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Prologue

Please Spencer, help me out here! I wouldn’t be asking you if there was any other way.” That’s how it began. I agreed to do a favor, a very unusual favor for my twin sister Ilene. We’re both twenty two years old, are both college grads and live together in an apartment in the Rego Park section of Queens, NY. I’m getting my start as an electrical engineer, and Ilene, well, when people ask me what Ilene does for a living, I tell them “she’s a dancer.” That happens to be true, but I leave out a little detail - she has a pole for a dance partner. I don’t judge. Ilene is a good kid. She always insists on paying her part of the rent, although on her salary, I know that’s impossible. She makes extra money from “tips;” a lot of extra money.

The club she dances in is “mobbed up.” It’s a wise guy hangout. Think “Sopranos,” think “The Bada-Bing” - except in this club, in Brighton Beach, Brooklyn, it’s Russian Mafia. You get the picture. The only ones who know that are the locals. The out-of-towners come there looking for some “big city entertainment,” which “Club Mockba” provides. Except for the gender differences, Ilene and I are gob-smacking identical. Put me in a skirt, I look just like her; not that I would ever be caught wearing one of course .

I know my parents don’t approve of Ilene’s job - the dancer part of it they’re okay with. If they knew about the pole and the tips and the favors, they would both die on the spot. They never ask her how she comes up with her half of the rent.

Both of us are five feet, seven inches tall, have hazel eyes, and raven black hair. I like my hair long - shoulder length. Ilene’s is much longer. It flows down between her tits, which are very nice indeed. I’m just making observations here, nothing sick minded, like oh gee, I’m into my sister! I don’t roll that way. My point is, appearance wise, it wouldn’t take much to have me play to be her, or for her to play me. Both of us would have to do something about the breasts in order for some kind of switch to work.

My sister, when she’s dressed and wearing makeup is a knockout, which would make me, since I’m her twin; equally ravishing, if that’s what I would be going for.

When Ilene was a kid, she liked to imitate singers and divas like Madonna and Lady Gaga, and especially Miley Cyrus. She was always attracted to “the naughty side” of the entertainment industry. I don’t think she sees herself doing this ten years from now. But being twenty two, I guess it’s thrilling for her, you know, it’s a start.

So it all started with a favor between a brother and a sister, and ended up being really crazy. Okay, so, I don’t have a steady girlfriend, but I date; and Ilene - I guess you could call what she does, “dating,” but that would be a stretch.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter One

______________________________

____________

It’s Just a Job


Most nights I’m usually sleeping by the time that Ilene comes home around three o’clock in the morning. One evening I happened to be up late. I was working on a prototype for a psychopath client who liked to send me annoying (really bullshit) emails in the wee hours of the morning, that required me to get up, and do shit on my laptop right away.

So, when Ilene walked in, I was still worked up, sitting at the kitchen table in my T-shirt and gym shorts with a wedge of gouda cheese, crackers, and a cup of chamomile tea to help me get back to sleep. I’d only seen Ilene a couple of times when she came home from work. She always changed before she came home, but tonight, or should I say this morning, was different.

“Hey Ilene, rough night?” I said.

She seemed exhausted, and not really chatty. One thing I don’t like about her job, among other things, is that she has to ride the subway to and from work. “How deep was the tip jar tonight?” That was my term for her G-string, which was where the five-dollar bills went. No more one dollar bills, this was a high class establishment.

“Uh, hi Spence. How come you’re up?” she asked, seemingly skirting my question.

“Fucking client, him, and my boss - thinks it’s okay for him to bother me at all hours of the day and night. Boss thinks he’s some kind of Steve Jobs, and cuts him ‘genius slack.’ It’s bullshit though. The guy’s loaded.” A moment of quiet, as Ilene went to the refrigerator.

“So, I asked you, how was the tip jar? You’re not usually home this late.”

Her demeanor changed right away. She took a deep breath. “Vasily has a client that he does a lot of business with. I didn’t ask what kind of business, but I can only imagine. He thinks I’m a girl in his personal “stable” that he can pawn off on a disgusting pig like this guy.”

“So what did you do for him?”

“I gave him a lap dance . . . a few lap dances. He’s leaving town tonight for Moscow, and coming back in about a month. He tells Vasily: ‘I hope Irina veel be here ven I come back!’” she said, mocking his Russian accent. “I think the pig may have given Vasily ‘a little extra’ just to get me to do, God only knows what! I’m not a hooker Spence!”

“I know sis, you don’t have to tell me. Why don’t you just quit and get yourself a respectable job?” I didn’t mean to hurt her feelings, but I was serious. I knew that sooner or later something like this would come up.

“Really Spence? What can I do with a degree in art history from Queens College?”

“You got me there,” I said.

“Look, I don’t expect to stay there forever. I mean, it’s just a job not a career.” But I knew the longer she stayed there the harder it would be for her to leave. Some of the girls were dope addicts too, and I worried about Ilene as well; giving in to that high tension and worry.

I had to admit, sister or not, Ilene really looked hot when she went to work. She had to. Her long, flowing hair, parted in the middle, hoop earrings, nice, deep blue eye shadow, eyebrow pencil, and a decent amount of mascara, gave her a very sexy, exotic appeal.

She wore black fishnet stockings that had straps to a crimson red corset, four-inch high heels, and a laced girdle covering her panties. I felt terrible that my cock got really hard from just looking at my sister. I pictured her on the pole, the song “Black Velvet” playing from the DJ, as similarly clad waitresses walked around with bottles of Stolichnaya Vodka served to the degenerate mobster clients.

When Ilene wasn’t dancing the pole, she also had to be a cocktail waitress and do “favors” like the lap dance for the customers, and God only knew what else. Her boss also had a suite of rooms upstairs for the club where really well-paying customers could have “private service.” It was too painful for me to ask Ilene if she ever went upstairs.

I was at the club only once when no one else was there. I had a beard and moustache at the time, and she didn’t introduce me as her twin brother. I don’t think anyone made that connection. The place was done in a red velvet theme: the couches, the trim around the bar, gaudy Russian chandeliers, and the plush carpet. The wallpaper was also an atrocious red velvet.

One of the doors upstairs was locked with two muscled, tattooed guys with guns on each side. I assumed that was where Vasily, the bald-headed Russian mobster/club owner conducted his business. Aside from my safety concerns about Ilene, I worried that if the cops ever raided the place, Ilene would be rounded up and arrested with the rest of them.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

______________________________

____________

Sis Needs Help


That night when Ilene came home at three am, she was really shook up. Later that morning we had breakfast as we usually do before I headed out to take the train into Manhattan to work. She didn’t have to be at the club in Coney Island until eight pm. Midway through breakfast, just before the eggs were ready, she started crying - hard.

“Hey sis, what’s wrong?” She was trembling and took out a Virginia Slims Menthol 120 from her bag, and lit up, hand shaking. This was bad.

She huffed out an exhale. “Spence, I think Vasily wants me to be one of his “special girls,” you know, the kind that entertains his top-paying clients. I knew he was thinking about it, ever since an opening appeared.”

“Wait, what kind of an ‘opening’?”

She took a long sip of coffee and a heavy, cheek-hollowing drag. “He had a girl from Russia work there, Olga, and she used to do all the sex work with his important people. She looked like me in a way; same eyes, hair color, you know - body type.”

She had trouble getting her sentences out through the tears.

“Okay sis, calm down, just calm down. Nobody can make you do what you don’t want to do, okay? How long you been working there?”

“Almost a year, why do you ask?” I handed her a tissue.

“And how many years have the ‘sex working girls’ been there?”

She laughed while dabbing at her eyes. “It’s not a matter of how long they’ve been working there. Some of the girls come in fresh, with no experience, like I did, and some come in hard, after working in other clubs. But Vasily’s place is getting to be more and more like a house of prostitution, and extortion.”

“What do you mean by extortion?”

“Last week, Vasily handed me this,” and she reached into her bag and had a folded print out of a photo in black and white. I was stunned when I saw it. There were really three photos. One was a photo of Ilene leaving the apartment to go to work, and the other was a picture of her coming back home at two am. The last one, that really sent chills through me was a photo of Ilene waiting alone on a subway platform, looking like she was coming home. Obviously it was, because after midnight, the tracks are almost deserted, with no cops around.

“He was sending me a message Spence. He called me into his office to tell me about how Olga ‘quit’ on him. The way he worded it though, was like he was insinuating that foul play may have been involved. I think Olga may have pissed off one of his clients - the guy that I gave the lap dance to last night!” She began crying again. I was just getting really pissed off, and thinking of paying the club a visit like Denzel Washington in “The Enforcer.” However, I am not the violent type, and I don’t know anything about weapons.

“Spence, I think Vasily wants to replace Olga with me, and I’m terrified! This guy “Dimitri” is coming back to the club in one month, and I’m number one on his sick ‘hit parade.’” The photos were Vasily’s subtle way of reminding me that I don’t have a choice in the matter!”

“No, I said. You always have a choice,” I said with some hasty bravado. A choice like what? Both of us packing up and flying to Montana?

“Yeah, I spoke to my friend Connie about it last night. That’s why I was so late in coming home. We found an all-night diner to go for coffee after work that’s popular with some of the girls.”

“And what did Connie say?”

“Connie was friends with Olga, and when she approached Vasily about Olga’s disappearance, he looked at her like don’t ask any questions that you might not like the answers to.”

“Besides,” Ilene continued. “Olga was here in the States by herself, and wouldn’t have any family nosing about to see what happened to her. She just up and disappeared - but that’s not all.” She stopped to cry again and sniffle.

“What else is there?” I asked Ilene, almost afraid of the answer.

“Connie told me that she was upstairs, just coming out of one of the bedroom suites the other night, and she found a scarf with blood on it, under one of the beds. The scarf; she remembered it as being one that belonged to Olga!”

I was speechless. What the hell was my sister getting herself into? If I was a cop, or had any connections to the NYPD, I’d certainly think this girl’s disappearance bore looking into.

“Shit Ilene, what are you planning to do?” I asked her.

She took a final drag on her cigarette, and sat at the table staring into space. “I’ve seen what happens to Vasily’s sex working girls. Once they get broken in, and they’re of no use to him anymore, or he gets tired of them, they either disappear, or he sells them off to someone else; maybe even someone more of a scumbag than he is. A lot of times, he gets them addicted to drugs, so they don’t even think of running away, because they’re either too numb, or they get hooked and don’t want to look for another supplier.”

It sounded like my own sister was on the outer fringes, or probably deeper into a mixed prostitution/sex trafficking operation.

“Don’t worry Ilene, I’ll come up with something,” I said, not really sure what I could do.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________________________

_____________

A Proposition


The next couple of nights Ilene went to work as usual, and came home at her usual time around two am. I had time to think about all that she told me, and I was really thinking of going to the cops; but I knew if I did that, the life expectancy of me and my sister would be considerably shortened. Our parents couldn’t do anything either. If they found out that Ilene was working as a cocktail waitress/pole dancer at a Russian Mob nightclub, they’d both freak. They assume she’s working with a dance company in the city, with aspirations of being in a Broadway show some day. It was a façade that I helped to enable whenever they talked to me about it. Of course, the truth never escaped my lips.

One morning over breakfast, Ilene was crying again. I knew that the time when the goon from Moscow would be coming back to Club Mockba was getting closer. She hardly had an appetite, was smoking like a chimney, and I had to practically force her to eat. Then after she calmed herself down a little, she came up with a solution to the “Dimitri problem.”

Again I handed her a tissue. It should really have been a whole box - I thought I would need a box for myself after I listened to what she told me.

“Spence, I’ve been thinking of a way I believe you could help me out. First, I know I can’t blow this guy off, because he’ll complain to Vasily, and I’ll come home with a black eye and a few broken bones, if I come home at all.”

“Okay,” I said, “Go ahead I’m listening.”

She lit a cigarette and took a deep inhale to calm herself down and think about how to phrase what she was about to say to me. “You know that you and me are the same height, and I think you must weigh a little more than me, right?”

“Right,” I said cautiously, trying to figure out where this was going.

“Well, here it is, and please listen before you run out of the apartment, okay?”

“I’m all ears.”

“I was thinking that with the right makeup and clothing - my clothing, you could pass for me and meet with Dimitri at the club. You know, pretend to be me.” I raised my hand and my eyes started to bulge, but she continued -

“I don’t expect you to do anything sexual with the guy, but just act like you’re not interested. Remember, these guys have huge egos, and if they see that they’re being rejected by a woman, they won’t let it go any further. All you have to do is to be a cold fish.” Or, I thought, they could turn psychopath and break a few bones, or snap a girl’s (or my) neck like a twig. Girls fall down the stairs all the time.

“Well, what happens if the guy tries to force himself on me, what am I supposed to do - bend over and take it like a man., er - girl?? Then I won’t just be a cold fish, I’ll be sleeping with the cold fish! No Ilene, listen to yourself. You’re upset, the idea is crazy.”

I guess I may have raised my voice because she started crying hysterically again.

“Well, Spence, I don’t know what else to do. The guy convinced Vasily that I was the only girl that he could be with. It’s not just about sex, Vasily has a lot of money riding with this guy and his business in Moscow. I’m talking like, a lot of money here. All I’m asking you to do is to pretend to be me for one night, and . . . and, get a headache, or tell him you’re having your period or something.”

I just sat there, listening. In shock, but listening with all sorts of thoughts running through my head - none of them very pleasant thoughts.

“Once he sees that you’re not compatible, his eyes will turn to another girl.”

That was the first time I heard myself being spoken of as a “girl.”

I couldn’t stand to see Ilene crying like that. I thought about it. What could possibly happen to me in one night? He makes a move on me, and I resist. Who would want to be with a woman who resists and doesn’t enjoy his company? Russian or not? Then another thing - it just might work. Ilene would tell me things that only she knew about the club, so I’d be prepared. From what she told me, she had very little interaction with Vasily. She could even tell maybe a couple of her friends, who could step in if things turned south.

I mentioned these variables to Ilene, and I couldn’t believe the words that came out of my mouth next. “Okay Ilene, I’ll do it, provided you give me with an ‘escape route,’ like your friends, and telling me stuff that only you would know. If the guy puts a hand on my leg, I’ll back off.”

“Really Spence???? You’ll do this for me??? Oh my God! I love you big brother,” and she gave me a hug. (We were twins, but I was two minutes older than her). “This means we have a lot of work to do to get you ready. Where do we start? Luckily, I’m off this weekend, so we’ll have some extra time. Oh, one thing you have to do to throw any suspicion off is you have to smoke. Do you think you can do that for me?”

I hadn’t considered that, but she was right, I would have to smoke. Also, I’m not sure what her favorite drink is.

“Yeah, I can do that. I mean it’s not a habit I want to take up, but I can do that for a night to pretend to be you. What’s your favorite drink? Vodka and tonic?”

“Yes, very good, you remembered.”

“So here,” she said, “take a cigarette.”

“God Ilene, the last time I did that was in high school, remember?”

She laughed. “Yeah I remember. You turned green, and I became instantly addicted.” Truth be told, I did have kind of a smoking fetish - I was really turned on by hot girls who smoked long, all-white, “girly” cigarettes.

So I took a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol from her opened pack, and she lit me up with her silver butane lighter. Surprisingly, I didn’t choke, and had no trouble taking a deep inhale. But I did get a huge boner. My cock could crack walnuts.

“Wow, you smoke like a pro!” she said admiringly. “Now we have to practice on how I hold it, and drag on it, and we’re good to go.”

“I guess the joints I smoked in college made things easier here,” and I laughed.

“Okay, now I have to plan this to get you ready. We have three weeks until Dimitri, the pig from Moscow comes to New York. I took a deep breath. “Anything for you, sis,” I said.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________________________

____________

The New Ilene


There were just small size differences between Ilene and me, but you really couldn’t tell the difference between me and her when I was dressed and wearing makeup. We started with shoes, because I had to be on stage with them, and walk and strut like a pro. I got open toed, four-inch heels that strapped around my ankles.

I started with baby steps, and I had a good sense of balance. The only obstacle was a lot of pain in my calves, because they had to be constantly contracting for me to balance properly in the shoes. I didn’t want to fall off the damn pole and break an ankle. From what Ilene told me about this club, a dancer was like a horse. If she broke a leg, they’d probably do what the Russians did with lame horses - a bullet in the head.

Another very important thing that Ilene told me was that no one in the club knew that she had a twin brother. I would be fucked before I started on this road.

Ilene decided I would look good as a brunette. This was, after all, her favorite. She raided her closet until she found the right combination for me; all white would be great, she thought.

On Saturday she went shopping for shoes for me. I was a size eight. For a guy I had small feet. Hers were smaller, but I knew nothing about women’s sizes. She brought home several pairs, and I would try them on there. I wasn’t comfortable trying on women’s shoes in a store! We even stopped off at a store to find an all-white ensemble that I (she) would, look really hot in.

Everything was laid out on her bed. She stood next to the bed grinning at me. “Who knows Spence, if you’re good at it, I could introduce you as my twin sister. Think of all the money we could be making!” That was the last thing on my mind.

We started with “the intimate apparel.” Before I tried them on, I lit a cigarette. I suppose I really enjoyed smoking and Ilene had got me good and hooked. That was step number one crossed off the list.

“Here Spence, let’s start with these. She smiled and held out a skimpy white G-String panty, that was supposed to hold my balls and my dick in place, and give me the illusion of a pussy. I stood there in my boxer shorts, holding them in front of me, curiously studying them. “In case you’re wondering,” she said, “the string goes between your butt cheeks and hugs your little cherry in back,” referring to my asshole.

“Oh! We mustn’t forget this,” she said and held up a small silicone cage, with a silicone-covered steel ring. This is what’s known as a ‘chastity cage,’ it’s made for sissies to hold their cock and balls suppressed and in bondage,”- her voice feigned a serious attitude, “so that you don’t get a visible boner on stage. That kind of thing can get you killed easily! - and we don’t want that, now do we?”

“No, definitely not,” I said as I studied the device. My dick wasn’t anything like you would see in a porn magazine, so I could maybe see it fitting on me. “Ilene, is this really necessary?”

“Trust me Spence. Sometimes we have drag queens perform at the club, and they all wear these things. So, ‘sissy up’ and put it on!”

I placed my flaccid cock inside it, and my balls too, and it didn’t feel that bad. I hadn’t considered how it would feel when I got a boner. The thing was made of white silicone covering a steel ring, and the front was made to look like the front of a genuine pussy, labia included, so if anything showed through the panties, it would have the outline of a snatch. I had to slip it over my cock, and stick my balls through the ring. It closed with a snap.

The G-String I just slipped up my legs, and felt the weird sensation of a cord going between my butt cheeks and on top of my asshole. I was surprised, but I enjoyed the feeling of it. I wouldn’t dare tell Ilene!

“We really have to shave your legs, and your pubic hair off Spence, so when we’re done trying everything on, we’ll need to do that. I can give you a hair-removal cream to put on your legs after I shave them. So we stopped off in the bathroom, I took a shower and Ilene carefully shaved me. I would need another shave before the big night.

My outfit was a stretchy one-piece, with long, billowing cotton sleeves, and western-style frills that went down in a “V-shape from under my “bust” just to the top of my “pussy.”

I didn’t need pantyhose, the outfit was easy, complete. My bare legs looked like a woman, and with practicing walking in the heels every day, I might even have the right sized calf muscles.

Underneath was a white, laced, padded bra, that showed through the “V-cut” of my one-piece outfit. My lipstick was a stunning red, with deep blue eye shadow. My sister was a genius with applying the makeup in such a way to make my nose narrow like hers. I mean, we were twins, after all, so the illusion was easy.

The brunette wig was luxurious, parted down the middle, and very expensive, according to Ilene who was willing to spend a whole month’s worth of tips to pull this off. Whatever else you might think, this experience gave me a whole bunch of new sensual feelings.

I was very turned on by the whole act of dressing, and my cock was straining to get out of the cage. The inside of the pussy shaped cage was full of little silicone spikes that made me uncomfortable and more turned on - a strange mix of pain and pleasure.

Ilene noticed my budding, restrained erection and started laughing. “Oh my God Spence! I’d say we found something you really enjoy!” There was no use denying it. After the makeup was done for the dress run, I got even harder to the point of the pain showing on my face.

After Ilene put the finishing touches on the lip-liner, the last phase of the makeup, she had me look in the mirror for the first time. Nothing in my twenty-two years could have prepared me for what I saw. I got even harder; straining and pushing against the cage. The G-string resting against my ass made the sensation even more pleasurable. I couldn’t take it anymore. The strangest thing was that I had a strong urge to pull aside the G-String and stick a finger up my ass, knowing by sheer instinct that it would feel amazing.

The way that Ilene was looking and smiling at me, made me accept that she was onto my secret delight. No doubt about it, I was fucking HOT!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

______________________________

____________

Showtime


Ididn’t tell Ilene, but when she wasn’t home, I put the outfit and wig on with just lipstick. I strutted in front of the mirror, and practiced with a tall pole lamp we had in the apartment with a removable top. The more I moved around in the outfit, and looking at myself, the more I - it feels embarrassing to talk about it, the more I wanted to be fucked like a slut! God help me.

The big Saturday night was here. Dimitri was in town, and was expecting action from his little pet, my sister “Irena.” I could easily end up dead, but before that I was determined to enjoy myself. Before I left, Ilene gave me some final instructions, like where to put tips the customers would put in my G-String, and always pay attention to Vasily, who would decide on which customers I was supposed to give “extra attention” to.

I had butterflies in my stomach big-time and I had to leave the apartment dressed. I put on a beige trench coat before I left because I didn’t want to ride the train looking like a total slut. I kissed Ilene good night, and she promised she would leave her cell phone on and be waiting up for me when I got home.

I was to enter the club through the back employees entrance, where I would greeted by a tattooed Russian enforcer named Leonid. She described Leonid as well as all the other possible replacements he could have if he was sick (or dead)!

The club was three blocks from the subway. I had no problems on the train, except for the occasional glances from some of the male riders, but nothing serious. It was a quiet night, and I could hear my heels clacking on the pavement. I practiced my “Ilene voice” and it was so good, that even Ilene was impressed. But it wasn’t her I had to fool.

When I came close to the door, I took a deep breath, and saw it was Leonid who was standing guard. My heart was racing, and as I approached, I held my head down. I saw Leonid grinning as he opened the door. “Smart girl to show tonight. Dimitri is here, all he thinks about is YOU,” Leonid said and chuckled. “Vasily say you go straight to pole, no waitress tonight.”

That was a relief, because Ilene didn’t go over any names of  customers that she was familiar with. I hated to expose myself to play along. She did, however tell  me all about her lap dance with Dimitri and what the conversation was about, so I couldn’t be blindsided by a lack of knowledge.

Of all the girls, Connie was the only one who knew about “the switch” tonight. She was waiting for me just inside the door when I walked in.

“Wow,” she said in a small whisper, “Ilene was right about you! Listen, I have to take you into the dressing room and just touch up your makeup a bit. I want you looking just right when the light hits you. Oh, and don’t do anything crazy with the pole. I’m sure you’ve been watching some YOUTUBE videos of dancers. None of us were pros when we first started here.”

We went into the dressing room, and I took a seat in Ilene’s chair. She stood behind me and brushed my hair out a bit, and touched my face up with some more rouge, and redid my eyeshadow. Two girls came in, and Connie made it easier on me before my heart leaped out of my chest. Connie explained that some of the girls were spies for Vasily, and would quickly turn in girls who were stealing or trying to pull a fast one. I doubted very much if anyone had ever pulled off a stunt like this one tonight.

“Hey Ilene, how come you’re not so talkative tonight,” the redhead named “Tiffany” said a bit sarcastically.

“Knock it off Tiff,” Connie said, “You know that tonight is her special night with Dimitri.”

“Oh yeah, sorry kiddo,” she apologized. “This is your big chance.”

Whatever she meant by that, I had no idea.

I walked into the club area from the dressing room closely followed by Connie. By Ilene’s description, The big, bald, Vasily, with all the rings was impossible to miss. He was talking to an equally plump Russian, who I assumed was Dimitri.

They caught sight of us right away.

******

He was talking to Vasily, turned to me, and whistled. “Whooooeeee, Vasily, I remember Irina to be beauty, but tonight she shines like jewel!”

“Ilene,” Vasily said in a gruff, commanding voice. “Get your ass up on the pole and dance for a while.”

“No, no Vasily,” Dimitri said. “I vant Irina all to myself tonight, while she is still fresh. No pole.Remember, we had a deal!”

Vasily wasn’t used to taking orders in his own club, but for Dimitri, or rather Dimitri’s riches, he quickly changed his tone.

“Ok, ok Dimitri,” he said with a fake sycophantic laugh, “you take her upstairs now, she’s all yours.”

Any sane person would be scared out of their wits by the sight of this powerful Russian, with tattoos all over his beefy arms; especially a guy pretending to be a girl, but not me. I was very much turned on by the whole thing. I had a cigarette going, as per Ilene’s instructions, and my dick was pressing very hard against the silicone cage. The G-String sent an arousing sting through my gut, and my cock was struggling. I decided to “go with the flow,” and even felt some pre-cum forming on the cage.

We went upstairs to suite of bedrooms, all very plush, from the wallpaper to the carpeting. Dimitri led me to the second door on the right. “You have no idea how much I have been thinking about you, Irina. I was even thinking of asking Vasily if I could take you back to Russia with me. I give you apartment, ,money to spend, and jewels. How you like?”

I gave a girly laugh. “Oh Dimitri, that sounds wonderful, but maybe after tonight you will change your mind.”

He looked at me stunned, almost insulted I would say. “What are you worried about my dear? I offer you chance of a lifetime to escape this shit and see how the very rich live. You know, I have a yacht on the French Riviera, and I am always entertaining. A beauty like you would be perfect to be by my side. I would be envy of everyone in Moscow!”

“Oh Dimitri, that sounds wonderful!” I didn’t know where this was coming from, but I felt like a real woman. I was running on autopilot and taking directions from the “COCK pit.”

I threw my arms around Dimitri, kissing him on the lips and sticking my tongue in his mouth which tasted of caviar, wine, and cigars. He was kissing me back and making noises of delight. I wore a French perfume that Connie had squirted on me before we went out.

He ran his fingers through my luxurious wig and kissed me on the face and my neck multiple times, and was grinding his waist against me. I struggled through his fat to find the zipper to this suit trousers, and pushed him down on the bed. “You’re making me crazy Dimitri, I can’t wait.” I was consumed by a burning lust I never felt when I was just wimpy Spencer in boxer shorts. I couldn’t believe how Ilene was afraid of this power over men that an attractive and sexy woman could have.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

______________________________

____________

Irina


“Irinushka,” Dimitri said. “I enjoy smoky cock-sucking please.”

“Oh, sure Dimitri,” and I laughed, “so do I!” I took a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol from my bag, and Dimitry had a jewel encrusted gold ,lighter that came to life and lit me up. I was consumed by “girl” now, and with the freshly - lit cigarette dangling from between my lips, I straddled Dimitri who was lying face up on the bed, and yanked his zipper down.

I was consumed by a hunger I had never known before; I was ravenous. I grabbed his ball sack with my fake, painted nails which made him moan; thoroughly enjoying my new-found feminine power.

His cock was straining to get out from under his shorts, and I picked them aside with my nails, scraping his stomach, to which he just laughed.

I was so close when his cock popped out that it touched my lips instantly. I felt the warm, pulsating power of his large, Russian cock, as I could barely grip it in my fist trying to close around it. I opened my lips just enough to let his tip come inside my mouth, and closed them tight around it, teasing it. Strangely, I felt I had done this before, or perhaps that I was meant to do this all my life, and only now realizing it. I suppose that if you’re meant to do or be something, sooner or later it will come and find you.

I stuck my tongue around his tip, moving it in a circle, like a lusty paintbrush; not stopping for anything. If he couldn’t fuck a real pussy, I wanted to give him whatever I was capable of. My mouth was getting very wet, and I could feel the silicone spikes of the cage pressing against my cock, causing me intense pain.

I moved my hips around to get the feel of the G-String pressing my butt hole. I was dying to stick a finger in there just like I practiced at home in front of the mirror many times. You dirty little slut I told myself.

Now I stuck his whole cock inside my mouth, rubbing my tongue on the underside of his enormous shaft. My lips were open as far as they could go, his girth almost choking me.

Dimitri grabbed the back of my lush, black hair and pressed my head down deep on his cock, almost choking me, but I took it like a trooper, slurping and licking. I went faster and faster, helped along by his hips attempting to match my head thrusts.

He let out a low guttural sound and I felt a stream of hot, sticky cum hitting the back of my throat. It was salty, and sweet, and I kept sucking hard, as jet after jet hit me. I was officially a cock-sucking slut, and I loved it. Not a drop left my mouth or ran down my chin.

When I picked my head up I was grinning at him, and he looked at me like he had the best blowjob of his life.

“Irina, you are as good as Vasily said you would be.” I vould like to taste that exquisite pussy of your again, Irina!” Dimitri said with eyes wide open. Now I knew that Ilene experienced what I didn’t want to know. This was a situation that would change my life for good, or get me killed - for real. It was totally unknown, but I thought I was clever enough to pull this off.

Part of me was horrified and part of me had this “new transgender ego” that had to be satisfied; a craving. Also, my cock was dying inside that cage. I would give anything to be able to reach out and touch it.

“Dimitri,” I said, “I would love for you to try something else.” I was positive he never had this before with Irene.

“And what would that be Irushka,” he asked, grinning from ear to ear.

“This,” I said, pointing to my ass.

“Ohhhhh, that would be a delight!” He was ready to go again, so I got on all fours, facing the foot of the bed, pulled my short, white tights and G-String aside. My cock, and balls were nowhere to be seen.

I heard Dimitri spit and felt him rub his fingers on my asshole, my “boy pussy,” and got a shock through my body. I could feel him breathing heavy on my butt cheeks and then his tongue licking around my cherry puckered “bussy.” I knew I would never be a “straight boy” again.

I heard some rustling behind me, and then felt the tip of that enormous Russian cock touching my cherry. He moved it around in a circle and there was a drop of pre cum on it. Without warning, he drilled me, making me shake and gasp, since I was only used to my finger in there. I was in pain from two places: Dimitri’s giant cock inside me and thrusting, causing shooting pain through my abdomen, and my cock straining to get out of the cage.

I heard him grunting, and it was getting slippery, so I matched his thrusts with my own, and then it happened. I was seeing stars and all the sensations combined to give me this huge wave of pleasure.

I felt my cock - still in its cage, dripping.

I reached around to my front, grasping the cage in my hand, and I shot a load myself, into the front of my panties. Dimitri was groaning as well, and I felt a hot jet of Dimitri’s jizz enter me, only increasing the pleasure of my “sissygasm,” which later on I knew to call that.

“Irushka,” he moaned. You are so tight, so vunderful, just for me. I cannot be vit anyone else but you,” he said, in a relaxed, tranquil voice.

After he pulled out of me I got on my knees and faced him. I wanted him to see this and draw his own conclusions. I was either going to die, or fly.

“Vaaaat eeez dis????” he said, amazed, staring at the wet spot on the front of my tights. I stared at him, a look of uncertainty and fear on my face, but then he smiled. “Dees eez beautiful. I am so happy,” he said, beaming. I let him reach into the front of my tights, and pull them, and my panties down. I instinctively took my cock-cage off, and a huge erection popped out. I was very turned on.

“Irushka,” he grunted softly. I vant you to do me now.” I was shocked and relieved as well. Relieved that I wasn’t going to be shot and thrown in pieces in dumpsters all over Brooklyn.

It was like watching a quick toad turn a 360, and he thrust his ass up at me, spitting on his hands, and wiping them on his asshole.

Even after cumming in the cage, I was more than ready to go, dying to fuck him. I gripped the sides of his monster hips with my hands, and spread his ass cheeks apart and entered him, thrusting hard, meeting surprisingly little resistance. This boy was experienced. I wondered if Ilene knew?

We were in a steady rhythm, and I was going faster and faster, his butt coming up to meet all my thrusts. I could stand it no longer and I screamed out in pleasure and shot another, bigger load inside of him, my speed increasing from the new wetness. Dimitri was stroking his own cock, and soon he came again. I pulled out, and my thick, white cum dripped down the side of the Russian mobster’s ass.

He turned and faced me, and we kissed, Dimitri running his fingers through the luxurious and silky hair of my wig. I was dying for a cigarette, and I lit a Virginia Slims, and fell back on the pillow, smoking next to him on the bed.

“Now, Irushka, when do you want me to take you back to Moscow with me to be mine, and mine alone? You will have everything you could possibly need; clothing, jewels, my yacht, summers on the French Riviera. What do you say?”

How could I refuse. He accepted the new me, and I was determined never to be Spencer again. The secret safe between Ilene, Connie, and me. After I would leave with Dimitri, what would become of my sister? I think Ilene (the real one) would be happy that she is finally free of Vasily. I rescued her and found an appealing new life for myself.

Dimitri and I left the room and went downstairs arm in arm. Connie grabbed me and took me aside, asking Dimitri’s permission of course - he was my new master.

“So what happened?? How did it go?” she asked me.

“Connie, I don’t think Ilene is coming back to work here ever again. I’m leaving for Moscow with Dimitri in a few days.” Connie was shocked.

“You mean, he knows? He really knows???”

“About me - yes. He thinks I’m my sister, and even if he knew the truth, I doubt very much he would tell Vasily. He has a reputation after all.”

“Oh wow!” Connie said, her mouth dropped open.”

“Now if you’ll excuse me,” I said. I must go home, break the news to Ilene . . . (I was smiling from ear to ear) and pack!”

❤️❤️❤️
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