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Chapter One

_______________________________

______________

Shitty This, Shitty That


One full year out of college and I can’t find a damn job. Here, this is my shitty little studio apartment. What do you see? Nothing but newspaper classified sections scattered around - why? Because I can’t even afford a decent laptop computer, and my cell phone is older than the dish crud in my sink.

So, like any other red-blooded American male, I spend my down time (which is all the time), masturbating and fantasizing. My nasty little secret is that I fantasize about trying on women’s clothing - especially satin lingerie. I love the feeling of security I get when I slip the cool fabric over my legs and right over my - dick -you know.

As you can imagine, I am very embarrassed about the whole thing. Like everything else in my shitty life, I have a shitty job in a shitty mini mart at a local shitty gas station. It pays the shitty rent and leaves me with just enough for groceries; and precious little else.

I managed to save up just enough money for a trip to Victoria’s Secret, where, with my heart pounding, and beads of sweat forming on my forehead; I purchased a pair of bright blue satin panties with a bow in the front. I must admit, the whole thing was very exciting. Of course, I told the salesgirl there that they were for a girlfriend. She believed me because I look like a guy who could have a decent girlfriend.

The reason I don’t have a girlfriend is because I can’t afford to go out and socialize, and I don’t have many friends who could introduce me to somebody. Something else I realized about myself. I could envision having sex with either men or women. I would not, however, have sex with a male dressed as a male. I would have to be in my “feminine persona” as I called my little proclivity.

The one thing I have going for me is that I’m not bad looking. I have deep blue eyes, I stand at exactly six-feet tall, have a dark complexion, and long, wavy almond colored hair and regular eyebrows. I’m not what you would call an athletic build; I’m more on the slender side.

Kidding around in my senior year of college, my dorm buddies convinced me to dress up as a girl for Halloween. Everybody thought I would refuse, but I didn’t. I ended up doing it, and I did a decent job of it too. In fact, I even got rock hard doing it. No one made any remarks or questioned me about it either. I was glad for that since I enjoyed it - a lot, and it was my secret. Since then, I’ve been nowhere near that close to dressing up.

My trip to Victoria’s Secret was because of an itch that I just couldn’t scratch. I needed it - Just like an addict who needs a fix. I was sitting around one evening wondering when my next little tryst with the feminine side of me would come around, when I picked up a scrap of newspaper that caught my attention.

❤️❤️❤️

The newspaper ad that caught my attention was for an open chess tournament in the city three months from now, with a cash prize of ten thousand dollars! I’m a decent player, and in high school and college I was a rated member of the US Chess Federation.

The highest rating, I achieved was a solid 1800. If you don’t know chess, a rating of 1800 is considered “Expert,” with 2200 considered “Master,” and Grandmaster, which few attain is around 2600.

I haven’t played for a while, so don’t quote me on those numbers. I thought that if I brushed up a bit by studying games and tactics, opening repertoires and such, I could make a good showing. If not the grand prize, then certainly I stood a chance of winning a second or third prize, which was five thousand and the third prize which was twenty-five hundred dollars. I needed the money; badly.

I would have to re-join the US Chess Federation under an assumed name. I was already working on a solution before I even put the newspaper down.

But why a chess tournament? Because, for the price of twenty-seven dollars for USCF membership, and the cost of a tournament entry fee, I would be seen in public as an attractive woman and attract both the attention of women and men which I craved.

The couple of times that I did have sex, were both very clumsy and were with women. As I said, I would never consider sex with another man - ever; dressed as a man. In fact, I never wanted to have sex with anyone ever again as a male. But dressed as a hot girl - that was a different story. Also, my appearance in public - dressed - would give me credibility.

I wanted guys to notice me, to want me, to see me as a voluptuous beauty, a slut whom they would love to RAVAGE! So, I would reveal my new self to the world at a chess tournament. It could have been bridge, or golf, or poker. It didn’t matter. I just wanted to be noticed - as a woman!

My name is George Walker. I needed to come up with a female name; so, I picked Lisa. Lisa was a hot girl in high school that had a reputation for being a slut - I loved it! I would change my last name to “Wilbur; Lisa Wilbur.” I knew that I would need some actual female coaching, some woman I could trust with my diabolical plan.

Enter my sister Lynn. Lynn was twenty-five, attractive and cool - she knew about my “dressing fetish.” When I was in high school, I think it was eleventh grade, she found a pair of her panties in my room. I begged her not to tell my mom and dad, and she agreed.

The price for her “loyalty,” was that I would do “favors” for her from time to time, sort of as a slave. Now these were mundane things, like going to the store, cleaning her room; harmless stuff like that. I was lucky. It could have been much worse!

So, I decided to go across town to her apartment and get this thing started. The Saturday after I saw the classified ad for the chess tournament, I called Lynn and went over to her place for lunch.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________________________

_____________

Dress Up


So, George, what is so important that it couldn’t wait till the middle of the week?”

“I’m sorry to ruin your Saturday Lynn. Please, just hear me out. Hey, you wanna go somewhere like maybe a STARBUCKS?”

“No George, I have coffee, we can stay here. So spill your guts.”

As I said before, Lynn was very cool - and hot; really into the whole punk, retro 80’s thing coming back into popularity. She worked in a beauty salon/tattoo parlour in the South Bronx and ran into all kinds of people at work. She had spiked black hair with green highlights, tattoos, and piercings all over her body. I wasn’t sure I wanted to go that far.”

“Okay,” I said, drawing a deep breath. “I’m really fucking bored and disgusted with my life. I can’t find a job one full year after graduating college, and my social and sex life is shitty. In fact, everything about my life is shitty. I can’t even afford the price of admission to a club on what I earn at that dump of a gas station mini-mart I work in.”

She laughed. “Well, I told you not to major in Near Eastern medieval painting, didn’t I?” What could I say? She was right, but that was ancient history.

“Forget that; you were right, like you always are. Please, just hear me out. First, I need money. Second, I wanna meet both women and men. So, the other day I was looking through the classified section of the newspaper and I came across an ad for a local chess tournament. The price of tournament admission is fifteen dollars, and they require you to be a member of the US Chess Federation; that costs twenty-seven dollars. The grand prize is ten-thousand dollars! The runner up prizes are five thousand and twenty-five hundred dollars! You remember, I used to be a strong player back in the day!”

She laughed. “So, you . . . want to enter a chess tournament at the local chess club, and want to do it as a woman - a hot woman, so you get a nice prize, and maybe put “a spark” in your love life, right?”

“Bingo! So, what do you think; will you help me?”

“You know I love you little brother. Of course, I will. It’s devious, sneaky, and fun. I also have a friend who can really be of help. Now, I can help you with the wardrobe and makeup, while she takes care of the . . . ‘social stuff,’ let’s say. By the way, I’m also dating her, but don’t worry about that.” That didn’t come as a shock to me because I knew Lynn was bisexual.

“Great! Thanks Lynn! She studied me closely. I think my stuff will fit you. If not, I know my friend Charlie can help you.”

“Charlie? I thought you said your friend was a woman?”

“Yes dumbass! Charlie is a transgender woman who’s cool and can help you,” Lynn said giving me a sly grin. I was getting hard already, thinking of “Charlie.” Lynn noticed it and couldn’t help herself.

“I see that Charlie piques your interest. Well, there’s good news there. Besides, I think Charlie will ‘introduce you’ to some things.” Lynn tilted her head sideways and looked at me. “Interested?”

“Uh, yeah, what the heck; I might be.”

******

Turns out, Lynn’s clothing fit me. The only thing missing was a wig. My almond hair was thick and was shoulder length; but we both thought that a wig with highlights would add a lot to my appearance and get me noticed. Now it was time to see Charlie. Fuck it; I didn’t care who saw me. The two of us went to Charlie’s apartment, with me dressed and made up, minus the wig. I just looked like a chick with short hair.

Charlie Pike was an interesting character. First off, she had great cleavage, having had hormone supplements a while back; and at thirty-one, was a beautiful brunette. Besides working in the same salon as Lynn, Charlie made videos on an X-rated site that catered to transsexuals, straight men, gay men, hell - just about anyone with a dick who was horny. Charlie’s canvas was painted with many different brushes!

She greeted us at her door wearing heavy makeup, black fishnet pantyhose with straps, a black leather jacket, a black corset underneath that covered her breasts just above her nipples, and black polyvinyl boots just below her knees. She was also smoking a long Virginia Slims 120 cigarette. My cock went straight up right away and made a visible tent in Lynn’s denim skirt I wore.

Charlie saw right away, and looking down said laughing, “Well hello to all three of you!”

“Charlie, I believe you’ve met my brother George, right?”

“Oh yeah, I remember, but never like this!” Charlie was practically salivating, taking a long, seductive, cheek-hollowing drag off her cigarette, staring at me.

“By the way,” I said, “I’d appreciate it if you’d call me ‘Lisa.’”

“Lisa! Oooh, I like that,” Charlie said.

“Yeah,” Lynn said. ‘Lisa’ is going through some changes. She wants to improve her social and sex life and make some money by entering a chess tournament dressed like a woman.”

“Original I gotta admit. I think it’s cool, sounds fun! Now how can I help?” Charlie said, grinning.

“Well, we were thinking that maybe you had a wig that George - I mean, ‘Lisa’ could wear that would excite some guys, and girls. You know, turn heads, and kick-start his social and love life.”

“Guys, I’m sorry, but today I’m booked. I’m making a couple of videos for my paying subscribers,” she said. I looked around the room. There was a video camera set up at the foot of a brass bed, some lighting nearby and an assortment of sex toys, butt plugs and dildos on a table.

“But I tell you what? Maybe ‘Lisa’ here could come over maybe Tuesday night, and I could “break her in; you know, set her up, give her some pointers. What do you say?”

Lynn looked at me. “Fine,” I said. I’m grateful for the help.”

“Okay,” Charlie said. “In the meantime, Lisa, I suggest you wear this,” and she pulled out a plastic men’s chastity cage for my cock.

“This,” she said, “will increase your excitement by, holding you back if you get my drift. Meantime, before you leave I’ll get you a nice wig to go with your ensemble.”

“Thanks Charlie,” I said. She moved closer to me and grabbed my bulging cock. It sent electric shocks through my body. The feel of her hand rubbing my cock against that cool, satin material almost made me come right there. That, combined with my smoking fetish. My sister said nothing.

“I’ll see you for your lesson on Tuesday evening, then. Shall we say abut eight o’clock?”

“Fine, that works,” I said.

“Good.” After I got home from Lynn’s of course I had to jerk-off thinking of Charlie. Later, I pulled out my old chess books to study.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________________________

_____________

Tranny Training


Icame over to Charlie’s apartment on Tuesday evening as planned and her door was opened. “Come in Lisa,” I heard her calling me from the bedroom. “I saw you from the window, so I left the door opened.” I was dressed in the dirty blonde haired long wig with the green highlights that she gave me, denim skirt, and white, satin blouse, the top three buttons opened. The bra that Lynn gave me was pulled close enough to give me the illusion of cleavage.

What I saw when I entered Charlie’s bedroom, almost made me fucking faint. “I’m gonna train you and pleasure you really good, Lisa,” she said.

Charlie had on thick, black, false eyelashes with purple eye shadow and black lipstick. She wore a short, black - haired wig, all waves, and curls on top; a black silk corset with a pink bow in the middle, two pink lines running down the middle of her chest on each side of her tits. She had no panties on, but wore a cock ring instead, and black, laced top, sheer nylon pantyhose, and a leopard fur coat. She was smoking a Virginia Slims 120, dangling out the corner of her mouth. She was so fucking hot; my cock was ready to jizz right there. The cage I wore caused exquisite pain, but strangely, got me more excited.

“I see how excited you are Lisa,” she said in her deep, sultry voice. “Why don’t we start with you sucking my cock and make me come?”

I was on complete autopilot and drifted over, I don’t recall walking; like, my feet weren’t even touching the ground. This was my first time with a transgender woman, and I loved every second of it. She was on a padded club chair with her legs spread wide opened. I got down on my knees and smelled the delicious aroma of coconut oil.

“Come on Lisa dear, I know you can do it. I want you badly girl,” she said.

My lips were now up against the first cock of my life. I was wearing deep red lipstick, and my face fully made up, which made me very horny. I looked like a total slut. Charlie was the most alluring female face I had ever seen. I told myself I wasn’t with a man; but I didn’t care about truth, or any of that. I was living in the here and now.

She moaned as the tip of her gurl-cock passed my lips and into my mouth. I instinctively wrapped my tongue around her and moved it up and down the length of her cock. It was at least eight inches long - a friggin’ monster! As I bobbed my head on her cock, she met me with pelvic thrusts of her own.

******

“That’s it baby, keep your lips tight,” she said, off in a dreamland of pleasure somewhere. I didn’t stop for one second. The tasty oil made her cock even slicker, and I went faster and faster. She exploded a canon shell of creamy, thick, salty jizz inside my mouth. I felt like a total cum slut now. My lips maintained a tight seal around her cock, and nothing dribbled down my face. The cock ring kept her hard.

I was also wearing a butt plug that Lynn had given me which made me hard. It was very painful - a mix of pain and pleasure since I also had the little plastic “birdie cage” around my cock, dying to be set free.

My lips now came off Charlie’s still erect cock, her white jizz drooling down the corners of my mouth. “Remember, I said I would reward you dear,” Charlie said. “I’m a woman of my word. Now come over to the bed and let me get in front of you. She held out her pack of Virginia Slims to me, pulling one out for herself with her teeth.

“I really need a good smoke after sex, honey. You should take one too. It will complete your picture of a total slut, and the guys like it too.”

I went from a crossdresser trying to enter a chess tournament to a smoking transgender slut in one day - amazing. So, I took out a cigarette and let Charlie light me up. She got even harder, all eight inches of her, as she obviously had a smoking fetish too. It pleased me that I could turn on a transgender woman like that. I had smoked pot before, many times, so I didn’t choke when I took my first drag.

Charlie was laughing with smoke curling out of her nose. “I can see that I turn you on dear, and you know what Lisa? You turn me on very much too.”

“That’s it,” she said, “take a nice drag and hold it between your two fingers - good!” I did what she told me too. She became my sissy slut, smoky mistress.

She hopped on top of the bed and got onto all fours towards the head of the bed. “I’m dying for you to fuck my pussy Lisa,” she moaned.

I took the plastic cage off my cock and threw it on the floor next to the bed. “You won’t be needing that anymore,” Charlie said. “If you’d like, I have a gaff for you to wear under your panties. It will hide your cock and your balls from any inquisitive eyes, and it will be less painful. You don’t seem like the BDSM type, am I right?” she asked.

“No, you’re right, I’m not.”

“Keep the butt plug inside you for now; you’ll see, you’ll enjoy it! Now fuck me you little slut!”

I obeyed and got on my two knees behind her and lined my cock up with that cherry, puckered asshole. Charlie took a handful of the coconut oil and smoothed it around her ass, and put a little on my cock, which was throbbing.

I placed my arms on her shoulders and entered her boy pussy. From practice with her array of dildos, I slid in easily. It was incredible - so tight and so good the way it just swallowed my cock.

I began to thrust hard. I penetrated her hard and fast. She moaned and said, “What are you waiting for Lisa, come on, faster, bitch!”

I did what she said and went in and out, removing my cock each time and penetrating her again. The sensation of entering her again and again was too good to just stop. Everything about her turned me on. Her hair, her smells - tobacco smoke, perfume, and the coconut oil. They attacked my senses.

Charlie grabbed her cock as I kept thrusting. I exploded inside of her, a feeling of wet warmth enveloping my cock from inside her ass. At almost the same time, she let out a groan of pleasure and shot another load onto the bed sheets; the stimulation from my thrusting causing her to orgasm too.

I pulled out and saw my jizz empty out of her, rolling down the insides of her butt cheeks and onto the inside of her thighs. She turned around, both of us on our knees and kissing. It was the best sex I had, ever. The first being of the “vanilla” variety when I was a freshman in college. Charlie had opened a new door for me – literally and figuratively!

“Would you like another cigarette and some wine dear, because I need one?”

“Sure Charlie, that sounds nice,” I said.

Charlie left the bedroom and retuned with a bottle of Merlot and two glasses on a tray. She poured, and gave me a cigarette which she fired up, after lighting her own. “So, Lisa, how do you like your new life? Feel more confident now about meeting ‘any’ type of person,” she laughed.

“Yes Charlie, I do.” I wasn’t lying. I thought of all the ways I could fuck my way through the chess tournament. I didn’t care so much about winning the prizes as I did about who I would meet.

We talked some more, this time about my sister Lynn, and how the two of them were lovers. It didn’t really surprise me, and I wasn’t uncomfortable at all about talking to Charlie about it either. If it wasn’t for Lynn, we never would have met.

“Now it’s you turn Lisa; I’m going to rock your world. First take that ‘pacifier’ out of your ass.”

When I did, she looked at it curiously, smiling. “Humm . . . it’s a nice size, but I’m bigger,” she said with a hearty laugh. “But don’t worry; I don’t think you’ll have any trouble with me - you’ll enjoy it, I promise you.”

It joined my “cock cage” on the floor next to the bed. Now it was my turn to get on all fours in front of Charlie. Just as she did with herself, now she spread the coconut oil on my ass and her cock, which was still wearing the ring.

******

I had my doubts about what I would feel; how I would react, then, Oh my God! She penetrated me and it felt so good - so much better, softer than the plug, but still hard as a rock. I could only think about one thing - getting that lovely cock in my ass!

She clamped her arms on my shoulders and started thrusting, in and out, in and out, doing what I did: leaving my ass and re-penetrating me several times. I was in heaven, in a garden of forbidden delights. My cock was erect again so soon after coming in Charlie’s ass. I began stroking it with a free hand.

The thrusting went on, I was holding myself back from coming, but I scrunched my butt cheeks against her cock. Then she shot her load, a bigger one this time, right into my ass, and I felt it dilate even more from the pressure of her jizz. We both groaned in pleasure at the same time. She increased her speed, and I shot my load onto the sheets in front of me. Then she slowed down and finally pulled out, both of us exhausted.

We kissed some more; the tastes of jizz and wine mingling with each other.

Just as I was getting ready to go home, she said, “Oh here,” take this,” and she gave me a cock ring of my own. “Play with this and see if it makes a difference with how often you can come, although I doubt if you need it; you are one horny motherfucker, and I love it, Lisa!”

“Thanks, Charlie. You’re the best. We kissed, smoked, talked some more, and I left.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

________________________________

_______________

Queens and Kings


As the time to the chess tournament drew closer, I upped my study, playing more games online, and using books that I got from the library. Most importantly, I stopped trying to analyze my sexuality, and just accepted that I enjoyed my time with Charlie. There was no gun held at my head to force me to do what I did with her on that Saturday. I would walk into that tournament with confidence. Weird - I wasn’t pretending to be a beautiful girl, I was a beautiful girl!

I did see Charlie a few more times to get some female speech patterns down, fuck and get fucked some more, and practice walking in heels. She said I was making excellent progress, which made me feel great to have her support.

I shaved off all my body hair, except of course my head. It was thick and long enough to begin with. Besides, getting dressed was so much more pleasurable with smooth skin. In maybe six months I would be able to style it, color it, whatever I wanted. The big step was that I shaved my eyebrows as well. Now, there was no going back.

The day of the tournament was finally here. The whole tournament would last two days: four rounds each day, Saturday, and Sunday. The first round was set for nine o’clock in the morning, and the last round would begin at four. It could be a gruelling day. A game could last up to six hours. I doubted that my games would.

With all my study I was still rusty. I registered under the name of “Lisa Wilbur.” There was no women’s section like I originally thought. An open tournament was just that; open to players of both sexes, or should I say gender identification. But it didn’t matter because I was here as a woman.

Registering under a different name also meant that I would lose my high rating, and so I was paired with the other unrated players. I had my own chess clock and set which I brought with me. For all I knew, an unrated player could be dangerous. I could be playing against the next Bobby Fischer.

There was an hour for a continental breakfast that started at eight o’clock. As soon as I walked into the room, guys started noticing me. I drank it all in. I got a cup of coffee and a Danish and sat at a table. A tall, handsome guy with black hair, chiselled face, and teeth like bright ivory piano keys sat next to me.

I had my legs crossed, and as soon as he left the coffee pot, my newly shaved legs drew him like a magnet to me. The fact that I had the sluttiest makeup job I could manage, helped too. (I stopped off at Lynn’s apartment at six-thirty for her to do the makeup - a better sister I couldn’t ask for).

“Hi, my name’s Daryn, what’s yours?” he said, not the most original pickup line.

Using the voice coaching Charlie gave me, I answered, trying to sound aloof - “I’m Lisa, nice to meet you.”

“I’ll be playing in the unrated section today. This is my first chess tournament. How bout you,” he asked.

“Yeah, this is my first also.”

“Well, I’ve been looking for new things to do since COVID ended, and I love chess, so why not?”

“I guess I could say the same for myself.”

“Maybe we’ll play each other today. You know winners play winners in the unrated section, and losers play losers.”

“Then I hope you’ll be in the winner’s section Daryn; cause that’s the only way you’ll play me,” I said with as much indifference I could muster. I had a huge hard-on from watching this tall drink of water, and I had nothing to do tonight, so maybe.

“Oooh such confidence,” he said smiling. “I like that.”

“Honey, you have no idea,” I said in the best flirting voice I could manage.

******

I walked up to the pairing board, and my first opponent was a college girl named Suki. She was a beautiful Asian girl, and for a moment I wished I was back to being plain old George.

I took out my clock and chess set. I had a standard tournament set. She wasn’t very talkative, and I wasn’t really attracted to her either. The moderator told all the players who had the white pieces to start their clocks. I had white, and so it began.

The first game was over in twenty minutes. I blew her away with a checkmate in fifteen moves. Not bad for a first start.

I noticed about an hour later that Daryn had won his first game as well. I went outside for a cigarette before round two started at eleven-thirty. Daryn was outside also, watching me.

The tournament was held at a local high school in the South Bronx, and I was standing with my ass against the railing. I had my butt plug in, and I was scrunching my cheeks together against the railing, making myself very horny, and trying to be as discreet as possible. I even had precum on my panties.

Of course, Daryn walked over to me. There were other guys staring at me too, and I was laughing to myself, because it made Daryn hurry towards me, lest someone else take his place. Maybe after the next round, I will chat up another guy, just to make him want me more.

“So, how’d you do? he asked.

“Oh, I won - a checkmate in fifteen moves; and you?”

“Wow, impressive! I also won - I had black and played the Sicilian Defense which my opponent wasn’t prepared for at all. Took me thirty moves; he resigned.”

“Nice,” I said. “So maybe we will play each other after all.” Now, it might be nice to play him in chess, but I really wanted to suck his cock in a bathroom stall, or some place risky. I love that kind of risk!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_______________________________

______________

The Bishop’s Head


So round two came along and I had the black pieces and I won that round too. My win wasn’t so clear cut as the first one. It took forty moves and went deep into the end game; each player having just a couple of pieces, not including the king, of course. You “checkmate” the king, like you would win a piece, and you win the game. My opponent was a college kid with an Eastern European accent I couldn’t place, nor did I care too.

I again went outside to smoke, and sure enough, Daryn was waiting for me by the railing. I lit up, really putting on a show for him, and the way he moved his waist around, I knew I gave him a hard -on, which made me smile inside.

“So, let me guess,” he began. “You won again, right?”

“I sure did,” I said, “and I bet that you did too, right?”

“Yes I did. A bit tougher opponent than the first round. But that’s to be expected you know, winners versus winners.”

“You have plans for lunch?” he asked me.

“No, I don’t I said.”

“Look at that,” he said, pointing across the street. “Wanna go cheap and do Mickey D’s?”

“Sure,” I said: “You buying?” I was so bad; I couldn’t even afford a shitty hamburger, shitty fries, and a shitty coke; much less a meal for two. Lynn even pain for me to enter the tournament and my USCF Membership fee.

I got a burger and a coke and fries, and Daryn got the same. I was being a naughty girl and I kicked off my whorish looking high heels and started rubbing his trouser legs with my foot under the table. He said nothing to me, but he smiled.

Something about his smile was troubling, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. A shiver went through me. Did this guy know me from somewhere? A handsome guy like him would not have escaped my attention so easily, I thought. I’ll worry about that later. I certainly won’t bring up the topic. That would not be cool.

We just made small talk, and I was roping him in; biting my bottom lip, saying shit that a sexy whore would say. It was so much fun to see his eyes open wide.

“You never told me what you did, Daryn,” I said.

“Me? I work in retail.” It was then I noticed the wedding band on his left ring finger. “How about you?” he asked.

I didn’t want to tell him I worked in the mini mart of a gas station, so I told him I was a hairdresser. Truth be told, a few days ago, Charlie and Lynn thought it would be a good idea if I went to beautician’s school and got a job in their place. The boss was hiring, and it would be perfect for me.

After we finished, we had about an hour until the next round started. I saw the way Daryn was looking at me, and it was beginning to get a bit awkward. So, I decided to take things into my own hands. My cock was bursting at the seams; but it would have to wait. I didn’t want to freak him out today. I’d see how things went, and maybe see him another time. A married man interested me. I enjoyed the sense of daring.

“Let’s go to the auditorium Daryn,” I said.

“What’s in the auditorium? he said.

“Nobody,” and I smiled at him.

“Okay then, let’s go.”

I looked him in the eyes. “I thought you were married; you know, the ring?”

“Don’t worry about that,” he said, and that was that. I didn’t care, so it was all right with me.

I pulled him into the auditorium. No one was in the hallway. The tournament was in the basement in the cafeteria. The room was dark, and I picked a place in the corner in the back. I really looked so hot in my satin blouse with my “cleavage” showing, my short denim skirt, my Black sheer nylons on, and my long-haired, dirty blonde wig, with the green highlights. My makeup was dark red lipstick and green eye shadow to match the highlights.

I wasted no time after we found two seats. I took off my black leather, studded jacket off and put it on the floor and got on my knees like a real slutty whore. I was going to save my kisses for later - you know - after I had a mouthful. Seeing if Daryn liked cum was crucial.

I pulled his belt towards me and opened his fly all the way down and took his cock out from underneath his boxers. My God. He was at least nine fucking inches - a real Cobra.

“I hope I’m not too big for you little lady, he said?”

“Little lady? Listen slick, I’ve seen better.” Notice I didn’t say bigger because I hadn’t.”

I looked up at him and he was smiling down at me, as if he was daring me to take his monster cock in my mouth. I played around with his tip, just like Charlie taught me. I stuck my tongue out and played with the “slit,” licking all around. Then I licked my lips to get them nice and moist and put them back on his cock. I felt a bit of pre-cum on his cock and put the whole of the tip in my mouth.

I got him good because he was moaning and had his head back and pushed my head down into his lap with his hands, forcing his cock all the way to the back of my throat. My own cock was going to burst! Thanks to the use of Charlie’s collection of massive dildos, I didn’t gag.

I slipped my tongue all around that cock of his, and kept going, slipping, and sliding. He bucked his hips up to meet my motion. He pulled his shirt out and put my silky hair on his tummy.

He had good restraint; probably jerked off a lot I thought. I spoke too soon because Daryn exploded all his guns right against the back of my throat, almost knocking me back. He kept coming and coming. I swallowed most of it, some of it escaped from my lips and ran down the side of my chin.

Suddenly, he pulled out and shot another load right onto my face - I was covered with white goo from my eye shadow down to the bottom of my chin. He even got some on the green tips of my hair. I put my knees on his chair between his legs and kissed him deep, giving him a taste of his own medicine. Charlie told me that when a guy comes on your face, it means they think you’re a slut, and it turns them on. I didn’t mind at all because that’s what I was.

I took out a tissue and began to wipe my face and Daryn was smiling at me. I kissed him again and ran my tongue around his face, spreading the joy around.

“Oh wow, Lisa, you’re something else - full of surprises.”

I laughed and threw my head back. “You haven’t even scratched the surface yet,” I said.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_______________________________

_____________

The Exposed Queen


I did the walk of shame back into the cafeteria and the pairings board. I didn’t even use the ladies’ room, which maybe I should have, because the tips of my hair had his cum stuck on the ends, and my eye shadow was smeared a little bit.

When I looked up at the pairings board, I saw with some surprise that Daryn and I were paired against each other for round three.

When I went to the table, I saw Daryn already sitting there. He had his own set already set up and he put out his two fists with a different colored pawn inside for me to choose. I picked his left fist which had a black pawn in it. So, he had white which meant he moved first. Some people think that’s an immediate disadvantage, having the black pieces, but I was pretty good with black, playing a strong defense.

“I knew there was something about you from the first time I saw you today, Lisa, but I couldn’t put my finger on it.” A chill ran through me.

The signal to start our clock was given and he moved his king’s pawn ahead two squares, which was usually an aggressive opening.

He leaned over the board with a smirk on his face. “I’m ninety-nine per cent positive, Lisa, that you were in my sophomore economics class at Fordham. I froze, he was right.

“It was a big class, but I remember now.” He squinted his eyes and smiled. “Your name is, uh, “Gregg? Gary? What?”

He had me. I kept my head down, moved my queen’s bishop’s pawn ahead two squares: the Sicilian Defense. A good, solid counter move. “My name is or was . . . George back then.”

“That’s fine,” he said. “It just so happens I’m into transgender women.” My wife knows nothing about my “interests,” shall we say. And you are fucking excellent!”

“So, does that mean if I beat you, you’ll expose me? You really can’t you know. This is 2023, and it’s an open tournament.”

He laughed. “Oh no, why would I do that. Like I said - you’re hot. A really hot cum slut.”

“Why thank you Daryn! That’s the nicest compliment a guy could pay me.”

He looked at me with a salacious grin. “So does that mean I get to fuck you then?”

“You turn me on too, Daryn. You can fuck me from here to Kingdom C U M,” I said, spelling out the last word. Blasphemous, I know, right? “Now let me ask you something,” I said after I made my second move. “Do I get to fuck you too??”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Why not? I kind of enjoy that, but only from a transgender woman like yourself.”

“Okay then,” I said. How about after today’s last round, at my place since you’re married?”

“Great, you’re on,” he said. Now that that was settled, we continued our game. He was a tough opponent, but he couldn’t think ahead as well as I could; and I beat him, after thirty-five moves.

*****

He went on to lose the fourth round, whereas I won my game. I could expect really tough competition tomorrow. I knew that Daryn wouldn’t be playing winners at this point. Oh well. I was a bit tired from the day’s games, but I was looking forward to tonight’s activities.

Turns out that my fears of discovery were unfounded. He could have turned into a homicidal maniac if he was the type that would flip after getting head from a transgendered woman. But happily, that wasn’t the case at all.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

________________________________________

_______________

Checkmate


At eight o’clock my doorbell rang, and I saw him through the peep hole in the door. I was hard right away.

I opened the door, and I kissed him hello like I was a girlfriend, which in a sense I was.

“Come in Daryn,” I said. “Sorry I beat you; you played a good game.”

“Yeah, well, my bad luck held out and I lost the fourth round. I saw you won,” he said, a bit envious. Now there was a good chance if my luck held out, I could win a prize. The herd was thinning out.

“How about some wine,” I asked. “It will help you unwind a little bit.”

“Sounds good, I could use it.” He took a seat on my living room sofa and stretched out. “You know Lisa, I guess I have a pretty good memory to have recognized you after all these years.”

“Well, it wasn’t that long,” I said. “Only four years, right?”

“I recognized you in a vague sort of way,” I said. “Like, I knew you from somewhere and if you didn’t know, it would have bothered me.”

I sat down and lit up a Virginia Slims, and I saw he was staring at it, and his massive cock was popping out, tenting his denim jeans.

He put his hand on my leg, and that’s how we finished our wine and my cigarette, but not before I gave him a smoky kiss. He loved it. Now I grabbed his crotch, feeling his cock through his pants, and I asked him: “Daryn, you like smoky kisses I see.”

“Yeah, it’s always been a fetish of mine. In fact, could I please have one of your cigarettes?”

“Sure,” I said, a bit surprised. “Here, take one.” I lit him up with my silver butane lighter that I pilfered from Charlie’s collection. I was pleased to see that he smoked too. This way I didn’t have to feel guilty about smoking. I hate being with non-smokers. They can literally be such a “drag.”

“Let’s go into the boudoir,” I said in the most girly voice I could muster. “Now it’s my turn,” I said. He shimmied out of his jeans, and we stood and kissed for a while. I was really enjoying this. He was a nice guy.

******

Without my saying another word, he got on the bed with his knees facing the headboard. I had my own supply of coconut oil; again, thanks to Charlie, and I smeared it liberally all over his boy pussy and my cock.

My own cock was throbbing, after being hard most of the day, and it took all my will power not to jerk off when I came home from the tournament.

“Forgive me Daryn if I seem to be in a hurry, but you got me very turned on like you can’t believe!”

“Likewise, Lisa. I want you to ram me hard!” he said. I had to oblige the man. The best part is when I first enter. He was so nice and tight. I wonder if he’s done this before. I was about to find out. I knew better than to ask. That’s like being served a goose and being asked if I ordered it; or something like that.

I went in and out slowly, with just my tip, teasing him. He, meanwhile, grabbed his cock in his fist and started pumping. I slipped in all the way, rather easily I thought. Yep, I said to myself, this guy has definitely taken cock before, or at least a butt plug, whatever.

I increased my speed, and he was moaning: “Fuck! Fuck yeah! Keep going you fucking slut! Come on, go!”

I came surprisingly soon; with Daryn I had no control; unlike with Charlie. I shot my whole load right into his ass; so hard that I thought my jizz would run out of his nose. The warmth of my own jizz surrounded my cock, and I just went faster and faster. I was wearing the cock ring that Charlie had given me, so I stayed nice and hard.

Then, I slowed down and pulled out of Daryn carefully. He came himself, still stroking his cock, and his jizz landed on a towel I placed underneath him. He was moaning and making unintelligible sounds.

“Lisa, that was sooo good.” We just cuddled for about the next hour and kissed. It was really nice. I lit a cigarette and gave one to Daryn also. I still had my cock ring on and was ready to go.

Daryn didn’t wait for me to even finish my cigarette, and spanked my ass, which totally surprised me, but I loved it. He had his cigarette still dangling out of his mouth and he got behind me, with that eight-inch, thick monster throbbing, hanging out of his pants. He took a last drag and dropped his into the ashtray. I was still enjoying mine, the ashtray just to the left of my head on the nightstand.

He placed his big, beefy hands on my shoulders and just mounted me, like he would a hooker. “Treat me like the fucking trashy slut I am Daryn!” I squealed with the pleasure of anticipation.

I had already coated my ass with the cocoa butter and reached behind me, grabbing his cock, and putting a generous amount on it. I had been waiting for this moment all day. The consummation of an undeniable desire.

He entered me hard; he wasn’t taking any prisoners tonight. I stiffened and squealed like a girl losing her virginity. I didn’t think they made dildos as wide as Daryn’s cock. He went in halfway, then pulled out slowly and entered me again. It was a mix of excruciating pain and pleasure. I didn’t care, I was hooked. I wanted more and more. I wanted everything this big, strong man could throw at me. He gladly obliged.

I was grabbing at my cock, but I couldn’t get a grip at first because he was pounding me so hard, my body was a moving target. I did, eventually, and grabbed the slickness of it and pumped my hand up and down. He hit the “p spot” repeatedly and then he let loose a torrent inside me. I think it was even more than this afternoon in the auditorium. My insides were coated with jizz.

“Who’s my little bitch now!?” he grunted. “My own little cum slut. You better get used to this cause Big Daryn is gonna use you like a pin cushion.” I don’t know what possessed me to say it but looking back on it I remember saying something like, “promises, promises.”

Daryn laughed and said, “Yeah bitch, go ahead and laugh!” He came again and again, releasing load after load. I was breathless from one orgasm after another, until finally he withdrew, dripping loads of cum on my ass, running down my butt cheeks. I came too, like a waterfall, gushing out onto the towel I placed at the head of the bed.

Afterwards, we both lay there motionless. I think he was seeking revenge for losing the chess tournament; but I didn’t care. It was the best I’ve ever had.

******

The next day, Daryn continued to lose, against the other losers, winning only the first round. The only round I lost was the third round. I ended up winning second place, and no one was happier than Daryn, who stood up and clapped as I claimed my prize of five-thousand dollars.

I used my prize money to go away with Daryn to the Bahamas for a long weekend. He had left his wife about two weeks after the tournament ended, and we were thinking about living together. I would go on to complete my beautician studies and work with my sister Lynn, and her now fiancé, Charlie. I still play chess with Daryn and continue to beat him - but now it’s only for fun.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice from Jaclyn

I hope you enjoyed this story of a guy who discovers his real self, and finds true love over the chessboard! It’s always nice to have friends willing to help you do naughty things! – very naughty things. For a good cause, of course. The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in George’s (Lisa’s) journey. Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These stories are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the subway, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey

If you send me an email and tell me what kinky stuff you like to read about, I will send you a free e-book!

Meantime, here are some of my most arousing titles:

Copy and paste this link in your browser if not directed there automatically -

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

[image: A picture containing text, model, photo shoot, clothing  Description automatically generated]      [image: A person with short hair and lip piercing  Description automatically generated with low confidence]

[image: A person in a leather jacket  Description automatically generated with low confidence]       [image: A person in a garment  Description automatically generated with low confidence]

[image: A person in lingerie and stockings  Description automatically generated with low confidence]       [image: A person in a black dress  Description automatically generated with low confidence]


About The Author

Jaclyn Dicey

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes. After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my email which is jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️

OEBPS/image_rsrcGW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcGV.jpg
Jaclyn Dicey





OEBPS/image_rsrcGU.jpg
A Crossdresser Turned
Transgender Female Slut

Jucllye Dicey





OEBPS/image_rsrcGZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcGY.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcGX.jpg
PHOTOS INSIDE! 4.5

e 4





OEBPS/image_rsrcH0.jpg
From

Ty ey

e
_

SISS

Vg





