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Chapter One

________________

____

Finals were over at last and now I had the three month summer vacation to look forward to. I just finished my freshman year at Warren State, and I really needed a job. I’m an only child and I lived with my mom. Going away to college was a big adjustment for the both of us since my dad left us when I was in elementary school. He found a secretary from his textile business and that was that – he just left us. That first summer home from school was one I’ll never forget.

“Derrick, could you come in here please?”

“Sure mom.” This was my first day home, and I was on my laptop looking for local jobs. I wasn’t without skills. I could push a lawn mower, throw a coat of paint on a wall, and use a weed whacker, and trim hedges pretty well. I could fix things too; I was kind of a handyman. I was the man of the house, and I did all the chores and mechanical stuff around the house for my mom. We didn’t have a lot of money, so I learned things out of necessity – including auto repair. I constantly worried about mom and the house when I was at school. She always called me when something was on the fritz, and from school I negotiated with different handymen for mom. I had been thinking of discussing with her the possibility of selling the house and downsizing to a condo in a gated community.

“Honey, I just might have a job for you this summer.”

“Really mom? Like what?

“Well the Cardevans next door, Edith and John moved out. The house was too much for them to take care of, so they moved to New Jersey to live in a condo community. It was funny. I knew they were thinking of selling and one day I saw a moving van in front of their house.”

I thought mom was friends with Edith and John, but they just moved out without saying a word.

“Anyway the new owner is really nice. She’s a divorced woman named Tiffany, Tiffany Harleigh, and she told me she’s looking for someone to do different odds and ends in her home. She wants to repaint her house interior, and I couldn’t help telling her how handy you are with a paintbrush and repairs.”

“Nice mom. Painting a house interior. After deducting the cost of the paint and materials I bet I could make a nice amount of change for school, in addition to my job in the school fitness center.”

“Yes, so why don’t you go over there and speak to her. I told her you were coming home this week.”

“Thanks mom, I think I will.”

“What can you tell me about her mom?”

“Well, as you know she’s divorced, so we hit it off pretty well, and I know she’s in her early forties with no kids. Not sure what she does for a living, but she leaves her house early in the morning and she comes home late.”

“Okay, I’ll stop by later. I didn’t see a car in the driveway, so maybe I’ll go over after dinner.”

“Good boy. I wish you didn’t have to work honey, but this is the way it is, unfortunately.” My mom sounded sad. Since I turned eighteen, the child support was over, and we had to tighten out belts, what with the economy being what it is now.

“It’s okay mom. You’re always telling me things work out.”

After dinner I was upstairs in my bedroom unpacking and I looked out my bedroom window at her backyard dug-in pool. Mrs. Harleigh was going for an evening swim, and what I saw made my cock bulge, and my heart was beating like a drum. She was doing a backstroke and wearing a skimpy purple bathing suit. She had an incredible figure, long auburn hair, and her breasts were on full display. Holy shit! She was swimming topless! I had a birds eye view. I ran to the top shelf of my closet and pulled out my pair of binoculars to get a better look. I was on my knees, wearing just my gym shorts, and rested the binoculars on my window sill. The bottom of her bathing suit was very thin, and I saw her pubic hair sticking out from underneath the purple material.

What the hell was this woman up to? Granted, she thought she had complete privacy; there was a white polyvinyl fence that ran all around her yard, and it wasn’t nice for me to spy but shit, I couldn’t help it. After all, I’m a virile young man at his sexual peak – eighteen years old. Plus it helped that my bedroom was on the second floor with an excellent view.

Suddenly, she looked up at my bedroom window! She was wearing Ray Ban sunglasses, and I wasn’t quite sure she saw me because she went right back to swimming. I’d give her some time to finish her swim and go inside and change before I went over.

After dinner I told mom that I was going next door. I rang the bell and Mrs. Harleigh apparently was in no hurry to dress – she wore a white silk robe, more like a teddy, with a silk belt, loosely tied in front. Her nipples were sticking out like two pencil points, and she had piercing green eyes that bore into me. Her long, auburn hair fell freely down her front past her breasts. I was wearing gym shorts and sandals, and it was hard to hide my boner. I turned bright red.

“Well hi! You must be Derrick. I’m Tiffany. Come in, come in. Would you like something cold to drink?”

“Sure. A Coke would be nice.”

“Okay, coming right up, but it’s a ‘generic cola.’ Hope you don’t mind,” she said laughing. “Why don’t you come into the kitchen Derrick, and we can talk.” She seemed nice, with a personality that drew you in.

As I followed her into the kitchen, I saw her tight butt wiggle, and her long, shapely legs almost floating over the wooden floor.

I looked around, and it was obvious the place needed a paint job, and God knows what else. The Cardevans really let the house go to shit on their way out.

“So, your mom is very nice and speaks very highly of you and your handyman skills. As you can see,” she gestured around the kitchen, “this place is in need of a redo. I’d love to start with a paint job first – the living room, kitchen, and then the upstairs bedrooms. What do you think?”

“I could do that. Think of some colors and I can come by tomorrow with some swatches for you to pick.”

“Sounds great Derrick.” Her hands landed on top of mine on the table which only made my cock ache more. This was turning into a fantasy come true – or maybe I was jumping the gun.

“Tell me Derrick. Do you have a girlfriend?”

“Uh no. I’m pretty busy with school, and I haven’t really found anybody yet. Why do you ask?”

“Oh, no particular reason. I just wanted to make sure that you had time to do the work without, you know, distractions.”

The biggest distraction was sitting right across the table from me.

“Oh no, I have plenty of time Tiffany, and it’s only May. We have till the end of August.”

“Yes I guess we do,” she said with what sounded like a double entendre.

“Tell me Derrick. Do you like ‘mature women?’”

“Uh, sure, I suppose so.” She laughed playfully and stood up, turned my chair around and fucking sat on my lap crossways, placing her arm around my shoulders!

“Well it just so happens that I like handsome young men.”

I did the only thing I could do in a situation like that. I gently placed my hand on the back of her head and kissed her moist, cherry glossed lips. She smelled like vanilla and strawberries, and had a very heady, sensual scent that drove me wild. She stuck her tongue inside my mouth and wrapped it around mine, pressing hard on my lips. I could feel the wetness from her sopping pussy coming through the thin layer of the teddy, leaking on my thigh.

She now went for the obvious – my hard cock sticking up through my gym shorts. The soft pads of her fingers pressed against my cock buried underneath the layers of my shorts and my boxers, but she applied just the right amount of pressure and sliding to allow some pre cum to escape, wetting my boxers and leaving a dark spot on my shorts. I think she felt it because now her fingers slid underneath the elastic top of my shorts and were touching the engorged head of my cock. My mind was on sexual autopilot, and I wanted those luscious lips to be wrapped around my boner. I thought I would cum right then and there, when she broke off from the kiss and whispered, “Stand up Derrick.”

I obeyed and first she stood up straight and pulled down my shorts and boxers and left them hanging around my ankles and feet. With her hands she spread my legs apart, and took off my t-shirt. She got down on her knees right in front of me, her knees on the hard kitchen linoleum.

In a husky, seductive voice she said, “Play before work Derrick. That’s what I always say.”

“Yeah, I like that Tiffany.”

She laughed. “You’ll definitely like this.”

Then she firmly grasped my cock in her fist. “My God Derrick – you’re so big! Look, I can barely wrap my fingers around your large, pink shaft.” She paused and smiled up at me, rubbing her fingers along the top of my cock, from head to base; kind of exploring, and staring down at my cock.

“Tell me something Derrick: Are you a virgin. Come on, don’t be embarrassed.”

She knew me. What sense was there in lying to her. “Yes I am Tiffany.”

“Great, then I’ll be a good teacher.” She took hold of a thick lock of her hair and tickled my chest and my tummy with it, and then kissed my nearly hairless chest all the way down to my cock, paused, and looked up at me with a grin.

Very slowly and deliberately, she placed her cherry glossed lips on the tip of my cock and stuck her tongue out and placed it in the slit of my throbbing cock, and tasted the pre cum which was on top.

“Umm, Derrick. I love your taste.” She placed her index finger on top of it and put it up to her lips, licking all around her finger. She was torturing me. No other way to describe it.

She placed her tongue back on the head of my cock, and keeping a tight seal with her lips, covered my helmet, making her tongue go around and around, driving me out of my fucking mind. I thought I would cum right there. It took every ounce of my concentration and a lot of masturbation training not to.

Now she got down to business. She was hungry, practically devouring me. Her lips pressed tightly against my shaft and her mouth was wet and slippery as it took all of me in, making slurping and sucking noises. I pressed her head onto my lap, her silky hair adding greatly to my excitement. I bucked my hips up and down to keep in rhythm with her. Then came the explosion. I came harder than I ever did in my life – blowing my thick, warm cum all the way to the back of her throat. She drank it all in, not letting a drop leak down the sides of her lips. I came at least three big shots, and she squeezed my shaft with her mouth to get every last drop out. All the while I had a great view of her beautiful cleavage between the folds of the silk teddy.

Finally she came off me and stood up, leaning over to kiss me, eyes half-closed and cum dripping down the sides of her lips. I got a good taste of my own jizz, and I kind of liked the salty sweetness of it. I thought nothing of it at the time. I licked her whole face. She had me now. I was all Tiffany’s, and would do anything she asked of me.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

________________

____

“You were terrific Derrick. I think I’m going to like having a handyman around the house this summer. So how was your first time with a mature woman,” she said with that seductive voice that could make a dead man get a hard on.

“Perfect, I mean, it was . . . uh, you’re nice Tiffany.”

She laughed. “So cute and sweet you are Derrick,” she said as she poked the tip of my nose gently with her index finger.

“And to think I didn’t even take you upstairs to my bedroom yet.”

I was feeling brave and assertive now. “So when is that going to happen.”

“Just be patient dear, sooner than you know. Oh! By the way. I saw you earlier when I was in my pool. You were spying on me with your binoculars from your bedroom window, you dirty little boy!”

I knew she did, but I thought it best to let her say something about that to me.

“Let’s see. Tomorrow is Saturday, so why don’t you come over with the swatches in the afternoon and you can get the paint and start in the living room on Sunday. How does that sound? I might even help you. But of course I’ll still pay you.” She laughed. “Union wages of course.”

So we went into her large living room, and she told me what colors she wanted, and I knew what to get from the LOWES for her. She gave me her credit card and told me to get whatever I thought I needed for the job. I knew the summer wouldn’t be all sex. I had a job, and I also had a woman twice my age to fuck and suck as much as I wanted. Standing there in her living room, I was quickly hard again.

I was curious about what she did for a living. I mean this house was not cheap, and it was a struggle for my mom and me to keep ours in this neighborhood. It was then I noticed the credit card said “T.H. Productions and Graphics.”

“Tiffany. Mind if I ask you a personal question.”

“Sure Derrick, and no, I’m not a lesbian,” she said with a big throaty laugh.

“What exactly do you do for a living?”

“Good question. Well my business credit card is a bit vague, now isn’t it?”

I didn’t know what to say. “Uh, I don’t know. I guess you’re like some kind of graphic artist or something?”

She laughed and came closer to me and kissed me.

“Or something. All in good time my dear. Now I’ll see you tomorrow. Come over about one o’clock, okay?”

“Sure Tiffany, and thank you.”

She laughed. “Don’t mention it. Thank you!”

***

So I did the shopping for painting supplies and color swatches, and came over to Tiffany’s at one like I said. She looked stunning. She had lots of makeup on like she was going out somewhere, but I knew it was for me, and it really made me feel special. But I never expected her to be dressed like she was. She wore a long-sleeved white blouse, collar up, and no pants – just a purple G-String!

“Hi lover,” she said and practically dragged me inside her house. I flew through the entranceway. I don’t think my feet touched the ground. She grabbed me with a strong grip and tongue kissed me before I could even put the packages down.

She grabbed my cock and made me drop the bags on the floor – all the brushes, rollers and drop cloths. It made her laugh hysterically. “What’s the matter Derrick? Trouble concentrating?”

After she got me harder than I was, she just switched gears – what a fucking tease!

“Let me look at the swatches first.” She picked a couple of different shades of blue to paint the walls of the living room with. “These two will do just fine,” she said.

“Now that that’s out of the way, let’s go upstairs. I know you’re dying to go honey,” she said.

“Okay, lead the way.”

“I promise I’ll go easy on you baby.”

I was hoping she wouldn’t “go easy on me.” In the back of my mind I wondered why a woman like Tiffany wasn’t married or had a boyfriend. My mom told me she was divorced, but I didn’t want to press her.

Her bedroom was expansive and overlooked the famous pool which I explored the other day with my binoculars. She sat on her bed and pulled me over, staring at me with those penetrating green eyes. Again I was hard as a rock from her flirtatious play downstairs.

“I’d like you to fuck me Derrick.”

She certainly didn’t waste any time. My voice caught in my throat. “Wh -what would you like me to do?”

Her laugh made me feel stupid, but she saw my distress, and told me, “First I want you to relax, okay. I want you to really enjoy yourself Derrick, so I’m going to have you fuck me in my ass!”

In my virgin innocence I asked, “Umm, is that even possible?”

I thought her laughter would make the unpainted walls fall down on us. Now I really felt like an idiot.

“Of course it is my dear. Once you taste this, you won’t want it any other way, I can promise you that. Now take your shorts and your boxers off.” Tiffany was looking at my raging hard on and grinned at me.

“Just trust your instincts. I know you want it.”

I did as she told me, and then she got on the bed, on her hands and knees with her butt in the air facing me, and she moved the strap from  her G-String out of the way. She reached into her night table drawer and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly.

“Here honey. Take this and put a nice amount all over my asshole, and rub some on your cock, but I don’t want you coming just yet – I know you’re excited.” That, I was.

I squeezed out a generous helping of the jelly and spread the slick, cool gel all over her, which made her moan.

“Place some on your finger and stick it inside me; rub it around me inside good.”

As I did so, she moaned louder and stiffened. The rest was pure instinct, and she said, “Okay Derrick, do it,” she said in a faraway, dreamy voice.

I lined my slick, wet cock up against her hole and played around, moving it in a circle around it, and she hissed through her teeth. Then, I slowly went inside her, just up to the end of the head of my cock, carefully because I didn’t want to cause her any discomfort. She kept moaning as I went deeper and deeper inside her. It felt amazing; so tight and good. I picked up my speed and went in deeper and deeper.

She bucked her hips backwards on top of me and added to my pleasure. I could take no more and I felt my orgasm welling up inside me, until finally I burst – shooting a cannonball of cum all the way up inside her. Some of my cum leaked onto her butt cheeks, but not much. I came like that three times, the tightness and slick feeling on the bottom of my cock adding to my pleasure. I had crossed a line and was a virgin no more. Now I could brag like my friends at school, although I didn’t think I wanted to go into specifics with them.

Finally we stopped and I pulled out of her slowly. She turned around and faced me, kissing me hard on the lips, running her tongue deep inside my mouth. I felt her silky hair against my chest. To my amazement I was still hard. She reached down and grabbed my cock, laughing.

In a second, she was down on me and licking my own cum off my cock. Her lips made the tight seal again, and she went faster and faster. I closed my eyes, and pressed her head against me. My hips were going back and forth almost by pure instinct, grabbing onto every moment of my carnal enjoyment.

It wasn’t long before, to my surprise, I came again with another large load that went all the way to the back of Tiffany’s throat. She made a loud slurping noise as she swallowed my entire load. Then she looked up at me with her green eyes half closed, and a misty, faraway look on her face, cum dribbling down her chin.

“You’re terrific Derrick,” she said and kissed me again, giving me a full taste of my own sweet/salty jizz. You would think that would be revolting to me, but I kind of liked it. Maybe I saw Tiffany’s enthusiasm and it was contagious, or maybe it was uncharted territory that I enjoyed exploring.

I should have expected it, but I wasn’t quite sure what she meant when next she said, “Now it’s my turn to get off Derrick.” I said nothing in response. This was her show.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

________________

____

We went downstairs for a little lunch that Tiffany prepared. This gave me a chance to “recharge my batteries” as it were, and also to learn some more things about Tiffany. I took what I considered a bold step, and I asked her about her marriage.

“So you’ve been divorced for five years? That’s a long time for such a beautiful woman like yourself to be alone for,” I said. She blushed and took my hands over the table.

“Well thank you Derrick. That’s very sweet of you to say.”

“I mean it. I find it hard to believe that you don’t even have a boyfriend.”

“It doesn’t mean that men haven’t tried – because they have. It’s just that I have, you might say, ‘high standards,’ and no one has been able to meet them. Until you came along that is.”

I was full of myself after she said that. Traditionally I’ve had low self-esteem, a problem which was my constant companion throughout high school, and so far, in college too. But now, with Tiffany in my life, for two whole days, things seemed to be changing.

She licked her lips very slowly and deliberately, then sticking her tongue out at me with lascivious intent. I was hard again. She was still wearing just the G-String and the open cotton shirt with no bra.

“Let’s go back upstairs. It’s not polite to deny a woman with intense sexual desires Derrick.”

She took my hand and practically pulled me upstairs to her bedroom.

“Have a seat on the bed Derrick.”

I sat there and she moved away from me, slowly taking off her blouse, like a strip tease. She had me hypnotized, watching those gorgeous breasts revealed fully. Then she hooked her thumb underneath her G-String pouch, looking at me and biting her lower lip seductively. I saw a mound of her light brown pubic hair, and it was glistening in the sunlight which shone in through the window. She had a peculiar smile on her face which I’d never seen before. Then she slowly moved the G-String down, and it looked like her thumb was tenting out of the material, but as it went farther down her leg, I saw I was wrong – very wrong.

She revealed, or rather it revealed itself – one of the largest cocks I ever saw. I was speechless, and my mouth was frozen in an “O.”

“Tiffany what the fuck?!!”

“What’s the matter Derrick? You’ve never seen a lady with a cock before,” she said laughing.

“Uh, it’s just the last thing I would have expected, that’s all.” I was starting to calm down a bit, though I was still conflicted. I mean, the last thing I wanted to be was a homosexual.

“I’m a transgender woman Derrick. I have been since my early twenties, although I prefer to call myself a shemale as we’re known in Thailand. Obviously, I enjoy having a cock. It’s more ‘to play with,’ shall we say. I think you enjoyed me. Am I correct my love?”

“Uh, yes, yes, I did very much.”

“Well good! I’m glad to see you aren’t frightened away, like some guys I’ve entertained over the years.”

“Is that what happened to your ex-husband?”

“No,” Right then her expression turned bitter. “George, that’s the prick’s name, was fine with me. I mean we were married for ten years, but he ended up running away with a biological woman half his age from work – the prick!”

“Oh I see. Sorry.”

“Why should you be sorry? It’s not your fault. Besides, I think he was bisexual too.”

I was quiet. Obviously George left some scars.

“Now I think we’ve spent enough time on him. Let’s forget about him and not mention him again, okay Derrick?”

“Sure.”

“Now like I said. It’s my turn to have some fun, but you’ll enjoy it too. Please get up on the bed again Derrick, but this time I’d like you to face the head of the bed.”

So I turned and faced the massive oak headboard on all fours. I was curious more than anything, but as soon as I got in position, I felt Tiffany’s soft hands stroking my cock. She was laughing and had her tube of K-Y which she spread all over my butt this time. She did a thorough job, and she even stuck her finger inside my hole like I did, and It made me moan – it felt sooo fucking good!

She spread my butt cheeks apart and said, “Now Derrick, you may feel a bit full, and probably some pain, but I promise you it’s worth it. Soon you won’t want my cock to leave you. It will become all pleasure.”

“You’re the boss Tiffany.”

She laughed. “I like that. You’re cute Derrick.”

The next thing I felt was a fleshy cock head pressing up against my asshole. I didn’t know at that time it was called a “boy pussy,” or “bussy” for short. It was strange, yet it also felt natural. We weren’t exactly making historical firsts here.

“Just go with it Derrick – let it carry you away. But under no circumstances do I want you touching your cock – understand?”

I didn’t understand the request then, but I agreed and said, “Sure Tiffany.”

She was ramrod stiff and slowly entered me – just the head and she took it in and out. Each time I felt full, and a little sore, which lessened after a while. The pain intensified as she went farther in and I gripped the sheets with my fists and tears were welling up in my eyes, yet I kept at it, remembering what she told me. Tiffany was moaning the whole time.

“You’re so tight and good Derrick. I love it.”

As she hammered in and out, the pain lessened, and a peculiar sense of pleasure ensued. I wanted more and more. I didn’t want her to stop. Tiffany was like a drug – an addiction against which I was powerless.

She was relentless, her moaning reaching a blistering crescendo and I felt a wet warmth fill up my asshole. This strange feeling tipped me over the edge, and it felt like a sneeze welling up from deep inside of me. My cock was as hard as it ever was, or maybe more so, and I yelled out wordlessly and shot a tremendous load of cum onto the bedsheets underneath me.

She was still hard and thrusting, and I could feel my gooey wetness dripping down the inside of my butt cheeks. My perception of myself changed. I actually felt as a woman would feel. 

With her gurl cock still inside me, she collapsed on my back in post-coital bliss. I stayed perfectly still, breathing heavy, as stars rolled around in my head, trying to process what just happened to me. Finally Tiffany pulled out and turned me around. My ass was throbbing, but her kiss took that away, and I loved the feel of her tongue inside my mouth. What turned me on more than anything was that a shemale twice my age would find me appealing. I reveled in it.

“You’re terrific Derrick. Feel any different?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

“Would you like to do this again and again?” she asked, testing me.

“Of course I would.” At this rate, her house would never get painted, but I didn’t care.

“Good, good,” she said and tenderly hugged and kissed me. I kissed her silky hair and bare shoulders as she giggled with delight.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_________________

____

Icame over the next day, Sunday. I stopped at LOWE’S and purchased the paint for the living room and hallway downstairs, the two different tones of blue. But if it’s any indication of the day to come, they just sat there in the hallway with the rollers and drop cloths.

“We need to talk Derrick.”

“Oh sure. What about?” I said as I pointed to the paint and things. “About this?”

“No, not today,” she said with an evil, playful sort of grin. “It is about work, just not the job you would think.”

Now I was interested and I wondered what it could possibly be.

“Come upstairs with me.”

Once more she took me by the hand and my eyes were drawn to those shapely, beautiful legs as they made their way up the stairs. For a change, she was wearing a blue denim miniskirt and a yellow camisole with a low neckline. She held her arm outstretched as we approached the bedroom for me to take a peek at what was inside. On her bed were women’s clothes laid out: everything from G-Strings to a couple of blouses, short skirts and makeup. I looked at Tiffany as if to say, “what gives,” but all she did was smile back at me.

“I can understand your surprise Derrick, but this is job-related. Just not the job you expected for the summer.”

“I gave you my business credit card, and now it’s time to give you the rest of the story. I think you’ll fit into my company just fine.”

“What do I have to do?” I asked, my eyes going between Tiffany and the stuff on the bed.

“My work is in video production Derrick. I need models – transgender woman models, or shemales as I told you I like to call them.”

“But, but Tiffany! I’m not a shemale! I wouldn’t know the first thing about what to do!”

“Derrick. You like money don’t you? Your mother and you aren’t exactly sitting pretty are you? Your mortgage is about two hundred and forty five thousand dollars and fifty two cents, and you guys were late on one payment already. I think Midland Savings and Loan sent mom a letter saying they would take the house back with two more late payments, and the way things are looking for this month sweetheart, it seems like you might not make it by June fifteenth.”

My eyes were popping out of my head. Who the fuck was this woman??? How did she know so much, and what else did she know?

“And your college loans? Well Derrick, I know that you’ve been looking at the National Guard to help with school. While admirable, and I admire your patriotism sweetie, even that might not cut it with your job at the campus fitness center.”

Then Tiffany came closer to me and placed her arms around my shoulders, held me close and kissed me tenderly. “Derrick, if I didn’t think you had potential I wouldn’t even have offered you this opportunity. You see honey, your mother is fine with it. Oh yes, (My eyes were hanging out of my skull by the optic nerves by now) she knows all about our little tryst, and she practically begged me to help out. My move here was all planned in advance. It was your mom who approached me.”

“My job offer will help you and your mom out of your mortgage difficulties and the problem of your school loans. You won’t need army boots, just stiletto heels. Now how does that sound?”

I was speechless. What could I say? But there was more.

“You see, the old couple who used to live here, the Cardevans – sweet couple really, had no choice but to leave.” She laughed now. “See, I made them an offer they couldn’t refuse. I offered them double market value to move. They were stubborn you see. They really didn’t want to go.”

“Honestly Derrick, when I first saw you at school, (she saw me at school???) I wasn’t sure you would be good femboy material. But now, after I spent such ‘electric’ time with you, I knew I had to have you in my collection. Your mom is more than happy. She’s also got some spending money for vacations and necessities. So if you turn me down, you lose your home, your education, let down you poor mother who went through so much trouble, and you will be missing out on the opportunity of a lifetime.”

“Okay, okay, I get it. I’ll do whatever you say Tiffany.”

“Such a good boy,” she said, holding my chin between her fingers. “Well let’s get started. I have a little feeling that you really enjoy this – which is great. You’ll be a star. What you’ll be doing is making videos for me. Typical stuff really – men who like to have sex with shemales. You’ll really be getting paid to get off and have a good time. You don’t even need any acting skills. All you have to do is to get on all fours and be tossed around a bit.”

She said it like I was getting a job at a fast food place.

“Now we’re wasting time. I want you ready to come to my studios tomorrow. We have some work to do.” She studied me up and down. “The only problem will be with walking in heels, but I know you’re a fast learner. Shouldn’t be too much of a problem.”

I moved closer to the bed and picked up a pair of emerald green boxer panties, and sheer black, nylon hose. They felt really good between my fingers, nice and soft, silky. If my cock was any indication if I would enjoy this or not, it was standing at attention.

“Get dressed. Tomorrow it looks like the girls will shave you. We can’t have you with hairy balls, chest or legs, now can we?”

“Uh, I guess not,” I said muttering under my breath.

“Come on honey, let me see that smile I fell in love with. Yes, love Derrick. I’ve fallen for you. We’re going to be a couple you and I. I can even visit you up at school, and we can do some filming on weekends at a motel near your college.”

This was all too much for me to process, so I didn’t. I just went along with everything.

I got dressed, and Tiffany took me into the bathroom to apply makeup. After that, came the wig. I was shocked because when I looked in the mirror I thought I looked beautiful. I looked like someone I would love to fuck! Amazing how quickly I adapted to this “new me.”

Tiffany thought so too. She ran her hands through my hair. “Ooooh, so soft and nice. My, my, you do transition well. And, with the hormones, you’ll put some curves on those hips and your breasts will come in very nicely!”

“Hormones?”

“Yes, of course. You want the full experience don’t you? It will make your work so much easier and turn you into the most beautiful version of yourself that you can be!”

At this point I could see no down side to Tiffany’s offer. I would become beautiful and be the hottest girl in the world! I practiced walking in the heels, and I was clumsy as hell.

“Don’t worry about the heels Derrick. In no time at all you’ll be a pro. Now let’s go have some fun, because I’m horny as fuck looking at you. I want to tear you apart! Then tomorrow, you come to work with me.”

“What about the paint job?” I asked.

Tiffany was laughing hard now. When she stopped she said, “I’ll just hire someone, don’t worry about it. You didn’t think after yesterday I wanted you to paint did you? If you didn’t work out, maybe you would have, but now? Forget it!” and she laughed even more.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

________________

____

Tiffany’s studio had the entire floor of a large building in the city. I saw women coming and going, most of them looking like hookers. In fact, I looked like a hooker. A real cum slut. I was proud of the way I turned out. As soon as I got there, Tiffany assigned a girl named Maribel to wash and shave me. I didn’t ask, but I assumed that she was a shemale as well. After Maribel finished with me and applied a new coat of makeup, she gave me a tight latex one piece dress to wear, made of latex. It hugged my hips, and the one piece bra I wore gave me some good cleavage. Then she turned me over to Tiffany who was running around in between cameramen and sets. They had everything from master bedrooms in mansions, to classrooms, and even an office.

Tiffany brightened when she saw me. “Thanks Maribel honey, she looks terrific!” I really did.

“Okay now Derrick. We need a new name for you. What do you think of ‘Crystal?’ Your eyes sparkle like crystals. What do you say, humm?”

“You’re the boss Tiffany, but I like it.”

“Attagirl. You’ll be fine. Crystal it is then. Now here’s where you’ll make your debut. You’re going to be on my channel live today. Just act natural. You’re going to be a bimbo secretary the boss calls in for a scolding, okay. He decided to punish you, but of course you can offer the old sleazebag something to make him forget about that. Got it?”

“Yeah, it seems simple enough.”

“You’re a smart guy Derrick, er., Crystal. Just let the words come naturally and you’ll be fine, okay?”

Tiffany was holding a clipboard which she scanned, and she was wearing a headset and a microphone. Lots of people were running in all different directions around the studio, demanding her attention. She was talking about me I think.

“Yeah, Charlie, get Ben ready for our new girl Crystal . . . right, the office skit . . . uh huh. Well fuck! Then make him ready, okay. I’m paying this asshole good money . . . to fuck! Lots of cocks around. I can replace him easily enough. Okay, right. I’ll send her in.”

“Okay honey, you’re ready. Just be yourself. Talk dirty, they love that, and it will help get you off. The more people enjoy what they see, the more subscribers I get.”

“Sure Tiffany.”

She leaned in and kissed me. “Just remember honey, tonight you’re mine. Now go to work! Remember, there’s a lot riding on your performance today.”

I walked past the other sets to mine. The director was standing outside, a guy named Charlie. Probably the same one Tiffany was speaking to on the headphones. Inside the set which looked like the boardroom of a corporate office was an obese guy with suspenders behind a desk, pretending to read a report. I looked at a cue card with a brief summary and then I was ready to go in. I got the signal from Charlie when I was ready, and I saw there was another cameraman seated on a suspended production chair inside, who could film different angles. Here goes nothing, I said to myself. Just be calm Crystal, you can do this. I was assimilating into my persona.

I knocked on the closed door.

“Yes, come in,” said an authoritative voice from inside “the office.”

I walked into the room and Ben was ready. He looked up from his paperwork and said, “Ah, Miss Miller. It has come to my attention that you have exceeded your allotment of sick days, putting this company at a severe disadvantage. What do you have to say for yourself?”

“Well Mr. Bancroft, it wasn’t exactly me that was sick. You see I have a cat named Godfrey who needs to go the vet’s office a lot. There is no one else available to take him, so it’s really up to me to make sure my cat gets the care he so desperately needs sir.”

“You know Miss Miller; your supervisor wants me to fire you. Can you give me a good reason why I shouldn’t? Over . . . a CAT?”

There was silence. I didn’t say a word.

“Well, don’t you have anything to say for yourself dammit!”

I sashayed over to his desk, my long black hair falling down the middle of my chest into my cleavage, and my stiletto heels made a “clack-clack” sound on the floor. Mr. Bancroft (Ben) was staring at me with his mouth open, totally taken by my voluptuous appearance. When I got to the front of the desk I leaned over two inches from his face. I was really enjoying myself. I felt a power I never knew I had before, even though this was only scripted play acting.

“Yes Mr. Bancroft, I do.”

“Well, let’s hear it,” he said, his eyes following every curve of my body, and his right hand obviously moving up and down behind his desk, diddling himself.

“What I have to say sir is that I can give you the best blowjob of your life!”

“Humm, I see.”

“I’m gonna make you cum so hard, you’ll need an IV to rehydrate your fat, disgusting ass,” and I grabbed him around his collared shirt and tie, studying his face.

“Disgusting and pitiful – but you’ll do I suppose.” Then I don’t know where it came from, but I smacked him – hard – across his fat face. I tried very hard to resist the urge to laugh.

Without saying another word, I walked behind his desk and turned his swivel chair around, so it was facing me. I looked him straight in the eyes and stuck my tongue out, moving it seductively across my lower lip, and I rubbed my hands over my breasts. He was hard as a rock – now that, he couldn’t fake. The fat bastard was really turned on by me, and play or not, I loved it.

I unbuttoned his trousers and with my long, fake, painted nails I dug into his ball sack through his boxers. His eyes were turning in his head, and he was moaning.

“Humm, I’ve seen bigger, but this will do nicely. I love sucking cock in the morning before work – especially yours Mr. Bancroft.”

He was a nice size. The head was bulbous and fleshly, and his veins were nicely engorged. A bit of pre cum was dripping out of his slit, evidently from his own play when I first walked in. I got some on the tip of my index finger and I placed it up to his lips. He said nothing, and like an obedient puppy dog, he took my finger in his mouth.

I unbuttoned his shirt and traced my nails along his hairy, fat chest and belly, and gave his nipples a good squeeze. (That was unscripted and made him howl!). I spread his legs apart and got down on my knees, shuffling even closer to him, taking down his trousers and boxers so they fell around his ankles. I grasped my fingers around his cock like a fist, and slid it up and down his shaft, looking him in the eyes.

“Now don’t cum yet. I want all of it in my whorish mouth – got it?”

“Yes, Miss Miller,” he said in a very subservient voice.

I pressed my cherry-glossed lips up against his fleshy cock head, and stuck my tongue out like a pointer into his slit. He stiffened as my tongue circled his head and licked the soft undersurface of his cock. I kept a really tight seal with my lips and slid down his whole shaft – a nice size. I made “ummm” noises as I worked, mostly acting for the camera.

Turns out, I enjoyed this new career/summer job of mine. I tried not to overthink things – doing that can really fuck with your head when you’re planning to transition. 

My mouth was really wet, and I was slurping, sucking and going faster and faster. Ben, (Mr. Bancroft) was bucking his hips to the rhythm of my sucking and it wasn’t long before he came in my mouth. However I added a “little flair” to it by withdrawing my mouth and letting him cum all over my face – my eyes, cheeks and lips. My face was covered in cum and I was hard as a fucking rock – why? Because I LOVED being a dirty cum slut. In fact I would do that with Tiffany just to show my appreciation for the new job she gave me.

Now I placed my mouth back on his cock and licked off all the gooey cum from it, till it was whistle clean. Ben’s head was back in his chair, and he was moaning. I turned to the camera with my face full of cum and my eyes pasted shut. My heavy mascara job was dripping down my cheeks, and I was a mess. I wondered how good it would be for the video if I could do a slut “walk of shame” through an actual office set. I knew I’d be doing this video again and again in different outfits, and it would be a real fucking hit.

“Now it’s my turn to get off Mr. Bancroft. How does that sound?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well Sir, it’s only fair. If you don’t I’ll just have to go to HR and tell them you raped me. You wouldn’t want that would you?”

He turned as stiff as a stone and with a mock look of horror he said, “Miss Miller, you can keep your job and take off as much time as you need for your cat!”

“Now that’s better Mr. Bancroft Sir. I knew you’d see it my way. Now get your filthy knees on the rug and take your trousers and your boxers off – NOW!!” The yelling was a nice touch, and the out-of-sight cameraman gave me a thumb’s up.

Ben obeyed, I knew he liked what was about to happen, but for the video he was whimpering like a child.

“Now stop that! You owe me fucker. DO AS I SAY!”

“Okay, okay, please Miss Miller. Don’t yell at me.”

Ben stood up and stepped out of his pants and boxers, and pushed his suspenders out of the way and got down on all fours. My cock was throbbing. This was my favorite part. I enjoyed giving almost as much as receiving.

“Brace yourself Mr. Bancroft,” I hissed between closed teeth.

I spit on my hands and then rubbed the saliva all over his asshole and placed a nice amount on my cock. I was lined up perfectly. My favorite part was just going in slowly, head first, and then out, feeling the slippery tightness against me, causing pre cum to leak out. Ben was pretty much dilated. I knew from Tiffany that this wasn’t his first rodeo, so he really didn’t need to be broken in.

Now I went in a little more with each thrust, and Ben backed himself up against me, and we got into a nice rhythm. The cameraman got behind me and got a nice shot of my perfect ass molded in the short blue latex dress I wore.

Ben was moaning with pleasure, and I was grunting with each thrust. Faster and faster I went until I could take no more and released a volcanic eruption of cum all the way up inside Ben’s ass. I expected to see jizz come out of his ears. It made his insides more slippery, and I kept going. Maybe I’d even cum twice – why not? I was getting paid for this after all, and making my video debut as “Crystal.”

I hit Ben’s p-spot exactly and he let out a loud “Ahhh,” and shot a huge load on the carpet in front of him without touching his cock. I came a second time, keeping his ass cheeks spread apart. Some of my cum leaked out and ran down his ass cheeks. The camera got a close up of that.

After a few more good thrusts I pulled out, and stood up, pulling my G-String up and straightening up. My face stayed a gooey, slutty mess which was a real turn on for Ben as he looked at me.

“Thank you for your generosity and understanding Mr. Bancroft. You make an excellent sissy.”

“I’d do anything you want Miss Miller. Please don’t tell HR.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t, as long as you remain at my beck and call any time I need to unload some of my gurl-cum. Is that understood?”

“Perfectly Miss Miller.”

“You can call me Crystal Mr. Bancroft. Now I think I deserve a nice raise too, all right?”

“Of course. How about if I double your salary Crystal?”

“Yes, that’s just what I was thinking.”

I turned to the camera and smiled.

“Okay, that a rap! Cut!” said a voice from outside the room.

“EXCELLENT!” When I came out of the set Tiffany was standing there, and was all smiles.

“Crystal you were perfect! Do you know that your video brought in SIXTY new subscribers to my channel???”

“Wow, I’m guessing that’s good, right?”

She looked at me like I was a child learning a lesson. “It’s better than good, honey! Now you’re all mine, and tomorrow will be a fresh video. Tomorrow you’ll be in a parochial school uniform and the headmaster gets ‘a little fresh with you,’ and ends up with a cock in his ass. How’s that? You’re my new star. Do you think you can handle it?”

“Sure I can Tiffany.”

“Yes Crystal, and the best part of all this is – YOU’RE ALL MINE! On and off camera!”

***

So my summer job turned out even better than I expected. I found a new identity was lying dormant until Tiffany brought it out of me. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was. I had myself a true MILF to fuck and have anytime I wanted, but with a slight “kink,” which was fine with me.

I never discussed specifics with my mom, but she was more than pleased that our financial difficulties were in the past. I also had a new career path. The money I was now making in Tiffany’s company was unbelievable. Over the next few years I transitioned full time like Tiffany, and we lived together happily as a transgender (shemale) couple. The Master’s Degree in Business I got helped her business, and as it grew, I had more management responsibilities. But I always found time to be Crystal, the star of Tiffany’s online video sex empire. I guess you could say I became something of a legend.

And to think it all started out by taking a summer job painting, but I ended up “painted wet” – very wet indeed.

❤️❤️❤️


More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story).

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

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

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