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FOR MY ❤️ LOVELY ❤️ READERS


Chapter 1


Icouldn’t think clearly today which spelled trouble for me. It was my poly sci midterm, and my grades were, well let’s just say “sub-par.” If I failed this test, my chances of going to law school would go down the drain, I’d have to find a different major, and my parents would be none too pleased, since they paid my tuition outright, and all my living expenses. My name is Renzo, and I’m a junior at Paine University, one of the best private universities in this part of the country. My minor was in English Lit. Now that, I excelled in. The trouble with English Literature is, what kind of career could I look forward to, except maybe to teach?

My father was a lawyer, as was his father before him. He headed up a successful, fifty year old family business, of which I was expected to take over the reins when he retired.

The clock was ticking, and half of my paper was blank. A quick look around me showed everyone scribbling furiously into their blue, lined exam books.

I think a reason for my lack of preparedness for this test was that I broke up with Sarah, my girlfriend of three years, who I was with ever since starting college here. We met during the freshman orientation weekend, and were inseparable ever since. Two weeks ago, out of the blue, she told me that she never really loved me. She moved out of the apartment we shared (that my parents paid for), and took the Ragdoll cat we raised together, Jeremy. I paid six thousand for that cat, and I was very attached to it. I think losing Jeremy was worse than losing Sarah. Still, it caused a major upheaval in my life, and I’ve been in a daze the last couple of weeks.

Instead of studying, I was thinking about what it was that I possibly could have done wrong to make Sarah not love me. I replayed every encounter we had in my head prior to the breakup. She told me that sex with me was boring, that I was more like a “trusted girlfriend” than a boyfriend, (That hurt a fuck-ton!) and I didn’t care about my appearance. I couldn’t figure that one out. Okay, maybe I wasn’t a gym rat, with well-defined biceps with visible veins on my arms, six pack abs, or any of the other defining characteristics of a “stud.”

But I certainly wasn’t bad looking by any means. Girls found me attractive – above the neck, that is. Looking at myself in the mirror and giving myself an honest appraisal, as honest as one can be with themselves, I was somewhat underweight, with hips that were maybe “a little roundish,” and, now this is embarrassing, and fuck! – I hate saying it; but breasts that were a bit flabby, and had maybe too much fat in them.

The clock reached two-fifty-five, and the order to put pens down came from the professor, Dr. Corrigan. I handed my half-filled exam book to the TA, and grabbed my backpack and walked out of the room. God, I hated my fucking life, going back to that empty room, the noise of the other occupants of the building on their way out or having fun in their rooms. Because of Sarah, I didn’t really socialize much with anyone, and was a bit lacking in the friend department.

I don’t know, maybe I should get another cat, or throw out Jeremy’s bowl and food bag. Sarah left those behind, maybe as a painful reminder of what I had lost. I really hated her. For one thing, she wasted three years of my life. A decision like she made didn’t come on overnight, it had to be stewing in her brain for a while. I should have noticed some of the telltale signs – her disinterest, her coldness in the weeks leading up to the break, her “absenteeism” when we had a conversation; and the biggest one – forgetting our anniversary. I planned to take her out to dinner to a really expensive Italian restaurant, and she tells me at the last minute, “Sorry Renzo, I have other plans.” Other plans??? I mean WHAT THE FUCK? On a Saturday night?

I decided to walk the two miles to campus dining hall to have dinner. Maybe I’d see someone that I knew and have dinner with them, just some other human company. I was thinking of putting up a sign in the student union for a roommate. Yes! That was it! I would get a roommate. Male or female, I wasn’t sure, but being alone sucked, that much I’ll tell you.

I think I needed one now for my emotional and mental well-being. Besides, although my parents paid the rent, the extra income they would let me keep was a big help. My father always encouraged me to think independently and to develop a “business head,” and this would surely impress him. My parents liked Sarah, they loved taking care of Jeremy when we went away – I took her on a vacation to Thailand last year, and they had a great time with the cat. Thinking about it now makes me laugh at how sad they were to see Jeremy go.

Just this morning, before I walked to campus for classes, my mother asked me, half-kidding, if I was sure I wanted another human roommate or just a cat? Well, I would still get a roommate, but I would put right on the ad: “MUST NOT BE ALLERGIC TO CATS!”

Two emotions occupied my mind; my loneliness, and my hatred of Sarah. But at least I had a plan that was constructive. I would put up the sign over the weekend.

During dinner I sat alone in the dining hall. I think my facial expression flashed a warning for people to stay away – that I was pissed and not in the mood for any sort of mindless conversation. The dinner was supposed to be spaghetti and meatballs, but to a kid raised in an Italian home, with a grandma who made dinner every Sunday night, it tasted like chopped up hamburger, with ketchup and noodles. Oh well, the best part of the dinner was that I was able to decompress a bit and not get too bothered by the exam, or the Sarah situation. It is what it is.

After I got home I spoke to my parents, and it wasn’t very pleasant. My father told me that if I had to, I should retake the poly-sci course, and maybe get a summer job at the family’s law office. At least it would show determination to a prospective law school. So academically at least, I would have to let the chips fall where they may. The rest of the night, I played “Assassin’s Creed” on my X-Box, and thought seriously about going to a shelter and getting a cat. Screw Sarah.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

After playing for an hour and a half, I took my X-Box game and went to put it in the plastic box where I kept all the other game discs I had. The box was in the bottom of my clothes closet that Sarah and I shared to put my shirts and her blouses and skirts. Next to the game box, I saw a pink plastic box, a little bit bigger than the one my discs were in. Just like me, Sarah was a very Obsessive-Compulsive type. Oh great, I gotta send whatever’s in here back to her, I thought. I would do it, make her pay for the UPS, since it was going to her home address, and be done with her.

I was still pissed at her, so instead of sending it to her new on-campus residence I’d send it to her parents, two hundred and fifty miles away. Fuck it. I then took the box out of the closet and opened it up. I immediately smelled her familiar scent, and got a mild tinge of sadness. Let’s see what she forget to bring with her. I didn’t expect to find what I saw inside the box.

I found assorted panties with G-Strings, some lacy bras, a couple of tight leotards, blouses, and pantyhose. Some of the sexier lingerie she never wore with me. That hurt somewhat. What did I expect when I opened the box – joy?

But then some emotions came over me that I never would have expected – curiosity . . . and desire. I always wondered what silky panties would feel like on my cock. Well, before I get into that, Sarah was a very beautiful girl. She had bright blue eyes, and long auburn hair that fell way past her shoulders, and sort of curled up just beneath her breasts which were, I don’t know, average size? She stood at five feet, six inches tall, and had long, shapely legs. In toto, she was a fine looking woman.

Inside the box was a makeup case as well, which I’m sure had some pretty expensive shit in there. Revlon, some French names that I never heard of, false fingernails and eyelashes, everything.

My heart started to race as I took a pair of black satin panties with a G-String, and held it between my fingers, rubbing, and then putting it up to my nose to sniff. The smell was all Sarah. I got an erection immediately, just from holding them. The naughty thoughts were swimming around my mind. Before I knew it, my jeans and boxers were off, and I was slipping the panties on over my legs. We were about the same height and waist size; I told you I was a bit round in the hips. I loved the silky feel of the G-String, and it slid up my legs. I took my time with it, and when finally my cock slipped inside the pouch, I felt some pre-cum discharge ever so slightly into the pouch.

I slipped my hand under the front of the pouch, and played with my stiff cock, rubbing it around inside, getting really hot. Next were a pair of sheer black nylon panty hose with straps and a girdle that had an inverted “V” in the front which would go over the pouch. I had never done this before, but I had seen enough YOUTUBE videos to know what to do.

My t-shirt came off quick and I tossed it on the floor, and found a black, lacy bra. The snaps were already closed, so it was easy to just put on and place my arms through the straps. The bra was a bit snug, and it had the effect of pulling my chest in tighter giving me the illusion of cleavage.

I smirked a little bit to myself. I loved the whole idea of acting out on a chief fantasy – finally. All my previous inhibitions went away. Now I just had to complete the nasty little job and I took out the makeup case and went into my bathroom.

I must say, I did a marvelous job. I just had to see myself in the long mirror behind my bedroom door. Afterwards, who knows? When I walked past the plastic box, I was shocked to see a new pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols on the bottom of the box, with a gold butane lighter laying next to it.

Wait a second . . . I thought. Since when did Sarah smoke? I didn’t remember ever smelling it on her, and I never saw her do it, or even express the slightest interest in it. I realized then that I wasn’t totally honest with her. For as long as I could remember, I had a smoking fetish. For many years, I thought I was mentally ill, because I was very attracted to hot girls who smoked the long, all-white cigarettes. Something about it, made me harder than a steel girder. I secretly wished that Sarah would smoke in front of me. I think I would have been turned on more and the sex would even have been better. Regrettably, that was all in the past now. No way of going back to that.

So now, the temptation was too much for me. I picked the pack up and unwrapped it, and packed it like I saw women do. I opened the plastic band, opened up the hard flip top box, removed the golden foil, and put the pack up to my nose to smell. The menthol was pleasing, and my cock began to swell in the pouch. I was actually becoming the object of all my fantasies. It was too much! My excitement made me fumble with the lighter, and it fell to the carpet.

I picked it up and stood in front of the mirror, dangling an unlit cigarette from the corner of my mouth. The lipstick wrapped itself around the end of the white filter – bright red. I was just missing a wig, but that was no problem. I had long, shoulder length hair and I did it up in a feminine style with a part going down the middle. I must say, I looked very slutty indeed.

I even found myself for the first time craving a cock. I never really consciously thought of myself as gay, but I just wanted cock – just to try it. As I thought of that, the soft, silky G-String hugging my asshole began to feel so good. I got a tight, feeling all through my mid-section.

Now I lied down on the bed, lit myself up, inhaled lightly, and saw the smoke come out from between my red lips. I found a clay ashtray on the living room table that Sarah had made last year in a pottery class. I put it on the bed beside me and started rubbing my cock inside the silly pouch. I dragged on the cigarette more. I didn’t cough because I had smoked joints once in a while to relax myself. When the cigarette was halfway through, I felt an enormous orgasm well up inside me, and I quickly pulled the pouch down below my cock.

I shot a tremendous glob of jizz, and it flew over my head onto the pillow just past me. The rest of it fell onto my tummy, and a small amount on my face, over my eye shadow. It came out in several spurts, warm and sticky. I couldn’t remember the last time I jerked off or how great this time felt.

After I was done, I was curious as to how it would taste. I never gave it a second thought. With my hand that was holding onto the cigarette, I rubbed some jizz from my tummy onto my index finger and put it up to my mouth to taste it. It was wonderful; sweet and salty. I rubbed off more and more.

I felt so naughty, like a real slut – and I loved it. Albeit reluctantly, it was getting late, and I had to take all the makeup off and clean myself off. For a minute I had second thoughts about getting a roommate, but then I realized that I couldn’t be alone, and I really needed one.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

Two Weeks Later


Iput the “Roommate Wanted” sign up in the student union with the little rip off tags on them with my phone number, and also on the campus Facebook Page. I didn’t specify a sex and to tell you the truth I sort of wanted a woman. Not for anything sexual mind you, but inside I felt more comfortable having a female, because all through puberty, and my college life, I was able to relate better to women, emotionally, and mentally. All through high school I was the butt of jokes by the jocks and the gym rats because of my physical appearance which I mentioned earlier. Now, after being in college for three years, I didn’t give a shit what anyone thought. In high school, they called me “Renzo the fem.” It hurt me then, but now – no one would say that and what anyone else thought about me was none of my business anyway.

Oh, I did get a “D-“ on the midterm exam, and short of a miracle and intercession by St. Jude, the Saint of Hopeless Causes, I was destined to failure. It was a Tuesday night, and I was reading some book by Jane Austen for my lit class, and my phone rang. It was a female voice, and she was answering my roommate ad.

“Your ad didn’t specify male or female,” the pleasant sounding voice on the phone said.

“That’s right. Look, first off – I’m not a pervert or a sexual predator, and I would give you your space and not do anything to make you feel uncomfortable. I’d actually prefer a female roommate because they tend to be neater, and I don’t want a slob.” I laughed, and so did she.

“So, uh, tell me about yourself,” I said. “Let’s start with your name.”

“Right!” she said with a nice upbeat tone in her voice. “My name is Valerie, but my friends call me Val, I’m a junior, and this would be the first time I would be living off campus, so I’m looking forward to it; and yes, I am very neat – to a tee as a matter of fact.”

“Well that’s reassuring. My name is Renzo by the way, and I’m also a junior. I hope you like cats because I’m planning to adopt one.”

“Oh, I love cats,” she said. “I grew up having, let’s see, at least four when I was living at home. Snowflake, that’s the cat who’s with my parents now, we adopted as a kitten when I was in twelfth grade.”

“That’s good. Uh, why don’t you stop by this week one night, and we can talk, and you’ll see your room.”

“Sounds great Renzo, I’m really looking forward to meeting you.”

“So am I Valerie. I have your number now, so I’ll add you as a contact, and we’ll meet here. Just a sec, I’m scrolling through my calendar now. Okay, how about tomorrow night, at say, eight o’clock?”

“Sounds perfect Renzo, I’ll see you then!”

“Okay, bye,” I said.

She sounded nice. Things were looking up. I was happy because I was moving on. The sooner the better.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

Valerie came over and we hit it off right away. I made a new friend and decided that she would be the one to share my room. Both of us were excited, and I would gladly help her move her things over. I liked Valerie. For one thing she had an upbeat attitude towards life in general, and her smile could light up a room. She had long blonde hair, hazel colored eyes, large breasts, and a great shape.

Hell, I would even like to date her, but I felt it would be inappropriate; at least at this stage. Besides, after trying on the lingerie and my “self-exploration,” I was a bit confused as to my sexual identity, like which way the wind would blow.

The following Saturday I went to Valerie’s dorm and helped her pack up her things. Her roommate wasn’t there, and I didn’t ask her why she wanted to move. It really was none of my business. She had cardboard boxes and some plastic containers, with all the clothes neatly folded. We had to make three trips to load her stuff into my Kia SUV.

We unpacked and she put her stuff away. I gave her the space that Sarah had. I had mixed emotions. I felt the loneliness from missing Sarah, but it was quickly tempered by Valerie’s upbeat presence and the knowledge that I was starting a new chapter in my life. We got finished about noon and decided we would go into town and grab some lunch.

“So Valerie, how does it feel to be free – I mean of all the dorm rules and regs. I remember it felt great.”

“I’m excited Renzo, I really am. Some of my girlfriends made faces when I told them I was moving in with a guy. You know how girls can be – they’re all gossips.”

“I can only imagine Valerie. Remember the old TV show ‘Three’s Company?’ I feel our relationship is like that, and I’m Jack Tripper.”

We both laughed at that. “And which girl would I be, Renzo,” she asked with a smile.

“I suppose you would be the blonde, naturally!”

She laughed at that. “So, tell me Renzo, you lived in the apartment with your girlfriend, you were saying?”

I was a bit uncomfortable, but I opened up to her. “Yes, we did.” She got right down to business. In a way, I felt she had a right to know the story. I suppose she didn’t want to find herself in a situation where Sarah and I would make up and she would be forced out to find another place to live.

“Yes we did. We met during freshman orientation, and she was with me ever since. We both moved out of the dorm in the middle of sophomore year.”

“Was it a bad breakup?” I knew she would go there. I just sighed and told her the story.

“So that was it. She told me she didn’t love me anymore and felt that I wasn’t ‘man enough’ for her.”

“Jesus, that’s tough. I don’t find anything wrong with you Renzo. You are a really stunningly handsome guy, and I know you’ll make some girl really happy someday.”

“Well thanks for saying that Valerie. I was at the point of getting to believe her. I miss our cat Jeremy more than her at this point.”

“Oh, of course she got to keep the cat. Do you get visitation rights?” she said laughing.

I smiled. “No, I don’t get any visitation rights.”

“Well, if you want to, we can get a cat. I love animals. At home, we have two dogs as well as the cat Snowflake, I mentioned.”

“Oh, well that’s something to think about,” I said. I was starting to like her more and more. Friendship is the best way to start a new relationship.

So, as the weeks went by, Valerie and I settled into a pattern, and we were respectful of each other’s privacy. If either of us was planning on entertaining any company, we would give each other fair notice. For any overnight company, we each had people we could stay over with.

One day, I was walking across the quad from the science building – I had to take a health sciences course as a graduation requirement, and I was walking from the humanities building over to the sciences building. Far ahead on the path, at the top of the hill before the sciences building, I spotted Sarah. On a large campus like this, I would expect to run into her at some time. I knew that she had gotten her own apartment across town. That was a surprise to me. It had been two months since our breakup.

However, she was not alone. She was walking arm in arm with some guy that looked familiar, but I just couldn’t place him. I was too much in shock, with a mixed feeling of anger and sadness at seeing her with another guy. I was careful to keep my distance. I didn’t want her to see me, I wasn’t ready for that just yet. He was everything that I wasn’t; taller, very muscular, a lot of upper body muscle, and close cropped black hair. His waist was thin and looked a bit out of proportion to the rest of his body.

What was I supposed to do? I thought to myself. I didn’t know, but part of me wanted revenge. I tried to reexamine parts of our relationship to see if I could find any signs from the past that would clue me in; things that should have told me she was seeing someone else. I was seething with jealousy. I also knew that dwelling on her made me fuck up my poly-sci midterm. I was still trying to dig myself out of that black hole with Professor Corrigan, especially because he was my Pre-Law advisor. I had to really think this one through.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5


Once you find an enjoyable thing, it’s hard to let go, especially something like my penchant for cross dressing. I still had Sarah’s stuff and then it dawned on me. The lingerie! She never wore those pantyhose, the girdle, and that G-String with me before. I think her attitude towards me changed about two months before our breakup. That’s when our “vanilla sex” started getting less and less frequent. Knowing what I do now about my double fetish – for smoking and cross dressing, I can’t say that I totally blame her. Maybe if I had come clean earlier to her things would have been different. But there were too many unknowns to know for sure.

This weekend Valerie had a date, and she told me that she would probably stay over at “her friend’s house,” is how she put it. We respected each other’s boundaries, and I didn’t want to pry. I think she thought of me more like a good girlfriend than a guy, and she usually told me everything. Maybe she would tell me after the weekend. I had no right to expect otherwise but her “secrecy” surrounding her date made me wonder, and being totally honest with myself – a bit jealous. Now, I had two women to be jealous of.

I was feeling sorry for myself. Why was it that I couldn’t find any romantic happiness when everyone around me did? Even the guys that I was friendly with from class and went out to have a few beers with on a Saturday night had girlfriends. I felt like a loser. These feelings drew me closer and closer to my “secret pleasure.” This weekend was the perfect opportunity to act out on it! Valerie wouldn’t come home until Sunday morning. She was very explicit about it; showing me a courtesy which I appreciated. I needed a release. I always felt good when I became my “alternate self,” Renee.

Since that first night, I dressed up several times even after Valerie moved in. There were weekends that she went home to her parents and Renee came out of the closet – literally and figuratively. Only now, since I saw Sarah with that muscle head, I planned to dress and act out with a vengeance.

I had a new piece to add to my ensemble. Before Valerie moved in, I purchased a long-haired black wig from AMAZON. It had a part down the middle, and was wavy at the bottom below my breasts. I also ordered different eye shadow colors. I liked the emerald green the best. My eyebrows were thin, and the eyebrow pencil made “Renee” look really hot! Shit, I even wanted to fuck myself. I spoke to myself in the mirror, very raunchy words and gestures that drove me wild. Sometimes I almost came without touching myself, just feeling the smooth, silky pouch against my cock.

I was starting to think more and more about going out in public dressed up as Renee. Along with the wig, I bought a pair of four-inch heels with ankle straps. I had a long, white “boyfriend shirt,” that I liked to wear with tight black jeans that ended just above my ankles. I also got a black, leather handbag with a thick shoulder strap that I could keep my accessories like my Virginia Slims inside. I purchased a leather cigarette case for them so they would fit. I was the complete slut!

I purchased a brown leather jacket with a high collar that was warm in the colder weather. I thought more and more about going to one of the bars in town and picking on some random guy and sucking his cock. The hotter I looked, the more I wanted dick! My world was certainly turning.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 6


Ibid Valerie a fond farewell on Saturday evening and told her I hoped that she would have a good time. She again reminded me that she wouldn’t be coming home, so if I wanted to bring someone back to the room I could. I smiled and said, “Sure, like I magically have a girlfriend that I created this morning.” We both laughed and she gave me a peck on the cheek with some words of encouragement that soon I would find someone, and not to give up on myself.

I was completely giddy with excitement. Maybe I would go out . . . The idea was there, but I had no idea where I would go. Anyway, it looked like rain tonight, so I thought I might as well stay inside and have my fun.

It took me a half hour to dress, makeup, and all. I was a pro already. Just to get in the mood I lit a Virginia Slims 120 and went into the living room to watch some hot videos on xhamster.com, known for transgender, gay, and all sorts of wild, explosive X-rated videos.

OH! Almost forgot. I also purchased an assortment of dildos, so I could practice sucking cock and also being very naughty and putting them up my derriere, for added excitement. I learned the art of the “sissygasm,” where a guy could make themselves come with just a butt plug or a dildo, vibrating, of course, without touching my cock. To make it more exciting, I purchased a cock cage with a key, so that I wouldn’t be able to touch my dick. Case closed. Now it was time for fun.

One of my favorite personalities was on her channel. A transgender female, or “shemale,” as she liked to call herself – Connie. She would lie on her bed, pantyhose, and all, talking very filthy, legs spread wide, butt plug inserted, and stroke her cock until she came.

I hopped on my bed, and turned the volume up, and got on both knees, slowly inserting the largest dildo I had – at least eight inches, lubed nicely with K-Y Jelly up my bum, and went in and out slowly. I took a nice drag from my Virginia Slim with each thrust, trying to keep up with Connie. I had my cage in place, and the temptation to stroke my cock was great indeed, but I held off, and let the vibrating dildo do the work for me.

I cursed to myself, calling myself a slut, whore, nasty bitch, and even squinted my eyes like Connie did for the full whore effect. It wasn’t long before all my sensations, the feel of my long hair hanging over my face, the long cigarette dangling out of my mouth, puffing away, led me to cry out as the feeling welled up inside me like a fist, and I came right through the cage, my little “boy clitty” shooting its load.

Oh my God, that was so good! Connie was now talking dirty right into the monitor, I felt like she was addressing me, as if she knew what I was doing, and I got even more aroused. I put some K-Y jelly on my cock, and replaced it with a butt plug with a cock-ring attached, and jerked myself off again slowly, as I smoked another cigarette.

I listened to Connie and just lied on the bed, exhausted. Soon I would change and take all my makeup off. I went into the kitchen to get myself a bottle of Corona Lite. I still had the butt plug and the cock-ring on me. I was tempted to watch her again and do the nasty another time. Each time I did it, my craving for real cock was unbearable. I decided that next weekend, if Valerie went to her parents, I would go out to a bar, and do some unsuspecting lucky guy in a seedy bathroom stall. Maybe I’d be lucky and find a gay bar with a “glory hole.”

I was standing in front of the refrigerator enjoying my Corona and a cigarette, checking the calendar on the refrigerator. I had another Corrigan poly-sci exam coming up next Thursday, and I would have plenty of time to study. Between the dressing and Valerie, my studying and grades improved.

Just then, as I was about to turn and go into the bathroom to take my makeup off, I heard the key turn in the front door! Shit! A quick glance at the wall clock told me it was midnight. What was Valerie doing home so early? Why didn’t she tell me she was coming back with a guy. That wasn’t like her at all. I looked at my cell phone on the kitchen table and saw that I missed a call from her at ten-thirty. What the fuck was I going to do? I could run int the bathroom with my clothes and change, and stuff “Renee’s clothing” into the vanity below the sink. But there wasn’t any time to think.

What would Valerie say? Would she think I was sick? Part of me did think I was mentally ill! I heard footsteps coming into the kitchen from the hallway – I WAS BUSTED!! No time to hide my gurly games by going into the bathroom. Renee was outed!

“Renzo?? Are you home?” I heard her call from the living room. “Are you smok - - - HOLY SHIT!” She squinted her eyes. “Renzo . . . is that you????”

I didn’t know what to say but the truth. I turned and looked at her. “Yes Valerie, it’s me Renzo, or should I say Renee?” Her mouth was wider than a saucer and her eyes bulged out of her head. Very casually I asked, “So, what happened to your date? I thought you’d be home tomorrow morning.”

Her expression suddenly changed, and she started laughing hysterically. In fact, she was doubled over with laughter.

“You . . . Oh my God, you, Ha ha, ha – you look  . . .” she had tears running down her cheeks she was laughing so hard. “Stunning! Absolutely stunning.”

“Wait, I can explain!”

“No need to explain honey. My date fizzled out. The guy was a complete dud. Why didn’t you tell me you smoked? Now I don’t have to go outside anymore. Really Renzo, er Renee, we should get some ashtrays in here.”

That’s all she could say? We need some ashtrays??

“I see by the beer and the time that you probably finished for the night. But tell you what. I’m so fucking horny, and I didn’t want to waste myself on that clown. YOU are like God’s gift tonight! Come on,” she said, grabbing me by the hand. “Let’s go into the bedroom.”

She saw the shame on my face. “From now on, I’ll call you Renee. You don’t have to be embarrassed about a thing. I mean I must say that I never expected this, but you are beautiful. I love it. Now come on let’s go inside your bedroom.” As an afterthought she said, “I’m glad you didn’t pick up the phone when I called at ten, or else I wouldn’t have seen you. When were you planning to tell me about yourself?” She was still laughing, but it sounded more out of joy than disgust.

“I honestly don’t know Val. I only got into this after I broke up with Sarah and discovered all her clothes in her box. One night I peeked inside it, and that was that.”

Valerie laughed. “Come here,” she said, placing me on the bed and standing in front of me. I was puzzled, what changed that would obviously make her interested in me in that way?

For the first time in our apartment, Valerie picked up a pack of my cigarettes from the nightstand and said, “Do you have a light for me Renee?”

“Sure,” and I fished out my gold butane lighter from my bag and I lit her up, and took one out for myself. She was looking at me like she had something planned. Like, maybe she was one of these lesbian types who enjoyed trans women, or just men who cross-dressed. I now considered myself to be one of the former.
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Iwas hard immediately from watching Valerie smoke seductively in front of me for the first time. The fact that I was dressed as Renee helped my arousal along greatly. She took a cheek-hollowing drag and got down on her knees in front of me, and moved my pouch aside and my cockster sprang out like a jack-in-the-box.

“Oh my, look at what we have here!” she said, in a way that I thought she was feigning surprise. “You know Renee, you have a really beautiful cock,” she said as she fingered it along its shaft. “It’s pretty big too.” I never measured it, but I suppose it was as big as Connie’s.

Before I could say anything, her lips were around it hungrily, making my tip red, and smoke was coming out the sides of her mouth. I leaned back with my elbows on the bed, enjoying the royal treatment I was getting.

“Ummm,” was the sound that escaped her lips as she sucked on me, sliding her mouth up and down my shaft. She made a tight seal with her lips and her tongue was circling my cock, teasing, driving me to the point where I could feel myself leaking pre-cum. Harder and faster she went, her hands with her long, painted fingernails, digging into my ball sack driving me crazy.

She took her mouth off me, squinted her eyes at me and took a long drag of her cigarette, placing her mouth back on me, and exhaling all over my cock, as she resumed her furious sucking. I felt my orgasm well-up inside me and before I knew it, I blew a huge load right into Valerie’s mouth. She slurped and sucked, my cum rolling down the sides of her mouth, she slowed down and took her mouth off me, her hand grabbing my cock inside her fist and pumping it as the remaining jizz shot out, covering her eye shadow and mascara. I had a limitless supply of jizz, and she enjoyed getting it all over her face. She was a total slut, very compatible with me.

She stood up and leaned into me as I enjoyed licking my own jizz off of her face. I had developed a taste for my own junk over the last couple of months. It pleased her as my tongue made circles around her face, licking and sucking.

Valerie noticed the vibrating dildo on my bed, as well as the cock cage, cock ring and butt plug combo laying next to it. “Oh my,” she said. “I see you like playing with toys. That’s good Renee, because so do I! I think we’ll have lots of fun.” That last comment took me a bit by surprise. But before I could say another word, Valerie stood up in front of me, reached into her pouch, and pulled out a Connie-sized cock from her own G-String! What the fuck!?

My mouth hung open, and Valerie said, “That’s right Renee, I’m trans too. Of course I’m a bit more developed than you are. I’ve been on HRT for several years now. No surgery for me though; I like having a ‘she cock.’”

I stared, with longing and amazement. “Have you decided if you’re going to do HRT? I think you should. You’ll be amazed at how great the sex can be with it!” she said.

“Yes, I think I will, now that I have a partner and roommate.”

Valerie laughed. “My turn now honey, she said. I’m going to fuck you – hard!”

Eagerly, I turned around on the bed, my girdle down, and my G-String strap pulled off to the side. Valerie reached over to the side of the bed and put the cock cage on me.

“Let’s see you get a sissygasm without touching. It’s much more fun. Let’s see how ‘conditioned’ you are!”

I was ready and willing to do anything at this point. I reached into my black leather handbag and pulled out my tube of K-Y Jelly and rubbed it all over my boy pussy or “bussy”, and also placed a nice amount on Valerie’s huge cock as well.

I had no doubt at all now that this is what I wanted – only trans women, no men, no “women-women.” So what did that make me? I didn’t care. I was ready to go. Valerie took the cock ring with the butt plug from the side of the bed, and used my tube of K-Y to insert it in herself. She was planning on making this last.

She lined herself up perfectly behind me, and I felt for the first time in my life, a she cock touching my cherry bussy. Looking back on this moment, I was very glad I chose to play with the dildos! But wait – she took her cock off me, and before I could say anything she stuck my vibrating dildo right into my bussy and started laughing.

“Valerie, what the fuck?” I was laughing too.

“I want you to really want me Renee,” she said. As I felt it open me up, she turned the vibrator on. I felt an electric jolt go through me. She pushed the dildo in and out of me, so that I felt “that feeling” welling up inside me. My cock was straining to come of the confinement of the cage.

Then, she abruptly pulled it out of me. “Why should this thing have all the fun?” We were both laughing.

Valerie was even harder than the dildo. She teased me first, just getting the head of her she-cock inside my cherry opening, and then going in a little deeper, moving it in a circular motion, like a wooden mixing spoon stirring a cake batter. I loved it. The real thing was so much better than any dildo could be. I felt a small amount of pre cum dripping into the cage as my cock strained against the plastic cage.

Now she plunged all eight inches of herself into me, making me howl with the mix of pain and pleasure I had come to love so well.

“Good, good, you’re so fucking good, Renee. I can’t believe this is happening.” I imagined her eyes close, swooning with pleasure. I know I was.

“Harder baby, harder!” I screamed.

Like a relentless jack hammer she drilled me again and again. My cock was throbbing inside me. I was floating in another universe entirely. She moaned and I felt the warmth of her jizz enter me and it was enough to push me over the edge. I shot another big load into the cock cage – my second sissygasm of the night. But this time, with Valerie, it was much better indeed.

She kept thrusting, the ring keeping her hard. Then she surprised me and gave me even more pleasure. She pulled out and placed her head underneath my junk and started to lick the cum dripping out of my ass, and down the sides of my round butt. It made me shiver as her skilled tongue inserted itself into my cherry.

She slowed down and stopped, spinning me around and kissed me hard on the lips. I could taste her cum in my mouth, and I sucked all of it out of her mouth, some of mine lingering in there as well. Now we lie together on the bed, stretched out and hugging and kissing, saying sweet things to each other.

“I’ll be right back,” Valerie said as she got up from the bed. She noticed a picture frame on my dresser turned backwards. She picked it up and turned it around. It was Sarah. I meant to get rid of it. Now that I had Valerie in my life, it would be a priority.

“Is this Sarah?” Valerie asked.

I sighed. “Yes it is. I’ve been meaning to get rid of it.”

“Humm, too bad. She’s pretty,” Valerie said with a smirk. “Now who do you like better,” Valerie asked, grinning.

“Really Val, do you have to ask? You fucking blew me away!”

“Umm, you too honey,” she said and put the picture face down on my dresser. There was an awkward moment of silence and Valerie asked me, her tone changing, like she was deep in concentration. “You hate her, don’t you?”

I was surprised by the question, and though I was only too willing to let the past go, I had to admit I did harbor some feelings of animosity towards her.

“To be honest . . . yeah, I do a little. She basically humiliated me. What I mean to say is, she humiliated Renzo, not Renee. Renee she set free, and I suppose I owe her some gratitude, or else I never would have met you.”

Valerie lit a cigarette and placed her hand under her chin, deep in thought. “Suppose you could get some revenge on her and have fun while doing it; would you?” Valerie asked me.

“What do you mean?”

“Just give me a minute and I’ll tell you,” she said as she walked into the bathroom.

She came out, and I had lit a cigarette for myself, and she sat down next to me on the bed.

“You said you saw her with some guy, right; the other day?”

“Yeah, so?”

A devilish smile crossed her face. “Well suppose, now, just suppose that you could seduce him. He’s never met you, right?”

“No, he never did. He may have seen pictures of me though.”

“So how about the two of us ‘double-team’ him, and then threaten to tell Sarah that he’s had sex with two trans women?”

“Ooooh, I love the way that beautiful mind of yours works!” I said, getting into this idea.

“Do you know the guy?” Valerie asked.

“Nope, never met him, but I could easily recognize him.”

“Wait a second,” Valerie said and jumped off the bed practically flying over to my dresser and turning the picture over. “I know this girl! Well, I’m not friends with her, but I just recognize her from my economics class lecture hall.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I mean there has to be what, like at least two hundred students in there, but I could strike up a conversation with her easily enough, I suppose.”

“But . . .”

Valerie cut me off. “Just leave it to me honey.” She smiled at me, and soon after we went to sleep curled in each other’s arms.
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Tuesday night, I came back home after studying for the poly-sci test in the library. For the first time, I went out as Renee. I was slowly working up to cross-dressing full time. I was studying for Corrigan’s exam on Friday, and since I had Valerie in my life, who was just a blessing for me, my head was on straighter for many reasons, and I felt like I had a good grasp of the material.

Valerie was lying on the bed on her elbows, a psychology text under her chin. She looked up as I walked into the bedroom.

She jumped up and grabbed me around the shoulders and kissed me. “Hi baby, how’d the studying go?”

“Oh terrific. I think I’m gonna kill this test on Friday.” I held her at arm’s length. “And you know what?” I said. “I owe it all to you! My head is in such a better place than it’s been all semester.”

“Good, I’m glad honey. I feel the same way too,” and we kissed.

“Oh! Check this out,” Valerie said excitedly as she whipped out her iPhone. “Look.”

I saw a picture of Sarah and her new boyfriend outside the lecture hall. Valerie had got a good frontal of him.

“Wow, nice work!” I said.

“But that’s not all. I followed him as he walked away from the building by himself, and one of his friends caught up to him.”

“And?” I said excitedly.

“Total serendipity baby!”

“What do you mean Val?”

“Well, the dude’s name is Troy, and that’s not all. The friend who caught up to him is Mike Baker, a guy I know from my Ed-Psych class. I couldn’t believe it. Mike and I are working on the same project in class and will probably be student teaching together next year!”

I looked crestfallen. “What’s the matter honey?” Val asked.

A moment of silence came about, and I was upset.

Valerie caught on right away, and grabbed me gently by the shoulders. “Honey, I see you’re a bit . . . well, look. There’s nothing going on between Mike and me if that’s what you’re thinking. He’s as straight as an arrow. Besides, I don’t do dudes – not unless it’s for a very special friend or reason . . .”

I smiled and we kissed. “So listen up,” Valerie said. “Forget about my knowing Sarah from economics. This is a much better angle – listen. I could talk to Mike and tell him I’m interested in his friend Troy, and get some information about him, you know, like who he hangs out with, what he does. Anything to get me in a position where you could get close to him. Like the idea?”

“Val, I have to admit, you’re a genius.”

“No I’m not, just lucky, and I’m helping my lover out.”

“Is that what we are Val, lovers?” I was smiling, and so was Val.

“Of course we are honey. Now that our studying is done, we can go to bed, good?”

“Sounds wonderful,” I said, and we embraced, and woke up in the morning in each other’s arms after a very passionate and crazy night.

*****

“Okay Mike,” Valerie said. “Westerman wants us to do the presentation on K through Five.”

“Sure Val sounds good. We’ll divvy up the material and we can work on it. Wanna grab a cup of coffee?”

“Sure Mike let’s go to the STARBUCKS.” There was a STARBUCKS on the other side of the quad next to the fountain pool.

Val and Mike were seated with their drinks, and Val brought up the subject of our plan, of course, not revealing the true nature of it.

“Say Mike, I was wondering. You know your friend Troy?”

“Sure, what about him?”

“Well, a girlfriend of mine is in the sociology class with him and wants to meet him. Do you think he’d be into it?”

“Gee Val, I don’t know. See, he’s living with this girl Sarah over at his apartment on Gibbons Street.”

“Oh, that’s too bad,” Val said, hiding her surprise and thinking about its effect on me. But she had confidence in her plan.

Mike was thinking, and he smiled. “Well, don’t say anything Val, but I happen to know that Troy is a bit of a horn dog. In other words . . . he’s been known to stray.”

“Oh, nice. Maybe we could get them together somehow. Who knows, you might be doing Troy a favor.”

“Yeah, I mean Troy is a sneaky sort you know. He’s one of those guys who really isn’t meant for a monogamous relationship, but Sarah seems different. I think he’s really into her, but give it time – he’ll stray. I’m sure,” and Mike smiled.

“Well my friend Renee isn’t into anything serious you know. I just think she’s curious about him that’s all. She finds him to be very handsome.”

“Let me try to see what I can do. I know Sarah is going home to visit her parents this weekend, and Troy will be home in their apartment alone.”

Val smiled, that evil little smile I loved so much about her.

“So why don’t we do this then. Take Troy out for drinks this Saturday night at McHugh’s downtown, and Renee and I can meet both of you.”

Mike looked at Valerie with his head tilted to the side. “Valerie, are you trying to ask me out?”

“I don’t know Mike, maybe,” she said and smiled, causing Mike to stir a bit.

The next day, in Ed-Psych class, Mike walked over to Valerie with good news. “It’s set up. Me and Troy will meet you guys at McHugh’s at eight o’clock on Saturday. How’s that?”

“Oh I think that will be just fine, Mike. Thanks. I know Renee will be very happy!”

“Sounds good.” Poor Mike. Valerie never meant to lead Mike on, but she would “take one for the team” if she had to.
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You owe me one, you know?”

“You did it, didn’t you,” I said, excited.

“I sure did. Turns out that Troy is not as monogamous as Sarah would think. Sarah’s going to her parents this weekend, so Troy will be at their apt on Gibbons alone. I told Mike that you were in their sociology class and thought Troy was handsome, and that you would ‘innocently’ like to meet him, just socially.”

“Wait,” I said. “So Sarah really moved in with this guy, huh?”

“Sweetheart don’t even go there. It’s all going to be fine, trust me.” I was looking down at the floor. Valerie took me by the shoulders. She lifted my chin up with her fingers. “Hey, you’re life is coming together, and you have me now, don’t forget.”

“Okay, as always Val, you’re right. And Troy is up for the double date?” I asked.

“He sure is honey. The only thing is, Mike likes me and thinks I may be hitting on him.”

“Oh well, too bad for Mike.”

“Now, you understand, I may have to ‘play along’ a bit with Mike, if you and Troy hook up, which I know you will, you little slut, you!” Val said, and gave me a playful elbow in the side.

Both of us had a good laugh. “No problem Val. We’ll nail them both. Now the only question is, who’s place?”

Val answered quickly. “Why at Troy and Sarah’s place of course. What better place for you to exact your vengeance. To fuck Troy in the sheets he sleeps with Sarah in!”

I laughed. “That’s perfect Val. I’m going to have a lot of tension to release after Corrigan’s exam on Friday, that’s for sure.”

“Well listen babe, you better save some of that coiled up tension for me. Okay?”

“No problem there,” and we smiled and kissed.

*****

I left Corrigan’s test on Friday feeling pretty good. It seemed that if I did okay on the final, I’d have a respectable grade to show to the law schools when I applied. Friday night, Valerie and I went to a movie in town, and then had a pretty mellow evening at home after with a bottle of wine. We were picking out our clothes for tomorrow night; the sluttiest outfits we could find – ouch!

I drove us in my Kia on Saturday night because I knew that Val enjoyed her wine maybe a little bit too much, and I wanted to be on my A game with Troy.

The parking lot at McHugh’s was crowded as it usually is on a Saturday night. We could hear the country western band even before I turned the engine off. With one chirp of the car alarm set, we went inside. Both of us were fucking slutty looking as hell; the heads of every guy turned. Valerie had her usual nose-ring, and also wore hoop earrings like mine. Her hair was dyed black.

It was my idea for her to do that, and she liked it. It made her hazel eyes really stand out. She had a purple highlight on the left side of her hair which ran from the top down to the waves on the bottom. She wore a leather skirt with high fishnet stockings, dark purple eye shadow and black lipstick.

I wore a leather bustier, and a black satin dress with a high slit up the side. I also for the first time, and at the advice of Valerie, wore a gaff underneath the pouch of my G-String to hide the bulge which I was sure to come. It certainly did, but it was Valerie who turned me on more than anything.

“Hey, look Renee, there they are – the two ducks, all lined up!”

“Perfect,” I said. We walked over to where they were seated at the bar. Valerie did the talking.

“Hi Mike. This is my friend Renee.”

Mike spun in his seat, and he couldn’t take his eyes off me.

“Wow Valerie, why didn’t you tell me your friend Renee was so beautiful?” He was trying his best to be smooth. But I was instead, really turned on by my muscular target Troy. It looked like Sarah had good taste, but I wasn’t so sure about his intellect. I felt annoyed that Sarah valued hunk over brains, but to be honest, I knew I wasn’t sexually compatible with Sarah, after all. But I wanted to have fun tonight, and I got the idea that Valerie would enjoy this as much as I did.

Mike had told Valerie that he was a tight end on the football team, and was here on a football scholarship. That was all I needed to know. Come to think of it, I did recognize him from the sports section of the school newspaper. Evidently, he was a big deal.

“Oh! I just love football players.” I ogled Troy. “And look at those muscles!”

Typical brainless hunk, Troy recognized a compliment when he heard one and looked over at me, and grinned a stupid grin. This shouldn’t be too hard, I thought. At least there wouldn’t be much small talk, and I hated small talk.

Mike opened it up. “So what will you girls be drinking?”

Valerie answered. “Why don’t you get us two Corona Lights.” It looked like my taste in beer had rubbed off on Valerie, because at home the fridge was full of them.

“Two Corona Lights coming right up,” Mike said and signaled for the bartender to come over. “Make that four,” he said to the bartender. The stools were kind of high, and Troy was absorbed with looking up the high slit of my satin skirt, my long, black wig, and the cleavage I showed through my black laced bra.

“So Troy,” I said. “What do you do besides football?” This question made him uncomfortable because aside from fucking my ex-girlfriend, I didn’t think he did much.

“Uh, I play video games – Madden NFL, and uh, I like working on cars.”

Well we had something in common. I liked Madden NFL too. Cars, I wasn’t really into. I kept a straight face, and I said, though tempted to laugh out loud; “Well I like playing with Barbie Dolls, and I really enjoy fucking.”

I thought the big brute would fall off the bar stool. Mike and Valerie didn’t hear that, or I think they may have fainted if they did.

“Uh, excuse me Renee, but did you say fucking?”

I took a big slug from the bottle of Corona even though the bartender brought over frosted mugs, and I looked him right in the eyes and said “Yes, I said fucking. But I’m a very particular girl. The guy either has it or he doesn’t.”

Troy straightened up. “Well, in high school I’ve done my share of cheerleaders,” he said proudly, grinning through his teeth. Looking at him, I could see his nose was dislocated. He probably had a few too many hits to the head also.

“Hey, the music sounds good, you wanna dance?” Troy said.

“Sure, that sounds great. You know, when I dance, I like to grind up against the guy. I hope that doesn’t bother you too much.”

“Shit, are you kidding me? I’d love to!”

“Well then,” I said. “Let’s go.” I winked at Valerie, and she smiled at me.

“We’ll join you in a minute,” Val said, and went back to talking to Mike.

On the dance floor, it was a slow, twangy, country song, and I made sure to grind my hips up against Troy’s junk. The gaff I was wearing hid my very significant arousal. Nevertheless, I was able to tell that Troy was harder than a gridiron goal post. It was all playing into my hands – hopefully literally, soon.

Mike and Valerie seemed to be getting along and joined us on the dance floor. Mike was a bit subdued with Valerie, maybe because of their classroom relationship. But Valerie, being Valerie, liked to play along, if only to please her lover – me.

I was the one who brought it up since I made the most progress. I asked Troy if he would mind it if we went back to his place. Of course he was into it.

In the ladies room, I got Valerie alone. “So Val, what do you think?”

“Yeah, yeah. I think Mike wants to get into my pants, and I definitely know that Troy wants to get into yours, so why don’t the four of us go to Troy and Sarah’s apartment? Besides kitten, I don’t want to leave you alone with Troy. I need to be your back-up in case things get messy. Know what I mean?”

Valerie had a point there. So it was settled. I drove Valerie, and we followed Mike and Troy to Troy and Sarah’s place.
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Troy and Sarah’s apartment was on the ground floor of a three story walk-up, and faced the street. It was smaller than our apartment, which was also a three story. The biggest difference was that Valerie and I had the best in our building because my father’s firm owned it.

Troy and Sarah’s place was a two bedroom as well, and seeing some of Sarah’s stuff around the apartment made me a little sad, but the thought of violating the most important part of her new life right now made me feel very good. Let’s just say I felt a “lustful vengeance” right then.

The four of us were in the kitchen and Troy offered us some beer which seemed to be the only item in his vast refrigerator. I wondered to myself where he put it all, since I knew that Sarah was more of a wine type person. We each took a bottle, and we made small talk. We took seats on the couch in the living room and Mike and Valerie discussed some things relating to their Ed-Psych project together, while Troy was just ogling me.

Meanwhile, I saw a black and white shadow come out from the bedrooms which broke my heart. It was Jeremy, now two years old who Sarah and I had raised from a kitten. My dress didn’t fool him. He still had my scent. He must have been very glad to see me, and he nuzzled my heels and jumped right up into my lap.

“Holy shit!” Troy said. “That cat really likes you Renee! It’s almost like he knows you. He never just jumps on me like that.” Well, Jeremy had very refined tastes. I was tempted to tell Jeremy not to give anything away, but then I remembered cat’s don’t talk.

Valerie just looked at me, and understood immediately. She mouthed to me when no one was looking – we’ll get a kitten.

“So Troy,” I said. “What do you find to be the most interesting part of our sociology class?” (The one that I wasn’t taking with him).

“Uh, I don’t really know. Sarah takes all the notes, and she tells me about it afterward. I just use the class to doze off in,” and he laughed like a real scholar.

He put his hand on my thigh and looked at me with a sly grin. “You know, back at McHugh’s you really turned me on Marie.”

The lunk head couldn’t even get my name right, but it was okay. “My name’s Renee Troy; Renee.”

“Oh shit! I’m sorry, what was I thinking? Uh yeah, but like I was saying babe, you got me real hot at that place, pushing up against me and all.”

“Humm, well you got me turned on too – why don’t we go someplace where we can be comfortable?”

I looked over at Mike and Valerie, and they seemed to have the same idea. I was secure enough in our relationship, and I knew that it would be awkward if Troy and I just upped and left. Valerie was a good “wingman.”

They were a bit ahead of us and already kissing. I wondered what Mike would say, if Valerie revealed herself. The last thing I heard Mike say to Valerie was “I thought we were going to be professional . . .” I laughed.

Troy grabbed me by the arm, just enough to get me off the sofa and led me to his room. His room was a typical jock’s room. It smelled like peanut butter and unwashed jock straps. I wondered how Sarah put up with that. His dresser had numerous football trophies interspersed with pictures of him and Sarah in frames.

His bed was unmade – naturally – with jerseys and socks on top. I almost tripped in my high heels over a pair of football cleats in the middle of his room. I was dying for a cigarette, and I knew from going through her things at my place after she moved out, that she smoked. Luckily, I found a half-filled ashtray on Troy’s night table.

We were standing in the middle of his room, and I said, “Excuse me Troy, I just need a cigarette to put me in the mood.”

“Smoke away babe, it’s fine. Actually, hot girls like you that smoke those all-white, long cigarettes really turn me on!”

“Oh, then in that case, I’ll send you right into orbit.”

My God, he seemed huge. I clearly saw the outline of the head of his cock sticking up through his jeans. I pulled out my cigarette and butane lighter from my bag, and handed Troy the lighter. “Would you care to light me up stud?”

“Oh fuck yeah! Sure!” I was really going to have fun with this one. I heard a door close shut from the hallway, and Mike and Valerie laughing from the other bedroom.

Troy lit me up, and I did a very seductive hollow-cheek drag, blowing out a stream of blue smoke right into Troy’s face. “Oh thanks, that’s so good. Thanks Troy.”

Before he could say anything, my fingers were reaching for the belt and snap of his trousers. I didn’t take my eyes off of him. I did it slow and easy. I stopped half way to give him a smoky kiss.

I pulled his zipper down and pushed his pants and boxers down, and they fell around his ankles. “Wow, what a beautiful cock you have,” I said as I gripped it between my fist. My fingers barely closed around it. I began stroking it while kissing him, making my tongue curl around his.

“Suck me off, babe!”

“My, someone’s impatient, aren’t they?” I said, looking at him and batting my eyes.

“Oh, you know it!” He said.

I did what a perfect slut very much in need of sucking dick would do; I dropped down on my knees and my hand held his cock right up to my lips. I should add here that was the first dick I sucked since Valerie, and I didn’t feel like I was cheating on her because I had her consent.

My lips just grazed his tip. It wasn’t even in my mouth yet, and was already dripping pre cum onto my bottom glossed lip. It tasted surprisingly good. I could swear it tasted like beer, a salty beer.

“Oh yeah babe, suck all of me!” he yelled.

I parted my lips and went agonizingly slow, making a tight seal around his “helmet.” I used my tongue artfully, circling his cock, as I took more and more of it into my mouth. He was starting to breathe hard, but I didn’t want him cumming in my mouth just yet. My mouth was nice and wet, and his cock was now like a slippery dildo inside me. I had a lot of practice with my toys. I went faster and faster, making “ummmm” noises while I was sucking him.

“Oh shit babe – I’m gonna cum.” That was my signal to pull off him. I wish I had a camera for the bewildered expression on his face.

“I want you to fuck me Troy.”

“Oh yeah, yeah I want some of that delicious pussy!” My “boy clitty” was stiff as a board, and I had my own pre-cum to deal with.

I stood up, and he sat down on the side of the bed facing me. “I can’t wait to see what that large cock will feel like inside of me,” I said. Troy just grinned.

Then I said the magic words: “Well, how would you like to fuck me in my ass? Humm? How about it.”

“Shit girl! You are one wild bitch.”

“I prefer slut-whore, Troy, okay.”

“Sure, sure, whatever you say! Let’s go.”

I turned around and dropped my black satin skirt. My black sheer pantyhose and straps almost made him die when he saw them. I hopped onto the bed on my knees, stubbing out my cigarette in the ash tray, and let the smoke curl up out of my nose. I pulled away the G-String from between my butt cheeks, and pulled them apart, my “secret” safe from discovery – for now.

I reached into my bag on the floor next to the bed and took out the tube of K-Y Jelly I always carried around with me. I put a generous helping on my fingers and rubbed it all over my bussy, and saved a bit for Troy’s cock which was covered in pre cum.

I backed up and felt the tip of his cock against my puckered cherry. My insides were throbbing with anticipation, and I started it off by backing onto him. He squealed with delight, and thrusted inside me; my conditioned bussy taking all of him.

“Oh God Marie, this feels so good!” The asshole still didn’t have my name right, but I couldn’t care less. See, I had plans for this caveman, and my name would be the last thing he’d forget.

“Yeah, you’re so big, c’mon thrust harder!”

He pumped me like a jack hammer, and I loved every bit. I was still so tight. I felt his balls slapping my butt, and he kept going faster. He was getting close to my p-spot, and I felt a large orgasm welling up inside me. It was a mixture of pain and pleasure. I met him thrust for thrust, I wanted him to shoot a giant load of hot, sticky jizz inside me.

He let out a quick “Ohmygod,” and then “ahhhh,” and I felt the wet warmth shoot inside me. That was my trigger.

“Keep going!” I screamed. The inside of my gaff was covered in shot after shot of my own cum, and it felt like I had no limit. This was a crazy, sick, wild orgasm. He was still thrusting inside me and moving his cock around like a wand.

Finally, he pulled out of me, out of breath, and with a glazed look in his eyes.

“Wow, Renee, you were sooo good, fuck!” He finally got my name right.

“Yeah, you too, Troy. Now finish me. I want you to lick your cum off me. He obediently placed his head under my butt cheeks, and slurped his jizz off the insides of my thigh, and then went right over my bussy which mad me stiffen. “That’s it, now stick your tongue inside me.”

As he did so, I thought I would cum again; but no one did that better than my Valerie. He lingered in my nether regions a bit, and it was great. The chump was putty in my hands.

“I need a cigarette now,” I said, getting off the bed and reaching for my bag.

“So, tell me about your girlfriend,” I asked, pointing to the picture frames.

“What’s to tell. I mean, she’s okay – for now,” he said giving me a salacious look. Well, well, it looks like I hooked him. This might work out after all. Poor Sarah, I thought. Well, she deserves it.

I heard Valerie moaning from next door. Laughing to myself, I thought that Mike would break into the room and tell Troy about Valerie’s secret before I had a chance to reveal my own. But it didn’t happen.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 11


Now it’s my turn Troy,” I said in the sluttiest voice I could muster.

“What do you mean babe? I fucked you good, right? Unless you want some front action, I mean.”

I sighed. “Troy, Troy, Troy. Whatever am I going to do with you?” He looked at me puzzled. I looked down at him sitting on the bed and smiled, nonchalantly taking drags off my cigarette.

“Get on your knees Troy,” I said with a commanding tone.

He shrugged his shoulders and did as I asked. I stepped back a few paces, to give him a full view, and also in case I had to run out of the room.

He locked his eyes with mine and I bit my lower lip, innocently. Very slowly, I stuck my thumb in the front of my pouch, and wriggled around a little bit, unhooking the girdle straps from the pantyhose. He watched, mesmerized as I slowly slipped the panties, girdle, and G-String down.

My ringed she cock popped out like a jack in the box to Troy’s stupefied look.

“Wh – wh – what the FUCCCCCKKK!!! Renee???? What is this, a joke?” He looked around, maybe thinking I was wearing a strap on. But in a twinkling, he saw it was real, cock ring and all.

“So what do you think, Troy?”

“You mean . . . I mean . . . I just fucked, and had a guy, suck me off????”

I saw how confused and frightened he was. I came closer, my cock bobbing against his chest, as I cupped his cheeks in my hands. I almost felt sorry for him.

“Well, that’s one way of looking at it, but I assure you it would be wrong. You see, I’m a transgender woman, but I’m on my way to becoming a full ‘SHEMALE.’”

I had to give the boy credit cause he knew a thing or two. “You mean a shemale, like they have in Bangkok?”

“That’s it exactly!” Think of my cock here as my little ‘boy clitty,’ and my back door as my ‘bussy.’ You fucked my back door, and sucked my front, that’s all.”

“Now I want you to be a gentlemen and ‘eat me out,” c’mon now, get down here on your knees.”

“But I . . .” I put my index finger holding a freshly lit cigarette on his lips. “Is Valerie . . . ?”

“Shush,” I said in a loud whisper.

I moved closer to him and obediently, he parted his lips for me as my she cock entered new territory. Troy parted his lips as I entered his mouth. “Watch the teeth fella,’” I said. He obeyed and smoothly moved his lips around in a circle on the head of my cock.

“You’ll become a great cocksucker in no time, Troy!”

“Hey, Renee,” he said, taking his lips off my dick. “Promise you won’t tell nobody about this, okay?”

“Sure baby, that’s fine. Now enough talk!”

He resumed, this time taking about half of me inside his mouth. He moved slowly up and down my shaft. I had my eyes half closed and was swaying as I took another drag. “I want you to close your lips around me tighter.” He did so, and I moved my hips in time to his sucking, his head moving back and forth along my length.

Troy was pretty good with his tongue, I had to admit. He swirled it around my shaft, his mouth already very wet from licking his jizz off my cherry. Now I grabbed the back of his head with my hands and pushed him down tighter on me, so that my balls, finally free from the confinement of the gaff, hit him repeatedly on his chin.

“Faster, faster,” I moaned. He did go faster and faster, his lips nice and tight, and then, it just came – a flood of my jizz right into his mouth. His first instinct was to pull away, but I held his head in place, so all of me went inside him. He took it like a trooper. I loved it, and I suspect he did too.

I stood him up next to me and kissed him hard on the mouth, exhaling a blue plume of smoke into his mouth. It came out of the corners of his lips, and I could taste myself in him. I really shot out a big load, which surprised me. I was still hard, thanks to the ring.

“Okay Troy, get on the bed, and face forward. “But . . . but, what now??”

“You’re about to have the greatest orgasm of your life, Troy.”

He said nothing and did as I said. “Now this may be a little uncomfortable at first, but I think a big, strong guy like you can take it.”

I reached into my bag and now it was my turn to lube up Troy’s ass and my she cock, which was still hard, and a bit sticky from being in Troy’s mouth. I rubbed a generous amount around his ass and even took the liberty of sticking my slippery index finger inside of him, just a little bit. He squealed with pleasure, and stiffened a bit. I remembered my first time.

“You like that, huh?” I said.

“Yeah, it feels good.”

Now I lined my hard she cock up against his virgin cherry. I went inside him, deeper than I thought I would the first time. I swear he enjoyed it, so I took that as a license to go deeper and deeper. He made noises of pleasure as I started going faster and faster inside of him. By instinct, he grabbed his steel cock like a football, and started stroking himself, the K-Y adding to his pleasure.

I loved being inside of Troy, so tight and slippery. He was tighter than Valerie, but Valerie, I was in love with, and she knew some more “tricks” to keep it fresh every time.

My balls were smacking Troy’s ass repeatedly, and finally, I hit his p-spot, and to his surprise, he yelled out and shot a huge wad into his hands, his jizz dribbling down between his fingers. I was turned on by his orgasm and I shot a cannonball load up high into his ass, filling it with my warm, sticky cum.

He was still squirting - probably amazed at how much he had inside of him.

I kept going, the ring keeping me hard, until after a few minutes time I came again, but this time with less of a load.

My jizz was running down the sides of his butt cheeks even before I pulled out of him. I placed my head under his ass and played with my tongue, licking and slurping. He clenched his cheeks tight around my tongue, as I placed my dart tip inside his now deflowered cherry. I wasn’t in a hurry to stop, and Troy didn’t want me to. The bastard was really enjoying himself.

Finally, when there was no more jizz to have, I turned him around. We were both on our knees facing each other and kissing.

“You promise you won’t tell nobody about this Renee? If the guys on the football team ever found out, I’d have to quit and I’d lose my scholarship.”

“Are you still hung up about that Troy? Knock it off. You just have to promise me something.”

“Sure, anything,” he said.

“You have to promise that whenever Valerie or I want you, you’ll come to our place, even if you have to break a date with Sarah, got it?”

“Yeah, sure, okay. To tell you the truth, I actually enjoyed this much more than anytime I was with Sarah, or any other girl for that matter.”

“Well, I’m pleased to hear that sweetie. Now let’s see how Val and Mike are doing. I think they’re out of the bedroom.”

“Oh, does Valerie know you’re trans?” What a stupid question that was. But I ignored it and simply nodded at him.

“You see Troy, Valerie and I live together. We are a couple. In fact, she’s my lover, and I’m hers, but we (and I was laughing) don’t mind some extra ‘entertainment,’ like you!”

Both of us got dressed, sort of, and walked into the living room. Valerie and Mike were kissing on the couch. Valerie nodded to me which was her way of saying that Mike knew the truth about both of us, and laid the same rules down to him as I did to Troy, about being available. Both Mike and Troy would be our toys exclusively, to do with as we liked – at any time. Troy out of threats and fear, and Mike, well Mike enjoyed it.

Troy looked sheepishly at Mike, and Mike had his eyes down. He turned to Valerie. “Well now that we really know each other, I suppose that we’ll have lots of time to work on our sociology project.”

“That’s right Mike. So Renee, how did you and Troy get along?” Troy came over to the couch with four beers.

“It was just fine. To be honest, I really enjoyed it.”

“Valerie, you can sample Troy anytime you like. I think next weekend we should have the boys come over to our place and maybe bring along a few ‘special friends.’ What do you say boys?”

“It sounds fine,” Troy said. “But wait! I have a date with Sarah next weekend. I mean we live here together, and I know we always go out on the weekends.”

“Uh uh Troy. Remember what I said about who comes first???”

“Oh, yeah, you’re right Renee, sorry.”

“Because Troy, I know how much that football scholarship really means to you, right?” Troy nodded his head, defeated. Mike was under no such pressure. He didn’t care who knew about his new “acquired tastes.”

“Are you gonna tell them now, honey?” Valerie said to me.

“Of course I will.” Troy and Mike both looked sideways at me, but I decided to stand up in front of the couch to make a little announcement.

“Troy, you remember Sarah’s old boyfriend?”

Troy squinted and said, “You mean the wimpy guy “Renzo,” who couldn’t get it up sometimes, and was only half a man? You mean that dweeb.”

“Careful Troy,” Valerie said. “You’re on thin ice here.”

“What do you mean?”

Now I spoke. “Troy, look closely. Well, you’ve never met Renzo. No, no, that’s not entirely correct. You see Troy, you just fucked and got fucked and sucked by Renzo!” And I took a bow.

“Holy shit! you mean I . . . you mean, you . . . I mean you’re Renzo??” Valerie laughed and Mike had a grin cross his face.

“Face it buddy – as that movie line said, ‘You got got! You got got!’” Mike bowed over with laughter. We all did, except Troy, who had a stunned look on his face.

“Well that explains the cat,” Troy said. I looked at Jeremy for probably the last time and held him and kissed him before putting him down.

“And take good care of MY fucking cat! Got it?”

“Yeah, of course. So now what?” Troy asked.

“I think that tonight you learned a valuable lesson.”

“And what would that be?” A puzzled Troy asked.

I proudly said, looking over at a smiling Valerie, who cooked up this whole scheme in the first place, “Don’t EVER underestimate a wimp!”

❤️❤️❤️
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