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Chapter One

_______________

____

Andy stood in front of the mirror in his bedroom admiring himself; his heart beating rapidly with excitement and his arousal apparent. His addiction was calling him, and he was helpless to obey. He turned slowly from side to side, eyes closed, breathing deeply, running his hand down his bare chest and through his thick shoulder length black hair. His lips were like a “Cupid’s Bow,” thick and roundish in appearance. He struck a side pose in front of the mirror, wearing a bra and cool satin panties, lifting up his right leg bent at the knee, looking at himself sideways in a sensual, misty-eyed pose; whispering seductive phrases to his reflection while biting his bottom lip.

As a teenager he started fantasizing about actually becoming a woman, believing that he was a girl trapped in a man’s body. For some people, these thoughts led to depression – or worse, but Andy accepted the feminine voice that called his name. 

Andy’s effeminate physical gestures, walking style, and posture led to endless bullying in high school, often being taunted by certain guys with words like “fem,” “butt queen,” and other hurtful things. He was also physically bullied – beaten up on occasion, with no repercussions for those responsible.

Janet, his older sister by two years, had once discovered Andy in her room and dressed – in her panties, bra and makeup! Andy was sixteen and thought for sure he would suffer ridicule, and maybe even punishment by his parents; not to mention the shame that comes with such a “terrible” thing. After Janet’s initial shock, she became supportive of her little brother’s “eccentricity” and even helped him in picking out clothing, gave him tips in applying makeup, and teaching him to walk in high heels.

When Andy moved out and went away to college, he went to the same school as Janet, and was able to continue with his “lessons” and trying on various articles of clothing whenever he wanted to in the privacy of Janet’s apartment. In spite of her urging, Andy never fully dressed, or went out dressed in public, and kept the feminine side of himself a secret. It was just a “once in a while release.” He did, however, like to wear silky panties underneath his trousers on occasion.

If someone was really observant, they would be able to tell that Andy was a guy who was not comfortable in his own skin. No surprise then, that most of his friends in college were girls, and Andy oftentimes found himself treated as one of them. They would approach him and ask his opinion on matters of clothing, relationships, what to wear, and “Andy, what do you think about this,” etc.

Now twenty three years old and out of school, and on his own, he lived in a small second floor walkup apartment in Woodside. He kept to himself mostly, being the shy type, and went about his work, a temporary job as a barista at a small independent coffee shop in the South Bronx. Since graduation from college two years ago, he’d been telling himself that the job was only temporary, yet here he was, two years later with no changes in sight.

What Andy really wanted was a career as a writer. After all, in college, he majored in American Literature and English, scoring high grades and even writing many articles for the college newspaper. After he got home from work at night, he’d often stay up until one or two am, writing fiction, and storing endless megabytes of both completed and non-completed stories and potential books on his laptop.

His writings reflected his intimate desires, and he made up fictional characters who had the same tastes as him, and through his characters he was able to live vicariously in his own fictional transgender world. His big dream was to make his fantasy transgender life come true.

On one such evening behind his laptop, Andy surfed through Internet sites, as he often did, for writers of erotic, or more specifically, transgender fiction. One site in particular caught his eye. They had a contest for the best transgender short story with themes of feminization, romance, and “lots of action.” The first prize in the contest was TEN THOUSAND dollars! Andy was intrigued and had lots of material which he had previously written to choose from, so he made an online submission under a pen name “Jaclyn Dicey.” Three months went by past the stated decision deadline, and he heard nothing. It had cost him fifteen dollars to enter the contest – not a large amount by any means, but he soon lost track of time and that he had even sent something in, when one day he got a curious email.

It was from the story contest! He almost hit the key to delete the email when the address registered with him – “Redclouddelight.com.” He had to read it twice because it seemed unbelievable:

Dear Jaclyn,

This is to inform you that your story “Below The Waterline” has won First Prize in our contest. You have won our grand prize of $10,000.00. Please call us at (XXX)xxx-xxxx to claim your prize. Your story will appear in our monthly online magazine Red Cloud Delights in the February edition. Once again, congratulations.

Sincerely Yours,

Pam Stewart, Editor-In-Chief, Red Cloud Publications, LLC

Wow!, Andy thought. He couldn’t believe that something he’d written had actually won something! The next day he called the number, and as it happened, the headquarters of the popular erotic magazine was in the city, right in the heart of Midtown Manhattan. It was just a subway ride away from his apartment. He set up an appointment for a face-to-face meeting with the editor for next Tuesday morning. Missing work for one day was no problem, since ten thousand bucks was much more than he made at his barista job. The fact that he was a male, writing under a female pen name was no trouble for him because he assumed (correctly) that it was very common place. He could easily explain that to the editor when he met her.

***

“I’m Andy Thompson, I wrote the winning contest story, and I’m here to see Pam Stewart,” Andy said to the redheaded secretary behind the desk at the editor’s office.

“Oh sure, have a seat Mr. Thompson. Ms. Stewart is on a meeting that should end shortly. I’ll let her know you’re out here,” she said with a smile. “In the meantime, you can help yourself to some coffee,” she said as she gestured to a table against the wall with a KEURIG machine.

“Thank you,” he said.

Andy was about halfway through with his cup when the door to the office opened up and a gorgeous woman, looking to be in her early forties with long, auburn hair and an incredible body came out just past the doorway. She wore a tight, black business suit with a jacket, very short skirt that molded to her curves perfectly, and high, four-inch stiletto heels that wrapped around her ankles. She had on a white blouse with the top three buttons open showing a magnificent cleavage outlined by a black, laced bra.

Andy’s cock was at full attention, aided by the fact that underneath his jeans he was wearing a black, satin thong which nestled snugly between his butt cheeks, and rubbed his cock with the silky front when he stood up. His heart was beating fast because Pam Stewart turned him on something fiercely. It wasn’t so much her appearance that did it, but the fact that Andy wanted to be just like her – dressed fully as a hot looking woman.

It must have been evident to her because looking him over from top to bottom, her eyes lingered on his crotch, and she smiled at him as if to say, I know what’s going on under those pants!

“You must be ‘Jaclyn Dicey?’ Come in, please,” she said, motioning with her hand into her office.

Andy immediately felt at ease because of her friendly greeting.

“Here,” Pam said, “make yourself comfortable,” motioning to the plush chair in front of her desk.

“So, Jaclyn,” she said slowly, “Your story was probably one of the best we’ve had in a long time, and I was talking to the other editors, and we were thinking of giving you a permanent place on our staff. Do you think you could keep writing hot stories like ‘Below The Waterline’ on a regular basis?”

Andy was flabbergasted. “Yes, yes, I think I could,” he said excitedly.

Pam was staring at him from behind her desk, seemingly deep in thought, fingers tented beneath her chin, turning back and forth on her chair. “You know Andy . . . Oh! Which do you prefer to be called? Andy or Jaclyn?”

“Um, it doesn’t really matter, but I suppose you could call me Andy. I mean Jaclyn is just a pen name.”

“Okay, then Andy it shall be,” she said smiling. “But when we talk about your stories, I’ll refer to you by your byline. Oh, yes! Our executive publisher, Mr. Cornworth, is very excited to have you on board. He really loved your story. He said it ‘resonated’ with him somehow. Imagine that! He hardly ever gets that excited – especially from a new writer.”

“Well, I’m pleased to know that Ms. Stewart.”

She laughed. “No Andy, please call me Pam.”

“Okay Pam.”

Something about this meeting was making him uncomfortable. It was the way Pam was looking at him. His cock was throbbing in its little satin sack, and it was screaming for attention.

“Andy, could you please stand up and walk around to my side of the desk?”

“Uh, sure Pam,” he said, letting his “little head” take over, wondering what this was about.

Pam pushed a button on her intercom. “Sandra honey, Please hold all my calls and appointments until I’m finished with Mr. Thompson, ok? Yes, thanks dear.” Then she looked up at him as he rose from his seat and made his way around to her side of the desk.

She reached into her black leather handbag on the floor next to her desk and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes, nonchalantly took one out and lit it; holding it between the tips of her two fingers, not taking her eyes off him, legs crossed, and doing a very sexy French inhale. Watching very attractive, sexy women smoke was a little fetish of Andy’s, and he was pretty sure Pam figured that out because of the way he followed her hands with his eyes.

“Would you like one Andy,” she said knowingly.

“Yes Pam, thank you,” he said. He only smoked when he was wearing lingerie.

She smiled and pulled one out and handed it to him and she lit him up with her silver butane lighter.

He did a quick snap inhale. She studied his face, and what drew her, like most women or trans women to him was his effeminate expression; especially his rounded, pouty lips.

“You know Andy, I’m a bit curious about you,” she said. “Can you please come a bit closer to me.”

He did so, not knowing what to expect. Then she suddenly placed her fingers under the belt of his jeans and pulled him into her. Her hand dove deeper into them, and she smiled as she hooked the tips of her fingers onto the satin pouch of the G-String he was wearing, the back of her fingers rubbing his cock, arousing him greatly, so much so that he leaked a bit of pre cum into his panties, and onto her knuckles.

“Well, well. Look at what we have here. Our little contest winner seems to ‘walk the walk,’ ‘eh Andy?”

Andy said nothing, highly embarrassed that his little “secret” was out in the open.

She laughed. “Come now, you mustn’t be embarrassed. I mean you obviously enjoy dressing up, so why should you be?” She placed his chin between the fingers of her other hand, the cigarette dangling from her lips in a very sexy manner.

“Humm, something’s missing, and I know just what that is. Please allow me,” she said. And with that she reached down into her bag and pulled out a tube of cherry red lip gloss and turned open the tube, in a very seductive manner while holding her gaze on him.

She slowly applied the lip gloss to his lips, and he puckered them in his Cupid’s Bow shape and let the moist, soft gloss glide over his lips. Then, he slid his lips over each other, getting a nice amount of the pleasant cherry fragrance and taste. It only prolonged the agony of the boner in his panties.

Pam studied his thick, just below collar length hair and reached into her desk and pulled out a hair brush which she ran through his hair, parting it in a feminine sort of shape. She moved away and studied him. “Humm, it looks good, but I think a wig would really do it. What do you think Jaclyn?” she said, now using his feminine pen name.

Andy was very much into this, and he found himself saying, “Yes Pam, I think you’re right.”

Then she undid his belt, and unfastened his jeans, not taking her eyes off him. Slowly she pulled his pants down, revealing the G-String snuggly up against his cock, and the back strap comfortably nestled between his butt cheeks. She took a deep drag of her cigarette, returning it to her lips and now rubbed his cock through the soft satin material.

He threw his head back and started to moan. Her fingers dug into the satin and pressed sharply against his cock. The next move was not really unexpected – she pulled the thong completely down and moved her chair closer to him. She took another drag off her cigarette and placed it in an ashtray on her desk. Next, she placed her closed lips against the tip of his cock, and slowly stuck the tip of her tongue out against his cock, and rubbed it over his slit and part of his “helmet.”

He placed his hands on top of her head, feeling the stiffness of the hairspray on his palms. As her lips parted, she moved forward a bit father and completely encircled the head of his cock and used her tongue as a paintbrush. It was exquisite. He started to move his waist closer in, getting his cock deeper inside her mouth. She reached up and grabbed his shaft, digging her long, painted fingernails into it, sending a chill through his body.

Keeping her lips closed, she made a tight seal and expertly used her tongue to gently rub the underside of his cock. She moved back and forth on him faster and faster, sending a kaleidoscope of incredible sensations through him. This was his first blow job, all his previous orgasms being self-induced. The thong he wore just heightened all the feeling.

“Jaclyn” was past the point of no return as he hissed through clenched teeth and exploded in her mouth, sending a wave of sticky warm cum splashing off the back of her throat. She tried to swallow everything but couldn’t (or wouldn’t), some of it dribbling down the corners of her mouth or her chin.

She came off him after he had finished spurting, and she licked his cock clean. She now stood up from the swivel chair and pulled him close to her and kissed him hard, letting him lick his own cum from her face. Her eyes were misted over with pleasure, and she was smiling.

In a soft voice, barely above a whisper, she said to him, “Have you ever tasted your own cum before Jaclyn?”

“No, I never did – but I totally enjoyed it.”

She gave a little chortle and said, “I knew you would. I think that you’ll always love the choice. I get that feeling from you strongly. The question is Jaclyn, now what do we do?”

He had no idea. She was the boss. He already knew that he wanted to join the company full time, so it was up to her.

“Whatever you want me to do,” he said.

“I think that you should get the chance to live out the fantasies in your writing. Why don’t you send me samples of your other work and we can go from there. I would really love the chance to make all your fantasies come true.”

There was a moment of awkward silence. This was working out better than he could ever have imagined. Pam was giving him the chance to let all his secret inhibitions go. The chance to become what he always wanted to be.

“And just how would we do that Pam?” He asked, his cock getting hard again.

“Well, I need to get off too Jaclyn – very badly, and I just know that you can help me there.”

He was stunned that such a beautiful, sensuous woman like Pam would be so turned on by him, an effeminate guy, a nobody really. It blew his mind.

“I’m going to text you my address to your phone. Why don’t you come over to my house this Saturday evening, say about eight o’clock?”

“Sure, that would be wonderful!”

“I’ll have some surprises in store for you. Who knows Jaclyn, you might even get some new inspirations for your future works.”

“Oh! Before I forget, here’s your prize check,” she said handing him the first payment he was yet to receive from any of his writing. He stared at it for what seemed like minutes – TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

________________

_______

He took the subway from his apartment to Pam’s impressive townhouse on the Upper West side early Saturday evening. Her eyes lit up when she saw him, and she had what could only be described as a wicked smile on her face. It just made her look more delicious.

“Come in, come in Jaclyn,” she said, giving him a lingering kiss on the lips. Come, have a seat,” she gestured to her expansive living room with a fireplace going.

She went to an oak cabinet on the side of the room and pulled out a bottle of Merlot, and two long-stemmed, blue wine glasses. She poured each of them full. She sat on the blue velvet covered sofa, next to Jaclyn.

“Now let me ask you Jaclyn,” she said. “You told me you’ve never actually fully dressed before right?”

“Yes Pam, that would be correct,” he said.

“Okay then, tonight’s the chance for you to become as beautiful and sexy as you can be.” She studied him closer. “Your face is perfect. It doesn’t strike me as masculine or feminine, so I think the makeup will make you look like a total woman.” Her eyes moved down to his chest, exciting him more. “I have a bra that will pull the skin of your chest in further and give you the illusion of cleavage. I think . . . I think,” she said contemplatively, “that you will be a perfect woman!”

Now Jaclyn was at full erection and his heart was racing. It was like all of his fantasies coming true, and to think – just from a common Internet site. It didn’t hurt any that his “maker” was a very hot woman either.

She lit them each a cigarette, and to Andy, it came naturally to hold it in an effeminate manner, copying Pam.

“Let’s enjoy the wine before we go upstairs,” she said.

“So tell me. It seems from the essays of yours that I’ve read, that you really do enjoy the mystique of transgenderism, am I right?”

“Totally” he said.

“And I also think that having a mentor like me must be a dream come true, am I right again?”

“Again, totally,” he said, smiling; the word “mentor” to him meaning the same as “mistress.”

“Good, now let’s go upstairs,” Pam said, grabbing him by the arm.

Once in her bedroom she turned to him, and like a changed person – an insane, sex crazed woman in heat, she said, “You’re going to fuck your brains out tonight and learn what it means to be a girl – as a girl, she said. “Now let’s get started. Here’s all of my picks for you on the bed. What do you think? I’m a pretty good judge of size.”

Now Andy was a good head shorter than Pam, standing at a short five feet tall. All of the ceaseless bullying he had endured in high school and college now made sense to him. Pam made it obvious to him that maybe he should be a woman.

On the bed was an emerald green thong, a pair of sheer, black nylon pantyhose, an emerald green, laced girdle, a crisp, white cotton blouse that tied up in the front, and a black laced bra with a thick elastic back that would tie up nicely. The skirt was a black denim material that rode high up on him with a slit on the side. The belt was a chain that looped through the back.

The high point that caused Jaclyn the most excitement was the wig – auburn with a part on the right side, and curls going down way past his breasts. To Jaclyn, it was the wig that made the woman.

Pam took pleasure in dressing him, and right after the lingerie and pantyhose was on, she took him into her bathroom and sat him down in front of the vanity mirror. The chair was turned to the side.

“I don’t want you peeking until I’m finished with you,” she said. This just excited Jaclyn more.

Pam was a real artiste, showing her in-depth knowledge of all the fine points of makeup. There was nothing she didn’t know. Since Jaclyn’s eyelashes were on the thin, short side, she glued false eyelashes to his lids and applied a nice dose of mascara just for emphasis. This time, the lipstick was a deeper red gloss, and she used a lipstick pencil to outline her work more.

When she finished her work, she lit a cigarette for each of them, and let Jaclyn look at herself now (he had become a “herself”) in the mirror. From now on that’s what Jaclyn would be; herself. Jaclyn’s cock skipped a heartbeat and was thrumming with anticipation. The sight of her new self plus the lingerie and the feel of the new emerald satin on her cock was too much to bear.

“Wow Pam! I’m amazed. For a second I didn’t recognize myself.”

“That’s nice. I have to tell you that I’m turned on an incredible amount Jaclyn. I almost never feel this way . . . about anyone!”

The way she looked at Jaclyn was like she was holding back from just tearing him apart. “She” loved feeling so “sinful” and naughty about the whole thing. When he got the chance, he would definitely reveal his new “herself” to his sister.

Next were the clothes. It was Jaclyn’s first time, or rather Andy’s first time dressing as Jaclyn. Whatever. What mattered were the feelings, and “her” arousal was at an all time high. The way the strap from the thong caressed her butt made Jaclyn actually start to crave cock. Andy, at that precise moment, began to feel like Jaclyn. That was a thought that hadn’t crossed his mind since adolescence. It hadn’t even come up when his sister had caught him dressing up, or even in college. He was always just another girlfriend to all the other girls “Andy” hung out with. For the first time, he was really starting to feel like a “her.” From now on, he would refer to himself as “she.”

“Well I can’t stand this anymore Jaclyn dear,” Pam said. “I’m horny as fuck and I’m dying to ride you. Would you like that dear,” said the hot, sultry woman to the first time fully crossdressed male.

“Oh yeah,” Jaclyn said. “Whatever you say Pam! My boner, my “gurl cock” can’t stand anymore of this.” As Andy, Jaclyn had watched enough videos on sites like FLICKER and XHAMSTER to know that the sex would be intense, explosive, beyond anything he could have ever imagined. All his previous crossdressing was now coming to a full head as Jaclyn.

Pam now moved close to the newly minted Jaclyn and grabbed at her she cock through the black denim of her skirt, taking advantage of the side slit. Now the feel of Pam’s nails on her panties were so much more than before, when she was only partially dressed. Every sensation was magnified hundreds of times.

“You like the feel of what I’m doing to you Jaclyn?” Pam purred.

“Yes, my God yes!” Jaclyn responded out of breath.

Now Pam moved away from Jaclyn, leaving her bewildered. She unhooked the back of her short one-piece black skirt, and zipped it down, letting it fall around her ankles. Pam stood there with a hungry look on her face, with strapped pantyhose, a laced black girdle over a black thong. She gave a flick of her head and her long, auburn hair washed over the front of her full breasts. Teasingly, she unhooked her bra and her perfect, pair shaped tits with erect, pointed nipples revealed themselves.

“Wanna touch ‘em?” Pam teased.

“Yes, I would do anything to touch them.”

“Good, because I want you to suck on them too!”

Pam moved in so that her breasts were touching Jaclyn’s faux breasts through her blouse. She rubbed them on Jaclyn’s chest and Jaclyn inhaled the aroma of tobacco, and Pam’s perfume, making her boner swell, screaming to bust out of the thong.

Without another word Jaclyn began to suckle Pam’s breasts, causing Pam to moan incoherently. She used her tongue to circle Pam’s nipples, tickling, teasing, making Pam hiss.

Now Pam stepped away and looked at Jaclyn with a very naughty expression, biting her bottom lip, her hazel eyes shining and focused on her, leaving Jaclyn to wonder what was happening. Without taking her eyes off her, Pam slipped her fingers underneath her girdle and slid them down her legs until they fell at her ankles. Next, she hooked her thumb under her thong and teased, moving the thong around her pussy.

What came next, Jaclyn never expected in a million years – now pulled down, Pam’s thong revealed the biggest cock Jaclyn had ever seen in her life, even on the videos!

“PAM! OH MY GOD! I didn’t know, I mean, how . . .”

Pam cut her off in mid-sentence.

“Yes dear, I’m a full trans-woman, and I think you’d like to play with me. Am I right?”

Without saying another word, Jaclyn was kneeling in front of Pam holding her large she cock with her fingertips, taking in its girth and length, admiring its power, feeling its hold over her. Pam now lit a cigarette, took a deep drag and blew the smoke all over Jaclyn’s head as she took Pam’s monster and moved her glossed lips towards it. It was a hunger she had never known before. There was a voice inside Jaclyn that said do it, over and over again.

“I’m going to take that as a ‘yes’!” Pam laughed.

There was no power on Earth that could have stopped her from sucking that delicious, big cock. And that’s exactly what she did. 


First she stuck out her tongue, teasing and playing, hitting the slit and brushing the cock tip with her tongue. Still holding it with her fingers Jaclyn started sucking it and putting it farther in her mouth, making Pam moan. It was so wide that it could barely fit into Jaclyn’s open mouth. Jaclyn licked her lips, getting them nice and wet for what was to come next. She used her tongue to rub the shaft, going around and around.

Her lips tightened as far as they could stretch around the massive gift – Pam’s monster sized cock. Pam moved her hips slowly forward pushing her cock deeper and deeper into Jaclyn’s mouth. It seemed endless until Jaclyn started to gag on the size. So, she gently pulled off a bit, sticking her tongue out as far as it would go, rubbing the underside of Pam’s cock with it. Jaclyn’s bobbing speed increased as did Pam’s bucking hips. Then the unthinkable happened. Pam suddenly pulled out, leaving Jaclyn bewildered.

“Oooh what’s the matter? Does baby miss her little candy cane?” Pam mockingly said. “Don’t worry dear, I said you would be very happy tonight, and I don’t disappoint.”

“Now get up on my bed and down on all fours facing the front of the bed!” Pam commanded with a new and scary authoritative voice. Jaclyn did as she was told.

“Don’t worry my soon to be little sissy, slut-whore, you’re going to love this.”

Pam flipped Jaclyn’s skirt up, and over her ass onto her back, and then pulled her girdle down to where the bend in her knees met the bed, and pushed aside the G-String that cradled Jaclyn’s boy pussy. Several times now with glee, Pam spanked Jaclyn’s bare ass with the palm of her hand, going first to the left and then to the right side. Jaclyn let out a whelp with the first blow, but then strangely came to enjoy it. Her life was changing in ways she never thought possible, or as “he” Andy never thought possible.

Pam reached into her night table stand and pulled out a tube of fresh K-Y Jelly, and after unscrewing it applied a glob to the palm of her hand, and then to Jaclyn’s ass crack, going up and down, and then placing a thick amount right over Jaclyn’s puckered, cherry “boy pussy,” or bussy. Pam surprised Jaclyn by placing her index finger, full of the K-Y right inside her “bussy.” Jaclyn squealed with a strange mix of pain and pleasure at this incredible feeling. She hungered for it and even tried backing up on Pam’s finger to get more.

“Just a second my little slut. Don’t be so impatient. I didn’t make you what you are only to disappoint you dear!”

Then Pam lathered her immense cock with the jelly, grinning as she did so. “Now I’m not gonna lie Jaclyn, this may feel very painful at first, but if you trust me and stick with me you’ll love it, okay?”

“Yes Pam, anything you say.”

“Good,” Pam said as she lined her monster snake right up against Jaclyn’s cherry asshole. It was hard as a rock, and through the fleshy tip Jaclyn could feel it pulsating. She didn’t wait for Pam. She backed herself onto the cock and hissed through clenched teeth as the girth of the snake jolted her senses and made her see stars. Pam stayed with just the head inside Jaclyn’s bussy, and ground her hips in a circle, like a wooden spoon in a mixing bowl.

Jaclyn saw stars and felt every pleasurable experience possible in those first few intense seconds. It hurt like hell, but an unseen driving force made her back up onto Pam’s cock as much as she could take. Pam’s in and out motion became more regular. It was like getting hooked on a powerful drug with each movement of Pam’s driving hips. Jaclyn moaned and Pam softly laughed. A stereo with soft jazz playing in the background suddenly went on, adding to the mood.

Pam was making wordless noises of pure pleasure, in-sync with Jaclyn It was as if the two of them had been partners for years. Jaclyn had never been this intimate with anyone before, and for the first time in her life she felt loved, wanted by someone else.

The romantic gave way to pure carnal lust, and Jaclyn felt an intense pleasure welling up from deep inside her, making her whole body quiver, like the feeling you would get from a sneeze coming on.

Pam’s moans egged the feeling on. Then she suddenly called out to Jaclyn in staccato breaths: “Don’t touch yourself!” Jaclyn obeyed, although the urge to do the opposite was irresistible. She soon found out why.

Suddenly, Jaclyn heard Pam scream out “OH FUCK!!” and a wet warmth filled up Jaclyn’s bussy, causing Jaclyn’s she cock to erupt like a volcano, pouring her cum all over the inside of the satin thong. Pam kept pounding her, letting her know wordlessly who was in charge.

A change came over Jaclyn. She felt like a pure slut, the slut of all her fantasies, wanting more and more. At that moment she decided she would never again have sex as “Andy,” only as Jaclyn.

Now Pam pulled out and said to Jaclyn, “I’m going to lick my cum off your butt, slut!” Jaclyn immediately felt Pam’s head underneath her newly minted bussy. Pam hungrily licked Jaclyn clean. Pam turned, and placed herself over Jaclyn’s backside, lying her head down on Jaclyn’s thick auburn wig, saying “What a dirty little bitch you are,” again and again, while she lined up and entered Jaclyn once more. This time it was easier, and Pam went even faster than before with her new sissy toy. It didn’t take long for both of them to cum again, Jaclyn now fully broken in.

This time, after she pulled out, Pam let Jaclyn suck her cock off clean. She loved the sweet/salty taste of her, and she didn’t waste a drop, getting every little bit swallowed. It was heaven and she wanted more and more.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________

____

The nice thing about the writing world was that Jaclyn could perform her new job at home on her laptop. Thanks to the prize money, she quit her barista job and spent all her time fantasizing and writing more stories, using her new boss/lover Pam as her muse, writing the most obscene, dirty fantasies she could think of – at least one per week, and Pam loved them. The two of them hooked up at least twice a week, even going out together in public as a couple to bars and clubs.

During one of these outings, Pam gave Jaclyn some unexpected news. “Jaclyn, you know Mr. Cornworth loves your stories and is very excited to meet you. He’d like to meet you this weekend at his home out in Montauk. Are you up for it?”

“Sure Pam, it sounds like fun.” Now at this point, after being with Pam for almost two months Jaclyn decided to follow Pam’s mentoring and transition to be a “shemale” like Pam, using HRT. She, like Pam, enjoyed having a cock, and all the pleasures that came with it. Jaclyn still needed the padded bra that pulled tight, but she slowly began noticing changes that came along which pleased her.

Pam told Jaclyn to pack a little bag for the weekend trip. She was very vague about what was going to happen, and when questioned, Pam would only say, “About what you would expect.”

However, nothing Pam could have told her would have prepared her for what was really going on. A side business of the online magazine, “Red Cloud Publications” was a very explicit subscription video business of just about every sort of transgender, crossdresser and shemale encounter you could think of. There were even “live rooms,” where for a modest fee, people who liked that sort of thing could interact with the performing transgender models. Pam thought that Jaclyn would be great at it, maybe with a little prodding from Mr. Cornworth.

Pam helped Jaclyn with a new outfit which would make her really stand out. Her auburn wig was replaced with a long, jet black wig with purple highlights down the sides, fishnet stockings, a short, black leather skirt with a chain belt, and four inch stiletto black heels. By this time, Jaclyn was proficient in walking in heels without so much as a little wobble. For her top, she wore a black leather bustier that tied up in the front, going over the black laced, stretch bra she already had. Pam made sure to place the makeup on very heavy, with deep purple eye shadow, and thick black false eyelashes. It was a total goth look. It reminded Jaclyn of one of the coffee shop baristas she worked with in the South Bronx, which seemed like ages ago.

***

THEY PULLED UP TO THE HOUSE, a mansion actually, with the closest house a mile away. There were all sorts of elegant sports cars – Lamborghinis, Corvettes, and Mercedes parked in a small lot off the circular driveway. Parking attendants were working and took Pam’s car, a 2021 BMW convertible. They walked up a stone staircase to the main door, and even before the door was open, loud conversation and music could be heard coming from inside.

Pam turned to Jaclyn and said, “Jaclyn, you look absolutely good enough to eat tonight!” and they both laughed. I think Mr. Cornworth will totally fall in love with you. Just be careful,” she said, squeezing Jaclyn’s arm, “because you belong to ME!”

“I’ll try my best Pam, but you know how much I love sucking cock.” Pam pretended she didn’t hear that, perhaps just a tad jealous that her new creation and love interest was outgrowing her tutelage.

Pam rang the bell, and it took a few minutes before the door was answered by a man in a red silk bathrobe, dark red lipstick, heavy mascara and deep blue eyeshadow. His brown hair was long and combed up in a pompadour.

His voice purred like a kitten as he greeted and hugged and kissed Pam on the cheek. “Pam darling, how good to see you! It has to have been ages.” He then turned his attention to Jaclyn, his eyes opening wide with interest. He gasped and put his fist up to his mouth. “Oh! And this must be our contest winner Jaclyn! I am honored to meet you. I’m Howard Cornworth, the owner of Red Cloud. He moved in to hug Jaclyn, and he smelled like lilacs. Jaclyn noticed the deep red polish on Howard’s long fingernails. Howard held both of Jaclyn’s hands in his.

“Pam, you told Jaclyn about our video division, right?”

“Of course Howard dear.”

“Well I have a surprise for the both of you. I absolutely love Jaclyn’s stories. In fact, I took one and made a video script out of one of them. It’s the one about the secret transgender woman who escapes home for a little “hookup” with another transgender she met online. I think it’s something our viewers can definitely identify with. I would like it if you could act for us. What do you say, Jaclyn dear?”

“That would be wonderful Howard,” Jaclyn said, shocked that someone would think so highly of her work. “When do I do this?”

“Why tonight, of course,” Howard said.

Then Howard took Jaclyn aside, and whispered in her ear. “I have plenty of material for you. Pam told me how great you are at sucking cock, and that you enjoy a good pounding. Am I right dear?”

Jaclyn was speechless. This place seemed like all of her fantasies come true. “Yes Howard, I absolutely love it all.”

“That’s great, and you will get it all. I must say you look so hot tonight! Well, why don’t you and Pam mingle with some of the guests and have a couple of drinks, as I get the sets ready. Not only are you a terrific writer Jaclyn, but you’re going to make me a lot of money with your video talents, and all you have to be is yourself. Now how does that sound?”

“I can’t wait to get started Mr. Cornworth!”

“Please Jaclyn, call me Howard, okay?”

“Sorry, sure. Okay Howard.”

Pam and Jaclyn moved into the expansive living room full of crossdressers, shemales, all in various stages of undress, making out on the couches, and some even going a lot farther. What caught Jaclyn’s eye was a tall shemale who had to be in her fifties, wearing a white, one-piece slip and black, sheer pantyhose and high heels, getting a blow job from a heavy weight, big-shouldered shemale wearing a short, blue denim skirt and long sleeve purple knit sweater on her knees in front of her, lost in the complete bliss of sucking her cock. She went faster and faster until the tall one let out a guttural scream of pleasure, grabbing her cock in her fist, shooting several wads of cum right into the heavy weight’s mouth which was a few inches away from the large cock of the tall shemale. Rivulets of white, sticky cum ran down the sides of her mouth and onto her chin, which she greedily licked off.

The tall shemale had her cock and balls hanging outside the purple thong she wore, and her hands were pulling up the white slip. The heavy weight on her knees now looked misty eyed at Jaclyn, saying in a faraway voice, “Kelly’s cock just drives me crazy. We are two really naughty bitches you know. We go way back and were sucking each other’s cocks since high school,” she said laughing.

The one called Kelly looked at Jaclyn and playfully stuck her tongue out at her and ran it around her lips in a teasing way.

“Let’s have a drink and sit down for a while Jaclyn. I’ll bring over a Chivas Regal for the two of us,” Pam said. Jaclyn moved over to a plush, red velvet love seat, and saw Howard move out of the living room to go to what she guessed were the production studios. Jaclyn needed a release looking at all the action in the room and couldn’t wait for instructions from Howard.

Grabbing her cock underneath her leather skirt and giving it a good squeeze, Pam said to Jaclyn: “I hope you’re ready to have some fun tonight. But just remember to save some of that for me!”

Jaclyn pulled Pam’s head close to her and gave her a wet, sucking, tongue roping kiss. “Of course, sweetheart.”

“Come on now Jaclyn, Howard is expecting us downstairs.”

Jaclyn’s cock was pulsating with anticipatory lust as Pam led the way to an elevator off the foyer. It went up three floors and down to the basement where the productions took place. This was going to be a very unforgettable night, that was for sure.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________

____

The doors opened up to a large indoor studio lot, the kind you might see in Hollywood. There were “rooms” on one side of the wall with transgender actors in each one and a camera man outside filming. One of the rooms had a shemale on a bed, partially undressed with a cock sticking out, talking into a laptop, as she rubbed her massive cock.

Howard spotted Pam and Jaclyn and walked over to them. But this time Howard wasn’t wearing just makeup; he, or rather “she” was fully dressed in a tall, full, blonde wig, and a high and tight black, skimpy cocktail dress covering a well-shaped figure. She was smoking an all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette, and she handed one from her pack each to Pam and Jaclyn.

“Let’s see how hot your creation looks seductively smoking Pam. You taught her right? Lots of guys with smoking fetishes get off on models who do.”

“Of course I did Howard.”

“Oh! My shemale or transgender name is ‘Jamie.’ I happen to be a hit you know. Guys like watching older sluts.” ‘Jamie’ looked around and found an open stall with a cameraman in front. She explained the story line to Jaclyn, as Pam took a seat next to the cameraman and watched.

“Okay Jaclyn, here’s the plot. I’ll finally get a taste of you, and I’ll see if Pam’s ravings are right,” she said, giving Jaclyn a wink. “Here’s the storyline: I’m a slut and a secret crossdresser in a hotel room, lying on the bed, waiting for a date with a transgender girl I met online – a ‘quickie hookup’ if you will. I’ve been posting photos and videos on FLICKR from various hotel rooms because I travel a lot for business, and you emailed me and have been dying for a hookup. I took a liking to you out of hundreds of queries and want the same thing. As it turns out we live near each other and found a hotel nearby. You are also a secret crossdresser, transgender woman who is dying for cock!”

“You will knock on the door. We’ll exchange greetings, and our ‘kink’ is that we both have smoking fetishes. We can use our real names.” Jamie paused for a moment and looked down at Jaclyn’s leather skirt. “I think you’re hard as a rock already my dear,” she said grinning. “You just take my lead, and you can improvise, okay?

Jaclyn nodded, trying to hide her excitement. She took a few moments to think it through, and then she was ready. The door had “237” on the front, like any hotel room. The outside cameraman had a microphone and headset, looked at Jaclyn and said, “Okay Jaclyn, give a nice slutty walk down the hallway and stand in front of Jamie’s door, checking the number before knocking. There will be another cameraman inside the room – don’t look at him, just go with Jamie’s lead. Ready? Take your place down the hall and wait for my signal.”

“Okay Jaclyn, WALK!”

The acting came natural to her. The whole plot was lust which she hungered for, so what was there to act? She took slow, deliberate steps down the hall, her heels clacking on the linoleum tile, a black, leather handbag slung over her right shoulder.

She knocked on the door. “Come in,” said Jamie’s seductive voice from inside the room.

Jaclyn said, “Hi Jamie - it’s nice to meet you in person, finally! My wife knows nothing about my ‘transgender hobby,’ and I’m glad I was able to pull this quickie meeting off.”

Jamie was lying on the bed, her short black one-piece dress was pulled up, legs spread apart, and her thong was pulled down revealing the largest cock that Jaclyn ever saw. Her full blonde wig was all over the pillow and her hand was busy stroking her cock.

“Well it’s about time. I mean we’ve been sending pictures to each other for like six months, right?” Jamie said, a throaty laugh coming from her. “Why don’t you come over here and give a gurl a hand . . . or a kiss,” she said laughing.

“With pleasure Jamie dear.”

“Jaclyn, I’m dying for a cigarette, do you have one please?? I smoked my last one a half hour ago. I should have bought some. You know I love to smoke when I fuck, especially on a first date.”

“Sure, here you go,” Jaclyn said, the sight of Jamie stroking her magnum size gurl-cock making her incredibly hard.

Jamie hungrily took the cigarette and did a big first drag, her other hand still rubbing her cock.

Jaclyn unfastened her leather skirt and let it drop to the floor, leaving her bustier in place. She stood in front of Jamie, a large bulge showing through her thong.

“Ummm,” Jamie said, taking another drag off her cigarette. “I can’t wait for those lips to taste my cock I’ve been thinking about it all afternoon!”

Jaclyn stood in front of Jamie, her cigarette dangling from her mouth, and she stuck her thumb underneath her thong, teasing, and rubbing her cock on the smooth satin material; pre cum leaking out from the tip.

Now Jaclyn pulled her thong down her legs and kicked it off to the side, her laced girdle still strapped to the pantyhose she wore underneath. She got on the bed in front of Jamie on all fours and slowly made her way up, between Jamie’s legs. Jaclyn’s mind was blown in all different directions, the script becoming real in her mind.

Gently, Jaclyn placed her lips on the tip of Jamie’s cock, causing an “Ahhh” to come from Jamie. Jaclyn played, her moist, red-glossed lips going on and off Jamie’s cock. Then she opened her lips slightly, teasing, and placing the head of Jamie’s monster between her lips, going no farther. The girth of Jamie’s cock was so huge that Jaclyn’s lips were stretched open to near maximum. Her tongue licked around the head like a sopping paintbrush, making Jamie hiss with pleasure. As Jaclyn sucked, her bare cock was rubbing on the satin bed sheets as she went up on down on Jamie. She stopped to take a drag off her cigarette and blew the gray-blue smoke all over Jamie’s cock.

Jaclyn, like a demon possessed, placed Jamie’s cock inside her mouth as far as it would go, making her gag. Jamie placed her hands on top of Jaclyn’s head as she tightened her lips making a nice seal. Her speed increased and Jamie bucked her hips off the bed and met her bobbing. Jaclyn tasted the salty/sweet of Jamie’s precum. Jamie couldn’t take anymore and screamed wordlessly as she shot a full load of white, warm, sticky cum into Jaclyn’s mouth. The load was so large that some of it leaked down the sides of Jaclyn’s mouth onto her chin. Looking down at Jamie with lust crazed misty eyes, Jaclyn placed her face close to Jamie as she licked her cum off of Jaclyn’s face.

Now it was Jaclyn’s turn, and wordlessly, Jamie pulled off her thong, leaving her skimpy, whorish black dress on. She got on all fours, her butt sticking up into the air. Jaclyn expected a blow job, but this was a hundred times better. The two of them were like a well-choreographed pair, and Jaclyn lined her cock up to Jamie’s boy pussy or “bussy.”

Jamie reached into her handbag which was on the night table next to her side of the bed and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly, squeezing out a nice glob onto her fingertips. She rubbed it all over her puckered bussy, giving herself a treat by sticking her index finger inside, causing her to stiffen with pleasure. Then she reached behind her giving Jaclyn a nice coating on her swollen, throbbing cock.

“Fuck me hard Jaclyn . . . I want you to RAM me!” Jamie cried out. Now, nice and slippery, Jaclyn entered her; the coolness and tight seal made by Jamie’s bussy almost making her cum on the spot.

Jamie was no novice at this, and though she was nice and tight, she didn’t bunch up or protest at all. Jaclyn gyrated her hips, using the shaft of her cock to “stir” Jamie’s bussy. Jaclyn’s ball sack smacked against Jamie’s butt over and over. It was delicious. Having her mind in the state of her character, Jaclyn delighted in this script of “stolen pleasure.”

She thrust in and out, fast and furious, making Jamie moan wordlessly. Then Jamie let out a scream and shot a tremendous load onto the bed sheets so soon after cumming from Jaclyn’s exquisite blow job.

Jaclyn couldn’t hold back any longer and came too – feeling her warm cum, shot after shot fill up Jamie’s bussy, and surround her cock. Jaclyn had never cum with a woman but couldn’t see how a woman’s pussy could be as pleasurable as this. She was a convert forever, the HRT she started having sealed the deal.

She kept thrusting and Jamie kept going back on her cock, not wanting to stop either. It wasn’t long before Jaclyn came a second time, her cum dripping down the sides of Jamie’s butt cheeks.

Finally, Jaclyn pulled off and the two of them locked in a deep kiss and embrace on the bed, both on their knees facing each other. It was more than acting – this was real.

“I want you all the time honey,” Jamie said, Jaclyn pretty sure that she was telling her this out of character. It was all filmed live and the laptop of the cameraman/engineer was blowing up with every type of lewd comment imaginable. The subscriptions to the channel increased over two hundred per cent. Jaclyn became an instant star.

“Let’s have a cigarette together and a little wine,” Jamie said, getting a bottle from a side table and filling two glasses. In between drags and sips of wines they kissed, both becoming hard again.

“I haven’t fucked like this in such a long time Jaclyn honey,” Jamie said. “My first time was in high school when I found someone who shared my interests. We used to laugh our asses off at the heterosexual guys who bragged about ‘getting to third base.’” Both of them laughed.

“Umm, I wonder if I could take you Jaclyn,” Jamie said with a hunger increased by the wine.

“Only one way to find out,” Jaclyn said, finishing her cigarette and switching places with Jamie. Jamie was such a slut – her makeup, dress and wig making Jaclyn hard again so soon after shooting her load. She was dying to experience a “sissygasm, and Jamie was only too happy to oblige.

Jamie took the K-Y and spread a nice helping all over Jaclyn’s bussy, and down her taint. She playfully stuck her middle finger inside Jaclyn, causing her to tense up and purr with delight.

“Do you know what I’d really love to do Jaclyn?” Jamie said.

“What?”

“I’d like us both to go out in public dressed up and give each other hand jobs in the car. ”

“Who’s going to drive?” Jaclyn asked, laughing.

“Does it matter princess?” Jamie answered, both of them laughing. Jaclyn’s mind was swimming with thoughts of all they could do. With Jamie she found a partner with whom she could act out all of her greatest fantasies with. Thinking about being a transgender cum-slut was her ultimate fantasy. Just doing it once in a blue moon wasn’t enough. Jaclyn wanted to be a regular in Jamie’s group.

Outside of camera view Pamela was jerking herself off like a fiend watching Jaclyn and Jamie go at it. They would have to write a script for the three of them in it.

Jaclyn, now fully lubed and ready, was clenching her fists in anticipation of the hard “cocking” she was sure to get from Jamie’s massive monster. Jamie wasn’t one to disappoint either. She lined up over Jaclyn’s very inexperienced bussy. Pamela was her first, but Jamie’s was much larger. Now she went in up to the head of her cock, making Jaclyn squeal like a little sissy faggot. It made Jamie laugh because she know that after Jaclyn tasted her cock she’d want nothing else.

Both lubed by the wine, they were unstoppable. Jamie didn’t hold back and went as far in and as quickly as she could. Jaclyn yelled out in pain, her fists gripping the satin bedsheets, and her face contorted in a mix of pain and pleasure. Having been broken in by Pam certainly helped. Jamie went faster and faster, her ball sack slapping Jaclyn as Jaclyn met her thrust for thrust.

Jamie’s mouth was locked open in an “O” as wordless sounds of bliss escaped from her. She added to Jaclyn’s pleasure by slapping her ass a few times as she went in and out.

“I don’t want you to stop fucking me Jamie!” Jaclyn yelled in a staccato rhythm.

Jamie’s huge cock easily hit Jaclyn’s p-spot and soon Jaclyn shot out a large, beastly load onto the bedsheets. Her sounds of pleasure triggered Jamie, as she came too, filling up Jaclyn’s bussy with warm, sticky cum. The two of them were locked in a frenzy of carnal bliss, each draining themselves with the other.

They finished, both wasted, and lie next to each other, lighting cigarettes and exhaling into each other’s mouths. After they finished Jaclyn made a show of looking at the time on her phone, and began to get dressed.

“I have to go home and get undressed honey,” Jaclyn said. “My wife will be home, and I must be there. I think she’s starting to suspect something,” Jaclyn said, a hint of sadness in her voice. The difference between real life and acting was blurred in the heat of the passion.

“We must get together again very soon Jaclyn,” Jamie said, now standing and kissing Jaclyn by the door.

“Okay, that’s a wrap!” the cameraman/director announced. “Jaclyn, you made our website crash! You’re a fucking star!” Pam said you write also. I want you to give me some of your stories and we can make some more videos. You’re going to make us rich!” he said with glee.

Jamie came out of the set all smiles. “Where’s Pam?”

Pam walked up to Jamie (Mr. Cornworth) and Jaclyn.

“Pam, Jaclyn is a hit,” Jamie said. “She certainly deserved every bit of that contest money! I think I’ll add to that sum a bit, and you my dear, will certainly get a bonus.”

“I’m so happy Howard!” Pam said, referring to Jamie’s male name.

“Now are we going to fight over Jaclyn?” Howard asked Pam, jokingly.

“Why not at all Howard. There’s more than enough of her to go around! I think the three of us will make a great team.”

“I’ve decided to live up to my reputation as a cheap cum-slut, and I can do it thanks to you two,” Jaclyn said with love to Pamela and Jamie.

Looking at Jaclyn, Jamie said proudly, “There is certainly a bright and very profitable future for you at Red Cloud Productions!”

But Jaclyn knew that already.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

Dear Readers,

I absolutely adore writing first time feminization and HOT transgender erotica short stories. Please tell me what you would like to read about, and I will do my best to accommodate!

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust,

JD❤️


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.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

❤️ JD
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