands, she carried a beautiful bouquet of flowers. This will knock my mother over, I knew.

“Hello Daniel,” she softly said in that melodious Irish accent I had grown to love the few times we spoke; a smile playing on her face.

“Welcome, welcome, Charlene – come inside. Here, let me take those flowers. . .” She stopped me in mid-sentence, saying, “No Daniel, let me give these to your mother meself.”

My mother scurried to the door as Charlene stepped inside our entrance foyer. “Oh Charlene, they’re beautiful! You really didn’t have to bring these over. Isn’t she thoughtful Daniel.”

“Yeah she really is mom.”

“Nonsense. Where I come from, you don’t go to someone’s house empty handed.”

“Well if everyone in Ireland is as charming as you, I think I might like to move there. Where are you from over there Charlene?

“Kilkenny, Mrs. Sickles.”

“Oh call me Doris, please.”

“All right, Doris then. I come from Kilkenny. It’s about an hour and a half drive from Dublin, and it’s really a beautiful city, with a castle, museums, Gothic architecture, and a pleasant little shopping district. You must go one day.”

“Sounds wonderful!” If I didn’t know better, I’d say mom wanted to go out with us later when I mentioned it. My dad stuck his nose up from his newspaper, his half-reading glasses down the bridge of his nose.

“Hello Charlene, nice to meet you,” dad said, then went back to his reading. Not exactly one to socialize, my dad.

“And a good evening to you too Mr. Sickles.”

“Come on Arnie, be a little social,” mom said. My dad frowned and went back to his newspaper, giving the pages a brisk ruffle, hiding his face. Charlene diffused the tension and quickly added, “Oh that’s fine. My dah is the same way.”

“There, you see Doris, men are like me on both sides of the Atlantic,” my father interjected. My mother gave him one of her “looks.”

Charlene laughed. Dinner was impeccable, even for mom, and full of animated conversation mostly between her and Charlene. They spoke about everything from hair salons in town, to shopping, and movies – It was like two old friends talking. My mom was most curious about her firefighter’s job and wanted to know how long she’s been doing that, and what was it like being one of two female firefighters in her station. Finally we had coffee.

I stood up and said, “Mom, dad; Charlene and I are going out for a few drinks now.”

“But Daniel, she just got here!”

“I know mom, but Charlene and I made plans. Maybe we can take you somewhere too,” I said. At first she started to smile, then realizing my sarcasm she said, “Oh, okay.”

“Don’t worry Doris, I’ll take good care of your Daniel,” Charlene said with a sympathetic smile. I guess she really got to know mom.

“Yes I’m sure you will dear. Well, it was lovely having you over. Please do come back soon.”

“I will Doris, you can count on it.”

My father dropped his newspaper down and nodded a disinterested goodbye, then went right back to whatever he was reading. Charlene and I left the house, and she rubbed her arms with opposite hands. “It’s a bit chilly outside Daniel. Let’s take my car. I have a light coat inside and then I can take you home.”

“Sounds good. So what do you think of my folks?”

“Ah! Your mother is so lovely, she reminds me of my own mother back in Ireland.”

“I’m sorry about my father, he’s not the most social being in the world.”

“That’s fine. I think all dahs are the same you know.” We had just gone down the flagstone steps to the walkway leading to the driveway where I told Charlene she could park her car. Out of nowhere she grabbed my hand, and turned to me smiling. “You don’t mind if I hold your hand Daniel, now do you?”

What kind of a question was that!? “Of course not Charlene. I’m just a bit surprised,” (and very turned on) I said as we reached the driver side of her car.

“You shouldn’t be surprised Daniel. I’m a very forward person and I told you that it’s been a while since I dated. I’m a very picky person you know.”

“Then I feel honored,” and I imitated her bow from the day of the fire. She laughed.

“Touché Daniel.”

Once inside the car, she leaned over and kissed me. My eyes wandered to the living room window for any signs of my mother, but fortunately she wasn’t there. I don’t think she would have minded seeing that to be honest. At first, her lips gently grazed mine, her cherry lip gloss covering my lips. My cock immediately sprang into action, and was pulsating. That was how badly I wanted her. As if she could read my mind she reached over and began stroking it through my jeans, which caused me to moan. Her tongue slowly and deliberately slipped through her lips and into my mouth, where she found mine. I slid it around hers, and she pressed harder against me.

Then she abruptly pulled off me breathing heavily and said, “More of that later Daniel, let’s go out. I’d be more comfortable outside of your parent’s driveway, but I just couldn’t help myself you know,” she said giving me a wink.

She slipped a short jacket on, started the car and pulled out of the driveway. At the stop sign by my corner, she reached into her bag and pulled out a pack of those long, white, girly cigarettes. She looked at me. “Do you mind Daniel?” I know tis’ a filthy habit, but I can’t help it. Since I started working here, I’ve been smoking more. I suppose it’s a reaction to the stress of the job.”

“It’s fine Charlene – it’s your car.”

She laughed. “Yes, I suppose it is, but I didn’t want to appear rude.” She really meant it, and it just endeared her more to me. I’ve never dated anyone so intuitive or mature like Charlene. She pulled out a long, thin silver butane lighter and took a deep, cheek-hollowing drag, and did a French inhale. “That’s so good. I didn’t want to excuse myself and go outside your house after dinner. I know your parents don’t smoke and probably wouldn’t take too kindly to it. You know, first impressions and ahl.” She immediately rolled down the window and exhaled outside into the night air. It was chilly and I wished I’d have brought a jacket along, but I wasn’t thinking about anything except Charlene.

“I take it you don’t smoke Daniel?”

“Not really. I’ve dabbled in it, but I never really got the habit.”

Truth be told, I had a bit of a smoking fetish for women like Charlene who smoked those long, white 120mm cigarettes. I was attracted to them. I also noticed through the years that I wasn’t comfortable around non-smokers. I thought there was something wrong with me until I googled the subject and realized these fetishes were more common than I thought.

“I see. Okay. Now I know that aspect of my person doesn’t bother you. I’m glad Daniel,” she said as she puffed away on the highway. It was about a ten minute drive to Tankards which was inside a moderate-sized shopping mall by mall standards. We parked underneath a light and this time I took her hand as we walked inside.

The place was crowded, it being a Friday night and we could hear the beat of the DJ playing techno music from inside. People were mingling about and dancing. “Why don’t we get a couple of drinks at the bar and then go dance?”

She took both of my hands in hers, and said to me up close, “That’s perfect Daniel.” The she gently kissed me on my ear, nibbling and smiling. Another thing. She was so proper, always addressing me by my full name and not “Dan,” like my parents or my friends usually did. I led her by the hand to the bar, and we found two recently vacated seats. I saw the couple leave and I asked the bartender if we could sit there. He said yes, and then when he saw Charlene, his eyes lit up. To my surprise, the bartender recognized Charlene.

“Hi Charlene! Where are your buddies tonight? Oh hey! I saw that apartment house fire on the news. Tough luck about Smitty and Mike. I just can’t get my head around it. All of us here can’t. How are you holding up?”

“As well as can be expected, I suppose. I missed the funerals as you know . . .” her voice trailed off.

Bill quickly realized he should change the subject. He turned to me and said, “How does it feel to be with a bonafide hero?”

I didn’t tell him that I was the recipient of her heroism.

“Oh let me introduce my date Bill. Bill, this is my friend Daniel. He’s special.”

“Well hello there ‘special Daniel.’ What did you do to land this beautiful woman?” That gave my ego a big, much needed boost. It also engendered some questions.

After we were seated and I ordered two frosted glasses of Guinness Stout, I turned to Charlene. “I thought you said you didn’t get out much?”

“Oh that. I meant dates Daniel. At least once a week, those of us from the firehouse often come here. We like the atmosphere. It’s got kind of a pubby atmosphere, like home, you know.”

Bill placed two iced mugs of the Guinness before us. Both glasses had the signature harp on them. “How did you know that’s my favorite Daniel!?”

“I just thought, you know, you being Irish and all.”

“Well that was very sweet of you Daniel.”

“Now, I hope I’m not getting too personal Daniel, but do you mind if I ask how old y’are?”

“I’m twenty-three; just turned last month.”

Charlene raised her glass in a toast. “Well happy belated birthday Daniel,” and we clinked glasses together. “And may it be a good year for you.”

“Thanks Charlene. I’m not going to ask your age – it isn’t polite.”

“That’s so sweet of you Daniel. Tis’ no secret really. I’m twenty-nine, going on the “Big Three O” in January.”

I was at a loss for words. Charlene sensed it and made light of it to put me at ease. “Well at twenty-three, just turned, mind you,” leaning in close to me, bending her head down slightly, and moving her eyes to the top, “It just means that you probably don’t have many bad habits I’ll need to break you of,” she said smiling, and laughed.

Her laugh was infectious and I laughed too. We finished our glasses, and she took my hands, led me off the stool, and we walked to the dance floor. Bill was washing a glass and as I turned to look at him he was smiling at me. What secrets could he possibly tell me? I suppose if Charlene was an axe murderer he would have warned me.

The light from the dance floor brought out the sparkle of her green, hypnotic eyes and the white complexion of her face. Contrast that with the auburn/chestnut color of her hair and she was stunning. I was in a trance and couldn’t take my eyes off her as she placed her arms around my shoulders, and I placed mine around her hips. The music was slow, but we weren’t really dancing, just sort of rocking as if we were the only two people in the whole place.

She pulled me closer and kissed me again. She pressed her waist against my hard cock, making me crazy. I got the taste of tobacco and the Stout, and soon all existence blocked out from my mind. She was weaving a spell on me. Perhaps it was inexperience or else this was real love. I had no idea, but I knew then that Charlene would be mine. Who would have believed that just one week ago I was sitting alone in my apartment, thinking about how dull and uninteresting my life was. I got more depressed every time I went to those online dating sites. But now, now, I felt on the cusp of the romance and the adventure of a lifetime.

After what seemed like forever, she gently pulled off of me, and I led her back to the bar. “Let’s have another Guinness Daniel. I’m driving, else I’d be havin’ me a wee bit more if you know what I mean.” It seemed that when she drank her accent became more pronounced and it was music to my ears.

Then it hit me. I didn’t know her surname. So I asked. “Charlene, you know I never got your full name.”

“Fair enough young sir. My full name is Charlene Alice Sheehan.”

“A pleasure meeting you Ms. Sheehan.”

“Likewise Mr. Sickles,” and we laughed. “Now if you’ll excuse me I must use the ladies room. You know you can never buy Guinness,

you only rent it,” she said laughing.

“Gotcha.”

I ordered two more from Bill. When I did he leaned in close to me and said into my ear over the music, “That’s a fine woman you have there Daniel. Just be good to her, okay?” It sounded like a warning, but then he smiled at me. “I’ve never seen Charlene here with a date, unless she sees them somewhere else. You’re a lucky guy.”

“Yes I know Bill.”

“I’ve never seen her smile like that. She must be really into you,” he said looking me over as if he were a brother of hers – very protective. “I’m happy for you. You seem nice enough.”

“Thanks, I’ll do my best.” A bit awkward, but then this whole week starting with the fire was crazy.

After we finished the second glass of Guiness, we talked some more, and I was very animated about my growing up as an only child, and she told me stories about her two sisters.

“Come on now Daniel, let’s go back to my place for a bit. We’ve some unfinished business to attend to,” she said like a fox talking to its prey. It was fine because I was all in. Outside, the first thing she did was to light another cigarette and we stood talking underneath the light next to her car.

She lived on the other side of town, close to where my apartment was and also near the firehouse she worked in. We parked in front of her place, and she said she was lucky to find a spot so close to her apartment. She raced outside her car, and opened my door for me.

“Hey, that should be my job,” I said, trying to sound like a gentleman.

“Well you can do that the next time we go out Daniel. Tonight, it’s all me.” Gorgeous and with manners to boot. How lucky was I? “Okay, it’s cold out here, let’s go in,” and she took her keys out of her bag and opened her door. She kissed me softly before we walked in and we made our way up the stairs to her apartment. It was a small affair, with a bedroom separated from the living room by a sliding door, and the kitchen alcove off to the side. A big screen TV covered her living room wall. I saw a large emergency radio on a shelf in her kitchen. She also carried a small walkie talkie device in her bag which she placed on the coffee table in front of the couch.

She placed her arms around my shoulders and said, “Now let me show you some of my home hospitality young Daniel.” She guided me like that, into her bedroom, staring into my eyes, melting me.
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Four

I FELT NO TRACE OF NERVES—being with her was effortless, as if our souls had been quietly searching for each other all along. Every word between us flowed with a gentle intimacy, and sometimes she seemed to sense my thoughts before I could even speak them. Her care for me was woven into every glance, every subtle gesture, making me feel cherished in a way I’d never known. It was surreal, how perfectly we fit together, as if fate had conspired to bring us to this moment. The six-year age difference only added to the thrill, stirring a sweet anticipation in my heart and making every shared smile feel like the beginning of something extraordinary.

The bedroom was a simple affair – a queen size bed, a desk, and some knickknacks on the shelves like a Celtic Cross, Hummel figures, and a fire dept logo. In the background, the emergency radio hummed away.

“Oh! Before I forget Daniel, I’m going to call into the station and tell them I’m ummm . . . not feeling well and need to sleep. This way I won’t get an emergency call tonight; that is if they have enough coverage.”

“Sure, I understand Charlene – do what you have to.”

I sat on her bed looking around while she made the call outside. When she came back into the room she was all smiles, having lifted that one potential barrier to what I knew would be an incredibly delicious evening.

“Well now, that’s done,” she said as she sat on the bed next to me. She turned to me and pulled me closer and began kissing me all over my face and mouth, nibbling on my ears which sent chills through me. Her smile gave off a heat that melted my heart, and my cock was screaming for release. As she now kissed me harder, our tongues intertwined; her hand reached down and grabbed hold of my cock through my jeans. She moaned and shivered with pleasure through our kiss as she felt the stiffness of it.

Charlene came off me and told me “Lie down on the bed Daniel,” smiling in wicked fun as she did so. She removed her camisole which revealed a red-laced bra underneath which she also removed. She shook her hair so her radiant locks fell over her face. Her breasts were even more delicious than I had imagined – firm, pear shaped with the nipples erect. She straddled me and moved up so her breasts were over my face. I lifted my head slightly to run my tongue around a nipple, and she moaned again with unrestrained pleasure, and pressed against me closer. I began sucking on it, gently biting, and my cock actually began to throb with expectant pleasure. I was not to be denied.

It was as if I’d slipped into a waking dream—each of her movements was a graceful, intimate dance, choreographed with a tenderness that made me feel cherished beyond words. Her every touch radiated generosity, as though her deepest joy came from igniting mine. In that moment, a powerful realization swept over me: I was tumbling headlong into love, truly and completely, for the very first time.

Charlene slowly got up on her knees, the backs of her nails stroking my face gently, looking down at me and smiling, as she undid my belt and the button on my jeans. She teased me and laughed as she slowly pulled my zipper down, and then up again.

“Lift your arse up Daniel,” she whispered softly, her eyes full of wanton desire. As I did her bidding, she pulled my jeans down just below my knees. She bit her bottom lip and then grabbed my boxers by the front and slowly pulled them down as well. “Oh my, what a beautiful cock you have there,” she said with exaggerated surprise, and began stroking it gently. I was being made love to by a Celtic goddess. She went up and down my length, stroking the bottom of my cock with the right amount of pressure.

Then she took her hand away and bent over me looking me in the eyes as she kissed the tip of my cock, the feel of the softness of her glossed lips sending shocks of electricity through me. I pulled my shirt up to my breast., and the ends of her hair tickled my bare belly.

Charlene opened her lips gently and she slid her mouth all the way down to the base of my cock, licking and sucking with a fierce intensity; all the while keeping a tight seal with her lips. Her mouth was very wet which made it feel like a silk scarf running up and down me. Sucking noises escaped from her mouth.

I bucked my hips to match her bobbing up and down, and we both went faster and faster. This was my first time, and I didn’t have to say anything because she knew – I knew she knew, and it was okay with her. I felt a hot knife churning deep inside me and I could hold back no longer – I screamed and shot out the biggest load of my manhood into her mouth. She drank up every drop of me as if her very existence depended on it. Not one drop came out the sides of her mouth. When I came she closed her lips tighter around me and kept going, long after the last drop had left me. My hands were pressed into her shoulder blades, and I was rubbing her. She cooed contentedly as I did so.

When finally she came off me, her eyes were glazed over and to me it was the most beautiful sight I ever beheld, and she kissed me, giving me a good taste of my own cum. I didn’t mind; I licked all of it from inside of her mouth. Then she reached down to her bag on the floor and took out a cigarette. Smiling, she looked at me and said, “Ah the best cigarette is after sex. Would you like one Daniel?”

I found myself saying “yes” and giving full vent to my fetish. As soon as she lit herself up she noticed my cock come up to full attention again right away. “Oh will you look at that! All I did was light a cigarette.” Her eyes squinted and with a grin on her face she said, “I think it turns you on when I smoke. You know I’ve heard of men with smoking fetishes, but I’ve never seen one in action before.”

I was busted and I knew it. I shrugged and said, “You’re right Charlene. I’ve had this since I was a teenager. It’s always been a turn on for me.” She laughed and held her cigarette in a very exaggerated feminine way and took a nice French inhale.

“I think that Freud believed it had something to do with the oral or phallic stage of development.” The expression on my face changed; I was embarrassed. She caught it right away.

“Oh no Daniel, it’s fine – really! No need to be embarrassed my love. Here let me prove it to you” And with both of us smoking, she took a deep drag and put her mouth against my cock again and exhaled all over it and began sucking on me again. Once more I came and I think I was cummed out for the night.

We just lay there in contented bliss, her head on my chest. She whispered sleepily “I love you, Daniel.” I kissed the top of her head and said, “I love you too Charlene.”


Five

CHARLENE DROVE ME HOME AND I WAS FLOATING the whole way. We talked about going on an outing to the countryside and watch the leaves turn and to a little village on the river with shops that I said would probably remind her of Kilkenny. When we reached my house the lights were out, and she kissed me more before I went in. “Good night my love. Call me soon, okay?”

“Sure,” and as I got out of the car I leaned in one more time and kissed her again, tenderly. I went to bed and fell asleep quickly, thinking about Charlene and how lucky I was.

I came downstairs for breakfast Saturday morning and my dad had already left for work – he was in retail selling cars and weekends were big for him, so it was just mom and me eating alone.

“So Danny, tell me about your date – Charlene is a real gem. I hope you can keep her.”

“Yeah, I hope so too mom. It was nothing special. We went to a bar where she goes sometimes with the other firefighters, and we danced and talked.”

“It seems like it was a lot of time for talking and dancing.”

“Come on mom. Don’t tell me you waited up for me! Besides, Charlene is very responsible. We had some drinks, and we wanted to make sure she was okay before she drove me home, that’s all.”

“See, I knew I was right about her. Make sure and tell her she’s welcome here at any time.” I couldn’t help but think that mom’s feelings for Charlene were in part predicated on the fact that after all, she did save my life on Tuesday. I think that mom was glad when Charlene was with me, that she had become my personal protection. It made sense.

“So when are you seeing her next Danny?”

“I don’t know. I said I’d call her.”

She pointed to Charlene’s flowers on the dining room table. They really were stunning. “Look at them Danny, such a beautiful assortment. When you marry her, I will go along with whatever floral arrangement she decides on.”

“Mom! STOP IT! I’ve just seen the girl once . . . well, maybe twice if you consider the fire.”

“Yes, the fire,” mom said, a bit overcome with how close I came to dying that day if it wasn’t for the Celtic goddess who saved my life. After breakfast I went to the mall because I was looking for some casual wear since I knew now that I had a girlfriend, and I wanted to look my best. That thought brought a smile to my face. The first time in a while that I’ve smiled like that. While I was at the mall, my cell phone rang just as I was coming out of the dressing room. My eyes lit up when I saw it was Charlene.

“Hi, such a nice surprise! How’s your day Charlene? What’s going on?”

“Well I’m doing some equipment maintenance with the house today Daniel, but I’m off tonight at eight o’clock. I was thinking maybe if you’re not doing anything you could come over, and we could cuddle up and watch a movie at my apartment. I’ve got a nice fuzzy blanket, some popcorn and wine, and we could make a proper night of it. Whaddya’ you say boyo?”

Boyo – I was dating a real Celtic goddess.

“You’re on! It sounds terrific! I’ll be over at eight thirty?”

“Yes, I’ll try and get off early. I believe the lads are going to Tankards, but tonight I’ll pass. I think I’ll tell them I’ve got a date with a proper gentleman.”

“And who would that be?” I said, trying to be funny.

“Cute you are Daniel,” she laughed. I’ll see you later.”

“Okay, bye – I love you Charlene.”

“Umm . . . me too,” and she made a kiss sound over the phone.

I bought the new jeans and a nice casual shirt that was a bit out of my budget, but I didn’t care – Charlene was worth every penny. I looked around, and on a whim, I bought her a bottle of some perfume they were hawking in the store and had it giftwrapped.

Of course mom was thrilled that I was seeing Charlene again and she was making plans to have her over for dinner again. I rolled my eyes, and remembered how she must feel towards her. I wondered how my dad felt about her and then realized you can’t squeeze emotion out of a stone.

I ate a quick dinner and of course mom made a comment about my new clothes and saw the giftwrapped little bottle of perfume and grinned at me. “I hope Charlene appreciates what a great catch you are Danny.”

“Sure mom, I know she does. Don’t wait up for me, and don’t worry, I’m in the hands of my rescuer.”

She laughed, but I knew that’s what she was thinking. It took me about a half hour to get to her apartment, and as luck would have it I found the same space we parked in last night. I noticed Charlene’s Subaru about four houses down. This time I brought my suede jacket that I only wore on special occasions, and this certainly was one of them. I took a deep breath and ran up the three steps to the door and buzzed her apartment.

The door buzzed. “It’s open Daniel, come in,” she said. When I opened the door and walked through the hall with the mail boxes I saw her standing on top of the ten stairs that led to her place.

She hugged and kissed me. She wore tight jeans that accented her perfect curves, and a white cotton button down blouse with the top three buttons opened. “Well now, what’s this?” she said, pointing to the bottle.

“Just a little something I thought you might like. When you called me I was at the mall and I bought these for myself,” pointing to my jeans and sport shirt. Then I caught a whiff of the perfume they were selling in the store, so here it is,” and I presented it to her. She smiled and wasted no time unwrapping it.

She gave a big sigh and touched her chest. “Oh my! This is absolutely lovely. It must have set you back some Daniel. I know this isn’t cheap!”

“Let’s see what it smells like.”

She put the bottle up to her nose and pressed the button down just a bit and we both sniffed. “Ummm, I love it Daniel! It smells like lilacs and something else. It’s wonderful!” She stood back and put some on her fingers and rubbed just a bit behind her ears. They were so perfect, her lobes. I couldn’t resist and I leaned in and kissed her neck.

“Tastes good too,” I added.

“Umm,” she cooed.

Holding the bottle in one hand, she threw her arms around my shoulders with pure passion, and kissed me deeply on the lips, throwing me into an otherworldly state of total ecstasy. She led me into the living room. “Now I found a movie I think you’ll like. It’s the one on NETFIX everyone’s talking about – that detective thriller. You never did tell me your taste in movies.”

“That’s fine. I’d rather watch it with you than with my parents!”

“Well I should hope so. But I get the feeling your mom would like it if we watched something with her too. You know I’ve been thinking about it. The fact that I saved your life probably endears me to her I’ll bet.”

“Exactly! I had the same feeling today when I saw her this morning at breakfast. She couldn’t stop talking about you.”

“Well bless her heart. The woman is very sweet Daniel. You’re lucky to have a mom like her.”

I smiled, eager to leave the world behind and lose myself in her embrace. With the softest invitation, we wrapped ourselves in the warmth of the fuzzy blanket, the glow of the lamp painting golden halos in her hair. The scent of her perfume mingled with the sweetness of strawberry shampoo, intoxicating me as she nestled her head on my shoulder. Every time she lifted her gaze, our eyes met, and we were drawn together in lingering, breathless kisses—each one deeper, more urgent, more electric than the last. The movie faded into the background, its story eclipsed by the quiet symphony of our closeness. With every touch, every shared laugh, I felt the world narrow to just the two of us, hearts beating in perfect time. In that moment, I knew I was the luckiest man alive.

She dozed off and on, making sweet sounds of contentment and joy. The wine had the same effect on the both of us. “C’mon Daniel, let’s go to the bedroom.” She didn’t wait for a response; none was needed. She pulled me off the couch and led me, silently to the bedroom through the sliding door. She threw her arms around me and kissed me – harder than before, and with even more passion, though I thought it was impossible. I knew that something grand and unexpected was about to happen.


Six

SHE SAT ME DOWN ON THE END OF THE BED and she stood in front of her dresser mirror, stopping to light a cigarette. Her eyes burned into mine and she bit her bottom lip, an action I had grown accustomed to and loved, the brief but intense time we had grown to know each other. She unbuttoned her top and slowly pulled it off, like a strip tease. I was smiling at her, and my cock was throbbing, aching for release.

Then she unbuttoned her jeans, slowly pulling down her zipper, letting them fall to the floor. She slowly stepped out of them, never losing eye contact, and she wore a matching red satin thong. Charlene posed for me, rubbing her hands over her perfect, tight, white skinned abdomen, and shaking her long, shiny hair over her face so she looked like a lioness in heat. She rubbed her tongue around her lips and was staring at me. I did all I could to stop from taking out my cock.

Then in a split second my entire world was flipped upside down. It was the emotional equivalent of the initial explosion of my building fire. You know how the mind plays tricks on you? Well, this was one of those times that I will never forget as long as I live. Charlene pulled down her thong and the largest cock I ever saw shown itself to me, curved and pointing up at the ceiling. My eyes were opened wide and my mouth hung open; a wordless scream forming.

“NO, NO, NO!! CHARLENE? . . . WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS???” WHO ARE YOU??” Tears welled up in my eyes as my world crashed down upon me. The room was spinning, and my heart was racing and the tears poured down my cheeks. Her expression turned to horror and disgrace; perhaps thinking that maybe it was too soon – too much, too fast.

“DANIEL!! WAIT! LET ME TALK TO YOU LOVE!”

“No, no Charlene. I . . . CAN’T,” I yelled. “I HAVE TO GET OUT OF HERE!” And I ran out of the bedroom, zipping my pants, and almost crashing into the sliding doors, loudly sobbing like a wounded animal. I grabbed my jacket and flew out the door of the apartment, taking two steps at once, and ran to my car. I could hear Charlene calling after me as I started the engine, my hands shaking. In her state of undress she couldn’t follow me. On the way home my phone buzzed four times. I didn’t answer – I was crying too loudly.


PART II
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Seven

I CRIED BITTERLY ALL THE WAY HOME. I felt betrayed, played with, used. Whatever negative feeling you could come up with I felt. That night, my phone buzzed intermittently, which only made me cry more, so at three AM I turned it off. I wasn’t sure how long it would be until I turned it on again.

I slept until eleven and came downstairs for breakfast. My dad was gone already, and my mother was in the kitchen smiling, getting my breakfast ready. She started to ask me about my date with Charlene, and my eyes welled up with tears.

“Whats’s wrong Daniel?” she asked; the look of genuine concern very strong, penetrating.

“Nothing mom. Can we not talk about this please?”

“Oh . . . okay.” She was clearly disappointed and still insistent throughout breakfast.

“Daniel what happened? Short of finding out that she’s a wanted killer who jumped bail, whatever could be wrong? I could tell how much she cared about you.” She laughed trying to make the mood better. “I was even planning the next dinner invitation.”

But no. I told myself that I wasn’t gay and to be with a “woman” like that would be wrong. I know that society is liberated and all, and transgender romances and relationships work out, but I was not ready for that.

The pain hit me in waves, raw and relentless. I ran upstairs, tears streaming down my face, locked the door, and collapsed onto my bed, sobbing into the pillow as if I could drown out the world. Dinner that night was a silent, heavy affair—my mother’s worried glances only deepened the ache inside me, while my father, as always, hid behind his newspaper, untouched by the storm raging in our home.

When Monday came, I couldn’t bear the thought of working from home, surrounded by memories and reminders. I forced myself into the office, hoping the change of scenery would numb the hurt, but the sadness clung to me, thick and suffocating. It twisted into something sharper—betrayal, anger, confusion—until I barely recognized myself.

A week passed before I could even bring myself to turn my phone back on. The screen lit up with missed calls and voicemails, all from Charlene. The sheer number overwhelmed me. Even through my anger, guilt crept in, whispering that maybe I’d been too quick to run, too quick to judge. I was left grieving—not just for what I’d lost, but for the hope and trust that had been shattered. It felt like mourning a friend, or maybe something even deeper. And I couldn’t shake the question: had I been too hasty, or was the wound simply too deep to heal?

Another week passed, and although my mother and I spoke about more mundane events, I could tell that Charlene was never far from her mind. Then one night at dinner, in front of my father, she said, “Maybe you should just call her Daniel and talk.” Charlene’s bouquet was wilted and was starting to smell, but my mother couldn’t bear to throw it out.

“Drop it mom, please,” I said, my hurt still too deep to even think straight. My father, much to my surprise, pulled down his newspaper, rustling it loudly, looked at me and said, “Daniel, is there something you want to talk about man to man?” I laughed inside, because I thought that if I wanted to have a “man to man” conversation, I could always call Charlene! It was a bitter revelation. By the fourth week I was starting to feel like myself again, but I couldn’t go back to the online dating sites – I was afraid to, and it would only depress me more than I already was.

Then that Wednesday evening I came home and my mother was in a state of panic. “Daniel!” She yelled. Come into the living room and look at the TV! The news is on!”

“What is it mom? Are we at war or something?” I almost wished we were. I would join the Marines or the French Foreign Legion where men go to forget. I quickly saw the screen and watched in disbelief. There was a warehouse fire downtown and two firefighters were killed and two were badly injured and in the hospital. I knew instinctively it was in the area covered by Charlene’s firehouse. I quickly pressed the DVR button to record. The announcer’s voice was steady and serious.

“Here is some breaking news. Let’s go to Doris Bannon on the scene.”

“A devastating fire at Jenkin’s Warehouse led to a building collapse earlier today, resulting in the deaths of two firefighters and serious injuries to two others. The blaze broke out at approximately 3:15 p.m., prompting a large emergency response until the fire was contained.

Among the injured are Jonathan DeMaio and Charlene Sheehan, both members of the 150th Engine and Hook & Ladder Company. Charlene Sheehan is notably the first female firefighter in the company’s history and was previously recognized for her heroic rescue efforts during the Hanock River apartment explosion last month.

Both injured firefighters were transported to Beacon Memorial Hospital and are expected to recover. The names of the fallen firefighters are being withheld pending notification of their families. City officials, including Mayor Jackson, have expressed condolences and praised the bravery of all first responders involved.”

I turned the TV off in shock and disbelief. I was beside myself with anguish for Charlene. How bad were her injuries? She had no family in the States to care for her, and where would she go when she was released from the hospital? I sighed. Maybe I was too hasty. For a few brief days she was the best thing that ever happened to me, causing feelings that made me feel so damn good! A small voice inside me kept saying, Love is love . . . I repeated it, and knew what I would have to do. My mom was crying and looking at me, pleading. “Daniel, maybe this is a sign of some sort. You MUST visit her, and whatever it was that caused you to leave her, you have to overcome. I just have a feeling about this.”

“Maybe you’re right mom.”

Immediately her face lit up. “Then do the right thing.” She must have read my mind because she said, “I know Charlene doesn’t have any family here, and I was thinking: We could offer her to recuperate here with us you know.”

“I think you’re getting ahead of yourself mom,” I said, thinking that I wouldn’t blame Charlene if she never wanted anything to do with me ever again. Still, the next day I called in sick to my job and in the morning I went to a florist, and spent nearly a weekly salary on a gorgeous floral bouquet. I drove to the Beacon hospital, and I really didn’t know what I would say, but I knew I’d be overcome with emotion when I did see her. I had no idea what kind of injuries she had sustained, nor how serious they were. It was an open book, and I would steel myself for whatever came.

I went to the front desk, and I asked for Charlene and her room number. I was told she had surgery yesterday, but that she was in a regular room. Thank God for that at least. So I took my pass and as it turned out she was on the twelfth floor – orthopedics.

When I walked into the room I saw she was asleep and hooked up to the IV. She had a cast on her right leg up to her hip. There were already several bouquets from the city hall, the police, and fire departments. I saw another bag hanging on the IV pole and assumed it was a painkiller and maybe an antibiotic. I went to the nurse’s station and asked for something to put the flowers in. A nurse helped me and remarked what a beautiful arrangement it was. She asked if I was family and I said no that I was just a good friend. Who knew if that was even true anymore.

I pulled the visitor’s chair up to the side of her bed and watched as she slept. After half an hour I started to dose off, and I was awakened by the sound of a nurse taking her vitals. She didn’t wake up, and the nurse told me that she was indeed on powerful pain meds.

After another thirty minutes or so had passed, I really lost track of time, her eyes fluttered opened, and I had my fist under my chin and was looking down at her body under the blanket and sheets.

“Daniel?” she said weakly, smiling. “My love . . . you came back to visit your savior. But now I’ve been the one needin’ savin’.”

I smiled and took her hand and smiled at her observation. “Charlene.” Tears were flowing down my cheeks. “Can you ever see it in your heart to forgive me?”

She took a deep breath. “I think I need to apologize Daniel. I’ve been going crazy in my mind for the last month, regretting that I never talked to you about . . . my nature to you first.”

I couldn’t resist leaning over and kissing her dry, cracked lips. Even without her makeup she looked angelic. How could I have been so stupid. All at once, with one kiss, all the feelings of joy came back to me, because I knew there was hope for this “thing of ours.” I lingered and our tongues found each other.

“I’m not leaving your side Charlene. I called in sick today, and I was sick with worry – mom and dad too, if you can believe that” referring to my “absent” father.

“Oh Daniel, it was so horrible! When the building collapsed, I was luggin’ a bit of hose, and a beam fell on my leg. Fortunately, twas’ just a bone, and the doctor said I’ll heal up just fine. About eight weeks in a cast, and then some PT.”

I was going to ask her if she knew about her friends, when she pre-empted me. She took a tissue and dabbed at her eyes. “Smitty and Mike perished, God rest their souls. They were good men and even better friends. You know how it is. When you work a job like mine, you become like family to those around you.”

“Hey, I’m here for you babe. Charlene, I’m so sorry. I, I love you.” I leaned in and kissed her again and hugged her. She placed her one free arm around my back and rubbed it.

“I know ya’are Daniel. You’re here with me now and that’s all that matters my love.”

“Hey, I was thinking. You’re all alone – at home I mean. My mom asked and I agreed; come stay and recover at our house. Good home cooking, and of course my doting mother to hover over you, not to mention me. What do you say?”

“Why I’d love that! You’re sure it’s no trouble?”

“Of course not! Better me than some strange nurse to visit you at home for a few hours. You won’t have to worry about shopping and that stuff – or going up and down those stairs.”

We hugged and kissed some more. “I’ll go down and grab something from the cafeteria and then come back up. Did you eat yet?”

“Soon I think. The food’s not half bad for a hospital here.”

So I stayed with her all day, and came back after work and stayed with her until visiting hours were over for the next two days. Before they discharged her she had to be cleared by PT before they could let her go out with crutches. They also gave her a wheelchair. I took her home with all that on the third day, and we stopped at the pharmacy for her pain meds. She passed crutch walking with flying colors.


Eight

My mom greeted her at the door and threw her arms around her and kissed her as though she was a long lost daughter coming home. “Charlene dear, when we heard about the fire on the news I was worried sick!”

“I know Doris. I can only imagine. Daniel here was a great comfort to me while I was in the hospital.” She looked at my mother, and it was as if she could read her mind. “And don’t worry, we cleared up our little ‘misunderstanding.’”

“I’m so glad,” mom said, placing her hands together as if in prayer. “Now let’s get you settled. We have a guest room down the hall where you can stay, and you won’t have to climb stairs.”

Charlene sighed with relief. “That’s wonderful because my wee apartment has three stairs outside and then another ten inside to get into the apartment.”

“There you see? Everything will be fine. You must be hungry. Daniel will help you to your room, and you can get settled.”

“Daniel,” Charlene said. “Can you make a trip to my apartment and get some clothes for me? I just have what I’m wearing now, and they belong to Nancy, the other woman firefighter in my house.” I feel a bit too small in them.” After all, she didn’t have any of her own clothes in the hospital, other than the heavy suit she came in with.

So after she was settled in her room and we had a bit of lunch I got in my car and drove to her apartment. I brought a suitcase with me, and I packed about two weeks’ worth of clothes in it. We would wash whatever needed washing for her. I went through her chest of drawers and picked out sweaters, and two large pairs of sweat pants she would have to wear to fit over her cast. I could always buy more if she needed them. After all, she would be spending eight weeks at our house.

When it came to her undergarments, I picked up about four satin thongs, and bras. A very evil thought crossed my mind as I rubbed the soft satin between my fingers. God these are so soft and silky. My heart started racing as I stripped out of my clothes and boxers, and slowly pulled up an emerald green thong up my legs. It felt heavenly as I pulled them up my skinny, hairless legs. My cock was as hard as a flagpole and at complete attention. I gently settled it around my junk and rubbed my cock against the soft inside of the pouch. I felt a drop of pre cum leak out, forming a small dark stain on the inside. It had extra padding to hide her “appendage.” The crazy thought hit me – what if I was to dress up too? Of course Charlene told me in the hospital that she had been on estrogens for quite a while to make her transition, and the only surgery she had was on her vocal cords to get her voice sounding feminine.

Then I noticed an opened pack of her cigarettes on her dresser, and a lighter next to them. I would buy her a carton and another lighter on the way home because I knew that she would surely have cravings to smoke at my house. I faced the mirror and placed a cigarette in my mouth. Looking around the room at her open closet I saw a box on top that contained a redhaired wig! Her auburn/chestnut hair was natural, but the redhaired wig excited me, and made my cock throb even more. So I carefully placed it on and looked at the “new me” staring back at me in the mirror. This was an unexpected thrill! I was overcome with giddiness.

I stood in front of the mirror smoking and turning from side to side admiring myself and rubbing my cock some more with the cigarette dangling from the corner of my mouth. I grabbed an ashtray and a box of tissues and placed them on the bed, and lay down. I slowly jerked myself off, fantasizing about Charlene. I wondered what it be like to actually suck her cock. I knew she would love that! I reasoned that it was just like eating out a woman’s pussy – just juices; so no big deal. My how my entire outlook changed in such a short time! I rubbed faster and faster, puffing away and rocketing into another, secret, sexy world. Finally I shot a huge load into the tissues, pulling the thong down just in time so I wouldn’t ruin it. I let the wig fall onto my chest and shoulders, sending chills through my body.

I finished up at her place and then stopped off at the pharmacy, sone other stores, and came home. I bought shampoo and stuff that I knew she would need for the stay at my house.

We all had dinner together and even my dad came out of his shell and made pleasant conversation with Charlene, which surprised us all – there were signs of life in the old man after all. After the dinner which of course my mom knocked herself out for, we went to the living room to watch some TV. I brought my laptop because after all, I did have work to do. I decided to work from home for the

forseeable future which was okay with my boss. Charlene made pleasant conversation with my mom and when my mom started asking questions about the accident, I saw that Charlene became uncomfortable and I told mom to quickly change the subject.

The subject of Charlene’s cigarette habit came out in the form of a confession, and here I thought my mom would draw the line, but much to my surprise she got an old ashtray out and brought it into the living room for her, while I went to the guest room to bring her bag. Charlene of course gushed over me at how thoughtful I was for buying her a carton; I knew that I would be partaking of them as well.

Charlene became sleepy around ten o’clock and decided to go to bed. I stood behind her as she crutch-walked into the guest room, and I decided to hang out with her. Of course my parents said nothing, and after I made a show of going upstairs to my room, I came downstairs after I was sure they were asleep. I opened Charlene’s door and was surprised to see her sitting up in bed reading a book from her phone.

“What are your reading?” I asked. “Nothing much Daniel. Just some erotic romance I like – you know, short stories from my favorite transgender writer Jaclyn Dicey.”

“Oh really?” I was surprised, but glad in a way because I thought that stuff would get her “in the mood.” But Charlene and I didn’t need any prompts. She was ready within the limits of the cast.

“Now Daniel, I am extremely desirous to be petted and played with. Do you know anyone who could help me on that score?” she said playfully.

“Why of course. I’ll just call one of my friends.” We both laughed.

“Silly you are Daniel. That’s what I love about you – one of many things.”

“Oh yeah, what else do you love about me?”

“Your big, hard cock of course. Now get undressed.”

I was wearing sweats like I always did to bed in the fall and winter. So I stripped quickly and was butt naked in front of her. She reached into the pharmacy bag I bought on her nightstand and pulled out the tube of lube gel I purchased; just as she asked.


Nine

“NOW, ARE YOU SURE you’re ready to please a lady?”

“Totally” I said. What should I do?”

She pulled the blanket down and I saw that she had gone to sleep without any of her undergarments on, and the huge, stiff cock glowed in the moonlight. “Now my darling Daniel, I’d like you to straddle my thighs with your arse facing me.”

I jumped up carefully to avoid the cast on her right leg, and she took the tube of gel and rubbed it up and down my taint, and stuck her finger into my boy pussy, or “bussy,” as I was to later learn the terminology. “You may feel some uncomfortable tightness my love, but it will quickly pass I assure you, and then you’ll be rocketed into a zone of complete and total pleasure.”

I did feel the tightness as I was stretched, but after a few minutes of this play, I got into the mood and was dying to have her cock penetrate me.

“I feel, and can see your tightness going away Daniel. Good, you’re relaxing. Now I want you to imagine the things we can do once I’m all healed up. “

Yes! That’s what I was thinking about – all the things she promised. She withdrew her finger and said, “Now I want you to lower yourself onto my gurl cock, and go up and down me to your comfort.” All the while her fingers were gripping onto my sides.

I felt her cock, which she placed some gel onto, slowly sliding inside of me between my butt cheeks which she spread apart slightly. Her hands guided me up and down and I hissed. “Take it slow Daniel, remember what I said, okay now.?”

“Yeah,” I said through the pain.

“Oooh, that’s it my love – slowly and deeper onto me.” I got into a rhythm and slowly the feeling of fullness dissipated, and I was feeling a deep-seated hunger, a strong desire to please her. I went faster and she was moaning and gripping tightly onto my buttocks. I felt a deep well of desire lighting me up inside as I was rocketed into a pleasurable euphoria. We both came at the same time. I felt a rush of her warm cum fill me inside as I gasped, and she let out a scream of pure otherworldly ecstasy. I didn’t care if my parent’s heard. The more I thought about it, my mother probably expected something like this. When she exploded inside me, I kept thrusting on her and felt her cum run down the inside of my butt cheeks. At the same time I let out a load moan and shot a huge load of cum onto her outstretched good leg, and I wasn’t even touching myself. This, as I was to learn later was given the rather derogatory term “sissygasm.”

I regarded this as no different than any other type of lovemaking. I slowed down after both of us were quiet. I came off her and we cuddled. She gave me a knowing smile and said, “How was it my darling’? See, it’s no different than any other type of lovemaking. I’m just a lady who happens to have ‘a little something more,’ is all.”

“Yes . . . Charlene, it was wonderful. I still feel so bad about running away from you.”

“Hush now. Like I told you Daniel, it was all my fault for not talking about it first. I can only imagine how you felt, and I’m the one who’s sorry. But now things are much better, aren’t they? And just think how much time we have together. I love you Daniel,” and she kissed me sweetly. We lit cigarettes afterwards. “There, you see how good this nasty little habit is after sex?” she said with a cozy little grin.

“Yes you’re right Charlene,” I said as I blew out plumes of blue smoke.

I thought about my little “playing around” in her apartment earlier that day and I knew I had to come clean.

“I have something to confess Charlene.”

“What would that be my love?”

“We shouldn’t keep secrets from each other – that’s part of it.”

“And?”

“Well earlier today when I was at your apartment packing up your stuff, I, uh, I slipped a pair of your panties on.”

Her eyes grew wide, and she cocked her head to one side. “So how did that feel?”

“It felt wonderful, and I felt so guilty . . . because I also put on your redhaired wig.”

“Oh that,” she said and laughed. “Well now, this changes things a bit, but I would say for the better my love.”

“Really?” Yes! You don’t have to go all in just yet. Take it slow and we can have fun together; maybe start right here in this room. You can go back to my apartment and bring the wig here, and I could put some makeup on you.”

At that thought my cock swelled. “Oh my, look how excited you’re getting! Here, sit up and get over here, and I’ll suck, I mean devour your cock. When we’re together you can dress up as much as you like my love,” and she winked at me.

Whoa, this was a whole other dimension. I felt so blessed that this could even happen. I could never imagine it just a few short months ago.

I straddled her chest and grabbed my cock, placing it down so her mouth could take it. She quickly replaced my hand with hers and she slipped it between her lips, and began to gently lick around my head. Charlene’s fingers rubbed my shaft and the soft underbelly of sensitive skin. Then I pushed farther in, and she took all of me inside her like before, not stopping. Her lips made a tight seal around my shaft and I kept thrusting. Her mouth was so wet, and it wasn’t long before I came inside her mouth. Like before, she drank all of me in, not letting one drop go to waste. I kept thrusting until she licked me clean.

Then when I pulled out we lay next to each other. She whispered softly into my ear. “Just imagine what we can do when the cast comes off of me Daniel. I will really rock your world . . .” and with that we fell asleep in each other’s arms. During the night I tasted her for the first time, and it seemed to me to be the most natural thing in the world. She loved every second and made me feel as though I was the most important person in the world.

The next morning, after having spent the entire night with Charlene in her bed, I got my sweats on quickly and I helped her dress. We both came into the kitchen where my mom and dad were having breakfast.

“Daniel, I didn’t hear you come down. I was going to go to Charlene and help her dress . . . but I see you beat me to it,” she said with a knowing smile. As usual, my dad was behind his newspaper, oblivious to what had transpired last night. That afternoon I went back to Charlene’s apartment and brought the redhaired wig back with me, minus the box, and snuck it into the house.

________________

______

The next eight weeks with the cast on, we repeated our nightly routine, and mom was thrilled. How cool is that? After the cast was off, Charlene stayed at our house, and I took her to PT and the doctor’s office. Eventually she moved back to her apartment, and after about six months, I moved in with her. When we had enough money saved, we moved to a new apartment together. Not only did Charlene let me wear her wig and makeup, but she got me a couple of skirts and blouses, and I was dressed whenever we were together. It was our delicious little secret, and my parents were none the wiser. I was on the fence about transitioning but knew that I eventually would when the time was right.

After another six months, I saved up and bought Charlene a ring. We were to be married in the fall. If I may be frank, we fucked like jackrabbits. Taking her was the most fun, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I was even glad my old apartment house burned, because it allowed me to meet my “Five Alarm Femme,” and savior. 
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TOE CURLING TRANSGENDER ROMANCE: A Bully to Lovers Story

Saving his life was just the beginning

An erotic transgender love story of coming of age and true, deep romance
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One

CASEY WAS LOOKING HERSELF OVER in the mirror with a quiet intensity before going out. The small bulb lights on her bathroom vanity cast subtle shadows across her features as she leaned in closer, her fingers carefully blending in a touch of rouge into her cheeks. She paused, then traced her lips with a bit more lip gloss, smacking them together gently. Her long auburn hair fell in waves, brushed to a deliberate perfection that hinted at control—and perhaps, at secrets.

Very pleased with herself, satisfied, and turning from side to side, she murmured just above a whisper, Damn girl, you’re HOT AS FUCK! With her studded and belted short leather jacket, “grunge” denim skirt, and leather boots that went up to her thighs covering them like armor, she slipped on her fingerless leather gloves. Casey felt powerful, dark, and deeply seductive. Tonight was a special gathering. It wasn’t a high school reunion per se, where you would be expected to spend about a hundred fifty for a catered buffet, and wear a dress gown, or see the guys in suits. No, this was as unofficial as they go. It was an “off-year” – two years to be exact since the five year reunion.

Social media had made this reunion possible; the ease in which people could stay in touch. The high school in Connecticut Casey attended was a large, but suburban-rural school, and most people had moved far away, but there was still a core of people who lived in the state, or in the Tri-State Area of New York, New Jersey, or Pennsylvania. These people would come. She knew they would. Casey was on the fringes of her group, keeping her FACEBOOK posts to one or two words, never volunteering photos or personal information. She liked it that way – private, personal. She had secrets.

Casey was the one people wondered about, the one whose life was a question mark, whose social media revealed little and whose presence always seemed to hint at something more. She shared her life with very few people since graduation. Her story was very different from that of her classmates. In high school, Casey was known as “Cliff,” and was a jock and a bully. She, or “he” back then made life miserable for a select few classmates who he enjoyed pushing around, physically and verbally. One thing was missing though. Guys like Cliff usually had a flock of female groupies hovering around them, all vying for attention – but not Cliff. He stayed with the guys from the football and lacrosse teams. No one thought much of it until Cliff showed up at the five year reunion as “Casey;” the transition having taken place during her college years.

After that reunion, there was a flurry of chatter on social media sites the class kept in touch through. Most offered praise and encouragement to the new “Casey,” but she never responded to them. She remained an enigma and was the subject of much rumor and speculation. Her life was a question mark, and was a person whose presence always seemed to hint at something more. No one even knew what Casey did for a living.

The reunion was to take place at a local sports bar – “THE BULLPEN.” It was usually a crowded place that had a party room off to the side. That’s where Casey’s class would meet. Maybe they were going to have about twenty or thirty people at this thing – no catering, everyone paid their own way, except for the rental of the party room. That was a ten dollar fee collected in advance by the reunion committee. The way Casey figured it: what the fuck – it’s just a night out.

Larry Ondress was another classmate who would be coming. Now Larry was a different sort altogether. He was a quiet, shy type in high school and never made a presence on social media. His FACEBOOK page didn’t even have a profile photo on it. He rarely answered messages and the only way he found out about the impromptu mini-reunion was from his two friends and high school classmates Jimmy and Ted Jacoby – identical twins. They were pretty much the only friends that Larry had, and they remained in touch. The twins were roommates in a small apartment they shared in New Haven. Both of them worked at an accounting firm. Larry lived in New Haven as well, but saw the twins infrequently. He worked for a company that offered services to dental labs, and the work was pretty much remote. He liked it that way.

As far as the social scene with girls, Larry wasn’t much for that. He never tried online dating sites and the few dates that he went on were set-ups from well-meaning relatives or friends from work. So at twenty-five years old, Larry was still a novice when it came to girls. It didn’t bother him because he had everything he, as an introvert needed: a gaming console and books.

Jimmy and Ted didn’t tell Larry one little piece of information about the reunion: The fact that Casey would be there, because if Larry had known, he likely would have passed on the invitation. That’s because Larry was one of the select few that Casey, or “Cliff” as she was known back in the day, beat up on pretty regularly. Jimmy and Ted were curious to see if Larry would even recognize his former bully and what his reaction would be. Truth be told, that was the main reason they even told Larry about the party. Larry had declined to go the five year reunion two years ago, and therefore had no idea about Cliff’s transition.

One night in their apartment the week before the Saturday evening reunion at The Bullpen, the twins were talking about it. “So how do you think Larry’s gonna react when the hottest girl at the place turns out to be ‘Cliff,’ Jimmy?”

Jimmy was laughing. “Well that all depends on whether or not Larry even cares that girls are at the party!” Now Ted was laughing too. Neither of them had dates to bring to the party, so they really shouldn’t have been making fun of Larry in the first place.

“Hey Jimmy, whaddya’ think would happen if Cliff tries to hit on Larry?”

“THAT I’d pay good money to see!!” Both of them were now in stitches. The plan was that the night of the party, Jimmy and Ted would pick Larry up at his apartment and the three of them would go to it in one car.

Saturday night Larry was in his apartment getting ready, and he was going over in his mind which of the girls from his class he’d like to see. He didn’t even know who was married or not. That’s how out of touch he was with his class. He was starting to feel sorry that he agreed to go in the first place. His phone buzzed with a text message: Jimmy and Ted were waiting outside.

Well, here goes nothing, Larry thought. Maybe the party would turn out to be a dud, and we could all leave. Yeah, that would be the best thing. He sighed and made his way downstairs and out the door to the twin’s car parked in front.

On the other side of town, Casey was all set. She wasn’t even sure why she wanted to go anyway, but she knew that she was the one people wanted to see the most because of her “transition” from being the high school bully.


Two

CASEY PULLED INTO THE BACK parking lot of The Bullpen, and stepped out of her red Maserati. It was Saturday night, and the lot was pretty packed. The Bullpen was part of a mall, and it was located up on the second level after you went into the main entrance. She lit a long, all white cigarette and stood next to her car smoking it before she went in because the health freaks didn’t allow smoking inside anymore in most places. In her long, leather boots, guys stopped to stare at her. She was a tall, good looking woman at a solid six feet. Slowly, she started to make her way to the mall entrance, her boots clacking on the pavement. God I hope no one fucks with my car here, she thought looking back at her ride. Normally she wouldn’t be caught dead at a place like this. But tonight was the exception.

She took a last drag and tossed the cigarette aside as she entered the mall and made her way to the escalator. She noticed a couple of old classmates on the companion escalator next to her. They saw her and turned away quickly, not wanting to stare. This made her smile inside. Bunch of chumps; they are all – limp dicks!

She made her way through the second floor, looking into the shop windows. Some of the stores were still open, trying to catch the last of the shoppers who might help them pay the rent this month. Then she came upon The Bullpen, with its pinstripe marquee and neon blue lettering on the face of giant white baseball. Casey gave her head a little confident shake as she entered, and looked around at the bar. She recognized a few of her classmates and wondered why they would be paying for drinks at the bar when they paid ten dollars to be at the party inside. Casey made a little deprecatory “tiff” sound, and was smiling confidently as she entered the party room. The open bar was facing her, and the well-stocked buffet tables and servers were all around the other walls of the room.

I’ll just get myself a drink at the bar and stay here for a while before I sit down at one of the tables, she thought. There were already groups of her former fellow classmates sitting in small clusters at the tables. The dance floor was empty even though the music, courtesy of the DJ was playing. He kept it lively, but not too overwhelming to discourage conversation.

After she ordered her gin and tonic and was nursing it, scanning the room for familiar faces, Larry, Ted and Jimmy entered. It took a little bit for their eyes to get accustomed to the lowered lighting, and Jimmy gave his brother a nudge, and pointed to the bar. “There she is, Ted – at the bar.”

Jimmy smirked and said to his brother and Larry, “Let’s get a couple of drinks guys,” and they headed to the bar. Jimmy and Ted purposely went to the other end of the bar, away from Casey.

“So Lar, you recognize anyone?” Jimmy said.

Larry looked around and nodded. “Yeah, there’s Ira, Joe Mitchell, Bernadette, and Nancy Gaines, with what looks like her husband. You guys came two years ago – do you recognize everyone?”

Before Jim or Ted could answer a big beefy guy with close cropped blonde hair came up behind Ted and put his head in a headlock. “Hey Russell,” Jim said. “After all these years you still fucking with my twin?”

Russell let go of Ted and said, “Nah, not really. Those days are gone.” He was smiling and noticed Larry. “Hey Ondress – we missed you at the ‘five;’ what’s doin’ bro?”

“Oh hi Russell, I thought you would have been an NFL star by now. What happened?” Larry asked.

“You may have heard about it. In my junior year at Duke I got my knee fucked up by a freight train from U Miami.”

Before Larry could respond, Jim cut in. “- Yeah, I remember! Sports Illustrated did a piece on you. I think it went ‘Promising potential draft picked gets career ending tackle,” or something like that.”

Russell turned to Jimmy and responded disdainfully: “Yeah that was me. So I stuck with engineering, and they were nice enough not to end my scholarship. Now I work for Comstock Power as a line inspector. What can I say? It pays the bills. And how about you guys?”

All three recited their jobs and what paths their lives had taken so far. Russell wasn’t married and came alone too. So he joined their little group.

“So I see you guys didn’t bring any dates with you,” Russell observed.

“No we haven’t, and we had to pull teeth to get Larry here to come with us,” Ted said.

“Still the shy, quiet type, huh Larry?”

“Yup, that’s me,” Larry said. He felt the need to qualify himself. “It’s tough being single nowadays. You know with social media and these dating apps, it’s so easy for girls to fake profiles with AI and stuff.”

Russell nodded his head – “Tell me about it. I was seeing someone for like six months and then I found her cheating on me – with her fucking GIRLFRIEND! Can you believe it guys? She was a lesbian!”

“No fucking way! After SIX MONTHS??? And you had no clue? Nothing gave her away?” Jimmy asked.

Russell shook his head and pulled his lips in tight. “Not a thing dude. She tells me over the fucking phone! Can you believe that?”

“Now that is really some fucked up shit,” Larry said. The other two just nodded their agreement.

“Say, how about we get a table and grab some food, huh guys?” Russell said.

“Yeah. I’m gonna start at the sushi,” Ted said. Of course, his twin followed him to the serving table. Russell and Larry found an empty table and placed their jackets on the chairs, and joined the twins at the sushi bar.

Meanwhile from the bar Casey was watching. She spotted Larry right away and her mind went back in time to all the torment she caused him in school as “Cliff.” I’ve changed since then, she said to herself. I never really meant him any harm. Besides, he’s changed a bit since high school – he’s even kind of cute. Maybe I’ll go over to him. I wonder if he’ll remember me. A thought then occurred to her, that sometimes people can be scarred from bullying. Maybe she did him irreparable harm. The thought of that was too awful to contemplate. She shook her head silently, marveling at how she changed since transitioning into a totally more empathetic person – a nicer person. Maybe it was the estrogen?

Ted and Jimmy had no intention of mentioning “Cliff’s” transition to Larry; it would be fun, they thought. Their plan was to steer him towards the “mystery woman” at the bar. They noticed that now she had a plate of food in front of her, preferring to eat at the bar by herself. The twins got Russell by himself.

“Russell. Do you know who that is sitting at the bar by herself?” Jimmy asked.

Russell looked closely at first not sure; but after a full minute of staring, he said, “Oh . . . oh yeah! Fuck, I almost forgot! That’s freakin’ Cliff from the football and lacrosse team! Yeah, now I remember. He transitioned in college and now his name is ‘Casey’ I think. Not exactly the very social type, is she?”

“That’s right,” Jimmy said. “Here’s the deal: Larry missed the five year and has no idea about Cliff, but remember how Cliff used to bully him all the time?”

“Yeah, so what about it?”

“Well, we’re not gonna tell Larry anything. We wanna see if maybe we can, you know, steer him to Casey, as he calls himself now.”

“Well damn! She looks fucking hot as hell. If I didn’t know any better, I’d try for her myself.” The way Russell said it, would give the impression that the fact Casey was a trans woman would not be off-putting to him. Jimmy picked up on it.

“You mean, you’d really hit on her?” Jimmy said. It was as if Jimmy and Ted were playing a game where it didn’t matter if Russell or Larry ended up with Casey. They just had a weird interest in watching a transgender classmate hook up with a straight guy.

Larry was busy talking to someone that he was mildly friendly with in high school, and they were laughing at an old joke while the other three were still talking.

“Yeah, I might. Fuck, after all, she just looks like a hot girl who happens to have a cock. I mean what’s the difference when you think about it? You’d go down on a pussy right?”

Jimmy and Ted looked at each other, seeming to get off on Russell’s sudden interest.

“Well to each his own. Personally, I wouldn’t do it,” Ted said, shaking his head. They watched as Larry and the guy he was talking to – Doug Newbury made their way to the table that Russell and him had saved. As it turned out they were joined by a good looking blonde that was wearing a wedding ring, who happened to be Doug’s wife.

Meanwhile Casey was still contemplating Larry. She decided that if she did go over, she wouldn’t tell him who she was. It would be an interesting experiment. Besides, she felt a bit of a “stirring” inside of her that told her she would probably go over to him – when he was alone. She also noticed Russell, her old football team buddy staring at her and she was pleased, although her sights were set on Larry. He looked interesting. Time was on her side – she knew. That was an advantage of being a girl. The guy was the one who usually made the first move. But she also knew that she could take control at any moment.

Couples were now on the floor dancing and the table where her “prey” was sitting at was still there, but there was some movement. A guy she recognized as Doug Newbury has himself a wife, and they went up to the floor to dance, leaving the four guys at the table. She calmly ordered another gin and tonic which she downed quickly and got up from the bar, making her way slowly across the room in the direction of their table. People were staring. Damn if I’m not the hottest bitch in this room! She thought with more than a small degree of satisfaction.

The guys were engaged in conversation, but Russell was the one who noticed Casey moving towards them. His eyes were wide open, fixated on Casey, but he kept quiet, not even paying attention to the banter at the table.

Larry was bending over to the table, talking to Ted at the end, when he felt a tap on his shoulder. He looked around and saw the gorgeous brunette from the bar smiling at him. “Hi,” she said. “Would you like to dance?”

Larry stared at her. “Do I know you?”

“Maybe, maybe not. Our class was pretty big.” That was true. It was about three hundred and fifty kids.

Casey jerked her head to the side. “Come on. I’m sure your friends will still be here when I bring you back.” Russell’s mouth hung open, and he looked like a wounded puppy. He was sure those thigh-high boots that walked over to the table were meant for him. Casey ignored the guys, but made brief eye contact with her old football team mate. Larry got up and Casey took him by the arm and walked him to the dance floor. Now Jimmy and Ted watched in fascination – their game going back to its original plan. So Russell wasn’t the chosen one, they both thought at the same time as the twins often did. Doug Newbury recognized who Casey was and said nothing to his wife as he watched her take Larry to the middle of the floor. He, like the guys, was amazed. Although he wouldn’t tell his wife, he was very jealous of Larry’s dance partner.

“So, what’s your name?” Larry asked as Casey took his hand and led him to the center of the floor. Now Casey clearly recognized Larry, and the guilt that hit her earlier was eating at her. Perhaps she thought, the estrogens had “softened the bully” out of her. He didn’t look too bad to her now either. It was seven years since she had last seen him and he had a body type that she found appealing in a man; not too muscular, tall, kind of on the thin side, and soft skin. Larry had all of these traits, plus he was on the shy side. Casey was a “take charge” sort of girl with a lot of power in business as well as in her personal life.

Once on the floor, she turned to Larry who was approximately her height and placed her arms around his shoulders, and pulled him close, so he tasted her breath. She tasted like alcohol and tobacco, and it flipped him out – he had a large fetish for hot women smokers dressed in leather and revealing clothing.

“I’m Casey,” she finally said, “and I don’t really remember you either.” She was a convincing liar, and good at setting a trap. Her gurl cock was stirring to life under her G-String.

Larry’s dick was getting hard too, and Casey’s waist was pressed up against his. How could she not feel the hard-on, he thought.

“Oh, I’m Larry, Larry Ondress.”

“Well nice to meet you Larry. Maybe you don’t remember me because I transferred into high school in the middle of senior year.”

“Really? Because I would have remembered you – you’re . . . HOT!” There. He said it. It felt as though it was someone else talking through him. Damn, he thought. What was I thinking?? He turned beet red.

She smiled at him and held onto him closer and tighter. Might as well have some fun, she thought. So she led and they started swaying to the fast music, but out of sync with it. She pressed her lips gently against his and they kissed. She worked her tongue inside his mouth, and it wrapped around and slid up against his.


Three

SOMETHING ABOUT HER LOOKS FAMILIAR, Larry thought. But from where? She just told me that she transferred into high school in senior year, and she was right – the class was huge. But Larry couldn’t think straight because he was being kissed by the most incredible girl he had ever been with! Oh, and what about the expressions on the faces of his friends? It seemed they didn’t know who Casey was either. So he just decided to go with the flow. Larry felt empowered in a way that he never had before. Now as they moved in semi-sync to the techno music, Casey was grinding her hips up against his – no question about it. He felt a drop of pre cum leak into his boxers. This was the real deal, and he could swear he heard her moan over the music.

She stopped suddenly and held him at arm’s length, studying him. Her eyes were moving up and down him and it looked like she was hatching a plan of sorts. Just then, any of Larry’s thoughts to the contrary were dispelled. “Hey Larry, let’s get out of here. How did you come here tonight?”

“Uhhhh . . . my friends over there drove me,” he said, nodding to the table, unable to believe his luck! Maybe tonight would be the night, he thought.

“Oh, you mean those guys who haven’t taken their eyes off of us?” Casey said. She was clearly loving the attention. Picking a guy up at this thing was the last thing she had on her mind, but she was bored as hell. So, why not?

“That’s them,” he said and shrugged. Casey was hanging her arms around his shoulders.

“Well, let’s give them something to think about before we get out of here,” and she leaned in and kissed him even harder. Larry was stroking her long, silky hair that ran down her to the small of her back over her leather jacket as they kissed.

She broke off after a full two minutes and said, “Tell them you’re leaving with me, and I’ll take you home later.”

“Wait! Where are we going?”

“My place silly boy,” she said playfully. “I’m feeling crazy horny tonight, and I’m not usually like that when I first meet a guy.”

“Okay, I’m in!” Larry said still in shock, and walked briskly over to the table.

Jimmy was staring at him with his mouth open. “Holy shit Larry! I’ve never seen you with anyone like that . . . I mean, like her – hot like her.”

Larry shrugged. Addressing the table of his friends, he said, “Yeah, her name is Casey; said she transferred into our school in the middle of senior year. Any of you guys remember her?”

The guys looked at each other. Russell was the most amused and almost spilled the beans to Larry about Casey’s true identity, but thought better of it. His lips curled up in a smile. Better let him find out himself, he thought. “No, I’ve never seen her before.” Jimmy and Ted caught on to Russell’s deception and said nothing. For sure they would have to talk to Larry about “his date” at a later time – like tomorrow!

“Well anyway guys,” he said, talking to Ted and Jimmy. “Casey is taking me to her place, and she’ll take me back to my apartment later.”

“Sure Lar, sounds good. Hey man – good luck!” Ted said, winking at Larry. When Casey and Larry were out of sight, the guys looked at each other and started laughing. Everyone except for Russell.

“I’ll have to talk to Larry,” he said. “If it doesn’t work out, hell, I’ll take her out!” The guys just stared.


Four

CASEY LIT A CIGARETTE as soon as they were outside the mall. “Want one?” she asked Larry and held the pack out to him. It was too much for Larry to resist, and as he took hold of the slender, white object of his fetish, his desire for Casey grew.

“Sure, thanks.”

“I can tell you’re not a smoker,” Casey said, observing him closely. Casey didn’t smoke before her transition, but it was just something that completed her self-image of femininity and toughness.

“Sometimes I do.”

Casey picked up on the way he said it, and her mind began working. He sort of reminds me of myself before . . . she thought.

She pushed the point farther. “Something tells me it’s kind of a turn on for you.” Larry’s expression turned to embarrassment at his secret being revealed. Casey caught on right away.

“Oh don’t worry about it. I’ve never seen a guy with a smoking fetish before, but I think it’s kind of cute.” This put Larry at ease right away.

“Wow, nice ride,” Larry said once inside Casey’s Maserati. This girl must have some bucks, he thought.

“Yeah, I like it. I feel that I owed it to myself, you know?”

“Can I ask what you do for a living? Or would that be too forward of me?” 

Casey smiled as she drove with her eyes on the road and told him the truth. “I don’t mind – it’s a natural question. I own a modelling agency that I started myself. I have a studio and a bunch of girls who work steady for me and make good money. It’s just two years old and I keep getting more clients. I became really good at social medial videos and now I’m what you’d call a “hot commodity” in the business.”

“That’s really impressive. I like that – good looks and intelligence.”

Casey turned to look at him and said, “I’ll take that as a compliment.” Larry felt stupid immediately for having said that.

“Well here we are – this is me,” Casey said as they pulled up to her building and drove into the underground garage. The attendant nodded to Casey and took her keys.

“Hi John, I’ll be taking it out tomorrow morning early,” she told him. John smiled and nodded, giving Larry a tip of his cap.

They walked into the elevator, Casey taking his hand. “I live in the penthouse, but please Larry, don’t be intimidated.”

“Intimidated? Hell, I’m impressed as fuck! Seven years out of high school? That’s fantastic!”

“Thanks to some savvy internet skills, if I do say so – and luck,” Casey replied, liking the compliment. She was powerful and lapped up the recognition.

The door opened up and led right into Casey’s penthouse. The elevator opened into a small hallway, and just to the right was the expansive living room with a large picture window facing onto the city and the Long Island Sound in the distance. The moonlight shone through the window casting a soft glow onto the furniture and the fireplace. It took a while for Larry’s eyes to adjust to the surroundings, and it caused a sense of peace and tranquility to come over him. He remembered Casey’s words to the attendant, “I’ll be leaving in the morning,” and it made him feel good.

“So Larry, want something to drink?”

“Sure, I’ll have a beer if you have one.”

“Right this way,” Casey said, gesturing for him to follow her into her kitchen. It had a butcher block island in the center with chairs, and a large dining room off to the side. This was some serious luxury. It only deepened the mystery and left him wondering “Why me?”

They made small talk over the bottled German beer, and Casey talked more about her business, and Larry told her about his job at the dental lab. He didn’t tell her that he was barely scraping by. That could wait. What mattered was the evening about to unfold.

She stood up after they finished the beer, and Casey took him by the hands. “Come with me Larry,” she said smiling with her green eyes intent upon him, like a cat that caught it’s prey.

The bedroom was like the rest of the apartment – impressive as hell. It too had a picture window overlooking the city and the Sound. Casey pressed a button on a remote, and blinds came down and the lights came on with a soft luminescence.

“Larry, would you rather I left the shades up? I’m sorry I didn’t ask you first.”

“Oh no, that’s fine. It’s a beautiful room.”

She turned to him with pure lust in her eyes and threw her leather jacket off to the side on top of a chair. She grabbed him and forced him down on his back on the bed. Casey immediately started kissing his face and neck. “Here, why don’t you take these off?” she said, tugging on his belt. Larry quickly undid the belt and slipped his shoes and his jeans off. Casey smiled and stuck her hand under Larry’s shirt and began rubbing his hairless chest.

She leaned over him and pulled up his shirt, letting her long hair fall all over him. It sent chills up and down his back. He placed his arms around her, pulling her in close to him; kissing her deeply. She moaned through the kisses and came off slowly, kissing his neck and his chest. Her hand slowly made its way underneath the elastic waistband of his boxers and grabbed his cock, slowly sliding up and down its length.

“You have such a large, beautiful cock Larry,” she said looking at it intently. “I thought a tall guy like you would have one.”

“Thanks, I guess,” Larry said sheepishly. He could barely get the words out when he felt her moist, glossed lips over his tip, bobbing gently up and down.

Her tongue began licking all over the head. That, combined with her silky hair on his chest and belly made him leak pre cum. Larry was aching to explode in her mouth. His hands were digging into her shoulders as her elbows rested on the bed over him. 

Now her mouth was over him entirely, making a tight seal, and sliding up and down, gaining speed slowly. Instinctively, Larry bucked his hips up and down to her motion. He was the one moaning now at her artful manipulation of his manhood. Larry felt himself tensing up, a hot ball of fire welling up inside of him. Then came the release – sudden and full; like the storm surge of a major hurricane. He shot out a load not once, but three times, the feeling made so much more intense by her lips making a tight seal over his cock. Not a drop escaped from Casey’s mouth. She made sucking and slurping noises, and he could feel the sweet pulling of her velvet cheeks on him. She kept on licking and sucking until the warm sensation of the cum surrounding his cock abated.

When Casey came off him, she looked down at him with half-closed eyes and a shiny coating of his cum on the corners of her mouth. With a cat-like voice, just above a whisper she said, “I could keep you around for a long time Larry. This is the best cock I’ve had – ever.”

Then she moved up him and kissed him hard, giving him a taste of his own cum. He actually enjoyed it; the sweet salty taste. All the while her body came down on his, and she pressed her breasts into his chest. After cuddling and kissing, Casey slowly got off of him and reached for her bag at the foot of the bed.

“Let’s have a cigarette together now Larry – it’s so good after great sex like this.”

Larry didn’t need to be asked twice and took one from the pack held out to him. Casey lit them both up and they lied on the bed side by side smoking.

“There’s something I didn’t tell you about my modelling agency Larry. It’s kind of unique.”

“Unique? How so?”

She took a snap French inhale and sat up, looking down at him. “Well, I cater to clothes especially for transgender women, or as I like to call them, ‘shemales,’ you know, like they have in Thailand. Did you know that over there, shemales are considered in very high regard? I mean, there is a whole subculture surrounding them. Lots of mystery.”

“Yes I did. I actually have a confession to make Casey.”

“Oh yes? And what exactly would that be?”

“I uh, I kind of enjoy watching videos of Thai and Asian shemales in action. It’s been a fantasy of mine to be with one. You know, not that I’m gay or anything, but I’m curious, that’s all.” Now Larry didn’t think there was anything wrong with saying that. He was sure that a professional like Casey ran into all types in her business.

“Really! That’s actually very interesting Larry. Not too many guys would admit to that. Wait here a second,” Casey said as she stood away from the foot of the bed. Larry was now propped up on his elbows watching her as she slowly unbuttoned her white “boyfriend shirt,” revealing a red laced bra underneath. She placed the cigarette in the corner of her lips and seductively moved from side to side with her hands on her hips. Larry was watching, hypnotized by the sight, and very hard again so soon after cumming a lifetime’s worth of jizz.

Casey slid her thumb beneath the edge of her short, ratty denim skirt, swaying her hips with a playful confidence. She removed the cigarette from her lips, holding it elegantly between her fingers, the white filter marked with a thick coating of her glossy red lipstick. Then she delicately and slowly unbuttoned the top and shimmied out of the skirt, letting it fall to the floor, and stepping out of it.

Underneath she wore a matching G-String with a small silk bow in the front. She swayed back and forth and gently ran her hands over her bare navel and lower belly, shaking her head and throwing her hair behind her. She looked at Larry with pure lust in her eyes, biting her lower lip. Larry’s hand moved to his cock and began stroking it, making Casey smile. She would make up for all the grief she caused him as a high school bully, and then some.

“Do you like what you see Larry??” she asked in a soft, but firm whisper.

“Yeah, yeah!” Larry said. Who doesn’t love a sexy strip tease?

She playfully laughed as the finale was getting closer, driving Larry totally out of his head. Now Casey hooked her thumb like before, this time underneath the pouch of the thong. Slowly, slowly she pulled it down and revealed . . . A COCK!!

“Hoy shit Casey!! WHAT THE FUCK! I mean WOW! You never told me . . . I mean . . . I don’t know what I mean” Larry was getting dizzy, wondering if his mind and eyes were playing tricks on him. He sounded like an idiot. Casey was laughing at him.

“I only told you part of the story Larry. I told you that my company caters to shemales. I should have told you that me and my corporate officers are all transgender women, or as I like to call them and myself – shemales!” She saw his mouth was still open, and wanted desperately to reassure him and assuage any fears he might have. “Come on Larry. I gave you a terrific blowjob, right? Humm? Come on now, tell me the truth. You loved it right?”

Larry came back to reality and the room stopped spinning. After the initial shock faded, he embraced his desires and shared his true feelings with Casey. He felt totally at ease now and could tell her the truth. “Yes, Of course I did. I just didn’t expect . . .”

She came over to him and placed her finger over his lips, and made a shushing sound. “You don’t have to say anything Larry, just trust your instincts. What do your feelings tell you?”

“I . . . I want you Casey. I told you I liked that sort – I mean, I like women like you.”

“Good Larry, I want you too.” She held his chin in her hand and squeezed it as she moved inches from his face and demanded something from him. “Now you’re going to please me my dear. Are you ready?”

Larry didn’t answer right away, so Casey answered for him. “I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’” And with that she reached into her bag and took out a tube of lube gel. Larry’s eyes were riveted onto the gel. “Okay Larry, slip out of your boxers. Let’s see ‘the real you,’” she said. Larry did as he was told and Casey looked pleased.

“It’s so nice to see that delicious cock of yours out in the open Larry.” She stroked it up and down its length.

“Now turn around, get on your knees and stick your cute, tight ass in the air.” Larry did so without needing to be told twice. “Humm, someone’s ready I see,” Casey said laughing. “I promise you honey, you’re going to love this very much!”

His curiosity overruled any reservations he might have had and he trusted Casey completely. The videos he watched always turned him on, and now he was about to experience one in real life. He tensed a bit as Casey rubbed the cool gel up and down his taint. She placed some more on her hand and rubbed it around her own massive “gurl cock.” Next she placed the tip of her finger inside of his cherry asshole, or “boy pussy,” as he was to later learn the terminology. He hissed between clenched teeth as Casey rubbed and gently stretched him.

“You’ll feel some pressure Larry, but soon that will give way to some of the most intense pleasure you’ve ever experienced. I promise you.”

“I trust you Casey,” Larry murmured through half-open lips. This play continued for several minutes, and when Casey finally withdrew her finger he was disappointed; he wanted more. And more was soon to come. Casey did not disappoint.

She placed her hands in the sides of his buttock, nails digging into his flesh, and she placed the tip of her cock onto the opening of his boy pussy. Playfully, she bounced up and down against it. He eagerly backed into her and she entered him, just the tip at first. Casey played with him this way and went deeper and deeper, in and out. Larry hissed again, tensing and relaxing; his fists balling up on the bed sheets.

“Easy my love, relax,” Casey said softly, reassuringly. It dawned on Larry then that he loved her. All of her tenderness towards him was unlike anything he had ever felt before with a woman. And to Larry, Casey was indeed a woman. The fact that she had a cock was just a bonus. Soon the pain abated as he became used to this loving occupation of his entire body. Casey increased her speed and thrusted deeper and deeper until she was fully inside of him. Larry felt a ball of fire growing deep within him, getting bigger with each thrust. He heard Casey scream and tense and move faster and faster. At the same time he felt a wet warmth fill him up – it was Casey’s full load of cum. Some ran down the inside of his butt.

This triggered a response from Larry. He too came in a big wave and called out Casey’s name as he squirted out thick, white cum onto the bed sheets beneath him. The most amazing thing was that he wasn’t even touching his cock – it just flowed out. Casey kept thrusting and muttering sounds of pure pleasure from deep within herself.

Soon, she withdrew and forcefully grabbed Larry and turned him until he was facing her. They were both on their knees, arms around each other’s shoulders and locked in a deep, passionate., loving kiss. Larry broke off and placed his head on her shoulder, kissing her silky hair and her soft, white neck.

“I’m never letting you go Larry . . .” she said, her voice trailing off. Her smile could melt a glacier, and it melted Larry’s heart and cut through to his very soul.

“I love you Casey,” he said, feeling truly complete for the first time in his life.

“I love you too Larry. Now there’s one more thing.”

“Sure Casey, what is it?”

She laughed. “Well of course I want you to fuck me during the night, but I want something first.”

“Yes, yes, I’m all in.”

Now was the time she thought. This could be a deal breaker, but it had to be done. “I want you to look at me closer Larry.”

He did, but was puzzled.

“I want you to think. Open your mind to the possibilities. You know me, and I want you to tell me from where,” she said as she grabbed both of his hands.

Larry was surprised by this, but he did what she asked. He looked at her closely, and she turned her head from side to side, still getting no response from Larry. But Casey was patient and she smiled at him. She would give him a “hint,” sure that this would arouse his memory.

“Hey shithead,” she said, invoking her previous “Cliff voice” of long ago, as best as she could. “You’re going to pay for that fucking pass interception of yours!”

Larry froze; recognition hitting him. No, how could this be?? This is crazy! He felt a strange chill of dread run through his body. He looked closely into her eyes, and she said: “People change Larry. Trust your instincts, come on.”

“Casey? Cliff . . . . but how could this be,” he said, his voice trailing off.

She placed a finger on his lips. “Shush now my love. I transitioned in college and went to Thailand for the summer where I lived with a group of shemales. I wanted to keep my cock of course, but I had surgery on my vocal cords to give you this sweet voice my love, and I took an estrogen regimen.”

Larry was in shock, but now he was beginning to understand. “Okay, but did you know I would be there tonight?”

“No I didn’t. At first I wasn’t going to go, but then I figured ‘what the fuck,’ so I went. You weren’t at the five year, so what made you go now?”

“Jimmy and Ted called me. I haven’t exactly been a terrific online presence, but we’ve always been friends – the three of us that is. So they kinda’ pulled me out and made me sign up.”

“Yes I saw them five years ago and I was the talk of the reunion. I keep my personal online presence low and under the radar. You know it was a big shock for them – the big jock bully now a beautiful shemale. Earlier tonight they of course saw me, and Russell, my old teammate recognized me. But no one said anything to you when I came over to your table and asked you to dance, right?”

Larry thought about it. “Yes! They said nothing to me. I think they thought it was a joke! They saw your name on the guest list and wanted me to come, hoping you would somehow come up to me.”

Casey laughed. “I saw you and thought about how wrong I was years ago in school bullying you. And . . . and I realized how I really felt about you now. You looked different than you did seven years ago. I wanted to make things right between us, but now I feel it’s something more.”

“Yeah, something more Casey.”

“You know Russell was looking at me like he wanted to fuck me. I swear to God. I know that look from men.”

“Yeah! He looked disappointed as fuck when you asked me to dance!”

Casey laughed. “But I didn’t want him Larry, I wanted you, and only you.”

They both looked as if they found what they were both looking for a long time and finally found.

“So now what?” Casey asked, her nails drumming on Larry’s chest.”

“Well I suppose I give you that good fucking you’ve been dreaming of.”

Casey grabbed him and kissed him for what seemed like an eternity. She felt a redemption, and Larry felt like the luckiest guy in the world.

_____________________________

___________

So Casey and Larry became a “regular thing.” She told him about her modelling agency, and with some coaxing but not too much, Larry began his own journey. He also knew that he could make way more money with Casey than he could make with his daytime job. She introduced him gently to crossdressing, and finally to transitioning. Their love deepened and they moved in together in Casey’s penthouse. Larry, now Louise, and Casey became a couple in every sense of the word. He was Casey’s best and favorite model of course.

Louise and Casey couldn’t wait for the ten year reunion. Perhaps Russell would get a turn after all – from one of them (or both).


Book Four

HARD GURL: A Savage Tale of Lust and Trans Romance in the Office

[image: A person in a brown garment and brown skirt  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]


One

Setting the stage

IF YOU’RE GONNA’ JUDGE ME, you might as well stop reading now. I don’t much care for people who think they know everything about me from what they hear from others. What happened to me is my own business, and it was unavoidable. It’s like I was sucked into it. To explain it all I have to go back a bit, but bear with me, I promise you’ll enjoy what I have to say. You can judge me later if you choose – I really don’t give a shit.

My name is Mick and I’m a twenty-two year old from a straight laced family of three older sisters and my parents. I was what you’d call a “surprise,” being eight years younger than my youngest sister Janet. I don’t know if this is typical, but when I was fourteen, I lived with my parents, and Janet was still at home with us, working as a medical secretary. It used to fascinate me watching Janet get ready to go out on a date, and putting on makeup and clothes. She would grab me and always ask my opinion, like, “Mickey, is this a good shade for eyeshadow? Do I have too much blush on? Should I use mascara, or do I need false eyelashes?” you know, stuff like that.

For some reason she felt that she could trust me. I don’t know why she didn’t ask my mother her opinion because usually on Saturday nights she was home with my dad. Something happened to me during that year while I watched her dress up. I looked forward to her asking my opinions, and when she wasn’t home I would sneak peeks into her closet and guess what she would wear out for the next weekend date. At first, I didn’t think this was odd in any way. But then, gradually, I began to think that maybe something else was going on. In my pubescent state, I became aroused looking through her stuff.

At fifteen, my curiosity took on a new dimension. Janet was out one Saturday, and my parents were out of the house as well. I walked into her room, looking around, and opened her dresser drawers. Panties! Now there was a mystery I had not yet investigated. I saw a green satin G-String sitting on top of a neatly stacked pile fresh out of the dryer. Hesitant at first I moved my hand slowly towards it, my heart racing. This is . . . wrong I told myself, but I was on autopilot. Filled with a giddy promise of things to come I touched the soft, silky satin and ran my fingers over it; picking it up and rubbing it between my thumb and forefinger. I also became quite aroused which I kind of expected.

I thought this through. They wouldn’t be home until later in the afternoon, so I had plenty of time. I slipped my jeans off and then my briefs. I rubbed the cool satin against my hairless legs, and a chill went through my body as I centered the pouch around my junk. Once it settled nicely, gripping me comfortably, I took a look at myself in Janet’s long mirror on the back of her door. Humm, I thought as I turned from side to side, not bad. I had somewhat widened hips and a skinny frame. My hair was a nice auburn shade and I wore it long.

The thought occurred to me that perhaps I was meant to be a woman all along. It gave me a sense of satisfaction, and I blew myself a titillating kiss in the mirror. Now I knew what else I needed to do. I saw a tube of ruby red lipstick sitting on top of her dresser. I opened it, savoring the flowery scent and rolled the tube so just the right amount of lipstick was showing. Leaning into the mirror, I placed a bit on my lips. I took the tube off my lips and looked at the ruby red circle on my top and bottom lips. Next, I placed the lipstick on top of the circle. Holding my lips tightly together—just as I had seen Janet do countless times—I moved the tube from side to side, carefully coating my lips with a rich layer of color. I paid close attention, rubbing my lips together side to side, and making sure none of the waxy substance touched my skin.

I was quite pleased. There was also facial makeup and eyeshadow on top of a mirrored tray, but I dare not do any of that – yet. I knew that eventually I would have to. Janet had also been a smoker since age sixteen and that turned me on as well. I associated the long, all white cigarettes she smoked with an erotic sense of femininity. There was an open pack on her dresser with a slim butane lighter next to it. Her room smelled like smoke anyway, so I saw no reason not to indulge myself. I pulled out a cigarette and placed it between my lips like I had seen her do hundreds of times. I took it out and looked at the red lipstick around the filter. After I smoked it, I would stub it out into the half-full ashtray on her dresser. They all had lipstick on them, so why not?

It was a menthol – a poor choice for the first cigarette. I choked the first few drags and I became a bit dizzy. Still, I loved the way I looked in the mirror, and I held it effeminately as I had watched Janet do it. I looked into the mirror, squinting with the butt hanging out of the corner of my lips. I thought about smoking in school, but something stopped me. I think the association of dressing up with smoking made the soon to be habit something I would only do in the privacy of the house. In a few weeks I became addicted. I suppose that had a lot to do with an “addictive personality.” No one at home knew I smoked either. Perhaps in a year or so I would let Janet know. Maybe by then she would suspect me of stealing them from her purse anyway.

Gradually I went from just the G-Strings to trying on her bras and a couple of short skirts. My favorite outfit was a hookerish long sleeved satin blouse and a short satin skirt. This dressing continued for a couple of years, and I should add too that I pleasured myself when I was dressed and smoking. That is to say I jerked myself off to a complete frenzy whenever I could. I looked in the mirror, now dressed and with complete eye makeup on, and squinted my eyes and told myself that I was a slut – a real whore.

“Hello boys, wanna party with a HOT GIRL?” I said to myself in the mirror, batting my eyes and laughing. Naturally, girls didn’t interest me as far as dating went. I was more interested in what they wore and their hair styles as well. I couldn’t get my hands on a wig, so I grew my hair out, and when I was home, I teased it into sort of an ersatz looking bob. Girls in high school caught on to my “feminine proclivities” and often asked my opinion on their outfits and hair styles as well, Of course, no one, not even my closest girlfriends knew what I did at home. That was my business and would stay that way for the time being.

Another, more serious aspect of my life was the way I was mercilessly bullied for my “unmanly ways.” I was knocked into lockers, beaten up after gym class, and punched and even spit at when no one was looking. I didn’t care because I knew that someday I would be free to do as I pleased and give free reign to all my desires.

When I graduated high school and went away to college, I couldn’t take any clothes with me, and to shield myself from bullying, I buried my true nature. Some girls, as in high school, noticed me and befriended me. They sought out my advice for dressing and makeup. However, I was left extremely frustrated and alone. There was only one solution – I had to transition. So late in my freshman year, a girl friend of mine looked up a website that offered estrogens from China. This proved to be a wonderful solution. Once I noticed my breasts getting bigger, and my waist becoming curvier, I decided to dress openly. There were also great psychological changes that came along with the estrogens. Men began to look very appealing to me. I also liked having a cock. The idea of surgery seemed to be crazy; again coming back to my admiration for the shemales of the Far East.

My break finally came when I graduated college and moved to a job in the city. My architecture degree along with my talent landed me a job with a very prestigious firm that paid extremely well. As a result of my good fortune I was able to afford very enticing clothing and makeup. I was now able to dress in the privacy of my apartment and made a practice of surfing various websites that catered to crossdressing mean and transgender women. The latter, who I considered “shemales” as a more appropriate name, were most appealing to me. I liked my given name Mick, so my new transgender self I would call “Micki.”

College was a much more accepting environment for my new self, and I not only had girlfriends, but I also dated a couple of guys. I was straight forward with them at first, but once I graduated college, I felt no need to be open right away. This set the stage for what was to be the start of my adult life. In school I majored in architectural design, and I was quite good at it. My artistic talent along with my keen eye for design and mathematics made me a natural, and so I landed a prestigious job with a major architectural firm in the city. Within a year I was able to afford a very nice brownstone apartment.

I grew my hair longer and I enjoyed dressing very provocatively. It gave me a kick to see guys looking at me with their tongues hanging out. I was rather “cunty” if I do say so, and I loved playing hard to get.

I had my name legally changed to “Micki,” and no one at work knew my secret. To them I was a HOT, and drop dead gorgeous young female architect – plain and simple. Now was the time to put my “urges” to use.


Two

Showtime

I HAD A FEMALE BOSS FOR THE FIRST SIX MONTHS that I was employed at the firm. Then Olivia found a better job in management for a totally unrelated field. The new boss, Mr. Hood was somewhat of an enigma. He was a complete STUD! No question about it. He never wore a tie to the office; always a sport coat and an open button down shirt. He had nicely styled sandy colored hair, a face that a sculptor would die for, broad shoulders, and muscular arms. His shirts’ top three buttons were always open giving a beautiful view of his hairy chest. When he walked past my design cubicle, I caught a whiff of some expensive cologne advertised by a movie star. My cock was bursting inside of my short suede skirt. His voice was musky, deep and hypnotic; which cast a spell over me and made my head spin. However, underneath that slick exterior I could sense something ominous.

When I had lunch with the girls, he was the major topic of conversation. I must digress here and say that my transition was so good that not even the girls knew I was a shemale. I think what clinched it was the surgery I had on my vocal cords to make my voice very feminine and alluring. For most, the dead giveaway is the hands – but for me that was never a problem.

After a while, Mr. Hood’s mystery became a bit clearer. He took certain liberties with the women in the office that in most places would have raised eyebrows in human resources – but not at this company. I was at lunch one afternoon with the girls at a bar and grill a few blocks from the office and the topic turned to Mr. Hood. I had heard the rumors, but I didn’t give them much credence. The guy was only on the job for one month and stories started coming out. Now for the first time, I realized they were true.

“You know Micki,” Rochelle, a girl who was with the firm for three years told me, “Mr. Hood comes across like a dashing rock star, but I gotta warn you – he’s a real shithead.”

“Really Rochelle? How so?” I asked, surprised, my first impressions seemingly validated.

“You’ll see. When he calls you into his office, and he will . . . business is the last thing on his mind. He just wants to get into your panties.” She was silent for a moment, looking around our table at Abigail and Nancy. They both slowly nodded their assent. Rochelle continued. “I knew he was a horn dog, but I never pressed it. Everything was just hearsay. I mean the guy is real smooth. One minute you’re talking business – like a project, and then before you know it, he’s got his hands down your blouse, or at least he tries.” Being a horny slut myself I didn’t see a problem with that, but I felt bad for the girls who didn’t like to shit where they ate. I was a lot tougher as a woman than they were – I knew it. So I settled in and listened.

“She’s right Micki,” Nancy agreed. I came in with a finance report and before I could put the print-out on his desk, he pinned me against his office wall and was breathing down my neck telling me what he wanted to do with me. It was disgusting!!” This made me smile. She continued. “He’ll always make it like a proposition – you know, a quid pro quo: Do what he wants, and you get a bonus for the week, or a promotion.”

“You wanna hear something else that would make the evening news someplace else?” Abigail said. “He had me in his office a couple of weeks ago and out of nowhere, he asks me if I would like his ‘big cock in my mouth,’ and ‘I bet you give really good head.’ I told him he was a real pig, and he started licking his lips.” Then there were tears streaming down Abigail’s face. “He told me that if I didn’t do what he said that he would fire me. But that’s not all – oh no. He said, ‘I know where your brother works and if you refuse me I have the connections to make him lose his job too.’”

Nancy and Rochelle let out gasps at that last one. I was more intrigued than frightened. Instead of quitting or gasping in horror and shock, I was actually looking forward to Mr. Hood’s behavior and plotting some really good revenge. I would have some fun and protect my friends at the same time. The reason they were telling me all this was because they knew I just did my work well, and had no reason to be called into his office. Or perhaps they felt that I was not the type to be easily intimidated. Bullies and lecherous men like him usually stay away from women they think will make trouble for them. My plan was to “reel him in” so to speak and then pounce when the time was right.

Nancy looked at me and was mystified by my lack of emotion.

“Come on Micki, what are you thinking?”

“What I’m thinking is that I may be able to play along with this guy and beat him at his own game.”

The three of them laughed. “What are you gonna do Micki? Cut his dick off??” Nancy said.

“Maybe. Something like that perhaps.” The girls looked at me, and their eyes were wide open – with admiration.

When I went home that evening, I did some digging on the Internet and called a private investigator friend of mine who used to be a city cop. He was only too glad to help me because I dated him about six months ago and blew his mind in bed – along with something else! (-: As it turned out, what he found was even better than I expected. I would have Mr. Hood eating out of my hand, or even sucking on something better!

_______________________

___________

The next week was uneventful, and then on the following Tuesday afternoon, I found a yellow sticky note placed on the top of my laptop. It had a smiley face drawn on it, and it read: “Meet me in my office at three o’clock.” A grin spread across my face. I left my cubicle and walked over to Nancy’s. I held out the sticky note and smiled at her. Her eyes widened.

At three I took the elevator up to the sixth floor where Mr. Hood’s office was located. I went through the door into a waiting room, and I approached the receptionist at the desk and announced my arrival. She was sizing me up, probably thinking that I would run out in tears as so many had before me. But she was dead wrong. I wouldn’t be running anywhere. “Have a seat Ms. Gouverneur, and I’ll let Mr. Hood know you’re here.”

“Thanks,” I said, taking a seat and waiting. I noticed a coffee machine off to the side and I walked over to it, clacking my heels on the wooden floor like a cat scoping out its prey. I passed the time by checking my e-mail messages, and saw that Frank, the private investigator had some documents for me to see! I was about to open the first one when the door to Mr. Hood’s office opened and he saw me and smiled.

“Well, hi Micki,” Mr. Hood said all business like, as if something important for the company would be taking place. The receptionist who’d been with the firm since its inception wasn’t about to be fooled and smirked at me privately. “Come on in,” Hood beckoned, making a sweeping gesture with his arm.

“Please sit down,” Mr. Hood said, gesturing toward the leather armchair in front of his desk. He settled in behind his desk, my personnel file open beside his laptop. His smile lingered, and after a brief pause, he asked, “Would you care for something a bit stronger than coffee, Micki? You’re welcome to anything from the bar.” He nodded toward a well-stocked bar against the wall, its old-fashioned clock and pub lights casting a warm glow.

“Thank you, Mr. Hood, I think I will,” I replied, keeping my tone light. The air in the room felt charged, though neither of us acknowledged it directly. I stood, smoothing my skirt with deliberate calm, aware of his gaze following my movements. Crossing the room, I poured myself a scotch and soda, choosing the top shelf with quiet confidence. The silence between us was comfortable, but beneath it, something unspoken lingered, waiting for the next move.

I faced him from the bar and took a slow, long sip. He wasn’t bad looking like I said. I was thinking all sorts of delicious and decidedly evil things that I would do with this guy.

I took my seat in front of the desk. The ball was in his court – for now. “Micki. I see here that you’ve been with the company now for what – seven months?” he said, scanning my file.

“Yes, something like that.”

“Well I have to tell you that your work on the Argyle renovation has the owner very happy. You’re an excellent architect Micki” he said, nodding, and moved around in his chair, his arms folded behind his head.

“Thanks Mr. Hood.”

“Oh please!” he said. “Call me John.” He took his arms down and leaned forward a little bit towards me and grinning. “You must be, you know, a bit exhausted from that tedious project.”

I played dumb. “It’s nothing. I enjoy what I do and hard work for me is never a problem John.”

“Even so, I think we should maybe celebrate. I don’t do this with everyone you know.” I gave him no expression of either yes or no. I think he was a little bit uncomfortable with my style.

“Micki, Micki,” he said, rising up from his chair and walking over to the bar where he poured himself a drink. He turned with the drink in his hand and took all of me in – leering. “Don’t you know that all work and no play is very dull?”

“What did you have in mind John?”

He looked at me, swirled his drink and took a decent swallow, clearing his throat and setting his drink on the bar. He walked over to me and started rubbing my shoulders from the back of the chair. “Well, to start with, you’re an incredibly beautiful woman Micki. I’d like us to become . . . friends.” Friends my tight little ass! He wanted to fuck me – that was obvious, but I don’t think he knew what he was asking for. That was okay with me. I grew tired of this part of his clumsy attempts at making ‘the innocent new girl’ his latest conquest.’

I took a deep breath and surprised him by standing up. I was horny as fuck anyway, so I turned the tables. I stood a few inches from his face. “Friends, huh? Why don’t we cut the pretense John. I know exactly what you want, and I’m here to give it to you.”

His eyes rolled and I grabbed him by his open shirt collar, rubbing the hair on his chest, and making myself as hard as fuck in the process. Then I leaned in and kissed him hard on the lips, slipping my tongue out between my lips and inside his mouth, where I slid my tongue around his. I pressed into him and felt his cock bulge onto me. It was bigger than I imagined. I stuck my right hand down between us and began rubbing it through his pants. He moaned through the kiss. I came off him gently. “You like that, don’t you John?” I said in a soft, but firm whisper.

“Oh yeah,” he said breathlessly. “I can’t remember when I’ve had anyone like you before.” Sure he couldn’t. For once he had someone he didn’t have to threaten or cajole. I resumed kissing him and placed my tongue where it was before. Now my fingers were playing with his zipper, and I moved it down and reached inside his slacks, touching his fleshy cock with my ruby fingernails.

This only made him moan more and as I touched the tip of his cock I could feel the pre cum coming out of his tip. I broke off the kiss and looking him in the eyes, I slowly placed the tip of my finger in my mouth and sucked it. I was driving him crazy. I undid his belt buckle and unsnapped his slacks, and pulled them down. Next, I placed my thumb under his boxers, toying with them, and pulled them down too. Everything was in a pile around his ankles.

I sank to my knees on the plush carpeting and took all of his cock in my hand and rubbed it along its length. It was at least eight inches long. I was salivating. I wanted him to fuck me HARD with it! All in due time I thought. He moaned more as I toyed with the fleshy appendage. The hunter had become the prey. I moaned for effect and placed my glossed, shemale lips on his tip and moved my tongue around like a paint brush. My own gurl cock was throbbing and I leaked my own pre cum as I fantasized about the cock touching my lips.

I came off him and looked him in the eyes. “I’m gonna suck you ‘till you’re blue in the face John!” He grinned and was like a kid with free reign in a candy store.

“Oh yeah baby, let’s go!”

I placed my entire wet mouth on top of him, making a tight seal with my lips. I slid up and down his length, almost choking on him. My tongue slid against his cock with my bobbing, which got faster and faster. He bucked his waist, trying hard to get me to swallow all of him. He hissed between clenched teeth, and he exploded inside of me. I’d never seen a guy with that much jizz in my life. I sucked and slurped all of him, but it was impossible to contain. So I thought, why not see how he likes the taste of his own cum?

I had cum rolling down the sides of my lips. When I licked him clean I stood up and grabbed his shirt collar pulling him in close to me. My eyes were glazed over with lust and I kissed him hard. He was a good boy, and I didn’t have to tell him anything – he licked his own cum off the corners of my lips.

“How do you like the taste of your own cum, John?” I asked with a fake show of innocence, batting my eyes at him.

“Umm, I like it just fine. I’ll give you this Micki – you really know how to please a guy.”

I laughed. “Good boy John. This is only the beginning. I’ll bet you’re a real stud.”

I kissed him some more and then came off. This was enough for a first taste. “Tell you what John. Why don’t we see each other this weekend? You can come to my place, and we can play some more.”

“I’d love that. You’re different than the other girls in this place Micki.”

“You  ain’t seen anything yet John. Be at my place at seven on Saturday night. Prepare to stay over.” I wish I took a picture of his face to show to my friends. I think they’d be amazed at my work and talent!


Three

The fly trap

TURNS OUT FROM THE EMAIL FROM FRANK that John was indeed a bad boy; bad and stupid. He hadn’t paid his full income tax in several years, listing his income at sixty thousand a year and placing his mother’s home as his primary residence. Someone must have given him some bad advice. Frank wasn’t sure he was on the IRS’s radar yet, but he could be . . . that was up to me. I had what I needed to make John eat out of my hands. I have to admit; I really got off on the control part of it. I told the girls that I had a date with John that weekend and they were in awe of me. Here was someone that knew what she was doing and felt in control. They had never seen anything like it, and according to the others he had hit on, neither did they. In one day I became an office legend amongst the female employees.

I had everything I needed in my apartment to give John a weekend he would never forget. Of course, just to be on the safe side, Frank agreed to stay in his car outside my brownstone while John was inside. You never knew with a guy like John.

Seven o’clock rolled around and John rang my doorbell. I was wearing a high black satin skirt with a black bra and long, see-through nylon sleeves. Over that, I wore a white boyfriend shirt with all the buttons opened. Of course I had my pantyhose on underneath with my three-inch heels. Man I was set to rock naughty Johnnie’s world!

“Come in, come in John,” I said. He stood in the entrance with his mouth open at the sight of me.

“Wow Micki . . . fuck me!! You look soo fucking HOT!”

I laughed. “Okay, are you just gonna stand there like a mannequin?”

“Oh, sorry,” he said, like a lost puppy.

As he took his first few steps inside, I grabbed him by the shoulders and kissed him hard. I pressed him against me, and I could feel his cock throbbing. Mine was tucked away and throbbing too, but he couldn’t feel that.

“Let’s go into the kitchen first and have a little wine – you know, to loosen up a bit.”

“Sounds good,” he said, following me into the kitchen. He still acted kind of haughty, but that would soon pass. I managed to slip a powder in his drink that made him agreeable to things. It was kind of a truth serum – a medium acting barb.

“Let’s drink a toast John,” I said. “To new experiences and new friends.”

“Yeah! That’s great!” and we clinked glasses and drank. I had more of the powder in case this wasn’t enough. “Umm, nice wine – a Merlot.”

“Only the best for you John. Come on, let me show you my bedroom.”

He followed me inside, obviously impressed by my townhouse. “You live pretty well Micki,” he said.

“Yeah, well what can I say? I’m a great architect.”

“That you are, and more,” he said. He was really kind of sweet, but I would make him sweeter. That was how I liked my men – sweet and pliable.

“Know what John? I want you to fuck the hell out of me now.”

“Oooh, now you’re talking Micki!”

“There’s just one little thing.”

“Oh, what’s that?”

“I want you to fuck me in my ass and take me very, very hard,” I said, pressing my index finger on his nose.

“Wow! You are totally wild Micki. Anyone ever tell you that?”

I looked at him and smiled. “Uhh, maybe once or twice” I said. I wasted no time, and began undoing his belt buckle and the snap on his jeans, while pulling him closer into me. I kissed him hard and fished around underneath his boxers for his cock, which was hard and ready to go. I gently stroked it, causing a bit of pre cum to leak out of the tip. I rubbed my wet finger around his head, and his eyes were closed and he was moaning.

Suddenly I stopped because my gurl cock was throbbing at this point and dying for release. For a second I thought about how this could go, and in a small way I felt kind of conflicted. He was obviously a guy that needed to be taught a lesson, but he was also kind of nice in a way, in addition to being fucking HOT!

My hands quickly stopped what I was doing and I stepped back and got out of my short satin skirt. I kicked it off to the side, so I was standing in front of him wearing only my G-String and my boyfriend shirt with the bra underneath it. I shook my hair out of its nice combed state, and it fell over my front, between my cleavage. “Okay John, take it from here – remember -IN MY ASS!”

He dropped his jeans and boxers, and kicked them off, ready to go. I reached into my bag and pulled out a tube of lube jelly and handed it to him saying: “Be nice to a lady and rub this around my asshole, and put some on your cock babe.”

“Yeah! Let’s go!”

“I want to be pounded into the next life Johnny boy!”

I’d had enough talking for now, so I bent over my bed, and my knees were on the carpeting. He shifted the strap from my G-String over a butt cheek and squeezed out some of the gel on his fingers. He rubbed it all over my hole and even did me the courtesy of sticking his finger in my “boy pussy,” rubbing it around from side to side. I moaned and got an electric chill through my body. He was a fucking artist.

My arms were in front of me on the bed and my fists were balled up. I felt him place his hands on my ass and then his cock right up against my boy pussy. It was nice and cool and slick; just the way I wanted it. He went in first with just the head of his cock, teasing me. He slowly pulled out and then rammed me like a pile driver.

“Oh yeah John! Come on . . . come on . . . FUCK ME!!” I was being driven insane, shoved into another world of pure pleasure. My gurl cock was throbbing. He went in and out, picking up speed as he crashed into me again and again. He was moaning, and then he let out a scream. I felt his wet, warm cum fill me up which triggered me. I screamed myself and shot a full wad of my jizz into the pouch of my G-String. He was amazing.

His cum began leaking out down the sides of my butt cheeks, yet he kept going like a good boy. “Don’t stop John! Keep fucking me,” I hissed. He didn’t disappoint. He was really charged up; the little potion I prepared made him bend to my will. Fully dilated, I moved my ass up against him for more. I pictured how his huge cock must have looked riding me like a bronco, going in and out, slick with my white, creamy cum.

In moments he screamed again and shot another full load into me. I came again, but not nearly as much as him. Finally he collapsed over my backside; his head nestling me. He was breathing hard. “What the fuck just happened? That was fucking amazing Micki!”

“Good John. I’m glad you liked it. In a few minutes we can play a little game, okay?”

“Sure Micki, whatever you say.”

“In the meantime, I really need a cigarette.” This served a couple of purposes. It was a nice release for me after being so roughly and deliciously manhandled, and next it was kind of a sign of dominance – you know, like I’m in charge and I’m gonna smoke, puffing away like it’s a cock.

I was right. When I stood in front of him smoking, his cum running down the insides of my thighs, he was fixated on me, like in a spell. I became his mistress, and he would do as I asked.

I stood there, my legs apart, the 120mm cigarette dangling from the corner of my mouth. My thumb hooked inside of my thong, and I played, moving it from side to side while gently swaying my hips. He was transfixed on me, and I was very curious to see what his reaction would be when I was done with my little show. I LOVED the tease.

Slowly, I moved my thumb down, pulling the front of the thong with it. The top of my beautiful, silky pubic hair was showing, and I stopped; taking a drag off my cigarette and blowing smoke in his face. His hand went down to his cock – it sprang to life again suddenly.

I stepped back a few steps and continued my thumb play. I pulled down just enough . . . and then my beautiful gurl cock, as stiff as a flag pole on the Fourth of July popped out over the laced top of my thong. John’s eyes were wide opened now. He was speechless.

“So, do you like what your eyes tell you is real John??”

He shifted uncomfortably on my bed, his legs moving nervously up and down. It seemed an effort for the right words to come out of his mouth, and there were little gasps and movements of his head, indicating confusion or compliance. I wasn’t sure which one. Finally, something intelligible came out.

“I, I . . . never expected this. I mean, you’re . . . a girl, right?”

I laughed and threw my head back. “You sound unsure John. I’ll tell you. I’m a girl who just happens to have ‘a little something more,’ that’s all. I like to think of myself as a ‘shemale,’ you know, like they have in Thailand and the Orient. Over there, we’re looked upon with awe and respect. I like that name much better than ‘transgender,’ don’t you?”

“I suppose so . . .” he muttered, trailing off. “I just had no idea, no clue. You don’t look any different . . .”

“I don’t look any different than what – the girls in the office who you abuse and threaten? The ones you force yourself on with dire consequences if they don’t play along with your pathetic misogynistic games?”

He stiffened up when he heard that. “I didn’t mean any harm. I was just having a little fun. Besides, they all seemed to enjoy it.” He was talking himself into justification for his behavior. “I mean look at me . . .aren’t I a stud?

“You know what I think? I think you’re a very bad boy who needs to be taught a lesson.” The drug seemed to be having an effect. His next statements proved it, because they were totally out of character.

“Uhhhh . . . maybe you’re right. I may have forced a few of those girls, maybe even entrapped them into having sex with me.”

I walked closer to him, my eyes squinting and my face a wall of displeasure. I placed my fingers under his chin, lifting it up.

“Well, after tonight John, I think you’ll understand a bit more of what it feels like to be on the other side.” Now I was smiling. “I know some other things John. You see I KNOW you’ll play along with me because I found some things out about some games you’ve been playing with your taxes. The last I looked; they are all felonies.”

His face went white with that disclosure, even with the mind-bending drug working in his system.

“Oh that. Ah, it’s nothing. You know, gotta play the game – but you’re right. That was a bad thing to do! I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t apologize to me John. But just know that if you deviate from my little game, I may just have to tell the authorities, and how could I play with you if you’re in jail?” 

“Thank you Micki! Thank you a million times, really!”

“Now show me your appreciation for my benevolence. Come on John. Now get on all fours in front of me, like a good doggy.”

Immediately John got down on the carpet by the bed and crawled over on all fours to where I was standing. I lit another cigarette and kneeled down and blew smoke in his face. I held out my hand to him, and he kissed the back of it.

“That’s good. Very good. Now I need a little ‘release’ from you John.”

“What do you mean?” I shimmied out of my thong.

I shook my head. The poor boy still hadn’t gotten it – but he would. “Suck me off now John, and make it good! You are going to get a lot of practice in giving head.”

“Okay Micki. Whatever you say.”

My legs were spread apart just enough, and John picked his head up and came face to face with my glorious gurl cock – the weapon of my revenge. I held it down just enough to meet his lips as they bumped against my head, at first a bit unsure, and then with some “prodding” from me, I crossed through his lips. He needed a little coaching. “Come on John, open up just a little and make your lips nice and tight around me. Just like all the girls do for you!”

That was enough said. Now he stuck his tongue out and licked all around my head and placed my cock in his wet mouth. For his first time he was pretty good – he knew all the right things to do. I thrusted my hips just enough and penetrated him all the way inside of his mouth. He slurped and sucked, skillfully using his tongue in a mind-blowing way that I never expected to see from him.

“Oh John, you are so surprisingly delicious!” He came off me about to say something, but I stopped him. “No! Put your mouth back on me. This isn’t the time nor the place for a response – keep on doing what you’re doing!” Maybe I gave him a bit too much wine.

I closed my eyes and placed my hands on top of his brown, curly hair, “guiding him” just a bit. He was going up and down on me, just stopping to breathe once in a while. He was so eager to please. It delighted me. I’ve never been treated so good before. I almost felt guilty for the drug – but not entirely!

My bucking and his sucking went on faster and faster until it reached a furious crescendo. My cock was like a greased pole sliding through a silky hole. I tried to remember the last time a guy blew me but couldn’t. John was better than all of them, and that’s saying a lot.

Then I stiffened and arched my back; eyes closed. I sighed and let out an enormous cascade of thick, creamy jizz into John’s mouth. To my surprise he took it all in without hesitation. There was hope for this bad boy yet. Then I realized that I had no plan – I would improvise as we went along.

Just a bit leaked out of his mouth and collected at the end of his lips, dripping down his chin. “Keep . . . going . . . John,” I yelled; my hands pulling on his brown curls. His pace, which had slowed while he drank me, now picked up to where I wanted it. “Good boy John, that’s it – keep going!”

Then he slowed after licking my swollen gurl cock clean. I pulled out of his mouth, and he looked up at me with wondering, puppy dog eyes. There was something endearing about the way he did it. Could I possibly be falling for this guy? No matter, I was having fun and thoroughly enjoying myself. The control I had was exhilarating, a real rush.

“Stand up John,” I said firmly. He obeyed and faced me – his face a blank.

“Kiss me,” I said.

John leaned in and we kissed, the taste of my own cum (which I always enjoyed) playing on my senses. Now I posed the question to him. He would have to be truthful with me. “Did you enjoy that John? Do you like what it feels like to be a depository for shemale cum??”

He didn’t hesitate. The drug perhaps? It was hard to tell. “Oh YES! It was wonderful. Look at me – I’m so hard too Micki!”

It was true. His boner was flagging upwards. Maybe this would be easier than I had first anticipated.

“I see. Now I want you back down on all fours John.” He obeyed as I sashayed over to my walk-in closet humming a confident tune. Once there I slipped out of my high heels and put on a pair of thigh-high black leather boots. I also changed my top into something revealing with leather straps and buckles across my mid-section. I opened a drawer and pulled out black leather gloves that went up to just below my elbows. My look, combined with the sluttiest makeup I could find was now complete.


Four

My sub

I TURNED AROUND AND LOOKED at my nude subject on all fours, and he was staring at me which begged the inevitable question. “Like what you see John? The right answer allows you to continue playing. The wrong answer gets you arrested. So which will it be?”

“Oh without a doubt Micki. You look soooo hot! I’ll do anything you ask of me.”

“Really? Now that’s what I like to hear. You get to play some more.” I brought out something from behind my back that caused his eyes to bulge. It was a black leather cat-o-nine tails with little bells on the ends of the strands. I laughed. “I promised the girls in the office that I wouldn’t let you off easily John. I’m sorry but this has to be done, and I require total submission from you. Understand?”

“Of course Micki, I do.”

“NO! You will address me as ‘Mistress Micki’ form now on.”

“Sorry – yes. Mistress Micki.”

“Good slave Johnny. Now turn around and face the wall. Repeat after me: I will not harass the women in my office anymore, and I will pay financial restitution to each girl I have harmed by my lewd acts.”

“I will not . . .” I quickly interrupted him

“Not yet. After each lash I give you is when you will repeat that, understood?”

“Yes Mistress.” The lash came down hard on his butt cheeks leaving a red welt.

“OUCH! THAT HURTS!!!” I smacked him again. How could he not follow simple directions?

“I will not harass the women in my office anymore, and I will pay financial restitution to each girl I have harmed by my lewd acts,” he obediently yelled.

I smacked him three more times, each time the welt growing larger and larger. I couldn’t do it to him anymore, however. There was that “something” again. After every lash he repeated his promise, so I put the cat on the carpet.

“Very good slave. Now, every mistress needs some help around the house. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good. Now don’t go away.” I walked back to my closet and picked up a box from the floor. I carried it to the bed. I pulled out a hot pink G-String. I threw it to him. “Put this on.”

He knew better than to refuse because I picked up the cat, playing with it and swinging it back and forth. It was more for appearances sake because I couldn’t hit him anymore with it unless he asked for it, which I doubted he would. He stood up and stepped int the thong. I watched him as he slid it up his legs. I enjoyed seeing him react to it. He seemed to enjoy it as he rubbed it up and down his legs. I wouldn’t rush him. “You seem to like that slave, don’t you?”

“Oh yes Mistress. It feels nice and silky.”

“Good. I can’t wait to see how it feels over your cock and your balls!”

He pulled it up and did just that. I think he loved it – he busied himself centering it and then stuck his hand down the front and was rubbing his cock with it. It dawned on me that the drug I slipped him released inhibitions, so he couldn’t hide anything from me. He had to say whatever was on his mind. I laughed softly to myself, slapping the cat on my palm in front of me, watching him. Then I reached down into the box and pulled out a stretch laced bra. “Here John, put this on now.”

He eagerly took it from my hand and slipped it over his head like a pro and centered it. It had firm cups, but there was no fat on his muscled chest to pull together to give the illusion of cleavage. Eventually I knew that I would have to fix that.

Next I pulled out a pair of black, sheer nylon strapped panty hose with a ruffled top. “And these,” I said authoritatively.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Very good John. I see you have promise.”

“Thank you mistress.”

“Oh! Here. I almost forgot,” I said reaching into the box and pulling out a matching hot pink garter that would strap onto the pantyhose. “Now place these on.” After everything was in place I told him to go into the bathroom. It was time for makeup. He took a seat at my vanity table.

“Now you’re going to be a very hot looking sissy slave John.”

Obediently he sat at the mirror and waited while I arranged all the makeup he would need. I would make him real slutty. “Humm, now what color lipstick?” It was really a rhetorical question because I had everything planned out.

He sat perfectly patient and still while I applied the red, cherry lip gloss and lip pencil. His eyelashes were good, and he didn’t need false ones. “Now hold still so I don’t poke your eyes.”

“Mistress, I have a confession.”

I was surprised and wondered what it could be. “What is it my beautiful sissy slave?”

“Well, I’ve dressed up before – when I was a teenager. It was always a turn-on for me you see.”

“I see. That is very interesting John. I’m impressed. And when you did this, how old were you?”

“Since I was thirteen.” Wow what do you know. It was similar to my story.

“That’s very, very nice John. Then you should be thrilled now. By the looks of your cock I’m sure you are.”

“Yes Mistress.” When the makeup was completed, I went to the closet and pulled out a wig box. Inside was a short bobbed shiny black wig, and hoop earrings on the bottom. I brought them out, centered the wig and cap on his head, and clipped the earrings onto his lobes.

“Now look at your beautiful self, John. How do you like it?”

“Oh I look so hot thanks to you Mistress.”

“Why thank you John. If you keep this up, I won’t need the cat anymore.”

And now it was time for the icing on the cake. I went to a special section of the closet, and pulled out a cute black and white French maid uniform complete with white laced ruffles on the sleeves, and a short black skirt. “How do you like this John?”

“Wow, that’s perfect Mistress! I love the white cap too!” I laughed.

“Why of course you do John. I wouldn’t have it any other way!”

Now he was complete. He stepped out of the bathroom, and I produced a pair of black high heels which I picked out from a group of assorted sizes. He looked fantastic and so hookerish. I wished the  girls could see him, so I whipped out my phone and texted the photo to Nancy, Abigail, and Rochelle. They were amazed at my power and talent in getting this monster under control. But he was my monster . . . and in the brief span of time I had been with him, I wasn’t planning on sharing him with anyone. He was in fact, “growing” on me.

“Now for the last thing to complete your transition into the perfect slut-slave.” I went over to my bag on the floor and produced my pack of long, all-white cigarettes and my silver butane lighter. “You have to smoke like a little slut-slave maid John.”

“Of course Mistress. I always enjoyed smoking when I dressed up with makeup. It always aroused me.” So what do you know? He had a smoking fetish just like me. That would be really in his favor because it only endeared him to me more. I pulled out one for myself and lit us both up.

He puffed like pro, his first one a perfect French inhale. “Why that’s perfect John! Oh, I almost forgot. You’ll need a sissy name because that’s what you are – my personal sissy!”

“That would be great Mistress. I always loved ‘Janice.’”

“Perfect! Then Janice you shall be whenever you’re with me.”

“Now I want you on top of the bed on all fours JANICE!” I yelled. He was a quick as a bunny and did just what I asked. I placed an ashtray at the head of the bed for “her.” Then I went to the night stand and pulled out a tube of lube jelly. After all, I had to make this as pleasurable as possible for her.

I got behind her and flipped up the bottom of her maid’s skirt and undid the straps of the panty hose. I was so turned on by the sight of my creation that my cock was shaking and aching. I think she felt the same way, which made me wonder if she would have put on as much of a fight if it wasn’t for the drug I slipped her. I squeezed out a handful of the jelly onto my fingertips. Slowly, I rubbed the gel all around her taint, and then for effect I stuck my finger inside of her ass.

“Now this Janice, is your ‘boy pussy,’ okay?”

“Yes Mistress.” He hissed. “Ahh, that feels so good.”

“Wait. You haven’t felt anything yet my dear.” I rubbed it in good, and stretched the sides of her boy pussy with my index finger. When I was satisfied, I whipped my engorged cock out from underneath my leather skirt, and rubbed the gel onto it.

“You may feel a little full at first Janice, but if you resist me, I’ll have to use the cat.” She tensed up immediately.

“Oh Jesus Janice! Just relax. I’m not going to whip you anymore unless you want me to.” I really didn’t have the heart to punish her anymore. She was behaving better than my best expectations.

Now it was show time. I couldn’t stand the tension. All that preparation just made me horny as fuck. I guided the tip of my cock right up against those nice lips of her ass. Then I penetrated just enough with the head of my cock. She kept quiet, but her fists were balled up on the bed. “This will complete your transformation into the slut you’ve always fantasized about Janice. What do you say?”

She took a big, cheek-hollowing drag. “Fire away Mistress!”

And so I did. I went in and out, slowly. Each time going in farther and farther. There was no screaming from her (I can’t stand screamers). The walls of her “bussy” felt so good and tight wrapped around my throbbing cock. Nothing on earth could stop me now from what I was about to do. Faster and faster I went, deeper and deeper until finally I reached the end. I felt so powerful.

Janice was moaning and going back on me, keeping up a perfect rhythm. My God she was perfect. I hadn’t had a piece of ass like hers in a long time. Now I exploded. All that walled up tension, only heightened by the terrific blow job came to the surface. I felt the warmth of my cum surrounding my gurl cock, and I went faster and faster as my jizz, warm and white leaked out of her. Then Janice screamed and stiffened – her first sissygasm. I was so proud of her. I hoped I had created a fiend. I wanted her to beg me in the future for a good fucking, and I knew that in time she would.

After a while we stopped. There was the entire night to do more and more. I came out and she turned around and faced me. “Wow Mistress, thank you. That was sooo good! Can we do this some more?” I smiled.

“Yes, of course we can. When I tell you we can. I want you to beg me – like a dog begging for scraps from the dinner table, how’s that?”

“Terrific, yeah.”

She looked at me and her eyes were misted over. She asked me for another cigarette. I wished we had been slutty teens together – dressing, fucking and smoking. I lit her up, and she puffed away looking just like a slutty, lost little whore.

“From now on Janice, you’re going to be my little whore slut. I have lots of clothes to dress you up in, and we can play all kinds of roleplay games. Would you like that??”

“Of course Mistress.”

My mood got a little dark, but I was putting on a show for effect. I was enjoying myself. “Now remember Janice, if ever you refuse me, I’ll bring that little financial matter to the attention of the authorities. You wouldn’t like that would you?”

“No Mistress, I wouldn’t.”

“Good. I have a feeling I won’t ever have to.”

__________________________

____________

In the office on Monday, there was a big change in John. He became rather humble and much less cocky. He treated the girls with respect. Nancy was the first to approach me in my cubicle.

“Oh my God Micki! We couldn’t stop laughing at the pictures you sent us of John. I think I’ll print them out and post them in the break room!”

“No, don’t do that Nancy. John, or should I say “Janice” and I have an understanding. He won’t bother any of you ladies again.”

“Yes, thanks to you Micki.”

As for John and me; well, he enjoyed coming over and paying the games we did. In fact we became kind of an “item.” He took me out to dinner; we went on trips. In other words, he was completely tamed by a HARD GURL.


More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story). I would love to hear what you like to read about! Just shoot me an email and let me know. I’ll even name a character for you and send you a free book!

Jdicey120@yahoo.com

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

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

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

Here are links to some of my favorites!

TOE CURLING TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

FIVE ALARM FEMME

HIS SISSY TUTOR

FRAT BOY FEMME

BOYZ TO GURLS - SERIES COMP

COUGAR MEAT

CAUGHT WITH HIS PANTS DOWN

TONGUES HANGING OUT

HOUSE SLAVES FOR A DAY

THE BULLY WHO TURNED ME

HOT WIVES FEMBOYS AND SISSIES SERIES COMP

SKANK RETREAT

HUBBY TRAP

BLOWN AWAY

TEST TUBE FEMBOY

DUPED

RIGHT WHERE I WANT HIM

FEMBOYS CROSSDRESSERS AND SISSIES

TEST DRIVE

NO RETURN

MY BOSS'S HOTWIFE MADE ME A SLUT!

BECOMING MIRABELLE

BECOMING ILANA

BECOMING JACLYN

IT STARTED OUT SO INNOCENT

THE SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES RETURNS

F'ING AWESOME!

FEMBOY CURTAIN CALL

MARRIED TO THE OFFICE BIMBO

SMOKED INTO TRANSITION

HER ODD SISSY

RAVAGED BY THE BABYSITTER

THE FEMBOY PLOT

HOT T-GURLS 10 STORY COLLECTION

CAUTION - SLIPPERY WHEN WET!

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE

GROUP LUST


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

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

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

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

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

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

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

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD
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