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Chapter One

I hated my PO, and he hated me. I think he'd do anything to “violate my ass.” His words, not mine. I’m not sure if he wanted to stick his dick in my ass and violate it or send me to jail. His gaze explored my tiny feminine figure suggestively when I entered his office. Like he always did, after undressing, then fucking me, in his mind, Mr. Ventura disappeared behind his laptop. He scanned whatever documents were on his computer screen for several minutes ignoring me -- as usual.

Was he ignoring me or hiding from the shame he felt at having just undressed a man?

Then after like an hour, it wasn't an hour, but it felt like one, he said, “Well, well, Mr. Joy seems I don’t get my Christmas present today, violating a sissy’s ass.” He laughed.

As always, my stomach seemed weighted by some mysterious force, and my ribs felt like they would crush my heart. The judge required me to go to a court-appointed counselor for my compulsion. As my court-appointed counselor recommended, I coughed and said, “Mr. Ventura, I'd appreciate it if you wouldn’t refer to me in those terms.” Calling me a sissy wasn’t too far from the truth since my original offense was stealing women’s panties from a department store.

Ventura laughed, “You got busted stealing a pair of women’s panties, and you're not a sissy? Then what are you.”

That part is true, but not why I got four years of probation. When they arrested me, I had my computer in my backpack. When the cops searched my laptop, they found that I had been hacking into banks and transferring money. My other side project was providing a service to frustrated jocks, hacking into school computers, and changing their grades for a fee. I’d done it for the noblest of causes: I’d been accepted to one of the most prestigious colleges in the country and needed the money. No one would have been the wiser if I hadn't been too embarrassed about my secret desire to wear women’s clothes.

My parents both worked two jobs, and my older sister worked too. When my sister started buying sexy things, sexy bras and sexy frilly panties, I’d go into her room and check her things out. At first, I admired them, fantasizing about how good it would feel to slip into her panties and bra. My cock would get so hard. Night after night, I snuck into her room, wanting to slide them on my hips. Night after night, I chickened out. Going back to my room with a cock hard as a rock, horny as hell, and jacked off.

I couldn't control myself. I kept doing it.  

Then one day, I crossed the line. With my parents and older sister away at work, I snuck into my sister’s bedroom. I took every single one of her extensive collection of panties out of the drawer. She had teeny tiny thongs, panties, boyshorts, bikini bottoms, and g-strings.

With a raging hard-on, I stripped and admired each one, rubbing the soft fabric on my cock. I slipped a g-string on. Even though my cock kept sliding out, the feeling was fantastic. I slid into a pair of her heels. They were a little tight, but they fit because my sister had big feet, and I had tiny feet. With her panties and heels on, I walked around, shaking my ass as the silky, smooth fabric massaged my cock. Then the unexpected happened. I shot my load in the g-string. Just like that, without my hand touching it.

I panicked. What was I to do?

I tossed the panties in the garbage, worried for the next two weeks that my sister would miss them. I dreamed about that day for weeks and never returned to my sister’s room.

On my walk home from school, I passed a shopping plaza with a clothing store. I entered and walked by the women’s intimate section for weeks, every day, trying to come up with an excuse just to touch the panties, bras, pantyhose, and other intimate clothing women were so lucky to be able to wear. I couldn’t think of a plausible excuse for a seventeen-year-old to be shopping for intimate things, so one day, I dashed through the department, picking up and stuffing things into my backpack: a package of panties, a package of pantyhose and finishing off with a nightgown.

Mr. Ventura brought me out of my reverie. “So, you still working? Oh, I see you’re stocking in the women’s intimate’s section.” He laughed again.

Mr. Ventura damn well knew where I was working. The prick got me the job. Mr. Tollure, the store manager, was a personal friend of his. I’m pretty sure they were doing this to taunt and embarrass me. I can’t be sure, but it seemed like they were hitting on me, but as far as sex, I was still innocent and honestly wasn’t sure whether I wanted a man or a woman, or both. Or if I wanted to have sex as a man or dressed as a woman. I was frustrated and super fucking horny most of the time at twenty.

Eyes down, I said, “Yes, sir.”

“You don’t own a computer? And you have your apartment, right?”

“No, sir.” Without a computer, I was forced to buy porn on DVD, and since I was paid for shit, I had only two selections. Both crossdressers themed. “And yes, sir. I live alone now. When I turned eighteen, my parents threw me out.” It was incredibly embarrassing to my macho Dad when his son got caught shoplifting sexy panties, pantyhose, and a negligee. 

“Good. Do you realize I can do a no-notice inspection of your apartment? Probably find a bunch of panties and pantyhose lying around, right?” He laughed again.

I sighed and didn’t answer.

“It's a shame such a smart kid like you ruined his chances for a better life for doing stupid shit.” He shook his head. “You know they would have never caught you… you know, with the other stuff. The hacking if you hadn’t stolen fourteen dollars worth of women’s panties. Why didn’t you just buy the stuff? They seized like a hundred thousand dollars from you.”

I remained silent because I knew the answer. I had this burning desire to dress as a woman and was too embarrassed to take them to the counter. If I wasn’t living with my parents, I might have ordered them online, but they might have checked my package.

Mr. Ventura closed his laptop, stood, and walked around the desk. He leaned on the desk, spread his legs suggestively, looked down at me, and said. “You know you can do your parole the easy way or the hard way. I could make things easy for you and buy those sexy little girly things you like….”

I wanted to say yes. I would almost do anything to wear women’s clothes again. But I was worried this was a trap. “Like I told the judge, I was stealing those things for a girlfriend. I’m not into guys.”

Ventura laughed and retreated behind his desk. “I see. We’re through here, Mr. Joy. I don’t want any bad reports from your boss.”

“Yes, sir,” I said and headed to meet my best friend, Penny, at our favorite bar.


Chapter Two

I met Penny at the store I worked at, and we hit it off and became good friends. We spent our evening doing the usual: drinking, bitching about our boss, politics, and what exotic places we’d like to disappear to and start a new life. But most of it was making fun of our boss, Raymond Tollure, the world’s biggest asshole. When out of the blue, she smacked me on the arm,  “You’re so smart, Jaden. Why aren’t you at some Ivy League college or something? And why do you take so much shit from him?”

I never told her or anyone else about my criminal record, and I took shit from my boss because he was the only one at the store that knew about my record. With two more years of probation left, getting fired would put me behind bars, which I wanted to avoid. I needed this job, especially after my parents kicked me out.

I dropped my head into my hands, ran my fingers through my long blonde hair, and said. “Penny, I have a record, and if I lose this job, let’s say I’m going straight to jail and not collecting two hundred dollars.” Before going to jail, I felt my PO would somehow extract a pound of flesh.

Penny's mouth fell open, her head jerked back, and she smacked me on the arm. “You? Jaden Joy, I don't believe you. What did you do, rob a bank? You don’t look like a criminal.”

“Yeah, well, looks can be deceiving.”

“What did you do?” Penny asked.

I wasn’t going to tell her about shoplifting panties. “I hacked into some computers in high school, stole money from banks, and changed some grades, maybe a little more. My clients were college jocks who needed a grade to keep their scholarships so they wouldn’t get benched.” I lifted my head and looked her in the eye. “You wouldn’t believe how much money I made. Better than this shit. Yeah, I’d say I made good money doing it.”

Thinking quickly for an excuse, I lied. “But some asshole talked, and I got busted. As far as colleges go… well, I got accepted and was on my way… it was very expensive, but with no money and a felony… Hell, it's hard enough getting a job. It was stupid, but my parents, as you know, have zero money for me to go to college. So, I was trying to pay for my college. I guess I’m stuck in this shit for a while.”

“If you’re so good at hacking. Why not hack into some computer, change your name, and go to college? You're young enough that, hey, you can live a different life. Too bad you can’t go to college with me. You know what, why not be a woman? Who’d look for you as a woman? And, as you said, you got caught because someone talked. You wouldn't talk. Neither would I.” Penny always had a weird, sarcastic sense of humor; she was drunk, so I didn’t take her seriously. I don't think she did, either.

Her head jerked back, her eyes studied me from head to toe, and then she said it. “You could pass as a woman, you know. Change your name to a woman’s name. Create a whole new you.” She waved her hands in the air and snapped her fingers as if, poof, I could do it.

She continued, “Create a new you, all new. You’d have to live as a woman.” Penny smacked me on the arm. “Hell, my roommate ditched me, and you could live with me, and we could share expenses. It just might work. My parents wouldn’t pay for my apartment if they knew you were a guy but a woman. Hell yes! I’d never tell. I could do it, you know, turn you into a woman. God, Jaden, you'd look scrumptious.”

I laughed, thinking she was joking. “Why do I want to change my persona to a woman’s? Why go through all the trouble of changing my appearance and name? And Penny, I am not interested in being a woman anyway.” That was a lie.

Penny laughed but said, “So, why do you always volunteer to stock women’s intimates?”

I tried to find an answer to hide the fact that I liked stocking intimates, and Mr. Tollure, I’m sure, was taking his cue from Ventura and trying to humiliate me. Though secretly, I was happy, stocking intimates because it helped me overcome the monotony of my job. I'd drift off into a fantasy about what it would feel like to wear all the different panties, thongs, pantyhose, and negligees.

Penny said, “I’m serious. Look, I could help you. Besides, I could use your help studying. I was lucky to get into college. They take a certain number of women in this school: affirmative action. You scratch my back. I scratch yours. If you were a woman, I think you'd get into it. It's not an Ivy League college, but it’d be a start.”

“Thanks for the thought. But, If I do all that, why not be a guy? I'd have to be a girl, even after graduating. What about probation?”

“Ditch it. And who’d be looking for you as a woman? They’ll be looking for a guy, not a girl. If you don’t do this, you’ll have your felony hanging over your head for the rest of your life. You’ll be working shit jobs and for asshole bosses. Listen, you could change back into being a guy whenever you want. Just say you're transgender when you're ready and do it legally, then you’d be behind all that crap from your life. Come on, Jaden. Just try it. You don’t have to do the name change yet. Let me show you how good you’ll look as a woman, then decide how far you want to go.” 

After two years of being stuck with minimum-wage crap, I decided I'd do anything to escape this trap. There was no doubt I could get into just about any database, but could I pass as a woman?

“Try it. Just for me, please, Jaden. Think of it, done with this shit, and they have a great Software Development program. Lots of those guys and gals work from home, so who’d know who you were?”

What was concerning to me was that she was making sense. Was I that desperate? Or was it that deep down, I wanted to be a woman?

I hid my face in my hands. I thought about all the changes I'd have to make. A wig? New shoes, sexy panties, and a bra. As I thought about wearing sexy panties, my cock ached with desire.  My excitement for Penny’s proposal seemed to revolve around being a woman rather than going to college.

“Okay, when are you available next?” I couldn’t wait for my first day as a woman.

“Tomorrow night, I’ll splurge for the new clothes, or my parents will on the credit card they gave me for college. Don't worry about changing your name yet. Just see how you like being a woman. Deal.” Penny stuck her hand out for me to shake.

I sighed and shook her hand, sealing my future.  


Chapter Three

Tollure assigned me to intimates. Penny was off. I hoped she was shopping for me. My first box was filled with silky panties, thongs, and bras. As I hung the soft, sensual fabric on the metal hooks, my heart beat like a drum, and my body heat rose to the point I could feel my face flush.

It was a long day, thinking of the possibilities of my transformation. After work, I took the bus to Penny’s apartment. Penny let me into her two-bedroom apartment, much bigger than my studio. It was nicely furnished. She had a television and computer and a well-stocked refrigerator.

She got two glasses from the cupboard, poured some coke, and then some rum. She handed me the glass and said. “You ready?”

I swallowed the rum and coke in one gulp, trying to calm my nerves. “No.” That was a lie. I’d thought of nothing else since yesterday. She grabbed me by the hand, led me to her bedroom, and said, “Go ahead. Strip.

“What? Penny, I don’t know.”

“Look, I’m not going to rape you or anything. Have you ever had a bra on? Panties? I’m here to help you look good. That’s it. So get those clothes off.”

I let out a long, deep breath and unbuttoned my work shirt. Penny rummaged through a large shopping bag and pulled out a pair of black silk panties. She turned toward me. I had my shirt, shoes, and socks off but was still in my jeans.

She dangled the panties in front of my face, laughed, then glanced down at my bulge. I glanced down, too, realizing my cock had swelled. “Is that because of me or the panties? I’d bet my next paycheck that….” She grabbed my crotch.  “It’s because of the panties. Am I right?”

Without saying a word, I unbuckled my jeans, slid them down, and stepped out of my underwear. I smiled and caressed the soft silky lacy fabric that felt dreamy. Then slid the lace-trimmed panties over my stiff and throbbing cock.

Penny's started at my toes, admiring every inch of my body, stopping at my groin for an extended period. I covered my cock with my hands. She continued over my firm stomach and chest and settled on my face. She cocked her head and said, “Don’t worry, Jaden, that cock is so small it isn’t worth hiding.”

I glanced down. She was right. She flicked my cock. “There is one thing we need to do before we get you dressed.” Penny ran her hands down my legs. I didn’t have much hair, but some fine, blonde hair that was barely visible. But I knew she could feel it. “Take off those panties and shower. Shave every inch of that body.”

I removed my panties, standing naked again, covering my little piece of meat. I asked, “Where's the shower.”

Penny demanded, “Shave your ass, too. I plan on checking it. The bathroom is down the hall to the right.

“What?” I acted insulted, but I found being ordered around to be arousing.

I washed, shaved, and returned. Penny had a collection of girls' clothes spread out on the bed. When I returned, my cock was soft, mostly because I jacked off in the shower.

She tossed me the pair of silk panties again and, staring at my cock said, “That pecker is so small, so tiny, you might as well be a woman. No woman’s going to enjoy getting fucked with a cock like that. Size matters!  Now, bend over, spread those cheeks, and let me see how well you did.”

“What? Who’s going to be looking in my ass?”

Penny stuttered and said. “Well, you never know, do you? Girls are smooth and take care of themselves that way, so quit arguing and bend over.”

I thought it was bullshit, but I enjoyed following her commands so much that I did it. I bent over, grabbed my ass cheeks, and spread them wide. As I waited for whatever Penny wanted to check, I found being in this position exciting. My mind slipped into a fantasy of a guy standing behind me and shoving his cock into my ass.

Why did I have these thoughts?

I tried to block the dream as it evolved into me being fucked like a slut. Maybe in some bathroom stall, in a public place. My cock was throbbing when Penny's finger entered my opening. As her finger probed my opening, my ass puckered, but my cock swelled.

Penny, satisfied, slapped my ass and said, “Very clean and smooth.”

I turned around, covering my erection. An exciting tingle ran through my body as my cock throbbed, ready for another round.

Penny laughed after seeing my erection. “Oh my, you are enjoying this way too much, aren't you? You’re going to be the talk of the town, Jaden. Just don’t fuck the whole town.” She laughed again. Penny handed me my panties.

This was sort of humiliating, yet I was enjoying it. As I slid the panties up my legs, I wondered why I was so aroused by being humiliated. As the cool, soft fabric caressed my thighs, my cock, and the band settled on my hips, I forgot about my worries. Without thinking, I touched my cock, and my arousal increased a hundredfold through the silky fabric of the panties.

Penny caught me and laughed. “You’re going to enjoy this, Jaden.”

I fought to keep my semi-hard cock from growing into a full hard-on. Penny grabbed a matching bra, stood behind me, and said. “Stretch out your arms.”

I was no longer in any way trying to argue. I obeyed, feeling good and comfortable with my new submissive role. I could feel her natural, full breasts pressing against my back as she slid the strap over my shoulders. I found it strange that I wasn't turned on by the feeling of her gorgeous tits but wondering what it would be like to have tits like hers. To have a man nibble at my swollen nipples, squeeze and mold them. As my fantasy continued, Penny slapped my ass, bringing me out of my fantasy, and said, “Are you ready to be a girl?”

“No.” I lied. 

Penny guided me to a mirror, leaving me alone to stare at my body. I had a delicate, feminine figure. Somewhat boyish, but as I looked at it differently, I could pass a girl. My figure was petite and delicate. I ran my hands down my legs. They were smooth and shapely. I massaged my ass. It was plump and round and silky smooth after shaving. My heart raced, and my cock swelled more after Penny smacked my ass one more time.

Why was I enjoying this?

Penny laughed again and said, “Wait till you see the final product, girlfriend. Now get this corset on.”

I'd heard of a corset but never wore one. So, it took some instruction to get it on and cinch it. Then she slid a figure-hugging slip and nude pantyhose. The tight, velvety fabric caused me to dribble precum, leaving a wet stain in my panties.

We returned to the mirror. Holy shit, I looked scrumptious. The corset transformed my boyish figure into one with gentle curves, making my hips provocative looking. I turned and checked out my ass. It was delectable.

“Okay, now the face. Kneel here.” Penny pulled up a chair and a makeup bag and sat. I found it strange that I was no longer protesting verbally or internally. I was all in and enjoying the transformation.

Penny began swiping stuff onto my face and eyes. She applied what she said was primer, foundation, and setting powder. She did my eyes using a palette filled with soft, vibrant colors. Then she applied contour and highlighter. Then a tube of bright red lipstick. She leaned back, admiring her work.

After standing and bouncing excitedly, I said. “Can I look, please?” I couldn't believe how excited I was to see the final product. 

Penny patted my ass again and said. “Not yet. Let's finish things up.”

She grabbed me and guided me back to the bed. On the bed was a bright red party dress. She held it up and said. “I think I got the size right. There’s only one way to find out.”

I blew out a long, deep frustrating breath of air. Yet, I wanted to see what I looked like in it. I realized my anxieties about probation, my shitty job, and college were gone. I wanted to be a woman.

Penny handed me the dress. I slid it on. The tiny red straps left my shapely, smooth shoulders completely exposed. I hadn’t looked at myself yet, but I felt good about it. The tight fabric clung to my curvy hips, round ass, and small flat chest. God, this felt good. I wanted to go out, shake my hips and… let a man fuck me. Did I think that? Where did that come from?

“Do you have heels?” Before I realized I’d said it.

Penny was staring at me, her mouth agape. “Damn, girlfriend, you look better than me.”

Penny pulled out a long, curly red wig and a pair of red pumps. She stepped behind me, slid my hair under a hair net, then set the wig on my head. She ran her fingers through it, fluffing it, then handed me my heels. I sat on the edge of the bed, slid the heels on, and asked. “Now, can I look?” I had the excitement of a child waiting for the go-ahead to open presents on Christmas morning.

I stumbled to the mirror. I admired my look as Penny rummaged behind me in her shopping bags. I couldn't believe how good I looked and how much I enjoyed dressing as a woman. I'd always felt uncomfortable with my appearance, but now as I looked in the mirror, this was me.

Penny stood behind me and wrapped a silver necklace with a red heart around my neck. Then she clipped a pair of matching earrings on my ears. Somehow the jewelry made me feel even more girly than I already felt.


Chapter Four

Satisfied, Penny said, “Are you ready? For the big test?”

“What test?”

“Let's go for lunch. Then walk around campus. See how you do at being a woman.”

“I don’t know, Penny.” I acted as if I didn't want to go, but I did. I wanted to walk around, strut my stuff, and… I couldn’t believe it, but I wanted to shake my ass, swing my hips and attract the attention of guys. I didn’t want Penny to think I was gay or anything. But, my ass tingled with a desire to have something up it besides the plastic dildos I’d been using since moving into my apartment. I pried open a floorboard and hid my growing collection of dildo’s in it since my probation officer often did no-notice inspections to ensure I didn't own a computer. 

“Come on. We’re going, Jaden.” She grabbed me by the hand, and as I stumbled to the door, she said. “Maybe a little practice walking first.”

She had me walk back and forth through her apartment for half an hour. I had gotten the hang of it quickly and was enjoying myself. “You're a natural, Jaden. Let's go.” She handed me a red purse that matched my red dress, I stuffed my wallet in it, and we were out the door before my shaky legs could protest.

As we walked down the hallway, we passed a guy coming out of his apartment two doors down. When he saw me, his mouth dropped open, and his deep-set black eyes jumped out of his head. “Hey, Penny. Is this your new roommate?”

Guys are so obvious, but I was eating up his attention. I batted my eyes, maybe too much. Penny wrapped her arm around mine and said. “Oh, she might be. We're chatting now to see if our chemistry matches. Jaden, this is Vic. Vic, this is Jaden. She’s thinking of going to our school in the fall. Computer software major, right Jaden.”

I nodded, a little intimidated about talking, wondering if my voice might expose me as a guy.

Penny hugged me and said. “She’s a little shy. Hey, are you doing anything? You wanna join us for lunch?”

Vic said, “Hell yeah.”

With that, we were off to who knows where. Outside the apartment, we squeezed into Penny’s tiny car. Vic sat in the middle, with me on the passenger side. Penny started the car and pulled into traffic. Vic's muscular thighs were against my legs. I tried hard not to get excited about it but found myself attracted to him.

Penny drove and talked as Vic’s hand found my knee. He squeezed it gently, as a casual acquaintance might at first.  I didn’t protest finding this sexual attention pleasing.

Penny chatted on. Her eyes were faced forward, focused on the road as Vic’s hand started a journey up my thigh. Tenderly he rubbed my inner thigh just above the knee. I couldn’t look at him, but I couldn't stop his hand either. I enjoyed it. I fantasized about his dick in my ass as his hand inched up my inner thigh, sliding my dress up as he went.

What the hell was Penny doing? Didn’t she notice? I was getting hit on right next to her. Was she going to come to my rescue?

Vic’s hand was halfway up my thigh when Penny stopped at a traffic light. She glanced to her right and saw Vic’s hand. Vic's attention was on my thighs and my exposed legs. Damn, I thought, if I could fool Vic, then I could fool anybody that I was a girl. I realized then how much I enjoyed being a girl and getting attention. I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted his hand to finish his journey up my thigh, exposing my legs, and then… Oh my god, then what?

He grabs my tiny little cock. My legs closed shut just as Penny lurched forward when the light turned green. Vic realizing that Penny had been watching, pulled his hand away. He patted my leg and said. “I hope you move in with Penny. We can have a great time together. So Software Development, huh?”

Before dressing as a woman, my life was the computer, programming, and nothing else. I didn't want to tell Vic about programming and my interest in going to college. I enjoyed his hand on my thigh and wanted him to fuck me like a woman, maybe a bitch. 

Vic and I chatted until we pulled into the parking lot of what appeared to be a strip club named Nude Queens. My mouth dropped open, and I shot an angry glare at Penny.

Penny glanced at me and said, “They have great food, right Vic?”

He softly gripped my knee again and said. “Yeah, and gorgeous woman.” He glanced at me, his eyes soaking my body in. He licked his lips as he opened his legs. “You’re way better looking than any of the women here, way better, Jaden.”

Then he reached across my lap, popped the door open, and said, “Come on, it’s a classy place with lots of naked women. It’ll be fun.”

Penny was already out of her car and standing beside me. Her arm extended, ready to help me out. “Come on, Jade. You’ll see. The guys will be hitting on you left and right.” She winked at me.

I grabbed her hand, slid my legs out, and stood. We entered the club. A tall, busty woman was naked, gyrating, and swinging on her pole. A handful of other women, topless, were taking orders, bringing lunch trays to hungry and horny guys, mostly. Half the men in the room glanced my way as we headed for one of the two or three empty tables. They were hungry, lustful gazes, and at first, I felt a little uncomfortable, worried I'd be recognized as a guy. Vic put his arm around me, slid his hand down my back, and patted me on the ass. I felt a surge of confidence run through me. I followed Penny to our table with my head high, ass shaking, hips swaying, and a lustful grin. I loved the attention.

We sat at the booth. Penny sat between Vic and me. Was she protecting me? A waitress with huge tits that amazingly didn’t bounce at all as she walked asked us for our drink order and dropped three menu’s on the table.

She took our drink orders. A brunette jock slid into the seat next to me. I recognized him immediately as one of my customers before I got busted. He pulled me close and said. “Hey, there, gorgeous. You got a boyfriend.” He glanced at Vic.

“Yes, I do.” I lied. But on some level, I wanted his attention, but I didn’t want to push things too far.

His head jerked back. “Honey, I bet he doesn't satisfy you as much as I could.” His eyes dropped to his groin, then returned to my face.

I laughed. “You think you could please me?”

He shrugged, his eyes roaming my body. He tenderly grabbed my knee as Penny pushed me into him. “Hell yeah. Just give me a chance, babe.” He leaned in and whispered in my ear. “Let’s go to the back. They got a quiet little spot. Trust me. You’ll scream for more when I get my cock in you.”

Goosebumps ran up and down my entire body. Half of me was excited and wanted me to get up, follow him, and let him fuck my brains out. But the other part of me wanted to wait. Maybe there was something better for my first time. Then again, what could be better than to get bent over and fucked in a public place.

Hell no, Jaden. I thought.

I said, “No thanks, my boyfriend will be here soon.”

He stood and glared down at me. “No problem cunt. I’ll be watching for this boyfriend. When’s he supposed to be here?”

Penny jumped in to rescue me. “Beat it, Jake. She’s into guys with big dicks.”

Vic and I both laughed.

Jake spun on his heels and left, returning to his table of jocks from the local college. He said something to the group, and they looked my way and laughed.

Assholes!

Yet, I was enjoying their attention, and the possibilities ran through my mind. What if I had gone to the backroom with Jake? What would he be doing to my ass right now? Or would he have run out of the room, repulsed by the little something extra between my legs, Telling everyone about my false advertising, making me a target of not sexual desire, but hate?

The waitress broke me out of my reverie when she set my drink in front of me. “You’re beautiful, honey. I love your dress.”

I glanced up at her. “Thank you.”

“Don’t fret about those guys. They can be a little pushy at times, but they’re good guys most of the time. They get a little horny, especially with a gal like you. You new here?”

I stumbled over my words, so Penny bailed me out. “She’s a good friend of mine. Jade is thinking about going to our school.”

Surprised, I glanced at Becky, “You go to school?”

“Don’t act so surprised. I do what I got to do to pay for school.” She grabbed her tits and pulled them up. I felt Penny’s elbow in my side.

We had a great time at the club that afternoon, I didn’t get laid, but I realized the potential of being a woman and that I was passable. Penny set an appointment at the school admissions office for a month from Monday. Just for a chat, she said. 

Penny gave me some of the bare essentials of makeup, and I practiced for the rest of the week, every night after work, perfecting my look. Penny would get me dressed up, and we’d go out for girl's dates: lunch, shopping, and sometimes walking around her campus. I loved the attention I got; I felt uncomfortable wearing my male clothes after two weeks. I longed for the tight, figure-hugging dresses, the soft silky feel of pantyhose, and the gentle caress of frilly panties on my cock.

After three weeks, I decided it was time to create the new me. I could do this. I thought about Becky’s words: “I do what I have to.”

I didn't want to use Penny’s computer. If anything wrong went down, I didn’t want to implicate her. One day, our schedules didn’t match, I was off, and Penny worked. I dressed sexily and walked around campus, basking in the attention, fantasizing about being a college student and maybe enjoying the company of a man for the first time.

Jake snuck up behind me and put his arm around my waist and said. “Hey, gorgeous.”

My first instinct was to push him away and call him an asshole, but then I had an idea. I leaned into him, snuggling my head on his shoulder. His shoulders were roped with muscles, and he pulled me in even closer with his strong arms. I felt my cock tingle. No time for a hard-on now. But, if I let him do what he wanted, I’d have to come clean.

“You changed your mind about me, hey, hon. Ready for a real man.”

I didn’t know what to say. I stumbled with my words, managing only to get out a series of grunts.

Jake had a knowing grin and a gleam in his eyes as if all the girls acted like this when he offered to show them what a real man was. “No worries, honey….” Then he grabbed my ass right there in front of everyone and laughed.

“I’ve got a couple of hours before my next class, and it just so happens that my roommate’s away, so if you want, we can head back to our place. I know how to please a woman.” Then he stuck his tongue out. It was the longest tongue I'd ever seen, and he flicked it like licking a pussy. I wasn’t sure if that was how you licked a pussy. I’d never been with a woman or a man.

I wasn’t sure what to say or do. Do I tell him? Then I had an idea. “Do you have a computer, Jake? I mean, at your place?”

“Yeah, who doesn’t? What kind of question is that?”

It was then that Mr. Ventura grabbed Jake by the arm from behind. “Hey, quit hitting on my girlfriend, asshole.”

Damn it! How did he recognize me, or did he? What other possible reason could he have? More importantly, did he hear me asking to use Jake’s computer, which could spell trouble for me?

Jake pulled away from me, and Mr. Ventura slid his suitcoat to the side, revealing his badge. Jake said, “Hey man, I didn’t know. You better keep an eye on your girl 'cause she’s peddling her pussy.”

Mr. Ventura wrapped his arm around me and kissed me on the cheek. “Is that right, honey?”

I couldn’t say anything, and all I could think about was -- I was going to jail.

Jake turned and picked up his pace. Mr. Ventura pulled me close and whispered in my ear. “Let’s go back to your place, Ms. Joy.” he laughed, and I noticed he called me Ms. Joy this time.


Chapter Five

We entered my dilapidated apartment building, Mr. Ventura opened my apartment door for me, and he fell into my chair. I wondered how I would get out of this. I wanted to go to college, wanted to be a woman, and wanted cock. And I wanted to get back to my computer, but with two more years of probation and strict monitoring….

Had Ventura been following me? Spying on me? Why? I’ve done everything right… I then realized I hadn’t checked in with my PO.

I glanced at Mr. Ventura. His legs were spread wide. He was a sturdy, black guy with a deep, bellowing voice that scared the shit out of me. I didn’t want him to speak. Yet I wanted him to say something. Like, you’re going to jail. Get it over with.

He didn’t play. I’d have to apologize like hell and have one hell of an explanation to talk my way out of this jam.

Should I get out of girl mode and back into guy mode? I’m not sure if dressing as a woman violated my parole, but for damn sure it doesn’t look good. I remained standing mainly because Ventura sat in my only chair. He tapped his fingers on his knees as he ogled me. He was running his eyes up and down my body.

What was I going to do? I was dressed as a woman. Do I pretend to be someone else? No, he already knew it was me under here. How did he know?

Does Mr. Ventura know about my plans to ditch probation? Or just that I’d been dressing as a woman. There’s nothing illegal about that. Is there? Had he already called the cops, or was he waiting for an arrest warrant? Or would he just send the cops with a warrant for my arrest later? God, I doubt the judge would be lenient with me this time. For sure, I'd be serving my five years behind bars.

Then he broke the silence. In a commanding voice, he said, “Come here, Jaden.” he pointed to a spot in front of him.

I hurried toward him, stumbling on my heels a couple of times. As I stood before him, I was still wondering what to say. Do I come clean? Apologize? For what? My mind swirled with possible plausible explanations as to why Mr. Ventura was looking at a woman and not Jaden, the computer hacker.

My troubles ended in how to explain being in girl mode when Mr. Ventura said. “You’re in some fucking serious shit right now, Jaden. You missed your weekly check-in, and what’s this? Are you trying to ditch your parole? I have zero tolerance for missing check-in. Did I tell you that?”

I let out a long sigh, wishing I'd never agreed to Penny’s plan. My life sucked, but being behind bars would suck even more. “I know, sir. If you let this pass, I promise. I swear, I’ll never miss your check-in again, and I would never try to ditch parole.”

He stood and stepped toward me so that we were face-to-face. He reached up and caressed my face. “You know what, Jaden, you're a pretty little thing. The guys would really like a pretty little bitch like you in jail. You have such soft skin.”

He stepped back, gawking over every inch of my body, starting at my ankles, up my legs, stopping momentarily on my crotch, then up to my face. His hand grasped my chin. He shoved his thumb into my lips and pried them apart, forcing it into my mouth.

What was I to do? I should feel repulsed and offended by this, but my cock signaled my true emotions. A slight bulge appeared on my super-tight dress.

Mr. Ventura glanced down and then asked. “Are you experienced sexually?”

I dropped my eyes and said. “I’ve never done anything like this before, sir. Please, I don’t want to go to jail, please, sir.”

On the one hand, I didn’t; on the other hand, going to jail and being someone’s bitch sounded strangely appealing. I lifted my eyes and looked into his feverish black eyes. Then trailed down his serious strong face, down to his swollen belly, inching down to the bulge in his tan khaki pants. The bump was significant and seemed to be halfway down his thigh. Before I knew what I was doing, my fingers touched his inner thigh right below his swelling cock. 

“Well, not that it matters. I can either violate your parole…” he smiled and winked at me. “Or violate you.”

I grinned seductively. All my fear of going to jail was gone. “Mmmm, let me think.”

My hand slid up his thigh and brushed along his cock. The only cock I'd ever touched was mine. This was an incredible specimen. It was three times as thick as my three-inch cock and what I estimated to be only halfway to its possible size was twice as big as mine. My mouth dropped open, and Mr. Ventura moaned.

Without prompting and not caring one way or the other if he sent me to prison, I enthusiastically unbuckled his belt. I half expected him to stop me and explain that he took his duties as a parole officer seriously.

I unfastened the belt, and Mr. Ventura moaned. “You’re such a pretty girl.” He unbuttoned his suit coat, opened it, and let it slip off his broad shoulders. Then he removed his shirt, kicked his shoes off, and slid his socks off. He grabbed me by the chin and did something I wasn’t expecting. He kissed me tenderly.

Then unbuttoned his pants, slid them down, and kicked them off. I ran my hand down his chest, his bare stomach was hefty, but I was surprised it seemed rock hard. Touching a man for the first time was thrilling, and my cock throbbed under my skin-tight skirt.  I didn’t want him to stop, so I tried not to let it grow too large. But then again, Mr. Ventura was my parole officer, so he knew there was a guy under the makeup and dress.

Mr. Ventura put his hand on his hips and looked down at his cock, stretching the white cotton of his underwear. God, his cock was going to rip the material. “Hun, there’s only one item of clothing left. Maybe you can help me out of them.”

With a shaky hand, I reached for the hem of the briefs. Mr. Ventura tenderly grabbed my arm, “I don’t think arms are necessary.”

Before I knew what I was saying, I said it. “I’m such a bad girl, and maybe you need to restrain me.”

Mr. Ventura looked around the room. His eyes fixed on yesterday’s pantyhose lying on my clothes hamper. He grabbed them, turned me around gently, pulled my arms behind, and whispered in my ear. “How bad do you want this bad girl.”

When he said bad girl, I glanced down, and there was no hiding my cock. Not only was it standing straight forward, but a healthy dose of precum had soaked through my panties and was visible on my dress. God, I wanted this, this man, and somehow to be punished.

He dangled the pantyhose in his hands and said. “Not yet, bad girl, not yet. Get my underwear off first, get my cock warmed up with your hand, and then I’ll tie you up.”

He steadied me as I dropped. I wobbled in my high heels. Mr. Ventura guided me down with his powerful hands and arms. I bit the spongy cotton waistband between my teeth. I pulled his cotton briefs down until they reached his knees. He stepped out of them. He helped me back up, so I was eye to eye with his long thick cock.

How the hell was I going to get this thing in my mouth? Like I was the world’s best slut, I grabbed his cock. I couldn't get my dainty hands around it. It was that thick. His cock throbbed, and a single large vein pumped blood into this gorgeous, fat, thick piece of flesh.

I knew what I was supposed to do, he wanted me to suck his cock, but I wasn’t sure I could do it. So, I stroked it.

Mr.Ventura said, “Spit on it, honey.”

God, I loved being called honey. I think I'd do anything for this man. Not so much to keep me from going to jail, but… His cock was gorgeous, and he treated me like a lady. I spit on it, then stroked. My hand slid easier with my spit coating it. So I spit, rubbed, spit, and stroked until my hand slid easily over his cock. As my hand stroked faster and faster, a pleasant gurgle ensued from my efforts, and his low-hanging heavy balls swung back and forth rhythmically with my strokes. 

Mr. Ventura said, “Oh, that’s nice, babe, but slow down. I want this to last.”

Oh my God, did he just call me babe?

I slowed my pace, and as I stroked, I admired his cock. I wanted to taste it, wondering what cock tasted like. Continuing to stroke his cock, I stretched my tongue out and licked the tip. I swirled around his thick mushroom head with my tongue soaking in his manhood's musky, sweating taste. I’d lost all inhibitions about sucking cock. This was indeed going to be an enjoyable experience.

Mr. Ventura said. “Stand up, dirty girl, turn and around.”

I obeyed with no reluctance. Mr. Ventura wrapped the pantyhose around my wrists. Then spanked my ass several times. The slight sting was erotic and pleasantly painful. 

He turned me around gently and guided me to my knees. There was only one thing I could do now with my hands restrained behind my back.

Mr. Ventura ran his hands through my wig tenderly. I looked up at him, and he said. “Suck it like a good girl.”

I stared at it for half a minute, scared. This thing was huge and thick. I shook my head. “I can’t.”

Mr. Ventura grabbed my chin and said. “I’m being nice about this. Behind bars, they’ll just shove it in. Now, is that what you want? Do you want to be a good girl for me or a good girl for some hairy, fat convict? Your choice.”

I wrapped my lips around his head and sucked slightly. Mr. Ventura grabbed me behind the neck and pushed me gently. He had such a scary voice and assertive mannerisms that I was surprised by how gentle he was. I moved forward until his thick mushroom head rubbed against my tongue. The submissiveness and helplessness I experienced now made my cock twitch as I envisioned his cock deep in my throat, choking me.

He glanced down at me again. “Go ahead, suck it like a good girl should.”

I pushed my head forward and pulled his cock along my tongue. God, it felt incredible, but I was on the verge of choking. I figured I had the whole thing in my throat, but when I checked on it, I had only managed to swallow half of it. Before I choked again, I pulled my head back, swallowed again, and committed to taking more of his cock this time. I kept at it, and each time I managed to go deeper.

Mr. Ventura said, “That’s my dirty girl. Keep at it. Just like that.”

I kept at it, back and forth.

Bobbing my head, committed to taking the entire cock. Each time I swallowed, I could feel that big vein pulsating in my mouth. As I swallowed his cock deeper, I could feel his cock stretching my throat. As I gave him head, he talked to me, calling me dirty girl, sweetie, and good girl. I found his voice encouraging me to push past the discomfort of taking his huge cock. I wanted to be a good cock sucker. I wanted to suck him to completion and taste his salty, warm semen.

Then he stopped and pushed me away. Was I doing it wrong? I found it strange I was worried about how well I was sucking his cock instead of whether I was going to jail. In his booming voice, he commanded, “Strip.”

I stood, he untied the pantyhose, releasing my hands, and I submissively stripped. I was standing there naked, my face painted, in high heels and my thigh-high hose, and my cock throbbing. He pointed to the floor again. I dropped to my knees. He placed both hands on the side of my head and drove his hips forward driving his cock into my mouth. The tenderness and patience were gone. He pulled out and drove deeper. Back out and in again. My eyes were watering, and spittle drained freely out of the side of my mouth. I ran my hands up his thighs and onto his engorged yet hard belly.

After face fucking for what felt like a wonderful, intense hour. He pulled out and pointed to the chair. “Bend over the chair.”

My limbs were shaking as I stood. Once standing I glanced down at his long, thick cock and I wanted to scream, and I felt like I was going pee right there on the floor. Ventura's cock was huge, though I've played with dildos. I don’t have one I've used that was this big.

“As I said, Ms. Joy. It's either me or some gangbangers. Which is it?”

I answered by bracing my hands on the chair.

“You got any lube, sissy?”

I took a deep breath, glad he would lube up my ass before he violated it. I directed him to my lube, closed my eyes, and waited for his dick. He ran his hands up my inner thigh. Then he leaned into me and said, “You missed your check-in. How am I going to punish you, dirty girl.”

One of the DVDs I’d rented had a school teacher with a crossdresser dressed as a schoolgirl, and he punished her with a ruler and called her dirty girl. Had Mr. Ventura watched my video? Had he been spying on me?

I said without thinking, “Spank me.” I purchased a ruler, tried to mimic the video, and spanked myself. “There’s a ruler in the second drawer in my kitchen.”

The pitter-patter of Mr. Ventura’s heavy body on my hardwood floors told me he was heading to the kitchen. The drawer slid open, and my heartbeat intensified. As he returned, he smacked the ruler against his hand. “This is a much better way to punish you when you violate your parole, huh, sissy.”

He massaged the ruler over my ass, bent over, and whispered in my ear. “Which do you want, the ruler or jail?”

“Please spank me,” and I wanted it.

He slapped my ass once, and instinctively, I pulled away. There was another evident crack, and my ass tingled. Then he smacked my other cheek. I cringed and yelped.

“How many smacks is a good punishment for you, sissy?”

“Twenty,” I said before I knew what I was saying. That was how often the schoolteacher smacked his student's ass in my video.

“Oh my, you really are interested in serving your time, aren’t you?”

“Yes… Oh, fuck!” He smacked my ass two more times. I heard the pump of the lube bottle squirt a healthy dose of lube. A fat finger, slick with lube, penetrated my ass, rubbing it around the opening. Then two more cracks of the ruler. My ass prickled now. He squirted more lube on his finger, then returned to my ass. He pushed his finger into my ass. My hips moved away, and my toes curled. With his other hand, he grabbed me by the hips.

“Don’t run away,” he pulled my hips back and wiggled his finger back and forth, opening my hole.

Then he smacked my ass two more times, harder this time. My ass cheeks shivered, and they were both saturated with heat. “So, is this how we will punish future violations?”

“Yes, sir.” I laughed.

When the ruler connected with my ass twice, my cheeks burned bitingly. “What are you laughing about?”

I wasn’t sure if I should tell him I was enjoying this and that I’d be violating my parole more often. His finger returned to my ass. This time one finger slipped past my pinched opening. It felt like it was in my stomach, but his finger couldn’t be that long. He probed, pushed, and circled my ass. Another finger entered, then three. The pain subsided and enjoyment settled in. I pushed my hips back into his finger, wanting them to dive deeper into my ass.

He pulled his finger out and finished my punishment with ten more smacks. Each smack harder and firmer. Then he dropped the ruler on the floor.

He kicked my legs apart further, straddled me, and pressed his throbbing tip into my sissy hole. I gripped the back of the chair firmly, bracing myself for what was to come. He pushed forward, and my asshole clenched shut. He pulled out, bent over, and whispered in my ear. “It's either my cock or some….”

I didn’t let him finish. “Fuck me, please.”

I gasped. He pushed his tip into my hole again. I took a deep breath, relaxed, and his cock slid inside me. It felt like he was all the way in, but when I reached back, I realized he’d only penetrated two inches of what was probably a ten-inch cock. There was a long way to go.

I bit my bottom lip and gripped the back of the chair even tighter. He pulled out and pushed forward again, driving deeper. My cock throbbed as he pulled out again and thrust back in. In and out, he lunged. It seemed everything loosened, and his cock slid in and out with ease, with no pain, only pleasure. His hips rocked back and forth slowly, but each time his cock glided in easier and easier. My hips matched the pace of his motion, enjoying the feeling, enjoying being fucked.

The chair started to bounce, and I wondered what the people downstairs were thinking.

As the fucking became an all-out violation of my ass. He started being more and more verbal, which I loved. “Damn, that ass feels good, baby.” “You’re so fucking, gorgeous.” “Good girl.” “Bad

girl.” “Dirty girl.”

My tiny cock flopped back and forth and was dripping precum freely. Then he shivered, but he kept fucking me, as I felt his warm sticky cum sliding out of my ass, down my thigh.

He pulled out and said, “Turn around and clean my cock up.” I quickly adjusted my position so I was right below his half-hard cock. Then sucked him clean.

After he was clean, he dressed, and I asked. “Did I satisfy my parole?”

“I think you did sufficiently enough to where I think you can have a computer. I think we can dispense with check-ins downtown. We’ll do them here. Is that okay with you, Ms. Joy?”

I nodded and watched Mr. Ventura dress, then leave. I showered, cleaned up, and drifted off to sleep, thinking about how I could violate my parole again. 

The End... For Now
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