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SLUT FACTORY

A tale of femboy feminization and 1st time transgender romance
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I FINISHED HIGH SCHOOL AND DECIDED AGAINST GOING TO COLLEGE. Nothing really interested me at this point. I had a job at an electronics warehouse, and I wanted something different. I’d been working there for three years now, and at twenty one I wanted something a bit more challenging. So one Sunday I was looking through Craig’s list for shits and giggles. That’s when I came across “the ad.” It intrigued me. It said:

“Ambitious male needed for position in the service industry. No prior experience required, just an open mind. The pay is great depending upon your ability.”

Humm . . . looked interesting, and what did I have lose? – nothing, but I had everything to gain. I loved a good mystery; and the part about “pay is great depending on your ability” was enticing. I was just making my rent, and I really needed something, as moving back in with my parents was definitely not an option at this point. So I called the number. As it turned out the location was Cashtown, which was close to where I lived.

A woman answered, and after a brief chat she asked me to come over to her office, and she sounded pleasant enough, but didn’t give too many details. So now I had no choice but to really pursue this because I loved a good mystery.

The building was a non-descript office building with a directory on the main floor. I looked for the name: “Aberdeen Industries – Suite 203.” So, shrugging my shoulders I took the elevator to the second floor. When the door opened, three girls – hot girls got out of the elevator, laughing and absorbed with their own conversation, so they didn’t even notice me. I wondered. The ad said “male,” so I doubted they came from the same place.

When I got out I followed the signs to Suite 203 and opened the door and walked in. The receptionist was a very attractive woman in her mid-thirties on the phone. She had long, shiny red hair, lots of makeup, and a revealing blouse that I thought would be unfit for any kind of secretarial work, and I tried not to stare, but I blushed anyway. When she hung up, she just looked at me and smiled.

“Hi, I’m Dave Horvath. I called about the job this past Tuesday.” This secretary looked at her screen, and looking over the desk I could see the white, smooth cleavage of the secretary, her nipples like pencil points showing through her bright red satin blouse. I couldn’t help the bulge that took shape under my casual trousers. At least the secretary couldn’t see it. That would have been awfully embarrassing.

“Okay Dave, have a seat. Ms. Ewell will see you soon.”

“Thanks,” I murmured and took a seat, relieved to be away from the front desk, the sights behind it turning my brain to mush.

Finally the door opened and a drop-dead gorgeous brunette in a high cut black skirt and tight white blouse came out into the waiting area. “Hello David,” she said, sizing me up. “Please come in.”

When I came inside, she shut the door and stuck out her hand. “Hi David, Barbara Ewell. Please, have a seat. Would you like some coffee?” sha asked, pointing to a KEURIG machine in the corner.

“Yeah, that would be great, thank you.”

“You’re quite welcome, just help yourself,” she said as she took her seat behind the desk.

“Thank you,” I said as I fiddled with the machine.

“So, how much do you know about Aberdeen?”

“Nothing really. I just saw the ad on Craig’s List, and it didn’t list a name.”

“Oh right! Yes, the ad. A bit too ambiguous?”

“I wouldn’t know Ms. Ewell.”

“Please, call me Barbara.”

“Sure, okay Barbara.”

I wondered how many guys answered the ad, and how much competition there was. The ad promised high pay, and it didn’t list any qualifications besides being male. So, no harm, right? I would hear her out, and if it wasn’t for me, I would just leave and find something else.

“Now as you know from the ad, we’re in the service industry.” That could mean lots of things. Maybe they needed college, in which case I was shit out of luck. So, I thought I would be up front.

“Just one thing you should know Barbara,” I said, sounding a bit downcast. “I uh, I don’t have a college education.”

She looked at me and said nothing right away. “That’s okay David. You’ll learn as you go. We don’t really hire too many college grads. I find they come in with a know-it-all attitude, like ‘I was the varsity captain of the football team,’ or some kind of nonsense,” she said, putting me at ease right away.

“That’s fine Barbara. My mind is a blank slate.” I immediately regretted saying that, like I was some kind of dummy. My mind went right back to the promise of “good pay.”

“Well okay then David. Now that your fears are laid to rest, here’s the deal. We are sort of a ‘clearing house’ for talent for various clients. I’m looking at you and thinking of one client in particular who’s very choosy, and I think you’ll be a perfect fit.”

“What . . . what is he looking for?”

“A nice personality for one, and I think you’ve got that nailed. The other quality is an open mind. I’m guessing you have that already since you answered this ad.”

“Okay Barbara, what does he want.”

She looked me right in the eyes, as if judging what I would do once she told me. “He’s looking for models. You see he has a company that sells clothes for transgender women, and he’s looking for men of your height and build to put them on – that’s it, no strings attached. You go to his place, you let them put makeup and women’s clothes on you, take some pictures and then you go home. That’s it. Easy, right?”

“And he pays good money for this?”

“Yes, depending.”

“Depending on what”

“Why how good you are, of course. Come on David, I think you’ll be great! In fact, after you leave here, I’ll call him right away. Now how does that sound?”

“So all I have to do is get dressed, parade around in what he gives me and that’s it?”

“Yep, no experience required.”

I couldn’t believe I said it, but I did. “Okay Barbara, I’m in.”

“Great David! His name is Hunt, Mr. Henry Hunt. He’ll call you probably tomorrow sometime and talk to you some more with all the particulars, okay?”

“Okay then, it’s a deal.”

Smiling, Barbara got up from her desk and came around to me and shook my hand. “Congratulations David. Mr. Hunt is one of my best clients and I’ve heard nothing but good things about him.”

“You mean, there are more guys like me?”

“Of course, you’d be surprised; medical students looking for some extra cash, recent college grads, even newly married husbands.” That last one I found hard to believe, but okay.

“Thanks Barbara.”

“Sure David. So, remember to answer your phone tomorrow, even the calls that say “spam” – it could be Mr. Hunt. You don’t want to miss out on this.”

So that was it. I was going to be a model for women’s, er, transgender women’s clothes. I couldn’t see the difference. I mean, just how girly did I have to look? It always intrigued me in a kind of way – what girl’s clothes felt like on me. That was a secret I told no one. In fact, it was more than intrigue – I really wanted to know.
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SO, THE NEXT DAY MR. HUNT CALLED ME. He seemed excited to meet me. I don’t know what Barbara told him, but it must’ve been good. I made up to meet him at his place in what used to be a warehouse on the west side of town. The place was really run down and reminded me of the scene of a terrorist meeting place in a movie. Still, I parked and then went in through the front door.

I saw lots of people running around with clip boards and cameras, and partitioned booths against the walls. I walked around and in some of the “rooms” were beds with girls lying on them, or maybe they were transgender women? I wasn’t sure, but they were being photographed. On the side was an elevator, more like a lift, and girls were going on the lift, and coming down. It was a very busy place. I was starting to have second thoughts but a part of me was really into it – my “secret side,” like maybe I would enjoy dressing up. This was my chance, so I kept an open mind.

I walked around some more and then asked about Henry Hunt. The girl I asked smiled at me and pointed to a corner. Mr. Hunt was bald with a brown business suit, a paunch, and glasses down the middle of his nose. He looked like a boss.

I walked over to him and said, “Mr. Hunt? I’m Dave Horvath and Barbara Ewell sent me over. She said you had some work for me?”

“Oh yes! David. Pleased to meet you,” and he stuck out his hand and I shook it. The guy was a little “creepy” with sweaty palms and was looking me over which made me a bit uncomfortable.

“So, David,” he said, “are you ready to get to work?”

“What exactly will I be doing?”

He laughed a bit and said vaguely, “Don’t worry, I’ll have Loni set you up.”

He took a walkie talkie from his side belt and spoke into it. “Loni, could you come over here please. I have a new guy here for you to show the ropes to.”

It clicked and a deep voiced woman answered, “Ok Mr. Hunt, coming over now.”

Loni came over to me and Mr. Hunt and he introduced us. “David, Loni here will be your advisor. She is in charge of your training.” Loni was in her early thirties it seemed, and she was stunning – long black hair, radiant deep blue eyes, and a short skirt and a blouse with tits that stuck out. She reminded me of the receptionist in Barbara’s office. Immediately, my cock was rock hard.

She looked me over too. “Nice to meet you David. I suppose you know what we’re all about here.”

“Uh, something about modelling I guess?”

“Modelling! He’s cute Mr. Hunt.” A puzzled look came over my face. What else could it be?

“David, come upstairs with me, and I’ll get you ready.”

I shrugged and said, “Okay Loni, whatever you say.” I was hard because I was imagining all sorts of things. I liked all the mystery surrounding this place and really couldn’t wait to get started. We walked over to the elevator; more like a cage, and it took us up to the second floor. The door opened into a long, carpeted corridor with rooms on both sides of the hall. Guys with cameras on tripods were walking down the hall in both directions. Loni took out a set of keys, and said, “Here we are David, room 237.”

The room was smallish and had a dressing table, mirror, and a small bed against the opposite wall. “Okay David, relax and have a seat. Now, have you ever dressed up before?” she asked, looking at me and squinting her eyes.

“No Loni, I haven’t.”

“Well, here you go then,” she said and walked over to a closet in the room. She pulled a bunch of clothes out and only when she laid them on the bed did I get a good look. The boner in my pants may have been a tell-tale sign of my interest. It didn’t escape Loni’s notice either.

“My my, it certainly looks like you’re ready David. Don’t be embarrassed, you aren’t the first one to get turned on here; not by a long shot.”

I swallowed hard and said, “Oh it’s nothing. This (I looked down at my hard-on quickly) happens when I’m nervous or excited.”

“Sure David,” she said skeptically. “Okay now, strip for me please.”

I wasn’t nervous, but I was certainly excited. I mean, a beautiful woman just asked me to strip. So I started slowly and took off my hoodie and my t-shirt. Then I took off my shoes, undid my jeans and was standing there in my boxers, as Loni eyed me over. My boner was sticking out, stretching my boxers to the max.

She looked me over and was grinning at me.

“David, you’re forgetting something,” she said in a singsong voice.

Well, I thought; if I want the job I have to go all the way, so I slowly gripped the sides of my shorts and pulled them down. My cock sprang up like a diving board.

“My how nice David!” she said smiling, admiring my aching boner. “Would you mind very much if I touched it?? Trust me, it’s all part of the job. Nothing bad is going to happen to you.”

“Uhh . . . sure Loni, be my guest.” Now I should say at this point that I was a virgin and never made it with a woman or a man. I had a fetish about trying on girl’s clothes and not really anything else, but I was open to experimentation. When she reached out and touched my shaft with her long, red-painted fingernails, I shivered. My heart was beating out of my chest. I moaned with delight.

“It seems you like that David,” she said sweetly. “I think you might like this even more,” and she got down on her knees and placed her lips up to the tip of my cock and her tongue went around my head like a paint brush. I couldn’t believe that this was happening to me. Her red glossed lips made a tight seal around my shaft, and she took all of me in. She came off me.

“My God David – how BIG you are!” and she went right back to sucking and licking. I felt myself leak a little and she made a sound of pure contentment. It was like having a silk cloth held tightly around my cock, rubbing softly; the most unbelievable feeling of my life. The best fucking thing was that she was an older woman – my ultimate fantasy. My senses were bombarded with a sweet jasmine perfume, a slight smoky smell – which was also a major turn-on for me. I loved the feel of her glossed lips rubbing around the shaft of my cock; the teasing and light biting of her teeth on my shaft.

Her speed increased and my hips moved into her, making a smooth rhythm, until finally I could take it no longer and I exploded into her mouth. She sucked and slurped, and not a drop  of my cum escaped her mouth. She looked up at me, smiling, and her eyes were glazed over and half shut. Then she stood up and kissed me deeply, giving me a taste of my own cum. I felt this was some kind of test – but if it was – hell, give me the final exam!

She was a bit taller than me and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, continuing the long, passionate kiss. “How do you like the taste of yourself David?” she whispered.

“Umm, I like it. I mean, you’re amazing Loni.”

She chuckled, and slowly removed her arms from around my shoulders, and walked over to the bed, picking up the G-String from amongst the clothing. “Here, let’s see how you like wearing this. Ever worn one before David?”

“No, of course not. Why would I?” I didn’t tell her that this was indeed a fantasy of mine to wear girly stuff.

“Never mind,” she said, giving me a sly look. Maybe I gave something away because I put the soft satin material up to my face and rubbed it against my cheek. I didn’t need to be told what to do next. I put it on, and slowly moved it up my hairless legs, the soft satin giving me chills, and making my just sucked dick as hard as a rock again.

I centered them around my front, the pouch fitting me perfectly, the strap nestled comfortably between my butt cheeks. I smiled, and it wasn’t lost on Loni. She handed me the bra; a one-piece stretch bra I placed over my head and centered on my chest. It pulled the flab on my chest together giving me the illusion of cleavage. It seemed that since the magnificent blow job I was much more eager to go all the way with whatever it was that Loni was doing with me.

Next to go on was a tight-fitting blue, shiny satin one-piece dress. I loved the way it clung to my bare skin, the feel of it when I walked. Especially alluring was the way it hiked up on my legs and the sexy way it made my ass looked.

After the long, flowing auburn wig that fell between my cleavage was put on, and Loni’s makeup job was done, I couldn’t believe what I saw when I looked at myself in the mirror. I was a sight to behold. Hell, I even wanted to fuck myself. Loni stood back and admired me, taking out her cell phone and snapping photos of me.

“What are those for?” I asked.

“Oh! You’re absolutely delicious looking David. I’m sending these to Mr. Hunt. I think we can start you working today.”

“No really, Loni? Am I that good?”

She walked towards me and kissed me again. “David, I never get involved with the guys that come through here, but you’re special. I mean when I first saw you, I knew I had to suck your cock.”

I was hard again, and my cock was quivering, helped along by the soft satin thong that gripped me. I tried to hide how happy I really was, that this job was making my fantasies come true.

“Mr. Hunt absolutely adores you David, and wants you for a special job! Come with me. You know he doesn’t give this opportunity to just anyone. You’re going to make a lot of money with us, I promise you. In fact, just to show you . . .” Loni reached into her bag and pulled out a check. She wrote my name on it and handed it to me. My eyes almost popped out of my head. It was a check for TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS!

“Oh my God Loni! Is this for real?” I asked, turning the check around and staring at it.

“Yes, of course it’s real. I mean,” she said laughing, “it’s not going to bounce David. Here, before you go, I want you to take this,” and she pulled out a blue capsule from a vial in her bag.

“What is this?” I asked.

“Just a little mood enhancer to make you look more relaxed in the photo shoots we’re going to now.” I just got ten thousand dollars, so how bad could it be, and so I took it.

Loni led me down the hall. Surprisingly, I was able to walk pretty well in the black pumps she gave me.

We entered another room at the far side of the corridor.
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THE ROOM WE WENT INTO WAS DONE UP IN PINK; the walls, the furniture and even the bed spread. There was mellow jazz music playing. It was bigger than the first room.

“Here David, just lie down on the bed, and place an elbow on the bed and lie on it.” The bed was really soft, and my senses seemed heightened. I was even more aware of the way the clothes felt on me and wig between “my cleavage.” Everything felt wonderful.

“Okay now, don’t move,” and Loni went outside, and I waited a few minutes. I was feeling aroused, and my tits became a little sensitive and I felt a “stirring” in my asshole. What was happening to me? What was in that pill? My cock was even harder than before and it began to sting a bit.

When she came back in she picked up her bag again and removed a pack of long, all-white, long cigarettes, and took two from the pack. “I know, bad habit. Care for one David?”

I suddenly had a craving for one and I took it in my dreamy state as Loni lit us both up. I was holding it effeminately as I puffed on it. Loni was watching me and laughing. With the cigarette dangling from her lips she asked me something that took me by surprise, but I suddenly liked it. Just two days ago it would have been out of the question, but now I didn’t object in the least. However, I did wonder what this had to do with “modelling.”

I sat on the bed and smoked, and I suddenly had a craving for cock! In my ass no less! What the fuck???? But I went for it.

Loni left the room and winked at me as she left. A crewmember came in with professional video equipment and was filming me LIVE! Then a guy walked in – tall, muscular, and with blonde hair. He took his pants and shorts off, and placed his cock next to my glossed lips. I felt like I was in a trance, and I couldn’t resist. Fuck! I wanted it – badly.

He didn’t even tell me his name. He just stuck his cock into my face, and I opened my mouth ever so slightly – my first cock. I loved it. I was having sort of an “outer body experience.” I was completely open to every suggestion. I licked around his tip and the camera man closed in on it. The guy made grunting noises and pushed down on my wig. That only made me put his enormous cock farther in my mouth. My mouth was nice and wet, and his cock slid easily in and out. He was so big, he almost choked me, but my hunger suppressed my gag reflex.

I went faster and faster and I could taste the sweet/salty pre cum on my tongue. He was bucking faster and faster to meet my bobbing head, and he came in a torrent of white, sticky cum. He pulled out at the last moment and shot most of his load all over my pretty made up face. I swallowed some of it. Then he picked me off the bed and kissed me hard, licking his own cum off my face. The cameraman closed in on us.

By this time my cock was throbbing, and I think he sensed it or maybe it was part of the script to which I was an ignorant participant. He stood in front of the bed, his wet cock glistening in the room lighting. He smiled at me then he hopped on the front of the bed with his butt sticking up high and indicated for me to get behind him. He didn’t need to tell me what to do – it was the pill working inside of me that took care of that. There was a small night stand off to the side of the bed, and he fished out a tube of lube gel which he tossed over to me. Mechanically, without even thinking, I squeezed out a generous amount and rubbed it over his asshole and up and down his taint. Next I rubbed the cool gel over my aching cock. It felt so good that a little bit of pre cum escaped me into my hand.

The jazz music in the room became louder and I got on my knees behind him, looking at his glistening asshole. Looking over him I saw Loni walk into the room, smiling at me, watching, out of view of the camera. She was wearing a purple satin robe, tied in the front.

Just a few days ago this whole thing would have been unthinkable. “Model for transgender clothing” indeed! I wasn’t the only one; up and down the hall the same thing was going on with different “actors.” I moved closer to his rear and held my cock shaft and placed my tip against his pink asshole. He hissed with a pleasant expectation as I inserted the head of my cock into him. The feel of his asshole squeezing my lubed cock was incredible. I almost came right there, but I pulled out, trying hard for control. Then I went in, surprisingly all the way. This boy was experienced for sure.

I pulled out slowly, savoring each movement. Then I went back in and out. He groaned with pleasure with each movement. Now I got into a good rhythm, going faster and faster. This was the first time I had been with anyone; male or female and I loved it. The clothing I wore turned me on even without the pill. He bucked his ass up against me, matching me thrust for thrust. Then I let out a large moan and shot my entire load up inside of him. His hand was pumping his cock at the same time, and he let out a yell. The feel of my own jizz surrounding me made me keep going faster and faster. I had so much cum that it was leaking out of his ass and running down the inside of his thigh. So I had just fucked my first man. I withdrew and had him face me; both of us on our knees. I grabbed him by the back of his head, holding on tightly to his hair and pressed his head against my cock, and he took it hungrily.

I could see my cock at work against the inside of my cheeks. His tongue was playing with the sensitive tuft of skin underneath my cock. My hair was a mess, falling over the front of my face and my makeup ran. I was a total slut, and I loved every minute of it.

Then I came again, so soon after drilling him – had to be the pill. I did the same trick – I pulled out mid cum and shot a good amount over the guy’s face as well. I quickly threw my arms around his shoulders and began licking my cum off of his face. I loved the taste of my cum – or any cum on my face for that matter. The camera closed in on me licking my cum. Then the camera turned off. The crew went outside for a coffee break. Loni walked over to me, and I could see the pencil points of her tits sticking through the purple robe.

“So how did you like that David?”

“I, I never expected anything like that! I mean, it wasn’t in the job description.”

Loni began to laugh. “How many guys do you think would have answered the ad if we put that in there?”

“I guess you’re right. Say Loni, what was in that pill?”

“Let’s just say it enhances your female libido and leave it at that. What difference does it make? Besides, you’re having fun, right?”

“Yes I am.”

“Here David, have another one – it’s been four hours. Then from now on you’ll take one every morning. You did say you live alone right?”

“Yes, but what does that have anything to do with it?”

She smiled and said, “Just curious, that’s all. Oh! David can’t be your screen name. We need something really slutty for you.” At the mention of that, my cock became hard again, and Loni noticed. “I know, let’s call you Cinnamon, because your cock tastes like a cinnamon stick.” We both laughed. Then she handed me the blue pill with a bottle of water. I swallowed it without question. I liked the ”high” I got from it. “Good girl,” she said as I swallowed it.

I laughed. “For ten thousand dollars Loni, you can call me anything.”

She laughed with me. “I love your attitude. Mr. Hunt will be very pleased.”

“So let me ask you. This whole business – it’s like a, like a slut factory, right?”

She broke out laughing. “Yes David, er, ‘Cinnamon,’ that’s a great description. Mr. Hunt will love that one!”
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“HERE CINNAMON, YOU MUST BE DYING FOR A LONG, GIRLIE CIGARETTE.” She was right – I was. So then Loni reached into her bag and pulled out two, handing me one. Again she lit us both up, and like before I held mine very effeminately far down on the all-white filter. She stood up and walked away from the bed looking at me. “Wow, you really do look like a smoky cock slut! I’m so happy!”

“Yeah it feels good.”

So we sat on the bed and smoked and talked for a while. Then after about ten minutes the camera guy and his assistant came back in the room. “Okay it’s time for ‘Act II.’”

No one else came into the room. Loni caught me looking at the door. “There’s no one else coming Cinnamon. It’s just you and me. Now here’s what I want you do: I don’t want your face to show any expression except happiness, okay?” she said as she touched her index finger to the tip of my nose.

“Okay Loni, whatever you say.”

“Good girl.” Then Loni got off the bed, and she stepped away from the bed and looked at me with the cigarette dangling from her lips and her eyes in a slutty squint. She came over to me on the bed and gave me a smoky kiss and stepped away, never losing eye contact with me. She placed the cigarette between the sides of her lips and stared at me, the camera closing in on her face.

She opened her robe revealing her beautiful erect nipples on her firm, dove white breasts. I was as hard as a flagpole even after all the fucking and sucking I did. She moved seductively from side to side as I watched mesmerized, my eyes half closed and a sense of euphoria coming over me as the pill started to take effect.

Still holding the cigarette between her lips, she hooked her thumb underneath the pouch of her G-String and froze in that position for a few seconds. She took a drag off her cigarette and playfully bit her lower lip. Her thumb moved the pouch of her G-String down slowly and something was happening that ordinarily would have made my eyes pop wide open, but instead my cock was throbbing, and an involuntary smile crossed my face.

I felt like an eager spectator watching a movie, which in a sense I was. Suddenly a large COCK popped out from underneath her thong, and it was curved and almost pressing against her tummy. I felt as if I was floating above this scene, yet all my senses were intact – in fact they were all on overdrive. All I could see was that gorgeous cock as it beckoned to me. Slowly, Loni walked over to me, her fingers grasping her shaft as she came closer to me. I felt the tip of that delicious, fleshy rod bump against my freshly glossed lips. She was teasing me coming off and on my lips, the camera getting a good close up.

Reflexively, my lips parted just enough, my hot breath warming the tip of her cock. She slid just inside me, gasping as she did so. My tongue wrapped around the head of her cock, and it was red from my lip gloss. I had made my mark on her so to speak. My mouth was very wet, and she pushed father inside of me, moaning as she did so. I could taste a drop of her sweet/salty pre cum. After harder thrusts which almost hit the back of my throat, like the other guy, I made a tighter seal against her lips and suddenly she pulled out. I thought maybe I had hurt her, but she just looked down on me smiling.

“Come on SLUT!” she commanded me, changing her tone completely, “Get on the bed on your knees. I’m going to pound your cock-loving ass. You wanted a job, well here it is.” I knew she was playing to the cameras. I obediently got on my knees facing the front of the bed as Loni hopped on behind me. She reached over my head and grabbed the tube of gel left by the guy. I felt the cool, silky gel spread over between my butt cheeks and I gasped. She stuck her finger inside my virgin, puckered, cherry asshole. Around and around she went; I didn’t want her to stop. I was hungry for a cock in my ass. What was I becoming? A film star, that’s what, and it was fine with me, my consciousness floating above me.

I felt her enter me, and there was pain as I was stretched by that huge cock, but it was strange because along with the pain there was also pleasure. She went farther inside of me, and now it was all pleasure, my boy pussy opening wide for her gift. That was all I could think of. I couldn’t help myself because I yelled out, “Please Loni, pound the fuck out of me!”

Suddenly she smacked my ass really hard three times. “So you like it you little cock smuggler, don’t you? I’ll decide how much you get, NOT YOU! GET IT!?”

“Yes Mistress Loni, yes!”

“That’s better,” Loni said and resumed where she left off. I loved being spanked and treated like a common street whore. She went harder and faster, granting my every wish. I moved my butt to meet her thrusts. With my left hand I was stroking my sticky cock, but it wasn’t necessary because I felt a ball of intense pleasure welling up from deep inside me and I shot a load again, moaning loudly as the cum shot out between my fingers.

This triggered Loni as she exploded inside of me, her wet warmth coating my insides. That made her go faster and faster as her screams of intense pleasure joined mine, the camera zooming in on her cock thrusting inside me, cum running out and coating the inside of my thighs.

It was unlike any orgasm I had before, never thinking that such a thing was possible. The she pulled out of me and spun me around. “Now lick my cock clean!” she yelled at me.

I bent down and she shoved her cock inside my mouth, and I was thirsty for her cum, licking it clean. “That’s a good Cinnamon. You’re the best slut,” she said. “Now you’re my slave and I’ll fuck you anytime I want.” Then the camera went off.

“Okay, that’s a wrap,” the cameraman said. They were busy. They had other rooms to go to.

Loni hugged me and kissed my lips, my neck, my hair, all over. “Now how was your first day of work Cinnamon?”

“Wonderful,” I said dreamily.

“Good, now guess what?”

“What?”

“I’m coming to stay with you for two weeks. I already have a bag packed. Mr. Hunt wants you fully broken in. Every day you’re going to take that pill. We’ll have to get you some more clothes – even sluttier than you have now. There’s no turning back Cinnamon. You belong to me. You’re a star – my star.”

“Today when I go home with you, you’ll be dressed. In fact, you can say goodbye to your boy clothes. Now how does that sound?”

“I wouldn’t want it any other way. I’m falling for you Loni,” I said with all sincerity.

“You make a fine slut. We’ll go out and pick up guys and we can take them back to your place and fuck them too. Together we’ll have so much fun! It will make you even better on camera. Mr. Hunt is very pleased, and he’d like to show his appreciation.” Loni reached into her bag and pulled out another check for ten thousand dollars. That made twenty thousand for just my first day!

So that’s my story. I answered an ad looking to make some spare change, and I found more than I bargained for. Plus I found love. Loni moved in with me. My breasts even started to grow, and my hips looked even hotter in the new dresses I got. All thanks to the pills, and Loni’s coaching. I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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One

“YOU BETTER RUN BEFORE I CATCH YOU, YOU LITTLE FAG!!!” Roger yelled at the top of his lungs as he chased after Larry across the John Buford College football field. It was a gym class and just a pick-up game, but Larry managed to block a pass to Roger, and Roger is not used to being one-upped in gym class, especially not by a “fem-boy” like Larry.

The guys and the coach looked on as Roger easily caught up with Larry and tackled him, throwing his face in the dirt. It hurt like hell, but Roger didn’t stop there – he picked up the football and threw it hard at the hapless Larry on the ground. If it was anyone else but Larry, the coach would have intervened, but this time a mean streak in the coach let his star running back have some fun.

A girls intramural team was playing soccer on the next field, and their coach, Ms. Hunt saw what was happening and she yelled at the twenty-five year old new Assistant Coach Gouverneur Warren. Everyone called him “Guv.” “HEY GUV! ARE YOU JUST GONNA STAND THERE?? DO SOMETHING!!”

He looked at her and the punches to the body Larry was taking and decided that the pain in the ass Henrietta Hunt was right. “Okay Roger, get off him – ENOUGH!!” he called out. When that didn’t work, Guv ran over to the two and separated them.

“Roger you dumb meathead, I said ENOUGH!!! Can’t you see you made your point!? Jesus!”

Roger stood up and Larry was lying on the ground, his face tinted green and bruised from the field and the beating he took to his mid-section.

“What the fuck is your problem Roger!?” Guv shouted to him, spinning him around by the shoulder.

“Ah come on coach! I was just having a little fun with ‘Tinker Bell’ over here,” he nodded contemptuously at Larry on the ground.

The other boys in the class were laughing until they saw Larry’s face and that made them feel sorry for him. Two of Larry’s friends, Peter and his roommate Walter walked him off the field, supporting him from each side. “Hey Larry, you wanna go to the health office? You look pretty banged up,” Peter said. Larry was rubbing his shoulder. “Maybe you should get some ice on that shoulder.”

“Yeah you should Larry. You took a bad hit!” Walter said.

“I guess you’re right. Appreciate the assist guys.”

“That Roger is such an asshole man. But that pass you blocked was awesome dude!” Peter said. “He feels entitled just because he’s the star running back on the team.”

“And did you see how the coach just stood there and watched – almost like he was enjoying it!” Warren added.

“He’s an asshole too!” Peter said, trying to comfort Larry. “If it wasn’t for Ms. Hunt yelling at him, he probably would have kept watching until you needed an ambulance man.”

“I know,” Larry said.

Larry spent a couple of hours in Nurse Flannigan’s office with an ice bag on his shoulder and got a couple of Tylenols.

“And the coach just stood there while this was happening?” she said with disbelief.

“Yeah. the coach favors that asshole Roger Fleming because he’s a football star, and he pampers him. Like screw everyone who isn’t athletically gifted. Guys . . . guys like me especially are his targets,” Larry said, his forearm covering his face.

“Hey Larry? Are you crying?” she said with real sympathy.

“It’s nothing new. I always get picked on and bullied.” His hand was making a fist, and the tears were as much out of rage as they were of pain.

“Here Larry, take a tissue. You wanna talk to the dean? I think he should say something to that block head Coach Warren. I know he’s an asshole. He’s barely out of high school himself. His lack of maturity matches his intellect.”

“No thanks. I don’t wanna create a scene. I’ve got too much turmoil in my life as it is.”

“Well okay. You just rest until you feel better, then you can leave. If that shoulder keeps bothering you, you should see an orthopedist. You’re not dizzy are you?”

“No Ms. Flannigan. I’ll be okay. I’ll leave in a few minutes. The ice feels good.”

“Okay Larry. Listen to me. You come back here any time if you want to talk.”

“Thanks Ms. Flannigan. I appreciate it.”

The next day Larry, who was an excellent student and was so far at the top of his sophomore class at the small liberal arts college, went to the library to look up a book for an assignment in European History. He just had lunch at the food court with Peter and Walter, and they tried to offer him some encouragement as best they could. They didn’t tease him about his effeminate mannerisms, or his slim build. Nor did they make those demeaning jokes at his expense. It was usually started by Roger and his circle of Neanderthals.

But Larry kept a lot inside of himself and became angrier and angrier. His feelings towards girls and dating were ambivalent at best. He felt more comfortable being around them, but not actually going on real “dates.” Instead, the girls at school he confided in saw him as someone they could confess their innermost secrets to – like which guy was “hot,” and what they did on their dates. Sometimes they made Larry blush, but he was just “Larry,” so it was okay.

He got up from the long library table and went to the section on European History to look for a book. There was a girl at the end of the section that he didn’t recognize. She looked beautiful to Larry – long raven-colored hair which fell down to her waist, nicely proportioned figure, tight jeans that fit her immaculate body perfectly, and a white cotton blouse with the top three buttons opened revealing a nice cleavage. He thought to himself – just another hot girl. Probably one of Roger’s swooning female admirers, not worth his time. She didn’t seem like Nancy and Carol, his two favorite female companions. They took abuse from Roger like Larry did. He would call them “fag hags,” and other deprecating names.

So Larry concentrated on finding his book for Professor. Gantvoort’s class. He was moving sideways down the aisle and his eyes were focused through his thick black glasses right in front of him when he found the book he was looking for and reached for it. At the same time, his hand was touching the girl’s hand from down the aisle. Evidently when he was moving towards the book, she was too, and neither felt the other’s presence. They both pulled their hands away in surprise.

“Oh I’m sorry!” Larry said. “I didn’t mean to crowd you; I just need that book for a paper I’m doing. I didn’t even see you coming closer.”

She laughed kindly. “Hey that’s okay, no big deal. I guess I was so wrapped up in my own stuff that I didn’t notice you either! My name’s Mindy, what’s yours?”

“I’m Larry. I don’t think I’ve seen you around before. Do you have Professor Gantvoort’s class too?”

“Yes, I have the early session at eight o’clock, and you?”

“I have the eleven o’clock session.” It seemed kind of dumb to split the class up like that, but it was an older college and there wasn’t enough room to combine the sessions, or so he’d heard.

Larry was smitten by her radiant bright green eyes. Her pupils were dilated, and she looked beautiful. Her thin lips curled up in an inviting grin. She appeared to like him.

“I guess I’m working on the same paper as you. Tell you what: Why don’t we work together, and we can share the book?”

“That sounds like a most equitable solution,” Larry said.

Mindy laughed. “Wow, you should go into government or something. You sound like a diplomat!”

Larry turned red. “Uh yeah, well, you know what I mean.”

“Yes I do Larry, no problem. We can meet here after classes and work on this thing together. Whaddya say? Maybe we could even go out for a bite afterwards one day and skip the dining hall food for once. I have a car.”

“Yeah, that sounds great Mindy. I’d like that,” Larry said.

So Larry was the one to take the book out, and he and Mindy met every day for a week to work on the paper together. They were careful to focus on different aspects of Catherine The Great so they couldn’t be accused of plagiarism.

The next Tuesday, after a particularly long session of wrapping it up for both of them Mindy said, “Hey Larry, I’m a little hungry. Why don’t we do that dining thing. We can go out for a pizza. Ever been to Sorrento’s?”

“Oh yeah, the place on First Street?”

“Yep, that’s the one. Some girls from my floor have gotten takeout from there.”

“Okay sure, I’ll just give a head’s up to my roommate and our friend.”

Mindy rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I’d better do the same.”

This time, for the first time, Mindy held Larry’s hand as they both walked out of the library to the parking lot and Mindy’s car.

Once inside, Mindy turned to him and noticed the bruise on the side of Larry’s face which was almost yellow now. “Wait a second,” she said, looking at him with concern. “I do remember you. I had an intramural soccer game and you guys were playing flag football and I saw that beast run after you, tackle you and start wailing on you on the ground, right?”

He found holding Mindy’s hand to be magical and very uplifting. He was also letting some “thoughts” enter his mind, and he found that his cock was hard for the first time he was with a girl. She had pressed some sort of a magic button in Larry.

“Oh right, yeah. It was no big deal. Roger Ewell is the star running back on the college football team and a favorite of the coach. He’s just a real macho dipshit and thinks he can get away with anything. It seems like I’m his favorite target,” Larry said, head down in disgrace.

Mindy picked up his chin with her fingers and turned him around to face her. Larry had tears welling up in his eyes. “Hey, are you okay man? You’re crying. Take a deep breath and tell me.”

For the first time in a long time someone actually cared about him. “It’s just that because of who I am I get picked on a lot. I don’t fit into this macho man culture that’s so prevalent on this fucking campus,” he said angrily, clenching his fists.

“Hey, heyyyy! . . . Who gives a shit about the culture on this campus. You are who you are, and from what I can see, you’re a kind and gentle soul. I think people would be very lucky to have you as a friend,” she said. “I know I am.”

“You mean that?” Larry asked, his tear streaked face looking at Mindy with wonder.

“Yes I do Larry,” and she leaned in and kissed him on the lips, their tongues finding each other’s. Larry’s cock became hard as a result which shocked him greatly, since this was the farthest he had ever gone with a woman before, especially such an enchanting creature like Mindy. Then they drove off to dinner in contented silence to the restaurant. Larry was too stunned to say anything. They looked at each other and smiled as Mindy drove. He felt an alien sense of real comfort with this girl; more than just as a friend.

❤️❤️❤️


Two

THERE WAS SOMETHING MYSTERIOUS ABOUT MINDY. Larry couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but she was very confident for a twenty year old college sophomore. It seemed that she knew her way around men. He felt slightly intimidated by her, but he told himself that it was just butterflies because this was, after all, his first time with a girl, solo.

They were seated in a booth, and they found they had some things in common. Mindy was a loner like Larry. They shared a passion for video games and even chess. Both of them didn’t really follow professional sports, except occasionally basketball. They also had an addiction to NETFLIX horror movies, especially vampire movies and serials.

They were just finishing up and Mindy placed her hands on top of Larry’s. “Let me ask you something Larry. You’re a really nice guy. Are you dating anyone at the moment?”

That question took him totally by surprise, but he answered truthfully, because he sensed that Mindy could see through bullshit.

“Uh, actually no. I mean, I’m friends with a few girls but before they have a chance to really get to know me, they treat me like I’m a girlfriend. They’ll share stories about their dates, guys they like, all that. But that’s as far as it goes. ‘Good ole’ Larry. He’s a good listener. What a sweet guy.’ But nothing is ever romantic.”

“I see. But Larry, have you ever wanted anything romantic to come out of these relationships with these women?”

His head sank. “I don’t know, what’s the use. I mean look at me; the sound of my voice, my appearance, the way I walk. They want someone with muscles, brains are a turn-off.”

“You mustn’t get down on yourself,” she said as she gripped his hands tighter on the table. “I see a lot in you. I think that you just haven’t met ‘Ms. Right’ yet.”

Larry thought about that, and while she was right, there was something missing. A truth he knew himself, but would never reveal. But Mindy was persistent with her questioning, and it didn’t seem that she would let up anytime soon.

They finished their meal and had some wine afterwards and talked more. Larry tried to steer the discussion back to their papers and they agreed to have each other read their work.

“So what are your plans for the rest of the evening Larry?” Mindy asked.

“Nothing. I thought I’d go back to the dorm and maybe play video games with Walter.”

“Well I was thinking that if you want something ‘a little more,’ you could come back to my room. I have a single you know. My roommate Tess left school after a month and housing never replaced her. What do you say?” It was hard to refuse that gorgeous smile, and piercing eyes that said, “trust me.”

“Okay deal! Let’s go back to your room.”

“Attaboy,” Mindy said. She surprised Larry by treating for dinner. “After all, I couldn’t have written that paper without your help.”

So they drove back to campus and Mindy parked in her dorm’s lot. As they walked into her dorm, she and Larry were holding hands. Some of the girls inside were staring, but no one knew who Larry was. He felt they were staring because Mindy was such a beautiful girl, and it seemed out of place for someone like her to be with a guy like him.

“Well this is it,” Mindy said, twirling around and gesturing. “How do you like it?”

The room was a typical dorm room, but done up really nicely, with a throw rug and even drapes on the window, a refrigerator, and the bathroom was big enough for a vanity table. Before the college was taken over by the state, it was a private school, and all the rooms reflected that history. By comparison, his and Walter’s room was a piece of shit.

“It’s really nice. Guys don’t go in for such nice décor.”

“Yeah, it’s cozy, and you know what? I don’t miss not having a roommate in the slightest.”

“Well I’ve grown used to having Walter around. He’s a good friend and doesn’t judge me like some of the other assholes in my dorm.”

Mindy pressed a button, and the room light dimmed, and music came on from two expensive looking professional Bose speakers. It was Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata, the extended version. She was attempting to set a mood and was very good at

it.

There was a picture frame on Mindy’s desk, that looked like it was taken a couple of years ago. Mindy was standing next to a girl, and they were both wearing evening dresses. It peaked Larry’s curiosity.

“Who’s that?” Larry asked pointing to the picture. The girl was about Mindy’s height and was blonde haired with blue eyes.

“Oh that’s from my senior prom in high school. Her name’s Gina, and she was my date.” That blew Larry away. Was Mindy bisexual, lesbian . . . or what?? He had to know, but wanted to go about it delicately.

“She’s pretty. Uh, do you still see her?”

Mindy gave sort of a chuckle.

“No, we lost touch after high school. I guess she’s happy. I don’t really know. I know what you’re thinking,” she said as she held both of Larry’s hands, looking him straight in the eyes. “I’m bisexual. I can be happy with a man or a woman. It’s the person that counts. I find that men and women both get me going.”

“Oh, yeah, I can see that.”

“Can you Larry?”

He felt a bit defensive. “Yes I can. I mean right now, I feel a connection with you that I’ve never felt before.” Now he did it, he thought. Boy I really fucked things up now.

Before he could explain anything further, Mindy placed her index finger on his lips and made a “shushing” sound. She drew close to Larry and kissed him again, but this time deeper and with more feeling than the first time in the car. She took him by his shoulders and pulled him to the bed. They stayed kissing, and their arms wrapped around each other’s shoulders. Mindy’s fingers rubbed Larry’s jeans over his erection which was pulsing now; pre cum dripping out into his boxers.

Without missing a beat, Mindy had Larry’s jeans off and his boxers over his mid thighs. He was leaning back on the bed on both elbows, in disbelief at what was happening. Mindy’s fingers grabbed at Larry’s cock and gently held it up and got between his legs. She softly placed her lips to his flesh, and he could feel her silky, lush hair tickling his thighs and tummy after he pulled his t-shirt up. Now he was lying flat on the bed and Mindy was on her knees over him. Her lips made a tight seal around the head of his cock, and her tongue started moving around and around, driving him crazy. He leaked more pre cum and Mindy made a lip smacking noise as she drank it all in.

Now with a tight seal and a very wet mouth, Mindy went up and down Larry’s whole length, slowly at first and then picking up speed. He lifted his hips off the bed to meet her rhythm and his cock was wet and slimy. He didn’t think he could hold back any longer and he just knew he had Mindy’s permission to cum. That’s just what happened. He let out a gasp and shot three times, big loads each of warm, thick cum into her mouth. She devoured every drop of it. But still, some of it ran down the corners of her mouth. She licked him clean and then picked up her head and slid up to him face to face. Her eyes were half-closed and trancelike as she kissed him deeply, giving Larry a taste of his own cum. He liked it – the sweet-salty nectar.

“I love sucking you off and pleasing you Larry,” she said softly, kissing his face with her wet lips.

“You’re amazing Mindy . . . this was my first time.”

“You mean the first of many.”

It was a vow she made that he trusted and believed in. That this could be happening to him with such a beautiful girl was beyond anything he could ever have thought possible.

“Now I’m very horny Larry, and I want you to please me. I think you’ll enjoy it too.”

“Sure Mindy, anything.”

She was smiling and stood off to the side of the bed and took off her blouse. She was wearing a red-laced bra over her magnificent breasts, the nipples poking out like two pencil points. She bit her bottom lips and slowly stripped off her jeans revealing a red, satin G-String underneath. “Do you like what you see Larry?” she asked as a rhetorical question.

Larry was speechless, wondering what was next; how he could please her. He didn’t have to wait long.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

SHE TURNED SIDEWAYS FOR LARRY TO GET A BETTER LOOK, and slowly walked across the room to her dresser and took a small box out from the top drawer. She held it in front of him and smiled. “I have a couple of toys here that we can play with. I think you’ll enjoy them Larry,” she said.

One of them was a pink dildo that attached to a belt, and on the end was a curvature that would slide into her pussy when she thrusted. She also had a silicone ring. “This my sweet is a cock ring. It will help you to maintain an erection. Think of this as an initiation. You don’t have to do it if you don’t want to, but I know you want to please me, right Larry?”

“Yes, of course I do,” he said.

“Good.”

Next she took out a tube of lubricating jelly. “Just think of this as an enjoyable experiment Larry. I have a feeling you’re going to like it. You never know until you try. We’ll take it one step at a time.”

“Okay,” Larry said, completely trusting her.

“Now I want you to get on the bed facing the front Larry, on your knees.”

As soon as he did, Mindy jumped on behind him laughing. The dildo was strapped to her. The cock, which was pink, looked very large. It made Larry’s eyes bulge, and his jaw went slack.

Next he felt a wet, slimy sensation going over his asshole up to his balls, which made him hiss and cringe. “Oh sorry Larry! I should have warned you. It’s a lube gel. I’m going to place some inside you. It’s important that you relax, okay?”

“Okay,” he said through gritted teeth. He felt her finger go inside of him and work its way around in a circle. It made him feel full, but it also excited him. “It feels . . . nice.”

“Good Larry. You can grip the bed sheets. This may hurt at first and you’ll feel full, but I promise you it’s worth it.”

He was all slick and ready and Mindy, behind him, spread his butt cheeks apart. Next he felt the soft silicone tip squeezing itself into his back door. The stretching was excruciating at first and he thought it would rip him apart, but he trusted her. The head of the dildo was now completely inside him, and she withdrew it and then went in again, out again, and then back in. He felt a tingling of pleasure mixed in with the pain, and his fists were gripping the sheets.

Now she went in farther, this time not holding back, but increasing her speed. She began to moan as her bucking motion sent the other end of the dildo up inside her pussy. He felt her wetness on his butt cheeks. The cock ring he wore wasn’t even necessary as this act kept him hard. They went faster and faster; the dildo inside of him thrusting deeper and harder. He wanted it inside of him. He had no time to dwell on it, concentrating on the pleasure. He felt a feeling well up inside of him like a sneeze; a fire growing within him. He felt pre cum leak out the tip of his cock and he wasn’t even touching himself. It was amazing.

Now he was moaning – “Faster, harder please Mindy!”

Mindy was too busy working on her own climax to respond. Suddenly a flood of cum came out of Larry – an intense pleasure mixed with the pain of being stretched for the first time. He didn’t even have to touch himself. Mindy’s moans became one long song of exquisite pleasure, and slowly she stopped, the dildo still inside Larry.

Then she withdrew and lay her head across Larry’s back, the luscious feel of her hair so delightful. She began kissing his back, and went farther up and kissed the back of his neck.

“You’re all mine now, my love,” she said tenderly, her hair flowing all around him. She turned him around and kissed him on the mouth deeply, her tongue entwining with his.

“I want you to eat and drink my pussy now,” she said, and Larry placed himself, so his head was underneath her, and she dripped on his face. She was squatting over his face and the tangy sweetness of her filled him up. He stuck out his tongue and felt her swollen clit. He instinctively played with it, licking all around it, and kissing it. She moaned and shuddered, cumming again on top of his face, showering him with her juices.

Then they lie with each other, her head in the crook of his arms, her fingers tracing around circles on his chest. He looked at her and she was smiling at him. “You delicious little boy,” she said playfully. “How did you enjoy that? Was I right?”

“Definitely Mindy. I’ve never felt so good in my life. So good . . . about myself.”

“I’m glad. Just remember Larry, you’re mine.”

“Well, if I’m to be owned by anybody, I’d want it to be you Mindy.”

After cuddling for an hour Larry got dressed and was getting ready to go back to his dorm. He had to be up early the next day. He decided not to tell his friends everything about tonight. They would be shocked to hear he had a date, never mind what happened; how his life was changing so quickly.

“You know Larry, in two weeks my dorm is having a mixer. Why don’t you and your friends Walter and Pete come too?”

“Oh yeah? That would be nice.”

“Well we have some work to do first that I think you’ll enjoy.”

Without thinking, Larry was holding onto Mindy’s G-String and playing with it, rubbing it between his fingers. She noticed what he was doing and smiled at him, when he suddenly realized what he was doing and stopped it.

“I think that you’re a bit curious about my lingerie, aren’t you Larry? It’s okay, be honest with me.”

“Well, I mean it feels good, but hey I have no intentions of doing anything with them!”

“Hey, don’t get upset honey,” she said rubbing his back. “It’s fine. I’ll even let you wear them if you like. It’s no problem, really.”

Larry’s ass was tingling at the thought of the back strap placed securely over his asshole. He liked it. With Mindy there was no shame. She was his mentor and teacher in many ways.

“Here, this is what I want you to do. Let me take your boxers and put this on. Come on, let me see you do it.”

So Larry pulled off his jeans and his boxers. What could it hurt? He thought. Just to try it once. He was very curious to see how it felt around his junk.

He placed it on the rug and stepped into it, as Mindy watched, smiling. Slowly he pulled it up over his bare legs and a shiver went through him as the cool satin rubbed his bare, practically hairless legs. Then Larry fitted the pouch over his cock and settled the strap in the tingling crack in his ass. He loved the silkiness rubbing his cock and the supportive feel of the strap behind. He smiled, and saw Mindy slowly nodding her head up and down. “Oh this we definitely have to explore more Larry.”

“Yes, yes Mindy, we do.”

She came closer to him and kissed him again. He felt no embarrassment at all. Quite the opposite. He felt a sense of growth, like he was coming into his own, for the first time in his life, actually accepting of his suppressed feelings.

“So when do I see you again honey?” Mindy asked.

“Well the weekend is only two days away. We can go out. Wanna see a movie and then come back here?”

She squealed with joy. “OF COURSE! Ooooh yes! I’d love to. I have some friends to introduce you to. You may recognize a couple of them. They were in the soccer field that day . . . that day you got injured.”

“Sure. I can’t wait!” he said, and they kissed good night. He wore the G-string confidently under his jeans on his way back to his dorm.

❤️❤️❤️


Four

MINDY, MINDY. HE COULDN’T GET HER OUT OF HIS MIND. Wherever he went and whatever he did, he couldn’t stop thinking about her and what she was doing to him. He was in his room and spoke to Walter who was lying on his bed and studying. “Hey Walter, you know the girls in Mindy’s dorm are having a mixer one week from Saturday, you wanna go?”

“That sounds cool. Say Larry, I meant to ask you. What exactly is going on with you and Mindy anyway?”

Larry laughed softly. “Damn, I wish I knew Walter. She’s not like any girl I’ve ever known before. She brings my self-esteem up, you know. It’s always been hard for me to relate to girls romantically, but with her it’s somehow different.

“Oh . . . I get it. ‘The girl who understands,’ huh. Well, that’s good for you Lar, I hope things work out. So when are you seeing her again?”

“This weekend. We’ll probably go to a movie or something.”

“Cool. You know I’ve had like maybe three, yeah . . . three dates with Sharon from my poly sci class. We could double some time if you’d like.”

“Sure, that would be okay. Why don’t you bring her to Mindy’s dorm mixer?”

“I will, sure.”

Of course, Walter had no idea that Larry was wearing Mindy’s G-String right now, or that Larry was on a journey which he himself didn’t even understand fully.

Saturday night with Mindy was wonderful. Larry couldn’t remember the last time he laughed so much or related to a girl so well. The movie was an espionage thriller, and they went through three large popcorns and Mindy even gave Larry a hand job during the coming attractions. What could be better than a slippery hand with popcorn butter on your cock?

Now back at her dorm, Mindy sat Larry down on her bed. “Larry, I have some things here you might like. Oh! Before I forget, how was the G-String?” Her voice became subdued, and she looked at him closely. “You liked it didn’t you?”

“Yes I did Mindy,” Larry said, very comfortable in being completely honest.

“Good honey, now just stay there,” Mindy said as she went to her large walk-in closet. She came back to the bed carrying a bunch of clothes she got from a separate section.

“I think you’re going to enjoy these. I have to admit they turn me on very much too. I went shopping for you!”

“Wow! For me?? You didn’t have to!”

“Stop it! It’s my pleasure. Besides, I get something out of it too you know.”

Mindy laid out a new satin G-String on the bed, a laced bra with a molded cup, a short denim skirt, and a yellow camisole top. To match Larry’s brown hair, she had a wig box with a Styrofoam head inside. On top sat a perfectly styled long brown haired wig, which was long enough to go down to the middle of Larry’s back.

His smile told Mindy everything she had to know. Mindy’s “specialty” and greatest pleasure came from feminizing men who were willing to cross dress or better yet even, to transition. Which of the two Larry was, she wasn’t sure. But right now that part didn’t matter. He already took a dildo up his ass and loved it.

Larry got undressed, taking a break every so often for a deep, sensual tongue kiss from Mindy. He started with the bright red satin G-String, the matching colored laced bra, the denim skirt and the camisole. The last touch was the wig. Larry’s boner was jumping up and down for attention, and Mindy saw it grinning.

“I bet your ass is tingling too Larry,” Mindy said with a grin.

Larry’s smile confirmed that. “Now come into the bathroom honey and have a seat at the vanity. It’s time to do the makeup.”

Larry eagerly took a seat and Mindy pulled out a bag from the drawers underneath the vanity and opened it up. Everything needed to make him into a really stunning young lady was in there. She started with the facial foundation, deep blue eye shadow, heavy black mascara, eyebrow pencil (after a bit of tweezing), eyeliner, lip liner and then deep, ruby red lip gloss.

Standing back from Larry, Mindy said “Wow, Larry . . . I don’t know what to say – you look stunning!” Larry had yet to see himself in the mirror. “Go ahead, stand up and take a look princess,” Mindy said – proud of her creation.

Larry’s cock was doing summersaults when he saw himself for the first time. All the pieces now came together. The whole thing about not being comfortable in his own skin, the thrill of trying on Mindy’s G-String form the first time, and lastly getting rammed hard by her dildo. This was the new Larry – or whatever. But something was still missing. Mindy, perceptive as ever had the answer.

“You know what we’re missing Larry?”

“What’s that Mindy? Say, you know, I gotta tell you, you’re an absolute genius! Something tells me that you’ve done this before, am I right?”

Mindy looked at Larry and smiled. “Yeah Larry, I have. I love feminizing boys, or should I say boys that have a predilection for this sort of thing – and that would be you. Now, getting back to what I mentioned – we’re missing something – a girl’s name for you. I was thinking ‘Mirabelle.’ Now how do you like that?”

“But first,” Mindy said, coming face to face with “Mirabelle” and picking his chin up with her hand, “I have to tell you that none of this was forced on you. If at any time you didn’t want to go through with any of it, I would have stopped. You know, I love you Larry,” and she brought his face closer, and they kissed deeply.

“I love the name because it reminds me a little bit of Mindy, the girl I love just as much; and I love what you’ve done with me here.”

“Oh MIRABELLE!!! We’re going to have so much fucking fun together! I can’t wait to show you off in public. But no one will know it’s really ‘Larry.’ I mean you look and act so convincing, no one will know the truth.”

“So now what?” Larry, aka ‘Mirabelle’ asked.

“Now what? Now we go out to a nice college bar, and you get to practice your skills with actual guys! Does that excite you?? Because I’ll tell you what – you’re making my pussy drip right now!”
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ON MONDAY LARRY HAD MORE FOOTBALL CLASS, the same one with Roger where he got pounded. Mindy also had soccer practice in the field next to them and she looked with genuine concern over to Larry. Larry made eye contact with her, and he saw her ball up her fist like she wanted to jump the fence and protect her lover. He thought that if Roger had made a move towards him then that’s exactly what she would do. However, today Larry was to be left alone.

He wasn’t the only target of Roger. There was a scrimmage now and Larry sat this one out. Instead, today it was his roommate Walter who was to be the victim. Roger was the QB and Walter was on the opposing side as a lineman. It was flag football and not supposed to be violent in any way, but at the snap, Roger moved back looking for his receiver, but instead of throwing to him even though he was in the clear, Roger drilled the ball purposely into Walter’s face from twenty feet. You could hear his nose break clear across the campus. Walter fell to the ground in a bloody mess. Coach Warren blew the whistle and all of Walter’s teammates ran over to him lying on the ground, writhing in agony.

“ROGER!! YOU STUPID SHIT! I SHOULD SUSPEND YOUR ASS FROM THE COLLEGE TEAM!! WHAT GIVES!!??”

“Sorry coach, the ball must’ve slipped in my hand – it was an accident,” Roger said smirking.

“Accident my ass,” Guv muttered under his breath. Everyone was horrified at the sight of Walter, rolling around on the field, blood pouring out of his nose and mouth. It looked like two front teeth were missing as well. “I wanna see your entitled ass in my office after the class. You’re lucky if his parents don’t sue your homophobic self or whatever the fuck you are!” Roger was a little taken aback because this was the first time coach actually got angry, but with a state title hanging in the balance, Roger didn’t worry too much.

Roger ran over to him feigning concern. “That’s what FEMBOY’S roommate gets, just for fun!” and he laughed softly.

Poor Walter had to be taken to the hospital by ambulance. Mindy and Larry and Peter were by his bed in the ED after the doctors gave him painkillers and were assessing the extent of his injuries. Both the ENT and Dental Residents were looking at the x-rays on the wall nearby. Walter was coherent, but in la la land, with a big pack of ice over the bandages.

“That big dumb sonofabitch,” Mindy said after swearing like a sailor. “He should pay for that!”

“But how?” Peter said. “Roger is like a treasure of the athletic department in this shit school. No one can get near him. What can we do?”

Mindy’s eyes closed like slits and Larry marveled at how vengeful and protecting his girlfriend and mentor could really be. The transformation from the sweet, loving, understanding girl she was to a stealth spec ops operator was frightening to Larry to behold. “I’m working on a plan guys,” she said softly to Larry and Peter.

“Leave it to me,” she said, as the three of them stood over Walter’s bed.

Suddenly a surgical resident came into the room. “We have to take your friend into surgery now. There’s a spicule of bone that’s dangerously close to the frontal lobe of his brain. He’ll be okay, but we gotta do this now guys. Why don’t you have a seat in the surgical waiting room, and I’ll come out and get you when we’re done. Oh, I’m the chief surgical resident; Dr. Hunter McGuire.” He nodded and left.

“What a shit show,” I said. “I think I should call his parents and let them know what’s going on. They’re very nice people – they don’t deserve this. Walter is their only child.”

“Good idea honey.” Mindy said, holding Larry’s arm supportively. “I’ll come with you when you make the call.”

Larry looked at her, smiled and they kissed.

“What do you know about this Roger asshole’s sex life?” Mindy asked, sending a chill through Larry and Peter.
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MINDY AND LARRY LEFT THE HOSPITAL and went to a local restaurant nearby to discuss exactly what it was that Mindy was thinking. “So what is that devious little mind of yours cooking up?” Larry asked.

“It involves Mirabelle, of course,” Mindy said. “In fact, Larry won’t be coming to the mixer at my dorm. He’ll have an excuse to go home to his parents the weekend after next,” she said referring to him in the third person.

“Go on, this sounds interesting.” Larry said

“Oh, I think that Mirabelle will enjoy it very much,” she said, her hands on top of Larry’s at the table.

She continued. “I saw several girls fawning over Roger at the game before he threw the ball at Walter. I’m gonna get some names from my friends, and we’ll invite them to the mixer along with Roger. The plan will be for Mirabelle to introduce herself and get “chummy” with Roger. Are you with me so far? Doesn’t Mirabelle wanna get pounded in her sweet little ‘bussy’ by a big, dumb jock cock?” Mindy said, grinning.

Larry thought about it, and that alone made his asshole tingle. “Yeah, yeah! I think Mirabelle, being the cum-slut she is would love that very much!”

“Of course, while Roger is happily pounding away at Mirabelle, she will naturally have to return the favor, and ‘by coincidence’ the whole thing will be filmed by a strategically placed iPhone camera.”

“Okay Mindy. I see a couple of problems. First of all, how do we know that Roger is into trans girls? And secondly, how do we know that such a prideful, macho jock will even want to take a big cock up his ass?”

“Well, begging and pleading, plus I’m hoping that perhaps a little chemical assistance will be there to help things along.”

“Ohhh . . . you mean like ‘Molly?’”

“Bingo! My sweet,” Mindy said to me. “You know how touchy-feely it makes people, right?”

“Oh yeah! Roger thinks with his cock, so it shouldn’t be a problem.”

Mindy grabbed Larry’s cheeks with her hands. “You are going to look so beautiful my love that Roger won’t be able to resist you!”

“You’re not gonna be jealous Mindy?”

“Heck no! It turns me on to create and help men like you live up to their potential and then watch them ‘develop.’ Remember what I told you Larry – you will always be mine,” and she leaned him and kissed him hard.

Mindy’s friends got the info on who Roger’s girl pals were, and they had a little “chat” with them. By now, many people heard about the incident on the football field, and not all of Roger’s “harem” of groupie girls liked what he did to Walter, or Larry, for that matter. Mindy even arranged a little “planning session” with several girls and Mirabelle, fully dressed. Two of the girls Mindy was able to confide in, and they were aware of Mirabelle’s transgender status and thought the plan of humiliating Roger was genius.

No one was able to tell that Mirabelle was transgender. Larry had all the mannerisms down pat of a biological girl, and he seemed much more comfortable as Mirabelle than as Larry.

The stage was set. Walter unfortunately, was still in the hospital, the surgery having gone successfully. Unfortunately, he would not be able to attend the mixer. Neither he, nor Peter had any idea of Mindy’s plan.

On the Saturday of the mixer, Larry went over to Mindy’s dorm early and parked his car in the back in the unpaved dirt lot. Of course Peter was disappointed that Larry couldn’t go, but he was happy that he was seeing Mindy. Larry brought her around to the dorm to meet Peter and Walter, and they really liked her. She promised to introduce them to some of her friends. Walter didn’t remember Mindy being at the hospital when he was brought in.

“Okay Mirabelle my love, how do you like your wardrobe. I got all this stuff for you. Hot, right?” she said with a sweeping gesture over her bed.

Mirabelle’s eyes popped open as she looked at the clothes arrayed on the bed. There was a leather bustier that tied up the front, fingerless leather gloves, and a short leather skirt with a chain belt. It was a “hot goth girl” look that gave Mirabelle a large boner right away. Mindy saw it and couldn’t resist coming close to Mirabelle and squeezing it.

The lingerie excited “Larry” the most. It was the same red, satin G-String that he had taken to wearing in place of underwear the last couple of weeks plus the red-laced bra, under the underbust. The wig was new – a jet black, purple highlighted affair that was long down to the middle of Larry’s waist.

He wasted no time in getting dressed and then Mindy walked him into her bathroom where she applied the makeup – planning extra heavy around the eyes this time.

“Now this time my sweet and slutty girl, we’re going to add to your tough, slutty, goth girl exterior.” She pulled out a pack of long, all-white cigarettes and a thin, silver butane lighter. Mindy took one and gave one to Mirabelle from the pack and Mirabelle’s cock was throbbing through the pouch of the G-String.

“Oh my, it seems we’ve found something that really excites you, didn’t we?”

“I didn’t know you smoked Mindy?”

“Well, I don’t normally, but I had a feeling it would turn you on. I’m very observant and I’ve seen the way you look at female smokers. You know smoking fetishes are pretty common. It gives off a ‘bad girl’ vibe, now don’t you think so?”

“Yeah, yeah, it does,” Mirabelle said happily and lit up with Mindy.”

“Okay, now let’s do your makeup and I’ll explain how the rest of tonight is gonna go, okay?”

Mindy did her best work by far, as they happily puffed away. The eyeshadow was purple this time with heavy black mascara and eyeliner. The lipstick was black lip gloss. Mirabelle was indeed an imposing figure for this evening’s activities.

“You’re spending the night with me honey. Walter doesn’t expect you to appear as Larry until Sunday anyway.”

“Oh right! Well, I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Three girls knocked on Mindy’s door, all part of Mindy’s football intramural team. The first girl, a shapely blonde named Jane took in Mirabelle with amazement. “Holy shit Mindy! I would never guess this beauty was trans! You’re a genius.” The other two girls, Mindy’s friends from next door were roommates – Cathy and Denise. They were equally impressed. They graciously volunteered the use of their room for tonight’s subterfuge. They were equally impressed by Mindy’s work.

“You know something Mindy. I think there’s definitely a career in stagecraft for you if poly sci doesn’t work out,” Denise said, laughing.

“Very good Denise,” Mindy said, “That’s funny.”

“Thanks for letting us use the room.”

“Of course. We all saw what that asshole Roger did to that boy! Anything you could do to get his ass back is worth it!” Denise said.

“Mirabelle here is a natural flirt. She’ll get Roger hooked around her little finger – no problem.” Mindy did a double take at Mirabelle. “She is really a horny little slut if I do say so myself.” The girls giggled.

“Now whose iPhone do we use?”

“You can use mine,” Mirabelle/Larry said.

“I think we need another one too for a second angle. Any volunteers?” Mindy said.

“Sure, you can use mine!” Cathy said. “If Roger pulls anything, he’ll be going viral in 30 minutes – tops!”

“Beautiful! Thanks Cath,” Mindy said. Mirabelle and Cathy went next door to Cathy and Denise’s room and planted one iPhone between books on a book shelf across from Cathy’s bed and a second one near the bathroom. Cathy’s laptop would set the both of them to record when Mirabelle brought Roger to the room.

The basement of Mindy’s dorm was a large common room and there were four large kegs of beer set up and a DJ was playing music and people were dancing. It was a co-ed dorm and one of the largest on campus. Everyone came with the expectation of getting wasted and getting laid – but not exactly in that order.

“Okay honey,” Mindy said as they walked down the steps from the first floor. “Cathy has your iPhone, and as soon as I see you disappear with Roger, I’ll signal her to start recording, giving you time to get up there.”

“Sounds good,” Mirabelle said as she scanned the room. Suddenly there was a lot of laughter and a big commotion coming from a corner of the room where one of the kegs was pumping furiously. Roger was holding court with several girls and his flunkies from the football team.

“Say Mindy, how are you at breaking up a group?” Mirabelle asked.

“Oh I’m a pro at that, and also distraction. Look, Jane is operating the pump on the keg. I already gave her some Mollies to put in big boy’s beer. He should need at least three given his size.”

She was right. I just hoped she wouldn’t kill him. That would put a damper on the festive atmosphere for sure.

“Remember honey,” Mindy said. “We’re doing this for you and for poor Walter.” Walter would need at least two more surgeries on his nose before he was back to normal. Poor guy. Mirabelle nodded her head in sympathy. His plans of coming tonight with his girlfriend Sharon were off.

Both Mindy and Mirabelle walked over to Roger and his cronies. Asshole or not, Mirabelle’s new found persona was already getting aroused. Her mouth was watering at the prospect of getting rammed by that big cock of Roger’s, and hopefully of ramming him too. After all, reciprocity was very ladylike.

Mindy pushed her way between Roger and two girls over to Jane at the bar. “Two please,” she said at Jane, giving her a wink.

“Yes,” Jane said. “Two done already,” and she nodded at Roger, who was getting a bit unsteady on his feet. Then she poured two red cups of tap beer for Mindy and Mirabelle.

“Oh look who it is Mindy! Mirabelle exclaimed. “This hot guy is Roger Fleming, the star quarterback of the football team. I heard he’s going pro!”

Of course, the big dufus’s ego couldn’t resist and he shoved the two other girls he was talking to away and gave all his attention to Mirabelle. “Yeah, that’s me all right. You follow sports?” he said, his mouth watering at the sight of Mirabelle.

“I sure do honey, and you are really good! I’ve seen you play that game against Ohio State, and I read that Sports Illustrated article, ‘The Man Who Made The Buckeyes Cry.’”

Now all of Roger’s attention was on Mirabelle. He was looking her over from top to bottom with his tongue hanging out.

“Would you care to give a lady a dance? I can brag about it to all my girlfriends.”

“Why sure little lady, I’d be pleased to.”

Mirabelle grabbed Roger’s beefy arm and led him to the dance floor. She wished his cock was as big as his arm. Who knows, she thought. Maybe it was even bigger than Mindy’s dildo. Now wouldn’t that be something? A girl could only hope.

They found an empty spot in the middle of the floor, Roger clearing the way with his bulk.

The music was fast, but Mirabelle wasn’t keeping time. She kept the mood slow, and she slipped an arm around Roger’s waist, pulling him in close. She could feel his cock bulging already. Roger bent his head down to Mirabelle. He was at least a head taller than her.

Mirabelle kissed him right away, hard and intense, her tongue snaking its way through Roger’s mouth and snaking around his. Then she placed her gloveless fingers on top of his cock and began stroking it right there on the dance floor.

“Whoa! Someone’s eager,” Roger said.

“Yeah, I just want to see if that cock of yours is as strong as your throwing arm.”

Before he could respond, Mirabelle was kissing him again, and they were gyrating to the music. “I want you to take me somewhere and fuck the living shit out of me, Roger.”

“Fine with me babe. But where? How about my truck?”

Mirabelle got a sudden chill. “Uh, I have a better idea. I have a room upstairs. The bed is more comfortable than the truck I’m sure.”

“Then let’s go baby!” The now drugged and very agreeable Roger said.

Mirabelle looked over at Mindy and Denise and winked, as she grabbed Roger’s throwing arm and walked him up the stairs, leaving his disappointed and very jealous groupies behind.

Mirabelle had a key to Denise’s room, and she opened the door and let Roger in. She made sure the iPhone cameras were charged and ready to go before she and Mindy planted them.
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“NICE ROOM,” ROGER SAID. Mirabelle was not in the mood to give Roger a tour, and, ignoring him, reached for the buckle and the zipper on his jeans and began to pull it down while she held him close and kissed him on the lips again, hard. She pushed his ass on the bed and got on the carpet on her knees in front of him. She decided to have a “take charge” attitude with the asshole.

“Shut up tough guy and do as I say!”

“Ooooh, I’m guessing you like it a bit rough, huh? I can play!” he said.

Mirabelle spread his legs apart and got between them, and his jeans and boxers were on the ground covering his cross trainers. She grabbed his balls with a gloved hand and gave a small squeeze in case he still had any doubts about who was really in charge. He was just about to object to the rough handling when Mirabelle gently began stroking the soft underside of his cock with her fingertips.

“Ohhh, now that’s nice – keep it going girl!”

Now Mirabelle squeezed his nuts harder, thinking about poor Walter, and her male alter ego Larry taking abuse from the asshole whose nuts she now held in her hand.

“Owww! WHAT THE FUCK!!?” he yelled out. With her other hand, Mirabelle placed her index finger over his lips, made a “shushing” sound, and moved her head down to his already throbbing cock, with a drop of pre cum sitting on the tip.

Mirabelle stuck her tongue out and tasted Roger’s sweet/salty mix of cum. “Umm, you taste so good for a sweaty jock,” she laughed. She made a show of smacking her lips. Then her lips parted, and she moved her head, so her lips took the head of his cock inside them, keeping a tight seal. She used her wet tongue as a paint brush and moved it around, causing Roger to moan. Now it was easy for her to slide the rest of his cock deep into her mouth, and slowly go up and down its length.

Roger reflexively moved his ass in-sync with Mirabelle’s sucking motion. Now they were in a fast dance of pure carnal pleasure. Both of them went faster and faster, Roger showing great control, trying desperately to prolong the pleasure. He placed his hands on top of Mirabelle’s head, pressing it down on top of his cock. She felt so incredibly good and tight. The way she moved her head around and used her tongue was amazing. He’d never experienced a girl like her before.

Without warning he stiffened, threw his head back and let out a long sigh and shot three copious pulses of jizz hitting the back of Mirabelle’s throat and the inside of her cheeks. Mirabelle increased her speed, and tried to get all of it, but it was no use – some of it was leaking down the sides of her lips and onto her chin. She found that she really enjoyed being a slut, and wanted to show herself off to Roger. Her own cock was throbbing and had to be satisfied.

Mirabelle came off him and picked her head up, eyes slightly closed and misted over. Her purple-highlighted, silky hair brushing softly against Roger’s bare thighs.

“Lick your cum off my face,” she ordered, but in a gentle voice. To her surprise, Roger eagerly licked the corners of her mouth and chin – any place there was sticky, white goo was wiped clean. Then she pulled him close to her, picking him up by his shoulders and they kissed – long and hard.

“You are fucking amazing Mirabelle!” he said. “How come I’ve never seen you on campus before?”

Mirabelle shrugged. “I guess it’s a big campus.”

They both laughed. Now was a moment of truth. “I need you to please me Roger.” He looked at her with dumb, uncomprehending eyes.

She raised her eyes, sighed and said forcefully “I want you to FUCK ME Roger!”

“Oh yeah baby, can do!”

Mirabelle reached into her bag and pulled out a cock ring she got from Mindy. “Here, use this. It will help with any ‘altitude problems.’” He looked at her again without comprehending. “Just slip it on your cock Roger, okay?”

“Sure thing.”

Mirabelle took off her leather skirt and left her top on. She stood facing him with her G-String. “I want you to fuck me in MY ASS, Roger.”

“Holy shit babe! You are WILD!!! YEAH, let’s go!”

Mirabelle took out a tube of lube gel from her bag, and then she lit a long cigarette; staring at Roger and puffing seductively. She watched hm get hard right away. Well, what do you know, she thought. It seems jock boy here has a bit of a smoking fetish. Nice. A big grin crossed Mirabelle’s face. Her cock and her bussy were aching for action now, so she hopped on the bed and stuck her butt up in the air.

Mirabelle took the G-String strap from between the crack in her butt and moved it over to the side. “I want you to spread the gel all over my butt and stick your finger inside me first,” she said.

Roger spread the gel all over her taint and then stuck his finger inside making Mirabelle moan. Then he lined his ringed cock right up against her bussy. She didn’t wait for him to enter her; she backed up on him. It was incredible. Roger had a massive cock – It was both long and wide.

He slid in nicely and she backed up on him and withdrew until they got into a fast rhythm. “That’s it Roger, keep going! Faster honey, faster,” she said, using a term of endearment for the first time.

“Oh yeah! Fuck! You are one wild bitch!” he yelled out. “You are so fucking tight!”

Roger was really into it now, thrusting and grunting like a bull. Mirabelle was in ecstasy; a small ball of fire welling up from deep inside of her. Then she exploded suddenly inside her thong, the largest “sissygasm” she ever had – thick, ropy cum enveloping her cock.

Then she felt Roger stiffen and felt a warm rush inside her bussy, filling it up completely. This boy was loaded, she thought, as warm, thick cum filled her up, the excess dribbling down her butt cheeks. Roger kept on pumping, loud moans escaping his mouth.

Finally he pulled out. Mirabelle spun him around and kissed his lips hard. her smoky breath exciting him more. “Did you enjoy that honey?”

“Oh fuck girl! You’re incredible.”

Mirabelle smiled. “Good, I thought so.”

They kissed some more, and Mirabelle lit another cigarette. Both of them were dazed by the most incredible sex. Roger was really quite good, Mirabelle thought. It might be good to keep him around for a while, she thought. Mindy wouldn’t mind. Plus Jane, the bartender from downstairs was also a transgender woman. She would enjoy taking Roger for a spin also. After tonight, Mirabelle would own Roger. Now just one more thing was left.

Mirabelle got off the bed and stood in front of Roger who was hanging back, resting on his elbows and smiling at her. “What’s up?” he asked.

“Just watch. I’m putting on a little show for you honey.”

Mirabelle had her cigarette dangling from the corner of her lips, and was staring Roger right in the eyes as she hooked a thumb inside the front of her thong.

Roger watched, confused and excited at the same time as Mirabelle slowly brought down the G-String past her waist and onto her thigh. It was then that Roger’s eyes popped open, not believing what his eyes were telling him was the truth. But strangely he didn’t feel like screaming or running out of the room – the effect of the Molly fully taking hold; or maybe it was something else.  He sat there with his eyes glazed over and his tongue out.

“You, you . . . have a COCK!? A FUCKING COCK!?” Mirabelle waited for an explosion as if with those words Roger might jump up and strangle her at any minute. But he didn’t – he was fascinated. The dumb jerk liked it! Mirabelle didn’t plan for this.

“Yes that’s right Roger. I’m a trans woman, or as I like to describe myself – a ‘shemale,’ you know; like they have in Thailand.” When his face didn’t register understanding, maybe because of the Molly, or just plain ignorance, she tried to make it easier on what passed for brains in his head. “You know, like in  the movie ‘Hangover II?’”

Then Roger’s eyes blinked as he recalled the scene. “Oh yeah, yeah. Wow. The Thai shemale - I really dig that!”

“How much?” Mirabelle asked.

“THIS MUCH!”! Roger growled and then jumped on the bed, his ass bare, and he began spreading the lube gel all over his ass, the cock ring still in place.

“Now, how about YOU FUCK ME!?” Roger commanded. Mirabelle was excited and disappointed at the same time. This was supposed to be a revenge kind of thing, but Roger was really into it. Will wonders never cease, she thought.

“Sure honey! My pleasure.”

Roger got up on the bed and stuck his butt up high in the air. Mirabelle had a feeling that maybe he had done this before. She took the tube of gel and spread it all over Roger’s asshole and up and down. Then for good measure she stuck her finger inside him and pressed on his sides. He moaned and moved his butt in pleasure. The boy was more accommodating than she thought – and yup, he definitely did this before.

Now Mirabelle was lined up square on him and ready to go. A glance at the book shelf told her the iphone was going. She entered him easily, his tightness gripping her cock. It felt like silk – so good. She went inside Roger all the way and he just moaned in delight. Thrusting faster and faster, Roger met her motion with his own, eagerly pumping back on her.

Then Mirabelle felt herself cumming – filling up Roger while at the same time he shot a huge load onto the bed sheets, moaning loudly: “Oh FUCK! OH FUCCCCCK!”

She kept pumping him and felt her cum running down the inside of his butt cheeks. Slowly they stopped, and Roger was overcome with emotion. He turned around, grabbing and kissing Mirabelle, in a vicelike grip.

“I’m not letting you go girl, but you have to promise me – you can’t let this get out. You know; that I’m into this kind of thing.”

“Oh don’t worry Roger, it can stay our secret as long as you adhere to a few rules.”

“Sure, whatever you want.”

Now was the moment of truth. Mirabelle spoke like Larry.

“Remember the football field Roger? The way you tackled me and threw the ball at me? Remember poor Walter, my roommate who you put in the hospital?”

Roger’s eyes now really bugged out of his head, the effect of the Molly seeming to be worn off. “You!?? You mean, I mean I just let – whatthefuck????? LARRY???”

“That’s right honey. I’m Larry. But actually I like Mirabelle much better. You have to change your ways, and do exactly as I say because you see this?” and she walked over to the book shelf and took the iPhone down. “Everything that happened here is being uploaded to the cloud as we speak. If you keep bullying me or Walter, or anyone else for that matter, you’ll be going viral as ‘The big jock who loves cock’, understood??” She thought about what she just said. “It has a nice ring to it.” She spread her arm out as if she was pointing at a screen in front of them. Then she repeated: “The jock who loves cock,” and she laughed.

Roger was stunned, but he reacted matter-of-factly. “And if I leave you alone, which of course I will because I’m really into you girl, you won’t post that?” he said, pointing to the phone. It was that simple. Mirabelle enjoyed herself. There was something endearing about the big dummy. Of course, that wouldn’t change her relationship with Mindy who she loved so much. Landing Roger with very little effort was an unexpected bonus.

“I won’t post it honey. As long as I can have you whenever I want. I’m still transitioning, and I’m still a sophomore. I’m gonna keep my cock – I like having one, and I’ll chemically transition. I’ll have really nice tits, and a gorgeous curve. I think we have a future. What do you say?”

“It’s a deal. And I’ll apologize to Walter. I’ll make it up to him too – I promise.”

“Good boy,” Mirabelle said, fully confident and comfortable in her own skin for the first time.

❤️❤️❤️
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“Okay guys, here’s an assignment I want from each of you. I want you all to pick a book in the ‘erotic literature genre,’ read it, and then tell me how you would approach it as writer.” The students all looked at each other and some giggled in embarrassment, especially the girls. “Now the purpose of this assignment is for you to get out of your comfort zones as writers and explore new material. Your papers will be due by e-mail next Tuesday, okay?”

At first I thought this was an odd assignment for a creative writing class, but Cashtown College was a very good Liberal Arts College in which I was a Junior, so what did I know? Professor Warren had tenure, and had a couple of novels under her belt – mostly soppy romance books she sold to a popular publisher of those books.

Here's the problem: The erotica genre happened to be a favorite of mine, and they appealed to a side of me which I kept secret from everyone. You see, I love books and short stories where a very hot older woman aka a “MILF” seduces young men who also happen to have a smoking fetish. They are hard to find with those narrow specs, but so far I’ve been lucky to find them. If I wanted to be truthful with this assignment I had to get over my embarrassment, recognizing it for what it was – a silly way of thinking, especially in this environment of sexual freedom of openness in action and thought.

As a teen, a few times I “toyed” with cross dressing a little bit, taking some personal items from my older sister Janet’s drawers and slipped panties on. I was about fourteen, and I also put on a wig and lipstick. It turned me on greatly. When Janet started smoking at sixteen it drove me nuts! I was alone at home, and I began smoking her long all-white cigarettes and then jerking off while wearing her cool satin panties and a wig. When she left to go away to college I lost my source of lingerie, and my fetish sort of “dangled” with no outlet.

I really liked a story I had just finished about a young man who entered witness protection after witnessing a murder. Only as a part of the FBI’s new program, he had to undergo a gender transformation. It was either that – or die. Of course, he had a smoking fetish, and the FBI agent in charge of his transformation was a very hot “MILF” who naturally “helped him along.”

So, I wrote my best analysis of the story and what turned me on. I went into detail (perhaps more than I should have) about that and awaited Professor Warren’s scathing rebuke of my paper. I submitted my paper via e-mail, and I was shocked to find no criticism or comments other than “Make an appointment to see me in my office.” Low self-confidence is a bad part of my character.

A little about Professor Warren. She is a gorgeous, shapely woman in her mid-thirties, early forties, with long raven hair and piercing green eyes. She could be poured into her clothing in fact. She likes to wear skirts which ride very high on her, stiletto heels, and is always heavily made-up, and the blouses she wears – forget about it! They show a plunging neckline with very generous cleavage always showing. Every guy makes lewd comments whenever she comes into class, and I know I’m not the only male student who wants to see her spread out over a desk, and getting ridden hard.

So I made an appointment to come see her at eight o’clock on the Thursday morning of that week. I walked over to the English Department offices in Culp’s Hall with my heart beating fast. I was embarrassed. I thought that no one in that class would be so open with thoughts like mine, or what I thought was my unusual taste in literature. I was expecting ridicule, a dressing down, wondering whether or not it was too late to drop out of the class.

I knocked on the door. “Come in Joshua,” she called out in her husky, very sexy voice. Maybe it was my imagination, but it seemed to be very mellow if it was to be a dressing down.

“Hi Professor Warren,” I said, sounding very shy.

“Have a seat Joshua,” she said from behind her desk, pointing to the chair with her hand. So I put down my bag and took a seat.

“I wanted to talk to you about your paper, and uh, get a little more information from you.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact I did. I thought your analysis of the genre was very well thought out, and I appreciate your honesty. I really wasn’t expecting anything like that from a student. You know, such ‘in depth’ and honest statements. I admire your courage.”

“Really?” I said, my eyes open wide.

“Yes Joshua. Tell me. I’m curious – what do you think of me?” Now in all fairness, my cock was bursting as soon as I heard her preliminary response to my essay, and I shifted uneasily on my seat, and my throat was getting very dry, like chalk.

“Umm . . . (she was smiling at me, sitting back in her chair and casually rolling it from side to side.) I . . . I think you’re a very attractive woman Professor Warren . . .”

“Please,” she interrupted. “Call me Gloria.”

“Okay Gloria. Yes, I think you’re very attractive.” There was an unmistakable smell of stale smoke in her office. She reached down to her bag on the floor next to her desk and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes and slowly took one out of the pack, placing the cigarette in the corner of her mouth, and lit it up with a thin, silver butane lighter, taking a seductive drag, never taking her eyes off me. I felt hypnotized watching her. The next words out of her mouth, shocked me to hell.

“Does this excite your stated fetish, Josh?”

I could see her aroused nipples poking out of the red-laced bra underneath her white, long-sleeved cotton blouse with the top three buttons opened. As she did a snap French inhale, her eyes were squinting from the smoke trailing up her nose and face. I felt a drop of pre cum leaking from the tip of my enlarged cock.

“Well Josh, do you have anything to say?”

“Umm, I thought I just did.” She laughed and looked at me. When she kept looking at me watching her smoke and expecting an answer, I said, “Yes, you do excite my fetish Gloria.”

She stood up from her desk and slowly walked around to me, her heels clacking on the floor. With her cigarette dangling out from the corner of her lips, she turned my chair around to face her. Her hand with her cherry red painted fingernails grabbed for the bulge on my jeans and squeezed it. I started to moan.

“How does this feel Josh?” she asked. It was more of a rhetorical question. I couldn’t answer.

“I know you love it,” she said, bending closer to me, exhaling smoke in my face. “And I want to tell you something Josh. I happen to have a smoking fetish too. Oh don’t look surprised. I realized long ago that I turned men on by my smoking.” She laughed. “Really, you’re such little boys. I wish I had a dime for every man who stared at me in public when I lit up, gazing in at a store window, or walking by as I smoked. I happen to view it as a ‘super power,’” and she laughed again. “How would you like to explore your little fetish a bit further. You know, see how far it can take you?”

“What did you have in mind?” I asked in a hypnotic trance.

She bent down over me, and our lips touched. She pulled off me and then placed her lips on me again, this time sticking out her tongue and putting it in my mouth, still holding and rubbing my cock through my jeans. Her smoky breath coming through, giving me fits and starts as it combined with the smell of her jasmine-scented perfume, and strawberry hair shampoo. Then she took a lock of her hair and rubbed it under my nose, and I took a deep breath, driving me crazy.

“Unfortunately Josh,” she said in a very low, throaty whisper. “There’s only so much we can do here, and believe me, I find you to be very attractive. You have somewhat of . . . of an innate feminine nature about you that I find rather appealing. I’d love to explore that further and continue our discussion – but someplace else. I was thinking of my apartment. In fact, how about this Saturday night? You can call it a date if you wish. I promise you that I’ll blow you away,” she said grinning.

“I’d love that Gloria.” Was this really happening?

“Good. Saturday night it is then,” she said, leaving my balls bluer than a berry. As soon as I got home, and ate dinner, I could hardly concentrate on my parent’s attempts at conversation with me. I ran right up to my room and jerked off, thoughts of Professor Warren coursing through my head.
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Until Saturday night, there was another class with Professor Warren on Friday which was a bit uncomfortable. Every few minutes or so she would shoot me these “knowing glances” that made me a bit uncomfortable. I had the feeling that I was the only guy in that class, or girl for that matter who answered Professor Warren’s assignment with such an unusual sexual response as mine. But I couldn’t wait for Saturday. I thought it would make all of my fetish dreams come true. I loved to go online and look at popular porn sites that featured the smoking fetish, and I actually became jealous of the crossdressing men and transgender women who were featured. I imagined myself in a video with her.

It took me about twenty minutes to find Gloria’s condo in a gated community alongside a main road. I passed through the main gate and parked my car in one of the two spots reserved for her.

I practically ran from my parked car to her doorway. When I rang the bell I heard the loud clacking of her heels on the tiled floor of her entranceway.

“Well hello Joshua, come in please,” she said very pleasantly, my cock bulge probably showing, but she said nothing. “Would you like to come into the kitchen and have some wine?”

I was only twenty years old, one year below the minimum drinking age, but I couldn’t refuse. She went to a cabinet on top of her sink and pulled out a bottle of Merlot. “How do you like it?”

Not knowing much about alcohol, wine especially, I said, “I’ll take it with ice and club soda if you have any.”

“Good choice Joshua,” she said smiling. “I think I’ll have the same.” She poured the drinks and said, “Here’s to exploring new ideas!”

A funny toast. Looking back on it, it was foretelling. She wore something similar to what she wore in the office the other day: A long-sleeved white blouse, top three buttons opened, but this time – there was NO bra underneath, and I could make out the darker flesh of her areola circling the two sharp pencil point tits that were busting through her blouse. Her hair fell down the middle, nestling in the cleavage between her breasts. I was starting to breathe heavy, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She smiled at me and took out a pack of her Virginia Slims 120s and placed one slowly and seductively in the corner of her mouth, watching me closely as she lit up. Now, there was no need for any pretense.

“I’m sorry Joshua, how rude of me. Would you like one?”

I had never smoked regularly, in spite of my fetish, except for weed – which I liked to do socially. But this – getting a long, all-white cigarette from such a hot woman, was too good to pass up.

“Sure, I’d love one.” My cock wanted to burst at this point. She was sitting in her seat with her legs crossed, the midi-length red cotton/polyester skirt she wore had a slit up the side and her smooth knees showed through. I felt like the object of a science experiment as she placed it first in her mouth, rolling it, getting her lipstick on the filter, and then she took it out and placed it first underneath my nose waving it back and forth; the cherry apple scent of her lip gloss hypnotizing me, then placing it in between my lips.

She lit me up and I took a deep drag, blowing out the smoke in a plume above her luscious raven hair. This woman knew what she was doing. We were quiet for a few minutes as we both smoked and finished our wine, then she looked at me thoughtfully, and said, “You know Joshua, I know a lot more about this whole fetish thing you wrote about than you think.”

I knew she was right. “I have a question for you,” she said. “What is it about that story that really excited you? Was it that the male character realized he had no choice to be feminized, or that he found he really enjoyed it after it was done?”

“Good question Gloria. I think what I enjoyed the most was that he was forced into it.”

“Humm, interesting,” she said as she stood up and walked over to me, taking me by the hands and pulling me up to face her. She pulled me in close and I could feel her thigh pressing my bulge through her skirt and my jeans. She smiled and took a drag off her cigarette and gave me a smoky kiss, exhaling into my lungs, with some smoke coming out of her nose. Then she pulled off my lips and said softly, “Let’s go upstairs to my bedroom Josh.”

I was in a trance the whole time – the wine having mellowed out my initial anxiety about coming over here. She led, holding my hand as we went upstairs to her bedroom. It looked like a college professor’s bedroom with one wall full of textbooks; mostly on the creative art of writing, and many on adult psychology topics, especially of a sexual nature.

The room was done up in pink, with a polished wooden floor, and a large brass bed in the middle of the room against a center wall. It also had sliding glass doors which overlooked a tennis court. “Do you play tennis Josh?”

“A little bit, but nothing really good.”

“Oh well, maybe when the weather gets a bit warmer we can play.”

“Yeah of course. That would be nice.”

I think she wanted to distract me a bit, and get me to relax, because in spite of the wine, coming upstairs made me a bit anxious again, my palms sweaty, and a little unsure of myself. She sat down next to me on the bed and got an ashtray from the night table next to her bed. Our cigarettes were about half-smoked. She placed her arms around my shoulders and turned my head towards hers and kissed me deeply, twirling her tongue around mine. Breaking off gently she whispered to me: “How do you like this Josh?”

I didn’t need to answer because her hand rubbing my clothed cock told her everything she needed to know. Slowly she unbuckled my jeans, undid the snap and pulled my zipper down as far as it would go, snaking her fingers inside and reaching for my cock underneath my boxers. I began to breathe heavy and pressed my mouth closer against hers. She started to moan, and grabbed my cock with her fist.

“My, how big you are Josh. I have to ask you. Are you a virgin?”

“Yes I am,” I answered, resuming the kiss.

She laughed softly. “Good. Then I think you’ll really enjoy this.”

She took her hand off my cock and pulled my jeans and boxers down until they fell around my ankles. Our cigarettes were down at the ends, smoldering in the ashtray, and she picked up my legs and laid me straight on her bed, getting on her knees, straddling me. She pulled my t-shirt up and brushed my bare chest and tummy with her long, silky hair. With a mischievous look, she slowly brought her head down and kissed the tip of my cock, getting it moist and painted with her cherry lip gloss. A bit of pre cum came out of my mouth and she smacked her lips after tasting it. “You taste delicious Josh. I want you to fill me up with the rest of your cum. I want it all over my face and my eyes in fact. I want to be the sluttiest woman you will ever have.”

If anyone could talk someone through an orgasm without even touching them, it would certainly be Gloria. She placed her mouth back on my cock, and made a tight seal with her mouth, and slid all the way down my shaft to the base, licking and slurping as she did so. At the same time she was rubbing herself on my thigh faster and faster. Her tongue was incredible as it painted over my cock and rubbed the soft tuft of sensitive skin underneath.

I couldn’t take it any longer and shot out a huge load of cum, not once, but three large wads. She took my cock out of her mouth in the middle of my stream and painted her entire face with it until her makeup was running down the corners of her eyes onto her cheeks which were glistening. She slid up to my face and kissed me deeply and made me lick her face clean of my cum. It was the first time I tasted myself, and I had to admit it – I liked it. She had swallowed as much as she could too.

“You are delicious Joshua,” she said, smiling at me. Her slutty looking face, plastered with makeup and dried cum in disarray was such a turn on, I was still hard.

“Here,” she said. “Let’s have a cigarette and take a little break.”

So she handed me a cigarette from her pack and lit us both up with the same flick from her lighter. She turned to look at me and stroked my cock at the same time. She had licked it clean of all my cum, and her silky hand was close to making me cum again.

“Do you like my tits?” she asked me. What a question! I loved seeing them partly covered by her white cotton blouse, and she opened the rest of the buttons. “I want you to suck on them,” she said softly.

I placed my head against her chest and went from one nipple to the other, kissing and gently biting them which elicited “Ooohs” and deep breaths from her. My tongue circled them, and she held me by the back of my neck as I continued.

“I want you to fuck me really hard Josh,” she said in a husky, low voice.

She laughed hard as I tossed her on her back. “No Josh!” she laughed. “I want you to fuck me in MY ASS!” With that said, she got up, took a drag,  and placed her cigarette in the ashtray on the night table. “Go ahead, finish yours. You can watch me smoke as you fuck me.” As she said that, her eyes grew wide and seemed to glow, and her mouth curled up in a grin.
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“My God Gloria, you are one wild woman! I’ve . . . I’ve never done this before . . .”

She laughed, teasingly. “Don’t worry Josh. Nothing to it. It will blow your mind. But then again, you’re a virgin so you have nothing else to compare it to, now do you?”

“No, you’re right,” I said, excited and embarrassed at the same time.

“Come on now, get behind me.” She reached into the drawer of her night stand and pulled out a new tube of K-Y Jelly. “Here, squeeze out a glob and rub it all over my asshole and then place a nice amount on that delicious cock of yours, okay?”

“Yeah.” I did as she asked, and covered her really well all over, and then I rubbed some on my stiff, hard cock, making it slippery and wet. I was so turned on by this and I really had no idea why. It differed from my expectations of what sex with a woman was like, yet I was drawn to her and this new way like a magnet.

“Josh, place your finger inside me and rub it around the sides please,” she said in a faraway voice that made me wonder if perhaps she was thinking of someone else and another time at this same game.

As I began to insert my finger inside he she began to moan and cry out. I went deeper and she started to shiver. “Oooh Josh . . . give me your COCK NOW!” she was yelling so loud I thought the neighbors would hear. Her legs were pressed together tight, and I had to apply pressure to open her butt cheeks. She reached behind and grabbed my cock in her fingers and pressed the tip up against her hole. It was just like teaching a kid to ride a bike – she backed up on me, getting the tip of my cock inside her.

Holding her spread out I moved my hips forward and felt the slick warmth of the forbidden nether regions of Gloria surround me with pure pleasure. 

Now that I had penetrated her as far as I could, I began to thrust faster and faster. The slickness of my cock increased my pleasure astronomically, and I began to moan and make unintelligible noises as I kept thrusting. She met all my thrusts, and I felt that I would cum at any second. Gloria stiffened and let out a deep sigh and I knew she had reached her climax, and I followed right after, feeling my warm cum surrounding my cock as I filled her up. Some of my jizz began to run down the insides of her thighs. I was so drained of energy that I leaned forward and lied my body on top of her back, my face buried in her silky, thick hair with all the luscious scents.

I came off her and we turned and faced each other, and she kissed me deeply, hungrily, looking for more. “You did just fine Josh, you were wonderful,” she said in a sweet whisper. “But I’m not through with you yet,” she said.

“You’re not?” I said surprised.

“No. Let me explain honey,” she said as she got up off the bed.

She was wearing just her open blouse, no bra, her red G-String was straightened out with the strap once again nestled between her butt cheeks, and her red skirt on the floor.

She stood in front of me as I sat on the bed. She lit two cigarettes and gave me one, taking a few seductive drags and looking at me in the eyes. Hers were half-closed as if in a trance. The cigarette was dangling from her lips, the smoke curling up her face. It was as if I was waiting for some kind of a show to begin.

Very slowly she hooked her thumb inside the front of her G-String and pulled it down. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. It was like some of my favorite online sites I enjoyed going to almost on a daily basis. I was in total shock and surprise – my eyes growing wide. Gloria had one of the largest cocks I had ever seen!

She saw my reaction and laughed. “What’s the matter Josh? Haven’t you ever seen a lady with a cock before??” she laughed teasingly. There was a moment of silence as she waited for some kind of a response from me. My mouth hung open.

“Gloria . . . I never, I mean . . . I just fucked you and I didn’t realize, I mean I never saw . . .”

“Oh of course you didn’t. I just tucked my balls away,” she said looking down at her small nuts, “While you were fucking me in my ‘bussy,’ or boy pussy.”

“You see Joshua, I selected you. I was actually kind of horny when I gave your class that assignment and I wanted to see if any of the students in your class would write about transgender women, or ‘shemales’ as I prefer to call myself. I transitioned when I just graduated college. Of course, I like having a cock and I stayed away from surgery. So you were the only one who not only read and reacted nicely to a transgender story, but you and I also share a smoking fetish. Like you I would imagine, I’ve had a smoking fetish combined with crossdressing since I was a teen. When I got older I realized I wanted to become the women I fantasized about. Does my story sound familiar? With you my dear . . . I landed a WHALE!”

I was still in shock, but the pieces all fit together now. She was purposely “mining the class” to see if anyone shared her sexual tastes, and she acted upon it.

“To tell you the truth Josh, I was surprised that you were the only one. Actually no, that’s not entirely true. One young man wrote about and loved a book about a married man who loved to crossdress and transition, but you were the only one with a smoking fetish.”

“But that’s not all Josh. You see, you’re special to me. You’re quite a handsome young man, and I guess I sort of fell for you tonight. You’re sweet, you’re polite and you didn’t turn tail and run out of the house when you saw my cock.” She slowly came towards me and ran the back of her fingers across my face.

“You also have, now don’t get insulted because I mean it as a compliment – feminine features – your hips, your slender build, and your very handsome face Josh. I think we could have a relationship, even though I’m a bit older. What do you think?”

I was flattered, very horny, and I had feelings for Gloria. She was also very clever the way she “roped me in.” I will admit I knew what was to come next.

“Josh, I think you would look very beautiful made up and dressed as a woman. Come on now, tell me. Did you ever ‘experiment’ as a teen with women’s clothing?”

“As a matter of fact I did – when my older sister Janet lived at home before she went away to college. I also stole cigarettes from her and kind of gave in to my fetish.” I said this without any sort of embarrassment.

“Oh see! So did I,” Gloria said happily. “You know Josh, we’re more alike than I thought. So after reading your analysis of your story I said to myself, this guy has to be just like me! Well, you can only imagine how excited I got!”

“Yes, I can see that Gloria.”

“So Joshua,” she said in a very low seductive voice, “Do you think you might want to wear some of my clothing and try it out again? You know, just for fun? I’m looking for a partner to be honest, and I really think you’d be perfect.”

I had to think about this and what it meant. I wanted Gloria badly, and if I could only have her by putting on some articles of her clothing which I would enjoy tremendously, I thought, why not?

“Okay Gloria, sure. I’ll do it.”

“Really!? Oh, that’s so wonderful Josh. We’re going to have so much fun. Now when can you come over again?”

“How about next weekend, like now?”

She smiled at me with that evil looking grin of hers. “It’s a date,” she said.
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That next week in class I had a bit of trouble hiding my emotions from Gloria, or rather “Professor Warren” in class. I listened to the other guys make up stories about how hot she was, especially after that last assignment about the erotica stories. They all wondered what kind of kinky sex she enjoyed and all of that stuff. I smiled to myself, because only I knew the truth and it was crazier than any of them could ever imagine – I was sure of that.

Finally Saturday rolled around and my parents asked me if I was going on a date with “the girl you saw last week.” I saw no reason to lie or be sneaky about it, so I answered truthfully and said “Yes.” No big deal. My parents were cool that way – they didn’t pry.

When I rang Gloria’s bell, she was wearing lots of makeup like last week and this time she wore a short denim skirt with her signature long-sleeved cotton blouse that I found so sexy. Like last week, she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath, and her tits were in a high state of arousal, poking through the material.

“Well hi Josh! I’m so glad you could come. I’ve been jerking myself off to you, and sticking a dildo up my bussy all week thinking about you. You drive me crazy,” and she cupped my face in her hands smelling like smoke and kissed me long and hard on the lips, and moaning through it.

“Yeah, I’ve had trouble in class keeping it together when I was there you know.”

“You poor dear. I can only imagine. No worries – you’re here now.”

“You know Gloria, I told my parents I might not be coming home tonight.”

“Well that was clever of you, because to tell you the truth, I have no intention of letting you go anywhere tonight except upstairs to my bedroom. Now, let’s have a glass of wine and a cigarette first in the kitchen, and you can tell me about your week.”

That’s one thing about Gloria that I grew to love – she cared, and conversation came easily. So she poured and we sat, talked and drank. We each had a second glass, and I was feeling very mellow. She led the way upstairs and I was shocked when I saw her bed. On top of it were clothes laid out, apparently all in my size. She saw me looking intently at everything, especially the black satin G-String panties and the bra.

“So you can see how special you are to me Josh. I went shopping for you. I figured out your size – I’m very good at that. I think these things appeal to you, no?”

There was also a long, auburn-haired wig with the top of it styled, and it looked like it would go down to the middle of my back when I wore it. I almost fell over when I saw a short, sleeveless, one-piece green satin dress with a nice low-cut. On the side of the bed was a makeup case. It was all mine.

“So what do you say Josh, or should I say ‘Jaclyn?’”

I never gave much thought to a female name before although all the crossdressers on my sites had female names. “Jaclyn sounds nice Gloria. I like it.”

“Great, come here.”

I walked towards her, and she threw her arms around me and gave me a long kiss on the lips, winding her tongue deeply inside me. Every time she did that it ignited a sort of magic inside me. I loved it.

“Now, get undressed and I’ll take you into the bathroom and shave you – all of you.”

I was hard as a rock and when she lit a cigarette, striking a seductive pose, I got even harder if such a thing was possible, which it was.

I said nothing because I knew I would go “all the way” here.

She ran the tub, and I stepped into the warm water, and she took out a can of shaving cream and a disposable pink razor and went to work. After “the usual” parts, when she held my balls with her long fingernails, I thought I might cum right there, but she was good – really good about that. I stepped out of the tub and dried myself off with a long, white bath towel. She took me by the hand, smiling her way into the bedroom.

Jaclyn, I’m going to make you so beautiful you won’t recognize yourself. Now get dressed – slowly so you can enjoy yourself. I want you to really get the feeling of the clothes going on you. It’s really very stimulating the first time you do it. Those times you did it as a teen were just practice dear – this is the real thing.”

She was right. I placed the black G-String on the floor and slowly stepped into each side and pulled it up my hairless legs. It was an indescribable sensation that sent chills through my body as the satin rubbed my skin. The pouch fit a bit loosely around my junk and the feel was electrifying. I rubbed my bare cock on the satin material with my eyes closed, imagining how good it felt when I fucked her last week.

“Ah Ah . . . careful Jaclyn . . . I don’t want you coming on your new stuff! Now, slip the bra on.”

The bra had a satin/elastic band around it and had firm laced cups. I placed it over my head, and I moved it around, adjusting it. I loved the feel on my bare back and chest. It pulled the skin of my chest together giving me the illusion of cleavage. Why didn’t I keep doing this after my sister moved out somehow? My mind was taking me to crazy places – like walking into a store like “Victoria’s Secret” and say I was buying some clothes for my girlfriend. I was grinning as that thought crossed my mind.

I placed on the green satin dress with relish. Emerald green was my favorite color. After I put everything on, she sat next to me on the bed and took out her makeup case and went to work on my face. Gloria was a pro. She made me into an auburn-haired version of herself, with thick mascara and used eyebrow pencil and eyeliner to fill in spaces that were lacking. The lip gloss and lip liner were a deep red. After her masterpiece was complete she lit cigarettes for both of us and said to me to go look in the mirror.

I stood up and walked over to the long mirror that hung on the back of her door. I was in shock at the reflection that looked back at me – I really wanted to fuck myself. The dress fitted me perfectly, and it was then I realized my hips had a natural curve to them. Perhaps I was meant to be a girl after all. I was as hard as a rock, leaking pre cum into the G-String pouch and I twirled the cigarette between my lips, coating the white filter and doing a nice French inhale. Gloria was smiling and laughing.

“Oh my,” she said. “I think she likes it! So what do you think Jaclyn?”

“Gloria you’re incredible.”

“So, do you look like the smoky teenage slut of your dreams dear?”

“Oh yeah! This is better than anything I ever imagined.”

“No it isn’t – I have something that you’ve never imagined! Come here,” she said, and walked in front of me and locked me in a big smoky kiss. The front of her blouse was open, and her tits were sharp and digging into my chest through my blouse.

She held me around the waist and hugged me close. “You look good enough to fuck right now Jaclyn,” she said. “Get on the bed.”

I got on the bed on my knees facing the front. “I’ll take good care of you honey, don’t worry – I’m going to blow your little sissy slut whore mind!”

She got behind me and threw the hem of the dress up over my back and moved the strap of the G-String around to the side of my butt cheek. She had a tube of K-Y Jelly which she got out of her night table; just like I had used on her last week. “This is so much better than spit Jaclyn. Spit is for whores who fuck in bathroom stalls.” I tried wrapping my head around that one. I loved the cool, wet jelly as it went over my ass and all the way down my taint. Then she rubbed some of it into her large girl cock.

I wasn’t ready for what came next – she placed her index finger inside my cherry asshole, or “bussy,” and I stiffened. It was painful at first as she stretched me, but as she rubbed her finger inside me more and more, I began to relax until it felt really good. I was actually dying for her, and a voice came out of me: “I want your cock inside me badly Gloria, please!!!”

She laughed, and pulled the dress up me farther, and rubbed her silky hair back and forth over my bare back. Then she spread my butt cheeks apart and placed the tip of her cock on top of my cherry. I felt her firm, fleshy head touch me and pull away – like a tease. I couldn’t take it, and I backed up on her and her tip went inside me, and I hissed – it was pain mixed with an increasing sense of pleasure.

My fists grabbed her bed sheets as she went farther inside me, in and out slowly at first, and then faster and faster. It was the most incredible pleasure I ever had. Being a virgin I had nothing to compare it to, but I trusted Gloria when she said it was better than a pussy. She was deep in me now going faster and faster. My head was spinning, and I felt a deep orgasm welling up from inside me and I wasn’t even touching myself. Gloria told me not to. She told me to trust her, and I did.

Gloria was moaning and digging her nails into my flesh, going faster and faster, her thighs glistening with sweat as they kept pumping me harder and harder.

“GLORIAICAN’TTAKE THIS ANYMORE!!! I screamed out quickly and shot out a huge wad of cum onto her bed sheets, my cock coming out of the pouch of the G-String, spurting not once, but three times. My head was swimming. It was my first “sissygasm.”

Gloria let out a high-pitched scream and soon I felt the wet warmth of her cum filling me up inside; so much so that it trickled out of my bussy and trailed down the insides of my thighs. But Gloria kept thrusting, and moaning. “Oh FUCK – JACLYN!” and she came again, adding to the load already inside me.

Gloria was spent, and I, surprisingly was still hard. I could easily go again. She came out of me and lied her head on my lower back, kissing me up and down. She turned me around, and we were both on our knees facing each other, kissing deeply, wordlessly.

“Jaclyn, you’re terrific. I’ve never had anyone like you before. I think I’ve created a monster,” and she laughed. “What do you think? Would you like to be a real shemale, smoky slut? Like all of your fantasies?”

“Yes I would Gloria, but only if you’re part of it.”

“Jaclyn I would love to be part of it, of your new life. Let me take you places you’ve only ever dreamed about. If you like, you can transition like me. I know a doctor who can start you on HRT. I love having a cock, and I think you do too.”

“Yeah, that would be nice. We could go out like a couple Gloria.”

“Yes! We could take trips and be together, and I could make all your dreams come true. Jaclyn, I have a confession to make.”

“Oh, and what’s that?”

“I made this assignment wondering if I would find a soulmate through it, and I think I did.” She stopped and thought, looking at me smiling. “You know Jaclyn, maybe I should write about us. Our story is so much better than any of those romance novels I write.”

“Well I’m glad I could be your muse, Professor Warren.” She laughed.

I thought about that, realizing now how her simple confession and analysis of my desires led me to her. I remembered something another professor had told me a few years ago: Be careful about the fiction you write about. It could come true.
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One

ANOTHER DAY AS A “SPECTATOR.” I’m a junior at a four-year college and I commute as opposed to living in the dorm. I like it that way because I get much more privacy at home in my own room than I ever would in a dorm. You see, I have certain “pursuits” shall we say, which if discovered would be terribly embarrassing. I’m twenty-one years old and my sex life is, in a nutshell – complicated. Firstly, it’s non-existent, and secondly I’m a virgin. I’ve never been with another man either. I get excited when I see very hot looking women, especially ones with huge cleavage and tits poking out through cotton blouses like pencil points. I love it when they have long, luscious hair and wear tons of makeup. Beneath all that, the things they wear underneath excite me too – G-Strings, panties of all kinds, especially satin ones, laced bras and pantyhose.

Sure you say. Lots of guys are turned on by that, so what’s the big deal. The big deal is . . . I fantasize about wearing them. I have a host of transgender videos I love to watch on different online sites and YOUTUBE. There’s something about “chicks with dicks” that’s a real turn on for me.

My big secret is that all of those videos watching women and especially transgender women engaging in various activities and still maintaining the male plumbing, turns me on so much it’s sick. So, I’m dying to experiment with cross dressing, and experiencing women or transgender women from that perspective. Yup, you could say that I’m not comfortable in my own skin. I’m not interested in guys when they dress like guys. I prefer guys when they dress like girls.

Now I have an older sister who’s a few years older than me and she moved out of the house when she graduated college. When she lived at home and I was about fourteen, I used to sneak into her room and go right for her dresser drawers where she kept her stuff, and I would strip off my pants and boxers and try on a pair of her satin boxer panties. I loved the soft feel of them as they went up my smooth legs and then settled around my junk giving me total bliss. Since she moved out I’ve had to do without that, and I’ve tried to “play the game” with girls for appearances sake mostly. I thought I’d be the luckiest guy on earth if I could someday get married and find a wife who liked to “play along” with these “urges” of mine.

I’ve always been shy around girls. Conversation was never easy for me as I’m kind of a loner and some might say a nerd. I’m a physics major and I wear thick, black framed glasses, have a skinny build, and I don’t quite stand six feet tall. So I’m not a “hunk” that turns girls crazy and makes them want to rip my clothes off. My best friends in school, Rob and Harry live together as roommates in a dorm on campus and they’re always begging me to go out with them to a bar or a campus party. Sometimes I go and I watch them, effortlessly it seems, go up to strange girls and ask them to dance or go out on dates. I think they secretly wonder about me, but they’ve never confronted me or gotten into deep discussions about my sexual preferences.

One afternoon between classes I felt hungry which is something that never happens – I usually skip lunch. So I went to the campus food court and ordered a burger and fries. A few tables away a girl sat down at a table, also alone, with a tray of food. She had a laptop out and was working while she ate. She was striking and something about her turned me on, and I became hard right away. Maybe it was the way her long, smooth legs looked under the short, faded denim skirt she wore. She had a black leather jacket on with an “Indian Motorcycles” insignia on the back. It looked like it had seen a lot of wear. There was a biker sorority on campus, and I was guessing she belonged to that.

Her hair was long, and auburn with deep dirty blondish highlights that glistened in the sunlight, and wore what I would call goth makeup – black lipstick, heavy mascara with thick eyelashes, and short, black lacquered fingernails. She had these fingerless leather gloves on to complete the biker/goth look. Normally, I would feel intimidated by a girl like that - or any girl for that matter. I realized I was staring, and quickly placed my head down and ate my lunch. I took a textbook out of my bag and opened it just for show because I was caught up on all my work.

I watched as she finished her lunch when she did something that really turned me on – she reached into her black knapsack and took out a pack of long, all-white “ladies” cigarettes and nonchalantly lit up, holding it effeminately towards the end of the white filter, as blue smoke curled out of her nose and mouth. See, I’ve got a bit of a “smoking fetish” for beautiful women who smoked, and had one since before I put my sister’s panties on. I didn’t smoke myself; occasionally just a joint once in a while with Doug and Harry. Now I was full on staring at her, but she seemed not to take any notice. When she finished her smoke she gathered up her things and got up from the table and walked away. She left me with a cock that was as hard as a rock.

After my last class I went to the library to get an hour of studying done. I couldn’t concentrate, my mind on the mysterious biker girl,  and thought I’d be better off studying at home, but first I wanted to hang out with Harry and Doug at their dorm.

“There he is!” Harry shouted as if he hadn’t seen me in years. “So, you find any hot babes in the library Simon?” He was laughing.

“No, not really. I couldn’t study though.”

Harry was lying on his bed with some “girly magazine” opened up, flipping through the pages, and Doug, who was sitting at his desk turned around looking at me and smiling. “What are you saying Simon – you couldn’t study? That’s like saying an eagle can’t fly! What’s up with that dude?”

My face turned red, and I didn’t answer them. I just took a seat on the edge of Doug’s bed. The two of them exchanged glances.

“Come on, share it with us. What’s bothering you?” Harry asked, this time with a serious tone.

“I, I can’t explain it . . .”

“Oh I know,” Doug said. “Simon here looks like he met someone!”

Harry whistled. “Really Simon? Is that it? Come on man, out with it. Is it a  . . . girl?” Both of them tried to stifle laughter.

“Not exactly,” I said truthfully – “I didn’t ‘meet’ someone.”

“Then what?” Doug asked.

I took a deep breath and sighed. “I was having lunch in the food court today, which I never do, and I saw this hot looking girl sitting at a table alone, and I felt myself drawn to her.”

“Really,” Harry said. “So did you at least talk her up? I mean both of you were sitting alone. Rule sixty-one of Harry’s scoring with girls manual says you should always join a hot looking girl at her table if she’s sitting alone.

“She looked kind of intimidating. I think she was a member of that biker sorority on campus.”

“Oh! That explains it,” Doug said with the authority of an expert. “These birds even intimidate Cool-Hand Harry here.”

“Yeah, he’s right Simon,” Harry said. “But if you felt attracted to her, the least you could have done was to say “Hi, mind if I join you?” the worst thing that could happen would be that she’d say ‘no.’”

“Well I didn’t, and that’s that.”

“Come on man, be honest with us,” Doug said. “Since the time we’ve been hanging around together – since freshman orientation, we’ve never heard you talk about any girls.” Doug immediately stopped himself from saying anything else because he thought he’d hurt my feelings.

“Well, I’m NOT GAY, okay,” I said, reading what they may have always thought. “ I’m just shy. Look at me. Do I look like a stud to you?” I said as I looked down my body, moving my hands down my length.

“Hey buddy, no one said you’re ‘gay,’ and even if you were, you’re still our friend and we would never make a deal about that,” Doug said, with adamant sincerity.

Harry got off his bed and walked over to his desk where he picked up a flyer. “Hey guys, look what I found in the hall downstairs. I took it off the wall.” Harry held it up to show us.

“The biker sorority is throwing a Halloween masquerade party. All are invited and costumes are mandatory. Why don’t we go? It’ll be fun. You know the reputation they have for throwing parties. They’re SICK!”

“Yeah, sounds good. We have three weeks. Why don’t you come Simon? Maybe your lady friend will be there.” Doug said.

“Hey, she’s not ‘my lady friend,’ and besides, I don’t know if I wanna go.”

“There he goes again. Listen Simon, you’re a junior – and a virgin I might add. You wanna go through your entire college experience without even getting any?” Harry said. That made me think. What would be the harm in going? The girl from the food court might even be there. So I told them I’d think about it and that was that.

❤️❤️❤️


Two

THE NEXT DAY I BROKE MY RULE AGAIN about not having lunch and I went to the food court at the same time as yesterday. I got myself a burger and fries again and took out the same textbook. This time I did have studying to do, so I busied myself in eating and reading, and sure enough, like clockwork, the biker girl took a seat. She looked just as awesome as yesterday. She walked by my table, and I caught a whiff of a jasmine perfume and stale smoke. My cock was breaking through my jeans as she took her seat after buying coffee from the STARBUCKS.

My mind was going in all sorts of fantastic places when my reverie was broken by “Look who’s here!” It was Doug beside Harry, and they took a seat at my table.

“So what’s up dude?” Doug said.

“Nothing. It’s a beautiful day and I thought I’d sit outside and catch up a bit.”

“Is she here?” Harry asked, an exaggerated hopefulness on his face.

“No, she isn’t.” I lied.

“Too bad. We could have given you our expert opinions,” Doug said.

“Come on Doug, let’s go to Pancho’s. I’m in the mood for hot chilli and an enchilada,” Harry said.

“Okay, I’m in – you’re buying. I’m a little ‘light’ this week,” Doug said.

Now I had a chance to stare again. I noticed the curves of a perfect figure underneath the same denim skirt and leather jacket. This time she was carrying a motorcycle helmet. I shuddered thinking that would give her away to the guys. Her head was down at her laptop, and she never looked in my direction.

Harry and Doug came back, and Doug held his tray precariously with one hand and pulled his chair out. The chair got stuck on something and the next thing I knew, I had hot chilli and an enchilada falling all over my pants and jacket, plus a large diet soda. “AWWW FUCK! YOU GUYS! WHAT THE FUCK!!” I screamed out, and all heads in the food court, including the biker girl were looking at me. The reactions were surprise and sympathy. Doug’s eyeballs were popping out of his head as he threw his tray down and ran into the store for paper towels and water.

I stood up to assess the full extent of the damages – EVERYTHING had chilli all over it, plus all the trimmings and sauce. I quicky realized it was an accident. Fortunately my burger was untouched. Doug ran back to our table carrying a regular dish towel from the chilli place, and some paper towels, and handed it to me. More profuse “sorries” followed from both of my friends. When  I looked up, the biker girl was gone. Great, I thought. Now she knows I’m a complete loser. I think that made me more upset then the actual accident.

After I did the best job of cleanup I could do at the table, I excused myself and went to the restroom area. Inside I found plenty of paper towels and dried myself off as best I could until the start of my last class. When I walked outside into the vestibule I got the surprise of my life. Leaning against the wall on her shoulder, with her legs crossed, and carrying her red motorcycle helmet was the biker girl. She had knee-high scuffed black, flat-heeled boots on with a black buckled leather strap running across the instep. The sunlight illuminated her, and up close, she looked stunning. She was smiling and looking right at me. Her bright green eyes showed a friendliness, and her slim lips were curled up into a smile.

I was speechless and I must have looked like a dummy with my mouth hanging open. “Hello,” she said, laughing. “I can see you much better now without looking like the lunch special from Pancho’s.”

Her sense of humor caught me off guard and I laughed. “Yeah, I did the best I could, holding up the dirty dish towel.”

“I’m impressed by your coolness under fire,” she said. “Most guys would be hopping mad and make a big scene, but you were very calm about it. I don’t think I could have been like that. Oh, my name’s Lorraine.”

“Hi, I’m Simon.”

“Nice to meet you Simon.”

I shook my head, at a loss of what to say next, but she smoothly took the lead, reading my mind. “I don’t usually stalk guys who use the men’s room, but I couldn’t help noticing you staring at me out there yesterday ; today as well. So I thought I’d initiate contact and see what you’re all about.”

What was I about? That she was HOT? That I had a smoking fetish she seemed to excite. My cock was getting hard just looking at her now, and I shifted uncomfortably to hide it. I might as well be truthful with her; she seemed very insightful, and I knew she could see through bullshit.

“What I’m about? Nothing really. I mean, I thought you were an interesting girl.” Just as I said that I regretted it. She looked much older than a typical student.

“Interesting? How?”

The sun shining on her beautiful, hypnotizing face was like giving me a dose of truth serum. “I don’t see many beautiful, striking girls like you around here.”

She smiled radiantly. “Well I can see you’re honest. I wouldn’t say that I am what you say I am, but thanks for the compliment. You know I was kinda hoping that I’d run into you here today. I thought about you yesterday, and I think you’re kind of cute.”

“Cute? Me? I always thought of myself as kind of a nerd,” pointing to my Coke bottle eyeglasses and plain clothing.

“To me you are. You seem secure in your own skin, you know? No pretenses like most of the idiot guys on this campus.” That was the last thing I thought she would say. I was anything but secure.

“Thanks for the nice words. Uh, maybe you’d like to go out sometime?” Now I felt like a hopeless nerd. I was anything but confident.

“I’d like that Simon. Do you live on campus?”

“No, I live at home nearby with my parents, about thirty minutes from the campus.”

“Oh I see. What year are you?”

“I’m a junior, and you Lorraine?”

She laughed. “I might not look it, but I’m a sophomore. I took some years off after high school before going off to college.”

“Umm, I should be getting back to my friends. I’d really like to see you again.”

“Sure. We wouldn’t want to give your pals any ideas now would we? I have late classes today. Tomorrow I’m free at one o’clock.” She looked down at her helmet. “Why don’t we see each other tomorrow and I’ll take you for a ride on my cycle. You ever ridden before?”

“No, I never did. It might be fun.”

“Oh trust me. There’s nothing like it! I live in what everyone calls ‘the biker sorority’ here on campus. What time are you free tomorrow?”

“I finish at eleven o’clock. Why don’t I swing by when you’re done?”

“I have a better idea Simon. Why don’t we meet here tomorrow after my class, and we’ll take a ride after that?”

“Hey that’s great!”

“Here Simon, take out your phone number and I’ll text you my number.”

“I left it at the table,” I said, suddenly aware that my friends would be full of questions if I showed up with Lorraine. I looked confused. But Lorraine was right on the spot.

“I get it. You don’t want your friends asking questions, so give me your number and I’ll text you.”

“Okay, and I’ll see you here tomorrow.”

So I gave Lorraine my number and then she blew me away. She leaned in and gave me a kiss on my cheek, smiled at me and left. I walked back, no – I floated back to the table and Harry and Doug were still there.

“So who is Lorraine, Simon?” Harry said pointing to the new text message which showed up as a banner on my iPhone.

“No one, just a friend,” I said.

Doug’s face brightened with a realization. “The biker girl! How’d you do it Simon?”

No point in being dishonest. “Well, she saw what happened with the chilli, and I met her outside the restroom, and we got talking. As a matter of fact, she does belong to the biker sorority and we’re seeing each other tomorrow. She wants to take me for a ride on her motorcycle tomorrow afternoon.”

Harry and Doug looked at each other, Harry whistled, and then they both looked at me like I was some sort of extraterrestrial life form.

“Oh NO WAY!” Doug said. “Why was she waiting for you outside the men’s room??”

“She was sitting at that table and saw the whole thing, and was wondering if I was okay.” Then I became embarrassed. “She noticed me checking her out yesterday and today, that’s all.”

“You mean she was here, and you didn’t tell us dude? What’s up with that?” Harry asked, almost sounding offended.

“Well if Doug here hadn’t dumped his lunch on me, then maybe I would have said something!” I said.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

I GOT TO THE FOOD COURT A LITTLE EARLY THE NEXT DAY and the weather was great – not too windy and perfect sunshine – perfect riding weather. I wore a padded windbreaker and worn blue jeans. I left my book bag in my car on the campus parking lot. Then I spotted Lorraine. This time she was wearing worn blue jeans like mine, with her buckled boots, jeans tucked inside, and leather jacket. Her shiny, thick auburn hair was flowing freely down the front, and she had an infectious smile as she approached me that almost knocked me out of my chair. She leaned in and this time she kissed me right on the lips and gave me a little tongue which almost set my pants on fire.

“Well hi!” I said when she broke off. “What did I do to deserve that.?” She gripped my chin in her fingerless leather gloved hand, her face making a semi-serious expression.

“Like I said, I think you’re cute.” She had no helmet with her this time. “I think I’ll get a chicken salad. What do you want Simon? I’m buying.”

“You don’t have to,” I said.

“No I insist.”

“Okay, I’ll get the same.” The last thing I wanted was anything greasy in my belly when I hopped on a motorcycle the first time.

“Hey Simon?”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t spill anything on yourself, okay?” she said laughing.

“Sure. I’ll try not to.”

She turned and walked away.

I was smitten; more like hit by a truck. I watched her hips wiggle as she went to the store. This was the first time I had any girl even remotely interested in me, much less any girl like Lorraine.

We ate and talked some more. Surprisingly, Lorraine wasn’t seeing anyone. No guy here even peaked her interest, and her sorority thew lots of parties. I tried to steer the conversation away from me, but she kept coming back to an “amazement” that I wasn’t dating. My ego got more of a boost than I could ever remember.

“Okay Simon let’s go. Prepare to get blown away.” She saw me stop in my tracks and pulled me closer, holding my hand and getting right in my face. “Don’t worry. I take care of my passengers very well.” She softly kissed me on the cheek, and we left to go the parking lot.

Her bike was hard to miss. It was a bright red Indian Chieftain Sport, brand new and must have cost a pretty penny. I was staring with my mouth open. There were two bright red helmets chained to the bike.

“Well, what do you think?” she said proudly of her machine.

“I think I’m in for a helluva ride, that’s what!”

“Oh you’re not kidding! Well hop on.” She took her place first with a well-practiced grace. She handed me her backpack to put on before I got on.

“Okay, now, get yourself comfortable and put your arms around my middle,” she said smiling and looking back at me.

We put our helmets on, and the thing was heavy. I needed to exercise my neck more. She started the engine with a pretty loud rumble, and I couldn’t hear anything. My arms wrapped around her leather jacket, and I joined my hands just below her breasts, so the tops of my clenched hands were hitting them. My face was inches away from her long hair sticking out the back of her helmet. I could smell her sweet scented perfume mixing with the smell of cigarette smoke, and I was so fucking hard and turned on.

My feet were steady on the foot rests, and we took off. The wind blew her hair on the sides of my face, and it felt as if I was being rubbed by silk. The ride was very smooth and when she made turns, it seemed like a miracle to me the bike didn’t tip over. We went through the sleepy side streets of the college town and then got on the entrance ramp of the Interstate. I held onto Lorraine for dear life as she accelerated to highway speed (or faster) in just a few seconds. I was totally dependent on her for my very life – and I liked it.

It was like we were flying just over the pavement and the beautiful fall foliage presented itself magnificently on both sides of the highway in the brilliant mid afternoon sunshine. This had to be the best day of my life. My hands worked their way up to her breasts – it was totally unintentional, and sensual at the same time. She didn’t pull over and say “Hey! Take your fucking hands off my breasts.” She didn’t react at all. Maybe this was what all back riders did. We drove for maybe thirty minutes, and she pulled off an exit to a rest area that opened up into a park with a meadow and a distant tree line. No one else was there and we had the whole place to ourselves.

She parked in one of the marked spaces and she locked our helmets to the bike. She smiled, took off her helmet, and shook her hair out, then took my hand and leaned in and softly kissed my lips, sending her tongue inside my mouth just for a second – like a tease.

“So how did you like your first motorcycle ride Simon?” she said as she slowly broke off, caressing my cheek with a gloved hand.

“I loved it. I’ve never done anything like that before. It was kind of like a roller coaster at first until I got used to it.”

She laughed and said, “Well you’re lucky there were no steep hills. Otherwise I would have heard you scream!”

“I guess I should consider myself lucky then.”

We both left and she took my hand. “Look over there,” she was pointing to a small, flat clearing with trees surrounding it. “I brought a blanket and some fruit, since I figured you ate already.”

“Yes I did, that’s great. Let’s go.”

She intertwined her leather-covered arm with mine, our fingers interlocked, and we made our way to spot hidden by the trees from the parking lot.

“This looks like a good spot,” she said with a deep, sensuous voice. I took her knapsack off and handed it to her. Lorraine placed it on the grass, bent over and opened it. I couldn’t help noticing her wide, curvy hips. Maybe I was staring too long because she picked her head up and gave me a knowing grin.

So we both sat down and just looked around at all the beautiful trees, and watched as a deer walked slowly between the trees on the other side.

“Oh look Simon! Isn’t that cute?” It looked like a baby doe with white spots on it’s reddish brown fur. The mother couldn’t be far behind.

“Yeah, well, this is nature.”

“Well you know that in nature animals fuck, just like people do,” she said with a serious expression on her face. I didn’t expect to hear that and then we both laughed at the same time.

“I’m trying to figure you out Simon.”

“Oh really? In what way?” I said slightly defensively.

“Well I said I think that you’re cute. But also there’s something about you, like, I don’t know – maybe you’re a bit defensive. Like maybe you’re afraid of getting your heart broken.”

I laughed. “Why would you say that? We just met.”

“I don’t know. Now please don’t take this the wrong way Simon, but have you ever had a girlfriend before?”

She was after all, right. “Does it show? No, I never really dated anyone . . . much before. Like maybe two, three dates, tops.”

“Oh okay. So you’re a virgin then?”

I took a deep breath. Here it comes – the discovery and then the ride back to campus.

“I suppose I am. Well look at me,” I said, sounding sorry for myself.

“Oh I get it. You’re the academic type and say to yourself, now what girl would be interested in me?”

“I guess. I mean I live at home cause I live close by, and I do study a lot and don’t really socialize – with girls I mean.”

“Well you shouldn’t feel that way. I like you. Aside from being cute, I think you’re kind of handsome with your dark hair, deep brown eyes . . .”

“ . . . and macho man athletic build??” I interjected quickly. “Wait I know. You dig guys with thick glasses who are, say, physics majors.”

“Oh, is that what you are?”

“Yes, and I have a four point 0 index.”

“Wow, I knew you were a brain – that’s cool. I like that type; you know, brainy, deep thinker,” she said, smiling. “Take your glasses off.”

I didn’t mind because I was near-sighted. My glasses were heavy, and they made marks on my nose. Not one of my proudest physical features. “And what’s your major?” I asked.

“I’m not really sure, but I like government and maybe criminal justice. Maybe I might become a lawyer.”

“Now that is something I can’t see you doing.”

“Why. Because I like to ride a bike and dress in leather and look tough?” Well, she did look tough. But I never would have taken her for a pre law student.

“Yeah, I guess so.”

“Bikers can be smart too you know. Remember I told you I took a couple years off after high school?”

“Yes I remember.”

“Well, I’m twenty-five and I was a US Marine for five years. I did two tours in Afghanistan.”

“Really!” Now that surprised me.

“Yeah, I was a canine handler. I did some pretty dangerous missions with spec ops. You know, sniffing out explosives and Taliban.”

“Wow Lorraine, I’m impressed.”

“Look here,” she said and took off her leather jacket. She showed me a USMC tattoo on her right arm below the shoulder. On her left arm she had the letters of the Roman Legion “SPQR.”

“So you dig military girls with tats?” She asked playfully.

“Wow, yeah. I respect you. That’s really something to be proud of.”

I guess so. I suppose I’m a rarity. Especially on this campus. But out of everything I really miss my dog. It was painful when I mustered out and Roscoe stayed behind. He was a German Shepherd, and I trained him since he was a puppy. I owe my life to him – several times,” she said wistfully, her eyes going to another place and time. “Someday I’ll tell you my stories. I have a lot, but some I can’t really talk about yet.”

“Oh I understand. I’ll listen anytime you want to talk.”

“Now that’s sweet. Thank you Simon.”

“The new handler sends me pictures from time to time. He’s in Kuwait now.” There was a bit of silence as I processed this information. Lorraine put her jacket on again because it was kind of chilly even in the sunshine.

“You look good without your glasses Simon. You should get contacts.”

“Humm. Maybe I will – just for you.”

“I’d be really comfortable talking to you Simon. You’re sweet,” she said and leaned into me, placing her arms around my shoulders and kissed me hard on the lips, her tongue going the deepest into my mouth it ever did. My cock was pulsing in my jeans, and I think she knew it because she placed her hand on my crotch and started rubbing it. I felt a drop of pre cum leak into my briefs.

The kissing and touching became more intense, and she fumbled with my belt buckle and pulled the zipper of my jeans down. She lied me down on the blanket and got on top of me, kissing and licking my face and eyes. This was the farthest I’d gotten with any girl, although I liked the videos that did a lot more.

Then she moved down me and slid between my legs which she moved apart. She pulled my jeans and my boxers down to just above my knees. “Hey, aren’t you afraid someone’s gonna break in on us!?” After I said it I realized how stupid I must have sounded.

“Hey,” she said softly, looking down at me. “You’re with a US Marine, remember?”

“Former,” I said.

She pinched my cheek. “Once a Marine, ALWAYS a Marine!” and she laughed.

My cock was pointing at the sky and without skipping a beat, she kissed the head of it with her black-glossed lips which sent a tingle down my body. Then she stuck her tongue out on the tip, and held my cock with the fingers of her gloved hand. It worked its way around the head in a circle, and I dripped out some pre cum which she licked with her tongue. “Umm, you taste great Simon. I’m loving it baby.”

She slowly slid my cock into her mouth, and I watched her with my head resting on her backpack. Her eyes looked into mine as her lips made a tight seal and slowly went up and down my shaft. It felt like silk and her tongue was rubbing the soft underside of my cock. This woman was a pro. Soon my cock was glistening wet, and she made sucking noises as she continued. She lifted up my shirt and grabbed her hair and went over my bare tummy like a whisk broom, greatly adding to my arousal. I lifted my hips up and got into a rhythm with her. Then her eyes looked down and she began rubbing her crotch on top of my thigh as she continued sucking.

Lorraine went faster and faster and I was close to losing my fucking mind. I closed my eyes and arched my neck back. She was moaning through the sucking and going faster and faster. Suddenly I gasped and shot a huge load of warm, thick cum into her mouth. I must have squirted at least three times. As I was still shooting my load, she pulled off me and held my cock in her hand and purposely got my jizz all over her face. She looked at me with misty eyes and there was my white cum dripping off her chin, her cheeks, and dripping down the sides of her lips. She squeezed my cock, and more cum came out. Now she put her mouth back on me and licked me clean. The sight of Lorraine with my cum all over her face was incredible. I was living my own secret fantasy, but I think Lorraine, as insightful as she was, discovered this.

After her face was cum-free, we kissed deeply, and I tasted myself from her mouth. A bit of my own jizz leaked down onto my chin, and she licked that off me. My mind was totally blown, and I had discovered something I really enjoyed; the sweet/salty taste of my own cum. She did too, obviously.

“Wow Simon, I think I’ve found a new hobby.”

“You totally blew me away Lorraine – no pun intended,” and we both laughed.

She kissed my face over and over again. “See,” she said. “I didn’t leave you sticky, did I?”

I laughed. “No you certainly didn’t.”

She rolled off me and reached for her backpack under my head and took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and let one hang out the corner of her mouth. I was mesmerized by the sight, and I became embarrassed as we both watched my cock grow bigger and bigger.

“Would you like one Simon?” She asked, smiling and holding the pack out to me.

“Yes I would, please.” This was feeding my fetish, and I got the feeling she knew.

“Somehow I thought you would,” she said as she pulled out a slim, silver butane lighter and lit herself up quickly, cupping her hands to the breeze, and then lit me up the same way. “Ohhh, I needed that. It’s the best after sex,” she said, taking a deep drag.

“I gotta ask you something sweetie,” as she did a very sexy French inhale, holding the cigarette very effeminately between her index and middle fingers. “Do women who smoke turn you on? Come on, nothing to be ashamed of. It’s more common than you think.” Of course she had no idea about all the smoking fetish videos I watched at home.

I was still embarrassed, as my cock was pulsating up at the sky and I answered truthfully. “Yes it is a big turn-on for me.” Unconsciously I was holding the cigarette like Lorraine was – between my index and middle fingers of my right hand, close to the end of the long, white filter.

“I see that. Well, I’m always glad to turn you on honey,” and she took a deep drag and kissed me, her smoke going into me and all over my face. “You know, smoky blow jobs are my specialty. We’ll have to do that next.”

I couldn’t wait. Just her saying that practically made me cum without even being touched. We ate some of the small apples she brought along, and just cuddled on the blanket. The sun was casting long shadows of the trees, and it was getting chilly.

“Tell you what my love,” she said. “Maybe it’s time we get going.” She looked around and told me, “You know, sometimes I like to ride up here and just think and meditate, especially when the weather gets warmer.”

“That sounds nice. It’s the perfect spot for that.”

So we stood up and Lorraine rolled up the blanket, and handed me her backpack to put on. “I’ll wear it if you want to drive,” she said laughing.

“No thanks,” I said laughing. “Maybe next time.”

So we got on the cycle, put our helmets on, finished our cigarettes and rode back to campus. I was a pro at being a back seater already and the ride back was even more pleasant, the fear element gone. My head was dug in like a tick to her back; her fragrant hair up against my nose. We pulled into the same parking spot, and I handed Lorraine her backpack and she still wore her helmet and carried mine. “Tell you what. I want you to come to the sorority house. I have my own room, and we can hang out. What are you doing this Saturday late afternoon, evening?”

“Well I have a big math exam on Monday so I gotta study during the day, but I can come over like five o’clock, take you to dinner in town and we can come back to your room. How’s that sound?”

“Oooh, it sounds delicious! Will I see you in the food court tomorrow about noon?”

“Sure, I’ll be there.”

“Great, I can’t wait,” and she put my helmet down and wrapped her arms around me and kissed me hard in the parking lot. People were walking by. A few of them smiled, but no one really cared.

“You know what? Why don’t you take this helmet? I don’t give rides to people – that is, except for you.”

“Nice! Thanks,” and I took the helmet, we kissed again, and I walked to my car and headed home.
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THE NEXT DAY FOUND ME HAVING BREAKFAST with Harry and Doug in their dorm’s cafeteria before our classes started. As I approached their table with my tray, Harry and Doug were looking at me as if I were some kind of science experiment. “Whoa! You look different Simon. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were in love,” Harry said.

“Cut it out guys, I just had one date with her.” They were looking at each other clearly amazed at the revelation.

“A date??” Harry asked. “What did you do, where did you go?”

“Lorraine gave me a ride on her motorcycle, and we went out into the countryside down the Interstate.”

“So now you’re a biker dude huh?” Doug said. “Really Simon, I’m proud of you. Why don’t you bring her around soon.”

“Maybe she’s got some friends you could introduce us to,” Harry said with great interest.

“You mentioned the Halloween masquerade at her sorority. I can tell her you’d like to go. Maybe then you can mingle and meet.”

“Great idea Simon. You’re finally coming out of your shell after two years!” Doug said.

“Proud of you dude,” Harry added. I really think they thought I was gay all along, and this clearly surprised them. The whole thing was a surprise to me too. But I felt incomplete. While I loved being with Lorraine and satisfying my fetish, there was one big part of that fetish that was left unfulfilled.

On Saturday I finished my studying and I shocked my parents by telling them that I had a date that evening. “Well good for you Simon,” my mom said. “You’ve never mentioned a girl before. Maybe you can bring her to the house sometime and we can meet her.”

“Mom come on. I’ve only dated her once. It’s too soon for anything like that.”

“Okay, okay. You’re right Simon. Play it cool. Don’t be too eager. Sometimes that turns girls off.” I didn’t tell my mom that it was Lorraine who was pursuing me.

I went to Lorraine’s sorority house and all their bikes were parked in a row in front of the house. But tonight I decided to use my car to take us out. We went to Enzo’s, a quaint little family-owned Italian place in town that was popular with the locals. It was somewhat pricey, so not too many students ate there. Lorraine shocked me by wearing a casual one piece dress that was very high up, affording me for the first time a good look at her beautiful smooth legs. She wore modest heels too. I put on my best casual too – a sports jacket and a turtleneck sweater. We talked a lot about this and that, and found we had a lot in common; a love for the LA Dodgers, and classical music, especially DeBussy.

Then we went back to the sorority house. The common room had some of the girls sitting around studying and talking. They all looked at Lorraine and me as we came in. A girl with gorgeous red hair and tattoos up and down her arms with a sleeveless denim vest and a denim skirt came up to us. “Hey Lorraine, aren’t you going to introduce me to your friend?” she asked with a lot of interest.

“Oh sure. Denise, this is my friend Simon. He’s really cool and I like him,” Lorraine said, looking at me proudly.

“Hi Simon. You live on campus?”

“No, actually I live close by at home with my parents.” I felt like a loser saying that, but Lorraine’s “pride” in being with me took that insecurity away quickly.

“C’mon handsome, let’s go to my place,” Lorraine said, smiling at Denise.

Denise whistled and said, “Okay you too, but just don’t do anything that I would do.”

“If that was what we did Denise, I’d say that Simon should leave now!” and both girls laughed. All eyes were on Lorraine and me as we went up the main  stairway in the center of the room.

“Don’t mind them Simon. They aren’t used to seeing me bringing any guys back here, that’s all. They know how choosy I am.”

Denise’s room was comfortable, with a throw rug, neat desk, and shelves over it with books and a couple of picture frames. One picture was of Lorraine and four other Marines, heavily armed in front of a Humvee. She saw me looking at it. But what really caught my attention was a Silver Star in a picture frame. I was more than impressed.

“Oh that,” she said. Someday I’ll tell you about it,” she said with a faraway voice. I knew better then to press. “The picture is me with part of my squad outside of Kandahar. The German Shepherd next to me is Roscoe.” I knew she missed her dog, and I was respectfully quiet.

She looked at me with a familiar hunger, and threw her arms around me and kissed me hard, her waist pressing into my hard cock. She reached down to my pants and began stroking it with her fingers. I was moaning for a change. Suddenly, she stopped what she was doing, and picked her dress up and over her head, and threw it over a chair. She was an absolute goddess, wearing black satin panty boxers, a black laced bra, sheer black nylon pantyhose, with straps that attached to a slim girdle over her panties. She reached on the floor and took out two cigarettes from her bag and lit them both up with her silver butane lighter. She took a drag from both and handed me one. She placed an ashtray on the bed.

“Sit on the bed sweetie,” she told me, patting the side of the bed. So I sat facing her as she unhooked her pantyhose from the girdle. She was staring at me and gave me a smile that said we’re gonna have a good time now! “Now pull those pants down honey and get naked for me.” So I undressed and was completely nude facing her and she jumped on my lap facing me. She was looking down at my cock and it was like it had it’s own pulse. It seemed to be going up and down by itself.

Her satin panties were just inches from my cock, and she ordered me – “I want you to rub your cock on my panties.”

So I took my hand that wasn’t holding the cigarette and grabbed my cock and stroked it on that silky goodness. I had a drop of pre cum leak out and make a dark stain on her panties. “Stroke me harder,” she commanded in a firm but soft voice. As I did so it felt great, but something wasn’t quite right. It felt like there was something underneath between her pussy and the material. My face registered ‘just a bit of curiosity’ and she looked at me and smiled. Then she suddenly stood up, facing me, and took a seductive drag.

Smiling, she hooked her thumb underneath the elastic front, and pulled her panties down. My face registered shock at what I saw, but I was highly aroused at the same time. She was my guide; my goddess and I was completely hers. It was the biggest cock I had ever seen. It was a monster and seemed to be so at odds with the beautiful woman standing before me.

“That’s right Simon – I’m a shemale, a ladyboy. I really hate the word ‘transgender’ don’t you? It’s like you’re in-between, nowhere. I hate it, and I’m anything but. What do you think? You don’t wanna get dressed and run out of the room?” Now she was laughing because she knew the answer.
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I WOULD DO ANYTHING BUT RUN OUT OF THE ROOM. This was my fantasy – a smoking, hot shemale. Just like all the videos I loved to watch. I  smiled and said, “Hell yeah I’m surprised Lorraine.” But then, like a confession which I suppose it was I told her. “But I’m also very excited. You are every fantasy of mine come true. I know that now. I could never see myself with another man as a man, you know? But a girl with a cock turns me on so much that it’s sick, so help me!”

She squealed with delight, stepped out of her panties and got back on my lap, her bare tits in my face. She placed a nipple between my lips, and I moved my tongue all around it, making her moan, and with one hand she rubbed her cock against mine. After a couple of minutes she had me completely under her spell. She got off my lap and stood in front of me and placed her cock gently against my lips; it was pointing up at the ceiling. I never imagined I would ever have a cock in my lips, yet here I was – doing the unexpected, but what I secretly craved all along. My secret was out with someone I trusted and yes, even loved more than anyone I was ever with, or could hope to be with. As if reading my mind, she said, “Simon I love you.”

“Me too,” I said gently after taking her cock from my lips. Now I held her cock in my hand and placed it against my lips which parted slightly so that her massive head was in my mouth. My mouth was very wet and that made it slide in easily. My tongue moved around it like a paint brush, and she moaned as her free hand touched her breasts, squeezing her nipples. I kept my lips tightly sealed, and she moved her hips into me, pushing her cock farther into my mouth. I loved it – the fullness of it, the length which almost made me choke, but I went on bobbing my head back and forth, my only desire to please this gorgeous creature, my love, my obsession.

She placed a hand over my head., pushing me deeper onto her, and she took a last drag and blew the smoke over me, making me leak out my own pre cum. Faster and faster she went until finally she let out a hiss through clenched teeth and I felt a warm, wet, and thick gush of her cum enter my mouth. I felt her cock pulsate at least three times, and she filled me. I swallowed the sweet/salty mix, but some of it dribbled down from the corners of my mouth. She kept thrusting until no more came out of her and I licked her cock clean completely. Her fingertips gently caressed my scalp, and she pulled me up off the bed by my shoulders, kissing me with great passion.

Her tongue swooped around my mouth licking up all of her cum from me, and then we just stayed like that – kissing and hugging.

Softly, and with great feeling, she said, “I’m so glad I have you Simon. Now you know why not too many guys aren’t with me. In fact you’re the first guy I’ve had since before I started college.”

“You mean you did this in the Marines?”

“No, as you can see by the pictures, I had already transitioned by then, but I didn’t get close like this, like with you, I think – ever. Yeah, not ever.” I didn’t know what to say, but I felt really special.

“Now there’s something missing from your life that I’d like to fulfill.”

“What would that be?” I asked.

“Oh I think you know,” she said, pointing to her clothes on the floor. “I think you want to wear some of my things, don’t you?” she asked, holding my chin up and looking intently at me.

I had no choice but to be completely honest with Lorraine. “Yes, yes, I would like to,” I said shyly.

“You sound, I don’t know, a bit hesitant.”

“Oh no! No Loraine. I’m just, well, shy.”

“I get it. Of course it’ll be our little secret, but it really turns me on too – to actually transform a guy into someone like me. Like I said honey, I love you Simon, I really do.” And then she kissed me again.

She moved to her dresser and took out a satin G-String, a bra and from her top closet shelf she brought down a box with a black wig on top of a Styrofoam head. She tossed the thong to me.

“Go ahead, put it on honey.”

I felt the fabric between my fingers, and I loved the silky soft feel of them. I put it up to my face and rubbed it which made her laugh.

“I’m sorry, but you remind me of myself – my first time.”

“I have a confession to make Lorraine. I’ve done this before – with my older sister’s stuff.”

“Oh really! Somehow I got that feeling from you. Remember when I said that there was something about you? Some vibe I got? Well that was it,” she said like a detective who solved a long-standing mystery.

I placed the thong on the floor and stepped into it, and slowly pulled it up my hairless legs, the silkiness almost making me giddy. Then I settled the soft fabric around my cock, and it was like fireworks going off in my head – it was incredible.

Lorraine saw my reaction. “It seems to me you enjoy this Simon. I’m so happy!”

“Yeah, it’s . . . nice,” I said, a smile breaking out on my face.

“Great. Now place the bra on and I have some makeup to put on you. I think you’ll look like all your fantasies come true.”

The bra she gave me was black lace and a bit tight which pulled the skin of my chest together giving me the illusion of cleavage.

“Come Simon, let me take you into the bathroom. I’ll do your makeup,” she said, smiling at me. “I think you’ll enjoy this.”

I sat facing away from the mirror as she worked her magic. Lorraine was really good at this. She worked quickly, putting on my facial makeup, the mascara, and finally the red lip gloss, which I loved. Then she put the wig on me and stepped back to look at me carefully, and combed it out a bit. It was long, really long, and was done up on top, sort of an “Amy Winehouse” look to it. Then she lit two cigarettes for each of us, taking a nice, long drag and blowing the smoke in my face.

“Here, now I think you’ll look like the slut of your dreams – just how I wanted you to be.”

I stood up from the chair and looked at myself in the vanity mirror. I hardly recognized myself. Hell, I even wanted to fuck myself, that’s how good a job she did on me.

“Now that you’ve made me incredibly horny, it’s time for you to really please me honey. Why don’t you get on the bed after you’re done admiring yourself.”

She was right – I was thrilled beyond belief with my new appearance. I held my cigarette effeminately and took a cheek-hollowing drag in the mirror and my hard cock pulled me to the bed.

“Okay, now get on your knees and face the front.”

I did as she wanted, and she reached into her night stand and pulled out a jar of coconut oil and held onto it as she got on the bed behind me.

“Now I’m going to fuck you hard, just like a very slutty girl. Isn’t that your ultimate fetish fantasy Simon dear?”

“Yes, of course. I’m all yours Lorraine.”

“Good,” she said as she pulled the strap of the G-String to the side of my butt cheek. She placed the oil on her hand and rubbed it into my ass. “Now, you may feel a little full, but I want you to trust me Simon. This will be great.”

“Sure Lorraine. You’ve never lied to me.”

She laughed. “And I won’t start now, would I?”

“No, I guess nottttt!!”- I gasped. She stuck a lubed finger into my “boy pussy” or bussy as I was to learn later it was called. Her finger went around and around, widening my opening and causing it to dilate a bit. Then she rubbed the oil on her cock and moaned a bit.

“God you make me crazy Simon.” She paused for a moment. How about we come up with a feminine name for you?”

“Okay, what would you like to call me.”

“I was thinking about ‘Ilana,’ now how’s that?”

“What about ‘Simone,’” I asked.

“No, that won’t do. I like Ilana. You look like an Ilana.”

“Okay Lorraine. I’m all yours.”

“Good girl.”

“Prepare to get the ride of your life Ilana.”

I felt a soft, fleshy ball of sorts pressing up against my cherry asshole, or “bussy.” Like a reflex, I backed up on it, and it entered me as far as I could take it. At first, it seemed like the most painful thing that ever happened to me – like a sword thrusting inside. But then, I got used to it as the thrusting continued. I gradually let go of the bed sheets which I was gripping tightly, and I was filled with a pleasure, a satisfaction that I had never known before.

Lorraine was moaning as she went deeper and deeper inside of me. I backed my ass up on her cock and got into a fast rhythm with her, and she was squealing with delight. Then I heard her let out a loud gasp, stiffen, and felt a wet, warm sensation fill me up inside. It was an enormous amount of cum filling up my bussy, and some of it leaked out onto the insides of my thighs and dripped onto the sheets. Lorraine kept thrusting, causing more cum to spill out of me.

Suddenly a strange sensation caused me to gasp. I felt something akin to a sneeze welling up deep inside of me. It was a building orgasm – but not just any orgasm – an explosion. I wasn’t even touching my cock and yet here it was – a volcano eruption all over the bed sheets making me cry out in joy and release at the same time. Nothing I had ever experienced before was like this. So this is what women must feel like when they climax I thought. All I knew was that I wanted Lorraine more and more.

She pulled out of me and spun me around and we kissed deeply, her tongue entwining with mine. Softly she said, “How did you like that Ilana? Your first time ever. Your virginity ended by me. You will never be the same, I promise you. You’ll only want me from now on, and I will only want you.”

I had to admit, I only wanted Lorraine.

“So what’s next Ilana,” she said, looking at me expectantly.

Then I had a very, very naughty thought and a big grin erupted across my face making Lorraine very curious. “What is it honey?” she asked.

“My two friends, you know, Harry and Doug, they want to come to your sorority Halloween party, the masquerade, and I was thinking it might be fun to go.”

“And??” Lorraine asked, waiting for me to finish my thoughts.

“Well, suppose I went.” Now I was committed to my devious little plan, driven by my newfound hunger for cock. “But I want to go not as Simon . . .”

She interrupted me like she was able to read my mind. “You want to go as Ilana and you want to seduce your friends and try to get away with fucking them without them finding out it’s really you, right?” She thought it was a great idea and began laughing.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I said, with a conspiratorial tone.

“Oh my, look what my little cum slut here has become! A real seductive trans, cock-taking whore! I love it!”

“Really Lorraine. You wouldn’t mind if I took cock, or gave mine to Harry or Doug?”

“No, not at all honey. But just remember. In the end, you belong to me. And . . . I want you to know that whatever I do, I always belong to you.”

“Of course. You know Lorraine, if you or your friends here want to join in you can. Are all the girls here trans? Shemales?”

“Most of them. We also have Debbie and Cathy who are freshmen. But they’re both lesbians. I’d love to take one of your friends – who’s the tall red head?”

“Oh, that’s Doug. You like him?” I said, just a tad jealous.

“I could try him, but hey, listen to me,” and she grabbed me by the cheeks. “I want you Ilana, and I’m in love with YOU! Remember that.”

I ended up spending the night with Lorraine and we talked about the party, and fucked more. As Simon, I would make up an excuse for not going, but would go dressed up as Ilana, and seduce Harry or Doug, or both. The thoughts filled me with a sense of power, control, and self-acceptance I never felt before.
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THE PARTY WAS JUST FOUR DAYS AWAY. I was in Harry and Doug’s dorm room, and the topic was about the Halloween party, and the guys were excited. Neither of them knew the trans secret of the biker sorority. But soon, they would – in a way.

“So what do you say Simon – you going Saturday night?” Harry, who was lying on his bed, book open on his chest asked me.

“Uh, actually guys I can’t. I have to help my dad – we’re painting our living room this weekend.”

“See Doug, what did I tell you, I knew he’d bug out. Especially now since he’s got that biker girl. You know she’ll be at the party all alone, right? I mean, it’s her sorority after all.”

“No, it’s okay. She understands guys. They’re gonna throw an anniversary mixer in another month anyway.”

“Really? Oh, okay,” Doug said. “So I guess you’re not gonna see Lorraine this weekend and leave her to the mercy of a bunch of horny guys in masks!” They both laughed at my “misfortune.”

“Actually, I’m gonna see her on Sunday. I’m taking her out for dinner.”

“Look at our friend here – the dork who became a legend!” Harry said.

“I guess anything’s possible, right guys?” I said.

So I got myself out of that one. Now the only question was what kind of costume I would go as. Would Lorraine have a dress for me?

The rest of the week was uneventful. I met Lorraine at the food court, and she even took me for another ride back to the same place off the Interstate. Back at her house we talked about what I would wear. She showed me a short, denim skirt, and a cool looking leather biker vest with patches. The wig was the same, and with the heavy mascara and a regular mask I would be perfect.

Now on Saturday, I drove my car back home and said “goodbye” to Harry and Doug. Lorraine met me at my parent’s house; she rode her motorcycle and planned to take me back to campus for the party. My parents met her, but at first were put off by the whole leather-jacketed biker thing. When they saw how easily we got along, their reservations about our relationship quickly cooled down. My mom especially, really liked Lorraine a lot. The only scary part was when we left, and she saw me leave with her on her motorcycle.

While we were still parked in front of my house Lorraine said, “We’re gonna have LOTS of fun tonight Simon! I mean Ilana,” she laughed. “I told some of the girls about our little seduction plan with your two friends. I hope some more guys from your dorm come over.”

“Yeah, from what Harry said, I think the whole corridor will come – that’s at least twelve more.” Lorraine leaned into me and gave me a big kiss, right in front of my house. I saw the curtain in the living room move, and I think my mom was watching.

Lorraine rode faster than she normally did on the Interstate back to campus, and her hair was flying behind her helmet whipping into my face, and I was holding onto her for dear life. Pressing myself against her leather jacket felt good, comforting. Every day my love for her grew deeper and deeper; this beautiful being, who just one month ago was a stranger and an object of my curiosity. I thought about that during the entire thirty minute drive.

We took a back way through campus to the sorority house. I didn’t want any of my friends to see me on Lorraine’s bike. When we arrived about five o’clock we weren’t the only motorcycle disturbing the tranquility of the campus. Four other girls pulled up also.

Two other girls pulled up on their bikes as well; both of them wearing worn leather jackets with the Greek letters Alpha Gamma Tau, stitched into the leather over a picture of an Indian motorcycle.

“Hey Fran, hey Connie! Meet Simon. He’s my date tonight. But he, or rather she, will be known as Ilana.”

“Oh yeah, hey, I really wanted to meet you,” the tall blonde said. “Lorraine is always talking about you. I’m Connie, and this is Fran.”

Fran, a tall brunette, with huge cleavage, put her fingerless, gloved hand out to me. “Nice to meet you girl,” she said. “You got some friends coming tonight we were told.”

“Yeah, two of my friends plus the guys from my dorm – Stewart Hall.”

“Parrrrrty!” Fran said.

“Damn straight girls! I’m gonna get Ilana here ready for tonight,” Lorraine said proudly.

“Okay,” Connie and me are getting the food and beer set up. We got four kegs and more in reserve,” Fran said.

“Nice. Well, see you guys later,” Lorraine said and hurried me upstairs to her room.

Before she started dressing me Lorraine moved into me and threw her arms around my shoulders and gave me a huge, wet, sloppy tongue kiss. I loved it, and my cock was busting through my jeans.

“We’ll go with the outfit I showed you last week, plus I have a leather jacket for you honey.”

Lorraine went to her closet and pulled out an Alpha Gamma Tau leather jacket, just like the other two girls wore. “I want to make sure you fit in. The other girls won’t mind because I think we’ll have you join our sorority.” This was shocking, but great news to me. Finally I felt that I belonged – in a place where I was comfortable in my own skin, and with someone I cared about deeply.

“Go ahead Ilana.”

“I kind of like Harry,” I said sheepishly.

“You mean you like him as Ilana. You feel that you want his cock inside you, and you really have the hots for him. But you’re worried how I’ll take it. Is that it?”

I hesitated, a bit startled by my confession and her response, and said, “That about sums it up. It doesn’t change how I feel about you though. Is that okay?”

“Of course, sweetheart. Listen. I already told you. I don’t ‘own you,’ and I know how you feel about me. I’m pleased to see you exploring your true self.”

“Really? So you don’t mind if I ‘have my way’ with Harry . . . or Doug? Or maybe both?”

“No! of course not honey,” she said as she placed my face between her soft palms and leaned in kissing me again. “Besides, I think my girlfriends and I will be having some fun with your friends too, including the other guys from your dorm.”

I think that what Lorraine was driving at was that I shouldn’t be jealous of her and her sorority sisters having their way with my friends. It made sense to me, and what she was really telling me was that she had my back in becoming my own person. So I would let “her ride me” to my destiny.

Lorraine also dressed me in a leather bustier that had laces up and down the front with a bra that not only pulled my skin in tighter, but had pre-formed cups in it, so I really looked hot. The makeup this time was incredible, with deep blue eyeshadow and deep red lip gloss. She made my thin eyebrows thicker. As far as a mask went, Lorraine suggested a pair of clip on sunglasses to go over my heavy Coke bottled prescription lenses. She lit me a cigarette and I admired myself in the long mirror behind her door, and I wanted to fuck myself! That’s how good I looked.

Now it was time to go downstairs. The DJ was spinning his stuff, the bar was packed, and the girls were mingling with the crowd, male and female. There were couples making out on the couches throughout the big common room – all kinds; some of the sisters together, girls with girls, even gay couples. I spotted Harry and Doug at the bar. Harry looked particularly handsome to me standing at the bar. He was a gym rat, and his bulging biceps and muscled six-pack abs showed through a tight t-shirt and jeans. I was amazed at these feelings. What was it? The makeup and clothes I was wearing? The feelings I had from having Lorraine’s cock inside me? I took Lorraine’s advice: “Don’t analyze, utilize.”

“Well it seems your two friends are having a good time. You want some help? You said you wanted Harry, and I can certainly see why. Want me to take Doug? . . . Oh wait! Connie just went over to Doug, and she’s making her moves; I can tell. Why don’t you go over to Harry? I know you can pull this off Ilana. Your feminine voice is really good, and I know you can pull this off honey. You ready?”

“What will you do?” I asked Lorraine.

She laughed. “Me? Don’t worry about me. If anything happens you can use my room. Here’s my key honey,” she said, and reached into the pocket of her leather jacket and handed it to me. I was very nervous, and I asked Lorraine for a cigarette. She took out one for herself too and lit them both up at the same time. She handed mine to me and I took a deep drag; a French inhale, and walked over to the bar next to Harry, who was nursing a beer as Connie was busy lassoing Doug.

Everyone was wearing costumes, except some of the girls, including Lorraine. Doug was dressed like LOKI, in a homemade, but passable costume, and Harry was dressed like THOR, which really turned me on. Harry had money, and his costume was authentic. He probably bought it on AMAZON.

I stood next to Harry and Cindy, the bartender, winked at me and handed me a frosted mug of the tap beer.

“Hey,” I said over the music in my best feminine voice, my flip sunglasses down over a spare pair of glasses with a different frame. “So how does the ‘god of Thunder’ like the party?”

Harry turned to me and laughed, his eyes checking me out from top to bottom. “They don’t have parties like this on Asgard, I can say that with certainty,” he said laughing.

“You’re the expert, I guess,” I said. “So where do you live?” I asked.

“I’m in Stewart, and this guy next to me is my roommate Doug.”

“What’s your name? I’m Ilana.”

“Harry. Pleased to meet you,” and he stuck out his hand and I shook it.

“You wanna dance?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said, his smile lighting up the room. I was so fucking hard, but I just went with the flow and my “bussy” began to tingle. He took me by the hand sending electric shocks through my body, and led me to the middle of the room where a dance floor was set up. It was crowded and we began moving to the music. I took control of the situation, and I placed my arms around Harry’s shoulders pulling him close to me, and pressing my front into him. I smiled when I felt the bulge in his pants.

The music was fast paced techno music, but we kept it slow. Harry was taller than me by about a half a head, and I looked up at him and kissed him on the lips. He pressed hard into my lips, and I worked my tongue into his mouth, wrapping it around his. I didn’t want to come off and kept going.

I couldn’t help what came next; my hand reached down to his crotch and rubbed his hard-on. He straightened at the touch and moaned through our kiss.

He came off and breathlessly asked me, “Is there anywhere we can go. You fucking turn me on girl!”

“Yeah, we can go up to my friend’s room.”

“You don’t live in the house?”

“No, not yet. I’m a new pledge.”

“Oh, okay. Lead the way.”

I took Harry’s hand, and I passed Lorraine who gave me a thumb’s up sign and smiled at me; proud of her new creation. We went up the stairs and I noticed Doug and Connie going at it on the couch. I wondered if Doug would be exposed to a transgender cock tonight, and if so, would he tell Harry, and vice versa. The thought amused me as we made our way up the stairs.
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Seven

“WELL, THIS IS IT,” I SAID, making a sweeping gesture around the room where I had come to know the  “real me.”

“Your friend lives nicely. Better than the dorm, I can tell you that.”

“Yes, I know. I can’t wait to move in here next year,” I said, and my eyes brightened. I moved close to Harry and ran my hands up and down his muscled t-shirt, and one hand moved to his zipper and pulled it down, and began stroking his cock. He moaned with delight.

I took my hands off him and sat him on the side of Lorraine’s bed. The sheets were already turned down. “Come on sweetie,” I said. Lift those beautiful buns off the bed.” Harry did as I asked, and I pulled his jeans down to his shoes and pulled them off, tossing them on the floor. Next, I removed his boxers, smiling wickedly at him.

I lit a cigarette and asked him, “I hope you like smoky blow jobs. It’s how I do my best work.”

“Oh wow! Yeah sure, that’s a big thing of mine.” I thought of that and smiled. Well, what do you know. A kindred spirit. I would just have to see.

I got on the carpet in front of Harry and lifted his cock, which was just as beefy as the rest of his muscles and l lifted it up with my fingerless gloved hand. I rubbed the soft underside of his cock with my fleshy fingertips, causing him to moan further.

Now I moved in for the kill. I pressed my lips up against his cock, still holding onto it and I placed the whole head between my tightly sealed lips, and used my wet tongue like a paintbrush moving around and around it. I was really into it, having gotten used to it from Lorraine, and my own cock was bursting.

Now I took all of him inside of my mouth, licking and sucking, bobbing my head back and forth. Harry’s elbows were on the bed, and he was leaning back with his head raised up, in total bliss.

“Oh my God Ilana, you’re beautiful,” he said.

I tasted pre cum and it was delicious – sweet and salty. A beautiful nectar. I was a real smoky cock whore, and I took breaks to drag on my cigarette and blow smoke all over it. It really turned him on. Now I went faster and faster and his moans became growls of pure lust. He placed a hand on top of my thick, silky black hair.

Then he lost it – He let out a loud “Ahhhhh,” and shot at least three loads of warm, creamy cum into my mouth. I swallowed as much as I could, and I couldn’t help it but some of it ran down the sides of my mouth onto my cheeks. I kept bobbing my head, licking him clean. Then I came off Harry and pulled his head in close to mine and kissed him, giving him a good taste of himself. He took to it like a fish out of water leading me to think he’d done this before.

We stayed locked, and his tongue desperately scoured my mouth for every drop he could get. Then we broke off and I said, “Now it’s my turn to get off honey.”

“Wow, I hope I can. I just know you can. You wanna FUCK ME HARD???”

“Fuck yeah!” he said. The boy was still hard, bless his heart. I stood up and took off my denim miniskirt and revealed my emerald green G-String panties beneath it. The strap settled between my butt cheeks and felt really nice.

So I hopped on the bed and stuck my ass in the air. Fortunately, I had a cock ring that Lorraine had given me. I handed it to Harry. “I want you to fuck me in my tight little asshole, and this will keep you nice and hard, just slip it over your cock.”

Harry looked at it, and placed it on him. He shook his head.

“You are fucking wild; you know that Ilana!?”

“Yes, I am. You have NO IDEA Harry.” I spread my butt cheeks apart and I said, “Harry, move the strap to the side honey.”

He moved closer to me on his knees and did so. I handed him a tube of lube from my black leather hand bag. “Rub into me good, and move your finger around inside me.”

I felt the cool, wet lube go up and down my taint, and Harry did a wonderful job. For sure, this wouldn’t be our last time. “How’s that feel babe?” he asked.

“Oooh, just wonderful Harry.”

Harry positioned himself behind me and spread my butt cheeks apart and put the tip of his cock against me. I didn’t wait for him to start to thrust, and I went back on him, getting him inside me. “Ahhhh, oh my God, Ilana, you feel so good. This ‘back-door’ pussy shit is better than anything I’ve ever had!”

“Good, just remember that” I said, grinning. My devious mind was going in all sort of wicked directions.

He went deep inside me, and I moaned. I was totally broken in by Lorraine and I felt like a total slut. Harry went faster and faster, my “bussy” gripping his cock nice and tight. He was totally taken with me, and didn’t suspect a thing, and I had no intention of ruining his fantasy of “Ilana.”

He was grunting as I met his thrusts by moving my hips with him. Then I felt that same “sissygasm” roaring up inside of me and I screamed out, “Ohhh FUCK, Harry,” don’t stop,” as I came all inside my pouch.

Just then he came too, and I felt the wet warmth of my friend’s cum fill me up completely. The “Mighty Thor” and his hammer were going to work. He let out a long moan.

“Fuck me, that’s so good Ilana,” he cried out.

“Yeah, keep going,” I said.

I kept thrusting back on his cock, and his cum was dribbling down the inside of my butt cheeks. Our “play” was unstoppable, and Harry kept pounding away. He had super powers. Maybe he was THOR!? Soon he let out another long moan, and I could feel a new sensation of wet warmth enter me. I too reached a climax, but I had no cum left inside to flow out.

He slowed down and soon he lied his head on my lower back as he withdrew from me, his hands grabbing me around my chest. We stayed like that a while, both breathing heavily.

“You’re incredible Ilana, I have to see you again.”

“Of course Harry, but we’re not finished yet.”

“What do you mean?”

I got off the bed and lit a cigarette, standing in front of him, smoking seductively and looking at him. I hooked my thumb underneath the pouch of my emerald green thong, and gradually pulled it down. He was watching me intently, wondering what I was doing. It soon became apparent.

Harry’s eyes bulged as my hard cock popped out. “WHAT . . . THE FUCK!? Ilana? Is this a joke? What the . . . FUCK?????” He was staring; his eyes glued to my cock.

I laughed and looked at Harry, enjoying his shock. “Haven’t you ever seen a shemale before Harry?”

“No, I mean, yeah, I’ve heard of them, and you . . . you are a shemale? A TRANSGENDER WOMAN??”

“Well yes, but I prefer the word ‘shemale,’ you know, just like they have in Thailand.”

“Now I’d like you to please me!” I said, hopefully.

“Please you? I thought I just did?” His eyes were wide open now, and I suppose I felt a bit of pity for Harry, but lust as well. I wasn’t quite satisfied yet.

I moved closer to Harry and placed the tip of my cock against his lips. He pulled away and looked at me with puppy dog eyes.

“Come on Harry, what’s wrong? Don’t you want to see more of me?”

“Yes but . . . I’m not gay?”

“No you’re not. Why can’t you just think of this as my little clitty? You’ve gone down on girls before, haven’t you?” I knew for a fact that he had.

“Yes I have, but . . .”

“But what? Come on honey, I know you want me,” and running my hands along his chest and his strong biceps I knew I wanted him. “And I definitely want you. Listen, if you’re worried about it, I don’t kiss and tell.”

Then I placed my cock against his lips again. Something must have changed in his outlook because his lips parted slightly and my “she cock” entered Harry’s mouth. “That’s a good boy,” I said, as I placed my hands lightly on Harry’s head.

Now he took my whole cock in his mouth and sucked and wrapped his tongue around my shaft causing me to moan. “You’re doing so good Harry,” I said with encouragement.

Now I moved my hips back and forth in rhythm with his bobbing motion. He was really good for a first timer. I took a deep drag of my cigarette and blew smoke down at my cock, which made Harry suck me faster and faster.

After a few minutes of this incredible treatment I could hold back no longer, and I shot a huge wad of my cum into Harry’s mouth. “Ooooh, that’s it Harry, you’re fa . . . fabulous,” I said softly. He took it all in, without missing a drop. I seriously wondered if this was the first time he had done this. His eagerness after his initial reluctance seemed a little odd to me. I thought he would put up much more resistance. But I didn’t analyze – I utilized.

As soon as he came off me, I pulled him off the bed and kissed him hard on the mouth, getting a good taste of my own cum; my hands running through his long, curly red hair. I came off his lips and kissed him all over his face tenderly. Then I whispered in his ear: “You loved this, didn’t you honey?”

“Yes, I did Ilana. You’re amazing.” When we got downstairs I looked across the dance floor and Lorraine was dancing with Doug. She saw me out of the corner of her eye and both she and Doug walked over to Harry and me.

“Hi guys! We thought you left the party early. You having a good time?” Lorraine asked, but she knew the answer.

“Oh we certainly did,” I answered, looking over at Harry. Harry was smiling shyly looking at Doug. It was like they were exchanging subliminal messages.

“What happened to Connie?” I asked.

“Oh Connie found some other guy, and I was really happy to find Doug here ‘single’ again.”

“Yeah, Lorraine is something else,” Doug said. Lorraine winked at me. I knew then exactly what happened between those two – but the question was where it happened. No matter. Now I knew that Doug and Harry both had little secrets. But I knew those guys, and while they probably wouldn’t share it with me as Simon, they would most definitely talk about it amongst themselves.

“Guys, can I borrow Ilana for a second?” Loraine said.

“Sure, just don’t take her too long!” Harry said, grinning at me.

Lorraine put her arm around my shoulder, and we walked close to the bar where Cindy was ready with beers for the both of us.

“So how did it go you little cum-slut?” Lorraine asked me.

“It was great. I fooled him completely, and he took my ‘she cock’ right away. It makes me think that maybe he’s done this before.”

“Interesting,” Lorraine said. She smiled at me, her eyes twinkling with excitement. "You know, I've been thinking about our future," she said, her voice filled with determination. "I want us to explore the world together, to experience everything life has to offer." She thought a bit more and said, “Maybe we can go on a double date. But first, I have to teach you to ride a bike and get you into this sorority. I think the girls will take you.”

I was totally thrilled. For the first time in my life I was really comfortable in my own skin, and I felt as if I finally belonged. I was also toying with the thought of whether or not or when I should reveal myself to Harry or not. Regardless, Lorraine would still be my first and my true love. I had no doubts because she spun me around as I was thinking those thoughts and kissed me deeply. “Since you’re home for the weekend as Simon, you’re staying with me tonight here – Ilana.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Over on the other side of the room Doug said to Harry, “So tell me Harry, and I want you to answer me truthfully. Did Ilana have a cock?”

Harry said, “Yeah, she did, and the only reason I’m telling you is because I bet Lorraine did too.”

Doug shook his head in the affirmative and Harry held up his hand. “Okay Doug, say no more for now. This stays between us, okay. But there is something else.”

“And what’s that?” Doug asked.

“There is something very familiar about Ilana.”

“Familiar?” Doug asked. “And what does that mean?”

“Well, it’s going to sound very crazy, but I have this theory – but it must remain between us, okay?”
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Chapter One

_____________________________

_____

A Fresh Start


JOHN BUFORD?” THE RECEPTIONIST CALLED OUT INTO THE WAITING ROOM, LOOKING AROUND.

“Here,” I said and self-consciously raised my hand, getting dirty looks from the five others sitting in the doctor’s office style waiting room.

“This way please,” the middle aged woman in the gray business suit, with streaked gray hair up in a bun said. She was the kind of woman who looked like she’d been sitting at a reception desk her whole life since high school. The kind of woman who could disappear in a room full of people just by her plainness.

I entered through the double oak doors. The raised lettering at the top said, “Zenith Advertising, LLC.” An “ordinary” looking man sat behind the desk. His name plate said “Daniel Sickles, Director of Personnel.” A heavyset man I would say who was in his mid-forties, whose expression was bored, indifferent. His actions could change lives, make careers, put food on the table for a family, or, in my case, help me make a start in a new town.

I was twenty eight years old, and spent the last six years in the Marine Corps, as a gunnery sergeant who served three tours in Afghanistan, and one year of embassy duty in Paris, France, of all places. My friends thought I was crazy to give up a cush gig in the heart of Europe for mud huts, snipers, and IEDs in such a dangerous hell hole. But, I figured, I joined the Marines to serve and to fight. If I could list it on my application, a job skill I would put down would be “killing the enemies of my country - with extreme prejudice.”

Before I joined the Corps a year out of college, I had a degree in marketing, and always wanted to try my hand at selling other people’s products and services. I thought I was good. The only question now was, would Daniel Sickles say the same thing.

When I walked in, he was thumbing through some papers; my application paperwork, looking at them with his thick, black framed glasses down the bridge of his nose.

Without looking at me, he said, sounding bored as fuck, “Have a seat.” I sat down in the leather chair in front of his desk.

“University of Virginia, Class of 2012, 3.2 cum, Bachelor of Arts in Marketing.” He cleared his throat. “Enlisted US Marine Corps, (mumbling) three tours of combat in Afghanistan, Silver Star, Honorable Discharge at rank of Gunnery Sergeant.”

“Very impressive Mr. Buford,” he said, now looking at me, his hands folded on his desk. “It seems like you have leadership experience, can work well with others. But tell me,” he said looking me right in the eyes, “why would you give up . . . it says here embassy duty in Paris, for a combat zone?”

“Well Sir, you mentioned leadership skills. I didn’t think I was getting that telling Frenchmen where to go for visa applications.”

“Humm, I see,” he said and smiled. “Okay, I get it. I was Civil Air Patrol, you know,” he said sticking out his chest. I just nodded.

Now in this position as a sales executive, you’ll be assigned clients, and work under the supervision of a senior member of the firm. This person will show you the ropes and based on their assessment, give you your own clients and projects to work on. I trust your computer and graphic arts skills are up to par?”

“Yes Sir. Most of my knowledge in those areas is self-taught.”

“Impressive,” he said. “Nice.”

“Well, you certainly make a nice appearance as someone I would want representing the firm.” I was wearing my best suit I could find, and just got a haircut and shaved my beard off.

It was a Thursday afternoon. He leaned forward. “How would you feel about starting on Monday morning. Be here at nine o’clock sharp, ok?”

“Yes Sir!” I was very pleased. I had rent to pay for a small studio in the city, and car lease payments, for a new Toyota Prius.

“You’ll report to Miss Reynolds on the second floor. She’s a senior account manager , and will report to me after your first week. Now, she may come off a little cold, but that’s just her personality, so don’t take it personally. She really knows this game and you can learn a lot from her, okay?”

“Thank you Mr. Sickles, I won’t disappoint you.”

“That’s good to hear, but Miss Reynolds is the one you’ll have to impress, Mr. Buford. I have faith in you.” That was the first time I saw him smile. “Welcome to Zenith Advertising. Before you leave, I want you to go down the hall to your right and see my assistant, Mr. Gouverneur K. Warren who will get you squared away with your tax forms, and all the other paperwork.”

He stood up, I followed, and he shook my hand. I was off to the races.
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Chapter Two

____________________________

____

A New Beginning


Iwore the same suit as on Thursday, but with a different shirt and tie, and my sensible, “Dr. Comfort” shoes. After being a Marine I took seriously the comfort of footgear.

I reported to Miss Reynolds’s office at nine o’clock on the nose and knocked on her door. The sign simply said “Joanne Reynolds, Senior Account Executive.”

“Come in,” said a pleasant sounding voice from inside.

As soon as I stepped into the office, I was smitten by a beautiful, dark brunette, with brown, almond shaped eyes, thick brown natural eyelashes, with a beautiful face and very alluring figure. It was hard to take my eyes off her ample cleavage, (had to be a double “D”) made all the more visible by a starched white blouse with the first three buttons undone. A black laced bra was underneath it, and she wore an attractive navy blue business suit. Her lipstick was a cherry red, and was complimented by just the right touch of rouge on her high cheek bones.

I tried my best not to stare. “Mr. Buford, how do you do? I’m Joanne Reynolds.” She extended her hand, and I shook it. She had a very firm grip, which surprised me a little. But she was anything but petite.

“Please, take a seat,” she said in a no-nonsense business tone.

“So, Mr. Sickles tells me that he thinks you’d be a perfect fit for our company. You have leadership skills, a drive to succeed, and have the rudimentary online skills to do the job well.”

As she told me this she was completely expressionless. Sickles was right; she was a bit cold. But no matter. I was hired to do a job, not go out on a date.

“Yes I do, Miss Reynolds,” I said, nodding my head. Perhaps sensing my unease she broke the ice.

“Please,” she said. “Call me Joanne. We’re going to be working very closely; this isn’t the Marines,” she smiled.

“Okay, Joanne it is. Please call me John,” I said smiling, trying to interject a bit of levity into the situation. “So does this mean I don’t have to salute you?”

She just smiled; obviously not one for jokes.

“Over the weekend I was thinking how best to put you to use, which client I could use you on.”

I suppose I was eager to get started, so I said, “Have you decided on a client?”

She stared at me for more than just a minute, which made me just a tad uncomfortable. Then she looked as if she was thinking about how to phrase what came next. She seemed a bit hesitant.

“Well, there is this one client who is very picky, John, I mean really picky about who he works with. I’m thinking that you and I could pull it off. This account is worth millions.”

I didn’t know what to say. I supposed feeling “honored” would be good, and besides; if I did well, it would cement my position in this company.

“Sounds good Joanne. So, what product does this company have, and what’s its name?”

“The name of the company is “Lady Chamberlain’s Maid.” She paused and said expressionless, “Women’s lingerie.”

My eyes bulged a bit. “Women’s lingerie??” I repeated.

“Yes John, was I not clear? The company, as you probably know is a chief competitor to Victoria’s Secret.”

I did hear of it, and I knew that they had some pretty stiff (pardon my pun) competition.

I laughed and continued. “Wouldn’t you be more comfortable having a woman work on this project with you?” That was the old school part of me talking. White was white, black was black, women were women, and men were men.

“Well, ordinarily John, that might be the case. But Mr. Meade, Mr. George Gordon Meade, seems to prefer . . . men. Let me explain something about Lady Chamberlain’s Maid in case you didn’t know. Lady Chamberlain’s Maid caters to men who like to crossdress, and also to transgender women. So, do you understand now why he prefers men to work with him?”

“Oh, I see. So, I would look at the line, and come up with clever slogans and design commercials and social media things, right? Stuff like that.” I thought about it for a minute and then added, “But wouldn’t you be better off finding an advertising person who is a transgender female to better approach the product line?

Joanne shrugged her shoulders and replied, “Not necessarily John. I don’t know what Meade is thinking, I just know that he requested a male for this position.”

“Okay then,” I said, “So when do we start?”

“We have a meeting with him next week on Thursday afternoon with him at his office in midtown. But before then, we will brainstorm some ideas to run by him. I want to see how creative you are.”

I was glad to have a job and a very important client to work with right from the start, yet I also had some suspicions as well.

******


ITHOUGHT JOANNE WAS HOT, I MEAN REALLY HOT. Hell, if it wasn’t for the fact that she was my boss, I’d be thinking about asking her out, and spreading her on her big desk and pounding her until I came all over that beautiful face. I fantasized about a full-blown taboo office romance.

Whenever I came into her office I had a huge boner, and I had trouble taking my eyes off that beautiful big cleavage. The other day I could see her nipples tenting out of her crisp, white, starched blouse. It was making me insane, but she never noticed, or she did a great job of covering it up.

In either case she was indifferent to me; all business. That all changed on a Tuesday evening after work. We stayed later than the other employees of the firm working on our approach. Joanne walked out first to go to her car parked on the second level of the five level parking garage across the street. I stopped briefly to use the men’s room.

In the several times that we’ve worked together on this project, she always left before I did, never once offering to come and accompany me out. I had offered to come with her, but she always refused.

That Tuesday it just so happened that we both parked on the second level. The elevator wasn’t working, and I made my way up the staircase to the second floor. It was close to eight pm, and there were never very many cars there, which was a good thing because often I would lose my car if it was crowded.

When I got up to the second floor landing, I heard a commotion coming from the other end of the parking lot from where my car was. In the distance, I could see a stocky guy with his back to me, and Joanne facing him. It looked like he had a gun or another weapon pointing at her, and I heard him tell her to “shut up!” One hand was on her shoulder.

I got about ten yards away from them, and I knew I was taking a big chance, but my training kicked in. There wasn’t any time to call 911. “Hey! What’s going on here,” I called out, walking closer. The guy was wearing a black balaclava mask and a hooded sweatshirt. It appeared as if he was getting ready to rape her.

The guy turned around quickly, one arm around Joanne’s neck, and the other outstretched pointing the 9mm handgun at me. I had my hands up. “Okay, okay, calm down, don’t shoot,” I said in the calmest voice I could muster given the circumstances.

The gun was about three feet from my face. With a quick motion, I quickly side-stepped and grabbed his upper wrist, and the gun was now turned around, in my possession, the barrel pointing straight at him.

“Now please,” I said, “Let the lady go.”

The guy was stunned, and Joanne practically leapt away from her attacker. Her mouth hung open. “Joanne,” I said, now pointing the gun directly between the guy’s eyes, “Please call 911.”

Three police cars came, all within about two minutes. They took statements from Joanne and me. As it turns out, this guy was wanted in connection with three other rapes in various indoor garages around the city.

After the police left, Joanne was still in a state of shock. She heard the police officers talking to me and heard them commend me for my actions. They were very impressed, and wondering why I chose a career in advertising instead of law enforcement. Simple, I said. It was precisely because of moments like this that I chose another career.

After she calmed down, both of us were left standing alone in the parking garage. She looked at me like I was some sort of action super hero. Her attitude toward me really changed then.

She was at least a foot shorter than me, but because of her stiletto heels, she was able to raise her head towards me, hug me around the shoulders and kiss me hard on the lips. Maybe it was the left over adrenalin coursing through my blood, or the intense sexual frustration I felt whenever I was around her, or a combination of the two, but whatever it was, I was in.

Her tongue was inside my mouth, looping itself around mine, and she was pressing against me. All of her delightful smells turning me on as well. Her perfume, the strawberry scent of her hair, and the smell of smoke from her long menthol cigarettes.

She broke off me for just a second and whispered into my ear, somewhat out of breath. “I’m so wet right now John, I feel like I could come any second. Follow me in your car to my place.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

___________________________

____

After Hours


WE GOT TO HER APARTMENT ABOUT FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER, AND OF COURSE THERE WAS A GARAGE UNDERNEATH HER BUILDING. She insisted that I park right next to her in the guest spot. I wouldn’t have it any other way. I mean, she was still freaked out, and probably would be for a long time.

As soon as I stepped out of my car, she was right there, pinning me against my door, shoving her tongue right into my mouth again and refused to let go of me. Some of the other tenants of her building came down to get their cars and they saw us, but neither she nor I cared very much about what they thought.

After a good fifteen minutes, during which time my massive cock was throbbing in my pants, pre cum moistening my boxers, she broke off from me and hooked her arm through mine and led me to the elevator, nodding to the security guy at the main desk in the impressive lobby.

In the elevator to the twelfth floor where she lived, she pressed her body against mine and reached through my trousers underneath my boxers, grabbing my cock. As soon as the elevator “dinged” upon arrival at her floor, she reluctantly stopped what she was doing, looked at me sideways and smiled as we left the elevator.

Her apartment was located in a luxury building, a far cry from the third floor one bedroom walk up that I lived in. We entered into a well-furnished, expansive living room with a cocktail bar in one corner, a fireplace, and a kitchen off to the side with a granite table in the middle to sit and eat. Everything looked new, from all the appliances to the furniture. In the middle of the living room, a plush sofa stood against a wall with a seventy - inch big screen TV and speakers against the opposite wall.

“You know something John,” she said to me standing at the entrance to her living room; “You’re really something, you know that? What you did in that garage turned me on like I’ve never been turned on before.”

“Well thanks Joanne, I aim to please.”

“You sure did,” she said, smiling at me. “You saved my life, for God’s sake! Oh, where are my manners? Would you like a drink? I’m having a glass of chilled white wine.”

“Sounds good to me, sure,” I said.

“Great, uh, why don’t you have a seat on the sofa? I’ll be right over with the drinks.”

“Sure,” I said and took a seat on the sofa, admiring the paintings she had on the wall. All modern art, some recognizable from my limited art knowledge. There was also an oak book case with a number of hard bound books in it, all classics from the few I saw on my way over to the couch.

She sat down next to me and reached into her bag for a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. I also had a rather big smoking fetish as well - a leftover from my high school days that never really went away.

Seductively, she took a drag and looked at me with her eyes misted over. “How’s the wine?” she asked. I had taken a sip, and not being a connoisseur of the finer things in life I said, “Okay, I guess - I’m not really a wine person.”

She laughed. “Yeah, most guys aren’t I think.” Her hand was on my thigh, moving up to my crotch, trying to finish what she started in the elevator. She continued puffing on her cigarette and she seemed to be studying me.

“Say, where did you learn that cute maneuver you pulled with that piece of shit in the garage?”

“I thought you would have read my job application. I was a Gunnery Sergeant in the Marine Corps and did two tours in Afghanistan.”

“Oh wow” she said, visibly impressed.

I shrugged. I just signed up, did what I had to do, and that’s that.”

She must have heard snippets of the story when I told the cops, but I guess it turned her on enough to hear me tell it.

All the while her hand was grabbing my crotch, her fingernails digging into my trousers, and then moving to pull down my zipper. My cock was pulsating with anticipation of what was to come next.

She took a sip of wine and a drag from her cigarette and leaned in close to me, kissing me again hard on the lips, sticking her tongue into my mouth, roping it around mine. She did this thing where her tongue slid up and down mine which made me crazy.

My trousers and my boxers were now down around my ankles, and she stopped kissing me and went right for my cock.

“Oh my God John,” she said. “You have a massive cock. It’s about as big as the vibrating dildo I use to pleasure myself with.”

I said nothing, closing my eyes and enjoying the feel of her moist lips on me. She played around at the head, slowly sucking on it and using her tongue to play with the slit, teasing, taking her lips off and on.

She made soft cooing noises. What really flipped me out was that if the episode in the parking garage never happened, this probably wouldn’t be happening either. I guess that some women are turned on by danger.

She was straddling me, on her knees on the sofa, bending over my lap. I pushed her head down on my cock, but it didn’t require much effort because she was already zeroed in on it. I lifted my shirt up and let her smooth silky hair brush over my tummy as her lips went up and down my whole shaft. “Oh fuck yeah,” I moaned.

This made her work harder. Her lips remained closed and slid up and down my whole shaft, and she was able to do it without even gagging. At the same time, the top of her tongue was rubbing against the bottom of the sensitive skin underneath the head of my cock.

I was coming close to the edge, pre cum dripping out, grabbing her hair tightly, as she went faster and faster on me. I couldn’t take it anymore, and I don’t know if I was fast or slow because it had been so long since I had even had a blow job before.

It came upon me like a sneeze, and I shot a huge wad of warm, sticky jizz into her mouth. There was so much, and little spurts after the big one that caused some to leak out of the sides of her mouth and run down her chin. She kept on sucking, drinking it all in. My orgasm was intense - I stiffened and became consumed by pure lust. I didn’t want this feeling to end.

Finally she pulled off me, and her chin and lips were glistening with my jizz all around her. Her eyes had a misty look, and she was staring at me. Slowly she moved up to my face and kissed me hard, giving me a sweet-salty taste of my cum. I licked it off her chin and cheeks, some of it dripping onto my bare chest. At the same time, she was rubbing her crotch against my thigh.

When I had licked her clean, she collapsed her body on top of me, her silky hair resting underneath my chin, and on my chest. It felt so good, wonderful in fact.

“Ummm,” she sighed. “That was so good John. You’re terrific. I got off too.”

“Good, I’m glad. You’re not so bad yourself.”

She laughed and took another sip of wine and lit up another cigarette, and leaned on an elbow, smoking, and looking at me. We made small talk, and I was hoping that this could be a regular thing. I was dying to fuck her, and was still hard. The sight of her smoking being a big turn on for me.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_____________________________

_____

Interesting Turn of Events


AND NOW IT’S MY TURN,” SHE SAID TEASINGLY, AND PULLED ME OFF THE COUCH AND WALKED ME INTO THE BEDROOM. I loved eating pussy, and just the thought of Joanne’s made me harder than Mt. Rushmore.

Once on the bed, I took off my slacks and the rest of my clothes, and she was just wearing her brassiere, sheer nylons, a garter belt, straps, and a black G-String. We were on our knees facing each other, and she couldn’t get enough of kissing me. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me in closer to her. I stuck my fingers underneath her garter, and she smacked my hand away. I pulled off of her, a glazed expression on my face.

“Joanne. What the heck?”

Seeing that I was hurt she was quick to reassure me. “John, I do so want you to fuck me, but I have a surprise for you I think you’ll like even better than my pussy.”

Quickly, she turned around and got down on all fours, and moved the strap from her G-String aside. Her asshole looked so perfect and pink. She reached into her nightstand drawer and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly, liberally applying it to her butt, and reaching around to rub it on my cock. I almost came again the way her slick hand lingered on me going up and down. She was grinning at me, the long cigarette dangling from her lips, then turned her head forward.

I grabbed hold of her hips and placed the tip of my cock against her opening. Honestly, I had never done this before, and when my tip entered her I knew I would be in for a great time. The way she just closed in around my tip rocked my world.

“C’mon John, show me what you can do,” she coyly said.

I really didn’t need much of an invitation, and slid all the way in. My God, I thought to myself, she’s been practicing - a lot. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before, the way her hole just swallowed up my cock. Joanne met my slow thrusts with hers, keeping pace with me. She was tighter than any pussy I ever had, and turned me on something fierce. I didn’t think I could ever fuck a vagina again after tonight.

Now the pace picked up, and each time I thrust inside her, the silky warmth of her drove me to the edge; but Joanne was a master at keeping me from blowing my load completely. She had this down to a science - teasing me to the climax, and then bringing me back. It only made me want her more.

I grabbed her sides hard and went like an unstoppable piston. I heard her cry out - I made her come. At the same time, I blew a cannonball load of fresh jizz, even more than before inside her. The wet warmth of her kept me hard and kept me going. The guttural, primal sounds coming from me let her know how much I enjoyed it.

Slowly I pulled out, my jizz dripping down the sides of her butt and onto my balls. She stayed in her original position and said, “Come on John.”

It was an invitation to me which I greedily accepted. I spread her butt cheeks apart, slid down, and stuck my tongue onto the fresh, cherry opening to her pleasure cave. I felt her stiffen and hiss through her teeth as my tongue slowly worked its way up and down, tasting my own jizz.

After I licked her clean, and she was satisfied, she turned around, faced me, and kissed me again. Something told me she wasn’t done with me yet.

“John,” she said, “Do you like my tits,” and she slid her brassiere off, and I saw two gorgeous melons with perky nipples standing on edge. She pushed herself closer and into me, her right nipple going between my lips. I played with it, circling my tongue around the sides and the tip; then sucking it. She grabbed my head and moaned.

She laughed. “I guess the answer is a big ‘yes.’”

I looked up and smiled.

She backed off me slowly, and unhooked her garter, the straps falling away. Then she reached over to her night table and lit another one of her long cigarettes, staring at me and puffing sensuously, turning me on again.

She saw me get hard again and smiled. “You know, John, it’s really cool that I turn you on like this.” Joanne was wiggling her waist, teasing me, and thrusting it out at me. I reached out for the front of her thong, and she pulled away, looking at me and pouting.

“Be patient now dear,” she said. I was thinking of that delicious mound underneath and what I would do, how artfully I would use my tongue.

“Some more wine?” she asked as she finished her cigarette.

“No thanks, I’m okay. But please feel free if you want to.”

She abruptly got off the bed and walked across the bedroom into the hallway and downstairs. I was too mesmerized looking at her shapely hips and her feet in those four-inch high heels that strapped around her feet. The straps from her garter hung over her thighs, swinging as she left the room.

She came back about five minutes later holding two glasses of wine.

“You didn’t have to Joanne, I said I was fine.”

“I’m your boss John, and if I say you need a glass of wine, you need a glass of wine. I need you mellow for this next part.”

Now my curiosity was really peaked. She raised her glass in a toast, and I met hers, and we clinked.

“To new friendships and business success,” she said.

“To new friends, and lots of sex,” I responded, trying to be a smartass.

Joanne laughed as we sat on the edge of the bed drinking.

******

I was sitting on the side of the bed and Joanne stood up in front of me and slowly pulled down the front of her black, silk, thong. Even with the mellowing effect of the wine, my eyes bulged, and my mouth hung open. She had a cock. But not just any cock, I mean it was huge.

“Joanne, is this some kind of joke?” I bent forward in total shock to see if maybe it was a really good silicone imitation of a real cock, with straps holding it. But it was real alright, and the area around it and her massive balls was all shaved.

“No joke, John. I’m a shemale. I prefer the term much better than a crossdresser or transgender woman. I transitioned about five years ago and used medication to do so. The fact is, I like having a cock. I call it my little clitty.”

But it was anything but little.

“Well, okay,” I said, without knowing anything else to say. The thought ran through my mind that I had just plowed another man with my cock, and let another man give me a blowjob, but that wouldn’t quite be the truth, now would it? I mean, she had tits and a curvy woman’s figure, a woman’s voice, and facial features. There was absolutely no way to tell that she was anything but a woman - except, of course, for the cock.

She sat on the bed, facing me and placed her arms around my shoulders. “Come on now John.” She said. “I know you enjoyed yourself and probably had the best sex of your life just now, right?”

I had to admit , she had me there. “Yes, Joanne, you’re right, I did.”

“That’s good John, very good, because now it’s time for me to get off.”

I thought for a moment. What did she want me to do - suck  her cock?

She had another lit cigarette dangling from her mouth with a mischievous look in her eyes.

“Here’s the deal,” she said. “As I explained earlier, Mr. Gordon Meade only wants men - but ‘sissy boy’ men to represent him and work on his account. He feels they bring a certain ‘flair’ to his products.”

“Now I really don’t see you not going along with this. In fact, I especially chose you, and also because I’m quite fond of you. You really turn me on John, you know that. 

“But I’M NOT A SISSY, Joanne,” I protested loudly.

“John, I never said you were. You just told me that you enjoyed what we did. Don’t tell me any different. Now be a good boy and get on your hands and knees and face the front of the bed.” She sensed my reluctance and she continued. “Look, I tell you what. If you really don’t enjoy it when I fuck you, we don’t have to go any farther, and no harm done. You’ll still keep your job, only you won’t be working with me on this project. I’ll just keep looking for another male. But the thing is, I really am very attracted to you John.”

She laughed out loud. “Now be a good boy and ‘take one for the gipper.’”

I sighed. Who knows, maybe I should trust Joanne. I mean she really turns me on, and maybe I will like this. So I decided to go along with it.

“Okay Joanne. I really do like you, and I want to continue seeing you, so I’ll do this. Mr. Meade’s account is secondary. You come first.”

“Now that’s what I wanted to hear John, good boy.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_____________________________

_____

I Take the ‘Sissy Plunge’


ICOUNTED THIS AS JUST ANOTHER CHAPTER IN THE STRANGEST NIGHT OF MY SEX LIFE SO FAR, AND DID AS SHE TOLD ME. I felt the coolness of the K-Y Jelly as a generous heaping was smeared over my asshole, and then some more of it on her cock.

She placed the tip of her cock against my virgin asshole, and said, “This may hurt a bit John, but I promise you it will be worth it. You will soon be in a world of pleasure you never thought possible.”

And with that I felt the tip of her cock enter me. I gritted my teeth as I was stretched; the girth of her cock stretching my asshole to the limit. She played with me, going in and out with her tip. I felt the crown of her head enter me, and a lessening of the pain with each thrust.

Now her whole shaft was inside of me, ripping my insides, causing tears to well up in my eyes. But strangely, the deeper she went inside me, the more pleasure I felt as well. I wanted her more and more. I whispered loudly, “Don’t stop Joanne.”

The only answer I got was the continuation of her actions, her thrusting. She wanted it just as badly, if not more than I did. My cock was as hard as a rock, so soon after coming twice that evening.

She sped up going faster and faster. Joanne on afterburners. My mouth opened wide, and I grabbed my cock, my fingers wrapping around my shaft involuntarily. I felt a wave of consummate pleasure go through me as I shot another load, this time in my hand, and onto the bedsheet.

She moaned at almost the exact time, and I felt the curious sensation of wet warmth inside my ass. She kept on thrusting, and I didn’t want it to end. She showed no signs of slowing down.

After a few more minutes, she finally pulled out of me and said softy, “I heard you come John. You loved it, and so did I.”

Automatically I answered: “Yes, of course I did Joanne.”

Truth be told, I felt like all my inhibitions and thoughts to the contrary were lifted. I wanted to feel soft, silk panties over my cock. I wanted to feel cool nylon pantyhose ride up my legs. I wanted makeup on my face. I felt so dirty and so good at the same time, like I was meant for this. 

We sat on the bed and kissed. I finished the glass of wine that was on the night stand. Joanne got up and said, “I’ll bring some more wine.”

“Good idea,” I said. I wanted to be alone with my thoughts for a couple of minutes. Joanne was an excellent “teacher.” If I had known about this before, I would have chosen Joanne to “break my cherry.”

I didn’t just want to crossdress, I wanted everything - I wanted to become a shemale like Joanne. I have never felt more sexually gratified or alive than tonight.

She returned with two more glasses and a fresh bottle, pouring a glass for me and then for herself.

Staring at me, she reached for another Virginia Slims from her night table. Only this time she took out two. Handing me one she said, “If we’re going to complete the picture of a dirty little sissy slut,” she held up her hand to cut off what I was going to say. “Now I know John that you take offense to that term, but please don’t, okay? It’s just a term until you feel comfortable calling yourself a true shemale. Until you grow boobs of your own, you’ll be wearing smaller silicone fake ones, and I think we’ll keep your cock in a cage, so that you’ll come from what we just did - only I will hold the key. Maybe once in a while, if you’re good, I’ll let you jerk off by yourself, but for now - I am your mistress, got it?”

“Okay,” I said, resigning myself to my new life. I was giving in to my libido’s desires.

She handed me the cigarette. “I know you have an intense smoking fetish John, and I started out the same way. I was mesmerized by beautiful, and seductive women smokers. So, here, let’s get you started so we can complete the picture.”

I took one, and having smoked pot in college, and after the Marines, I didn’t choke. Instead, I found it to be rather pleasurable. I also got a huge boner again which caused Joanne to grin.

“I’m just picturing you John - all dressed and made up, seductively smoking, and craving cock. I just know you’ll be a hit. I think that you are my crowning achievement.”

Now I didn’t know what she meant by that, only that I think I wasn’t the first guy she feminized, whether for a client, or just herself.

“Here’s what we’re going to do John,” she said, looking me over from head to toe. “I’m going to shop for you and dress you up nice and slutty, and fuck you until you’re nice and soft. You’ll go home tonight with your own little silicone cock to practice with, and I want you to wear the cock cage all the time. I’m going to place it on you now.”

I stood naked and docile in front of my new mistress, smoking my long, white cigarette, wishing that I was already wearing makeup and dressed. This is what I wanted all along.

She placed the cock cage on me and turned the key, putting it away in her night stand drawer. Then, facing me, she cupped my face in her hands. “John,” she said with much sincerity. “I like you so much that I want you to stay with me as much as you can. Would you like for us to be a couple?”

My eyes brightened. “Of course, Joanne. That would be beyond my wildest dreams.”

“Good.” Now, until you start the meds, and they begin to take effect, you’ll come to the office like you always do, in a suit and tie. Then, we’ll play it by ear from there. We have to meet Mr. Meade on Thursday, and you will be dressed for that. I’ll make you so slutty and irresistible, I think you’ll be the perfect model.”

She thought for a moment, hand on her chin, studying me. “I’m trying to come up with your new women’s name.” A couple of minutes went by. I had absolutely no idea.

“I know - perfect!” she exclaimed. Let’s call you “Joy.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said. “Joy then, it is.”

“Okay then,” she said, “We’re all set.”

I got the picture now. Our agency was the only one that could present actual crossdressing models to Mr. Meade, along with all the marketing ideas for the crossdressing/trans female community.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_____________________________

_____

The Perfect Model


JOANNE HAD GONE ALL OUT FOR ME, PICKING OUT SOME VERY HOT LOOKING STYLISH CLOTHING, AND A RED HEADED WIG, THAT WAS PARTED IN THE CENTER AND CAME DOWN PAST MY SHOULDERS.

She bought me a one piece dress with a plunging neckline that was a mixture of white, tan, and black stripes. It tied in front with a bow and went just above my knees. My shoes were pumps, but Joanne promised me that she would teach me to walk in stiletto heels - it would take practice, she said.

The makeup was a green eyeshadow with black mascara and eyeliner. I had to say, I would have fucked myself if I could. Of course, underneath I wore a pink thong with a G-String in the back.

The big day was here, and Joanne and I got ready to go to Mr. Meade’s office at Lady Chamberlain’s Maid. Our first stop was Joanne’s apartment for me to dress. Dressing was a pleasure. I had tried on everything before, but it never failed to thrill me. Joanne was pleased to see my reaction and was very encouraging.

“Oh my God, John, you look so good,” she said. “I think I want to fuck you before we go to Meade’s office, but I’m afraid there isn’t any time.”

I finished dressing, Joanne applied the makeup, and we were off. We went to small restaurant for lunch before our appointment. I loved going out dressed in public. I loved the way the guys looked at me and stared. “Trust me,” Joanne said. “Nobody is going to mistake you for anything but a woman.” I knew she was right.

After the light lunch, we called for an Uber to take us to the offices of Lady Chamberlain’s Maid. We stopped off in the lobby and presented ourselves to the security guard at the desk. He was a guy in his mid-twenties who couldn’t take his eyes off of me. It made me feel good.

We took the elevator up to the sixth floor. Once the door opened, I saw murals of different models on  the walls, all presumably transgender females in an array of fashions from the company. There were different poses, mostly on beds, loveseats, and like most lingerie companies, the big holiday was Valentine’s Day. There was a whole wall section just devoted to that.

We walked up to the receptionist at the desk. Joanne spoke up. “Joanne Reynolds and Joy Buford here to see Mr. Meade.”

“Just a second,” the shapely blonde at the desk said, as she rang the intercom button.

“Yes Michelle,” the booming voice from behind the doors called out.

“I have Ms. Reynolds and Ms. Buford here to see you sir.”

“Okay, send them in.”

The air inside of Meade’s office was full of cigar smoke, even with the “smokeless ashtray” on his desk. He was a rather heavyset man, with what looked like a beer gut. Definitely not what I would call “Marine ship shape.” I was thinking what sadistic fun I would have had getting a recruit like him into shape. All for the good of the Corps of course. He looked to be in his late forties, and on the wall behind his desk was a picture I assumed of his wife and two kids, a boy, and a girl in their teens. He had a red beard and mustache to match his short red hair.

“So Joanne,” the red beard spoke, “Is this the new account executive that’s going to launch my new line of “Princess” lingerie?”

“The one and the same,” Joanne proudly answered, taking obvious pride in me, her newest creation.

He got up from his oak desk and walked over to me, looking me over from head to toe. I don’t know what it was about him, but something about this man made me want to break his neck where he stood. But I had to put those thoughts to the side and keep this professional.

“Humm,” he said gruffly. I think she’ll do. “Why don’t you go downstairs to the cafeteria and grab a cup of coffee while I take this newbie for a ‘test spin.’”

“Sure thing, Gordon. Between you and me, Joy here is the best one yet.”

“We’ll see about that.”

Joanne gave me a peck on the cheek and whispered some words of encouragement to me. “Just do as he says. This account is worth a lot of money - you’ll get a nice commission from it.” I needed the money too.

And with that, Joanne turned and went outside. “I’ll be back in an hour Joy.” I just nodded at her.

Meade rubbed his beefy hands together, stood in front of me and ordered, “On your knees slut. Papa has a real treat for you.”

I did as he said and got down on the plush carpeting in front of his desk. With his ass resting on the front edge of his desk, he unzipped his fly, and pulled his trousers and his boxers down, revealing his junk for me. I wasn’t impressed.

“Come on bitch, let’s see what you’ve got.”

With that he pressed his limp dick up to my lips. I spit on my hands and grabbed his cock, sliding my painted fingers up and down his shaft. Incredibly, he got rock hard in seconds. I had a nice coat of lip gloss on to make it nice and slippery.

It was surprisingly clean and no big deal. But since it was only my second cock, all I had was Joanne’s to compare it to. I took just the head at first, playing with it, and rubbing my lips around it, then sticking my tongue out to wipe around it.

“Oh yeah baby, come to daddy, that’s good, really good.”

Now I took all of him in my mouth. I’d say it was about six inches, but not very wide. Still, it was what I had to work with.

He pushed my head down on it, and I went onto full-on sucking, wrapping my tongue around the girth, working it like a paint brush. My saliva was flowing so it made him moan even more with pleasure. “God, you’re so good at this. You’re the best that Joanne ever came over here with.”

I tightened my lips, and I could taste his salty pre cum in my mouth. He hissed through his teeth, “That’s it, that’s it, keep going baby.”

My head was bobbing up and down on a piston. I went faster and faster, wanting to get this over with, and I didn’t have to wait long. In another second, I felt him explode and blow his load into my mouth, coating my tongue with a ropy, salty jizz. He kept shooting little bursts, and I kept bobbing. I didn’t slow down for a minute.

He pulled out of my mouth, and he looked at me smiling. “That was great Joy, I mean, really good, but I’m not done with you yet.”

He was rubbing his cock, making it hard again. “Bend over the table here. Daddy has something for his best new girl.”

I did as he was told, and I didn’t even bother to wipe my face off, and just let the jizz roll down my chin and sides of my cheeks. I was the total slut, and I loved this new found power that I had over men - the power to give or withhold pleasure.

He flipped my skirt up and he moved the G-String out from between the crack in my ass. He couldn’t see the pink cock cage, that Joanne had placed on me just before we came here. Now I was a total sissy slut.

He spit on his hands and rubbed it over my cherry ass hole, or “boy pussy” - “bussy.” Next he completely surprised me.

“Ummm, it looks so nice and clean for daddy,” he said.

I felt electric shocks of pleasure go through me as he started licking my asshole and around it. He even stuck his finger inside my hole which made me cray. I was dying to take this cock all the way in. He was teasing me, going agonizingly slow.

“You really want this bitch, don’t you?”

“Uh huh,” I said, just above a whisper.

Then, I felt the meaty head of his cock press up against my “bussy.” He grunted and I felt it slip inside me. He moaned. “So tight, and slick for daddy, princess.”

He spread my cheeks open with both hands and used his large hips to thrust himself deeper inside me. The fullness and pain I had felt when Joanne first did it to me was gone; it seemed so long ago. Meade was not as big, but still my muscles closed around and made it seem like his cock was made just for me. I thrust back at him, his balls slapping my ass cheeks.

All the time he thought he was in control, but Joanne had taught me that it was always me that had the upper hand. He hissed and snorted, and I felt that stinging pleasure well up from inside of me, and I was dying to stroke my cock through the cage, but I could not. Instead I closed my eyes and moaned as a huge wad of my own jizz shot out onto Meade’s desk through my cage - like a souvenir. He probably had many of those during his tenure here. It was my first “sissygasm.”

Now it was his turn. He let out a large sigh and flooded my insides with hot, ropy cum, a big wad; maybe bigger than what came inside my mouth about twenty minutes before.

I didn’t want him to stop what he was doing, and I cried out, “Don’t stop daddy, please don’t stop.”

“Oh, so my little slut likes daddy’s cum, eh? That’s a good sign, a very good sign, princess.”

He pulled out of me and his jizz rolled down the sides of my ass and his ball sack. Just then came a buzz from the intercom. It was Michelle. Meade spoke first. “If it’s Joanne, tell her she has to wait, Michelle. I’m not through yet.”

“It seems like your boss is jealous. Maybe I’ll do her too!” he said with a salacious grin spreading across his face.

I cleaned up a bit, and put my wet G-String back in place, and Meade put his pants back on.

“Okay Joanne, you can come in now,” he said.

“Well, so how did Joy do, Gordon?”

“I think you hit the mark this time Joanne. I really like this one. I may borrow her from time to time. I think I’ve found my new model for Valentine’s Day.” He turned to me and asked, “What do you say princess. Are you interested in being the face for Lady Chamberlain’s Maid?”

Without hesitation I said, “I sure am Mr. Meade,” in the most effeminate voice I could muster.

“That’s settled then Gordon. Do we have a deal?” Joanne said, more rhetorically than a question.

“Of course we do Joanne. You’ve never failed to come through in a pinch. She’s just what we needed.”

“As soon as I hired Joy, I knew she’d be great,” Joanne said, beaming at me.

So just like that, I found a new job that paid out handsomely, a new identity, and a new girlfriend, all in one. I was so glad I decided to take “The Sissy Plunge.”

❤️❤️❤️
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LONG PAINTED FINGERNAILS, TIGHT-FITTING DRESSES, a large bust, and styled, long, auburn hair. Combine that with a desire to be with strange men and couples, and you have the picture of my wife Julie - the alpha in our marriage. It wasn’t always like that, back when we were dating I mean. Imagine suddenly waking up one day to find your wife has been sleeping around and flaunting it! There was nothing I could do, and this is my tale. I was married to a slut, and I was forced to accept it

__________________

_______

My wife Julie always had a voracious sexual appetite which I loved. After about five years of marriage, things changed. She became more distant and not interested in sex. I discovered through a family friend that she was having an affair - multiple affairs in fact. When I confronted her about these, she didn’t deny them; rather, she threw them in my face. Within a short period of time, my wife had a complete personality change.

“Roger, get over it and face it. I’m a slut, a complete slut. I love it when other men, strange men I meet at clubs take me to their car or a hotel and have their way with me. And there’s nothing you can do about it. Remember, I’m the breadwinner in this house, and if I divorce you, you’ll be broke and out in the street.”

I was shocked. She was right about the last part. She was a financial planner with her own very successful business while I was a mechanic in a local body shop - I always liked working with my hands, and although the job didn’t pay great, I was satisfied.

I knew that she liked her freedom and “alone time,” going out with her friends to clubs on “girl’s nights,” and although I didn’t like it, I didn’t begrudge her these things in order to keep peace at home. Another thing began to happen: After I first confronted her about these affairs and she told me the above, I started to see that they actually turned me on! I don’t know where that came from, but when she would describe to me in intimate details about what she did with these guys, I became aroused, and obsessed with it.

So I sat down with Julie to discuss my feelings about the changes that were happening in our marriage. We were having breakfast, and she was scanning through her laptop and answering emails from clients.

“Say Julie, can uh, can I ask you something?”

“What could you possibly want Roger?” she asked bored and sarcastically.

“I’ve been thinking about our sex life.”

She laughed so hard she almost spit out her coffee. “WHAT sex life Roger?? There is no sex life between you and me.”

“Yeah that’s it. I’ve been thinking. Whenever you flout your ‘exploits’ to me it kind of, you know, turns me on.”

“Oh really,” she said, now looking away from her laptop towards me with interest. “And what exactly did you have in mind aside from going into the shower and jerking yourself off!?”

This took a lot of courage for me to talk about with her, and I realized that if I proposed what I wanted, I would be beholden to her in ways I never thought possible.

“Would it be possible for me to join in with you and whoever you bring back to the house, or could I at least watch?”

“You mean you want me to bring guys home with me? And you would do what - jerk yourself off in a corner, or hide in a closet and watch? Is that how you would get your kicks?”

“Uh, something like that. I’m not sure exactly.”

“You know, this sounds like it could be fun,” she said with a pensive look on her face. “Of course, I would have to be free to humiliate you and do whatever I wanted with you. you do know that right?”

“Sure. I’m up for anything you want.” I somehow knew that I might regret that, but I was desperate to have my little fetishes satisfied and create our own definition of an “open marriage.”

“Well, let me think about this. Of course you’ll always be the sniveling little sissy you are ------ hmmm, that gives me an idea,” she said, and began laughing at me, with some sort of a diabolical plan in mind.


2

SO, THE NEXT SATURDAY NIGHT, AS ALWAYS, she got dressed in her usual hookerish style - a short glittering skirt, red high heels and a very tight blouse that only accentuated her cleavage more, and her pencil point tits sticking through the cotton blouse. She was going out with her girlfriends, some married and some not. But that didn’t matter, because Julie behaved as though she wasn’t even married.

“Don’t wait up for me Roger,” she said patronizingly to me. “Oh wait! How silly of me. I forgot. Tonight is the first night of our new relationship. I want you to sleep in the guest room. I’ll call you before I’m coming home, and I want you to hide yourself in our bedroom closet.”

“But I thought I would participate somehow!”

She caught on at once to my excitement and said teasingly, “This is a stepwise project Roger. You don’t just get to participate you know. You have to earn it first. I’ll let you know when you’re ready. I really want to make you hot and bothered, and then I can laugh when I’m done fucking the new guy’s brains out, moaning very loudly, and you can go jerk yourself off in the closet. That’s all you’re entitled to for now!”

When she headed out the door, my cock was already dancing around and thinking about later. What she was asking of me was impossible. When she left I went into our bedroom and opened her dresser drawers and hunted around. This was fun! I was starting to enjoy my little subterfuge. Ah! I struck paydirt. I found a dainty little emerald G-String that I would “play with” a little bit. I was always curious about the “girly things,” ever since high school, but being an only child, I never acted out on my desires. Now I held it in my hands and my fingers rolled over the smooth satin texture, relishing it, and wondering how this would feel around my cock. Why hadn’t I discovered this before? Secretly, I wanted to become the slut that my wife was.

So I quickly took my shirt, shoes, pants and boxers off and threw them on the bedroom floor. I was buck naked. My heart was beating fast as I thought about what would happen if she knew I was messing around in her drawers. In my panic I tried to remember how it had looked sitting in the drawer, but I couldn’t remember, so I tried to convince myself that this was but a minor detail.

I was giddy as I slipped them up and over my nearly hairless legs, the cool satin making my cock throb. When I slipped the pouch over my cock, and nestled the back strap snugly between my ass cheeks, I let out a small drop of pre cum which made a dark stain on the front! Now what would I do if it didn’t just go away?. But I couldn’t do anything now except to continue, so I stuck my hand inside the elastic waistband and rubbed my tip over the satin - it was totally electrifying. But now I needed more . . . what to do?

I went back to her dresser and opened the second drawer where I found a nice laced bra collection. I picked out a matching green one with an elastic back band and pulled it over my head. Julie was thinner than me, and it was tight, and gave me the illusion of cleavage. I went in front of the mirror and touched my nipples, rubbing them through the soft bra material. Well hell, I told myself. If I was going this far I might as well go all the way because the night was still young. Julie had only left one hour ago, and she said she would call me when she was on her way. I had plenty of time to have my little fun playing “dress-up” and put everything away.

I noticed a couple of wig boxes on the top shelf, and I took one down, not knowing what was inside of it. Sitting on top of the Styrofoam head was a hookerish looking long, ash blonde wig with styling on the top. I carefully lifted it out of the box and set the wig carefully on the bed. I placed the latex wig cap on my head, tucking my tousled brown hair inside of it. Slowly now I placed the wig on my head and adjusted it around, and rushed over to the mirror to look. I was shocked at what I saw! But one thing was missing - makeup. Would I dare? It was now or never, because I would need time to remove it and clean up the bathroom and put everything away before Julie, my slut wife came home with her date!

I allowed myself half an hour to look at some YOUTUBE videos on applying makeup, and the channel I picked was for “Crossdressers Who Want to Look Just Like Women.” This really excited me, and I lie on the bed and watched the video on my iPad, jerking myself off into a tissue, careful not to mess up the panties. I dried my cock as best I could and went into the bathroom, and found all the makeup supplies I needed. I started with shaving of course, and then applied the foundation and took it from there. I wanted to look like a real sissy slut! Next I shook my head, making the wig fall over the front of my face to complete the look.

Then, opening the draw of the vanity I saw a pack of long., all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthols just sitting there. That was another fetish of mine - watching crazy ass sexy women smoke, so I figured I would too- it would complete my slut transformation. I grabbed a silver lighter laying on the table and lit myself up, looking in the mirror at the red lipstick on the tip, and sticking my hand down the thong and rubbing my cock some more. This was heaven I tell you. I French-inhaled in front of the mirror and turned to the side. My hips looked completely feminine and my makeup showing in front of the wig when I turned to the side was too much to take – my cock was throbbing.

I went back to her drawers and found sheer, black nylon panty hose with straps and a garter belt. I put them on, and the garter felt snug against my cock. Now in front of the bedroom mirror I talked sexy nonsense to myself, all charged up and ready to jerk off again, but I held off - I wanted to enjoy the moment. I finished up in her closet picking up a skimpy hot pink one-piece dress that fit really tight against my ass. I loved the feel of the satin material on my hips, upper thighs and body. Now I was the real deal. I blew a kiss into the mirror and said in a sultry, smoky voice: “Hi, my name is Roger Burns, and I’m a transvestite.”

You deserve to be punished, you little sissy slut I said to myself in the mirror. Talking smut to myself was a kick I never thought of. The only thing missing now were shoes. I knew that Julie’s shoes would be small, but I found a pair of pumps in the closet that fit somewhat suitably. I placed them on, and then pranced over to the mirror enjoying the “clacking sound” they made on the floor.

I looked at the clock - three hours had passed. But I had to walk around the house looking like I did and sit on the living room couch, legs crossed, and pour myself a drink. It was too much of a turn-on not to. So that’s what I did - a scotch and soda. It calmed my nerves somewhat and relaxed me. I may have dozed off slightly and when I looked at the clock it was almost One AM! I got up from the couch and lit another cigarette. I needed to just walk around the house some more, but then the phone rang. It was Julie.

“I’m coming home with a friend. Get in the closet and you can WATCH - but that’s it!”

HOLY SHIT!! There wasn’t any time for me to change and get the makeup off and put everything away! Fuck, fuck, fuck! Now I was really screwed. Maybe I could do it in the closet and just strip. But what about the makeup? I would go into the bathroom and do that now. Then I heard the unmistakable sound of not one, but two cars pulling into my driveway! She left me no time!

I killed the cigarette and went into the master bedroom and got into the walk-in closet with the slats just barely opened. I was breathing hard and tried to calm myself down. I heard laughing coming form downstairs. It was a deep, throaty man’s laugh and my wife’s tittering, sexy, high-pitched laugh. Then I heard their footsteps coming up the stairway and walking down the hall to the master bedroom. Through the slats of the closet I could see them: A big, wide muscular guy with a short neck, and closely cropped black hair. He looked like a cop. He had his hand on Julie’s butt and was squeezing it. Then he grabbed her, spun her around and started devouring her. I thought both of them were somewhat drunk.

Then the guy says: “Is someone else here Julie? I smell fresh smoke.”

Julie had a frown and said, “No, it’s just stale smoke from before I went out,” but she shot a quick look at the closet door, and I could swear I saw I saw her smile at the slats which I was standing behind.

“Where’s your husband? You did say you were married, right?”

“Oh yeah. Roger’s away this weekend with his fishing buddies. Don’t worry about him.”
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THE BIG GOON JUST SMILED AND TOLD JULIE, “I’m gonna rip your clothes right off now and fuck the daylights out of you – right here, on the floor – not even on the bed!”

Julie laughed. “Oooh, I like that Bill.”

She unhooked her bra from the back and pulled it out from under her one-piece dress, and pulled the dress down over her shoulders, exposing her enormous tits. Bill started licking them and biting her nipples. I was getting turned on---just watching, so much so that I began rubbing my cock through my dress. Strangely enough, I wasn’t hateful towards Bill, but I was jealous of Julie. I don’t know if it had anything to do with the fact that I was wearing a tight satin dress, and had silky hair flowing down my neck and my chest, but for a second I thought what would have been unthinkable only yesterday – I wanted Bill to TAKE ME! Was I losing my mind? I kept watching this thing play out.

“Ow! Not so hard Bill,” she said as she playfully smacked him across his face.

“Fuck it slut, I’ll do what I want,” he growled. “You told me you wanted to be manhandled, right?”

“Yes I did,” she said laughing as she pressed her bare chest into his and threw her arms around him, hungrily kissing him and grabbing his crotch. Both of them were moaning through closed lips. I was leaking pre cum from rubbing myself. I’m a little sissy in the closet, I told myself.

“Suck on my cock NOW bitch!” he roared at my wife. Why didn’t I jump out of the closet and punch this guy into the next life? Because I was enjoying watching too much.

Julie unzipped his fly and undid Big Bill’s belt and snaps. Then she jerked his pants down until they fell around his ankles. She turned towards the closet where I was standing and just smirked – an evil grin crossing her face.

She pulled down the top of his boxers and out sprung one of the largest cocks I ever saw. It was bouncing up and down like a fucking diving board. Julie laughed and tried to wrap her fingers around it. It looked like it would barely fit into her mouth. I was rubbing myself, and leaking pre cum into my G-String, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t turn away.

Julie stuck her tongue out and began licking the tip of his cock, going around it in a circle like a paintbrush. Big Bill hissed from between his teeth and pressed down on my wife’s head, making her take more of him into her mouth. As his shaft slid down her mouth and touched her throat, she came off him and gasped, then went down for more, placing all of him inside and sliding back and forth up and down its length. I could see it glistening in the soft light of the room, and I heard loud slurping noises.

I was jealous, my wife had never done anything like that to me. Bill was thrusting his waist into Julie, keeping in sync with her throating of him, her mouth stretched out the widest it could go to receive him. They were going at a feverish pace, Julie’s eyes closed, lips tight around her prize.

Bill was moaning and breathing rapidly, and then cried out and shot all of his cum into Julie’s mouth, but he pulled out mid-stream and took hold of his cock and sprayed the remaining cum all over Julie’s painted face.

“Yeah, yeah, that’s it! Take it all on your face you fucking cum slut!” he yelled.

Julie seemed to savor all of it. His cum covered her eyes, cheeks, mouth and chin. Her eyes were half closed, and she continued to suck him clean. Then she got off her knees and stood up, grabbing Bill’s shirt and kissing him. He licked all of his cum off her face with his big tongue.

“So do you like the way you taste Bill?” she asked.

“Oh sure baby. I like licking it off your face even more. That’s my way of ‘claiming you.’ That’s my mark!”

I was jealous. With me, Julie was always in control, but with this guy, she seemed to be yielding to him. He was running his hands all over her. He reached underneath her short skirt, and stuck his hand in her nether regions.

“Oh wow baby, you’re so fucking wet!” I guess I really got you off, huh?”

Julie laughed, and shot a side glance at the closet. “Yeah Bill, so far you’re the best I ever had. Do you think you can fuck me Bill?”

“I was waiting for you to ask, sure.”

Julie started pulling her dress off over her head. “Hey, put it back,” he said.

“What? Why,” she asked.

“Because I’m gonna take you from your ass! How do you like that?”

She was a bit hesitant, but she went along with his request which surprised me a little. “Okay, so how do we do this?”

He let out an evil laugh. “Spread your arms against the wall baby.” The wall was right in front of the closet door. He smacked her ass three times making her yelp. I had to restrain myself from defending her. But how would that look? A guy, who just happened to be her husband jumps out of the closet dressed like a hooker?? No, I didn’t think so, Besides, this guy looked like he could pound me into oblivion, and Julie seemed to enjoy it.

So Julie was spread eagle against the wall, he legs spread apart, and Bill lifted her dress up over her lower back and pulled her G-String down. Then he spat on his hands and rubbed her asshole and stuck his finger inside of her. He wasn’t finished with the “prep.” He placed a couple of fingers into her dripping pussy and then rubbed the wetness over her ass too. Julie was moaning being handled like this – like a common street whore.

“Okay baby, I’m gonna’ rock your world!” he shouted.

Bill was even harder than before, his cock still sticky. I could see the light from the room shining on it. He held it with his fingers and placed the tip against Julie’s ass hole. Then he began to thrust. Julie cried out at the suddenness of being stretched by a monster cock. Bill was grunting as he withdrew and then thrusted farther and farther inside of her. His speed picked up with each thrust, and both Julie and him were moaning.

“Aw fuck, you’re so tight baby!” he yelled.

“Shut the fuck up and keep going!”

I was rubbing myself furiously, and so turned on that I shot a wad of cum onto the floor of the closet, but I missed, and some cum actually came through the slats of the closet, landing on the carpet making a wet stain, but both of their heads were turned away.

Julie’s nails were digging into the wall and Bill’s fingers were pressed tightly against Julie’s ass. Then Bill let out a long, loud moan, and he shot his full load up my wife’s ass. He kept on thrusting, because of the extra slickness inside her. When he finally pulled out I could see his white cum dripping down her butt cheeks, and covering his cock.

“I think I found a bitch I can fuck now pretty regularly. You’re wild, I’ll give you that. You do this with your husband?”

She laughed. “Fuck no! He hardly touches me,” she said proudly. It made me shrink a few inches when she said that, and I didn’t mean my cock. Big Bill laughed with her.
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“SAY BILL, I HAVE A SURPRISE FOR YOU,” Julie said with a grin crossing her face.

“Oh yeah, and what’s that?”

Julie came off the wall, limping a bit from the vicious pounding she took, and walked over to the closet where I was. My heart was beating pretty fast when she opened the door. Her eyes were open wide, and she grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me out.

“WHAT THE FUCK??? . . . . ROGER??? IS THAT YOU???”

“Uh Julie, I can explain . . .”

Then she started laughing hysterically. Bill was confused. “Who the fuck is the new babe?” he asked with pure lust in his voice. I looked even better than most hot girls.

“Wow Roger, you do clean up nicely, I must admit. Did we come home too soon? How often have you been doing this?” she said with more than a passing interest.

“Oh I’m sorry. Bill, meet my husband Roger. He’s officially a sissy, and I think he wants to be treated like one.”

Bill’s eyes went between Julie and me. “You mean you were in that closet the whole time your wife sucked me off and I fucked her??”

“Yes,” I admitted, quite embarrassed. “I didn’t expect you coming home so soon, I must’ve fallen asleep.”

“Humm, I kind of like it Roger. What made you do this, and with my clothes no less!”

“I’ve always wanted to experiment, you know, and I thought about what we talked about - the ‘new relationship,’ so I thought I’d take it to a new level.”

I was past the point of no return, and I sashayed over to the dresser drawers and picked up Julie’s cigarettes and took one out and lit it up, moving in front of the mirror in sexy poses.

“Give me one Roger. I think I also need a drink – a stiff one.”

I handed Julie a cigarette, lit it, and sashayed into the living room for the bottle of scotch and three glasses I placed on a tray. I could feel Big Bill’s eyes on me, devouring me. My asshole started to tingle a little bit which shocked the hell out of me, but I had a smile on my face thinking of the possibilities.

I came back into the room, and we stood there drinking, and Bill’s eyes were looking over Julie and me. He was getting red in the face and wringing his hands together. Julie was looking at me with an evil smirk.

“Just how far do you want to take this Roger?” she said to me.

“It’s up to you,” I said with a measure of desire that came out of nowhere.

“Well, this will certainly spice up our marriage, but don’t think I’m about to give up Bill!” she said tauntingly.

“Enough talk!” Bill yelled, grabbing me roughly around the waist. “This bitch deserves to be treated just like the slut she is. I mean look at her Julie!”

The next thing I knew, Bill was kissing me deeply on the mouth and grabbing my cock through my satin dress. I was as hard as fuck from his touching me, and ready for whatever they had planned for me.

“You know what Julie? I wanna take your sissy husband and fuck his sissy ass. Hey Roger, you ever done this before?”

“Uh, no Bill, but I’m looking forward to it!” I really was. My ass was twitching just thinking about that monster cock violating my ass.

He was grinning. “Well you watched me do your wife, so I want you up against the wall, just like she did, okay?”

“Sure Bill, whatever you say!”

Then Julie took pity on my and she reached into her dresser drawer and held up a fleshy pink dildo, and a tube of lube gel. “What’s that?” I asked.

“Well after Bill goes home, this is how we can practice. I have a strap-on belt, and I can fuck you all week until he comes over again.”

“Here Bill, Roger doesn’t have a wet pussy, so you’ll have to use this,” and she threw him the tube of gel.

“Yeah Julie, I guess you’re right. But don’t expect me to go easy on your sissy ass!” he yelled.

“Whoa, look at this Julie, she’s even wearing a G-String too!”

“Why Roger, you seem to have thought of everything. Say, the front of your pouch is a bit stained. You better wash that!” Then she saw the stain on the carpet in front of the closet, and she bent over laughing and pointing at me.

Bill ignored this and pressed me firmly against the wall and flipped my dress up just like he did Julie’s and very roughly pulled down my G-String, and began applying the gel.

“You only get this the first time – I’m just being nice now.”

Julie watched as he manhandled me like common street trash, growling and pawing me.

“I’ll show you what it really means to be a slut!” he yelled, as his beefy hands grabbed me tightly around my butt, spreading my cheeks ever so slightly. My heart was beating fast with an absolute need. He coated my asshole with a nice amount of gel, and I yelled out in pain as his fingers went inside me and roughly dilated me for the first time. Then he squeezed out some more of the gel and rubbed the length of his cock with it.

Now I felt the pressure of his enormous cock head against my virgin bussy. It was bigger in real life than what I first saw from the closet. He entered me slowly at first, and I felt pain as he stretched me with his enormous head. “Oh FUCK – you’re so tight Roger.”

“Hey Julie, we need a girl’s name for your sissy ass husband. How about ‘Candy?’”

“Yeah, Candy sounds good,” she said laughing. The scotch was hitting her, and all three of us for that matter.

“Okay Candy, HERE I COME!” he said and thrust all the way inside me. My teeth were clenched as he went in and out of me with that large, monster snake of his. But I wanted it. The pain suddenly became mixed with a pleasure I had never known before. He went in and out of me faster and faster, my hips backing up on his cock with each thrust, and we got into a sort of rhythm that was unstoppable. My ass was sucking him inside me, and he was growling with delight. His hands now were pressing against my shoulders.

Julie was watching from a club chair across from the bed and she was smoking and rubbing her pussy with her fingers, and touching them to her mouth and licking her own juices. She rubbed herself faster and faster as Bill pounded into me. Suddenly he lost all control, and I felt the wet warmth of his cum fill me up inside. I felt a ball of pleasure well up from deep inside of me and I screamed and shot a load against the wall without even touching myself. Both of us came at the same time.

Bill pulled out of me at last and looked at his cum dripping down my ass and his cock covered the same way.

“Okay ‘Candy,’ time for you to do what you’re probably a master at. I want you to suck my cock now!”

“Go ahead dear,” Julie said, having just had a monster climax watching a man fuck her husband dressed like a total slut. It really turned her on.

Bill spun me around and I dropped to my knees, and he placed his semi-erect cock up against my lips and pressed forward. I parted my lips slightly and began licking slowly around his head. This was my first cock, and I was hungry for it. I knew there would be many more because I knew the arrangement I had with Julie wouldn’t just be with Bill.

He went farther inside my mouth which I had to open wider to take in his girth. I tasted the salty/sweetness of his jizz on my tongue as I went around and around his shaft. I let my tongue rub the soft tuft of sensitive skin on his underside. Going back and forth it made him moan with delight.

I was sucking and slurping like a pro. His hands were pressing down on my dirty blonde wig, and I went back and forth, increasing my speed on him. He bucked his hips, and I went faster down his length. In another second I felt his cum flood my mouth as he groaned and stiffened. “God you’re fucking fantastic Candy. Hey Julie, you know your husband sucks a mean cock!”

“Yes Bill, I had a feeling this sniveling little sissy would.”

“Damn straight,” he said.

I finished licking and sucking all of his cum off his cock, and I swallowed everything like a good girl.

Finally, he pulled out of my mouth. “Well well, how was that for your first cock, or am I mistaken about that?”

“No you’re right Bill – you’re my first.”

“Well isn’t that sweet. I tell you what – I’m coming over next week, and I expect to be treated like a king. Maybe I’ll let you suck me off in the shower!”

“I’d love that Bill,” I said happily.

So I became my hotwife’s personal slut, ready to suck any cock she brought over to the house, and she brought over many. Of course Big Bill was a regular. I liked him because his cock was larger than any of the others.

Julie even enjoyed pegging me with her double-headed strap on dildo, and that improved our sex life greatly. Of course, she bought me new clothes for my alter ego as Candy. Whenever we were home alone, I always had to dress as Candy, never Roger. She began to hate Roger. Sometimes the two of us went out together, just like two girlfriends, and we picked up strange guys and brought them back to the house where we had our way with them. Nobody minded that I was a transgender slut, in fact, most of them enjoyed me.

Imagine how just acting out on a little “whim” improved our marriage so much!


More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story). I would love to hear what you like to read about! Just shoot me an email and let me know. I’ll even name a character for you and send you a free book!

Jdicey120@yahoo.com

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

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

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD

Here are links to some of my favorites!

TOE CURLING TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

FIVE ALARM FEMME

HIS SISSY TUTOR

FRAT BOY FEMME

BOYZ TO GURLS - SERIES COMP

COUGAR MEAT

CAUGHT WITH HIS PANTS DOWN

TONGUES HANGING OUT

HOUSE SLAVES FOR A DAY

THE BULLY WHO TURNED ME

HOT WIVES FEMBOYS AND SISSIES SERIES COMP

SKANK RETREAT

HUBBY TRAP

BLOWN AWAY

TEST TUBE FEMBOY

DUPED

RIGHT WHERE I WANT HIM

FEMBOYS CROSSDRESSERS AND SISSIES

TEST DRIVE

NO RETURN

MY BOSS'S HOTWIFE MADE ME A SLUT!

BECOMING MIRABELLE

BECOMING ILANA

BECOMING JACLYN

IT STARTED OUT SO INNOCENT

THE SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES RETURNS

F'ING AWESOME!

FEMBOY CURTAIN CALL

MARRIED TO THE OFFICE BIMBO

SMOKED INTO TRANSITION

HER ODD SISSY

RAVAGED BY THE BABYSITTER

THE FEMBOY PLOT

HOT T-GURLS 10 STORY COLLECTION

CAUTION - SLIPPERY WHEN WET!

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE

GROUP LUST


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

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 TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

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

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD
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