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Chapter One

______________________

_____

During my sophomore year of college, my life changed abruptly. I got laid off from my part time job at an electronics store in town, and I had no way to pay for my car insurance, maintenance, and other “luxuries.” As it is, I’m only able to attend school with bank loans that will eventually have to be paid back some day. I don’t come from money. My twin sister Jessica goes to the same school, and our parent’s budget is stretched thin. It wouldn’t be right to ask them for anything.

So, the next day after my lay-off, I found myself in Jessica’s dorm room, looking to wallow in self-pity and perhaps get some ideas. Jessica was always sharp, and she had a job – a good job as a waitress at a high end bar in the middle of midtown.

“That’s a real shit break, Tommy,” Jess said, sitting next to me on her bed. “I’d help you out, but I can barely spare anything myself. You know, I’m saving up for my own apartment off-campus for junior year.”

“You wouldn’t consider living together . . . you know, split the rent, cut costs?” I asked hopefully.

“Maybe, yeah, but you’d still need a job,” she said and laughed. “I can’t support you.”

“I know, I know,” I said, beginning to feel utter despair at my situation.

“You know,” Jessica said, thinking, “We do need a bartender.”

“Come on, Jess, what the hell do I know about tending bar?”

“You’re a smart guy Tommy, you can learn.”

I thought about it. Maybe I could, but I would have to be fast, right? I mean they all seem to mix quickly and get the drinks out.

“You can make three hundred dollars on a good night Tommy, but there’s one catch: They are looking for a woman.”

“Well, fuck,” I said. “That’s too bad for me,” I said, thinking of other retail jobs I might be able to get.

“Don’t look so down.” She said. “There may be a solution here, but you probably won’t do it.”

I decided to humor her and hear her out. I thought I knew what she was going to say, and I was right.

She was laughing a little and said: “Please don’t be insulted Tommy, but I think we can pull it off. I can teach you to be a girl just for this job.” She was looking me over. “They don’t know I have a twin, but you could easily pass as my ‘twin sister,’” she said.

I looked at her like she was crazy, but she continued, and I listened. “I know that you’re not exactly an ace in the dating department, and you’re not bulging with six pack abs and huge muscles and a hairy rug on your chest.”

“Oh, so you’re saying, what; that I’m effeminate?”

“No Tommy. I’m just saying that we could pass you off as a girl for the job. Look, why don’t you let me dress you, put some makeup on you, and teach you the ins and outs of being a girl.”

I actually considered it. I mean three hundred or so a night wasn’t exactly chump change, and I’d certainly be able to contribute to the rent if we moved in together.

“Look Tommy, I’m not asking you to have sex with men, just look and act like a woman for the job and go home at the end of the day. Really, the crowd there for the most part, are not a bunch of sleazy dudes who’ll hit on you constantly. Besides, you’ll be busy! No one will be able to see your dick either. I can take care of that. So what do you say? Three hundred to three fifty a night.”

The dollars hung there like a carrot in front of my eyes.

“Okay, okay, we can try.”

“Great!” Jessica said. “But we’ll have to move fast. You’re a smart guy and you’ll learn the job quickly. I’ll tell Gus the owner tomorrow night about you. Come over tomorrow night and I can start prepping you, ok?”

Somehow I thought I’d be terribly sorry for what I was going to embark on, but I really needed the money. Dressing up as a girl was only a costume, right? I mean, just a “rig” for a job. Besides, even if I did get off on this stuff. Nothing wrong there!

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

______________________

____


I once heard a saying. I think it went, ‘If you tell a lie often enough, it soon becomes your truth.’ 


Well, now that you’ve had a night to sleep on it, have you had a change of heart Tommy?”

“No change of heart Jess, I trust you. Besides it might be a lot of fun. You know like the old army commercial ‘Be All That You Can Be.’”

She smiled and clapped her hands. “That’s the spirit.”

“Now look, you can wear girl’s jeans, and judging by your hips, I think they’re wide enough for them to fit you.”

Normally, that remark might offend me, but she was right – I did have wide hips.

“What did Gus say?”

“To be honest Tommy, they were looking for someone experienced, but since they like me and you’re my broth . . . er . . . ‘sister,’ he’s willing to train you. You’ll have to come in a few hours before opening for a few days and be trained by Ken, one of the senior bartenders, or ‘mixologists’ as they like to be called now. How many days depends on how quickly you learn. In the meantime, I got you the drink menu, and you can watch YOUTUBE videos in the meantime. I know you’re a quick learner!”

I appreciated her confidence in me. I was one of those people with an eidetic memory, so it shouldn’t be too hard. School came easily to me. I never had to study. I learned during classes. It made my classmates jealous as hell of me.

“Okay, so when do I start?”

“You start your training Saturday afternoon at three o’clock. When you start working depends on how fast you learn. They’re not going to use real booze to train you on, because that costs money. They’ve got like a mixologist training kit or something. Just learn the menu and watch YOUTUBE, okay?”

Speaking of YOUTUBE, I had a “little hobby” that Jess knew nothing about. In fact, NO ONE knew about it. I liked to go on YOUTUBE or XHAMSTER.COM and look at all kinds of transgender porn videos. They all looked they were having fun. I mean some guys dug trans girls, right? I just did it for kicks, but still, I felt somewhat ashamed of it. A couple of times I even pleasured myself to what was going on in one of them, telling myself any guy would get off on this stuff. Nothing wrong there!

“Okay, sounds good,” I said, as she handed me the menu.

“Now let’s finish getting you to look the part, okay?”

On her bed was an assortment of girly clothes, including lingerie. I didn’t think that needed to be part of it, but Jessica was in charge, so I went along.

“Okay, I want you to take your clothes off.”

“In front of YOU???” I was aghast.

“Yes, in front of me silly. I’m your sister after all, and it’s not like I’ve never seen a guy’s dick you know.” I didn’t want to go there – TMI I thought.

As soon as I took my shirt off, she said, “Hummm, I thought so.”

“What?”

“I have to shave you Tommy.”

I swallowed hard. “Really, is that necessary?”

“Yes, I’m afraid so; chest, arms, legs, and we might as well do your groin and around your ball sack too – but I’ll let you do that part. Oh! Your eyebrows are too thick – I’ll need to trim those too.”

I rolled my eyes, and said, “Okay, do what you have to do.”

Then my eyes caught something else on the bed that I missed before. It was a long, jet black wig with a green highlight down the right side, and a slight part on the right side. Jess saw me looking at it, and she said, “Yes, a wig Tommy. Remember, we’re going all the way. I mean you do have shoulder length hair, but longer is better, and this wig is thicker than your hair. Let’s give you some personality. Speaking of which, we need a girl’s name for you. ‘Tommy’ just won’t cut it.” She looked at me and mumbled names to herself, and then inspiration hit.

“I know! ‘Tiffany,’ you like it?”

“It’s got a nice ring to it, yeah, okay.”

“Remember Tommy, er, Tiffany – THREE HUNDRED FIFTY DOLLARS A NIGHT!”

That was the thought that got me through this.

After she and I finished shaving me – all over, I was ready to get dressed.

I picked up the pink G-String from the bed. It was satin, or silk, I didn’t know, but it felt great in my fingers, and I rolled it around, savoring the cool, smooth texture. Jessica respectfully turned her back as I slipped them on. Then the thought struck me: What would they feel like over my cock and my balls? The thought soon became a desire to see, and then, a need. An absolute need.

My shaved legs were an entirely different experience for me. I felt the cool air tickling them as the breeze came in through the half open window in her room. As I slipped the G-String up my legs, I actually enjoyed the feel. My dick surprisingly got hard! I mean, what the fuck?? I’m not supposed to get turned on by this stuff, yet here I was – excited more than I ever thought I could be. The front pouch of the G-String was padded, so my average sized cock didn’t poke up, although it was as hard as a steel pole. It felt so damn good around me, and I started rubbing it just a little bit. Next thing I knew, there was a bit of liquid leaking out. I began sashaying my hips side to side, trying to get the pouch to rub against my cock. Jessica noticed but said nothing.

Then I put the black sheer nylon pantyhose on. Again, the same erotic, enticing, guilty feel of the smooth satiny material going up my shaved legs. They went up to mid-thigh level and had a frilled top with straps attached that would go onto the black laced girdle I put on.

Jessica got me a black, thick, stretch bra with semi-hard cups that pulled my fatty chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage. I couldn’t help admiring myself in the mirror! Now Jessica couldn’t stop grinning.

“Hey! You’re not gonna tell mom or dad about this, right??”

“Of course not Tommy, er, Tiffany. But it seems as though you enjoy this dressing up thing,” she said winking at me.

“Stop that Jess!”

“Let’s be honest here dear brother; you do like it, am I right?”

“Yeah, I do – but ONLY the strange feel!”

She put both her hands up. “Whatever you say.”

Truth be told, it turned me on a lot. I wrestled with that fact a little bit, and I thought I looked better as a woman than I could ever look like as a guy. There was no doubt about that, especially after the wig and the makeup went on. She looked down at the bed and shook her head. “No, no, no. These won’t do at all,” and she went over to her closet and brought back a short denim skirt with a wide white plastic material belt.

“Here, put this on.”

After I did it, she said, “Instead of heels I have a pair of black leather boots that go up to half your calf level. Remember, you’ll have to move around quickly. I’ll train you in heels another time.”

Now, looking at myself, I looked like a girl I would really love to bang. The dark purple eye shadow, thick black mascara, eyeliner, purple lipstick, and the eyebrow pencil made me look completely different than “Tommy.” Good thing for the gaff padding in the G-String because I was really turned on, and was in no hurry to change. Hell, I wanted to fuck myself.

“God, I am such an artist Tiffany. You look fabulous! I wouldn’t be surprised if customers hit on you.”

“Stop it!” I said. But really, the thought gave me a chill down my back. What was happening to me? For a top, Jessica gave me a black, plunging neckline, nylon stretch blouse, that showed the top of the bra and my cleavage. Both Jessica and I were the same height – about five feet, eight inches.

“You know Tiffany, it seems a shame to take all your makeup off now just after we went through all the trouble to make you look hot, so why don’t we go out a little bit tonight?” It was a Monday, and I had no studying to do, and Jessica had an economics exam on Wednesday night, so fuck it, we just decided to go to the campus rathskeller. I wasn’t afraid of anyone recognizing me because I rarely went out, and I didn’t look at all like Tommy. Jessica’s friends didn’t know she had a twin anything. She’s a very private person, and the only person she told was her roommate Sally.

The rathskeller was practically empty because it was a weeknight, so most of the students there were like education or theatre majors. Besides, this outing would be a good chance for “the new me” to make my appearance on the world stage.

We found a table, at my insistence in the back facing the front doors. If I saw someone I knew, I didn’t want to be taken by surprise. I rehearsed my female voice with Jessica on our way to the rat – we walked the mile from the dorms.

I loved the way the silky hair felt on my shoulders and down my cleavage; the silky, moist texture of my lips, and the way the G-string made itself at home in the crack between my butt cheeks. I was pulsating. My mind was playing tricks on me, and I really wanted the ultimate test – to talk to a guy and have him see me as a . . . woman. But it was more than that – I wanted to actually kiss a guy, to be treated as a girl. This is natural Tommy, I told myself, it’s all part of the illusion. I was lying to myself. The chill the soft material between my butt cheeks gave me told me a different story. Of course, I never mentioned it to Jessica.

As I was sitting, I was slowly rocking from side to side, feeling my cock rubbing the satin pouch of the G-String, my heart racing, and pre cum coming out again. Jessica was talking to me, but I wasn’t really paying attention to her.

“ . . . and what do you want?”

“Huh?” I asked Jessica.

“You haven’t even heard a word I said, did you?” she said with a grin.

“Sorry, no I didn’t. I guess I’m still trying to adjust to this new me.”

“Okay, I’m getting a Seabreeze. I think I should get you one too. It’ll calm your nerves down.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

“It’s also ‘girly,’” she said.

We were sitting there, enjoying our drinks, and nibbling on some peanuts, and a guy started walking towards Jessica. “What are you looking at Tiffany?” she asked.

“Don’t look behind you, but there’s a guy walking towards us.”

She started to turn, and I said, “DON’T!” Too late, she already did.

“Oh hi Bob!”

“Hey Jess! Who’s your beautiful friend?”

“Bob, meet Tiffany, Tiffany meet Bob. Tiffany is my twin sister Bob!”

“Really . . . huh. Yeah, yeah, I can see the resemblance.” Then Bob addressed me. “Tiffany, do you go to school here?”

I answered in the girly voice I practiced with Jessica. First, I had to clear my throat. “Yes, I do. I’m assuming you do too Bob?”

“Yeah, I’m studying engineering and I’m a junior. You know your sister and I work at the same bar in town – McNally’s Pub.”

“Really?” I said, now more keenly interested in Bob. My mind was spinning with the possibilities that offered. “And what do you do there?” I asked.

“I’m a bouncer,” he said proudly. Looking with a keen interest at his muscular, tattooed, bronzed arms, I could tell. It also turned me on something fierce. Still fighting these feelings.

“So, what’s your major then?” Bob asked, smiling.

“Uh, right now I’m undecided – just liberal arts.”

“Okay, fair enough,” Bob said pleasantly. He hadn’t taken his eyes off of me since I made eye contact with him when he was walking over to us. I think Jessica was a bit jealous too, which on the face of it was ridiculous; yet here it was.

Jessica noticed Bob had a beer mug in his hand and she patted the booth’s leather seat next to her and said, “Come join us Bob.”

“Thanks Jess,” and he sat down.

Bob was really handsome I thought. I was stirring again where the G-String went between my butt cheeks – no denying it. What was that about? He had a handsome rugged face, with a twenty four hour tan, and sandy brown hair. He wore a short sleeve polo shirt, and he definitely worked out, accenting those pecs. Maybe because I’m dressed like a girl is the reason I’m having these feelings? I thought. I mean, I’m definitely not a homosexual. So why then?????

Bob took his place next to Jessica, but he couldn’t take his eyes off me. “You’re a pretty attractive girl Tiffany,” Bob said, but then realized he should mention Jessica, so it didn’t appear that he was denying her beauty, I mean after all, we were twins.

“I mean yeah, you’re both beautiful; you both look great together. Where have you been keeping her Jess?”

“Tiffany is independent. She lives over in McKeever on the other side of campus.”

“Oh I see. I have an apartment this year, because I’m a junior, and I’m tired of the whole dorm scene.”

“Bob, Tiffany is going to be working with us at McNally’s.”

“Oh really!? Doing what? – Waitressing?

“No Bob, Tiffany will be one of our new bartenders.”

“Nice. Do you have experience Tiffany?”

“No, but I’m a fast learner. Ken will break me in.”

“That’s really great. Ken’s a good guy. He’ll show you the ropes.”

“So Jessica tells me.” I was dying for him to ask me out. I wanted to experience what it would be like to actually be on a date as the “new me,” but I wasn’t ready for anyone to find out what I had between my legs, just yet.

“Hey guys, wait right here. I’m gonna go up and get a refill. Want anything?”

“Yes, I’ll have another Seabreeze if you don’t mind,” I said.

“Sure, coming up,” he said, and got up and walked over to the bar.

“Something tells me Tiff that you really like him. Bob’s a good guy, just not my type,” she said studying me. Then what she said next surprised me, and she leaned into me.

“Listen, Tiffany . . . I’ve seen what you’ve always liked on your laptop, so don’t bullshit me. You love transgender porn, am I right?”

She had me – busted! I was always curious, and I’ve fantasized about some of the videos I’ve seen, and I’ve been jealous of transgender women who let themselves be handled roughly by men who liked that sort of thing. Bob was just the kind of man I’ve wanted to take me. Now that I was dressed the part, I felt my inhibitions go and decided to “follow my instincts.”

“Jessica, I want Bob to take me; take me hard.” She didn’t look surprised. I think she knew all along about my inner struggles.

“If I’m gonna work there, I wanna ‘move into the part.’”

She grinned at me. “So what do you have in mind little brother?” Jessica was actually two minutes older than me.

“You’ll see,” I said, my cock as hard as a rock as I saw Bob walking back to the booth.

No sooner had he sat down with us, then I ‘popped the question.’ “Say Bob, I hope you don’t find me too forward, and I rarely do this, but how would you like to go out this week? I have to train at McNally’s on Saturday, so I thought we could go out on Thursday night.”

Bob Looked at Jessica, who smiled back at him, then at me. “Sure, why don’t I pick you up at your dorm at seven o’clock.”

“Uh, I have a better idea. Pick me up at Jess’s dorm, okay?”

“Sure, whatever, sounds great.”

After Bob left, Jessica turned to me and said, “Why you little slut you!” I just smiled back.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

______________________

____


On Thursday I went to Jessica’s dorm at four o’clock after my last class. My mind wasn’t on school that day. All I did was fantasize about Bob and what he had in his pants and what he would do to me. I was “cock crazy.”

She did me up the same way as Monday night, except this time I was in black, three-inch heels, and a black, satin midi-length skirt. For the past two days she helped me learn to walk in the heels. I wasn’t the steadiest, but I took to them rather well I thought. They were real killers with straps that went around my ankles. “You know,” she said, “By you getting with Bob, it will help you with your job. He’ll keep obnoxious patrons from trying to hit on you, right?”

“Yeah, I think so. I may be a slut, Jess, but I’m a very discerning slut!” We both had a good laugh.

“You know,” she said, “I’ve always wanted a sister.”

“Well now you’ve got one!”

At precisely seven o’clock on the nose, Bob knocked on Jessica’s door. He stood there, and I melted. I tingled all over. He was wearing a swede jacket with fringes and jeans and cowboy boots. I could see his chest bulging out from underneath the buckskin, and his arms showing through as well.

“Hi girls,” he said. He was carrying a bouquet of flowers. “Here Tiffany, these are for you.” I almost fell over; what a gentleman. I loved being treated as a “helpless woman” by a big, strapping man with what I assumed was a large cock under those jeans.

“Why how nice Bob! They look lovely,” I said.

“Gee Bob, I’ve never known you to be such a romantic!”

Bob was blushing. “Well your sister just brings it right out of me,” I hoped he was right about that!.

So we got into his car, and I said, “So where are you taking me?”

“I thought we’d stop by my place for a few drinks first, and I’ll fill you in what you need to know about McNally’s. Maybe some stuff that Jess didn’t fill you in on.”

“Like what?”

“Like, how to maximize your tips, you know, that sort of thing.”

I had no idea what he was talking about, so I just said “Okay.”

“Yeah, Jess said I could make three hundred or three fifty a night in tips.”

Bob smiled and said, while he was looking at the road. “Well, you may not make that at first, but to get there you have to make the customers feel welcome.”

“But you’ll keep me safe, right Bob.”

“Oh HELL YEAH, babe. You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

“Good. I kinda got that vibe from you.”

Bob lived in an attached townhouse he rented, on the second floor. I was wearing a nice perfume that I know turned him on. “Come on in Tiffany, and have a seat in the living room,” he said with a lusty grin. I was dying to grab him and stick my nails into his skin.

“So would you like a beer? That’s all I have.”

I laughed. “You work in a bar and all you have is beer?”

“Yeah, I lead a simple life.”

He brought over two bottles and two mugs and sat down.

“So tell me some more about yourse - -”

He barely got the words out and I grabbed his shoulders, spun him around and started kissing him. I shoved my hungry tongue in his mouth and down his throat. I felt the full silkiness inside the pouch and a drop of pre cum forming on my cock. I broke off from him gently and said, “I’m a complete slut, and I crave good cock!” If I live to be a hundred, I’ll never know what came over me. If you told me a month ago this is what I’d be doing, I’d have said you were crazy. But now . . . but now . . . things were very different.

We continued kissing. I didn’t want to rush this, and when he pawed at my crotch, I stopped him and whispered, nibbling his ear, “Wait just a second Bob – be patient.”

“Oh babe, you make me crazy!”

After a few minutes of very wet tongue roping and kissing I grabbed at his zipper with my long, false purple nails and slowly pulled it down. He was moaning. I stuck my fingers inside his jeans and pulled his massive cock out from his pants. I stroked the sensitive tuft of skin on the bottom of his cock with my fingertips, and breaking off to kiss him on his face, getting my purple lipstick on it. Then I undid his belt and pulled his jeans down, along with his boxers. The extent of his cock was quite apparent. It had to be seven inches long. My own cock was pulsating in confinement. I swiftly broke off the kiss and got down on my knees, and looked up at him saying, “I’m sorry Bob, but I’m a real cock whore!”

Half mumbling with his eyes closed, he said, “Okay baby, do your thing.”

I played around with the fleshy tip, sticking my tongue in his slit, and gently placing it between my lips, coating it with the purple lip gloss. My mouth was very wet, and I made his cock very slippery when I forced all of it into my mouth. First I thought I would gag, so I pulled off and went in for second run. I made a tight seal with my lips and made his toes curl. He took off his boots and his socks – like a real cowboy. I went up and down, picking up speed, and he met me thrust for thrust. He moaned, and then I suddenly pulled off when I tasted the sweet/salty mix of his pre cum.

His eyes suddenly popped open. “Hey! What the fuck babe? Why are you stopping?”

“Don’t you want to fuck me?” I said, batting my eye lashes. He gripped his cock trying to control what was an imminent ejaculation.

“Oh HELL YEAH!” he exclaimed.

He grabbed my at the front of my skirt and again I smacked his hand away. “What the fuck – again??? You really are a fucking tease, aren’t you?”

“Yes I am, but you’ll love it, I promise.” I stood up and let my skirt down and it fell around my ankles.

“I want you to fuck me in my ass,” I heard myself say.

“Wow, I love that – you’re wild! Now you’re talking, you kinky slut!”

His cursing turned me on even more.

I got on the couch, facing the end with my butt high in the air. So he mounted me, pulling away the strap from the middle of my butt cheeks. He spit on his hands and rubbed it over my cherry asshole, sticking his wet index finger up my ass to the second knuckle. I moaned in a mixture of pain and pleasure. He spit again and rubbed it over his already wet cock.

“I hope you realize what you just asked for, BITCH! You like it rough, right? Well here goes!”

He went right in – about half way, right away. I screamed, and he went deeply in and out. I met his thrusts until we were in a rhythm going back and forth, his ball sack striking my butt. I was a virgin, but I couldn’t imagine a real pussy ever being this tight. All the videos I watched came back to me. Any thoughts or inhibitions to the contrary were gone.

“Harder you bastard, harder,” I yelled.

“Oh yeah baby, I’m gonna fuck you senseless!”

He kept his word, and went even harder into my bussy (boy pussy), which to me now was a cunt, and my cock was a gurl clitty. I stuck my hand under my pouch and stroked my gurl clitty.

Then he hit my “p-spot,” and I screamed bloody murder and shot a huge load into my gaff, and he shot his load – load after load all the way up inside me, moaning loudly.

Panting, he said, “You get off too baby?”

“Yeah,” I managed to get out, his warm jizz running out of my bussy onto the insides of my butt cheeks and down my thighs. He stopped bucking, and pulled out of me and slid underneath me. I got a “bonus prize.” He licked me clean, even sticking his tongue inside me which drove me crazy. I was a girl – a real cum slut!

“I love eating my own cum,” he said. He then collapsed on top of my back, and wrapped his arms around me, squeezing the black bra through my black nylon blouse.

I pulled away and stood up. “Now I want you to eat me.”

“Yeah, fuck let’s go!” he said.

I stood up and bit my lip as I looked at him. Again my instinct took over, and I slowly pulled down my G-String. He looked at my moderate size, normal cock, my “she-cock,” standing stiff as a board, and his mouth dropped open. My groin was shaved as well as under my ball sack.

“Fuck Tiffany, I never expected this!! I know Jessica knows, and she’s okay with, I mean, with you this way?”

“You mean as a tranny? Yes she is. How about you.”

“Me? Babe I’m all in one hundred per cent. I love Ladyboys! I spent a summer in Bangkok and Phuket, I fucking really dig it! Come over here!”

I felt a huge sense of relief that I wasn’t getting my head bashed in, and with my gurl cock sticking straight up, I walked over to Bob and embraced him. My secret out and my inhibitions gone we kissed more, but this time it was more powerful, my secret having been revealed and accepted.

Now Bob dropped to his knees and took my gurl cock in his mouth. The stickiness was soon replaced by his mouth. I knew it wasn’t this cowboy’s first rodeo and he was a real pro. I took lessons from him as he put all of me inside his mouth and went back and forth, increasing his speed. I bucked my hips and met his thrusts with my own, back and forth we went.

I dug my nails into his shoulders and pulled his hair. Even though I had just cum, I couldn’t stop, and I was so full of pure lust that I screamed, and I shot a big load right into his mouth. It was such a large amount that it dribbled down his chin and the sides of his lips. I loved it so, and I lapped it all up. My tongue wiped him clean. He swallowed most of what was in his mouth, and he pulled off me and looked at me with glazed eyes. We both stood up and kissed. The jizz in my mouth mixed with his, and we were locked in the embrace.

“This is only the beginning Tiffany – you’re mine. You’ll learn quicky at McNally’s I’m sure. Ken is a good teacher. But you now have a very jealous boyfriend – me! Anything any of those other guys can give you, I guarantee that I can give you more and more! Got it?”

“Oh yes, Bob, I sure do.” I wouldn’t want anyone else.

*****

I was at the same time, surprised and pleased. Ken taught me well, and Gus was pleased with Jessica’s “sister.” On campus I had to reluctantly revert to Tommy. But when I went to work and I was with Bob, I was always Tiffany. I never let him see me as Tommy. That would ruin everything. I didn’t consider myself gay. I considered myself a trans woman, and the following year, I began HRT, and no one was more pleased than Bob. In the middle of my junior year I moved in with him. No one was happier than me, and Jessica finally had the “little sister” she always wanted. We went everywhere together, but I was her “wingman” when we went out. Come to think of it, Jessica was a great waitress. I mean, she served Bob right up to me!

♦️♦️♦️
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