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Chapter One

______________

___

Joe Romano was one of those guys who was still in the process of “finding himself” at the age of twenty-six. He bounced around from job to job – lighting salesman, supermarket deli guy, and lately the most promising job, or so he thought – car salesman. However that didn’t pan out, so he was forced by his circumstances to move in with his twin sister Marjorie. She had a cramped one bedroom apartment in the city as it is, but she also had a decent amount of affection for her “little brother” as she liked to call him, so when he asked her if he could move in with her, she said okay.

Joe told her that it would just be temporary until as he put it, “I get on my feet.” Now in all fairness, Joe was going through some adjustment issues, having come back recently from a tour of duty in Afghanistan with the Marines. He was restless; college wasn’t for him, and he couldn’t do much with his experience in the service which was basically being a “grunt.” There weren’t many job offerings for that.

Joe had moved in on a Sunday, and he purchased a pull-out sofa for Marjorie’s living room which is where he would be sleeping. It was his way of saying “thank you” to her. Marjorie was ambitious. She went to law school part time at night and worked in an insurance office during the day.

“Any luck with the job search Joe?” Marjorie asked him on a Sunday morning at breakfast in their apartment.

“Not really. Maybe I should go to trade school and become an HVAC tech or something like that. The government would pay my tuition, but I’m not really the mechanical type.”

“Of course you are! Didn’t you operate million dollar equipment over there in the Marines?”

“Yeah, but it’s not the same as fixing something, you know?”

“Um. I guess so. I’ll keep my ears open for you Joe. Don’t give up hope and keep looking.”

“I’ll try my luck and look around today and see what I can come up with.”

“Good. I’m going shopping today with Beth and I’ll be home later. How about if I bring us in a pizza for dinner?”

“Sounds great Marge.”

Marjorie and Beth were at the food court in the mall, and they got coffees and were seated, exchanging gossip and the subject of Joe’s job search came up. Now Beth was a bit on the wild side, and she told people she was a “dancer,” when in reality, except for a little time each night “on the pole,” she was a cocktail waitress at a club downtown. The club was called “The Fox Hunt,” and it catered to an upscale clientele of business people and lawyers mostly, since it was around the corner from the county court house, and right in the middle of the financial district. Every club has bouncers, but the unique thing about “The Fox Hunt” was that the bouncers were women, and they were paid very well. The conversation shifted to Joe, and Marjorie asked Beth if there might be something for Joe at the bar, like maybe a bartender job or something like that. He would actually be a perfect bouncer she told Beth, but he wasn’t a girl.

“I’m sorry Marjorie. I mean I can ask Cliff the manager if they need a bartender. Joe’s a smart guy and I’m sure he could learn on the job but, I wouldn’t count on it.”

“Okay Beth. I won’t even mention it to Joe. He might get upset even more than he is about finding work.”

“All right. If something changes I’ll let you know for sure.” Beth was always the mischievous type, and a big grin ran across her face. Marjorie picked up on it right away and asked her.

“What Beth? Come on, I know you. What are you thinking?”

“Nothing. It’s too crazy; even for me.”

Marjorie playfully punched her friend. “Spit it out girl! I can tell when that twisted mind of yours is working overtime.”

“Well, okay. Remember girlfriend, you asked for it. Suppose we make up Joe really good . . . I mean really good – to look like a girl. His voice is a little on the high side. I remember he was a high tenor in high school chorus, and a good one at that. Plus, he’s really fit physically, not too bulky. I think he could pass as a strong woman. I know Cliff prefers transgender women as bouncers. In fact, we have one now. Her name is Violet. One girl just quit, so I think he might be open to hiring.”

Marjorie considered it – the whole crossdress-transgender thing. Joe didn’t date much, but there were reasons for that, none of which had anything to do with his self-image as a man she thought. The bouncers were paid really well. There was no way of telling if Joe would go for it unless she asked him; but she didn’t want to do it alone.

“Okay Beth. God help me, but I think it’s worth a shot. The money is good, and probably pays better than anything Joe could come up with on his own, except maybe working construction, but I don’t think he would go for that.”

“There you go! Look, I have a plan. Why don’t I come over tonight and the three of us can discuss it. If he likes the idea I can talk to Cliff on Monday. I won’t tell him he’s my best friend’s brother. He doesn’t know you, so real names won’t be a problem. Cliff likes hiring off the books, and if Cliff asks, which he certainly will, Joe can tell him he’s transitioning. What do you think?”

“I think you might have something there Beth. So yeah; come home with me. I’m bringing in Italian food and we can talk to Joe about it.”

“Fine. I’m in!” Beth said, smiling.

What did I do? Marjorie thought. How can I ask my brother if he’d like to pose as a female bouncer? Only one way to find out, and that would be to ask him.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

______________

___

When Marjorie and Beth came back to the apartment, Joe was on the sofa watching a movie on NETFLIX. Since it was a Sunday, Joe really had nowhere to go to look for a job, and his laptop sat closed on the living room table.

“Hey guys, what’d you buy. Oh, hello Beth.”

“Hi Joe, what’s going on?”

Marjorie held up two bags, and Beth was carrying two pizzas and a couple of bags of other takeout.

“We shopped till we dropped. I still have some bags in the car. I got a couple of dresses, and Beth got a few outfits.” At the mention of that, Beth began to laugh, and Marjorie shot her a ‘shut up’ glance. “We’re starving. I know you like “Gina’s” ziti, so I got you some, plus salad, and of course brick oven pizza.”

“Sounds good to me, let’s eat!” Joe said and got up quickly from the couch and took the bags from Marjorie, and went into the kitchen. Marjorie opened a bottle of Merlot, and poured for everyone. She thought that her brother would need a drink after they unveiled their plan to him.

“So Joe,” Beth said. “Marjorie tells me you’re looking for a job while you decide what you really want to do with your life, right?”

“Yeah, I’m not sure if I want to go back to school, and what I would study even if I did.”

“That’s why Beth may have something good for you in the meantime that kind of pays pretty well Joe.”

“Oh yeah? Okay Beth, what’ve you got?”

Marjorie and Beth looked at each other, which got Joe suspicious right away, but he said nothing and waited for them to say whatever it was they had to say.

“Did Marjorie tell you where I work Joe?”

“Yeah, some kind of nightclub?”

“Well, yeah, sort of. It’s an upscale club downtown, right in the middle of the financial and legal districts. We get high class gentleman-like clientele – ‘The Fox Hunt Club.’ I’m a cocktail waitress and also a dancer.” That made Joe sit up straight and take notice.

“Okay, so what would I be doing? What did you have in mind? You know, I can’t afford to work for minimum wage.”

“I know, and I thought about it. A guy with your background wouldn’t be paid minimum wage. My boss, Cliff, the owner is looking for a bouncer right now. The club used to have two, but one of them, Colleen, quit.”

“Did you say ‘Colleen?’ Your club employs female bouncers?”

“Radical, right? Yeah, Cliff thought it would be a novel idea. After all, we have women cops, fire fighters, Marines . . . so why not use them as bouncers too?”

“I see. Well, that is pretty novel to me. So where would I fit into this environment?”

Marjorie put her hand up to her mouth, stifling a laugh, and Beth looked at her, doing the same. Joe was perceptive, and he backed away a little bit from the table and interrupted before either of them could say anything.

“Wait a second! You don’t think – I mean, what would you have me do? Dress up as a woman and go down there and apply for the bouncer job???”

“Exactly,” Beth said without missing a beat. “Colleen was a transgender woman, or ‘shemale,’ as Cliff likes to call them, and this is one of those cases where the strength of someone with a Y chromosome wouldn’t be a matter of political discourse – it would be an advantage, see?”

“So what am I supposed to do – transition?” he said, with a look of shock and disbelief.

“No, no Joe. You would just have to pretend. Look, Marjorie and I could dress you up and you could present yourself to Cliff. He doesn’t have to know you aren’t transitioning. I mean come on. Do you think that all female impersonators – drag queens are in transition?”

To tell you the truth, that is something I haven’t given much thought to.” Joe tented his fingers together in front of his face, thinking. “So how much is the pay exactly?”

“You would have to discuss that with Cliff, but I imagine it would be somewhere in the neighborhood of forty dollars an hour? Just guessing, because it would be off-the-books. Cliff hates taxes.”

“Uh, I don’t know guys. The part about dressing like a girl kind of creeps me out a little.”

Then Marjorie spoke. “Come on Joe. You know who you are. You won a Silver Star over there for God’s sake. You mean to say you couldn’t handle a skirt and some makeup?”

“And guys hitting on me? How would Cliff feel about me sending some of his customers to the hospital minus body parts?”

“Look, the clientele isn’t like that. I mean, just like any bar, some customers do get a little drunk and sometimes rowdy, but it’s nothing you couldn’t handle,” Beth said.

“Okay, let me think about it.”

“All right,” Beth said. “Maybe you could find something else in the meantime.”

A few days went by, and Joe found nothing interesting. He gave Beth’s offer serious consideration. I mean, how bad could it really be, he thought. Plus, she said the pay would be for straight cash – no taxes. Now that was something to consider. He looked at it in a different light now. Marjorie spent money buying clothing and accessories for him, and she gave him a place to stay rent free until he got on his feet. This was a chance to pay her back for her kindness. Besides, he would have done the same for her.

So, before she left for work one morning he asked her, much to her delight to leave the clothing laid out on her bed, and he would try them on. He spent some time looking at YOUTUBE videos on applying makeup, and thought to himself, shit this isn’t so bad, besides, it could be fun pretending to be a girl.

He was always curious about how he might present himself as a woman. Since he was a teenager in high school, it was something that kept coming up in the back of his mind, especially when hot girls walked by or he stared at them in class. In fact, unbeknownst to Marjorie, he did try on some items of lingerie when she wasn’t home. The first time he tried on a pair of satin panties his cock got hard immediately, as he felt the cool cloth go up his hairless legs and settle around his junk. He rubbed his cock on it with his fingers from the outside and he left a spot of pre cum on it, which he quickly wiped off with a tissue. It looked okay, but he often wondered if Marjorie ever found out his secret. Could that be why Marjorie even brought up the job offer to him? None of that mattered now as he stared at what was laid out on the bed.

His eyes were quickly drawn to a red G-String on top of all the clothing. He picked it up and began to rub it between his fingers. Immediately, Joe was drawn back to his high school days. He stripped off his jeans pulled off his t-shirt, dropping them in a heap on the floor. He put the G-String on the floor and slowly pulled them up his legs. The cool softness sent a tingle up his legs. Again, like the old days, when he centered the pouch around his front, and settled the back string in the middle of his butt cheeks, he felt an excitement he thought he would never experience again. Next, instead of a bra was a red corset with built-in cups that, when he pulled it over his head, it pulled his chest together, giving him the illusion of cleavage. It had a raised floral pattern on the top with small bows.

There was also a slim, red girdle that went over the G-String and it could be attached to sheer, black nylon panty hose with straps that he slowly put on, savoring the sensual feelings of the cool softness of them. He looked at himself in the long door mirror in Marjorie’s room. Wow, he thought – I do look hot! To complete his lower half was a short black leather skirt with a zipper up the side which was pulled all the way up. It was a perfect fit. To go over the top was a long-sleeved black, leather jacket with silver metal studs down the arms and on the wide collars.

Now came the chance to apply what he learned from the YOUTUBE videos he watched and drew lessons from. He took the makeup kit into her bathroom which had a vanity table and chair. First he shaved his face carefully. His legs and chest needed to be shaved, but he would do that before he went down to the club for an interview.

He turned the video on and started with the foundation. His eyes were blue, and his hair was a light brown, so he chose deep blue eyeshadow, and applied thick, false eyelashes Marjorie supplied. When he was done, he was shocked at the excellent job he had done. He wasn’t merely aroused; his cock was throbbing, and he felt a queer tingling sensation around his butt where the back of the G-String was settled. Best not analyze, he thought – just go with the flow. Trust your body Joe he said over and over.

The last thing was the hatbox on the bed. It could only be one thing – a wig. When he opened the cover he saw he was right. It was a light brown wig that sat on a Styrofoam head with a part down the middle, that went past his shoulders, and caressed his chest just below his breasts. It also came with a latex cap which he placed on his head, tucking his brown strands underneath it.

He placed the wig on, straightening it out, and it tickled the skin between his faux breasts. It made his cock pulsate. Why didn’t I ever try this before, he thought? Fortunately the black shoes that Marjorie and Beth got him were pumps. He supposed it was because a bouncer wouldn’t do well in a brawl wearing high heels. But according to Beth this was a gentlemen’s club, and the chances of a brawl breaking out were slim at best.

For several minutes Joe admired himself in the mirror, turning around and around. He talked dirty to his reflection in the mirror, saying “Hey Mister, can I suck your cock,” and “I want that big cock of yours to drill my ass really hard.” He lied down on her bed and pulled the skirt down and undid the straps of the pantyhose. He needed to jerk off really badly, and that’s just what he did. He started out by slowly stroking his cock on the soft satin of the G-String. He went faster and faster, and quickly grabbed a tissue from her night table and unloaded a huge wad of cum, careful not to get any on the new G-String. Marjorie would be home in a couple of hours, and he wanted to surprise her by staying dressed.

Joe laughed when he wondered what he would do if he didn’t get the position at the club. What would happen to the clothes. He know now that he didn’t want to give them up. Besides, they wouldn’t fit on Beth, and they weren’t quite Marjorie’s thing, even though she was his size. Better to have a positive attitude, and let Beth set up the interview with Cliff.

***

“Wow Joe. You look totally HOT!” Marjorie said as she walked in the door and looked at her twin brother dressed as a girl. “You know,” she said laughing, “I always wanted a twin sister!”

“Ha ha, very funny Marjorie . . .” he said, but was cut short, because right behind Marjorie was Beth.

“Oh, hi Beth,” Joe said sheepishly, surprised by her appearance.

“I asked Beth to stay for dinner tonight. We had a feeling that you might have tried the clothes on. Turns out we were right. How long have you been dressed anyway, Joe?”

“This afternoon – just a few hours ago.”

Beth was smiling. “So how do you like it Joe? Being a girl I mean.”

“Uh, I just hope I get the job. What else am I gonna use the clothes for if I don’t get it?”

Beth just grinned. “I don’t know Joe,” she teased. “You seem awfully excited.”

“Okay Beth, so you’ll speak to Cliff tomorrow night when you go to work?” Marjorie asked.

“Of course I will,” she said. “I think he, er, I mean ‘she’ looks great!”

“Wait a second guys,” Marjorie said. “Joe needs a female persona to go in with. “Joe,” while it could be a female’s name, I think he needs something more feminine.”

“Humm, you’re right Marge,” Beth said. “Joe, do you have any ideas?”

“I never really thought about that. I don’t suppose “Bruce” would do?”

“Ha ha, very funny brother,” Majorie said, while Beth rolled her eyes.

“Well, how about ‘Tiffany?’ Joe said. Marjorie and Beth looked at each other, and smiled approvingly.

“Yes! Perfect,” Marjorie said. “Okay, so from here on in Joe, you will be ‘Tiffany,” while dressed of course.

“Of course,” Joe said.

Two days later Beth called Marjorie with the news that Cliff had agreed to interview ‘Tiffany.’ Joe was pleased indeed. Not so much because he could possibly get a job that paid in cash, although that was part of it. Another big reason that he didn’t share with the girls was that he was excited to have an excuse to appear in public dressed as a woman. The interview was set up for two o’clock in the afternoon the following day. Of course, the next day, Joe dressed in Marjorie’s room by himself. He didn’t want his sister to see him without any clothes on. The outfit he wore was the same one he had on when the girls first saw him. He looked like a “tough woman,” which he was, in a way.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

______________

___

Joe parked in the customer lot for the club, and walked around to the front entrance. The door was open, and a man in his thirties was sitting at the bar. He looked tough; a chiseled face, squat chin, and a brown crew cut, and muscular arms with tattoos. Joe had a Marine Corps tattoo on his right shoulder, but his leather jacket covered it up. The man looked Joe up and down, smiled, and said, “You must be Tiffany, Beth’s friend. I’m Cliff, the owner.”

“Nice to meet you Sir,” ‘Tiffany’ said. The ‘Sir’ was a holdover from his recent discharge from the Service.

“You want a beer or something Tiffany, cause I’m having one.”

“Sure thanks.” Cliff walker around behind the bar and popped the tops off two bottles of Corona Lights.

Tiffany took a seat at the bar, and Cliff came around and sat on the stool next to her. “Now Beth told you I don’t have a bar tending job, right?”

“Yes, she told me.”

“So what we need here is a third bouncer. It gets really crowded here Thursday through Saturday nights. By and large the crowd is pretty okay; you know, upscale clientele. But sometimes, as in any bar, some patrons can get rough, and we need a bouncer. I thought it would be an interesting touch to get female bouncers in here. So the girl that just left, Colleen, was transgender.”

“Yeah, that’s something I’ve never heard of before – a transgender female bouncer.”

“Now, from the looks of you, it seems you can do the job. Why do I get that idea?”

Tiffany never expected that line of questioning, so she thought she might as well be at least somewhat honest. “Well Cliff . . . I, uh, I know how to handle myself in a scrape.”

“I can see that about you. It looks like you work out. Am I right Tiffany.” The truth was, ‘Joe’ did such a convincing job with the makeup, that in the dim lighting of the bar it was not as obvious that “she” was a “he.”

“Actually Cliff, I am a Marine combat veteran, and I got back from Afghanistan about six months ago.”

Cliff did a double take, and looked closer at Tiffany, scrutinizing her Adam’s Apple, and smiling. “Ohhh . . . I see. Now, excuse me for being forward, but you are a transgender woman, correct?”

“Yes Cliff I am. Right now I’m transitioning chemically, HRT, but I went into the Corps as a transgender.” That sounded better than saying I just dressed as a woman to get the job. Besides, the HRT sounded convincing.

“Okay, well, that’s great. You know, Colleen was terrific. Actually it’s kind of nice to give the job to a vet, especially such a beautiful one. I myself was in the army and I did a tour in Iraq in 2007.”

“Wow, no kidding.”

“That’s right,” Cliff said, pointing to a framed photo of a younger and thinner Cliff and three other soldiers with a Humvee in the background, on the wall behind the bar. “The Big Red One.”

“Impressive.”

If Cliff was coming onto her, it couldn’t be any plainer, and it didn’t bother her in the least. She loved it. Her ass began to tingle where the G-String sat between her butt cheeks, and her cock was bulging under the leather skirt. Besides, she noticed that Cliff was eyeing her legs when he sat next to her. He had a hard cock under his pants to prove it too. But what the hell am I thinking, she asked herself. Could I be physically attracted – to a guy?? The obvious answer was ‘yes.’ This is something that was unexpected on the outside, but the truth was, dressing as a woman, and earlier in life, putting his sister’s lingerie on, made him feel like a slut – and he loved it. He remembered talking dirty to himself as a teenager in the mirror, and those memories, plus being so close to Cliff gave Tiffany a hard on. It frightened her a little.

“Thank you,” he said. “So of course we’ll need you Thursday nights through Sunday nights to start. After that, I may need you Tuesday or Wednesday, and I’ll be paying you off the books – forty dollars cash an hour, and you’ll work from five in the afternoon until two in the morning. Sound good?”

“Yeah, that’s fine.”

“Do you mind if I get a bit personal Tiffany?”

“Not at all, she said, stirring on the bar stool.

“You’re not in a relationship are you?”

“Why no Cliff, I’m not.” Then she said something that removed all doubts. “I’m open to a relationship if the right one comes along,” she said, rubbing her legs together.

Cliff finished his beer, and ran behind the bar to get two more bottles. He came back to the stool next to Tiffany quickly.

Cliff was smiling, and it was more of a suggestive grin, made all the more obvious by his hand wandering over to Tiffany’s crossed leg on the stool. “Do you think I could be the ‘right one?’ Tiffany?”

A voice came out of Tiffany that only one week ago, or less, would have been impossible to contemplate. “You could be Cliff,” she said, moving closer to his upper body.

Then, throwing all caution to the wind, Tiffany wrapped her arm around Cliff’s neck and pulled him in close and kissed him, her tongue slipping between her lips and entering his mouth, and wrapping itself around his. Her hands went right for the bulge in his pants and stroked it with her long, fake fingernails.

Cliff broke off and said, “Uh, I think we should continue this conversation in my office. Whaddya’ say Tiffany?”

“Lead the way.” Cliff took Tiffany by the hand and led her to the side of the bar through a door which led to a hallway. At the far end, toward the rear of the building was a metal door which led to Cliff’s office. It was done up  nice for a nightclub office with a large oak desk in the middle and red carpeting. Opposite the desk was a large love seat, covered in plush velvet. Tiffany got the idea that Cliff had a “thing” for transgender women and his office looked very accommodating.

“Nice place you got here,” she said, as he pulled in closer to her. They kissed some more, and Cliff led her to the love seat. Tiffany got on her knees, and shook her head, letting the long hair fall over her face.

One of Joe’s fetishes when he was dressed as Tiffany, or as a woman period, was that he liked to smoke the long, all white “girly cigarettes.” He especially loved the idea of giving smoky blowjobs, (and taking them as well) but as yet she was unable to find a transgender woman or a biological woman who could accommodate her desire.

Reaching for her bag on the floor next to the loveseat, she said, “Excuse me Cliff, but would you mind very much if I had a cigarette before we got started?”

“Oh no, not at all. In fact, I kind of ‘have a thing’ for smoky blowjobs.” Well that was fine with Tiffany. As she lit up she could see Cliff’s eyes following her every move. He was hypnotized as she did a quick French inhale, and grabbed an ashtray from the desk and placed it on the carpet next to the love seat. She was bending over Cliff and staring him in the eyes as she pulled down the zipper of his jeans and opened his belt and snaps. She tugged on his jeans, and he lifted his ass off the couch. Next to go were his boxers. His hard on made it a little difficult to pull them down, but she managed, so that he sat bare assed on the velvet love seat.

Tiffany took a drag, bent over and blew a stream of smoke over Cliff’s cock. Her mouth was very wet, and she stuck the tip of her tongue out and placed it on the slit of his cock, making him moan. Cliff’s cock was very big and very wide, and when Tiffany placed her mouth over his “helmet,” she used her tongue like a paintbrush, going around in circles, getting it nice and wet. She started to go up and down, sucking hard and making a tight seal with her lips. Cliff raised his ass off the seat and met her motion. She stopped and very nonchalantly took another drag and resumed, blowing smoke from her nose and her mouth over his cock.

Faster and faster they both went until Cliff stiffened and let out an unintelligible cry of pleasure and shot a big load of white, sticky cum all the way to the back of Tiffany’s throat. It felt to her that she was meant for this . . . not knowing where this feeling came from. She lapped up all his sweet, salty jizz, and when he shot again, some of it dribbled down the sides of Tiffany’s mouth onto her chin. She kept going, however because Cliff was still hard. When she pulled off him, she leaned into him and kissed him, giving him a taste of his own jizz. The way he licked it off her face told her that he’d done this before. But now, it was Tiffany that was ready to burst.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

______________

___

“Ineed to get taken care of now Cliff,” Tiffany said as she reached into her leather handbag and pulled out another Virginia Slims, lighting it with her silver butane lighter.

“Sure, let’s go!” Cliff said, as he stood up. Tiffany stood too, and they embraced in a long kiss. She came off him and touched the tip of his nose with her finger.

“So how horny are you boss?” Tiffany asked in a playful voice.

“Very!”

“Good. I want you to treat me like a real cum slut, ok?”

Cliff rubbed his hands together and a playful grin crossed his face.

The rubbing of the back strap of the G-String made Tiffany crave Cliff’s cock in her ass badly. She reached into her leather bag and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and tossed it to Cliff, as she positioned herself on the love seat.

Tiffany kicked off her skirt, unhooked her pantyhose, and left her thong in place. Cliff pulled the strap over to the side of Tiffany’s butt cheek and squeezed out a handful of the jelly and holding Tiffany’s cheeks apart, spread the cool, slick jelly all over her boy pussy, or “bussy.” Then he rubbed it into his cock and got hard again.

Before she could think about what came next, she felt Cliff’s cock knocking at her door. He playfully rubbed it up and down her crack, making Tiffany moan with pleasure. Just for good measure, he stuck a slick finger inside her hole and moved it around, going down to his first knuckle. It made Tiffany gasp. Now he grabbed both butt cheeks and held them apart and placed the tip of his cock right against her cherry, puckered, boy pussy.

He was a big boy, and as he stuck the head of his cock inside her, she hissed through her clenched teeth and balled her hands up into fists. He pulled out and went in deeper, showing no mercy. Tiffany felt a ripping pain, but her hunger for Cliff’s cock soon made it give way to pleasure; but not for several harder thrusts.

“My God Tiffany,” he said, almost out of breath. “You are so tight! It feels so good – FUCK!”

Tiffany was pleased at the compliment and was lost in the moment. Cliff went faster and faster, and Tiffany felt something like a sneeze welling up inside her. He hit a spot that made cum start to dribble out of her girl cock. She didn’t touch herself, but kept backing up on Cliff as he thrusted. She felt Cliff stiffen and going faster, gasping as he shot a warm, thick load all the way up Tiffany’s ass, making Cliff go even deeper. Cum started to run down the insides of Tiffany’s butt cheeks. Then Tiffany exploded and several spurts of her own jizz shot out with the most indescribable pleasure. It made jerking off seem like nothing. Never had she experienced anything like this before. Both of them slowed down and Cliff lied his head down on Tiffany’s backside, pulling his cock out. Cliff was on his knees and Tiffany turned around and grabbed Cliff’s slippery cock and started sucking it. She couldn’t help herself; Cliff was like a drug. He became an absolute need.

They left Cliff’s office and walked into the empty club. “So I assume I got the job then Cliff?”

“Yes you did.”

“I think I see why you like tough, transgender female bouncers.”

Cliff grinned and said, “Yes, but Tiff, you are the best by far. So when can you start?”

“Whenever you want sweetie,” Tiffany said, grabbing him and kissing him on the lips.

“How about this weekend. Come in Saturday night. Get here about five o’clock and I’ll introduce you to the other staff.”

“Okay, deal,” Tiffany said and headed out the door.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

______________

___

Saturday evening came and Marjorie and Beth helped Joe – “Tiffany” get dressed for her first night. Tiffany told the girls of all the action that she had with her new boss Cliff. Beth smiled because now Marjorie was in on the big secret of that swanky big city bar – a club for transgender female workers and their straight male clientele and admirers. Beth was really just a cocktail waitress there, but most of the girls who worked there were trans. Besides Tiffany now, there were there was just one other trans female bouncer – Violet.

Beth told Marjorie, that “For your brother to earn a really hot bouncer slot at the Fox Hunt Club, as a trans woman, she must have made quite an impression on Cliff,” who loved them. Men, mostly lawyers and stock brokers paid a hefty yearly fee to be members of the club, where “all sorts of things” and private arrangements went on.

So Tiffany made her appearance at five o’clock and met Cliff, and the other staff. Some of the girls just stood around. They didn’t look like waitresses or bouncers. Tiffany assumed they were just assorted kitchen help. There were two bartenders, both transwomen, four cocktail waitresses, of which Beth was one; and she nodded and smiled to Tiffany. The other female bouncer, Violet was standing on the other side of Cliff – Tiffany picked her out right away. Cliff called out to her.

“Tiffany! Come over here and meet everyone.” Tiffany walked in with a stride like she owned the place, which in a way she did, after scoring big points with the boss.

“Tiffany, this is your other half – Violet. She’ll show you the ropes and point out the gentlemen to you and also some of those who may make trouble,” Cliff said and winked to Violet. Tiffany nodded to her, a tall redhead with a bob hairdo, very short, ass hugging one-piece white dress with sequins, and a plunging neckline with real cleavage. She wore pumps because it was hard to break up a fight in heels. Her makeup was on the heavy side; slutty, and Tiffany took a liking to her right away.

“Now come with Violet and me Tiffany, we’ll show you the ‘discipline room,’ where misbehaving clientele get to make amends before they get tossed out of the joint,” Cliff said laughing. They walked through the door in the back, just past Cliff’s office down the hallway and came to a big room with several large couches, and a pool table.

“Now,” Cliff said, speaking to Tiffany. “If some guy asks you for a ‘favor,’ you can take him down here and do with him whatever he wants. Of course he’ll pay you and you’ll be taken care of. I know you’re a horny cum-slut, and you want it. Just in case you don’t get any tonight, which I’m pretty sure you will, I’m always around to give it to you.”

Then Violet said in a very seductive tone to Tiffany, “I bet you are delicious girl. You turn me on right now,” and she ran her hand over Tiffany’s leather skirt, snaking it around the front to Tiffany’s bulging cock which was pulsing to get out of it.

Tiffany looked at her, smiled and said, “Maybe later we can make some time for each other.”

“I’d like that very much,” Violet said and leaned in close to kiss Tiffany. Violet smelled of lavender and menthol cigarette smoke. Tiffany was turned on right away. Violet made the rounds with Tiffany, introducing her to everyone and the doors opened at six o’clock.

“Come on over to the bar Tiff,” Violet said. Cliff lets us drink on the house while we keep our eyes on the action.”

“Sounds good to me,” Tiffany said, as Violet ordered for both of them – scotch and soda. Violet had a double, and lit up a long, Virginia Slims at the bar. Cliff didn’t discourage the nasty habit at the bar like other places did, because the gentlemen with money and power liked their cigars and the women their long, effeminate cigarettes. The place was known, among other things for catering to men with smoking fetishes – especially amongst transgender women. Behind the bar was a black and white photo of a nationally famous transgender woman enjoying a long, white cigarette.

Tiffany, drink and plastic straw next to her, took a Virginia Slim out of her bag and before she could grab her lighter, Violet got it going for her. Both of them were holding their drinks and cigarettes with their backs to the bar and looking out on the dance floor.

“Look Tiffany,” Violet said. “The men are dancing with women that were already here. You met some of them earlier when you came in. They all work for Cliff. He gets ten percent of the tips we make.”

“Yeah, I didn’t think the boss would let business get conducted under his roof without getting a cut.”

***

Just then, across the room, in spite of the music blaring and bodies gyrating on the dance floor, Violet tapped Tiffany on the shoulder and pointed out two men arguing heatedly, and a transgender girl from the club standing off to the side with her hands held over her mouth and looking frightened. One of the men was taller than the other one, and was muscular with a six pack trying to burst out of his pressed shirt, and his strong hands balled in a fist. The second man was a least a head shorter, and skinny, with an ashen, frightened look on his face.

Violet leaned into Tiffany and said, “The tall asshole over there is Dan Sickles, a real asshole. You might remember he was accused of shooting his wife’s lover, but the jury found him not guilty of manslaughter and ruled self-defense. Personally I think he did it for fun. He’s a real hot head, and was coming here way before that incident happened.”

“Oh yeah, I think I remembered something about that. It was all over the news.”

“Yeah, the only reason Cliff lets him come by is that he pays the sisters well for their services. I think we may have to step in – look.”

When Tiffany turned back to them, Sickles was grabbing the short guy by his tie and collar and was about an inch away from his face. He looked like he was about to explode at any second. The people around them stopped dancing and grabbing each other and gave them room. The frightened girl was named Lauren, and she was a regular waitress. Evidently, they were fighting over her.

Violet and Tiffany started making their way over to them and Violet said: “I think the short guy, can’t remember his name, got Lauren first, and Sickles probably had one too many and wanted to take Lauren away from him. So fucking juvenile!”

The girls picked up their pace and cut through the crowd into their circle. Violet was standing just to their side. Tiffany was right behind her.

“Hey, hey! BREAK IT UP! PUT HIM DOWN DAN . . . NOW!” Violet said.

“Why don’t you two chicks with dicks mind your own fucking business! I ALWAYS get Lauren, and I’m not gonna let her waste her time with this creepy piece of shit.”

With one hand Sickles picked up the shorter guy, Glenn his name was, and threw him into a table, sending him sprawling over the drinks and into the laps on the couple who were sitting there.

“That’s IT DAN! YOU’RE OUTTA HERE, NOW!” And then Violet started to push Dan back before he could pick up Glenn again and do some real damage. But Dan was fast and picked Violet up by the shoulders and hurled her to the ground. He then turned his attention to Tiffany with an evil smile.

But Tiffany, fresh from The Marines, and back from a combat tour was not easily intimidated. Before Dan, who was half in the bag anyway, had a chance to react, Tiffany had him from the rear in a choke hold and an arm pinned behind his back with beefy biceps, and said firmly and loud, “I’m gonna hold you like this until you CHILL THE FUCK OUT, or I’ll put you to sleep for a few minutes. What’s it gonna be Dan?”

Dan squirmed, the liquor not letting him calm down, and in the next second his legs gave out and he was on the ground. Violet was on the floor, back on her elbows and looked in amazement at what her new friend had done. As he lay there, Tiffany quickly pulled Violet up. “Are you all right honey?” she asked.

“Yeah, just shook up a little bit. I can’t believe what I’m looking at. Did you kill him?” Violet said with great admiration for Tiffany, and fear in her eyes that Dan might be dead or seriously injured.

“Naw, he’ll be up soon and I’m sure a little calmer.”

Dan sat up and shook his head. “What the fuck just happened?” Meanwhile Lauren rushed over to Glenn’s side and helped hm off the table.

Tiffany helped Dan up and said, “I think it would be a good idea if you called an Uber and went home now. In fact, I’m calling one now for you and putting it on Cliff’s tab. You can come back when you get better control of yourself.” Looking at Tiffany’s arms ready for anything in case he had any ideas, Dan nodded his head and let Tiffany lead him to the front door.

Violet came next to Tiffany and said, “Do you know who that guy Dan is?”

Tiffany shook her head. “No, and I don’t really care. He’s just an asshole who needed putting down.”

“Yeah well, he’s the President of the City Council! You did good, and I’m sure part of the reason he’s leaving is, so no one posts this on social media before they recognize him.”

Cliff came over to the two of them. “Hey, I saw what you did Tiffany. I’m sure the army would have done it better though.” Violet looked confused as Cliff and Tiffany exchanged a smile. “I’m giving you an extra bonus for tonight Tiff,” Cliff said.

“I’m sorry Cliff. Violet told me he’s a top customer here.”

“He is, when he hasn’t had too many. Don’t worry, he’ll be back when his wife doesn’t give him any.” Cliff said, patting Tiffany on the back.

Violet turned to Cliff and said, “Boss, my back is a little stiff. Is it okay if Tiff and I take a break and shoot some pool in the back,” she said winking at Cliff.

“Sure, sure Vi, go ahead, you girls deserve it after that.”

Violet hooked Tiffany between her arm and pulled her toward the pool room, and said, “Let’s go girlfriend. I need a cigarette and my girl cock is getting wet already!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

________________

___

Tiffany and Violet made a beeline for the door in the back of the club which led to the hallway and the pool room past Cliff’s office. All the time, Tiffany had the palm of her hand on Violet’s ass. As soon as they reached the doorway, Violet turned around and faced Tiffany and threw her arms around her broad shoulders and deeply tongue kissed her. “You know Tiff, you’re like . . . my fucking HERO!” Their hands groped each other, and you could cut the heavy scent of lust in the air with a sword. “I can’t believe how you picked that asshole up and took him out! He’s been making trouble here for the longest time, but Cliff likes him because he’s famous. I also think that he and Cliff have something going on, know what I mean?”

“Well I hope I taught him some manners! Well now your hero is gonna give you something you’ll never forget!” Tiffany said, and Violet giggled. Once inside the room, Tiffany suddenly picked Violet up and carried her like a groom carrying a bride over the threshold; Violet’s arms around her strong neck. She was giggling as Tiffany placed her on her feet in front of a long couch. She opened the zipper on Violet’s dress and took it off her, letting it fall to the floor. Violet was wearing a deep blue satin thong and a laced girdle that held it with straps to sheer, black nylon pantyhose.

Tiffany pulled out a cigarette for each of them and lit them up with the same flame from her silver butane lighter. After what just happened outside, they needed one, and collapsed in each other’s arms, silently smoking. Tiffany was getting very turned on. Her cock was hard to begin with, but this was unreal – unlike anything she’d ever seen before. Violet sat on her lap and could feel it. She gently started rubbing Tiffany’s cock giving her a smile. They shared a smoky kiss, and Violet stuck her free hand underneath the slit in Tiffany’s black leather skirt, playfully inching her way up to her cock. She pushed aside the satin pouch of her thong and grabbed it in her fist.

“Oh my Tiffany, you’re cock is like soooo fucking HUGE girl!”

“What’s the matter, too much for you?”

“No, not at all. I’ve seen bigger.”

“Oh yeah, well you’ve never FELT one like this before,” Tiffany said with a new air of confidence in her abilities she never had as a guy.

She started kissing Violet’s neck and gently biting it, making Violet moan. Tiffany was leaking pre cum into Violet’s fingers.

“Umm Tiff, I think we better do something about this cock before you explode in my fingers. Violet’s voice was smooth and cat like, making all of Tiffany’s body tense up with pure lust. Suddenly she picked Violet up and laid her on the couch on her tummy. She didn’t need to be told what to do, saying: “I need to be fucked hard right away Tiff – SOS,” she said laughing. Tiffany undid her leather skirt and dropped it to the floor next to Violet’s dress. Then she took off her leather jacket and was left with just her red bustier and thong.

Tiffany finished her cigarette, and reached into her bag and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, squeezing a generous amount into her hand. With Violet’s butt sticking high up in the air, she pushed away the strap of the thong from between her butt cheeks, and applied the cool, slick jelly all the way from her cherry boy pussy to her shorn ball sack. For added effect, she stuck her index finger into her “bussy,” causing Violet to moan. Tiffany had long fake fingernails on all her fingers except for her right index finger which she used just for times like these. Then she rubbed some of the jelly on her stiff, leaking cock, willing herself not to cum too soon.

Spreading Violet’s ass apart, she placed the tip of her cock right against her bussy, playing at the entrance, teasing her. Then, the sides of Violet’s bussy grabbed hold of Tiffany’s girl cock and practically sucked it inside her. It was so fucking tight and good Tiffany thought. It was so much better and broken in than Cliff’s. Tiffany teased her; going in just a little, not past the head, and grinding around it like a wooden stirrer in a mixing bowl.

Violet’s fists were clenched on the couch, her elbows digging into the soft fabric. Tiffany slowly slid all the way inside, going faster and faster, grinding with each stroke. Violet’s butt moved rhythmically back and forth on Tiffany’s cock. Tiffany threw her head back, her long brown wig falling over her shoulders onto her black leather jacket.

The two of them were like two violent storms melded into one; going faster and faster. Violet let out a moan and shot a huge wad of cum from her cock onto a cloth that was laid out on the couch for that purpose. She shot out two or three loads of jizz. That got Tiffany going and now she too shot her big load all the way up into Violet’s bussy, feeling the warmth of her cum surround her cock. Some of it dribbled down the insides of Violet’s thighs, making her ass a gooey mess. But Tiffany kept thrusting, she wanted more and more. Violet obliged her and kept pumping back on her.

Before she knew it, Tiffany shot another, smaller load up into Violet. It was the most incredible back to back orgasm of her life. Now she knew that she could never let go of Violet, just a total stranger not three hours ago. Totally wasted by the effort, Tiffany collapsed on Violet’s back, kissing her bare back, and licking. Now she had an urge to lick the cum right out of Violet’s bussy, so she pulled out and flipped herself over, placing her head underneath Violet’s rear.

Her tongue on her bussy made Violet squeal with delight, as stroke after stroke sent her into dizzying heights of pure, unbridled pleasure. The tip of Tiffany’s tongue entered her and licked every drop of cum off her.

Now it was Violet who got up and turned over, desperately wanting a taste of Tiffany’s cum. They locked lips and deeply tongue kissed, Violet making noises through it all. They were on their knees facing each other, holding hands, kissing each other’s face and neck.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

________________

___

Both of them lit cigarettes and sat back on the couch, their hands on each other’s cocks and rubbing, when there was a knock on the door.

“Tiffany? Violet? You girls in there?” It was Cliff. He wanted in on the action.

It was Violet who answered. “Sure Cliff, come on in,” she said laughing her deep throaty laugh.

“Well, well, look what we have here,” he said. “Now which one of you cum sluts needs the boss’s cock in your ass?”

Violet laughed and said, “I think Tiffany does – first,” she answered with that last qualifier.

“Okay then, time to break the newbie in some more,” Cliff said eagerly, hurrying to take off his jeans, and POLO sweater.

Violet got off the couch and lit a cigarette, and sat on another couch facing the two of them. Tiffany eagerly got on all fours, facing the front and sticking her ass high in the air, unsnapping her pantyhose and pulling the girdle down and kicking it on the floor. She reached down on the carpet and picked up the tube of K-Y Jelly and handed it to Cliff. “Always treat a lady right,” she said.

Cliff grinned and said, “I always do.” He squeezed out a nice amount and rubbed it all over Tiffany’s ass. “My God Tiffany, you’ve really become a total cum-slut whore, you know that?”

“Yeah, lucky for you baby!” At that Violet laughed.

“Hey Cliff, when you’re done with the Jelly throw it over here. I’m gonna get off really good watching the two of you go at it.”

“Sure thing Vi,” Cliff said, after rubbing his own throbbing cock, giving it a thorough coating.

Then Cliff positioned himself behind Tiffany and placed the tip of his cock over her bussy and entered slowly, making Tiffany moan. “Oh God Cliff, I need your cock inside me badly. I want you to drown me in your cum,” she said.

Clif grunted as he thrust hard and fast as far as he could go, making Tiffany gasp. He meant business and went faster and faster, stopping to smack Tiffany’s ass for good measure. “I OWN YOU BITCH!” he shouted.

This made Violet on the other couch get really turned on, and with the cigarette dangling out of her mouth, she was rubbing her own slippery cock faster and faster.

Tiffany’s fists were balled up in front of her, her thoughts flying away into total ecstasy, as she swallowed up each thrust into her hungry little ass. I’m a total smoky cum slut, she repeated over and over to herself.

Suddenly Tiffany felt the pleasure welling up from deep inside her, and she could hold back no longer, spilling a huge load of cum onto the cum-catching cloth of the couch beneath her. She let loose with a loud moan.

“WHO TOLD YOU THAT YOU COULD CUM BEFORE ME BITCH!??” Cliff growled.

Now it was Cliff’s turn. He was holding it in all night, since he saw Tiffany and Violet heading for the back a couple of hours ago. He drained himself completely inside of Tiffany, one long pulse, filling her up and making her leak down the insides of her thighs. He kept thrusting until he was completely satisfied.

***

“Say girls, I was wondering.” Cliff said to Tiffany and Violet. “Do you think that uh, maybe sometimes I could borrow some of your clothes and you could dress me up once in a while. I think it would be fun. I always wanted to try.”

Tiffany and Violet looked at each other and started to laugh. “So, it seems the owner of a tranny bar wants to be one himself, hum?” Violet said.

“Well, not all the time. It just might be fun to dress up and come in here once in a while with you two – you know, like a threesome.”

“Sure Cliff, that would be wonderful.” Tiffany said.

“You know Tiffany,” Cliff said. “I think you’re gonna work out just fine here. I mean the way you handled Dan earlier was amazing.”

“Yeah, it really turned me on something fierce!” Violet exclaimed. “I couldn’t wait to fuck her myself!”

“My pleasure guys,” Tiffany said.

Then Cliff said, as an afterthought. “Well you know what we say in the tranny bar business girls – every tranny bar needs one tough sissy.”

The three of them broke out laughing. “Well ladies, shall we get out front and get back to work. The night is still young, and I need my two best bouncers out there.”

Tiffany helped Violet up from the couch. “Come on girl, let’s go. You heard the boss.”

❤️❤️❤️
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