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Chapter One

_________________

____


Ihad just graduated Oxford six months ago and decided to go to America to find a job, and think about what I would do with my life. Now, my major field of study was not exactly what you would call conducive to a money making career. I had a degree in philosophy and a minor in Latin. In addition, I took a broad range of courses which I believe gave me a one-up over less educated young men my age looking for a job.

My father had given me an allowance with which I secured a flat in New York City, and a job tip which he said, “would take you places, Niles.” It turned out my father was right, but not in the way I expected. My father was a wealthy investment banker and he had lots of clients and friends in America.

One of these friends were the Godwins who lived in a rather posh community in nearby Sackett’s Kill, Connecticut. They were looking for a Latin tutor for their twelve year old son Brandon, who would be attending a boarding school in England next fall. They were a family of money and power.

Now I was a rather handsome lad, with an athletic build, but not too “grotesque” as if I had been staking steroids – no nothing like that. I rowed Crew at Oxford, so my arms and shoulders were rather large, but I had slender legs and a shy temperament. You would think I would be surrounded by beautiful and sexy women, but that wasn’t the case. Women often found me “disinterested,” and the truth is that I was struggling with my sexuality. Hey, nobody’s perfect, right?

I was fascinated by transgender and crossdressing videos on YOUTUBE and various websites which catered to that sort of thing. They aroused me greatly, yet I had never actually cross dressed, much as I would have liked to “experiment.” I was curious. I had sex a few times with women, but I always felt “something lacking.” If my father had known the truth about me, I don’t think he would have supported me, or my trip to America, much less recommended me to the Godwins.

So I took the train to CT, and the Godwin’s driver, also a British expatriate like me picked me up at the station.

“So what are they like Alfred?” I asked the driver.

“Well, the family is quite nice, and Brandon is a well-mannered young man. He has an older sister, Melissa, who is, I would say, a bit of a flirt. She’s twenty four, still lives at home and is trying, to ‘find herself,’” he laughed. “Also, and please don’t mention it, but I don’t think the Godwin’s have an ideal marriage.”

I laughed, and said, “Well who does these days?”

“I think my wife Gloria and I come pretty close, but Edward and Kathy definitely do not. He likes his rather young women in the city, often staying nights at his apartment in the Upper East Side, and Kathy, well, Kathy, ‘gets it when she can,’ as they say here in the States. Pretty much they live their own lives but are very devoted to their children.”

My mind took all this in. “Interesting,” was all I said.

“You seem like a nice young man Niles, and as a fellow Englishman I feel I should tell you something, but again, please do not repeat what I am about to tell you, all right?”

“Sure,” I said, wondering what could be so important.

“You are the third Latin tutor the Godwin’s have hired for Brandon so far. I’m not sure what happened, but they all just left abruptly.”

This should have made me more inquisitive, but I suppose that my ego wouldn’t let that bother me. “I’m sure Alfred that I’ll be just fine, but thanks for the head’s up.”

Alfred stopped the car and looked at me. “I’m sorry I said anything. Perhaps the fourth time is the charm,” and he gave me a smile.

Soon, after about a twenty minute drive, we turned into the Godwin’s estate. “That’s where my wife and I live,” Alfred said, pointing to a stone cottage by the pillars of the entrance gate.

“I also provide the security for the Godwins. I am ex-SAS you know, and they compensate me rather well for my services.”

“I see,” I said as we made our way to the car park just off the massive circular drive. The house was a mansion, much like the castles I was familiar with in the English countryside.

With his chauffeur’s cap in hand, Alfred and I walked up the six step stone porch to the large, oak front door, which had a large brass, Lion’s head door knocker that reminded me of the one on Ebeneezer Scrooge’s door in “A Christmas Carol.” Rather than use that, Alfred rang the front doorbell, which chimed Fredrich Von Schiller’s “Ode To Joy.”

The sight which greeted me at the front door was nothing like I had ever pictured when I left for America. The woman who answered was drop dead HOT, and looked like she stepped right out of one of those taboo YOUTUBE videos to which I happily masturbated. The shock must have been apparent in my eyes which were as wide as saucers.

“Hi, you must be Niles Canby,” the shapely, and provocatively dressed woman asked.

“Yes, and you must be Kathy,” I said, trying hard to control the tremor in my voice. Alfred cleared his throat, and clearly embarrassed, moved my two suitcases into the large foyer. He must have been used to this reaction when men, or in my case, very young, and virile men laid their eyes on his employer for the first time.

She looked at me through squinty, heavily made up eyes, and said, “Yes I am. Won’t you come inside and make yourself comfortable Niles? You must be thirsty and tired after your long train ride from Penn Station.”

“Yes, thank you, Mrs. Godwin.”

“Oh please, Niles. Call me Kathy. ‘Mrs. Godwin’ is Edward’s mother!” she said with an apparent amount of disgust, which shocked me.

Kathy had to be in her mid-forties and was, as I said was drop dead HOT. She wore a white, long sleeved blouse, with the collar up underneath her meticulously coiffed blonde hair, and the first three buttons opened, which revealed a magnificent cleavage. She wore tight-fitted jeans and red, three inch stiletto heels that wrapped around her ankles. The toe box was opened and revealed red-painted toenails, the same as on her long fingernails.

“Oh, sorry. Kathy it is then,” I said with a smile. I was shown the way to the living room, and sat down on a plush velvet sofa with a coffee table in front.

“What would you like to drink Niles? I have cold Coke, Sprite, tonic water, whatever you want.”

“Oh thanks. A Coke would be nice.”

“Good. Would you like something a bit stronger in it. I’ll have the same thing, but with a shot of bourbon.” It was only eleven thirty in the morning, and Cathy said, with a wicked smile: “I never drink before five o’clock, but somewhere it’s five o’clock, right?” she said laughing a throaty, smoker’s laugh.

I smiled, and said nothing while she disappeared into the kitchen, her heels making a sexy clacking sound as she made her way across the granite floor. My arousal surprised me – I was as hard as a flagpole. I knew that I could be headed for trouble.

“Hello mother,” a young woman’s sing-song voice called coming from the grand staircase which was just off the living room. “We have company?”

“Yes Melissa, we do,” Kathy answered, carrying a tray with two full glasses on it, the ice tinkling as she set it down on the table.

“This is Niles, Brandon’s new Latin tutor I told you about. He just took the train up from NY, and recently came from the UK. He is such a handsome young man, isn’t he dear?”

I turned beet red. I got a double erection looking at Melissa, the twenty four year old daughter of my employers. She had shiny, long, brunette hair which hung down to the middle of her waist. She wore a white camisole and a very short, black skirt. Her fingernails were long and painted just like her mother’s. It looked like she wasn’t wearing a bra, and I could see her tits pointing out like two pencil points from beneath the blouse.

Melissa caught me staring at them, and she smiled at me, as if to say, these could be yours Niles, we have plenty of time.

“How are you Niles,” Melissa said, smiling at me, “And yes mother, he certainly is handsome.” Both women were staring at my arms and shoulders, and Kathy asked me:

“Do you work out Niles?”

I glanced at my upper arms and said, “Oh no. I rowed crew at Oxford, but I haven’t found the time to go to the gym lately.”

“Pity,” she said. “I would hate to see those muscles go to waste,” she said grinning. “Oh! We have a workout room here in the house,” Kathy said, her face lighting up. “I’m always looking for a workout partner. In addition to teaching Brandon Latin, I’m sure there are many things you could teach me, I’m sure!”

“Cut it out mom, you are such a slut . . . my God!”

I couldn’t believe what I just heard. Then I remembered what Alfred told me in the car on the way over from the train station.

Kathy and I finished our drinks, and then Melissa said, “Mom, why don’t I show Niles to his room?”

“Excellent idea Melissa, but be sure to leave some for me, okay?” Kathy said, sounding just a bit tipsy; pouring herself a second helping of Coke and bourbon.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

_________________

____


This way, handsome,” Melissa said, with a low, seductive voice.

“So Melissa, what do you do? Are you in school, do you work?”

At the mention of work, she made a face like someone who had just eaten from a garbage dumpster.

“Work,” she said, “is a four letter word. No, I’m still looking around for something that I want to do. Right now, I’m trying my hand at acrylic painting. I’m thinking about going to graduate school at U Conn for art studies.”

She sounded almost as career solid as me.

“Okay Niles, here’s your room,” she said, as she showed me into a lavish bedroom with a large picture window and a sliding glass door that overlooked the expansive grounds of the estate.

“You know,” she said, “Someone could get lost very easily out there, and no one would ever know they’ve gone,” and she smiled at me, squinting her eyes. “Oh, here, let me get your bags from the hallway. I am such a terrible hostess.”

“No that’s okay,” I said. “I can get my own things.”

But I was too late. Melissa was standing in the doorway, and she bent over to get my bags, (definitely for my benefit) and I could see a soft, pink G-String running along the inside of her butt cheeks. In the light of the room, it looked like there was a slight wet stain on them. I didn’t think she saw me peeking, but she did.

“Say Melissa, I was going to ask your mother, but where is Brandon?”

“Oh, he’s in school. You’ll meet him later. I’m sure you two will get along just fine. As a matter of fact, I think you’ll get along well with all of us – especially mother and me.”

And with that, she pushed me down on the bed and sat next to me, taking my hand, placing it inside her skirt and touching her thigh with it. My heart started beating fast and I was becoming light-headed.

“Are you up for some lessons, Niles?” It was a question of who would be teaching who, and what. I quickly found out the answer to that when she grabbed the back of my hair, bending my head to her and kissing me hard, sticking her tongue inside my mouth. My cock was pulsating, and I could feel some pre cum leaking out of the top. The question was, what was I so excited about? What it what was happening to me, or wondering if I could switch places with her. In any case, I couldn’t stop.

Our tongues wrapped around each other, and my hand continued feeling around under her skirt. She quickly reached down and pulled her G-String down it until it fell completely down around her ankles. Now I had access to her sopping wet pussy. As soon as I touched it, her breathing became hot and staggered. “That’s it you fucker, keep going, don’t you dare stop!” she cried out.

My fingers were wet with her juices, and I stuck my middle finger inside her pussy, pulled it out and rubbed her clit with it, until it became a wet, slippery knob. I pulled at it, snapping it between my thumb and forefinger, making her scream softly through the kiss. I rubbed her clit faster and faster until she took my hand, and placed all my fingers inside her. I rubbed all three fingers around the inside walls of her pussy, and felt her stiffen and squirt right on my hand. Then she came down from her high, and pulled off me.

Melissa wasn’t even looking at me, and got down on her knees and unzipped my pants, undid my belt, and pulled my pants down around my ankles. She pulled out my stiff, leaking cock with her hand and knelt down, placing my cock tip in between her lips. Using her tongue, she skillfully circled the head of my cock, and now placed her lips over it making a tight seal. She went up and down the length of my dick, getting it nice and slippery. I had never seen hunger like this and wondered what it was like – from her end; wishing I could feel her pleasure. Faster and faster she went, my hips bucking back forward into her head thrusts. I felt all my lust bubbling to the surface, and I came big – shooting a full load into the back of her throat. Her lips remained tight and sealed against me, but still my cum dripped out the sides of her mouth and onto her chin.

She sucked me clean, not stopping at all until my dick had nothing but her saliva on it. Now she picked up her head, blue/hazel eyes half closed, high on pure lust, and she kissed me – giving me a taste of my own jizz. I never tasted myself before, but I liked it – The sweet/salty combo mixing with my saliva. She pulled me up and we stood facing each other.

“I’ve never tasted a Brit before,” she said, “And I don’t wanna taste anyone else,” she said. “We have a whole year that can be just like this.”

“Now Niles, I want you to fuck me before Brandon comes home . . . in the ass,” she said with a sly grin.

I was shocked, and also kind of excited. “What about your mother?” I asked her.

“What about her?” she said like it was the least important thing in the world.

“I mean, don’t you think she’s wondering what we’re doing in here for so long?”

“No, and I don’t really care. She has her ‘boy toys,’ and I like mine, so we’re even. She knows better than to intrude. Anyway, she’s probably passed out drunk on the couch like always.”

“Okay,” I said. “Fine.”

“C’mon, we’re wasting time,” Melissa said as she pulled her G-String down and hopped on the bed, turning her ass up towards me. She reached onto the floor next to the bed where her bag was, and she pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. She squeezed some out into her hand and smeared it all over her asshole and then reached behind her and rubbed my cock with it. I became hard again, much to my surprise after coming so soon. I never fucked a girl from behind before, and I was looking forward to it.

She wasted no time, and backed up on me, her butt taking all of my cock inside her at once. It was so tight; tighter than the one or two times I had a real pussy in my life. My balls were slapping her butt in a real frenzy. My cock went around and around inside her ass like a mixing spoon, and my fingers gripped the sides of her waist, and her ass moved back against me too. So goddamn tight!

Wordless sounds came out of her mouth, and I bent lower and placed my face in the silky hair streaming down her back. It seemed as if I was just getting started when I shot my load again, filling her back door with my hot, gooey jizz. The way it felt around my cock was incredible. This girl knew what she was doing, all right.

“Come on,” she said breathlessly, pulling off me. “My brother will be home soon, and you should meet him before dinner.”

“Okay,” I said, as I started getting dressed. “I’ve never had anyone like you,” I said. “This was the last thing I expected today,” I said, still wondering if this really happened.

She laughed, and threw her arms around me. “Just think Niles, you can have me any time you want.”

I considered that and my mind went in all sorts of directions. “Melissa,” I asked. “When do I meet your dad?”

“The fuck if I know,” she said casually. “He’s got an apartment in the city, and I really don’t know or care what he does there, and neither does my mom for that matter.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

_________________

____


Brandon came home from school at three thirty. Introductions were made and he seemed like a nice kid. I think we hit it off rather well. We had our first lesson before dinner.

“Brandon, I have a question,” I said.

“Sure, shoot.”

“What happened to your three previous Latin tutors? Why did they leave?”

At that, Brandon seemed to stiffen ,and he seemed to be searching for the “correct words.”

“I don’t really know. After about three weeks, they left abruptly and never even bothered to say goodbye.”

“Oh,” I said. “Well, perhaps I’ll have better luck,” and I smiled.

Brandon shrugged his shoulders, and said “Maybe,” looking straight ahead at the wall of his study room.

After dinner, without Mr. Godwin present, I retreated to my room, giving the family some privacy. I felt it was the polite thing to do. I facetimed with my parents in Surrey, and did some reading. Besides, I was more comfortable alone, replaying the events of that wild first afternoon. I drifted off to sleep on my bed, and was wearing my boxers, and no t-shirt as I always did. The book was across my chest, a sheet half covering me, and the nightstand light was off.

Sometime during the night I had the craziest dream – someone was lying next to me on the bed and massaging my cock. I groaned with pleasure, and didn’t want it to stop. Then I opened my eyes and got the shock of my life – it was real! There was a woman in my bed. I smelled smoke and bourbon, but the room was pitch black; I had closed the curtains over the large window before I settled down to read. I could make out the silhouette of Kathy’s long, coiffed hair, and slender body. I felt her long, smooth legs straddling my left thigh. She was half on my bd and half off it. She was wearing silky pantyhose and a G-String, like Melissa’s.

“Surprise Niles, wakey, wakey love,” Kathy said in a low voice. “Melissa told me how good you were, and I just had to see for myself.”

Now I was wide awake, and I shifted my waist to get more of her hand on my cock. She laughed. “I know you love this, and if you think Melissa was good, you have never known what a more mature woman can feel like, right?”

“Uh huh,” was all I could say. I was just a passenger on a bus to another world.

Then she climbed on the bed and straddled me completely, moving lower and placing my cock inside her mouth. Her mouth was very wet and slippery. Her moans were a big turn-on for me as well. She went faster and faster on me, her lips making a tight seal around my cock, starting at the head, and playing with her tongue, placing the tip on the slit at the head of my cock.

“I bet you love this you little fucker, don’t you?”

I didn’t answer and my eyes were closed, enjoying it all. I was getting ready to cum as she went faster and faster on me, but suddenly, she pulled off me.

“What the fuck Kathy?” was all I could say.

“Oh you’re going to cum all right, but just not the way you thought!” and she was laughing to herself. “Now, turn yourself over and get on your hands and knees facing the front of the bed,” she barked. I knew what was coming, and I protested, but it was just for effect. I ended up doing it anyway.

“Good boy, good boy, there’s hope for you yet.”

I was in the “doggy” position, and I felt the same cool jelly that Melissa put on my cock before I fucked her. Now “the shoe was on the other foot,” so to speak. It felt so good around my cherry asshole and down my taint. Then Kathy stuck her index finger (with no nail attached) inside my asshole and I stiffened and closed tightly around it. An electric shock traveled through my body at the feel.

“Just relax Niles,” was all she said. The she stopped and I felt a rustling behind me, and I turned around to look. Kathy was wearing a belt with an enormous dildo, that had an attachment on the back that would go into her pussy with each thrust. In spite of the darkness of the room, I could see her grinning at me.

She slathered the K-Y Jelly all over the massive fake cock as well, then placed it up against my asshole. I was to later learn that my ass was called a “boy pussy,’ or “bussy.”

“You’re going to feel a bit full at first Niles, and then you’ll like it. I’m betting you won’t want anything else after you get a taste of this.”

She took over and entered me slowly, about two inches or so and then she pulled out. I felt like I had to go to the bathroom, and she distracted my feelings by smacking my bare ass a couple of times. Then she resumed thrusting inside me, going deeper and deeper and faster and faster. The pain was intense at first, and I fought by clenching my fists on the bedsheets and gritting my teeth. Then, something amazing happened. I began to like it; I mean really like it . . .

I didn’t want it to stop. She slowed down on purpose and my words seemed to come out of nowhere. “Please Kathy, keep going – this is amazing, please!” I begged.

“That’s a good little sissy slut. I’m so glad you like it,” she laughed, and kept thrusting.

I concentrated and my hand found its way to my cock, and I began stroking myself, when suddenly, she batted my hand away. “No touching yourself, you little shit! If you do that again, I’m going to have to place a cage on that little gurl cock of yours!”

I obeyed and my fists loosened their grip on the sheets, and I felt a pleasure I never thought possible existed. I was conflicted with my sexuality as never before, but I knew what felt good, and that was what was important.

Kathy was moaning as the little attachment on the dildo worked its magic on her pussy. Faster and faster she went until I felt a “sneeze” welling up inside me as she hit my “p-spot” with the silicone cock. The thrusting continued. I thought my ass would break when suddenly my cum gushed out a thick, sticky white. I shot out three or four times, and Kathy stifled her screams not wanting to wake the house up, but somehow I had the feeling that Melissa knew.

I felt a liquid, slippery wet warmth from Kathy’s engorged pussy run down the sides of my butt cheeks and my inner thighs, and then Kathy collapsed on top of my back, breathing hard, the dildo still inside of me.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four

__________________

_____


The rest of that first week was what passed for “normal” at the Godwin Estate. I gave Brandon his Latin lessons after school, and had dinner with the three other members of the household; all except Mr. Godwin, who was still in absentia in NY City somewhere. At night, Kathy’s late night visitations continued, and I began to expect them. Then the following week, they stopped suddenly.

After dinner, I got Kathy alone and I asked her: “I missed you. Why have you been avoiding me?”

“I haven’t been avoiding you Niles. I just wanted to give you a chance to reflect and to see how much you enjoyed getting ‘pegged’ every night.”

“Well if that’s what you call it, then I suppose I like it,” I replied innocently enough. Kathy just laughed.

“Well, we’ll see tonight – that’s the real test!”

I must have forgotten what she said, because I fell asleep early. Then, I heard the door open and for the first time the lights in the room came on. It was ten pm. I squinted against the brightness and Kathy was standing just inside the doorway and holding clothing in her arms. She was dressed in her usual G-String and pantyhose. She smiled and laid several items on the bed. There in front of me was a black G-String, identical to hers, plus a stretch bra with molded cups, and black, sheer nylon pantyhose as well. I found myself get hard at the sight. Kathy noticed my large boner and smiled.

“These are for you Niles. Now you have a choice. I think you’ll enjoy these, but if you don’t, well I’m afraid that you won’t be of any use to me anymore, and you’ll lose out. Melissa will be very disappointed too, I might add.”

Oh, I thought. So that’s maybe why three of the last of Brandon’s Latin tutors left the house.

“Here, see how you like these. Put them on – no hurry,” she said with a salacious grin.

I picked up the satin G-String and stood up from the bed. They felt quite nice in my fingers; very soft and silky. I imagined how they would feel snug and soft against my junk; how they would feel going up against my skinny, hairless legs. I put them to my face and rubbed them around. They had a musky smell, that tasted like Kathy’s pussy, when she would touch herself and place her wet fingers in my mouth. That gave me an intense boner. Kathy just looked on and smiled as I stepped into them and moved them up my legs.

Then, I settled them around my junk. The G-String hugged the crack of my ass and felt fantastic, which maintained my boner. I smiled inside, a bit guilty about getting off like this, but I trusted Kathy, about where she was taking me on this journey of mine.

Next I slipped on the silky, sheer nylon pantyhose with the straps that hung down and attached to a laced girdle which I put on next. The last item, Kathy pulled out from behind her back, and she stood there grinning at me. It was a wig – a long, auburn wig with a part on the right side, and a tousled front with waves. I got excited when I saw her pull that out.

“Next, I’m taking you into the bathroom to do your makeup,” she proudly announced. I followed her into my private bathroom, and took a seat on a chair opposite the vanity mirror. Kathy went to work, wielding her expertise. Putting the makeup on me excited me more than any other part of getting dressed up. The lip gloss was a cherry red. Then there was aquamarine eyeshadow, black eyeliner, and heavy mascara over my big eyelashes. Next was the eyebrow pencil. She stepped back to look at me. “Humm,” she said. “I think before the next time, I’ll need to shave you – all of you,” she said with a smirk.

She wouldn’t let me look at myself until she was finished. She was beaming at me; her creation. “Now there is one last thing. You must learn to smoke.” And with that she pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes, and handed me one.

Truth be told, I had a big smoking fetish. I always wondered what it would feel like having a long, all white cigarette dangling from my lips, getting lipstick on the filter. I wanted to feel like an absolute slut. Now all the pieces fit together. I loved getting pegged, dressing up like a woman, smoking like a slut, and then I started thinking about what clothes I would wear.

I wanted to get pegged by a real cock, and to suck on one. I think that Kathy knew that, and it made her happy. I wasn’t sure why, but I would find out soon. So she looked at me smoking, and she lit up one herself, and I felt just like her. My cock was as hard as a rock, and it was pulsating with the pouch grabbing me.

“So how do you feel Niles”

“It feels . . . wonderful!

“Wait a second. We need a new name for your female persona,” she said. “How about ‘Tiffany?’ I like that, has a nice ring to it. Don’t you think?”

“Tiffany . . . Yeah, ok, that’s what I’ll be.”

“Good. I think now we’ve finally found a Latin tutor for Brandon that he can keep!”

So I thought to myself. This is what Alfred meant. None of the other three tutors would submit to this. I can’t understand how they could be so blind NOT to. 

“So what now Kathy?”

“Well if you’re willing for the final step in your transformation, there will be a significant pay raise for you, and a membership in a wonderful, umm, society that Melissa and I run.”

“And what is that exactly?” I wanted to know.

“I like to have gentlemen come over who have a particular taste for transgender women. Unfortunately, Mr. Godwin – Edward, my husband does not share my taste for exotic shemales, so he’s out of the picture and does what he wants.”

“I see. So where and when do you meet?”

“Here naturally. We have a playroom downstairs, and we meet this Saturday. Do you think you’re up for it Niles? I promise you that you’ll be ravaged just like a reeky transgender slut – the kind I have a feeling you’ve always dreamed of being.”

All my inhibitions were gone now, and I was ready to be just what Kathy wanted me to be.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Five

_________________

_____


Saturday was here. Over the week, both Kathy and Melissa took particular delight in taking turns “pegging” me, and I loved it. Melissa was the one to outfit me for the evening’s guests. They told me to go to sleep early on Friday night because I would need my strength.

I was in my bedroom, and Melissa walked in with a bunch of clothing in her hands. In addition to the lingerie and the makeup job courtesy of Kathy, I was to wear a short black miniskirt with three inch open toed heels. I practiced all week, so I was ready for my slut debut. Kathy had made sure I was shaved all over like she said I would be. My skin was as smooth as silk, and the nylons and the G-String felt so good going up all over me. My blouse was a white, long sleeved cotton, with the top three buttons open, and the illusion of cleavage was terrific.

Melissa stood back admiring her work. “My my Tiffany, you look terrific! Doesn’t she mom?”

“Yes Melissa, she looks like she could suck off an entire army which is probably what she’ll do tonight!” and both of them laughed. I was ready for my new self to finally “step out.”

Downstairs, the “playroom” had a bar, of course, a couple of couches, a love seat, and several velvet chairs. In addition to several male guests some really beautiful women arrived. Kathy told me that they were all trans women that she had proudly trained, along with Melissa. I never would have known the difference.

I was ready for the dirtiest and most delicious experience of my life.

Kathy stood in the middle of the room and called for quiet. Then she made her announcement. “Trannies and gentlemen,” she said laughing, along with several of the guests. “It gives me great pleasure to announce the newest member of our little society – all the way from the UK! – Tiffany. Now, Tiffany is new, and though she is a very horny cum-slut, and wants it very badly from all of you, I promised her that we all go easy on her for her first night with us.”

The crowd hooted and applauded. The lights dimmed, and the DJ whom Kathy hired began spinning some fast paced techno music from the back – very loud techno music. Kathy strode up to me. “Listen Tiffany honey don’t be shy here. Everyone knows that what happens here stays here. They all want the same thing, ok?”

“Sure Kathy, I can’t wait to get started, I said, as I took a very seductive drag from my long 120mm cigarette. At least one guy in the love seat in front of me had his hands down his pants playing with himself. I smiled to myself, remembering when I was in his place. Kathy told me that when I spotted my prey, I should take control like the bitchy slut I was dressed as. I could feel my cock getting extra hard as I stared back at him, finishing my cigarette.

I looked at myself in the long mirror on a closet door. The collar was up on my white blouse, with my long, auburn hair falling over the front of my shoulders and my face – a bit disheveled, and my right leg was sticking out in front of me; the guy’s eyes drawn to my strapped heels. Across the room, couples were pairing up. Most of the men were getting blow jobs from the transgender woman, and some of them were getting pegged by the shemales. The atmosphere was like some of the videos I had watched and gotten off on.

I crooked my finger at the guy on the love seat, and he put his drink down on a small table and walked over to me. He looked a bit on the wimpy side – like a displaced academic; wearing a rust turtleneck sweater and a tweed sport coat. I rolled my eyes and said to myself: A first is a first. I was taller than him.

“Uh, hi, my name is Devon,” he said over the music.

I looked him over and casually said with as much disinterest I could muster; “Whatever honey.”

I grabbed a velvet pillow from the loveseat and placed it down in front of him. I could see his small cock sticking up through his pants. I taunted him about how small it was and even asked him if I could find it to put it in my mouth. It was exhilarating to belittle them I found.

I knelt on the velvet pillow and opened his zipper with my long, red – painted fingernails, slowly pulling it down, looking up at him. He was smiling down at me like a child about to get his candy treat. I pulled at the top of his slacks and pulled them down, along with his boxers, and watched his cock pop out. I gripped it with my fingers like a flute and placed the tip of it against my glossy red lips. I could feel a little bit of pre cum already coming out. He was ready to go, so I now placed the head of his cock in between my lips and used my tongue like a paint brush to wash around it, again and again.

Some other guys were watching from the side and stood behind him, when one of them got the idea to form a circle around me. I guess I was a celebrity, but I had to take them one at a time! Now I slid my mouth down Devon’s entire length, and made a tight seal with my lips. He bucked his hips towards me, matching the bobbing of my head. I used my tongue to stroke the soft tuft of skin in the underside of his cock, massaging it back and forth. It didn’t take long for the poor boy to gasp out loud, stiffen and shoot a surprisingly big load of jizz which hit the back of my whore throat. I slurped and licked like a fiend, and pulled out before his last spurt, getting a nice amount of cum all over my face and eyes. It caused my mascara to drip and run. I loved it!

I cleaned up Devon pretty good, and the four other guys all had their hands down their pants, greedily looking at me, waiting their turns, and smacking their lips. The next one surprised me. He said to me, yelling over the music and the strobe lights, which added a surreal quality to the event; “Let me take you from behind slut!”

So I flipped my short skirt over my ass and lower back, bending over, and he pulled my G-String down, spitting on his hands and wiping it on my boy pussy or “bussy.” He spit again, wiping his cock with it, making it wet and slippery. This was my first real cock, and I was very turned on by it.

The guy was large – and he lined up his cock against me, and without so much as a “how do you do,” began thrusting inside of me. There was no pain, thanks to Kathy and Melissa’s training. He was all the way inside me, grunting and thrusting. He was a real slob, but I didn’t care – I was a real cock-whore, and I acted like it, backing up against all of his thrusts. Finally he let out a scream which I heard against the loud music, and I felt his hot, wet cum filling me up inside. This triggered me to cum as well – my first real “sissygasm,” and without even touching myself I came all over the granite floor; three big shots of my jizz. As he withdrew, I felt his cum leaking down the insides of my butt cheeks and my thighs.

My face was full of sticky cum from Devon, and I could hardly see through my sticky eyes, and I looked at Kathy who gave me a thumbs up and a wink.

The next guy wanted me to spank his ass and peg him, which I did gladly. He came pretty quickly, and then he turned himself around and wanted to suck my cock which I gladly let him do. He was very skillful, using his tongue and his lips. I could tell that it wasn’t this cowboy’s first rodeo.

I counted, and by the end of the evening, I had been fucked, sucked, and did my share of fucking and sucking. Kathy and Melissa were watching me and were busy themselves – the only bio women in the room.

*****

After the gathering was over, Kathy was counting the money – the “take” of the house. She made over twelve thousand dollars. “A slow night Tiffany,” she said to me. “There are some nights where we haul in twenty Gs!”

“You did very well Tiffany,” Melissa said to me. “Is it okay mom if I spend the night with her?”

“Of course my dear. What – you didn’t get enough action yourself tonight?” Kathy said laughing.

“Oh I did, I just want more.”

“I thought so. Sure Melissa.”

Kathy gave me fifteen hundred. “There’s more where that came from Tiff. You know, you were a hit tonight. You’re a very hard worker. Now for the final question: Will you transition? I use HRT for my ‘gurls,’ no surgery.”

“Yes, I’d like that very much Kathy.”

“Good. Now we’ll just have to let Brandon get used to his new ‘trans tutor.’”

So I gave up my apartment in the city for the new life here in CT with Kathy and Melissa. After all, I was an integral and very happy part of their business. It was easy and pleasant work – Very “Quick and Dirty.”

♦️♦️♦️
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