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PASSION ISLAND









CHAPTER
1


 


“Damn, look at
those melons,” my friend Wayne said. “That’s a solid eight.”


The specimen in question sauntered by us in a white
bikini, her hair flying in the breeze.  Her arms were roped against the bulk of
a handsome Adonis who was balancing two drinks in his grasp. Her bronzed bosom
stuck out like a perfect Barbie doll. 


“Same,” I said. My gaze shifted to another gorgeous
brunette heading down to the waters, her ass barely covered by her swimsuit.
“What about her? Wow. That’s a ten in my book.”


Wayne groaned. “Dude. How many times do I have to tell
you? There are no tens.”


“Fine. A nine point nine, nine, nine then,” I said,
lifting the bottom of my shades to wipe off a puddle of sweat. Then I brought
my hat a little further down my face. We had to be discreet.  


“I’ll say...a six,” Wayne said. “Needs a little more
meat on her. And maybe a better haircut.”


“No way.” I sighed happily. “You know, we should just
find a hideout and not get on that return flight.”


“Yeah,” Wayne agreed. “It’s not like anyone would miss
us back home…”


It was the sunniest day I’d ever lived through in my
life. The heat scorched our bodies and no matter how much sunscreen I piled on,
I felt like a shrimp on a grill, getting pinker and more burnt by the second.
And yet, it seemed like the perfect day to be snacking on eye candy all day
long. My friend and I lay out on comfy sunbeds, gulping down beer and being
pervier than our teenaged selves as we ogled at bikini bodies, enjoying them
just as much as we enjoyed the views of the tropical paradise surrounding us.  


We were on Passion Island, a luxury island resort
located off the most southern tip of Asia. The tiny island meandered on the
line where the Arabian Sea gave way to the Indian Ocean, and the resort had an
expanse of private villas, some of which were situated on even tinier
micro-islands themselves. They also had four private beaches and an
over-the-water spa built like a castle on the sea.


Yeah, I sound pretty educated about it all now, but I
knew none of this just two weeks back—heck, if you’d asked me to pinpoint the
Indian Ocean on a map I would’ve scratched my head before giving it my best
guess. 


When Wayne had won the all-expenses paid travel
package to the mysterious island, I’d actually thought the whole thing was
pretty sketchy. For one thing, he couldn’t remember entering any kind of competition,
although he had a really bad memory and might have entered one or two
sweepstakes back when he was living in his old apartment and got all those
random travel mags in the mail. But that was years ago. And for another,
everything was included…two flight tickets for the round trip, pick ups and
drop offs to the airport (by speedboat), meals, drinks, a free pass to every
touristy activity available to visitors, plus invites to private clubs and
parties. It just all sounded a little too good to be true. 


And who’d ever heard of Passion Island? 


I’d tried to talk Wayne out of replying to the offer,
but he—ever the optimist—wanted to do it just in case they turned out to be
legit. A free vacation? For two broke-ass college grads?


We’d have been insane not to at least give it the
chance. 


Two days later he’d gotten a flashy brochure
explaining everything there was to know about the island resort. Apparently it
was also a popular honeymoon destination, which I guess explained the kooky
name. Along with the factsheet was a form inviting the winner and his guest to
fill out their details. We had to be quick, it said, and submit it within the
next twenty-four hours—or the offer would be passed on to someone else.


By the time we’d handed over all our information, I
was half-expecting a call from the prince of Nigeria. 


But of course, that wasn’t what ended up happening. 


It was later on when we’d actually boarded the flight
that it dawned on me that this was all real and legit and I could finally throw
my skepticism out the window. We were on our way to Passion Island for a week
to do nothing but swim, get drunk, and try to get laid.


Heck yeah!


And as it turned out, the agency that had sent us on
the free vacation hadn’t been fooling around when they’d said it would be a
‘luxury resort’. From the get-go, my buddy and I were treated like kings. We
jetted off for more than an hour from the airport to our destination, enjoying
the sunny views of the dazzling emerald waters, and once we arrived we were
served coconut water by girls with flower petals pinned to their long hair. We
even met the resort owners, a happy-go-lucky local couple in their forties or
fifties who looked like the only things that flowed through their veins were
goodwill and kindness. Since we landed, we’ve had an amazing time scuba diving,
eating our hearts out, relaxing, getting spa massages, and enjoying the genuine
hospitality the island had to offer.


The best part though?


Let’s just say the island had a ton of beautiful
wildlife…


Wayne yawned like a hippo and tossed his empty
Carlsberg on the mat next to him. “I’m starving,” he said, stretching and
lazily getting on his feet. “I’m gonna head back to the bar. You want
anything?”


I shook my head. “You go ahead. I’ll meet you in
thirty.”


When he was gone I went straight back to hunting mode.



I was going to get laid soon—I could feel it in my
bones. But it wasn’t just going to happen magically. I needed to work at it. 


I scanned the crowds, plucking up the courage to talk
to someone, anyone who looked even mildly approachable.


That’s when I saw her. 


You know how when you see someone so beautiful it
literally takes your breath away? Like you’ve been literally punched in the
gut?


That’s what it felt like. 


She was blonde. Maybe in her late twenties or early
thirties. Her tiny black bikini was trying desperately to cover her curvy tits
and wide hips, and she seemed to walk in slow motion, like every movement was
excruciatingly deliberate and made to entice any onlookers. She was unbearably
sexy. She was beautiful.


I watched as she headed lazily towards a lounge chair
under a small palapa. She reached into a duffle bag and pulled out a bottle of
sunscreen and a hat. Squinting into the overbright waters, she began slathering
the lotion all over her golden skin. 


This was the one. 


In one fell swoop, a gust of wind picked up her hat
and it spiraled eastwards, before landing by my feet. 


She didn’t even notice.


If that wasn’t a sign of some kind, I wouldn’t have
known what was. 


I got the hat and began the trek towards her, my feet
crunching on top of the iron-hot sand. 


I tapped her on the shoulder. 


“Hi,” I said. “I think this is your hat? It flew away.
Sorry.” 


What the fuck was I apologizing for? 


She turned, and my chest tightened when I saw the
expression on her face. She looked like she wanted to kill me. She grabbed the
hat from my fingers and plopped it on her head.


“Do you mind?” she snapped. 


“Sorry!” I said, heat rising up my cheeks. “I didn’t
mean to cause any trouble. I just wanted to give it back. Your hat, I mean. I
didn’t steal it or anything…” I was stuttering. 


“Leave me the fuck alone, you creep,” she said, her
mouth contorting into a scowl. 


I lost it all then and there. Meekly, I stepped back
and ran away, heart thudding, my legs feeling like I was churning through mud. 



That couldn’t have gone worse even if I’d tried. 


Back at my lounge chair, I kept remembering her face
close up, those pretty features that had twisted in anger and annoyance. There
was no way I’d relay this cringe-inducing encounter to Wayne. But now, in
addition to my embarrassment, I was also vaguely struck by something else
entirely. That face and hair…it was like she wasn’t exactly a stranger. Maybe
that was why I’d had such a visceral reaction when I’d spotted her. 


Had I seen her before somewhere?











CHAPTER
2


 


That evening,
Wayne and I headed to a private party. We’d been invited by the resort owners,
the kind local couple who seemed hellbent on treating us like we were nothing
less than royalty. They promised it would be pretty wild and an experience to
remember.


Held at a huge swimming pool surrounded by rock
waterfalls and the beach mere feet away, the place was already alive by the
time we got there, with patrons frolicking around while getting blitzed under a
humid, cloudless sky. Before things got too crowded, we grabbed drinks at the
bar and jumped straight into the pool. I hadn’t felt this relaxed in ages, but
I was also distracted. I couldn’t help thinking about my chaotic encounter with
the beautiful girl that afternoon, and as the sky darkened and more people
seeped in, I started hoping I’d see her sometime tonight.


Maybe I could make things right if I saw her again.


Pretty soon we were all dancing and drinking and
singing along to the music, and I kept looking around to see if I could spot
that amazing body and wet blonde hair. But of course, I was out of luck. On the
bright side, there were plenty of other hotties hanging around, although now
the place was filled with hungry-looking guys who were no doubt trying to chat
them up too. If I wanted to get anyone interested I had to act fast.


I scanned the area to see if I could catch an
approachable enough face. I finally honed in on a cute girl, seemingly alone,
drinking Coke and sitting at the edge of the pool with her feet dipped in. I
drifted towards her. She had big warm brown eyes and a banging body, but she
wasn’t beautiful like the mystery girl I’d become so mesmerized by. 


The DJ blasted a new track right at that moment, a
hard-hitting techno number that made all the tiny hairs at the back of my neck
stand up. The girl noticed me and smiled.


“That’s one of my favorite songs,” she said, her
expression becoming dreamy and wistful. Her voice immediately turned me on. It
was sultry and husky and enchanting, and held none of that sickly sweet
nonsense so many chicks put on these days. 


“I’m digging it!” I said, flashing her a massive
smile. “I’m Brett! Having a good time so far?”


“Mhmm. I’m Bianca,” she said. She swung her body as
she lost herself to the beat. 


“So what’s your story?” I asked, scooting a bit closer
towards her. “What made you come down here to Asia?”


“Oh, I’m here for work,” she said sultrily. She didn’t
say anything else.


For the first time, I noticed the thick layer of
makeup on her face. It didn’t look bad or caked on or anything, but it seemed
so carefully applied and had such a flawless finish that from afar you could’ve
sworn she wasn’t wearing a speck of makeup. Her body was also strangely
glinting, and it took me too long to realize it was because she’d put on some
kind of glitter to enhance her curves and angles.    


Was Bianca like…a prostitute?


I couldn’t be sure. 


Nah, that couldn’t be it. 


Maybe she was an Instagrammer or something. 


Wayne floated towards us atop a giant inflatable
unicorn. “Hey guys!” he yelled in a ridiculously loud voice. “What’s poppin’?!
I know damn well it’s not popcorn!” He tried standing up on the float.
He wobbled for a bit but then tumbled backwards, arms flailing, and fell off. 


I rolled my eyes. 


Wayne was paddling towards me—or rather, towards
Bianca. “Hi, what did I miss? I’m Wayne.”


“I’m Bianca,” she said politely. “Nice to meet you. So
what are you two doing down here on Passion Island? Are you guys together?”


“Yeah—I mean, no!” I fumbled. “We’re not together together,
if that’s what you mean! We’re just friends.” I could feel the blush creeping
up my cheeks. “He entered a travel contest and won, actually,” I added,
pointing towards Wayne, who was grinning sheepishly. “So that was really cool.”


“Oh?” Bianca  “So that’s you two?”


Now I was intrigued. She’d heard of the contest?


“Yeah, that’s us,” I said. “How come you know about
it?”


“I—” Bianca started, but she was rudely interrupted by
Wayne.


“So as I was saying…” he yelled into my ear.
“I’m FAMISHED! It’s time to get out of here!”


I shot him a dark look. I suddenly wanted to throttle
him. 


Bianca smiled mischievously. “Well it certainly looks
like he’s ready for the big day,” she said. “How about you? Nervous? Excited?”


I had no idea what she was talking about.


“Big day?” I asked dumbly.


Bianca started to say something but she was
interrupted once again, this time by a shirtless hulk of a guy, who bent down
to whisper something in her ear. She nodded appreciatively, then got up and
handed him her empty drink. “I’ll see you around!” she said, winking at me. 


I watched her walk away then turned to face Wayne. 


“Do you have any idea what she was talking about?” I
asked.


“About that…” Wayne muttered. His eyes flitted at me
for a microsecond and shifted away. He began paddling towards the unicorn float
again. 


This was incredibly suspicious behavior. 


I followed him through the crowds and grabbed his arm,
and repeated my question. 


Wayne pretended like he didn’t hear me. 


“Hey, stop acting like a fucking kid,” I snapped. This
was so unlike my friend, but it was starting to irritate me. First he had the
balls to interrupt my convo with Bianca and now he was trying to evade my
questions. “Is there something you’re not telling me?”


I saw his eyes widen—was it with fear or something
else?—as he stared at me. No, he was staring through me, at something
happening off in the distance. 


Heart thudding, I spun around and gasped. My mouth
literally fell open. 


I suddenly forgot all about Wayne’s shiftiness.
Because there, by one side of the pool waterfall set up to look like a
rainforest, was Bianca. She was swaying seductively, catching the attention of
a group of guys who were a few feet away in the pool. Then, in one fluid
motion, she tugged lightly at the strings of her bikini top. 


The strings unraveled painfully slowly and the top
fell onto the wetness below, revealing a set of creamy jutting breasts with
massive areolas for everyone to see. 









CHAPTER
3


 


They were so much
bigger than I’d been expecting. 


It seemed like her tits had bent the laws of time and
space and half of their volume had appeared out of nowhere. Her areolas were
also darker than I’d imagined, but I had a thing for big areolas and hers were
fucking hot. Her nipples pointed upward, big and swollen and like they were
made for sucking. Coupled with her tiny waist and glistening body, she was a
vision.  


I couldn’t stop staring. 


It was only several minutes after that I noticed the
guy with the camera. He was kind of stocky but holding a legit filmmaker’s
camera, the kind that was huge and black and looked like it carried ten
different cameras and a zillion functions. He was criss-crossing around her as
if he was trying to get the most creative shots of her sexy body. 


Bianca was totally performing for the camera. 


“What the…” I whispered to Wayne. “Is she some kind of
porn star or something?”


I just heard his heavy breathing in response.


I guessed he was as entranced as me. 


We both stared at Bianca as she confidently shimmied
those perfect hips and smiled like an angel. She was completely in her comfort
zone and as the guy gave her directions with one palm she responded fluidly,
posing and flirting with the camera. She held one leg against one of the rocks
and touched her feet, slowly tracing her fingertips up her calves and thighs.
Then she gave the camera a flying kiss before spinning around and twirling her
fingers around the strings of her bikini bottom. 


I think I stopped breathing at that point. 


She untied one side, then spun around to moon the
cameraman.


I saw her peachy, fleshy bottom, and she slapped at
it. It wiggled like Jell-O and she spread the cheeks open. I caught a glimpse
of her clean, dark hole. 


Then she spun back around again and let her bikini
bottom slide to the ground. 


That was when I really stopped breathing. 


This was far from what I’d been expecting.


Instead of the pretty pussy I’d been imagining, I was
staring at a small, pale penis. 


“Oh god…” I cried. I couldn’t help myself. 


Was I seeing things?


Bianca uttered a shy laugh as she began to stroke her
little penis. Sometimes her eyes would dart to the small audience watching her
and she would wink at them, as if she was loving the attention. I couldn’t tear
my eyes away from her crotch, the way she playfully tugged at her pink pecker
and gently pulled at her hairless balls as she stimulated them. Her cock looked
so out of place and jarring—like that one time I went out with a girl from
Tinder and the first time she spoke I was shocked at how deep her voice was
(she honestly sounded like Morgan Freeman)—but it was so fucking unexpected
that it was incredibly sexy. 


Bianca was hot.


I couldn’t have gotten out of the pool then even if I
wanted to.  


I willed my boner to calm down, but a part of me
wished I could lay there in the water all night, watching Bianca play with
herself. It was weird and taboo but oh so hot.


“Dude…” a tiny voice whispered into my ear.


It was Wayne. I saw that there was a strange flush on
his cheeks and he had a goofy, embarrassed smile on his face. His eyes were
still as wide as saucers and his attention was laser-focused on Bianca.


Was he turned on too?


“What do you want?” I asked, but to be honest I was so
distracted I turned my back to him again, trying to savor every last second I
had remaining to watch Bianca’s live performance. She was now sitting down on
the wet wood-panelled floor, her thighs spread wide open as she jerked herself.
She was moaning and groaning in her sexy, raspy voice and I could see she was
losing all control. The structure in between her legs had now actually reached
an impressive size, the shaft slick with juices and the head now thick and
strained and swollen. And against all of my willpower, blood was surging down
into my own crotch and my swim trunks were uncomfortably tight. 


Bianca shuddered and gasped as her penis suddenly
erupted, showering the floor with her creamy seed. It flowed steadily, and the
sounds she made of herself experiencing relief made me tingle all over like I’d
just been electrocuted. In all my life I’d never seen something as sexy and
alluring as the way those hips bucked and those voluptuous legs thrashed helplessly
as strings of cum shot out of a lady’s body.


The cameraman gave her thumbs up and shouted, “That’s
a wrap!” Someone came over and gave Bianca a towel and a robe. The onlookers
cheered and clapped as she made her way across the patio and swiftly disappeared
through a set of glass doors. 


Stunned by what I’d just witnessed, I kept looking
over at the place where she’d squirted all over. The cum was still gleaming
under the sparkling lights of the resort pool. 


“Yeah, you were saying?” I said, suddenly remembering
Wayne. 


But when I turned back to face him once again, he was
gone.











CHAPTER
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I raced to our
suite, wondering what the heck had happened to my friend.


I think the last time he acted out like this, we were
kids at the playground and he was pissed at me for hogging the spiral slide.
This was supposed to be a well-deserved vacation for both of us, and
right now I was annoyed he was making things so difficult. And why was he
acting like he was hiding something?


He hadn’t wanted me to talk to Bianca for some reason.



And what did she mean by our ‘big day’?


Wayne had to have all the answers. 


I found him clutching onto his phone in his suite
room, the doors to the deck wide open and him staring at the black sea yawning
beyond the curtains. 


“Dude, I feel like you’re not telling me something,” I
said curtly. “Spit it out.”


“Huh?” Wayne couldn’t even meet my eyes, and even in
the dimness I could see his knuckles were white. “What are you talking about?”


“Why are you acting so weird right now?”


“You’re seeing things.”


“Pretty sure I’m not, buddy. And I’m not going to let
you go unless you tell me.”


“Alright.” Wayne stood up, stretching. He was trying
to show me he was oh so relaxed, but I knew he was anything but composed. 
“You’re crazy. I’m gonna go have a shower. And then I’m gonna go down and have
a big fat dinner.” He grabbed a towel lying on a chair nearby and flew past me.
“Let me know once you get back to normal. See ya.”


I was left in his room, mouth open. For a minute there
was excruciating silence, and then I heard the woosh of the rain shower. 


I saw the phone on his bed, and picked it up. If Wayne
wasn’t about to tell me what was going on, I was going to find out myself. I
keyed in a bunch of random numbers to try to open the lock screen, but failed.
I tossed it back on the sheets in frustration. 


Then I remembered the laptop.


Wayne lugged around his beloved old laptop wherever he
went, but I hadn’t seen it since we’d arrived at Passion Island. I went over to
where his bags were, and shuffled through them carefully. Underneath the
stuffed clothes, underwear, opened bottles of deodorant, and a jumbled mess of
plastic bags was the laptop. 


I booted it up, thankful I already knew the passcode.


I first went through his email, searching for stuff
that had anything to do with Passion Island or the contest. Eventually, I found
the one informing Wayne he was the winner of the free vacation. There was a
link for more details, and I clicked on it. The website took ages to start
loading, and then to my horror it redirected to a porn site. 


“Goddamnit,” I muttered.


It looked like the contents of the original website
had been updated or something. I refreshed the original address, but was once
again treated to the flashy porn site, full of gifs and pop-ups and freaky
adverts.  


I was just about to exit it when something caught my
eye. 


It was a thumbnail of a woman flaunting her body
doggy-style, her bubble ass in the air, the tips of her shiny heels sticking
out like two Viking spears. 


Dangling in between her thighs was a smooth, huge,
rock-hard cock. 


Unable to look away or stop myself, I went ahead and
clicked on it, making sure to mute the sound first.  The video started playing.
The beginning was a slow mo of the woman’s legs, the camera winding up slowly,
past her enormous privates and her curvy hips. Her breasts were perfect and
gorgeous, about a C cup. Other than the small fact that she had a penis, I
wouldn’t have been able to tell that those breasts weren’t natural.


Strangely, I felt that flicker of recognition rise
again within me, a strong sense of déjà vu that told me for whatever reason,
this wasn’t the first time I’d come across that body. 


When I finally saw the face of the woman in the video,
I had to stop myself from dropping the laptop onto the floor. There, in full
color, moaning, and touching her nipples, was the mystery woman I’d seen that
afternoon by the beach.  


I combed through the description to see if there was a
name. There was.


Tina Ferrera. 


My chest tight, I took a deep breath as I finally
remembered why this woman looked so damn familiar.


Back in the day, I’d gone through a phase which I
call, for lack of a better description, a transgender porn phase. I wasn’t sure
how I’d clicked on my very first video, but something about watching a lady
with a massive cock ignited a sexual spark within me. The fetish began
innocently enough, spurred on by teenage curiosity, but soon the once-in-a-while
habit spiraled out of control. The taboo aspect of me—a straight guy—imagining
I was being fucked by a beautiful transsexual woman was so overpowering I was
often cumming within seconds…and feeling fucking terrible about myself once I
was done. And then, quite unexpectedly, my fantasies morphed into something
else. It was no longer about being penetrated by a trans girl.


I wanted to be her. 


I wanted to be the one with the breasts, the gorgeous
curves, wearing the high heels and stockings and my face done up to perfection
with expensive makeup.


So before I triggered a identity crisis within myself,
I did what any young man would’ve done. I repressed that part of me. I vowed
never to look at transgender porn again. 


And it had worked. 


But now, being confronted again with porn star Tina
Ferrera, all those old feelings and urges came flooding back. No wonder I’d
been so inexplicably drawn to her. She’d been featured on the porn I’d watched
back then, and I’d always found her fascinating. One of her specialties had
been lesbian porn: gorgeous trans ladies being together, enjoying each other,
accepting each other, and fucking each other.


I swallowed, wanting to ‘X’ out of the website but
also craving for more. So I ended up with my knees up to my chin, watching the
rest of that Tina Ferrera video. Even the lack of sound didn’t detract from the
impression it left me—every move was like water, flowing and dance-like, her
seductive stare burning into me, and she was so damn feminine that even with a
cock, I knew she was the ultimate woman.  


I could feel myself getting aroused again. 


I clicked on the next video, and the next, and the
next, skipping through some parts, watching the rest with starry eyes until I
reached one that made me yelp into the empty room. There, in amazing high
definition, was a video of Tina making out with none other than Bianca. 


Two beautiful trans porn stars here on Passion Island.
The contest website redirecting to another one where both of them were
featured. Coincidence?


Something was telling me it was not. 


And there was no way Wayne couldn’t have known.
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“You’re probably
going to kill me,” Wayne said. “But it was an honest mistake. I…I’d signed up
for the contest a few months back, and I swear I forgot all about it. And when
I saw Bianca today, everything clicked. I freaked out. I didn’t know how to
tell you.”


I narrowed my eyes at my best friend. He’d been
shoveling food into his mouth non-stop for quite some time now but was finally
showing signs of satiety, pausing in between wolfing down a huge slice of key
lime pie and a generous serving of chocolate mousse. 


“I mean, so what, you watch trans porn,” I said,
patting him on the back. “Big fucking deal. I bet a lot of guys watch it. You
could’ve just been honest with me.” 


Wayne was sharing his porn tastes with me, but that
didn’t mean I had to. The only thing I’d told him was that I’d glimpsed
Tina Ferrera earlier on in the day. 


“But I don’t think you understand, though,” he said.
He cleared his throat.


“Spit it out,” I said. I was impatient again. 


“The point of the contest wasn’t the vacation,” he
said. “It was part of it, sure, but it wasn’t the big…thing. The grand prize.”


“The grand prize was meeting your two favorite porn
stars,” I said.  


Wayne shook his head. 


“What…you get to fuck them?” I said. Now my mouth had
dried up, and my heart was racing. I couldn’t help but feel jealous. “A night
with Bianca and Tina?”


He shook his head again. He took a bite of chocolate
mousse and finally put the dishes away. Then he grabbed a napkin and dabbed at
the corners of his mouth. 


“The grand prize is you get to star in a porno
alongside them,” he said. “Like a real porn scene. But it’s not as yourself.
They’ll make you over as a woman too, so it’s a lesbian scene. That’s what Tina
does. Lesbian stuff.”


I stared at him. I couldn’t even think.


“A lesbian threesome…” I murmured.


“A foursome,” Wayne corrected. “That was the
prize—the chance for you and a friend to get become transgender porn stars for
the day, and act alongside Bianca and Tina. I mean, of course I was gonna
submit an entry. I don’t care about being put in heels and makeup, but I’d have
done anything to fuck them! And hell, who would’ve thought I’d actually
win the damn thing!” He sighed. “Dude, I’m sorry I’m putting you through this.
Of course we don’t have to do it—it was just a stupid fantasy of mine. I can
tell them tomorrow and call the whole thing off. So now you know all my secrets.
Don’t laugh at me.”


When I stayed silent, Wayne started rambling.


“It was supposed to be on a fucking yacht,
Brett,” he said. “Could you imagine it? Us two, decked out in skanky clothes
and going at each other on top of a yacht?” He laughed meekly.


“I…I think I have to tell you something,” I said. 


I couldn’t believe I was going to do this. What were
the chances that two friends who’d acted as straight as a white picket fence
all their lives shared the same interests in trans porn? I had a feeling that
Wayne was attracted to transgender women, and not necessarily attracted to the
idea of dressing up as a woman, but…still, there it was, out in the open. 


It was time for me to be honest too.   


He was about to be in for a shock, but I wasn’t going
pass up the opportunity of a lifetime.


Especially if it was going to be on a fucking yacht. 


***


I couldn’t sleep that night. I spent the time on a
chair on our deck, gazing out at the sea and starless sky. Wayne and I had both
made a big decision—perhaps the biggest decision of our lives.


We were both going to do it. 


We were both going to act in a porn with Tina and
Bianca, two stunning transgender porn stars. And we were both going to be
undergoing a makeover to become two stunning women ourselves. A makeover by actual
makeup artists and hairdressers and stylists. Wasn’t that every man’s fantasy?
To fuck their favorite porn stars? It was just that for me, things were a
little different. On top of all that, the beautiful girl I’d been fantasizing
about becoming was about to become real too. It was a double whammy in the best
way possible.


And then of course, there were the real-life
consequences to think about too. The video that was going to be produced was
going to be made public and available for sale. Wayne and I would be getting a
small payment upfront—$500 each for the scene. It wasn’t bad money for sure.
But friends and family could watch it, if they wanted to pay and see us in a
porno. I guessed not many people in our circle would be crazy enough to do
that, so we were kind of covered from that front. Because the chances were so
small that anyone would come across the video themselves, and even smaller that
anyone who did would even recognize us, we’d both agreed to not tell anyone.
Not our other friends, not our family, not our bosses or coworkers.


The following day was a Sunday, and we were going to get
tested. A nurse would come over to our suite to take samples, and we’d get our
results on the same day. Once (and if) we were both in the clear, the makeover
and filming would take place on Monday. 


I couldn’t help but feel a flitter of excitement. 


In the end, I told myself, it was just porn. 


It was meant to be fun. A fantasy.


Wayne and I were actually going to be amateur porn
stars for a day. 









CHAPTER
6


 


The makeover
team—they called themselves the ‘glam team’—was a feisty group of three: a friendly
Asian woman named Jesse, a young guy with cropped platinum blond hair and a ton
of face piercings named Eric, and Samantha, who looked like a model herself.
They arrived bright and early on Monday, carrying what looked like toolboxes
and dragging along a two-way floor mirror. They set up camp in the living room
while Wayne and I showered and shaved in our respective bathrooms. 


We’d also been instructed to do an enema. 


I stretched one leg on top of the rim of the bathtub
and took a deep breath before I inserted the lubed-up nozzle slowly into my
ass, grimacing and squirming. I was someone who’d never even dared to insert a
finger into my asshole before, and now not only was I about to douche my anus I
was going to probably rough-pounded in the ass in a couple of hours. But, to my
surprise, the enema didn’t feel half bad—the sensation of the solution flowing
in and filling up my rectum and then pouring out was oddly satisfying.
Afterwards, I waited for a good while in the bathroom to make sure my insides
were totally empty. By the end of it all, I felt fresh and clean. 


Wayne looked different, somehow more feminine, when I
saw him come out of his room. I guessed it was the lack of body hair. I
wondered if I looked any different even before my hair and makeup. I certainly
felt lighter and actually more graceful, for whatever reason. It was like I was
more conscious of how my body was moving, even the way I walked and gestured
with my hands seemed to hold more meaning.


It was weird.


And then Wayne and I were told to sit side by side,
facing the floor mirror as we underwent our makeovers. Samantha did both of our
makeup: she gave me a pretty pink look with smoky eyes, lips the shade of
fuscia, and a lovely rosy blush that made my cheeks really look like healthy
apples. Wayne’s look was more bronzy, and his fake lashes were so thick he said
he couldn’t see the half the room. All the while, Jesse did our nails and Eric
did our wigs. Mine had big blonde wavy curls that reached all the way to my
waist, and Wayne’s was long, thick, and inky black. 


By the time we were done with hair, nails, and makeup,
a good two or three hours had flown by. Then Samantha came forward with our
bikinis and a pair of tight-looking leather underwear.


“This is a gaff,” she said, holding one of the black
leather pairs up for us to see. “It makes sure everything down there is
snatched for the camera. Wear this first, make sure it’s well adjusted
and comfy, then put on your bathing suits.”


Once we were all done with our transformations, my
nerves were through the roof. From the outside, Wayne and I could hardly
recognize ourselves, let alone each other. But inside? I still felt like
awkward Brett who had no game and no sex appeal. How the fuck did I convince
myself I could do a porno? Would it hurt? Would I even be able to last
more than a couple of minutes?


Plus, I was getting worried about what Tina would say
when she saw me. Would she recognize me? Would she refuse to do the scene with
me because she thought I was some kind of creep?


“Hey, sexy ladies!” I heard an animated male voice
yell.


Wayne and I turned around to see the resort owners,
who were smiling at us affectionately. 


“Ladies, it’s time to get this show on the road!” the
husband said. “Please follow Eric and he will take you to the yacht, where
you’ll get to meet our lovely Tina and beautiful Bianca.”


“Break leg!” the wife said, and she looked
so damn proud of her English skills that I couldn’t help but smile back.


***


Tina Ferrera sat with earbuds in and a drink in her
hands in the salon of the yacht’s interior. I almost collapsed from nerves when
we had to go up to her and introduce ourselves. 


She broke into a smile as soon as she saw us. 


“Welcome, girls! Wow, you both look stunning!” she
said, giving us both a hug. “You’re making my job a little too easy…” She
laughed. Even her laugh was sexy as fuck. 


“Oh god, I’m your biggest fan. I can’t believe you’re
in front of me right now!” Wayne was apparently just a little more starstruck
than me. 


It was obvious that Tina didn’t recognize me in makeup
and a bikini, but for some reason her personality had done a complete 180 from
the day I’d last seen her in the flesh. Maybe her publicist had advised her to
be nice to us because we were the contest winners, and she was just pretending
to be friendly. I wouldn’t have held that against her—there were plenty of
celebrities who were assholes in real life but slipped on an angel’s costume
every time they were in the public eye. But something told me that Tina’s
niceness was actually genuine. And as Bianca joined us and we headed upstairs
to warm up under the sun, I realized that Tina was sneaking glances at me and
my body with that seductive face of hers.


Did she find me attractive?


That made my adrenaline jolt up. And then, the words bubbled
out of my mouth and I confessed to Tina that I’d been the guy she’d snapped at
the other day. 


Recognition suddenly dawned on her, and she laughed.
“What can I say, porn stars have bad days too,” she chuckled. “I’d had a
non-stop migraine and I’d had random men bugging me all day. Sorry I acted out
on ya.” She moved closer to me, and her palm hugged my lower back. She lightly
squeezed me there. “I can tell you’re a little nervous, Brett. But really, I’m
going to make sure you have an amazing experience today. Oh, and if you ever
need me or Bianca to stop at any point, just say so. That’s the magic of
filming—you can always stop and start again.”  


Something in me stirred. 


Okay, she was definitely attracted to me. 


A small crew surrounded us. A tall man wearing shades
introduced himself as Cory the director. In addition to Cory, there were two
cameramen hanging around by the railings. 


Cory told us the theme of the video was ‘shy reunion’.



“Imagine you’re all friends reuniting after a long
time,” he said. “Catching up on old times. One thing leads to another and you
all have a wonderful orgy. Remember, I want it to flow! I want it to feel
natural! I want you to make a mess!” 


We made our way towards the front of the yacht, and
sat down on two cushions laying side by side. Tina and I were on one cushion,
and Bianca and Wayne lay on the other. 


And just like that, the cameras rolled and filming
began. 











CHAPTER
7


 


The sun hit our
eyes as the yacht drifted away from the coast and soon we were surrounded by
nothing but stretches of blue-green sea. The wind howled and the thick humid
air stuck to our skin. My chest tensed as I turned towards Tina. I was way too
fucking nervous to make the first move, to do anything but stay frozen and
petrified in front of the cameras. 


Tina reached forward and kissed me on the lips. My
dick immediately stiffened, but it had nowhere to go under all of those tight
layers. I tried to clutch onto the side of her neck but my hands were
trembling. Her skin was amazingly soft, like a bunch of cool feathers. 


Forget the cameras, I urged myself. Just relax and go for it. 


“Mmm, your lip gloss…” Tina whispered as she continued
to kiss me slowly and sensually. “It tastes so good. Strawberry? Or cherry?”


“Cherry, I-I think…” I stuttered. In truth, I had no
fucking idea.


Tina made me turn around, my back to the camera, and
lovingly untied the back of my bikini. I slowly pulled my bikini top off my
body. My tits were exposed and I was now strangely self-conscious about how
small they were. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see that Wayne and Bianca
were making out ferociously, and Bianca’s fingers were lacing around my
friend’s bikini, about to pull them apart. 


And suddenly we were all fully naked, four gorgeous
women getting to know each other’s bodies and fulfilling each other’s most
primal needs. Tina began to suck on my nipples, while Bianca sucked on Wayne’s.
I writhed in pleasure, enjoying the hot winds on my bare body and the feeling
of being utterly feminine. My heart had slowed down, but only just barely. I
was still trying to wrap my head around the fact that this gorgeous trans porn
star was sucking on my nipples. 


Tina and Bianca were masters at steering us to flow
into the next moves and positions. They guided us to stay where we were while
they stretched their legs out. I scooted onto my knees, staring at her
beautiful apparatus. My chest felt like it was about to explode in my ears. Up
close, it was thick and mushroom-y, tiny veins wrapping up her shaft, showing
off her girth. 


Not only was I about to taste cock for the first time,
I was about to taste Tina Ferrera’s big dick. And it would all be caught on
camera.


I bent down and her cock head brushed my mouth. I
instinctively parted my lips. The tip of it slipped in, warm and throbbing, stretching
along the length of my tongue. The smell of her pubic region filled me with an
overwhelming sense of lust and longing. I sucked like an obedient girl, eager
to please her however I could. Tina moaned and her cock swelled even more
inside my mouth. 


 “Oh yeah, baby, suck on that good…” she said, gently
caressing my hair. 


Positioning my fingers at the base of her penis, I
suckled on her rod like a lollipop, taking my time to truly devour every inch
of her. Tina giggled, apparently happy at my technique. Then I swallowed her
length in its entirety, trying not to gag so hard I was worried I’d pop a vein
on my forehead. The camera zoomed in on my hungry face. Now I was incredibly
horny.


After a while, we were made to switch. I spent a
couple of minutes gazing up at Bianca’s giant areolas and lustful face while I
had a good taste of her.


And then the two porn stars did something that shot my
lust up into overdrive.


Side by side, Wayne and I were sucking on their
feminine cocks when suddenly Tina leaned in and kissed Bianca. Soon they were
making out and moaning, tugging at each other’s nipples and later sucking on
them too while we blew them. What a sight to see. I was trying desperately to
focus my attention on them but trying my best not to stop pleasuring Bianca.
Beads of precum began appearing on her slit and I vacuum hosed it all out like
a good girl. 


It was hot syrupy goodness.


Then we switched again and were made to crawl onto our
knees on the cushions. The hot midday sun slapped against my pale ass. The wind
picked up around us, and I inhaled the salty air. One of the cameramen bent
down to zoom in on my puckered hole. 


This is it, I thought. Breathe…


I braced myself as Tina’s cock penetrated my virgin
asshole. I felt it pucker and constrict then stretch and grip tightly onto her
meaty head. Taking her time, Tina bucked her hips little by little, causing her
cock to enter into me without causing too much pain. 


“How’s that?” she whispered, massaging my lower back. 


“All good,” I groaned.


Directly in front of me, I could see Wayne’s butt in
the air, his long, thick wig spreading onto the deck, his ass cheeks swaddled
around Bianca’s groin. Her cock had already disappeared into his depths and she
was picking up speed. Wayne was groaning helplessly, his cries of ecstasy
building in intensity as his behind was impaled. 


I thought I’d taken in all of Tina’s shaft, but no,
there was more. She slid more of herself into me and I could feel my rectum
expanding and stretching beyond its limits. And yet, there was more. How
much of it was left? I couldn’t tell. But as the tight sensations pooled and
gave way through my core, they suddenly morphed into slivers of pleasure. I
gasped.


“You like that huh,” Tina teased. 


“Oh, baby, ram it in me,” I moaned again. “I’m such a
slut. I need to feel your big dick inside my tight little pussyhole. Go on,
Tina, do it. Fucking destroy my virgin pussy!”


Now I was totally relaxed, and I didn’t even feel like
the cameras were rolling.


Tina made me hoist myself on my back onto a reverse
cowgirl position. My eyes up at the clouds, my arms aching, I bounced up and
down Tina’s cock, spreading my legs and touching my tits for the camera. My
rock-hard cock flapped in the air with the motion, and I was leaking precum
everywhere. I grabbed at my hair as I moaned. 


“Ohhh…oh fuck…” I cried out helplessly in a girly
voice. “I’m gonna cum, Tina. I’m gonna cum!”


Wayne was squealing with pleasure besides me. To be
honest, I couldn’t even recognize him anymore. His ass thudded and thumped
against Bianca’s thighs. I knew he was close too. 


Tina’s pole pummelled hard into my hole, and she
brought my legs up, all the way above my shoulders and I could suddenly feel
her meat brushing up against my prostrate, creating such a powerful, tangible
wave of pleasure that all I could do was clench my eyes shut and cry. Tina’s
ragged breathing came to a climax as she burst inside me, filling me with her
hot resin. It was glorious. I practically screamed as I blew my load all over
my stomach. It began to drip over my sides and onto Tina’s beautiful tanned
body. 


Cum trickled out of me as I carefully lifted myself
off. My ass felt awfully empty now. I bent down again to wipe away the remnants
on Tina’s penis using my tongue. I slurped and swallowed every drop, trying to
etch the salty-sweet taste into my memory so I’d never forget it. Once I was
done with her cock I moved onto her body, cleaning off bits of my cum using my
mouth. 


“And…that’s a wrap!” Cory said. “That was fucking
perfect, girls! Well done!”


The crew broke into applause. I lay on top of Tina then
and she rubbed my ass. I was exhausted. I snuck a glance at Wayne and he looked
like he’d just run a marathon—he was panting and sweating and just lying there
in a puddle of cum. Bianca, though, looked just as animated as she had in the
beginning, doing some kind of full body yoga stretch. She saw me looking and
smiled.  


“I’d have a lie-in tomorrow if I were you,” she joked.


But it wasn’t a joke, really. I knew we’d
both be sore for days.


***


On Thursday, we boarded the thirteen-hour return
flight from Passion Island. Our week-long vacation in the tropics had come to
an end. I watched the island’s landscapes as we took off, like a tiny little
jewel tucked away in the middle of the ocean. It was hard to believe that so
much had happened over there in such a short time. 


Wayne and I had been informed we’d be getting a copy
of our little film as soon as it went through post-production. We both couldn’t
wait to watch it and relive the day we’d both been amateur transgender porn
stars. To be honest, the experience had definitely brought us closer together
as friends. Only a best friend could be someone you’d sleep with for the sake
of getting to fuck your favorite porn star. But from our end, it had all been
platonic and we were actually being pretty cool about the whole thing. 


Back at our airport, Wayne proceeded to grab our
luggage off the conveyor belt. He grunted while carrying my bag. 


“Why’s this so fucking heavy?” he complained. “What do
you have in here? Rocks?”


“Oh, just some souvenirs,” I said casually.


Part of me wanted to tell him the truth, but the other
part me thought I deserved to keep this to myself—a little extra something I’d
gained during our time on the island. What Wayne didn’t know was that on our
last day, when he’d gone off on an impromptu date with a chick he’d met at the
bar, Tina Ferrera had invited me to her room. She’d spotted something in me,
she said. Something that reminded me of herself a long, long time ago. 


We talked for what felt like hours, and by the end of
it she’d gifted me a ton of clothes—bikinis, cute pieces of lingerie, a couple
pairs of high heels, a few dresses—and a collection of brand new sex toys.
Among the toys were butt plugs, dildos, and an eight-inch prostrate massager.
Tina said it was time for me to just experiment, have fun, and get to know my
body. She was insistent I was still young and had all the time in the world to
figure things out.  


I never would’ve thought from my first awkward
encounter with Tina that she’d turn out to be so nice.


I knew our island vacation was over, but I was about
to embark on a whole different journey. 


And I was beyond excited to get started.


 


 
















 


THE END

















 


Thank you for reading!
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Everyone has secret
fetishes.


But how far would you
go to expose one?


Devon is a heartthrob and
serial heartbreaker. With his Herculean good looks and charming personality, he
can afford to be cocky—and he knows it.


He’s left behind a string
of crestfallen women whom he’d met on an dating app.


But he doesn’t care. Why should he?


Life’s about to change,
though, when he crosses paths with a stranger online—a seductive woman
with a sexy promise and a secret fetish.


He’s about to learn that
there’s more to a pretty girl than a pretty face and body...
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Scott Leavy beat
hundreds of other applicants to get a job offer at Tenacity, a prestigious
media company with one of the biggest investigative journalism units in the
country. 


His first assignment? Go
undercover as an attractive female hostess at one of the most exclusive,
secretive, star-studded charity galas known to only invite high-profile men. 


Feminized and
transformed by his boss into a
glamorous, glittering, seductive woman, Scott’s prepared to give this
assignment his all. His official target is Preston Parker, CEO of biotech
startup GenRay, who has a sparkling clean reputation...or does he? Who exactly
is hiding the multi-million-dollar secrets at the charity, and how is Preston
involved?


But Scott’s traversing
dangerous territory, and now there’s a target on his back too. When he finds he
can easily captivate any man he wants with his sexy new looks and dazzling
beauty, he’s tempted by some increasingly reckless choices...


If he’s not careful,
this newbie journalist might find himself tangled up in new and unfamiliar
feelings, with something huge, hard, and ready to burst inside him.
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Hugo’s relationship with his girlfriend Savannah is all
sunshine and roses until she cheats on him with a guy named Ethan.


Desperate to get her back, he devises an elaborate
catfishing plan that involves creating the identity of a woman named
‘Megan’. Megan’s hot, fiery, and a part-time model — and she’s sure to lure
Ethan into a trap with her utterly feminine charms.


But Ethan’s not all that innocent, and he’s got a few
seduction games of his own. Hugo will soon be transformed and feminized
into the sexy seductress he created — but the fantasy’s about to become
a bit too real…


Will this be the happily-ever-after with Savannah he’d been
dreaming of...or is he going to fall hard for someone else altogether?
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Ambitious engineering student Jeremy is working towards
having it all: wealth, success, and a gorgeous woman he could eventually settle
down with. But life seemingly has a different plan for him when he crosses
paths with the mature and arrestingly beautiful Evie Donovan, who also
happens to be his strict new landlady. In exchange for reduced rent, all Jeremy
needs to do is help her out with a few odd jobs around the house...


Soon enough, Jeremy finds himself dressed in a frilly
maid’s uniform, complete with a wig, shiny stockings, and full makeup,
scrubbing floors, cooking meals, and serving his dominating landlady’s every
filthy need. And now that he’s had a taste of this new career calling, he’s
scared a part of him might actually be lured into the forbidden world of crossdressing,
chastity, and extreme submission forever.


Will Jeremy get out of this arrangement while he still can,
or will he shockingly submit the rest of his life to serving his Mistress
as a sweet little feminized sissy maid?
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