
  
    
  


  
     


    PINKMAIL


    © Absinthe Morgan


     


    My whole world changed with a knock on my door.  One minute, things were fine, I was happy, excited even. (Maybe just a period after fine)  Then the world crashed down around me. 


                  


    Work sucked that week, really sucked.  It wasn’t a great job, but it was the only one I had and with the economy the way it was, the chances of getting a better one were dim at best.


     


    So I slogged through the week, eating my daily ration of crap from the boss, sitting through boring meetings and shuffling meaningless paperwork.  The only thing that kept me going was the prospect of the weekend and my little hobby.


     


    If my hobby was something normal like model trains or coin collecting, I never would have gotten in this mess in the first place.  Unfortunately for me, my hobby wasn’t a simple one that was widely accepted by society.  My hobby was cross-dressing.


     


    Okay, I guess wearing woman’s clothing isn’t exactly a hobby, but it was my thing, it made me happy, it relieved stress, and yes, it made me horny.


     


    It wasn’t exactly normal, and to tell the truth, I was a little ashamed.  It’s not something that you advertise, as a matter of fact; I’d always kept it secret.  I’d been doing it for years, but only in the privacy of my house, never once venturing out in public.


     


    But after the week I had at work, I decided to make my big debut.  I’d done my research; and there was a club in town that was supposed to be ‘drag friendly,’ whatever that meant.  The prospect was daunting and filled me with both excitement and a terrible dread.


     


    I was afraid, very afraid.  But all through that week, I couldn’t help but think about what it would actually be like.  To be out, even if it was just someplace that was ‘drag friendly,’ would be a major step.  If I only had the guts to go through with it. 


     


    So I waited out the week, with the prospect of the big day, looming ahead of me, filling me with both anticipation and fear.


     


    Friday afternoon was the worst.  Each second seemed to creep by like it was dragging an anchor chain.  Then when the day was almost over, it got worse.  There was a last minute meeting about some manufactured crisis, and it looked like I was going to be stuck working late.


     


    There was so much to do, to switch from being a boy to being a girl mode and if I had to work late, that would screw everything up.  About halfway though the meeting, I was sort of half hoping that I would have to work late.  That would take the option out of my hands and I’d be off the hook.  Of course I’d be disappointed, but I wouldn’t have to decide if I was going to dress or not, the decision would be made for me.


     


    But just when I thought things would screw up my weekend, the crisis passed and I was free.   So before I could talk myself out of it, I made my way home.  As it turned out, I only had to spend an extra twenty minutes or so at work, so I still had lots of time to get ready.  


     


    I should have been happy, but was only scared.  It was such a big thing, such a huge step that I’d almost talked myself out of it (reads weird I think) on the way home.  Going out as a woman, was something I’d dreamed about for so long.  Now that it was suddenly possible, I wasn’t so sure.


     


    By the time I’d made it home, I figured I’d go ahead and get dressed up, and then decide if I wanted to go out.  Getting dressed was half the fun anyway.  Even if I talked myself out of actually going out to the bar, there was still the pleasant ritual of my transformation.


     


    Since there was still the possibility of going out, I decided to make my change as complete as possible.  I probably played dress-up at least once a week, but since I’d never planned on going out, I didn’t do everything.  But this time was going to be different, I was going to go the whole nine yards, do things I’d never done before.


     


    Once I got home, I went right to work, before I could change my mind.  The first thing I did was strip off my guy clothes and toss them in a pile on the floor.  It was okay, because it was in my guy room.


     


    I lived in a small bungalow.  It wasn’t much to look at, but it did have two bedrooms.  One was for my normal guy stuff, and the other was for the girl stuff.  If anybody asked, the girl clothes in my closet belonged to my sister, who was a flight attendant and was never in town.


     


    To me, the story sounded plausible, but I never had a chance to test it, I didn’t get many visitors. 


     


    So the room was all hers – actually her in this case was Natasha, my girl name.  I used to like watching Bullwinkle reruns on TV and there was something oddly sexy about Natasha Fatale – the girlfriend of Boris Badenov, cold war spy.


     


    In an odd sort of way, dressing up as a woman made me feel like spy, dressing up as her was the ultimate disguise.


     


    So that night was going to be Natasha’s big debut.  Even though I had yet to put on a single stitch of female clothing, I was already starting to get hard in anticipation.  I left my guy clothes, and my guy self, behind and I walked into the bathroom and prepared for my big night out.  At that point, I had no idea what was ahead of me.


     


    The first thing I needed to do was shave, everything.  Like most guys, shaving was a daily ritual, but this was going to be something special, something very different.


     


    The tub was full of sudsy water scented with lavender bubble bath.  Usually I was a shower guy, but Natasha, was a bubble bath kind of girl.  The heat from the water felt real good, and the warmth was so relaxing I was able to forget about my shitty day at work.  After only a few minutes, I started to feel like somebody else, I was slowly becoming Natasha.


     


    So I started to shave, first with my legs.  It was one of those things I’d always planned to do, but always put off.  It seemed so permanent.  Wearing a dress or a pair of panties was something that could be removed, and return me to my guy self.  But shaving my legs – while not really permanent – would still be a major step, one that wouldn’t disappear right away.


     


    But the more I thought of it, I realized it really didn’t matter.  Who looked at my legs anyway?  I wore pants to work, and didn’t go to the beach or the gym.  Who would know?


     


    So I had a fresh razor, a lady’s razor that I had bought just for the occasion.   I started to shave.  The first stroke was the hardest.  For some reason I felt that once I started, I couldn’t go back.  


     


    Maybe I sort of wanted to talk myself out of it, but I didn’t.  The razor glided across my skin and the hair fell away, leaving a smooth strip of bare, glassy thigh.  It didn’t hurt, it didn’t bleed and life as I knew it didn’t end.  I guess I was over dramatizing things, so I just kept on shaving and shaving.


     


    It wasn’t hard, but it was a little complicated.  It took some time to finish.  Apparently I had a lot more leg than I did face, so it took longer, a lot longer.  The razor kept clogging and I kept missing spots and I had to do it over and over.


     


    Once I finally got the legs done, then it was time for the sensitive parts.  I had decided to try shaving around my stuff, you know, down there.  I’d heard somewhere that guys who do porn shave because it makes them look bigger.  I wasn’t that concerned about looking bigger, I just wanted it to look girly.


     


    If I thought the legs were complicated, shaving around my cock was a lot worse.  That part of my body wasn’t really meant to be shaved.  Not only were the parts not smooth and even like a thigh, but they were pretty sensitive too.  I definitely didn’t want to cut anything down there.


     


    But the results were so worth it.  I’d never seen my cock looking that way.  Without my pubic hair, it looked so different.  I wasn’t sure if was good or bad, but definitely different.


     


    With the hard part done, I did my chest – there wasn’t much hair there – my arms and even my underarms.  I was never a super hairy guy, but without it, I felt like a very different person.  With the hair gone, I was naked, as naked as I could ever remember being.


     


    While my skin was still damp, I used some body lotion.  I’d read somewhere on a tranny blog that you should put lotion on while your skin was still wet.  So I did exactly that and it seemed to work.  Not only was my skin softer, but I smelled better too, like jasmine. 


     


    Next, I dried off by patting my skin with a towel instead of drying myself in the usual way.  Again, it was advice from some blog, maybe the same one that told me about the lotion.


     


    It probably really didn’t make much difference when I put on lotion or how I used a towel.  Really, it was a matter of doing things the girl way.


     


    By the time I slipped my pink panties on I was humming to myself.  I was so happy, brimming with anticipation of my first night out as a real girl.  The panties made me feel  sort of hot, but the boobies made me really hot.


     


    I had been saving up for a set of realistic silicone forms, but I didn’t have enough money yet, so I had to be inventive.  I used water balloons.  They were supposed to a little risky; there was always the chance one breaking.  But I used two layers for safety.  Maybe they weren’t as realistic as the silicone pair I had my eye on, but the weight on my chest felt nice, and the way they filled out a bra was nice too.  I especially liked the way they bounced when I walked.


     


    Next was the ritual of make-up.  I know it sounds a little cheesy, but to me it was a ritual.  There were so many steps; primer, foundation, powder, blush, shadow, liner, mascara, and of course lipstick.  Each step had to be accomplished in the right manner and in the right order, each phase of the ritual building to a finish.  It took time to get it right, but that was part of the charm, watching my face turn from plain to sexy.   


     


    Even though I had never appeared in public or gotten a make-up consult, I really wasn’t that bad at painting my face.  I’d practiced and practiced, until I got to be pretty good, at least good enough that I didn’t look like a clown.


     


    So when I finished my make-up, I thought I looked good, well good enough anyway.  


     


    Then I began to dress.  First I slipped my freshly shaven legs into a brand new pair of pantyhose.  I’d read someplace that pantyhose were on their way out, a lot of genetic women just don’t like wearing them.  But for me, they were heaven.  They seemed to caress my legs, and make them so smooth and so shapely.  As many times as I’d worn them, I still got a little bit awed by the effect they had on my legs.


     


    Next, it was time for the dress.  It was black, even a fashion neophyte like me knew that I couldn’t go wrong with the little black dress.  It was clingy on the top, showing off my fake boobies to their best effect.  It was sort of short too.  If I had to say so myself, I thought my legs looked pretty good.


     


    My legs looked even better once I put on my heels.  The height of the heel made my calves flex and my butt sort of lift.


     


    I was almost finished; I put on my wig and spent fifteen minutes combing it back into shape.  It wasn’t hard; I just didn’t know what I was doing.  But eventually I managed, and it looked sort of good too.  


     


    So I wasn’t exactly a fashion model, everything seemed to come together pretty good.  There had been many times I’d seem myself dressed, but I don’t ever recall looking like that.  I felt so much like a woman.              


     


    So it was just a matter of calling a taxi and going out to the club.  It was going to be my big debut; all I had to do was do it.  I was ready to take my first step outside as a woman for the very first time.


     


    Then my world changed with a knock on the door.  It was more than just a light rap, somebody was pounding.


     


    I didn’t have to answer it, I could just pretend I wasn’t home.  I didn’t know who it was, but I could tell by noise, that opening up wouldn’t be a good idea.


     


    “Open up, I know you’re in there.”  From the voice I knew who it was.  My boss, Scott Thurston.  “Open up this door right now, or you’re fired!”


     


    What was he doing here?  It was bad enough that I had to put up with him at work, and now he was at my door.  I glanced at the bathroom, wondering if I could quickly change back into boy mode.


     


    “I said now!” he shouted.  “If this door isn’t open in ten seconds, you’re ass is fired.  It’s on thin ice anyway, but open up now, and you just might have a chance.” 


     


    What choice did I have?  I was busted and it felt like my stomach just dropped to the floor.  I thought I’d gotten pretty good at covering my tracks and as good as I was at hiding my girl side, it was over.  My secret was going to come out and my life was going to change forever.


     


    My heart was pounding, almost as loud as the pounding on the door.  But as much as I wanted not to, I opened the door and faced the music.  I simply didn’t have a choice.


     


    It was him, I was sort of half hoping that it wasn’t really him – maybe just somebody who sounded like him.  It was a long shot, a faint hope, but I had to grab at something.


     


    But staring him in the face, even that faint hope was gone.  


     


    When he saw me, his face twisted into a sneer and he barged into my house uninvited.  He marched into the center of my small living room like it was his not mine.  “Get over here!”


     


    I was so used to following his orders, I complied immediately.  I just stood there, wilting under his gaze.  Under normal circumstances at work, he always looked at me like I was dirt.  Now, he was looking at me like I was somehow less than dirt.


     


    A thousand thoughts spun through my head and none of them were good.  At best, I’d somehow manage to keep my job, but wind up as the laughing stock of the company.  At worst, I’d be fired and my boss was the kind of guy who would make sure any future employers knew exactly why he had fired me.


     


    “I knew it, you’re a little bitch,” he said as he looked me over from head to toe.  “If you’re going to do this kind of shit, you should be careful what sites you access from the company computer.”


     


    I could feel my lower lip start to tremble and my eyes were starting to get damp.  I hoped I wouldn’t cry in front of him that would just make things worse – if they could get any worse.


     


    “I can fire you for that if I want to.”  


     


    All I could do was nod.  If I said anything I was afraid I’d start sobbing.


     


    “Do you think I should fire you?”


     


    I shook my head.


     


    “I must say, you clean up pretty nice.  I never thought you’d look like this.”


     


    It sounded like a compliment.  It was a backhanded compliment, sure.  But still a compliment. “Thank you,” I whispered.  The words were sour in my mouth, but I had to say something.


     


    “All in all, you’re not a bad employee.  I don’t really want to fire you.”  He never said that before, that was a good sign.  But he could have been just toying with me.


     


    “Please don’t.” I said.  My checking account was running on fumes and the rent was coming due. 


     


    For a couple of very long minutes, he didn’t say anything.  Then he finally spoke.  “What would you do to keep your job?”


     


    “Anything?” I whispered.


     


    “Anything,” he repeated.  “Good, that’s the attitude I like to see.”


     


     “Thank you,” I said.


     


    “All you have to do is prove how much you want to keep your job.  Give me a blow job.”


     


    “What?”  I’d heard what he said, but it didn’t sink in right away.  


     


    I should have expected it.  He was one of those married guys who was always bragging about the other women he’d bagged.  He even had a mistress he kept on the side.  He bragged about that too. 


     


    “You heard me, suck my cock.”


     


    “But…”


     


    “But what?  You’re dressed like a bitch, you might as well act like one.”


     


    “I’ve never done that.”


     


    “You spent all of that time putting on lipstick and never thought of sucking a cock?”


     


    Of course I’d thought about, I thought about it all the time.  But thinking about it was one thing, doing was another.   But I couldn’t let him know that.  What could I say?  There was nothing I could say without making things worse.  So instead of answering, I got down on my knees.


     


    As I did so, my mind replayed all of the crass workplace jokes.  It wasn’t just me, but just about everybody in the office made jokes about getting reamed up the ass, or having to wear kneepads. 


     


    I’d actually laughed along with everybody else.  Of course when I was actually on my knees staring at his crotch, things didn’t seem so funny.  “If I do this, I keep my job?”


     


    “Sure,” he said.  “You take care of me, I’ll take care of you.


     


    Even then I knew it wasn’t the end of it.  One blow job wasn’t going to make it go away.  But if I didn’t do it, it wouldn’t be over either.  All I could foresee was public embarrassment, humiliation and poverty.  So I went along with it.


     


    Wordlessly, I began to work at his belt, then the top button of his fly.  His pants fell away to his ankles baring his silk boxer shorts with a garish pattern and a distinctive tent pushing the fabric out.  It took a minute for me to realize that hard-on was because of me, for me.


     


    For all of his talk about bagging bimbos and keeping a chick on the side, Mr. Scott Thurston had a thing for crossdressers.  It would have been funny, but unfortunately I was apparently one of those he had a thing for.


     


    “Come on, do it,” he said impatiently.  “Suck my cock.”


     


    I reached for him, touching his cock though the cool silk of his underwear.  It felt strange – at first it felt like my own cock and I’d touched that millions of times.  But as much as it felt like mine, it actually belonged to somebody else.  That made it strange.


     


    It wasn’t the end of the world though.  It was a cock, a hard cock that belonged to somebody else and when I touched it, it wasn’t the end of the world.  It wasn’t a snake or a monster, just a cock.


     


    I started stroking it, softly and gently, the same way I did to mine just about every day.  It was just habit I guess, but he seemed to like it.


     


    Touching my first cock was sort of like touching my first pussy.  Each was a milestone of sorts and even then, I realized that once I’d done it, things would never be the same.


     


    As much as I wanted to, I knew I couldn’t delay the inevitable.  He seemed to enjoy me touching him, but that wasn’t what he really wanted.  I tried not to think too much about it, so I just pulled down his boxers and took his cock into my mouth.


     


    I sort of expected something worse, there was no retching or gagging.  I never would have actually sought to put that cock into my mouth, but when it happened, it wasn’t nearly as bad as I feared.


     


    “Good girl,” he said, and then he actually sighed with pleasure.


     


    While he was making happy sounds, I was just trying to get through it.  Like a lot of crossdressers, I didn’t start out to give a blowjob, but I guess I sort of suspected it would eventually happen.  It wasn’t so much that it did happen, after all I had been thinking about it.  But I didn’t imagine I’d be doing it to save my job.


     


    I don’t know what I was expecting, maybe flowers and champagne, not a terse ‘suck my cock,’ from my boss.


     


    Given the circumstances, I didn’t love giving head.  But I didn’t hate it either.  He had a slight sort of smell to him, kind of like mushrooms.  As far as taste, that wasn’t bad either.  There was a salty tang to his cock, not unpleasant at all.  In comparison to pussy (which I still loved), cock was a lot less of acquired taste.  It wasn’t the flavor or the smell, but forbidden quality of it that gave me pause.


     


    I must have been sucking for about five minutes when I came to a shocking realization, I was beginning to like it.  I didn’t love it, but it was growing on me.  I, Natasha, was a cocksucker.


     


    The thought brought me back to high school and all of the hormones gone wild imagination of a male teen.  Back then, the prospect of oral sex was an unlikely nirvana.  Obviously, some of the girls in my class did it, but the question was who?   Such a creature would be exotic fuel for my dreams for weeks.


     


    But now the circle had come around.  A girl who gave head wasn’t some fantastic fantasy, that girl was now me.  I was giving head and starting to enjoy it.


     


    As I sucked, a seed of irritation crept into my mind.  Perhaps the reason that I was enjoying Scott’s cock was because I didn’t have any choice in the matter.  I must have read at least a hundred stories where a transvestite is forced into oral sex, much like I was.  


     


    What I was able to tell myself, was it really wasn’t my fault. I was being forced into it.  Poor me.


     


    Since I was forced into it, I guess I decided to make the best of it.  Before I knew it, I was bobbing up and down on his cock like some porn movie slut.  I was licking and sucking and almost starting to enjoy myself.


     


    That was it, as much as I hated the owner of the cock I was sucking, I kind of loved the idea of giving head.  I couldn’t deny the fact, I was becoming an eager cocksucker.


     


    In my mind, I tried to justify it.  At first I tried to convince myself that his attention was just a validation of my girl self, but that wasn’t true.  I was starting to suspect that I was kind of a slut.


     


    I felt his hands on the back of my head as he pushed me down on his cock.  I wasn’t quite ready, but I accepted the invasion of his cock into my throat.  He wanted me to deep throat him, and I was going to try.  I remember reading someplace to relax and let it happen.  So I did and let this cock go all the way down.  I gagged, once, twice, but not three times. 


     


    My eyes started to water, but the gag reflex disappeared.  He seemed to appreciate it, and I wondered if it was the way it felt or the power he had over me.


     


    As I sucked him, I didn’t realize that maybe eventually I’d have some power over him.  Under normal circumstances, a girl who was willing to deep throat would get at least get flowers or a nice dinner.  But circumstances weren’t normal and all I was getting from the deal was the possibility of keeping a job I really didn’t like.


     


    After a minute or two that felt like a lot longer, I slid the cock from my throat and just started sucking it again.  I guess I was good enough, I knew what felt good to me and I’d tried to replicate it.  


     


    Unfortunately, I hadn’t had that much experience being on the other end of a blow job.  There had been a few, but not many, certainly not as many as I would have liked.


     


    But it really wasn’t rocket science.  It was cock sucking, how hard could it be?  Apparently, it wasn’t that hard, because after only a few minutes, I could hear Scott start to moan and grunt with pleasure. 


     


    I knew what was going to happen next and it was time for the big decision.  I’m sure he expected me to let him cum in my mouth.  I wasn’t sure I was ready for that, but it was too late to back out.  The only real question was; to spit or to swallow? 


     


    As much as I really didn’t like what I was doing, the thought of cum in my mouth was, I don’t know, intriguing.


     


    Again, if I was going to taste cum, I didn’t want it to be his.  But there I was on my knees with a cock in my mouth, so it was going to happen.  So I sucked harder, and harder and faster.


     


    The cock seemed to swell in my mouth and Scott started grunting louder and louder and then it happened.


     


    Hot goo exploded into my mouth, shooting into me.


     


    At first, the taste was awful, like something I’d never tasted before.  It was real salty and had a sort of weird chemical taste.  I guess there’s a reason why you never see cum flavored ice cream. 


     


    But after the initial shock wore off, it didn’t taste so bad.  It wasn’t really good, but not bad either.  It was hot like coffee and the texture took some getting used too.  It was thick and pasty, sort of like warm tapioca pudding – and I never liked tapioca.


     


    But I did what was expected of me; I swallowed all of it, and kept my mouth on his cock and licked away the final drops until he began to grow soft.


     


    “Good girl,” he said.  “You’re a natural born cocksucker,”


     


    I couldn’t help but smile.  In a perverse sort of way, I was kind of proud of myself.  I had done it, I had dealt with the shock and shame of being caught and became an accomplished cocksucker.  I had thought I’d feel bad about what had just happened, but I didn’t.


     


    After his cock grew soft, Scott took it from my mouth and put it back in his pants and there was a moment of awkward silence.  What does one say?   I had never been in this situation.


     


    “Would you like something to drink?”  I really didn’t want him to stay around any longer than necessary, but I couldn’t think of anything else to say.


     


    “Sure, beer if you have it.”


     


    Then like a good little hostess, I went into my kitchen and came back with a beer.  


     


    Scott took the bottle, took a long drink, and then sighed dramatically.  “You give good head,” he said.


     


    “Thanks.  It was my first time.”


     


    “We’ll you’re good, I’ll give you that.  You clean up pretty good too.”


     


    “Thanks again.”


     


    He took another drink of the beer, and then another.  I could tell he was thinking about something and trying to come to a decision.  It was nerve racking, he had told me I would  save my job by giving him head, but there was nothing to hold him to it.


     


    “Here’s the deal,” he said after a long five minutes.  “You probably heard the gossip around the office that I used to keep a girl on the side.”


     


    I nodded.


     


    “Well, used to is the key phrase here.  We broke up.”


     


    “I’m sorry to hear that.”  I hoped I sounded like I meant it, but I didn’t care one bit.


     


    “Well, it’s for the best.  She was a hot piece of ass, but came with a lot of drama too.”


     


    I didn’t like the way this was going.


     


    “As it turns out, I really don’t need a relationship, I just need some good head every now and then.  My wife sucks at giving head – pardon the pun.  That’s where you come in.”


     


    “What do you mean?” I asked, even though I knew exactly what he meant.


     


    “I’m going to come over, once, maybe twice a week.  You’re gonna suck my cock and then I’ll be on my way.  No drama, no pretending we’re in a relationship.”


     


    It didn’t sound like a good deal to me, but I didn’t have much choice.  “Okay.”


     


    “Great,” he said rubbing his hands together.  “Twice a week or so, I’ll make sure to give you plenty of warning to make yourself pretty.  I’ll try for a day, but at the very least, I’ll give you three hours of warning.”


     


    “Okay,” I said flatly.


     


    “Don’t look so glum.  I’m sure you realize that there are certain perks to pleasing the boss.”


     


    The deal still seemed a little one sided, but I guessed there could be some plusses.


     


    Then he looked at his watch, “I’ve got to be going.  Thanks for the beer.”  Then to my surprise, he reached into his wallet and pulled out a hundred dollar bill.  “I like Sam Adams,” he said then he stood to leave.  “And buy yourself something nice.”


     


    We walked to the door and then to my utter shock, he softly kissed me on the cheek and then he left.


     


    Even after what I had done to his cock, the kiss seemed a little too sweet and intimate.  That simple act made me feel like…well I didn’t know then, and I still didn’t know.  I guess at that moment, the only thing I did know was that Scott was only about half the asshole I thought he was.  He was still mostly an asshole, but capable of at least some sweetness and tenderness.


     


    Then I went back into my living room and looked at the money sitting on my coffee table.  I didn’t make a lot of money, and crossdressing was an expensive hobby.


     


    Taking the money didn’t exactly make me a hooker, but it was close.  I’d actually sort of already sold myself to keep my job; the extra hundred was just gravy.  


     


    The next morning I woke up, still in girl mode.  I hadn’t meant to do that, but after what had happened the night before.  I didn’t exactly cry myself to sleep, but I was sort of sad and confused about what happened.


     


    My make-up was smeared and my wig was a mess of hopeless tangles, and my beard had grown during the night and was sticking up through the foundation.


     


    Oddly enough, the boobs held up though.  They were still there, plump and round.


     


    But it wasn’t just my appearance; inside I was a mess too.  Even though I had rinsed my mouth time and time again, I could still taste the sharp tang of Scott’s cum.  


     


    I was a cocksucker and a new wave of shame ran though me.  The words he said last night had cut right to the bone.  “You can’t tell me you spent all that time on your lips without thinking of sucking a cock.”  The bastard was right.  I did think about it, but why did it have to be him?  Anybody but him.


     


    I could only imagine the power he’d have over me.  He was already my boss who could make my life miserable, but the fact that I submitted to him, made things so much worse.


     


    Over coffee, I started to brood.  I’d cleaned off the make-up, but kept the boobs and wig.  Life as I knew it was over, but that meant I had a new life ahead of me.  Frankly, the life that was over wasn’t that great, I wouldn’t miss much.  Maybe Natasha could teach me something about what I had been missing.


     


    So that day, I stayed as Natasha.  I wasn’t sure why.  I was in girl mode and I was also carrying the scarlet letter of a girl who had blown her boss.  


     


    But as the day passed, the sting of what I had done went away, at least faded some.  Even though he was the last person I could imagine doing that to, sucking off Scott wasn’t terrible.  I supposed even, that perhaps I even liked it some level.  Once one got past the initial revulsion, it wasn’t that bad.  It was just skin really, not much different from the flesh of an arm or cheek.


     


    And the plain fact was, I was going to wind up sucking his cock again, so I’d have to get used to the idea.  When you got past the bluster and the attitude, he wasn’t that bad of a guy.  Again, he wasn’t my ideal vision of a man, but he wasn’t bad either.  I’m sure a lot of relationships were built, Mr. Not Bad instead of Mr. Right.


     


    It was then I realized that I was in fact in a relationship.  Although Natasha hadn’t been out in public, she was already in a relationship.  It wasn’t an ideal relationship, but in a sort of sad, twisted way, I realized the attention I received from him was a somewhat of a validation of my female side.  I didn’t like being forced into giving him head, but I did love being a girl.  Panties and a bra and make-up made me look like a girl, but sucking a cock really made me feel like one.


     


    Maybe that was pathetic, but that was how I felt.  The process was so new to me, that I really didn’t know what to think.  Even though I had been crossdressing for a while, Natasha was still young and naïve. But still, she was woman enough to attract a man.


     


    As the day went by, I began to feel better.  Still in girl mode, I puttered around the house, made some lunch and watched some television.  By mid-afternoon, I decided that even though Natasha’s first night was a disaster, I’d try again.


     


    By eight that night, after the skies grew dark, I was ready to try for my first night out for the second time.  I’d primped and painted and was wearing the same little black dress from last night – I didn’t have much of a girl wardrobe, yet.


     


    It probably wasn’t a good idea to drive myself, the last thing I needed would be to get a DUI while dressed as the opposite sex.  So I called a cab and waited nervously for it to arrive.  When it did arrive, I almost didn’t go, but took a deep breath and went out anyway, in spite of my fear.


     


    As I hurried out of the house, with my heels clicking on the driveway, I realized that this was a big moment for me.  Of course I was scared.  Every t-girl I’ve talked to since had told me precisely the same thing.  The first time out is terrifying.


     


    But I did it.  I strutted to the cab and climbed in the back seat.  


     


    “Where to Miss?”  Miss, he called me miss.  He didn’t know it, but he was the first one to ever call me that.  It made me smile.


     


    “Masquerade,” I said then gave him the address.  The cabbie nodded, turned on the meter and drove away.  From what I could tell, the cabbie either didn’t know I was a crossdresser or more likely didn’t care.  Cabbies see a lot, so I probably wasn’t the first tranny to ride in his back seat.


     


    As the cab drove though the night, I leaned back in the seat and sort of smiled.  I was proud of myself, I knew I was taking a big step, but what was the worst that could happen?  Then I realized that the worst that could happen had already happened.  I had been caught by my boss and coerced into a blow job.  Things could only get better.


     


    The ride didn’t take very long and soon the cab stopped in front of the bar.  It was on a city block in sort of a busy neighborhood.  There were people on the street, but I was too late to turn back now.  I paid the driver and got out the cab.


     


    That was when I learned one of the first lessons of being a girl.  It’s hard to get out of a car while wearing a short dress, without revealing too much.  Fortunately, I was wearing panties so I didn’t show my crotch like that one pop star did.  But I still felt a little embarrassed because it felt like everybody on the street could see me and my panties.


     


    Hurriedly, I pulled down the hem of my dress and walked to the bar, just like I did it every day.  As brave as I tried to act, I felt naked and helpless, like every eye on the street was looking in my direction and it was only a matter of seconds before somebody would shout, “Look at the tranny!”


     


    But nobody said anything.  I opened the thick steel door that was pitted and covered with illegible graffiti.  There was a big neon sign that named the bar, so I knew I was in the right place.  I just didn’t know exactly what I as getting myself into.


     


    The door squeaked a little as I opened it and I could hear the faint thump of music and smell the scent of old beer.  Did every bar smell like that?


     


    As I stepped inside, the first thing I noticed was the scary looking bartender/doorman.  I was a little afraid, but he smiled immediately.  “Hello sweetie.”


     


    “Hi,” I said as I reached into my purse and fumbled for my wallet.  There was a sign that said ‘Cover $5.00’ so I took a bill from my purse, but he waved me away.  


     


    “The cover is for men.  Ladies get in free.”


     


    “Really?”  That was so cool.  Not only was I accepted as a lady, but I was getting a freebie too.


     


    “You’ve never been here before?”


     


    I shook my head and felt some strands from my wig tickle my cheek.  “No, it’s my first time here.  My first time anywhere really.”


     


    His eyes grew a little wide, and he sort of leaned back.  “Really?  You look great, especially for a first timer.  Welcome to Masquerade.  You’ve come to the right place.  I’m Anton,” he said extending his hand. 


     


    “I’m Natasha.”  I shook his and his hand was huge, mine seemed to disappear inside of his and it made me feel so girly and kind of safe too.  I couldn’t imagine anybody starting any trouble with Anton at the door.


     


    “Here, take this.”  He handed me a plastic card, black and embossed with gold letters.  “This is our VIP card.”


     


    “Thank you,” I said as I took it, I did feel important.  


     


    “Welcome, I think you’ll like it here.”  Then he reached under his counter and gave me a coupon.  “Since this is your first time here, the first drink is on the house.”


     


    “Thanks.”


     


    “Now go and have fun,” he said.  “And if anybody gives you a hard time, let me know.”


     


    “Thanks again sweetie.”  I just called a man sweetie and it felt so natural.


     


    Once I went past Anton and in the main part of the bar, I felt like I was home.  I was no longer alone, it just felt right.


     


    There was a rectangular bar in the middle of the room.  There was a small dance floor to the left and a dozen or so small tables filling in the right side of the room.  In between there were flat screen TV’s showing videos.  


     


    The décor was cool too.  The whole place was done in pinks and purple, combining into a sort of girly motif that made it clear that this place was not your average corner pub or sports bar.


     


    But what really made me feel at home, was there were other girls in the place, girls like me.


     


    I felt like I belonged, but I was still a stranger, I didn’t know anybody.  Fortunately, there were a few empty seats at the bar, so I grabbed a stool and crossed my legs.  The bartender was a guy, sort of cute with closely cropped hair, big round wire glasses and a bright smile.  “What can I get you baby?”


     


    It was my first drink as a woman.  I’d thought about what I would order for a long time.  Of course it wouldn’t be a beer.  I liked beer, but it wasn’t very girly.  There was always the cosmopolitan, but that was kind of cliché.   Martini’s were in, so I decided to go with one of them.  There were about a hundred variations, but I decided to go with the classic.  “I’d like a dirty martini, with an olive.”  I’d never actually had one before, so this was going to be a night of firsts.  I put the coupon on the bar.  “Anton at the door, gave me this.”


     


    “First time here?”


     


    I nodded.  “First time.”


     


    “What’s your name?”
 


    “Natasha.”


     


    “I’m sure you’ll love it here Natasha.  I’m Eddie by the way.”  He went to make my drink, but before he grabbed a bottle, he rang a big bell over the cash register.  Then he grabbed a microphone.  “Ladies, gentlemen and whoever.  Please welcome first timer Natasha to our humble establishment.”


     


    His voice cut into the music and after he spoke, it felt like everybody was watching me.  I was suddenly the focus of attention.  All I could do was sort of wave and smile, and to my surprise, some people waved back.


     


    While I waited for my drink, I tried to relax.  Until then, my stomach had been churning with stress, so it wasn’t exactly easy to be calm.  But I did feel that I had finally found a place where I belonged and that helped so much.


     


    Eddie came back with my drink.  “Don’t worry honey, you’re only a stranger here once.”


     


    The drink in my hand looked kind of cool and I tried act cool too.  I recrossed my legs, sort of turned in my stool to check out the bar as i sipped my cocktail. 


     


    “Hi,” somebody said to the left of me.  I sort of turned to look and saw her.  She was so hot, that I felt the ugly ducking.  She had a soft oval face, porcelain smooth and flawlessly made up.  Her eyes were wide and bright, and I couldn’t help but notice how perfect her eye liner was.  No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t draw a straight line to save my life.  “Natasha, right?”


     


    “Hello,” I said after I found my voice.  “Sorry, still a little nervous.”


     


    Without asking, she sat next to me at the bar.  “This isn’t just your first time here, it’s your first time anywhere?  Right?”


     


    I nodded.  “Yes.”


     


    “Congratulations, going out for the first time is such a big step.  I remember my first time, I almost threw up.”


     


    “Really?”


     


    “Really,” she said.  “But I’d just spent almost two hours on my make-up, and I wasn’t going to ruin it.  I gritted my teeth, put on my heels and went out into the night.”


     


    “Well, my stomach was a little queasy, but there was no teeth grinding.”


     


    “But how to you feel now?”


     


    “Petty good,” I said.  “This kind of helps,” I said pointing towards my martini.


     


    She laughed, showing off her perfectly white teeth.  They looked perfect, just like the rest of her.


     


    “I’m Monique by the way.  Would you like to join us, me and my friend Raquel?”


     


    “I’d like that.”


     


    She led me to a table near the dance floor.  Raquel was pretty too.  There was something about her wig, it seemed to fit her face perfectly.  I liked the wig I was wearing, but it felt like a costume wig next to hers.  She was trim and wearing a short little dress that had some kind of sparkly thread sewn within.  I guess my boobs were bigger, but I still felt so inadequate.


     


    “This is Natasha,” Monique said. 


     


    Raquel stood and gave me a little girly hug and a Hollywood type air kiss.  “So, first time out?”


     


    “Does it show that much?”


     


    “No silly.  The bartender said, remember?”


     


    “Oh.”


     


    “You’re gorgeous,” she said.  It was the first time anybody had ever uttered those words to me and immediately my face flushed.  “My first time, was a disaster.  But you, your make-up is so good and I love that dress.”


     


    The both of them looked so good, hearing a complement was the last thing I expected.  “Thank you.”


     


    “But you don’t mind if we make a couple of suggestions?” Monique asked.


     


    “God no,” I said.   “I don’t know what I’m doing.  I’d be so grateful.


     


    That was all it took and we spent the hour or so talking about make-up and clothes.  To an outsider, it might have sounded like silly girl talk, but for me, it was a conversation I had been waiting for all of my life.


     


    It can be lonely being a crossdresser.  I had spent so many years denying my feelings and then once I accepted that part of myself, I spent even more years keeping it secret.  But after meeting Monique and Raquel, I knew I was no longer alone.  I had made some new friends.


     


    I was so engrossed with our girl talk, I didn’t notice the guy who came up to our table.  Raquel did, and she hopped to her feet.  “Kyle,” she said brightly, grasping his hand and kissing him on the cheek.  Monique must have known him too, because she stood as well, and kissed him also.


     


    “Kyle, this is our new friend Natasha.”  I stood and he took my hand and kissed it.  It sounds sort of corny, like something you’d see in an old movie, but it didn’t feel corny at the time.  It actually felt kind of nice.  Kyle seemed kind of nice too.  He had thinning hair, cut close, but not too close; like he used to be in the military but wasn’t anymore.


     


    His eyes were brown and deep set, but expressive.  They were eyes I could stare into and they stared right back.  Frankly that thought sort of scared me.  I was so new to male attention; I wasn’t sure how to handle it.


     


    “So nice to meet you,” he said.


     


    “Nice to meet you too,” I answered.


     


    “Let me get us a drink,” he said as he walked to the bar with Raquel in tow.  


     


    “He’s cute,” I observed.  I really couldn’t believe I would say such a thing about a guy, but I did.  He was cute, easy on the eyes and even after only knowing him for a few minutes; I could tell he was a lot nicer than my asshole boss.


     


    “He is cute,” Monique whispered and “He’s a tranny chaser.”


     


    “Has he ever chased you?”


     


    “Chased?  He’s caught me, more than once.  He did Raquel too.  I think he’s done most of the T-girls who come in here.”


     


    “Really?”


     


    I couldn’t help but look. He was saying something to the bartender who laughed at whatever it was.  It must have been sort of funny, because Raquel was laughing too.  Then they started heading back, each of them carrying two drinks.


     


    Of course when they got back, Kyle was carrying my drink and that gave him an excuse to sit next to me.  Not that I minded, but I had the feeling I was being set up.


     


    “A martini, for you.”


     


    “Thank you,” I said.  He bought me a drink, it was the first time a guy had done that for me.  It was only fair, over the years, I’d probably spent a fortune buying drinks for women, it was so nice to be on the other side.  


     


    I took the drink and touched my glass to his.  I expected him to do the same to Monique and Raquel, but apparently he only had eyes for me, at least that’s how I felt.


     


    It only took a few minutes for me to realize that he was in fact a tranny chaser and I was the tranny he was chasing.  It was a surprise to me, the other two girls were so much hotter, but it was me he was flirting with.


     


    I tried to flirt back, but then I quickly realized that I was totally out of my element.  It was hard enough for me to flirt with a girl while I was a guy, but flirting with a guy as a girl was something I’ve never done before.


     


    But I tried.  I smiled a lot, and laughed at his jokes and seemed interested in what he was saying.  Then after about twenty minutes, something strange happened.  We were hitting it off.  I wasn’t pretending to flirt, I was actually flirting.  


     


    As we talked, I moved close to him.  I couldn’t help myself really, and wasn’t sure how it happened.  It wasn’t conscious; I don’t remember thinking about moving.  But there I was, leaning against him, letting my faux boobies touch his arm.


     


    Kyle was so different than my boss.  After only a few minutes together, I felt like we had really made some kind of connection.  Of course I didn’t have any illusions that he was falling for me.  As a matter of fact, since he was a chaser, I probably was just another potential conquest.


     


    But that was okay.  I wasn’t exactly looking for Mr. Right to marry me and take me away from all of this.  Since I was so new at this, I wasn’t sure what I wanted or even what my type was.


     


    All I really knew, was that I was having a good time.


     


    As we talked, he reached out and casually put his hand on my thigh, right below the hem of my dress.  The touch surprised me, it was the first time a man ever touched me like that.  His hands were strong but his touch was gentle.  It felt kind of good, so good it shocked me. 


     


    I would have thought the experience I had with my boss would have soured me.  But Kyle’s touch gave me a hint of how things could be.  It was just a hand on my leg, but it made me feel warm and wanted.


     


    As we talked some more, I could feel his hand slowly creep upwards.  He didn’t move fast, but his hand did move and just to help matters along, I spread my legs – just a little.


     


    Then I touched him.  As casually as I could, I put my hand on his leg.  Kyle was wearing a pair of thick jeans, but even though the rough fabric, I could feel the muscle underneath.  He was firm and strong, a sharp contrast to the soft thighs of a woman.


     


    It was nice, I never thought a guy would feel that way to me, but he did.  He was strong and manly and the very idea of the muscle lurking underneath his pants made me wonder what other muscles he had.


     


    Then I glanced between his legs and I saw his growing hardness.  


     


    What was happening to me?  I had come to terms with the fact that by dressing as a woman I might get some male attention.  But here it was, my first time out and I was getting hot and horny for the first guy who bought me a drink.  And from the way his pants were fitting, I wasn’t the only one getting hot and horny.


     


    It felt kind of good.  I was just starting to get used to the idea that I could actually have that kind of effect on a man.  Well, some men.  Crossdressers like me are a specialty item, most men liked real girls.  But it was nice to know that some men did find me attractive.  And in the case of Kyle, it was nice that I was kind of attracted to him too.


     


    By then it was clear that something was happening between us.  I wasn’t sure where it was going, but I decided right then and there that I was going to play it out and see what happened.


     


    I was having so much fun, that for a minute I forgot that we were sharing the table with Monique and Raquel.  The sound of Raquel clearing her throat reminded me.  “Let’s go to the ladies room,” she said in a voice that sounded like a suggestion, but was somehow more than that.


     


    “Excuse me,” I said to Kyle, then stood and followed my two new friends to the bathroom.  It was one of those girl rituals that always mystified me.  I guess I was going to find out.


     


    As it turns out, a ladies room is petty much the same as a men’s room, except there were more stalls and no urinals.


     


    After I finished, I came out of my stall, abd met Monique and Raquel at the big mirror.  They were checking their make-up and I did the same.


     


    “You going to fuck him?”  Raquel asked nonchallantly.


     


    Monique sort of laughed, “We both know she’s going to fuck him, it’s just a question of when.”


     


    “Don’t I get a say in this?”


     


    “I saw the way you were looking at him,” Raquel said.


     


    “Well…”  I didn’t know what to say really.  I was still getting used the idea that something might happen between Kyle and I.  I wasn’t sure about discussing with anybody.


     


    “Listen girl,” Monique said.  “I know this is your first time out and you don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable doing.”


     


    “But,” Raquel interrupted.  “If you’re going to do a guy, Kyle’s great.  He really knows how to treat a t-girl.  And for your first time, it helps to have a guy like him.”


     


    As I put the cap back on my lipstick, I realized that Kyle must really have something.  If two girls who had slept with him still thought well enough of him to talk him up to another, he must have left a good impression.  “We’ll see what happens,” I said and then walked out into the bar.


     


    Kyle was still at his seat at our table, looking hopeful.  I sat next to him, and sort of snuggled next to him.  It wasn’t like I was sitting on his lap or anything, but I got pretty close, close enough that I could feel the warmth of his body.  This time, I didn’t wait for him to touch me, I went first, putting my hand on his thigh, dangerously close to his crotch.


     


    Even with the do me vibe I was putting out, Kyle didn’t seem to be in any rush.  He kept chatting and flirting, making me feel not only like I was a woman, but like I was the only woman in the place.


     


    I was so engrossed, that I didn’t even notice that Monique and Raquel had left.  I happened to look up, and they were gone.  I guess it was rude of me to ignore them, especially since they had been so nice.  But I looked at Kyle and I knew they’d understand.


     


    “Can I kiss you?” Kyle asked.


     


    The question floored me.  Even though I had already sucked off my boss, the thought of kissing a man was a little scary.  It seemed somehow more intimate than a blow-job.  I’d seen two guys kiss on TV and it always made me a little uncomfortable.  


     


    But then I realized that it wouldn’t be two guys kissing, I would be a guy and a t-girl. 


     


    It was the martinis, it had to be.  If I would have stopped and reasoned it out, I never would have said yes.  But looking into his hopeful eyes and feeling the soft glow from two drinks I couldn’t say no.  I didn’t say yes either, I wanted to say yes, but the words sort of stuck in my throat.


     


    Fortunately, he didn’t wait around for verbal permission.  One hand gently caressed my cheek and moved his mouth closer to mine, then it happened.  We kissed.


     


    My mouth parted and our lips touched and our tongues met.  His mouth tasted smoky, probably from the scotch he had been sipping.  He tasted wonderful, warm and moist and peppered with the spice of the forbidden.


     


    It was supposed to feel wrong, but it didn’t.  Even under the lipstick, I was still a guy and part of me was screaming that I shouldn’t feel this much pleasure from kissing a guy.  But I couldn’t deny it, I loved it. 


     


    We were kissing mouth to mouth, but I felt it all the way down to my toes.  He seemed to know exactly how to kiss me, firm, yet gentle.  His tongue probed its way into my mouth, but he did it gently, and smoothly.


     


    I couldn’t help myself.  At first I was a little tentative.  But after a moment, the force of his kiss washed over me and I eagerly kissed back.  My mouth opened for his and I pressed against him, so hard that I was a little afraid my boobies might break.


     


    With my eyes closed, I imagined they were real, that my actual boobs were pressing into an actual guy.  


     


    It was a pleasant fantasy, pretending I was a woman.  But then I realized that to Kyle, I wasn’t pretending to be a woman, I was a woman and he wanted me.  Of course I didn’t have all of the parts that a woman had, but I didn’t think that Kyle really cared.  I could tell he wanted me, and that was good because I wanted him.


     


    Until that moment, I was sort of on the fence about letting him fuck me, but after the kiss, I was his.  It was just a matter of time


     


    One thing I was learning about being a girl, was the pressure was sort of off.  In boy mode, I’d spent countless hours – most of them fruitless – trying to get into some girls panties.  Now that I was wearing the panties, it was up to somebody else.  All I had to do was let it happen.


     


    So all I had to do was wait.  From the way Kyle was kissing me and the bulge I could see pushing against his pants, I knew he was interested.


     


    As it turned out, I didn’t have to wait long.  After about a half hour of sipping my cocktail and kissing him, Kyle looked at me and smiled.  “Can we go to my place?”


     


    I stalled for a moment, like I hadn’t made up my mind.  He sort of sweated for a minute.  As I waited, I could see Monique and Raquel watching from across the bar.  I gave them a little wave and smile and they signaled back.  It was the first time anybody had rooted for me to get laid.


     


    After just a minute – I couldn’t make Kyle wait too long – I gave him a little kiss.  “I’d love to go to your place.   But just so you know, I’m kind of new at this.  I’ve done one thing.”  I licked my lips to show him what I meant.  “But I’ve never done the other thing.”


     


    “Don’t worry baby, we won’t do anything that makes you uncomfortable,” Kyle said.  


     


    And that was the difference between Kyle and Scott, Scott didn’t care what made me uncomfortable.


     


    He offered me his hand, and I took it and he led me out of the bar and to his car.  Only a couple of hours previously, I walked in a scared transvestite, and now I was walking out with a man.  I was still a little scared, but it was a good kind of scared. 


     


    He had a nice car, not over the top, but relatively new and in good shape.  He even opened the door for me, and I got inside.  There was one of those console things in between the seats, so I couldn’t get too close.  So I had to sit demurely as he drove to his place.


     


    He lived in a tall apartment building.  I’ll admit, I felt a little self-conscious walking through the lobby, but he took my hand again and I felt a little better.  If he didn’t have a problem walking with a crossdresser, I shouldn’t have a problem walking with a handsome guy.


     


    The apartment was kind of nice also, at least I thought so.  I didn’t really pay much attention to the place, only to him.  He did the same, the moment we walked through the door, he took me in his arms and kissed me deeply and I seemed to melt inside, like something, a secret part of me, broke wide open.


     


    I can’t ever remember a simple kiss being so erotic.  I like kissing just as much as anybody, but it never felt like this.  I was simply helpless.  He had said we wouldn’t do anything that made me uncomfortable, but at that moment, I would have done anything he asked without hesitation.


     


    But he didn’t have to ask anything, he simply led me to his bedroom.  We kissed some more when we got past the door, and kissed yet some more when he laid me on the bed.


     


    That’s when I started to get nervous.  He obviously knew I was a guy under my girl clothes, but I didn’t want to get out of my clothes.  If I was a genetic girl, or just a guy, I probably would have gotten undressed.  But as a crossdresser, the clothes were like part of the uniform.


     


    In my mind, I figured that if I was dressed like a woman, I was a woman.  That meant having sex with a guy was somehow normal.  If I took off my clothes, I wouldn’t feel like a woman


     


    Of course that was back when I was new to this thing.  I’ve since given up trying to classify what was normal and what wasn’t.


     


    Fortunately, I was with the right guy.  Even as my mind swirled with doubts, it was clear that Kyle knew exactly what he was doing.  And mostly what he was doing was making me feel wonderful.


     


    Instead of trying to get me out of my clothes, he just kissed and fondled my boobs.  We both knew they were fake, but he treated them like they were real, lovingly caressing them through my dress.  He was on second base.


     


    The attention felt incredible.  It was like they were real and I was getting as much pleasure from being fondled as he was from doing the fondling.  I sighed aloud with joy and that seemed to encourage him.


     


    The caresses seemed to encourage me.  He was feeling me up, just like I was a girl and that made me want to feel him all that much more.  As we kissed, my hands found their way down his chest and to his crotch.


     


    He was hard, even though his jeans I could feel the urgent throb as blood rushed to his cock.  We kept kissing, but my hands got busy with his belt.  I undid the buckle, opened the button at the top and unzipped him.  It was a lot easier undoing a pair of pants than it was a bra strap; I had lots of practice with my own pants.


     


    When he was open I reached in and grabbed his cock.  By then he was rock hard and big.  I didn’t exactly how big, but it felt bigger than Scott’s, and somehow it felt more comfortable in my hand too.


     


    By then, I couldn’t wait any longer; I broke the kiss and then moved my head down towards his waist.  I sort of helped him bring his pants down, then looked up at him, gave him a smile and then took his cock into my mouth.


     


    Immediately, it felt so much better than my boss’s cock.  I guess the obvious difference was I liked Kyle; my boss, not so much.  With gleeful abandon, I began to suck on Kyle, running my tongue up and down his hard shaft, then taking him deep into my mouth, so deep that I could feel the tickle of his pubic hairs on my nose.


     


    As I sucked, I could feel Kyle running his hands though my hair.  Even though it was a wig, he seemed to treat it like it was real.  His touch was gentle, like a caress.  Scott had done the same thing, only he used the opportunity to push my head down on his cock.


     


    I still felt a lingering resentment, but then I slowly realized that without my boss Scott forcing himself on me, I probably wouldn’t have been so eager to get Kyle’s cock in my mouth.  Maybe that didn’t make up for what he did, but without the push from Scott, I might never have let my girl side venture out into the world.


    
It was something to think about, but that was for later.  For the present, there was the matter of Kyle’s cock, and that was enough to keep me occupied for the moment.  So I kept it up, savoring his cock, really taking the time to enjoy it and hearing the soft moans of pleasure – a sharp contrast to the guttural grunts of Scott.


     


    I must have been sucking him for about ten minutes when I felt one of his hands cupping my chin.  He gently disengaged me from his cock and then laid me on the bed.  I was sort of confused, Scott had made it clear that my only purpose was giving him head, but apparently Kyle had other plans.


     


    He got me on my back, then reached under my dress and slowly pulled down my nylons and panties.  After being tucked in a tight pair of panties all night, the sudden freedom felt so good in the cool air.


     


    I moaned a little as he gently took me in his hand.  “You’ve got such a beautiful clitty,” he whispered.


     


    I liked the way that sounded.  He didn’t call it a cock or a dick, but a clitty.  It was like I suddenly had a girl part instead of a guy part.  When he started kissing it, I swooned.  His lips and mouth were so gentle on me, it wasn’t like getting a blowjob, it was like he was actually eating my clitty.  He kissed and licked, working around the head, and then all the way down to my balls. 


     


    After applying his tongue to my balls, he kept working his way down.  He took his time, slowly licking and kissing until his tongue headed towards my rosebud.  I sort hoped he might get there, but I didn’t want to ask.  But just in case, I spread my legs, opening myself up to him.


     


    Then he did it.  His tongue slipped between my cheeks and found my sensitive asshole.  Nobody had ever done that for me and it felt so incredible.  My legs spread further as I closed my eyes and imagined my lover was licking my hot pussy.


     


    Kyle must have thought the same thing, because the way he was doing it, he was treating it like it was a pussy.  At that moment, was helpless, whimpering with pleasure.


     


    “I want to fuck you,” he said.


     


    I couldn’t say no, I couldn’t say anything really.  All I could do was spread myself for him and wait.


     


    He took some lube from somewhere and started working a finger into my rosebud.  His touch was gentle but persistent, working his way around without pushing too hard.  By reflex, I tightened up.  But that didn’t stop him. He kept working, gently probing me until slowly but surely my ass began to loosen up.  The girls were right, Kyle did know exactly what he was doing.


     


    As I gasped with pleasure, his finger entered me.  It felt so good, I never would have thought it would feel like that.  I was being fingered.  I felt a little pressure, that’s what doctors say. Well I did feel the pressure, but felt the pleasure too.


     


    For a while – I wasn’t sure how long – he kept his finger inside of me, slowly working it back and forth, priming me for something that was much, much bigger.


     


    “Fuck me please,” I said with real need in my voice.  “Fuck me.”


     


    The desire shocked me.  I guess I’d always thought it would eventually come to this.  Yes I had thought about giving head when I put on lipstick and it’s only natural that I would think about ass fucking too.


     


    It took a while for me to get used to the idea, and once I accepted it, I thought about it even more.  But even then, it was more about the idea of anal sex rather than the sex itself.  


     


    But then I felt the pressure of his cock head poised at the entrance to my back door and the warm glow of pleasure emanating from it.  It felt so hot, that I had to push back, pressing my rosebud against Kyle’s cock.


     


    A hand began to caress my butt, Kyle softly squeezed my cheeks and then he began to ease his way into me.  At first it hurt, it hurt a lot, like I was being stabbed.  I simply didn’t think he would fit.


     


    But then, slowly but surely, my ass began to open up for him.  The cock began to slide in, snaking past my sphincter.  It was happening, I was being fucked.  It was no longer an abstract concept but something very real and very hard inside of me.


     


    Not only was his cock hard, but I began to realize it was hard because of me.  He could only enter my ass because he wanted me.  To Kyle, I wasn’t just a guy in a dress, but someone to be desired.


     


    I grabbed him, pulling him close to me, pressing my fake boobs against his chest and feeling my clitty sandwiched between us.  I crossed my ankles behind him and started to moan loudly.  “Fuck me Kyle.  Fuck me hard.”


     


    And he did just that. I was apparently the kind of girl who talks when she’s getting fucked.  It wasn’t like he needed direction, he knew exactly what he was doing, but I guess I couldn’t resist putting my two cents in.


     


    Sure I was a little loud, but it’s not like I was bossy, I just liked letting him know what a good time I was having.


     


    The more he fucked me, the easier it became, like my ass was warming up to the idea of getting fucked.  Each thrust got me a little looser until he was sliding in and out of me, just like it was a hot, wet pussy.


     


    And at that moment, that’s just what it felt like, a hot, wet pussy.  But this was so much different than any other pussy I had before, this was my pussy.  The very idea of getting fucked by Kyle was erotic in and of itself.  But it was the way he was fucking me.  I can’t exactly explain it, but I didn’t feel like a guy getting his ass fucked, but I felt like a woman getting her pussy fucked.


     


    Kyle helped it along too.  “Your pussy is so fucking hot,” he said roughly as he plowed into me again and again.  In response, I cried out louder and wrapped my legs even tighter around him.


     


    Before that moment, I had never realized just how much pleasure that part of me could give me.  But each thrust from Kyle sent shocking waves of pleasure careening around inside of me.  I was loving it and crying out with hot joy.


     


    My clitty was trapped between us and I could feel my balls start to tighten and even sensed the hot seep of precum oozing out of me. 


     


    Since Kyle was giving me so much pleasure, I wanted to return the favor.  I began to clench my cheeks together and tighten my rosebud.  His face twisted into a mask of pleasure and he began fucking me even harder.


     


    I could sense what was coming, so I urged him on.  “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.”


     


    Then he looked down, gave me a deep sloppy kiss, and his body turned rigid.  The cock in my ass seemed to vibrate like a high tension wire and I knew he was cumming, pumping jets of hot jizz into the condom.


     


    He gave me another kiss that I eagerly accepted, then he disappeared into the bathroom to clean up.  As he did, I just sort of lied on the bed with a dreamy expression on my face. I had just sexually satisfied a man.  A man that I liked and wanted to make happy.  It felt so good in the afterglow, like a job well done.


     


    “That was great,” he said.  “You’re so hot and sexy.”


     


    There was another kiss, but then I felt a hand on my clitty and his lips disappeared from my lips and I felt them on my neck.  He kept kissing, all the way down to my belly button.  He kissed that too, but didn’t stop there.  His hot tongue circled my navel, then plunged inside like he was eating a tiny pussy.  


     


    I about fainted, it was another thing that nobody had ever done for me.  I almost trembled with pleasure.


     


    But Kyle wasn’t done.  He kept kissing his way down towards my crotch.  I spread my legs wide for him for what I hoped was coming.  “I want your clitty,” he said, then took me in his mouth.  


     


    I melted as his tongue traced his way round the head of my clit.  This is something my boss would never do; he probably never even went down on his wife.  But Kyle had no such reservations.  He was sucking on me, sucking hard and murmuring with pleasure as he did so. 


     


    Everything that had happened that evening was conspiring to ensure I wouldn’t last very long.  The pleasure he had already given me and pushed me so close to the edge that it only took a few minutes before I was clawing at the sheets and writhing with pleasure.


     


    “I’m gonna cum baby.”  Worried that he would stop, I was half afraid to say it.  Of course when I was sucking my boss, he didn’t have to worry.  I’d get a mouthful of cum whether I wanted it or not.  But that was my asshole boss, as much as I craved an orgasm, I felt the need to warn Kyle.


     


    As it turned out, I needn’t have worried.  My proclamation wasn’t a warning to him, more like a signal of encouragement.  He seemed to suck harder and faster, forcing me to orgasm.


     


    It was my first as a girl.  Even though the parts were the same, this somehow felt different.  I shuddered with pleasure as my cum flooded into Kyle’s mouth while his tongue worked its magic.


     


    He wasn’t the kind of guy who liked to rush off, he kept sucking me, cleaning me off and then planting tender kisses on the head of my spent, sensitive clitty.


     


    When he was finished, he kissed me on the lips.  I could taste the faint tang of my own cum and that only made the kiss seem better.


     


    Even though I had just came in his mouth, I knew right then and there that Kyle was more of a man than my boss Scott would ever be.  Kyle was a man that loved trannies but he was still all man.


     


    Scott had used me – and would use me again – as an outlet for his pleasure.  But to Kyle, my pleasure was just as important as his, maybe even more so.  That was why both of my two girlfriends glowed when they talked about him.  I knew right then that when I spoke Kyle’s name in the future, I’d have the same glow.


     


    “Thank you.  Thank you so much,” I said.  “That was incredible.  It was perfect.”


     


    “I’m glad you liked it,” he said sincerely.  He accepted my praise, but he didn’t seem to require it.


     


    “That was my first time.  The first time I ever came as a woman.”


     


    “You’re beautiful when you cum.  You’re beautiful regardless, but to me there’s always something so special about the look on a woman’s face when she cums.  I’m glad I could do that for you.”


     


    “You did more than that, you showed how special it can be.”  


     


    Kyle kissed me.  “Girls like you are special, just remember that.” 


     


    I did feel special.  I had spent so many years feeling like a freak that I never even considered that anybody would think I was special.  But Kyle did and if he did, others might too.


     


    By then it was getting late and I was starting to yawn.  Kyle was very nice and part of me wanted to stay snuggled up next to him in is warm bed.  Unfortunately, I wasn’t prepared to spend the night anywhere.  


     


    As a crossdresser, I sort of thought of myself as a creature of the night.  Dim light covers a multitude of flaws.  While I’m sure Kyle liked having me in his bed at the moment, I wasn’t sure how much he’d like me with no make-up, morning breath and a night’s worth of beard growth.


     


    “Could you hand me my purse?  I need to call a cab.”


     


    “Nonsense,” he said.  “I’ll drive you.”


     


    “No, it’s late and you’re already in bed.”


     


    “Don’t be silly.  A gentleman who has just enjoyed a lady’s favors should never force her to take a cab home.”  He sounded old worldly that I almost laughed.  But then I looked at him and I could somehow tell that he meant it.  Not only did he act like a gentleman, but he called me a lady too.  At that moment, I even felt like one.


     


    So we left his house and walked to his car.  Like before, he held my hand and opened the car door for me too.


     


    I was a little quiet on the way back, so many things had happened that day, I needed a little time for them to sink it.  Kyle didn’t seem to mind, he was humming along with a song on the radio and sneaking glances at me.


     


    We were at a stoplight when his phone buzzed.  He looked at it and smiled.  “It’s for you.”


     


    “Me?”


     


    “It’s Monique,” he said as he handed me the phone.


     


    “Hello?”


     


    “Hi girl.  Did you have fun?”


     


    “Absolutely.  He’s just driving me home right now.”


     


    “I don’t want to interrupt anything, but I never got your number.  I want some details.”


     


    “Okay,” I sort of laughed at the realization that I did have a t-girl friend who I could tell my story to.  I gave her my number.


     


    “Okay girl, I’ll text you my number and Raquel’s too.  Promise you’ll call.”


     


    “I will,” then I disconnected and handed the phone back to him.


     


    When we got to my house, I asked Kyle in.


     


    “I should probably get back,” he said politely.  “But let me walk you to your door.”


     


    “I’d like that.” It wasn’t very far and I was more than capable of getting there myself, but I liked the idea of being escorted.  It was one of those little perks about being a girl.  He got out quickly and sure enough, he went around the car to open the door for me and even took my hand as I got out of the car.


     


    I wasn’t a starlet, but I almost felt like one from the way Kyle was treating me.  He walked me up to my front porch and then took me in his arms and kissed me.  It was so natural, like a regular guy and a girl coming home from a date.  


     


    This kiss went on, long enough that I could feel something start to grow as he pressed against me.  I felt something stirring too, and I couldn’t just leave him like that.  I guess maybe if I was a real girl in the beginnings of a real relationship, I might have just left him like that, to keep him wanting more.


     


    But whatever it was we had – it obviously wasn’t a normal relationship, whatever that meant.  Whatever it was, and after the sex we had already shared, games really didn’t enter into the situation.


     


    Instead of asking him in again with the pretext of coffee or a nightcap, I simply broke the kiss, unlocked my door and pulled him inside.  Once he crossed the threshold, I pushed his back against the door and before he could say anything, I kissed him. 


     


    Maybe I was being a little pushy, but he didn’t seem to mind.  His mouth opened for me and we kissed long and deep, our tongues meeting with urgency.


     


    We kissed for maybe a couple of minutes, then I made the next move.  Again, I broke the kiss and dropped to my knees right in front of him.  Before he could say anything, I had his belt undone and his pants and boxers were on the floor.  I took him in my hand and he was already mostly hard.  More than hard enough for what I had in mind.


     


    I looked up at him and smiled, then took his cock into my mouth for the second time that night.  Even though I sort of knew my way around it, it was still new enough to me that there was joy in discovery.


     


    As I began to suck him, my own clit swelled with desire.  I really was enjoying it, savoring the flavors and textures of his hardness.  There was even the slightly bitter taste of the lube from the condom he wore earlier when he was doing my ass.  But I didn’t mind really, to me it was just a new flavor and texture.  I was sure it wouldn’t be the last time I taste a cock spiced with a little lube.


     


    It was a little ironic, there I was on my knees in one of the most submissive positions I could think of – the same position I was in when I sucked my boss’s cock.  But as I took Kyle deeper and deeper into my mouth, I felt an incredible sense of empowerment.  I didn’t want to do my boss, but I did want to do Kyle.  I decided what I wanted to do, pulled him inside of my house and did it.  I didn’t even ask, I just did it.


     


    Of course it wasn’t exactly a hard sell, when a girl wants to give a guy a blow job, there usually isn’t a lot resistance.


     


    But what made me feel good, was it was my decision.  That was the difference between my first man and the second man.  One I hated and one I liked.  I think I was actually smiling, though it wasn’t easy since my mouth was full.


     


    Doing Scott, I just wanted to get through it.  It was a chore, a task, something to be done, an agenda item.  It wasn’t enough that he ordered me around at work, but could boss me around in my own house.  But it wasn’t like that with Kyle, the more time we spent together the more I enjoyed giving head.


     


    It was easy to suck Kyle’s cock because he was just so likeable.  He had such a warm smile and such a hard cock.


     


    I kept at it, licking and sucking, sucking and licking, and giving him a taste of pleasure he had given me earlier.


     


    I considered this a ‘thank you’ blow job.  It wasn’t foreplay; it was just me giving him pleasure for the pure joy of it.  I had received a few blowjobs in my day, but when they happened they were usually detours before the main event. 


     


    With Kyle, he’d already fucked me and fucked me well.  This was a new main event, me sucking him off just to show him how much fun I had.


     


    Since he’d already came once, I knew it would take a little while for him to blow a second load, but that was okay.  I’d had a wonderful night so far and didn’t have anything pressing for the next morning.  All I wanted to do at that moment was exactly what I was doing – giving head to Kyle.


     


    It did take some time.  My jaw was getting a little sore, but that was okay.  I was having fun, and I knew he was too.


     


    Then he came.  It was a big load, bigger than I would have expected, but I didn’t have a whole lot of experience with swallowing.  But when it happened, I swallowed just like I was supposed to.  It wasn’t as bad as Scott’s, I don’t know if it really tasted better or I was just starting to like it.


     


    But even though I wasn’t crazy about the taste – not yet anyway – I slurped it down like it was caviar.  It was only fair; Kyle didn’t seem to have a problem with swallowing my stuff, so I owed him the same favor.


     


    When he was done shooting, I kept him in my mouth, sucking down the last drops and licking it, just like the girls in porn movies do.


     


    When he was empty I gently pulled up his underwear, placed his cock inside and then pulled up his pants.  My mother had always told me to put away my toys when I was done playing with them, so that’s what I did.


     


    “Thank you,” I said after I got to my feet and gave him a kiss.  “I had a great night.  I’m glad you took my cherry.”


     


    “I’m glad too. You were great.”


     


    I gave him another kiss, this time on the cheek.  “I know you’re not looking for anything steady, but if you ever want another booty call, you know where to find me.”  I wasn’t sure he’d be back.  From the way my two girls talked about him, I’m sure he had more than a few t-girls on standby, but that was okay.  I didn’t want anything steady either; I still didn’t know exactly what I wanted.


     


    He left me with a kiss, and then I was alone in the afterglow.  It was so different than how I felt after Scott left.  Scott made me feel dirty and tawdry – like a whore.  Kyle made me feel like a lady.


     


    I stood in my doorway and watched him leave.  I figured we’d meet again, and even if we never made it again, I was still so glad it happened.  He showed me just how good it could be.


                  


     


    So when I woke up the next morning, I felt good, pleased with myself even.  The previous night had been an incredible experience and I was still smiling a little.  There was the pleasant ache in my butt to remind me just how much fun I had.


     


    It had been so much fun the night before, that I didn’t want to get back into guy mode.  So I kept on my wig and boobies.  My wardrobe still wasn’t very big, but I did have a cute little black skirt and a pink t-shirt – just the kind of thing for wearing around the house.  


     


    After breakfast and straightening up my place, I sat down in my living room with a big cup of coffee and called my new friend Raquel.


     


    “Do you feel any different?” she asked.


     


    “I don’t know if I feel that different, but my butt feels way different.  It’s so sore.”


     


    “Poor girl,” she said with mock sympathy.  “After getting fucked by Kyle, most girls are grateful.”


     


    “I didn’t say I wasn’t grateful, just sore.”  I said.  “And thank you.”


     


    “Whatever for?”


     


    “I’m sort of new at this.  On one hand Kyle could have been so taken in by my feminine beauty that he was helpless.”


     


    “Sure,” she said.


     


    “Or maybe somebody put in a good word for me, maybe when you were at the bar getting the drinks with him.  Did you set me up?”


     


    “No,” Raquel said.  “Well not exactly.  He did ask about you, he was already attracted to you.  I may have mentioned this was your first night out and could really use a good fuck.”


     


    “Well, as it turns out, I really did need a good fuck.”  I hadn’t planned on telling her about what Scott had made me do, but somehow it just sort of slipped out, and fifteen minutes later I had told her the whole story.


     


    In guy mode, I never would have told something like to anybody, but I guess I was in the mood for some girl talk.  It seemed so natural to pour my heart out to her.  We may have only met the night before, but I already considered her, and Monique, to be close friends.


     


    “That’s terrible,” she said. 


     


    “It wasn’t that bad.  I mean I felt used after he left, but in some ways it was a wake-up call.  If he hadn’t pushed me like that, I might never have met Kyle, or you and Monique for that matter.


     


    “Well, he’s still an asshole.”


     


    “You’re telling me.  Not only do I have to work for him, but I have to suck his cock too.” 


     


    “You mean you have to do it again?”


     


    “If I want to keep my job.”


     


    “He really is an asshole.”


     


    “Well yeah.  He’s got a nice cock though,” I said trying to look on the bright side.


     


    “Really?” there was a sort of lilt in her voice.  “Big?”


     


    “Big enough.  Big enough for me anyway.  I’m new at this.  I figure if I have to do it, I might was try to enjoy it.”


     


    “Good for you girl.  But if you ever get tired of it and need his legs broken or something let me know.”  She said it so calmly, I thought she was kidding.


     


    I sort of laughed into the phone.  “Good to know.”


     


    Her voice grew a little hard.  “I’m not kidding.  I know a couple of bikers.”


     


    “Thanks.  I’ll keep that in mind.”  Even though I’d never do something like it, it was good to know that I could if I wanted.  It was also good to know there were at least a couple of bikers out there who had a thing for crossdressers.  To me, bikers had always represented a sort of a hyper masculinity.  You know tattoos, beer drinking, and banging busty chicks who had their own tattoos.


     


    At the time, I really couldn’t fathom a big stud of a biker getting the hots for a CD like myself.  Of course that was back then, before I realized that even though I was a crossdresser too, there were so many things that I just didn’t understand.


     


    About twenty minutes after I hung up, my phone rang again and this time it was Monique.  I got to tell her all about my time with Kyle and I even told her about what happened with my boss Scott.  She thought it was terrible also but didn’t offer to break any legs.  I was going to meet her on the following Saturday too. 


     


    Out of all the things that had happened to me during my first two days en femme, one of the highlights was making two friends.  As a guy I really didn’t have many friends, mostly coworkers and acquaintances.  But as a woman, I suddenly had two friends, two close friends who I could bare the heavy secret of being coerced into giving head.  Funny thing, after telling Raquel and Monique, the burden really wasn’t that heavy.  


     


    It did feel so good to unload, and I still had the rest of that Sunday to myself.  So I got a drink and curled up on the couch and turned on the football game.  I guess because of the way I was dressed, I was expected to watch a chick flick on the Lifetime channel.  But even though I was wearing my boobies, I still liked football.  Besides, the guys looked kind of hot in those tight pants.


     


    It was fun watching the game in drag, especially because the Lions won.  It was about five minutes into the post-game show when my phone rang a third time.


     


    I looked at the caller ID and it was him, my boss.  


     


    For a moment, I debated letting it go to voicemail, but I answered anyway.  “Hello.”  I kept my voice flat and pensive.


     


    “Hi,” there was a sort of hesitation in his voice.


     


    I didn’t say anything, I knew what he wanted, but I didn’t have to be easy about it.


     


    “It’s Scott,” he said, as if that explained everything.


     


     


    “You busy?”


     


    I shrugged, but he couldn’t see that over the phone.  “Not really.”


     


    “Could I…you know.  Come over?”


     


    What he really wanted was for me to suck his cock, he didn’t just want to come over.   “I thought you were supposed to give me a day’s notice.”


     


    “I know.  I just thought that maybe I could see you.  Today.”


     


    He actually sounded eager, I guess maybe I was a good cocksucker, better than his wife anyway.  “Well…”  I let my voice trail off, like I was thinking about it.  Truth was, I’d already decided.  I didn’t like Scott as much as I did Kyle, but I thought about last night and feeling the rush of cum hitting my throat.  “Okay, come over,” I said like I was doing him a huge favor.


     


    “Great,” he replied.  “When can I come?”


     


    “Now.  I’m already dressed.”


     


    “Really?  Great!  I’ll be there in 30 minutes.”


     


    “Great,” I said with considerably more enthusiasm than I felt.  It wasn’t that I minded his cock, just him.  But I was used to feigning enthusiasm, he was my boss.  I did that all the time, so did everybody else.  I wondered if he even knew what real enthusiasm sounded like.


     


    He said 30 minutes, but it only took him 25.  That was okay, the sooner he came, the sooner he would go.


     


    After I opened the door, he walked in like he owned the place.  I guess he sort of did, since he had that hold on me.  Well, maybe his cock had a little hold on me too.


     


    “Come on in,” I said after he crossed the threshold.


     


    “Thanks,” He said.  “Got a beer?”


     

  


  
    I did have a beer.  He made a point about telling me his favorite, but I didn’t have it.  “I haven’t had a chance to get to the store, so this will have to do.”  He took it anyway, there were lots of places he could go for a beer, but places where he could get a free blow job were a little rarer. 


     


    “Here you go,” I said as I handed him a bottle.


     


    He took a long pull, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.  “Thanks.”


     


    I kind of shrugged.  Since we both knew what he was there for, I could have gotten right to it and started sucking him right then.  But I wanted him to at least ask.


     


    “I had a great time the other night,” he said after a minute.


     


    I gave him a second shrug, but then smiled a little.  “Me too.”  I wasn’t totally lying; I did sort of have some fun.  I would always remember my first cock.  Plus, he gave me a hundred bucks.  That was fun.


     


    Then I watched as he tried to awkwardly make small talk.  He struggled for a moment or two, but then I let him off the hook.  “Want me to suck your cock?”


     


    The whites of his eyes seemed to grow in shock, but he recovered.  “Sure.”


     


    I didn’t think he was going to say no, so by the time he answered, I was already on my knees and working at his belt.


     


    “You want my cock, don’t you?”  He said.  I could even hear a sort of sneer in his voice.


     


    Well, he was part right.  I did want a cock, just not his.  Had I been given the choice, I much would have rather been sucking Kyle’s cock, but he wasn’t there.  So I closed my eyes, put my hand on Scott and then took him in my mouth and pretended it was Kyle


     


    If I had to go down on Scott, I might as well enjoy myself.  So I did.  By then, I was starting to enjoy giving head.  It was like that line in the movie Zombieland  enjoy the little things.


     


    I must have been getting better at it, because it was only a couple of minutes before I felt the now familiar blast of spunk in my mouth.  I could handle it better this time.  There wasn’t the shock or surprise when I actually took my first load of cum.


     


    But after, there was a sort of moment of awkwardness, at least on his part.  My role was pretty well defined.


     


    “Here,” he said and he handed me a phone.  It was a decent phone, better than the one I had.  I even recognized the brand – it was the one our company used.  He had added a garish phone cover – pink with red hearts – but I was pretty sure it was a company phone.  “So I can get ahold of you.”


     


    Even though I really didn’t want it, I accepted the phone.  Somehow I knew, it wasn’t just a phone, it was a leash.


     


    Things were okay after that, until it was time to go back to work.  I usually dreaded Mondays as a matter of habit, but this particular Monday was the worse one I could remember.  The whole way to work, I was filled with a terrible dread.


     


    There was a churning in the pit of my stomach capped with a knot of angry tension.  I parked my car and slogged to the office, each step taking me closer to what I was sure was to be the worst day of my life.


     


    Each step I took, I was sure somebody was going to call me out for blowing the boss.  But nothing happened, at least for a while.


     


    Most of the morning went by normally.  I checked my e-mail and shuffled some papers, and pretty much forgot about my worries until the staff meeting.


     


    It was supposed to start at 1030, so I got there about five minutes early and my boss was already there.  He was chatting with some of the guys, and I only heard the last half of his story.


     


    “…She swallowed it like she was starving for it.  The best hummer I’ve had in ages.”


     


    Of course I didn’t need to hear the whole story, I knew exactly what happened since I apparently swallowed like I was starving for it.  At least he thought I was good.


     


    It was kind of surreal really.  He was obviously talking about me, right in front of me.  But it was like he was talking about Natasha too, who wasn’t there.


     


    He sort of looked at me as I sat at the table.  Maybe I gave him a look of reproach, or something, because he quickly changed the subject.  “Let’s start the meeting shall we?”  Then he gave me sort of a nod.


     


    I can’t say things worked out, but at least he treated me a little better in the office.  He was still a jerk and an asshole, but he was a little less of one – at least around me.  He still treated other people like crap.


     


    But he still used me, every chance he got.  Sometimes I could tell from the tone of his voice, how it was going to be.  If his voice was light and happy, it could almost be fun.  Almost.


     


    If his voice was flat and joyless, it meant he was angry about something.  These weren’t too bad either.  He just wanted to get off, no small talk or pretending. 


     


    But when his voice was crippled and terse well those were the worst.  This was one of those times.  “I’ll pick you up in two hours.  Dress slutty, you shouldn’t have a problem with that.”


     


    “Okay,” I said.  “Where are we going?”  He’d never taken me anywhere before.  Wherever it was going to be, it wasn’t going to be a fancy dinner.


     


    “Just be ready.”


     


    “Okay.”  By then I really didn’t like the way this was going, but I had to play along.  What choice did I have?


     


    He hung up without a word and I proceeded to dress slutty.  He was right about one thing, that wasn’t a problem.  Most of my clothes were on the risqué side anyway.  When I started crossdressing, I figured what’s the point if you’re going to dress like a frump?  So I leaned towards short hem lines and tight tops that show off my faux boobies.  Since he wanted slutty, I went a little heavy on the make-up just for good measure.


     


    Of course he didn’t come up to the door, just pulled in the driveway and leaned on the horn.  As I got in the car, I asked again, but still didn’t get an answer.  At least it was dark out.


     


    So we drove in silence, not talking at all.  After a short drive, we pulled up in front of a large video store.  Of course it was adult video store; those are about the only video stores left.  I’d actually been in the place a few times.  Of course those times I was dressed way differently.


     


    “Get out and go inside.  I’ll be along in a few minutes.


     


    Not only did I have to go inside, but I had to go in alone.  I wasn’t happy about it, frankly it was unsettling.  It was one thing to go in as a guy – that’s what the place was for.  A porn video store is a place for men.


     


    I wanted to argue, but I held my tongue.  If he knew how uncomfortable I was, he’d probably find a way to make it worse.  He wasn’t the kind of guy who would change his mind anyway.


     


    So I went inside.  It was a huge place, almost like a warehouse.  This wasn’t the cramped video shop tucked away in a side alley; this was almost a supermarket of porn.  There was a section of trashy lingerie – I was a tranny, and even I thought some of the inventory was a little garish.  Then there was a section for magazines, a row of ‘preview booths, and the rest was video.


     


    There wasn’t just video, but a lot of video, neatly arranged by kink and/or fetish.  Of course there were the usual, DPs, facials, with girls with big boobs, girls with small boobs.   There were even fetishes represented that I could not remember even hearing about.


     


    The place had hard cement floors, and each step I took caused my heels to click loudly.  I’d always sort of liked the sound of my heels on the pavement, but this was a little different.


     


    The staccato beat of my stilettos on the floor of seemed very loud, too loud.  When I got my first pair of heels, I remember putting them on in my kitchen and walking back and forth just to hear the sound.  It sounded so sexy, knowing that my heels were making that noise. 


     


    But this was different; I wasn’t alone in my kitchen.  I was walking alone in a trashy video store with hard concrete floors.  Each step I took seemed to echo loudly.  And that noise was like a beacon, letting everybody in the joint know there was a girl in the place.


     


    I’m sure I wasn’t the only girl that had ever been in the place, but I was the only one there at the moment.  And not only was I the only girl in a group of presumably horny men, but I was also dressed like a slut.


     


    “Where the hell was Scott?” I asked myself as I walked through the store.  He had said he’d be a few minutes, and it already felt like it had been way longer than that. I waited and tried to look like I belonged, but given the way I was dressed, I may have looked like I belonged there too well.  With my miniskirt and tight red top, I almost could have passed for one of the DVD cover girls.


     


    As I walked past the stacks of garishly colored DVD covers, I could feel a set of eyes upon me, then another, then yet another.


     


    I really couldn’t blame them; they were horny guys, that’s why they were in the joint in the first place.  And if you’re a horny guy, and you see a woman in a real short skirt, you can’t help but notice – even if she is a   crossdresser.


     


    “Can I help you with something ma’am?”  It was a guy, in his early twenties.  Short hair, like something a Marine would wear, covered his head and he stared at me with earnest blue eyes.


     


    “No thanks, I said quickly.  “I’m just waiting for my boyfriend.”


     


    There was something about his eyes that made me think he doubted my boyfriend story.  I sort of doubted it myself.  A real boyfriend wouldn’t have sent me alone into such a place.


     


    “Okay,” he said with a sort of drawl in his voice.  “Just be careful, a pretty girl like you in this sort of place can attract the wrong element.”


     


    I gave him a smile.  “Okay, I’ll be careful.  Thanks.”


     


    “If any of these guys give you any trouble, give me a yell.”


     


    “Okay,” I said.  It was obvious he was hitting on me, but it was sort of cute how he was trying to play the white knight. He was a complete stranger, but at least he was trying to look out for me – which was more than that bastard out in the car was doing.  “Thank you,” I said and gave him my best smile.


     


    He was sort of cute and had I been all alone, I might have let him hit on me, even do a little more than hit on me.


     


    But instead we parted.  He drifted away, and pretended to be interested in a display of cheap, ugly polyester panties.  For my role, I pretended to be interested in a rack of cheap, ugly lingerie.  


     


    While he looked at the panties, he kept glancing back in my direction.  I guess it was a complement and to tell the truth, I did feel a little safer with him watching me, at least for the moment.


     


    But then I had to wonder what was going to happen next. Obviously, Scott had some sort of plan.  If it was just a matter of blowjob or a quick booty call, he could have done that at my place.  This was something way different.


     


    He finally showed up about fifteen minutes later, my guardian angel saw him arrive, frowned and then drifted away.  


     


    “So what now?” I asked Scott.


     


    “We’re gonna have some fun.”


     


    “What kind of fun?”


     


    “You’ll see,” he said.  I wasn’t sure I liked that.  When we hooked up, he always had fun, me not so much.


     


    Then he took my hand in his, he’d never done that before.  He took my hand gently, like we were going steady or something.  So without a word I followed him.  What else could I do?


     


    He led me down one row and up a second, to the display of sex toys, specifically anal toys.  The place was big enough that anal rated its own section.  I wasn’t exactly a prude, I’d been around a little, but looking at all of those toys with all that variation sort of blew my mind.


     


    It wasn’t just the scope of the anal toys, but the fact that Scott was showing them to me.  It was becoming clear just what his idea of fun was going to be.


     


    “I think you need a butt plug.”


     


    He thought he was so smart, but he was wrong.  I already owned a butt plug, so I needed another butt plug – but he didn’t need to know that.  “Okay,” I said.


     


    “So pick one.”


     


    “Okay,” I said again.  My boss was going to buy me a butt plug, I don’t think they covered that in the employee handbook.  Still, a free butt plug was a free butt plug.


     


    There were a few to choose from, ranging in size from little finger, to fist, to traffic cone.   Decisions, decisions.


     


    I already owned one of the smaller ones, but I definitely wasn’t going to get the oversize one.  There was a purple one that caught my eye, it was sort of thick, but I liked the color.  Plus, it was the most expensive one.  If he was going to make me pick out a butt plug, at least it would cost him.


     


    Then he walked me up to the counter to pay.  As we passed, I could see the guy who chatted me up earlier.  I bet he wouldn’t have made me pick out a butt plug in front of everybody.


     


    “Hey buddy, what’s happening?”  The clerk was smiling at Scott like he was an old friend and he was looking at me like I was some kind of slut.


     


    “Hi Jimmy,” Scott said.  “This is Natasha.”


     


    “Hello,” he said with a sort of sneer in his voice.  “We don’t get a lot of girls like you in here.”  I didn’t know what he meant by that, but it didn’t exactly sound like a complement.


     


    Scott tossed the butt plug on the counter and then threw in a small tube of lube, then he took out his credit card.  What kind of guy puts a butt plug on his AMEX?  “Can she use the bathroom?  She needs to put this in.”


     


    Jimmy sort of sneered a little more, and handed me a key attached to big piece of wood.  “It’s over there,” he said and then pointed to the back of the store.


     


    I wasn’t sure that I signed up for this, but I was already sort of committed.  So like the obedient slut I was supposed to be, I marched over to the bathroom clutching the key in one hand and the brightly colored sex toy in the other.  Again I passed my would-be protector who kept his face blank as I passed, but eyed me closely.  I gave him a smile, and continued on my way.


     


    So there I was, in the dirty bathroom of a porn store, putting in a butt plug.  How romantic.  But what the hell, I wasn’t a nice girl.  Anyway, I was discovering some things about myself.


     


    The plug was packed securely in one of those almost impossible to open packages.  Since I didn’t have a power saw or the jaws of life, I had to make do with a set of clippers and a nail file.  It must have taken fifteen minutes to get the damn thing open.  Well, it was Scott’s turn to wait.


     


    After I managed to break the seal and get it from the package and washed the plug in the sink.  The bathroom wasn’t the cleanest place in the world, but at least they had anti-bacterial soap.  I washed it off, coated it with lube, then sort of bent over the sink.


     


    I pushed it in slowly, it was a lot thicker than the one I had at home, so it didn’t go in easily.  It didn’t exactly hurt, but it didn’t exactly not hurt either.  I pushed carefully and tried to relax.  After a moment, my hole began to surrender and the plug slid home.


     


    Once it was in, I had to just sort of let my ass got used to it.  It did, it started as an ache, but then sort of transformed into a pleasant fullness.  I wasn’t as good as Kyle’s cock, but it felt kind of good.


     


    It felt so good, that my cock immediately turned to tungsten.  It took a couple of minutes for me to pull up my panties and sort of tuck things down.  Even so, it still sort of bulged out, even underneath the tight thong and pantyhose.  


     


    Walking into the bathroom was a lot easier than walking out.  With my cock pushing at one side and the butt plug stressing the other side, I had to tread carefully.  My heels were clicking loudly and it seemed that more people were looking.  It was like the word was out and everybody in the place had been briefed that a slut was in the bathroom installing a butt plug.


     


    From the look on Scott’s face, I could see he was happy at my predicament.  He was actually grinning and so was the guy behind the counter.  “Does it fit?” Scott asked.


     


    “Not really,” I said.  It’s a little tight.”


     


    “You’ll get used to it,” he said, as if he knew.  Well maybe he did.               He took a look at my crotch then turned back to his buddy behind the counter.  “We’re gonna need a preview room.”


     


    He pushed some kind of button behind the counter.  “Use room nine.”


     


    “Is that the one with the…?”


     


    “Yeah, that good, or you want another?”


     


    Scott took a long look at me, sort of a leer, sort of like that look he gave me when he first saw me dressed up.  “No, that would be perfect.”


     


    Then without a word, he took my hand and led me to the video booths.  As we neared room nine, I could hear the muffled moans and cries of various porn videos playing behind closed doors.


     


    When we got to the ninth booth, he opened it for me and I went inside.  The smell of pine cleaner was strong, but at least the floor was dry.  I had a feeling I was going to need it.


     


    After he closed the door, he put a twenty in the cash slot next to the screen, and I knew we were going to be there for a while. He began to click through the videos.  The first one was a busty blonde with a large dildo up her smooth round ass. He clicked forward through the channels. There was variation after variation, oral, anal, girl on girl, two guys on a girl, three guys on a girl, two girls on one guy, even guy on guy porn.


     


    Scott kept clicking until he found a video of one girl on her knees surrounded by about four different guys. Apparently, she had already got one guy off because there was a glob of cum dripping down her right cheek. She didn’t seem to care, because her eyes were closed in pleasure as she went from one cock to another with obvious joy.


     


    From the way his pants were getting tight, I could tell that Scott was getting very turned on. I was too, but I didn’t tell him that.  Of course I didn’t have to tell him anyway, he didn’t care.


     


    After about five minutes of watching the guys on the screen getting their cocks sucked, Scott must have thought it was his turn.  Without even saying a word or looking at me, he just unbuckled his pants and took out his cock.


     


    I’d been to that place before, but never in the role I was playing. The whole scene was getting me hot too.  Even though Scott wasn’t my favorite person in the world, I was starting to enjoy giving head. That was my own little revenge. He probably thought he was putting me through an ordeal.  It was that way at first, but the more I discovered about my sexuality, the more I began to warm to the idea of having his cock in my mouth.


     


    So, he didn’t need to say anything to get me on my knees, and I didn’t need to say anything either.  Like a good little slut, I just lowered myself to my knees and took his cock between my lips.


     


    He did have a nice cock.  It wasn’t too small or too big.  It seemed huge at first because it was the first one I had ever had.  Since then, I’d learned a little bit, I’d had bigger ones and smaller ones.  Frankly, there was something in him that I was growing to like – well at least a little bit. 


     


    As I sucked, I began to enjoy myself even more.  Maybe it was the fact that out of all the people in the place, I was the only girl.  Scott may have been my boss, but at least at that moment, I had some power.  It was my mouth that was giving him so much pleasure.


     


    I snuck a peek at the video screen and the girl was still sucking with gleefully.  I was doing the same, taking him deep into my mouth, then pulling it out and licking the head.


     


    Scott was starting to moan loudly, his cries were way louder than any noises coming from the video.  He was so loud that anybody in the area would know he was getting a blow job.  Not only that, but since I was the only chick in the place, everybody would know that it was me doing the blowing.


     


    The very idea should have embarrassed me, but to my surprise, it turned me on even more.  It made me feel sort of like a porn starlet.  Even though I wasn’t a real woman, I bet more than a few guys would have eagerly traded places with Scott.  In a way, that sort of did make me a porn star.


     


    I supposed nice girls don’t get turned on by pretending to be a porn star, but I wasn’t nice – I wasn’t even a real girl – and I was way turned on.


     


    Then I heard something stranger.  The place had a pubic address system, and I heard, “Booth Nine is in use.”  What the hell did that mean?  Sure we were using that booth, but we weren’t the only ones in a booth and I don’t recall that being announced that the other booths were in use.  What was so special about Booth Nine?


     


    Then I figured it out; I was what was so special about the booth. As it turned out, I was only half right.


     


    Scott ran his fingers through my hair, then sort of grabbed my head and did that annoying head pushing thing.  I opened wide and took him all the way into mouth, by now I was getting pretty good at taking it all – especially his since there wasn’t that much to swallow.  I’d had bigger.


     


    As much as I hated when he tried to impale me on his cock, I accepted it.  It was a guy thing, something I may have even done once or twice while in guy mode.  I think I may have even gagged a little bit, just for the drama.


     


    After that, it didn’t take long.  His balls seemed to contract a little and his fingers tensed in my hair.  Then he came. By now I was used to his taste and texture.  It wasn’t bad really.  I guess because it was the first cum I’d ever tasted, it would always be the sort of special – in a weird kind of way.


     


    He must have pumped four or five big spurts into my mouth and I swallowed him down quickly.  I kept him in my mouth for a minute after, to make sure he was done, then he put his cock back in his pants, and pointed to the wall behind him.


     


    There, growing out of the wall like some erotic cactus was a big hard cock.  For a moment, I sort of had to do a double take.  It wasn’t one of those, ‘you don’t see that every day,’ kind of things.  It was actually one of those things I’d never seen.


     


    Then I noticed the hole in the wall – a glory hole.  I’d seen glory holes before, and of course I’d seen cocks.  But I’d never actually seen a cock coming out of a glory hole.  But there was one, right in front of me.  That was what was special about Booth Nine.


     


    I was at least half right.  The glory hole made the booth special, but I was there to suck it, and that made it special too.  


     


    It was pretty clear to me that Scott knew exactly what was special about Booth Nine.  He fully expected me to suck that strange cock.  I guess I could have stormed out of the joint and somehow found my way home.  I was pretty sure I had enough money for cab fare home.  But then I took a second look at the cock sticking out of the wall.  It looked pretty good, hard and ready.


     


    If Scott wanted me to suck a cock, I was going to do it, but I was going to enjoy it.  So I reached for it, and took it gently in my hand grasped it.  Not only did it look hard, it felt hard, way harder than Scott ever was.  It was like a crowbar covered with soft cock flesh. Even as I touched it, it seemed to grow even harder.


     


    Then, with Scott looking at me the way a cat watches a mouse, I took that stranger’s cock into my mouth and began to suck and lick it.


     


    It was the first time I’d ever sucked a cock in front of somebody else.  If I felt a little bit like a porn star when somebody could hear me giving head; doing so with an audience really made me feel it.


     


    It wasn’t even that long ago that I was giving my first blow job, now I was sucking like a pro and having somebody watching me.


     


    Since Scott sort of pushed me into this, I wanted to give him a show, give him more than a show really.  If he was going to make me suck a strange cock, I was going to do it with obvious pleasure.  


     


    Right away, I took his cock and began to worship it.  Sucking and slobbering over that dick like it was the best cock ever.  The more I sucked, the more I enjoyed it.  It was somehow more than just giving head, I was attacking it with joyful abandon.  I was even moaning, just to let Scott – and whoever owned the mystery cock - know just how much I was enjoying myself.


     


    Between gulps, I took a look at Scott and thought I detected a note of jealousy in his face because I was enjoying the stranger more than I ever enjoyed him.  Too bad, too fucking bad.  This was his idea, but I was going to make the most of it.


     


    Maybe it was a little ironic, as much as I really didn’t like Scott, he was responsible for me having such a good time.


     


    It didn’t take long, I’d only had the second cock in my mouth for about five minutes before I felt the first hot jets of cum shooting into my hungry mouth.  I moaned even louder, showing Scott just how much I was enjoying the flavor.  Just to drive home the point, I took the cock out of my mouth, smiled up at Scott and then licked my lips in pleasure.


     


    Like a rabbit going down a hole, the cock disappeared, but a second one took its place.  This one was way bigger, and black too.  I’d never had a black cock, but then again I’d never given head in an adult video store either.  It was a night for firsts.


     


    So I gave my boss another wicked smile, then plunged that black meat into my hungry mouth. It really didn’t taste any different than the white one I’d just sucked.  I don’t know what I expected, cock was cock, skin was skin.  It was just like the other one only darker and bigger.  When compared to Scott’s, it was a lot bigger.


     


    Even though it wasn’t that much different than any other cock I’d sucked, there was a sort of taboo quality about what I was doing.  Of course given all of the other things I’d done, trying a black guy was just another thing to check off on my bucket list.


     


    As I worked on his meat, I tried to picture who I was actually sucking.  But I didn’t remember seeing any black guys when I was picking out my butt plug.  Then I wondered just how many guys were in the place.  When I came in, I only saw about five or six guys, but there was no telling how many guys there might be now.  I guess the only way to find out was to keep sucking.


     


    In the end, the black cock didn’t taste much different than anybody else’s cock.  It did taste a little different; they all taste a little bit different.  His cum was a little different too, and there was a lot more of it, at least compared to Scott’s.


     


    I was just cleaning up the last drops of cum from the black cock, the door opened and two more guys came in, one was my would be rescuer and another guy, older and balding.


     


    My rescuer looked down at me, and I gave him a smile.  I was glad to see him, if anybody in the place deserved a blow job, it was him.  From the bulge in his pants, he was glad to see me too.  But he sort of looked away when I smiled at him, like he was embarrassed somehow.  Funny, I was the one on my knees with cum on my lips, and he was the one who was embarrassed. 


     


    “I was hoping to see you,” I said.  “I appreciate you watching out for me out there.  Let me suck your cock.”


     


    He sort of stammered something I couldn’t quite understand.  He was so nervous, it was kind of cute.


     


    “Please,” I said.  Before he could answer, I reached for his belt and pulled him to me.


     


    “You can suck my cock anytime baby,” the other guy said.


     


    “You’ll get your turn,” I said, then turned my attention back to my friend.  “What’s your name?”


     


    “Randy,” he said, his voice almost cracked with tension.


     


    “Well Randy, are you going to let me your cock?”


     


    “Uh sure.” I didn’t expect him to say no.  Even though I was pretty new at giving head, I knew that men with hard cocks rarely say no to a blow job.


     


    While he watched, I loosened his belt, then let his pants fall to the floor and freed his cock. Then with Scott, and the other guy watching, I started to suck my fourth cock of the evening.


     


    There were two fresh cocks in the room, but for the moment, I was only interested in one, Randy’s.  Even though I was dressed like a slut, he took the time to treat me like a lady.  He deserved a little attention.  He deserved a lot of attention.


     


    So with Scott and some other guy watching, I treated Randy to five full minutes of the blow job of his life.  While he watched, the stranger took out his cock and started stroking it.


     


    Part of me wanted to just concentrate on Randy’s cock, but I just couldn’t ignore that second cock.  It had always been a secret fantasy to suck two cocks at the same time.  So I kept one hand on Randy, and gently grabbed the other one and brought it to my mouth.


     


    It was so decadent; it was such a naughty thrill to be able to take one cock right after another.  Doing it like that, sucking two different cocks only seconds apart, I was able to appreciate the differences between them. 


     


    It was like a wine tasting.  If you drink a glass of wine one day, and a second glass the second day, they might not taste that different.  But if you go to a wine tasting, you can taste the nuance.  


     


    Of course I wasn’t at a wine tasting, I was at a cock tasting.  Randy tasted different than the balding stranger.  Not better or worse, just different.


     


    Cock varied in more than just taste and texture.  Randy was a little bigger than the other guy, but the other guy had considerably less pubic hair.


     


    The other difference was stamina.  I’d only had the other cock in my mouth for…well for not very long before I felt the hot rush of his spunk spewing into me.  It was so surreal, feeling the funky flavor of hot cum washing over my tongue while I was holding a completely different cock in my other hand.


                  I made sure to suck away the last drops of spunk, then I was free to ignore him and turn my full attention back to Randy.  If he was concerned about putting his cock in a mouth that just had a load of another man’s cum dumped inside, he didn’t say anything.


     


    As much fun as it was to have two cocks to play with at once, it was nice to be able to just concentrate on one.  So, with my full attention focused on Randy’s cock, I was able to get right down to business.  


     


    Randy lasted longer than the other guy, but he couldn’t last too much longer.  By then I was pretty confident in my ability to give head, so I didn’t think Randy could put it off for long.  I was right.  Only a couple of minutes later – well maybe more than a couple  – it happened. 


     


    Some words sort of spilled out of his mouth, but I couldn’t tell exactly what he was trying to say.  I guess it really didn’t matter, because once I began to taste his cum, he stopped talking at all and just sort of grunted as he fed me a mouthful after mouthful.


     


    I don’t know if it was his age, his diet, or just one of those things.  But Randy pumped an astonishing amount of cum down my throat.  He was like one of those porn stars in a cumshot video.


     


    After that, things got a little blurry.  It was cock after cock, sometimes one at a time, and sometimes in pairs.  As incredible as it was, I can’t remember how many cocks I sucked that night – how slutty is that?


     


    On the way home, I settled back in the seat of Scott’s car.  My mouth was pleasantly sore and filled with the flavor of an untold number of orgasms.  I looked across at my boss and he looked at me, there was a trace of something on his face.  Perhaps it was disgust at me for sucking so many cocks, or awe for doing the same thing.  Maybe it was a combination of both.


     


    After that night, things began to get relatively routine.  Scott would call me up three times a week – Tuesday, Thursday and Sunday usually.  He’d come over, I’d suck him off, and he’d even throw me a couple of bucks every now and them.


     


    Since things were pretty predictable with Scott, I had plenty of time to explore more of my girl side.


     


    It was a Friday, end of the work week and I was sharing a drink with Monique and Raquel.  “Wow,” I said suddenly.  “It’s been six months.”


     


    “Six months since what?” Raquel asked.


     


    “Six months since my first time here.”


     


    “I remember,” Monique added.  “You looked a little scared when you walked in, but had a big smile on your face when you left.  I’m sure Kyle gave you a lot to smile about that night.”


     


    Her talk of my smile brought one back to my face.  It was a wonderful night and there had been a few of them since.  


     


    “You’re not the same,” Raquel said.  “You were a scared little tranny then, now you’re a woman.”


     


    The tone of her voice was flat and very matter of fact, but to me is sounded like music.  What a complement, I practically gushed.  “Really, you think so?”


     


    The two girls sort of rolled their eyes and Raquel continued.  “Well girl, Monique and I don’t hang with just anybody.  You’re a woman now.”  Then she lowered her voice.  “He thinks so too.”


     


    She turned her head and I followed her gaze to the guy at the end of the bar.  That’s when I saw Jerry.  Even in the dim light of the bar, I could see he was handsome.  Dark curly hair framed his head.  His eyes were deep and appeared to be looking right at me. 


     


    For a minute, I kept his gaze, then looked away quickly.  But then I looked back, and he was still looking.  But it wasn’t like he was looking at me, it was like he was looking deep inside of me – like a CATSCAN.


     


    This time, I couldn’t look away.  His eyes were like magnets and all I could do was smile at him, and to my joy, he smiled back.


     


    It was then I felt an elbow in my ribs.  “He’s checking you out,” Monique said.  “Move your pretty ass before he gets away.”


     


    Before I could say anything, she elbowed me again and literally pushed me off the barstool.


     


    While that was happening, Raquel was waving at the guy, then pointing at me.


     


    What could I do? I was already standing and I felt one of the girls give me a soft smack on the bottom to get me moving.


     


    So I walked over towards him and as I got closer, he began to smile.  I tried to keep cool, like I was just strolling through the park or something.


     


    “Hi,” I said.  “Sorry to bother you.  My girlfriends sort of pushed me over here.”


     


    “Well, I’m glad they did.  You’re very beautiful.”


     


    I’m sure those words made me blush.  I simply wasn’t used to being called beautiful, I liked it, but I wasn’t used to it.  “Thank you.”


     


    “So, could I buy you a drink?”


     


    “I’d like that.  A cosmo maybe?”


     


    He sort of waved to the bartender and then got me a drink and a new one for himself.  It was scotch I think.


     


    We were quiet while the drinks were mixed and paid for.  Once that was complete, he raised his drink to me and we touched glasses.  “To a beautiful woman.”


     


    “Thank you,” I said.  “I’m Natasha.” 


     


    “It’s so nice to meet you Natasha.  I’m Jerry.”  Then he put out his hand for me to shake.


     


    Again, I probably blushed again, so I took a large sip, then another.  After a few sips, I began to calm down.  I wasn’t exactly new to this.  I met Kyle my first night out and there had been a few others since then.  


     


    I sort of knew what was going to happen.  We’d drink and chat a little.  Some small talk and then by the end of the first drink, I’d feel a tentative hand on my leg, and then things would heat up from there.


     


    But I was wrong.  I wasn’t quite sure how it happened, but we weren’t making small talk – we were having an actual conversation.  I was telling him all kinds of things, and he was actually listening.  I was so engrossed in our talk, I didn’t realize how late it was getting and the fact he didn’t really try to put any moves on me.  It was kind of disappointing.


     


    “Listen,” he said as he put his drink on the bar, then put his hand on mine.  “I know we just met, but I was wondering…”


     


    “Now we were moving in the right direction,” I thought to myself. 


     


    “Would you like to go out with me sometime?”


     


    “Like a date?”  I was expecting him to ask me to his place.  Not out on a date.  


     


    “Well, not like a date.  An actual date.  You know, dinner, a movie, something like that.”


     


    “A date?”  It really wasn’t sinking in.


     


    Jerry laughed a little and he had a nice laugh.  It was good to hear him laugh.  “Yes, will you go out with me?”


     


    “I’d love to.”


     


    “Great.  Maybe next Friday?   How does Italian sound?”


     


    “It sounds wonderful,” I said, then the thought really hit me.  A date, an actual date with an actual man, sounded both wonderful and terrifying.  Drinking and flirting in a gay bar was easy, going out with a guy in the straight world was more than a little scary.


    
Masquerade was a friendly venue.  It was a tranny bar and everybody there knew who was what.  Going out into the straight world with a man was downright scary.  I kept thinking of a way to call if off, but I couldn’t think of a good reason that wouldn’t sound like I was chickening out.  Besides, when I thought about the hopeful look on Jerry’s face, I knew I couldn’t let him down.


     


    “I’m scared,” I said to Monique on the telephone.  “I’ve never been on a date before.”


     


    “Nonsense,” she said.  “You’ve been on a date.”


     


    “Well,” I sort of stammered.  “My other self has been on a date, but not my girl self.”


     


    “Girl, you’ve been with guys.  You’ve sucked them off, and let them fuck you in the ass, but dinner is scary?”


     


    “I know it sounds silly.  But I don’t know what to do.”


     


    Even though I couldn’t see her over the phone, I could imagine her shaking her head in bemusement.  “He’s the guy, he asked you out.  The pressure is on him, it’s up to him to impress you.  All you have to do is look pretty and decide if you want to let him fuck him.   I’m guessing you’re going to say yes.”


     


    “Well, probably,” I said.  “I’m not worried about that part.  I like that part, I’m good at that part.  It’s the date part I’m worried about.


     


    “You’ll do fine.”


     


    As it turned out, she was right.


     


    He was supposed to pick me up at 7:30 that meant I had to sort of rush to get ready in time.  It usually took me almost two hours to get everything ready, but this time I hand to move faster.


     


    So I rushed home from work, jumped in the shower and began my routine.  I was moving fast, sort of in the zone and then I had a sudden sense of déjà vu.  It was only a few short months ago that I was getting dressed for my very first time out, and now I was going out again, but on a real date.


     


    I was scared before, and I was nervous this time too.  So once my foundation and blush was on, but before I did my lipstick, I had a glass of wine.


     


    By 7:25, I was as ready as I was going to be.  I was staring at my reflection in my mirror and wondering if I picked out the right outfit.  My dress was clingy in all of the right spots and came to just above mid-thigh.  It was short enough to keep him interested, but not too short.  But still, I had another dress I was thinking about, but it was way too late to change.  I wondered if genetic women went through these same kinds of fashion contortions before a big date.


     


    Then the bell rang, it wasn’t the rude pounding of that fateful night, but the doorbell.  I hurried, as fast as my heels would take me and there he was.  “You look wonderful,” he said.


     


    It was probably guy 101, when you go on a date, you always complement the woman on her appearance.  I had said the same thing myself.  But there was something in the tone of his voice and the look in his eye that told me he really meant it.


     


    “You look good too,” I said.  I meant it too.  He was dressed simply, khaki pants, a dark Armani polo shirt with a casual sport coat. 


     


    “Thank you,” he said then he took my hand and led me to his car.  Like a gentlemen, he even opened the passenger door for me.  I knew he was being nice, but it was sort of a double edged sword.  On one hand, I loved that he was being so thoughtful, but on the other hand, it was very hard to slip into the car wearing a short dress without showing my panties.


     


    Somehow I managed.  He was going to see them eventually, but I figured we should at least let the date get started before showing him the goods.  So I sat primly in the car, nestled in the leather seats and kind of liking the way the seatbelt accented the curves of my faux boobs.  


     


    “I’m a little nervous,” I said because I couldn’t think of anything else to say, and it was true. 


     


    “Me too,” he said.  “I guess we can be nervous together.”


     


    That sounded nice and sort of took off the pressure.  Until then, I just thought about how scary it was to be going out en femme.  But then I realized he was probably going through the same thing.  If I was afraid of being made as a t-girl, he had to be worried about his date being made as a t-girl.


     


    When I thought about i, he may have had it worse than me.  He was expected to show me a good time, and to do so while dealing my gender issues.  Then I smiled, because I suddenly realized that if he was willing to go through all of that for me, he must really be interested.


     


    Somehow, that realization made everything better.  Instead of worrying about things, I decided to just have a nice time.  So I settled back into the seat smiled at Jerry as he drove through the night.


     


    It wasn’t my first time in a car with a guy, but it was my first time with a guy going someplace for something other than sex.  Of course sex was probably in the offering, but it wasn’t all we were going to do.  “So where are you taking me?”


     


    “This small Italian place.  I hope you like it, it’s my favorite.”


     


    “Sounds wonderful,” I said.  It did sound wonderful, not because I liked Italian food, who doesn’t?  What made it wonderful was it was his favorite place, and he was sharing it with me.  


     


    We got there about fifteen minutes later, and it didn’t look that special.  It was just a place in strip mall, between a drug store and a discount shoe store.  “I know it doesn’t look like much,” he said as if he could read my mind.  “But I really like the food and I hope you do to.”


     


    By the time we got to the door, he was holding my hand and I felt so happy.  I didn’t just feel like a woman, I felt like a lady.


     


    The place didn’t look like much from the outside, but the inside was much better.  It was done up in the classic motif.  The place was lit with soft light, accentuated with candles stuck in old Chianti bottles on top of red and white checkered tablecloths.  It was the kind of place that Michael Corleone could make his bones at.


     


    Right after we walked inside, we were greeted by a slightly chubby Italian woman.  “Mr. Jerry,” she said with genuine pleasure in her voice.  “It’s so good to see you here and with such a beautiful woman.”


     


    “Antonia, this is Natasha.”


     


    Antonia grabbed my hand and then kissed me on the cheek.  “Welcome, welcome.”  She was an older woman, slightly overweight, but the extra pounds on her were in all of the right places.  I could tell she used to be a knockout in her younger days and could still turn more than a few heads.  The fact that such a woman would call me beautiful gave me such a warm glow.


     


    If she knew I was a t-girl, she didn’t care.  She treated me like someone of her own sex.


     


    “Come, come,” she said as she scanned the restaurant.  She considered the available tables, and then led us to a table right near the front.  It looked like the best one in the house.  She sat us down but didn’t give us menus.


     


    She waved at a waiter and said something in Italian.  They talked for a moment, then she looked at Jerry, then he looked at me.  “Is there anything you don’t like?”


     


    “I’m not crazy about anchovies,” I said, still a little unsure about what was happening.


     


    “Okay, no anchovies,” Antonia said to the waiter and they talked some more in rapid fire Italian.  Then she went into the kitchen, and the waiter trundled off and returned with a bottle of wine and poured us both a glass, then he disappeared again.


     


    Now that we were alone, he raised his wine and we touched glasses.  “Here’s to our first date.”


     


    I liked the way that sounded.  A first date implied a second.  “Well, I’m having a wonderful time and we just got here.”


     


    “You made quite an impression on Antonia.  She likes you.”


     


    “What are we having?”


     


    “I have no idea.  It should be pretty good.  I think she’s doing something special for you.  I think she wants to impress you, actually she wants me to impress you.”


     


    “Obviously she knows you.  Do you come here a lot?”


     


    “Some, she’s a former client.  I’m a lawyer and helped her in a dispute.  Feel free to tell any lawyer jokes you know, I’ve probably heard it.”


     


    I actually thought it was kind of cool that he was a lawyer and kind of cool that he didn’t mention it until now.  The other cool thing was Antonia was apparently very happy with him, so he obviously wasn’t one of those lawyers who screw their clients.


     


    There was a quiet moment, the waiter was someplace and Antonia was in the kitchen and Jerry was staring right through me.


     


    “You do know I’m a crossdresser, right?  The words just kind of slipped out, but I’m glad they did.  There was something about the way he was treating me that raised the possibility that he somehow didn’t know.


     


    Let’s face it, girls like me are a sort of anomaly, and not to everybody’s taste.  Because of this, some guys may have a sexual thing for the transgender, but may be leery of taking us out in public.  Like we’re okay in to be with in a gay bar or a hotel room, but not in a restaurant.


     


    Not only was he taking me out in public, but he was sharing his favorite place with me and introducing me to his friends.


     


    Instead of answering me right away, he took my hand in his.  “Of course I know.  Why would you ask that?”


     


    “Well, you’re being so sweet and I didn’t want there to be any misunderstanding.  Besides, you don’t treat me like a…”  I whispered, “Crossdresser.”


     


    “That’s because to me, you’re a lady and I’ll always treat you as such.”


     


    I think I squeezed his hand a bit too tightly, but those words made me so happy.  I liked it when guys thought of me sexually, but I loved it when guys thought of me as a lady.


     


    “I wish I could take your picture right now.  You have the most incredible smile on your face.”


     


    I handed him my phone, “Go ahead.”


     


    He fumbled with it for a moment, then it flashed.


     


    “Please,” the waiter said.  “A picture of one is so lonely.  Both of you.  Allow me.”  He took the camera and Jerry sidled up next to me, and the camera flashed again.  Then he refilled our wine glasses and was gone.


     


    I couldn’t wait to see, so I immediately looked, and then showed it to him.  “We make a cute couple,” he said.


     


    “We do,” I  said.  “Tell me your number.  I’ll send you a copy.”  He gave me the numbers, and I punched them in and sent away the picture.  Our picture.


     


    “That was just an elaborate plan for me to get your number.  Now I can stalk you.”


     


    “Maybe this was just an elaborate plan on my part to get your number,” he replied.


     


    “I think you already have my number.  My address too.  You picked me up.”


     


    “Well,” he said sheepishly.  “I didn’t say it was a well thought out plan.”


     


    Then the food started to come.  Before that night, I thought I knew something about Italian food.  But the stuff that Antonia brought out of her kitchen was something I’d never really experienced.  It wasn’t like eating in a suburban strip mall, we could have been in Rome or Naples.


     


    Everything about that dinner was perfect.  It was like eating in the middle of a romance novel.


     


    Maybe it was the food, or maybe the company, or most likely a combination of the two.  But whatever the reason, I was simply aglow.


     


    By the time the espresso came, I felt almost drunk.  It wasn’t the wine, I’d only had two glasses, it was everything.


     


    “I shouldn’t drink this,” he said.  “I love espresso, but it will keep me up all night.”


     


    “I hope so,” I said.  Then he was hooked.  At least I hoped so.


     


    We sipped our coffee in silence.  Since it was a first date, silences like this were supposed to be awkward, but it didn’t seem that way.  


     


    There was something almost magical about the scene, the warm flicker from the candles, the soft background music, the aroma of food wafting from the kitchen, the rich taste of espresso, and most importantly the look of Jerry’s face as he looked into my eyes.


     


    But then the spell began to break.  Across the room, waiters were beginning to prepare to shut down as the night grew to close.  The night had passed like a fleeting breeze, one moment there, and another gone.


     


    “This has been a fabulous evening,” he said.


     


    “Well,” I smiled.  “Perhaps we could go someplace for a nightcap.”  I almost felt silly saying it.  It sounded like something they’d say on Mad Men.


     


    “We could go to my place,” he suggested.  “It’s not far.” 


     


    Twenty five minutes later, he was holding my hand in the elevator on the way to his apartment.  It was a nice building, with lots of polished brass and dark wood paneling.  It looked a lot nicer than my place, but the company made it even nicer.


     


    The elevator door opened and we went inside.  Suddenly alone, I couldn’t help myself, so I leaned into him and kissed him firmly on the mouth


     


    His eyes opened in surprise, but his mouth opened too and soon our tongues were touching.  Technically, the girl was supposed to wait for the guy to kiss her.  But that was okay, technically I wasn’t a girl.


     


    And from Jerry’s reaction, he didn’t seem to care.  He kissed me back hard, and electricity seemed to crackle between us.


     


    Then there was a soft bell, and the door opened and an older couple was waiting.  A crimson wash of embarrassment washed over my face, but the woman smiled and put me at ease.  


     


    She gave her husband a playful jab with her elbow, “Why don’t you kiss me like that?”


     


    “If you looked like she does, I would,” he snapped back.  The words were harsh, but I could tell they were delivered with real affection and humor.


     


    Then Jerry led me into the hallway and the couple stepped in the car and made their way down.  With our temporary audience gone we hurried to his door and we went inside.


     


    I wanted to kiss him again.  If he would have let me, I would have dropped to my knees and blew him the momment we got inside.  But Jerry had other ideas.  He had promised me a drink and I was going to get one.


     


    Though I was a little anxious to get down to business, Jerry didn’t want to rush things.  That was kind of nice actually.


     


    He led me to the couch and sat me down and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek.  “Would you care for a scotch?”


     


    “Yes, I’d love one.”  I wasn’t a huge scotch drinker, but I did like it.  Frankly most of the good stuff was a little out of my price range. 


     


    “Great just relax, I’ll be back in a minute.”


     


    While he disappeared into the kitchen, I took a quick scan of his apartment.  It was nice enough sure, and tidy, though not obsessively so.  Most of all it was comfortable.  The couch I was sitting on was soft and plush.


     


    When Jerry came back into the room, he was carrying two glasses of amber liquid in thick square glasses, each with a single ice cube.  He handed me mine, we touched glasses and we drank.  


     


    It tasted like spicy smoke, smooth and complex, something I’d never tasted before.  “This is incredible.”


     


    “I’m glad you like it.”


     


    “What is it?”


     


    “It’s Johnny Walker Blue.”


     


    I took another careful sip.  “Wow, it’s delicious.  But isn’t this terribly expensive?”


     


    Jerry sort of shrugged.  “That’s why I save it for special occasions.”


     


    I took another sip, a tiny one this time.  The scotch was delicious, but the fact that he considered me special enough to share it with me, made it taste all that much better.


     


    He settled in on the couch next to me and together we drank.  He grabbed his TV remote and turned it to a music channel.  He flipped around for a minute, found some soft jazz, then set it down on the coffee table.


     


    We drank a little more, then I put my glass next to the remote and waited for him to kiss me.  I didn’t have to wait for very long.  He put his drink down, then he leaned towards me and it happened.


     


    Our first kiss in the elevator was undeniably hot, but our second kiss curled my toes.  It was only our mouths touching, but it somehow felt like he was kissing every part of me.


     


    He tasted of scotch and smelled like a man.  He was only wearing a little bit of cologne, just enough to suggest that he was wearing something, but not overpowering.  “What kind of cologne is that?”


     


    “It’s Cool Water.  Do you like it?”


     


    “I love it,” I said, then filed that tidbit of information away, in case I had the opportunity to buy it for him somebody.  Boy, was I getting ahead of myself, we had just kissed and I was already thinking about buying him presents.


     


    So instead of thinking about the distant future, I started thinking about the immediate future – like the rest of the evening.   I kissed him, kissed him firmly and pressed myself against him, like I was a steam iron.


     


    Until that moment, I had sort of held myself in check, keeping my decorum like an actual lady.  But I couldn’t put it off any longer; I had urges, needs that required attention.


     


    I had an inner slut.  Kyle, and even my boss Scott, had showed her to me.  Jerry didn’t seem to be very interested in that part of me; he actually seemed interested in me – all of me.


     


    Hopefully, even though he didn’t seem to be in a huge hurry to meet that inner slut, I figured he wouldn’t mind either.


     


    But then doubts crept in.  Was I going too fast?  Would I scare him off?  Was I too slutty?


     


    Fortunately, I was able to ignore them.  Instead of succumbing to uncertainty, I just pressed myself harder against him and kissed him even harder.


     


    It was then I felt him change.  Until that moment, he’d been the perfect gentlemen, but then I could feel the animal within straining to get out.  He kissed me back, hard and urgent with the wet heat of his mouth enveloping me like a hot summer wind.


     


    His hands were on me, on my thighs, on my waist, and then on my breasts.  He gently squeezed them and although I couldn’t actually feel his firm but gentle touch, the thought that he wanted to touch me that way made me feel closer to womanhood.


     


    Something else was happening also.  There was a pressure against my thigh; he was growing hard, hard because of me.


     


    I reached for him.  Since he was grabbing my boobs, I felt that gave me permission to touch him.  When a guy looks at a girl, he has a pretty good idea what he’s getting – at least in the boob and butt department.  But when a girl looks at a guy, unless he’s wearing a banana sling bathing suit, she doesn’t know what she’s getting.


     


    So I didn’t know what I was getting and at that point, I didn’t care that much.  It was the guy I was falling for, not the package.   Some of the t-girls I chatted with online were all about size, but it didn’t make that much of a difference to me. 


     


    When my hand rested on his crotch and gently squeezed, I was pleasantly surprised.  He was already fully hard and substantial.  I couldn’t tell exactly how big he was, but there was enough there that I knew he was going to make me a very happy woman. 


     


    My plan was just to give it a quick squeeze to kind of give me an idea of what I was in for.  But once I got my hands on it, I really didn’t want to let it go.  It seemed to grow and grow in my hand and getting bigger and bigger by the second.


     


    With him in my hand, I began to sort of gently pump it.  I didn’t plan to do it, it was sort of like reflex.  The pressure on his crotch seemed to encourage him because it seemed like he was grabbing my boobs a little harder.  That was okay with me, I liked the feeling.


     


    While I stroked him he moaned softly, I could tell he was trying to keep it to himself, but I guess he couldn’t help it.


     


    There was sort of a decision point.  As much as I wanted him, part of me was telling me to slow down and let him set the pace.  I didn’t want to rush and scare him away.  


     


    But then I realized, I was thinking like a woman, which made some kind of sense.  I dressed like a woman and wanted to be taken as a women, so thinking that way was perhaps part of my outfit.


     


    Still, underneath the panties, I was still a guy and that made me think what a guy would want and that answer was pretty simple.


     


    With my lips still locked on his, I started to unbutton his shirt.  His chest was firm and sexy.  He obviously wasn’t a swimmer or marathon runner, but he was in excellent shape.  Sure there was a little extra here and there but there was some muscle there also.  I was still relatively new to being with guys, but I was starting to appreciate a chiseled chest and firm abs.


     


    So I lingered a little on his torso, but the thing I was really interested in was still secreted away.  Luckily, I was getting a little better at working a belt from the other side and I quickly breached that obstacle.  All that was left was a button, a zipper and the thin cotton of his boxer shorts.


     


    If I was pleasantly surprised by how firm his body was, the hardness of his cock was more than pleasant.  He was so hard, he made my mouth water.  He was fully hard and ready for me, and I was ready for him too.  I simply couldn’t wait any longer.


     


    With my hands gently tracing the outline of his cock, my mouth worked its way downward.  But as much as I needed to taste him, I didn’t rush as much as I wanted to.  I enjoyed the trip, savoring the soft touch of the hair surrounding his naval, then working my way through the much thicker and fragrant tangle of his pubic hair.  


     


    He smelled so much like a man, strong and earthy.  I inhaled deeply,  then took him in my mouth.  As my lips closed around his hard, throbbing shaft, I felt a tingle.  An electric shudder of excitement ran through me.  An electricity that only seemed to generate from the forbidden.


     


    This whole thing was still kind of new to me, I was pretty much groping my way through my new sexuality.  I didn’t know all the ins and outs of being a girl, but each time I took a cock in my mouth, I felt somehow closer to the woman I wanted to be.


     


    But this time wasn’t like all of the others.   There were some cocks I wanted to suck and others (well Scott’s) that I really didn’t want to suck at all.  But Jerry’s cock, I really wanted it, I’d been thinking about it since we first met.  It was sort of strange to me, usually I didn’t have to wait.  I’d just meet a guy and it would happen and then we would go our separate ways.


     


    Jerry made me wait.  I didn’t like to wait, but then I realized that it was worth the wait, maybe even better because of the wait.  What was happening to me?


     


    Until that point, sex had always seemed to just be a validation of my girl self.  But something was happening to me.  I cared about the sex, but I found myself caring about Jerry too.


     


    This wasn’t just a blow job, I was making love to it.  He was a pillar of strong, hard flesh and I tasted all of him.  I licked and sucked and kissed each and every millimeter of him.


     


    There was no rush; I didn’t have any place else to go or anything else to do.  All I wanted to do, was give him pleasure.  It wasn’t a chore to be endured, it was something special.  A thing of joy – both for him, and for me.


     


    It must have went for at least fifteen minutes, before he began to sort of stutter.  He was saying something, but the words seemed to fracture.  Then I knew what was going to happen next.


     


    So I began to suck just a little bit harder and move my mouth just a little bit faster.  Then he came.


     


    His cum was hot and thick and creay, almost like Alfredo sauce. He was delicious; I kept my lips on him while he filled me up.  When the last drop hit my tongue, I kept him in my mouth and then licked him ever so gently.


     


    Then I looked up, smiled at him and then slowly swallowed his seed.  


     


    Jerry sort of cupped my chin, and then pulled me up towards him, then he kissed me.  I could still taste the saltiness of sperm.  Part of me wanted to pull away because I wasn’t sure how he would react to his own taste.


     


    But then I realized, he wanted to kiss me.  The shadow of his cum on my mouth must not have mattered.


     


    I think I must have sighed out loud, then I snuggled next to him and rested him head on his right shoulder.


     


    It was right then that I felt oddly complete.  It was evolution.  Until then I had been exploited by my boss, and I had a few encounters for fun.  But this was so much different, it was one of those moments in life that I’d always remember.  Lying there, nestled next to Jerry – I’d never felt more like a woman.


     


    I was hard inside of my panties, but I didn’t care.  I had taken care of Jerry, and given him pleasure.  That was enough for the moment. 


     


    There was soft light spilling through the window, moonlight combined with the reflections of the cityscape.  The moment was so relaxing; I felt my eyes growing heavy as my hand rested on Jerry’s chest.


     


    I had almost fallen asleep, and then my phone rang.  There was no need to answer it, I knew it was my boss.  I ignored it, and then it rang again.


                   


    The phone buzzed for the third time in a row.  It was so nice being nestled next to Jerry, I didn’t want to break the spell.  I sighed, and accepted the call.


     


    “Why didn’t you answer?”


     


    “I was busy.  I’m answering now.”


     


    “You’re supposed to answer when I call.”  There was an edge to his voice.  “You’re fired!” he added then abruptly hung up.


     


    For a moment, I can only stare at the phone.  I tried to call back, but he wouldn’t even accept my call.  I tried again and again, but nothing.


     


    Then only a couple of minutes later, my phone chirped telling me I had an e-mail.  I went there immediately, hoping he changed his mind.  But he didn’t.  There it was, in crisp business language, he officially informed me that I was fired effective immediately, and the CC line went to the human resources department.  It was true.  I was out of a job.


     


    “What’s wrong?” Jerry asked.


     


    He had been so nice, taking me out and treating me like such a lady, I really didn’t want to unload on him like this.  But he asked and everything just sort of poured out along with my tears.


     


    He took me in his arms and even though my world was shattered, somehow I felt safe.  He must have held me for ten minutes as I cried like a baby.  


     


    “It will be all right,”


     


    “Thanks for saying that,” I sniffed.  “I’ll find some sort of job.”


     


    “No,” he said firmly.  “This will be made right.  I’ll make it right.  You do know what I do for a living right?”


     


    “Sure,” I said.  “You’re a lawyer.”  He did say he was a lawyer, but he didn’t make a big thing about it.  When we were together, he didn’t like to talk about himself much, he liked to hear about me.


     


    “I specialize in employment law.”  Then he got out his phone and started making some calls.


     


     


    I woke up that Monday morning without a job, but Jerry said it was going to be all right and I believed him.  Tuesday, we had a meeting to discuss the situation at my company. 


     


    Jerry asked me to meet him for lunch, so I spent the morning getting ready.  I shaved my legs, primped and sort of pampered myself.  I was still a little leery about going out in the daylight, but then I realized at this point, I didn’t have anything to lose.


     


    So when I walked into the restaurant, I was feeling pretty good, in spite of being unemployed and almost broke.  Jerry stood when I came to the table, he smiled and kissed me on the lips, like we were old lovers – which I guess we were.


     


    It was just lunch, such a simple thing really, a common thing.  But that lunch, in a brightly lit bistro in the middle of the day with a man who liked and accepted me for what I was - that was something special.


     


    We ate and chatted, about nothing really.  One thing we didn’t discuss was the circumstances of my unemployment.  Jerry had told me it was going to work out, but he was a little mysterious about it.  


     


    After he paid the check, he looked at me and in a very matter of fact tone of voice announced, “We have to shop.”


     


    Of course I agreed.  Telling a crossdresser that shopping was required was like telling a child that ice cream was required.  But Jerry wasn’t just talking, he had a list.


     


    “We have to purchase you a suit – skirt and jacket, a quote ‘cute blouse,’ and something called…”  He looked at the list closely.  “Something called ‘killer heels,’ do you know what that means?”


     


    I had to laugh.  “Yeah, I actually own a pair of killer heels.”


     


    “Well, we need to get you some more.  This is important.  Tomorrow, you have to make an impression.”


     


    “Okay,” I said and then tried to figure out how much I had left in my checking account.  “As long as we don’t go crazy.”


     


    “Don’t worry,” he said.  “The firm will pick up the cost for now.  We’ll take it out of the settlement.”


     


    “Settlement?”


     


    He smiled back at me.  “Do you trust me?”


     


    I nodded.


     


    “This will be made right.  Now let’s take care of this list.”


     


    And we did.   Not only did I get to shop, I got to do so with a handsome man who seemed to enjoy it.  The firm didn’t skimp either.  Three hours later, I had a Prada skirt and jacket, a Chanel blouse and some Jimmy Choo killer heels.


     


    With my packages in hand, Jerry led me to a salon and looked at his watch.  “I have some details to attend to, but you are to get a manicure, pedicure and a facial.  Get a good night’s rest, and I’ll pick you up at 9AM and then we’ll take care of this thing.”


     


    As long as I’d been crossdressing, I’d never had a mani or a pedi so I did kind of enjoy it.  It was so nice being fussed over like that, and both girls treated me just like they would any other woman in for a primping.


     


    When they finished, my toes looked incredible.  I was used to putting on my own toenail polish, but they looked a thousand times better when they were done by a professional.  


     


    My fingers looked even better, long nails with French tips – they looked so lovely.  There was something about the nails that made my whole hand look somehow more feminine.  


     


    Even though I was officially unemployed, my nails looked flawless.


     


    When I work up the next morning, the euphoria of the day before had sort of evaporated and I was more than a little afraid.  I’d have to go back to the place that I used to hate and face the man who fired me.


     


    But at least I wasn’t going alone, and at the very least, I’d get to see Jerry.  Then I sort of thought about it, and thought, “What was the worst that could happen?”  I’d already gotten fired, they couldn’t fire me again.  At the very least, I’d get to throw it back into Scott’s face.


     


    At about four minutes to nine, there was a knock on the door.  I was ready, but I said, “Just a minute,” so I could check my hair.  Then I minced to the door and opened it.  Jerry was there, and there was a big limo idling on the street.  “Is that for me?”


     


    Jerry kissed me softly on the cheek.  “Of course it’s for you.  It’s your big day!”


     


    I grabbed my purse and followed him outside,  and to my surprise, there was a young woman standing next to the car.  “Natasha,” Jerry said.  “This is Claire, your lawyer.” 


     


    “My lawyer?  I thought you were my lawyer.”


     


    “No, I’m your boyfriend.”


     


    “Boyfriend?”  I liked the way that sounded, but we never really talked about that.  We’d been together, but never really discussed our relationship.


     


    “Well, I can be your lawyer or your boyfriend, I can’t be both.”


     


    I may have blushed a little, and I’m sure I grinned.


     


    “Well, anyway,” Jerry said quickly.  “Claire is one of our associate attorneys.  She’s very capable.”


     


    “Hello,” she said as she shook my hand.  “Mr. Hampton has discussed your case with me in detail.  Let me assure you, you have an excellent claim.”  Then she lowered her voice.  “Don’t worry, he’ll be there too.  Frankly, since I’m just an associate, my rate is a lot lower than his.”


     


    So we all got into the car, and the driver pulled away.  “This is my first time in a limo,” I said.


     


    “It won’t be your last,” Jerry said in sort of an offhand way.  I wasn’t sure what he meant, but I liked the way that sounded.  As we motored to my place of former employment, I was sort of sorry that Claire was in there with us.  The limo was so roomy and the leather seats were so soft, I could easily see myself nestled between Jerry’s legs and gleefully sucking his cock.


     


    “Maybe some other time,” I thought to myself.  Today was for business.


     


    “Love your shoes by the way,” Claire said.


     


    Any trepidation I had for her as a lawyer instantly evaporated.   That simple comment  put me so at ease.  


     


    When we pulled up in front of the office building, there was an actual lump in my throat.  It was so familiar to me, I had spent so many boring hours in that building that it was sort of like home.  But given the circumstances, it was so forbidding.


     


    Jerry climbed out of the car and took my hand and helped me out.  I stood and smoothed my skirt and took a deep shuddering breath.


     


    There was a hand on my shoulder.  It was Claire.  “You’ll be fine.  I’m the one who should be nervous; I have to do lawyer stuff.  All you have to do is be pretty, and you’ve got that in spades.”


     


    She was right, they were working for me, I didn’t have to do anything.  But I did have to be there and face the man that pushed me down this very road.  That was scary in its own way.  But it was happening.


     


    The three of us entered the building, Jerry on my right and Claire on my left and me right in the middle.  It was almost like having my own entourage.  As we walked towards the elevator, I noticed one of my former coworkers – Herb.  He sat next to me for almost three years.


     


    “Hey Herb, how’s it going?”  I said in my normal voice.


     


    “Hey,” he said absently, then he did a double take and dropped the file he way carrying.


     


    I had to chuckle to myself.  His shock was total, I guess it was a sort of complement.  So I was feeling almost good when we got on the elevator and rode to the top floor.  


     


    In all of the years I worked for the company, I’d never even been on the top floor.  It was all subdued lighting, dark mahogany and plush carpeting – a far cry from the pressboard cubicles, threadbare rugs and fluorescent lighting on the floor that I worked on.


     


    Then we had to wait.  Five minutes went by, then ten.  “It’s to be expected,” Jerry explained.  “Standard tactic.”


     


    While we waited, Claire deliberately took a stack of files from her big, brown leather brief case and laid them one by one on the lobby coffee table.  Then she turned on her phone.  From the frown of concentration on her face, I would have thought she was composing a complex email.  But from where I was sitting, I could see she was playing a video game.


     


    After another five minutes, the receptionist announced that they would see us now.  Claire held up a finger, like she was dealing with an important point.  It took about two minutes before she was done, then it took another five minutes for her to load her briefcase in the proper order.  The receptionist impatiently tapped the toe of her pump – a rather nice one at that – while Claire shuffled her papers.


     


    She looked so composed and professional, but when the receptionist wasn’t looking, Claire winked at me, telling me it was all theater.


     


    After Clare was composed, we walked to the door of the big office, and marched inside.


     


    Scott was there, and two others, but I hardly noticed them.  The look on Scott’s face was priceless.


     


    The moment took me back to the time my life changed forever.  That fateful knock at the door.  I remember the bottom dropping out of my stomach and the wash of dread filling my heart.  From the look on Scott’s face, I could tell he was feeling exactly the same way.  Good.


     


    “I’m Claire Daniels, attorney.”  Without being asked, she walked over the ornately carved desk and put down her briefcase.


     


    Scott remained seated, frozen really.  The man behind the desk remained seated also.  I think he was the boss.  The third man stood.  “Wayne Jefferson, in house counsel.”  He held out a hand, and Claire gave it a perfunctory shake.


     


    “Who is this?”  She nodded towards the man behind the desk.


     


    The desk guy finally stood.  “Albert Jane, CEO.”  He did have the CEO look about him, tailored suit, full head of hair, dark on top and fashionably gray at the temples.  “Let’s get this over with.”


     


    “Sure,” Claire said.  “Just write us a check and we’ll get out of your hair.  Five million should do it.”


     


    “That’s ridiculous,” the CEO said.


     


    “Did I say five?  I’m sorry, I meant six.”


     


    “I don’t have to sit and listen to this.”


     


    Claire opened her briefcase and started stacking her files on the CEO’s desk.”


     


    The lawyer cleared his throat.  “I’m sure you feel your client has a grievance.   That’s understandable and perhaps we can discuss it.”


     


    “Perhaps?”  Claire said and then looked over at the CEO.  “He’s here, I sure he isn’t here so we could ‘perhaps discuss’ the issue.  He’s here for damage control.”


     


    “Listen,” the lawyer interjected.  I don’t know what kind of case you think you have.”


     


    “That’s your first mistake; you should know exactly what kind of case I have.  But, in spite of being kept waiting, I’m in a good mood, so I’ll help you understand exactly what kind of case you have.”


     


    She picked up a big, thick file and brandished like a weapon.  “A senior executive of this company used his position to extort my client into sexual submission.”


     


    “Well, as you probably know, these sort of cases often fall into the ‘he said, she said’ category.”  Jefferson said.


     


    “You’re right, but luckily in this case it’s all documented in email, voice mail and text message.”  She tossed the folder on the desk and the evidence spilled out.  


     


    “Let’s see…” she said grabbing an email at random.  “This one describes in detail how your executive forced this young lady to fellate strangers at an adult video store.”


     


    I sort of wanted to blush, it was a little embarrassing, but Scott was blushing enough for both of use.  It was part embarrassment at having his sex life exposed to his boss, and even more embarrassment at being stupid enough to document it. 


     


    “Your executive not only sent this email from is work computer, but also purchased…”  Claire ruffled though some papers.  “Yes, here it is.  He purchased a large butt plug which he forced upon my client.  Apparently with his company credit card.”


     


    The faces of the opposition fell.  From then on, it was only a matter of how big the settlement was going to be.”


     


    There was a small couch in the office and Jerry led me over and we sat down and let Claire do her stuff.  Part of the reason Jerry was there, was to keep an eye on her, but it really wasn’t necessary.  She may have been a junior associate, but she knew exactly what she was doing.  Even I, somebody whose exposure to the legal system consisted of Law & Order reruns, could see she was a pro.


     


    By the end of the afternoon, I walked out of the office with my previous job back – including a promotion – and a substantial cash settlement.  Unfortunately, when he walked out of the office, Scott no longer had a job.  I felt a little bit sorry for him, for about fifteen seconds.


     


    “Claire, you did a great job,” Jerry said as we got into the back of the limo.


     


    “Thank you,” she said.  “I appreciate the opportunity.


     


    “It’s my turn to say things.  Thank you both.  People always make jokes about lawyers being bad, but you’ve both done so much for me.”


     


    “What they did was wrong, plain and simple.  They won’t do it again.”


     


    Claire had to get back to the office to file some paperwork, so Jerry and I were alone.  Since the negotiations had taken up so much time, the work day was just about over.  I sort of leaned back in the seat, feeling the smoothness of fine leather, when it finally hit me – I was rich.


     


    Well, maybe not buy a private island, or a yacht rich.  But suddenly I had a ton more money than I’d ever expected I’d have.  I ran my hand across the seat, and sort of realized something.  “This is kind of mine right now, isn’t it?”


     


    Jerry nodded.  “That’s right, it’s for your use today.”


     


    “So,” I thought.  “I looked around and found the switch for the intercom.  “Driver?”


     


    “Yes ma’am,” the voice crackled back.  


     


    “We’re heading to my place, but I want you to take the long way.  I’ll be very disappointed if you arrive any sooner than thirty minutes from now.”


     


    “Yes ma’am.”  


     


    Then I looked at Jerry.  “Thank you so much.  You don’t have any idea how much you’ve done for me.  The only question is how to spend the next thirty minutes or so.”


     


    He looked over at the mini-bar, bottles filled with amber liquid and cut crystal glasses.  “Allow me.”  I sort of scooted over, added a couple of ice cubes into a glass, and added two finger of what I hoped with exquisite and expensive scotch.


     


    He took a sip, swirled his glass, then took another and sighed with pleasure.  “This is fantastic.  You’re not drinking?”


     


    I shook my head with a smile.  “Nope.  You enjoy your drink, you’ve earned it.  You’ve earned this too,” I said as I got on the floor and nestled between his legs.  The ice in his glass tinkled as I unzipped his fly and took out his cock.


     


    “You don’t have to do this,” he said weakly.


     


    “I don’t have to do anything, I’m rich.”  I don’t know if I was technically rich, but compared to what I had this morning, I felt rich.  “I want to do this.”


     


    Then I started sucking, taking his cock gently in my mouth and circling head with my tongue.


     


    It was like coming full circle.  A blow job started this whole thing, Scott forcing me to my knees and ordering me to suck him.  That moment of my life was ugly and filled with fear and darkness.


     


    But that was then, a bad time for sure, but an opening to a new world.  Jerry’s cock was different.  It looked about the same, but it belonged to someone I liked and respected.  He said he wanted to be my boyfriend, and I thought that sounded wonderful.


     


    Since this whole thing started, I’d had more than a few cocks in my mouth, some I liked, and some I didn’t.  But of all the cocks I’d sucked, this was my favorite.  It wasn’t the longest or thickest, but I liked it.  At that moment, ensconced in the back of the limo, we had something.


     


    While I sucked him deeply, his right hand reached for me and tenderly caressed my cheek.  This was a sharp contrast to what Scott usually did, putting his hands on the back of my head and pushing me onto his cock.


     


    Jerry wasn’t like that, where Scott was mean and crude, he was kind and gentle.  That’s why Jerry was getting a blow job in the back of a limo while Scott was out of a job.  Karma can be a real bitch.


     


    But after a couple of moments, those thoughts evaporated and I concentrated on the pure joy of pleasuring Jerry with my mouth, lips and tongue.  I sucked and licked and kissed every inch of his beautiful cock.


     


    Outside the city rolled by, as my mouth rolled up and down his cock.  As the car moved closer to its destination, I moved closer to my destination


     


    Then it happened.  Jerry’s cock was still new to me, but I was experienced enough to be ready for it.  There was a particular sound he began to make as he got closer and closer to orgasm.  The moment I heard my cue, I doubled my efforts, sucking him harder and deeper, until I got my reward.


     


    The first hot jet of cum hit my mouth, filling with that peculiar flavor.  I took it all in, savoring his essence, letting in roll on my tongue before letting in slide down my throat.


     


    His cock was still hard, but spent.  I kept him in my mouth, making sure his cock was cum free before reluctantly taking it out of my mouth and placing it back in his pants.  Then I got my purse, took out my makeup bag and fixed my lipstick. 


     


    Then we were home.  With the limo idling at the curb, Jerry got out of the limo and like a gentleman, took my hand and helped me out of the car and walked me to my door.  “I’m sorry, but I do have to get back to the office.  But I’d like to see you later if that’s okay.  Maybe dinner?”


     


    That sounded like a date, of course I said yes.


     


    Then he took me in his arms and kissed me deeply.  He had to have known that I just swallowed his cum only a few minutes before, but he didn’t seem to care.


     


    He wasn’t the first man I’d kissed, and it wasn’t even the first time I’d kissed him.  But there was something special about that moment.  He kissed me in broad daylight in full view of the limo driver and anybody else who may have been passing by.


     


    At that moment, I felt like a complete woman, being kissed and romanced by a handsome man.  I didn’t want to break that kiss, I could have let him kiss me all night.  But I had to let him go, at least for a little while.


     


    He rode away, and I went into my house, a very different person than the scared little tranny that Scott took advantage of that one terrible night.  I’d cried myself to sleep that night, but in the end, I had grown as a person and a woman.  Scott had lost, and I had won. 


     


     


    The End
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