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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 up, three girls – really 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.


2

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.


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!

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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