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Prologue

I’ve carried a big secret with me my whole life. When I was about thirteen years old, I realized that I was sexually drawn to attractive women who smoked; every aspect of them like the way they looked, the way the odor of smoke clinged to their clothing, their hair. I loved watching them - spellbound. Even at that age, I noticed I got hard at just the thought of them. I started smoking somewhere in the middle of the eighth grade secretly. I was a closet smoker; my friends didn’t even know that I smoked, my parents certainly not, even though both of them were smokers. I was an only child, and I missed the guidance that other kids could have gotten from older brothers or sisters, so I thought that I was abnormal; a freak. According to my way of thinking, if I smoked in front of people my sexual attraction to other smokers would become apparent. I know I would have gravitated to the girls in school who smoked. What would people think of me? I thought. The concept that I had a “smoking fetish” didn’t even enter into my mind. I had no idea that such things existed, except amongst the mentally ill.

Sometime during the ninth grade my fetish took on a new dimension - crossdressing. I was tall and thin - so was my mother; so one day when both of my parents were at work, I decided to act on my impulse. I slipped on a pair of my mother’s panties, black shear hose, a black bra, a silky blouse, and a long fabric skirt. She even had a red-headed wig that when I put it on gave me a pleasure I had never known before. I also put on red lipstick; the other makeup would have to wait for another time. When I looked at myself in the mirror I got hard. I loved to smoke long, all white cigarettes; especially the Virginia Slims 120s that my mother smoked. I hated the look of the cork cigarettes, and didn’t even bother with them. The first experience was indescribable, wonderful. I lit up in front of my parent’s bedroom mirror and I actually “became” the object of all my sexual fantasies. I even found an old black leather handbag of my mother’s that I stole and kept my cigarettes in. I would sneak packs from her cartons in a way that she never knew they were missing.

By age fifteen I was a full-blown transvestite. I was addicted to porn sites on the computer where smoking trannies were featured. I would dress and smoke along with them and of course, jerk off to what I was simultaneously doing with them. I had my favorites which I bookmarked.

So that was what my life was like: dating girls; preferably smokers, but only smoking with them -no one else. Gradually I started smoking with “the crowd” when I reached college, but rationalizing that if I concentrated, my sexual attraction to cigarettes wouldn’t come out, nor my proclivity for crossdressing. That was a secret I thought that I would take to the grave with me. I was wrong about that.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter One

When I was a sophomore at the state college I attended away from home, I got interested in theatre and speech, with a journalism major. I aspired to being a news reporter. For our January performance, the professor decided on putting on the play “SNEAKY BOYZ,” about transgender women and the men they unwittingly seduce. After the posting, a bunch of us from the class got together in a coffee shop downtown to discuss it. One of my classmates was overjoyed, I mean really over the top about acting in it. His name, or “her” name was Amelia, and was a trans-woman. Amelia was really funny; great to be around, and an excellent chess player amongst other things. I enjoyed playing her even though she beat me all the time, and I was a high school champion. She could also fix anything mechanical, and wanted to join the army after college.

“SNEAKY BOYZ ” was loosely based on the life of the playwright, and took place in New York City, where three room mates lived together. Two of them were transgender women, and it was a comedy. There were scenes of “surprising dates” with their cocks coming out, and relationships with their families, etc.,. There were some great one-liners. So, there we were, sitting one afternoon in “Brazilia Beans,” a coffee shop lined with books along the walls, jazz music playing from speakers, and frequented by theatre lovers and academics. There were five of us: Amelia, me, Robert, Joanne, and Chuck. Joanne was the other transgender woman.

“So I read through the script briefly, and there are roles for three transgender women, and three guys who crossdress. I saw Scott earlier, and he wants to be one of the crossdressers,” Amelia said.

“He told me that it would be ‘an acting challenge’ for him,” I said.

“Oh really, that’s what he told you Tim?” Amelia said to me. “I think he really wants to play that part, and it has only a little bit to do with the artistic challenge.” We all laughed.

This got to me because I wanted one of the transgender parts, or crossdresser ones. What would they say about me taking it? I hadn’t crossdressed since I went away to school, and I was afraid that my secret would come out if my enthusiasm showed too much. I’m not sure where exactly I heard it said before but there’s a saying that “some of the best kept secrets - aren’t.”

I was dating a girl on campus named Myra. Myra was one year ahead of me, a junior, and she was balls-on hot; on fire actually, and she had a thing for me from the get-go. We met in a poli-sci course the last year at the start of the fall semester, in September and started dating. I remember the first time she looked at me in the lecture hall, and smiled. I knew right then and there that we would become an item. Sure enough; blow job on the first date, incredible sex on the second, and the rest has been history for the past year and change. We were now thinking of getting an apartment together off-campus before the school year was out.

The day after the posting went up about the play in the fine arts building, I met Myra for dinner at an off campus Italian place, and I told her about the play. She wasn’t a theatre person, but something about this play caught her interest; especially when I told her about the transgender and crossdressing character parts. After dinner we got back into my car about eight o’clock, and there were a good number of people out and about. “The veal in this place is really delicious Tim, the meat dishes are always good here.”

Myra had that slutty glint in her eyes that I loved so much because it was always a sure sign of things to come. Maybe it was the red wine, but the car was full of female hormones flying around the car. Myra smelled like lust. She was a beautiful girl who was into the whole goth scene. She had piercing blue eyes, red hair that fell to the top of her ample-sized breasts, heavy black eyeliner, black, penciled in eyebrows, and she wore nice leather skirts that always showed off her curvy hips. Of course, she smoked the long, all-white Virginia Slims 120s that turned me on. So, yeah, she knew about my smoking fetish, but I never revealed my desire to crossdress to her. But, as I was to find out, women can be very perceptive.

[image: A picture containing person, person, hair  Description automatically generated]

Before I could get a word out, she reached down in the passenger seat and started tugging at the zipper of my jeans, while at the same time, lifted her head up to kiss me hard. Myra was really fucking kinky – an exhibitionist, and loved to “show off.” It turned her on to get physical in unlikely spots; elevators, cars parked on a public throughfare, parking lots, you name it - she’ll do it. At first it freaked me out, but after a while I got used to it. It became a real turn-on for me. She stopped locking lips with me to light a cigarette. “Want one Timmy?” she said with the voice she knew turned me on. She got my cock so hard I could crack a walnut with it.

“Sure, I’ll take one.” She gave me a little smirk and pulled one out with her lips, getting red lipstick on the white filter. As soon as she lit me up, she got busy with my zipper again. We were in back of the restaurant in the parking lot. The back of the car was facing the rear of the restaurant, so we were unlikely to attract attention unless the people in the car next to us on the driver side decided to come out after their meal was finished!

“Oooooh . . . look at this! Timmy’s cock is rock hard, and ready for action,” she cooed. She gripped me in her fist and slid her hand up and down my shaft, causing a bit of pre-cum to form on my tip. At the same time, she resumed kissing me hard and wrapping her tongue around mine. I loved the taste of her; the wine, the smoky breath, her perfume. I tried my hardest not to blow my load right there. But Myra was very perceptive - she was not about to let that happen, and she swiftly replaced her hand with her mouth, after unlocking mine. Her lips were like soft, silky velvet when they gripped the tip of my cock very hard and firm between them. She liked to play with me and tease me, running the tip of her tongue around my tip. She broke contact every so often to take a drag and blow smoke all over my cock. Now her juices started flowing and her mouth was really wet. Her staccato breaths told me her pussy was wet also - but she would have to wait for that to be taken care of.

She took my cock full-on, sliding her head up and down the length of my shaft, running the body of her tongue around my massive cock. The first time that Myra took me she told me how massive my cock was. It was seven inches long and very thick, and she really enjoyed sucking me off. Some women can be very creative when they give head, Myra was no exception.

Smoking while getting a blow job was a big turn-on for me, and I tried to hide it, but I think Myra knew. She just didn’t say anything about it. What she didn’t know was that I was fantasizing about what it would be like if I was crossdressed and getting head. So, I started formulating a plan about taking one of those parts in “SNEAKY BOYZ.” Of course, I would discuss it with Myra first. Her opinion meant a lot to me.

I was at the limit of my ability to hold back any longer and I gasped, stiffened, and exploded a jet of cum right into Myra’s mouth hitting the back of her throat. She took it like the pro like she always was; no gagging, no pulling off, not stopping her sliding up and down. I felt the wet warmth of my jizz floating around in her mouth, wrapping my still-hard cock. I never went limp after I came, I stayed hard. Myra took advantage of that by sucking every last drop of cum off me. The slurping and gulping sounds she made told me she was done. Then came the part that I really liked: she took her mouth off my cock and kissed me full on the lips, putting her tongue inside my mouth, giving me a salty taste of myself. What did that say about me? When I tasted myself, I got hard again. In the back of my mind a thought was rolling around. Would I enjoy sucking someone else’s cock? In a world of infinite possibilities, would Myra enjoy watching me take another man’s or a trans-woman’s cock in my mouth? These were the questions rolling around inside my head after getting head.

“Okay stud let’s go back to my place and finish what we started. I know a wet pussy that is in desperate need of attention.”

❤️❤️❤️

Luckily, Rina, Myra’s roommate was at home with her parents. She lived about five miles away from campus and often stayed at home with her parents at night. Just in case, Myra texted her their own little code which meant that one of them had a guy (or girl) over. I forgot to tell you that Myra was a bisexual, and Rina was a lesbian. We had an understanding that I was number one in her life, and vice versa. I didn’t mind if she had a female overnight guest, and I told her on a number of occasions that I’d like to watch, maybe even participate sometime. This was a kink that she said she would take me up on someday. I’ve never had a threesome, and one involving two girls was one I would very much like to have.

If it were up to Myra, we would fuck in the middle of the student union building, but even I couldn’t imagine that. Getting arrested and possibly booked as a sexual predator was not on my plans for the foreseeable future. So we parked my car in the dormitory parking lot, and strode hand in hand up to her room on the third floor. We barely had time to close the door when she turned around, grabbed me by the neck and jumped up on me; legs hooked around my waist. We were locked in a kiss and without a word, she pushed me by my chest onto the bed, getting on top of me, straddling me. She pulled her blouse with fishnet sleeves over her head, revealing her red-laced bra underneath. By this time I was very hard again, and she playfully stroked her long fingernails over my cock, underneath my jeans. “Take your jeans off,” she said. “I want some of that, and you’re going to give me all of it.”

I said nothing, kicking off my moccasins, shimmying out of my jeans; completely obeying Myra who became consumed with lust when she was highly aroused. She pulled the front of my boxers down and began sucking my cock again, her intent not to make me cum, but just to get me wet. As she was sucking on me, she was gyrating on my thigh through her belted leather skirt. Several times in the past she had made herself climax like that, but this was not to be one of them. Never taking her eyes off me, she broke off, stood by the side of the bed, and pulled off her skirt. Underneath were red-laced panties with a cute little bow in the front. I recognized them immediately because I had bought them for her at Victoria’s Secret. She resumed sucking on my hard cock again, but this time, when she placed her naked pussy against my leg, she was dripping down the inside of my thigh. Without missing a beat, she rode me hard, slipping her wetness on top of me. “Play with my clitty,” she blurted out, eyes closed; off somewhere in space. She had her clit pierced shortly after we started going out. I gently pulled on the ring with my fingers, causing her to moan and rock back and forth.

My fingers slithered up and down the length of her pussy, her clit as hard as a little red knob. She called out, “Harder Tim! Harder!” So I worked my fingers around and around her clit putting pressure on her folds, moving my fingers in a circle. I was close to cumming by then, but concentrated on waiting until Myra came. It wasn’t long before I felt a warm waterfall running down the sides of my cock, and onto my abdomen. She lifted her head back, and her mouth formed a wordless scream.

I was so fucking turned on by her orgasm that I shot my load deep inside her; the warmth of my jizz surrounding my cock, a white, frothy stream leaking down my cock and my balls. I pulled her down to me and we kissed - hard. She pulled off of me and went to work lapping up all the cum that was left on my cock. Her eyes were misty and half-closed, and with her lips dripping white jizz, she immediately kissed me, so I got a good salty taste of my own stuff. “Pineapples!” she said.

“Excuse me?” I said gently; mildly amused by this seemingly unrelated comment. “Yeah, pineapples,” she said again. “When a guy eats pineapples, about two or three hours later, after it’s all digested, your jizz tastes like pineapples. Sometime eat pineapples before you cum in my mouth.

“Humm,” I said, surprised by Myra’s biochemistry lesson. “I did not know that. Where did you learn that from?”

“I looked it up online. I Googled ‘how to make cum taste better.’”

“Well,” I said. My favorite flavor is Rocky Road Fudge ice cream. So if I eat a cone of Rocky Road Fudge, my jizz will taste like that??” The both of us laughed.

“Just think of all the fun we can have experimenting with different flavors!” she said.

“Yeah, I suppose,” I said, just being a bit skeptical. “I also like mint chocolate chip.”

“Let’s relax and have a cigarette,” she said; and with that she reached on the floor for her black leather bag and pulled out her pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. As soon as she lit us up and she took a very seductive snap-inhale, I was hard again. Myra was amused.

“You know Tim,” she said contemplating her next words. “I’m wondering about this smoking fetish of yours.” My hackles went up.

“What about it?” I asked cautiously, trying to avoid any embarrassment.

“I’m wondering if it ends only with cigarettes.” I froze like a deer in the headlights of a Mack Truck. She was lying on the bed, propped up on her elbows, fists on her chin, cigarette held between her index and middle fingers at the top, looking at me.

“I mean, the sight of me,” she was smiling a self-assured kind of smile, “and other attractive women smoking seems to get you hard as a rock. I’m wondering how far that goes. Let me ask you something,” okay, here it comes I thought. “Does the thought of dressing up like a woman turn you on? I know that lots of men with smoking fetishes like to crossdress. So my dear, do you?” As embarrassed as I felt, I thought that the most honest answer would be most appropriate here. Besides, this would be a good segway into me asking Myra what she thought of me auditioning for the play.

“Come on,” she said; “No need to be shy. I’ll still love you. Now what do you say?” I took a deep breath and decided to come clean with her. I would feel more comfortable revealing my secret obsession to Myra first, before Amelia or my other friends, anyway.

“Truth be told,” I said. “I’ve sort of done it before.”

“Sort of done it? What does that mean ‘sort of?’” My answer came out quickly, like I had a script prepared. It just spilled out of me.

“When I was a teenager and after I started smoking, I realized I was attracted to women smokers, but never knew about fetishes. I always thought that I had some kind of mental or emotional illness. I was an only child, and I was home alone a lot. So one day I tried on some of my mom’s clothes - they fit me because I was only fourteen years old. I also had one of her wigs. It was a huge kick for me. I was crazy turned on. As I got older, the chances for me to dress became less and less, so here we are. I have a real fetish, but no outlet.” Myra looked at me, smiled and kissed me. I thought she would be disgusted with me, and throw me out of her room. But she didn’t.

“Humm,” she said deep in concentration. “Would you dress for me the next time we have sex? I mean,” and she laughed, “I’ll even supply the clothes for you. It would really turn me on Tim!”

I was in total shock. I mean that hit me out of left field. My response was almost automatic. “Sure, I guess I would do that.”

“Okay, my next question to you,” touching her finger to my nose and biting her lower lip – which was sexy as hell! “is, would you allow Rina to be here with us and watch?”

“Just watch??”

“Well, Rina is kind of a slut, and she might want to become involved. What do you think? Would you like to ‘perform’ in front of an audience, and have the audience participate a little?”

“I think that would be an interesting scene,” I said, all the while thinking that I would get her approval and encouragement for my stage acting debut. An idea just occurred to me.

“Myra, what about that goth sorority you belong to?”

“What about it?” She paused and her mouth dropped open. I think I finished her next sentence for her. We clicked that way. We’d be thinking of something, and the other would complete the thought. I smiled my wicked, salacious as fuck smile at her.

“After I get ‘good’ at the crossdressing thing, maybe we could have some fun ‘getting over’ on some of the girls, and I’ll tell you why.” This was the perfect opening that I was looking for – about taking the transgender part in the play. But we had to move quickly because the auditions were starting in a couple of weeks. I thought about how surprised Amelia and Joanne would be.

So, I told Myra about the play and my reservations about telling my theatre friends I wanted to audition for the trans part.

“I think you’ll be fabulous Tim.” She laughed an evil little laugh which was one of the things I loved about Myra.

“Don’t worry,” she said. By the time Rina and I are done with you, you’ll pass easily for a woman – your own friends won’t recognize you!” Now most guys would be horrified at that comment, but to me – it just felt right, you know? Like I would be completing myself. Things happened faster than I thought they would, and in directions I never thought possible.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

The following Monday I saw Amelia and Joanne, the two trans-women in my circle of theatre friends, having coffee and what looked like a heated discussion in Brazilia Beans. I got myself a coffee and sat down with them. Robert and Chuck came in and joined us as well. Joanne and Amelia were talking about whether or not the three trans roles, and the crossdresser roles should be played by actual trans actors because it would lend a sense of “realism” to the play. Joanne was of the opinion that it would, and Amelia said it wouldn’t because acting is all about exploring different roles, and if a “civilian” wanted to play the role they should be allowed to. This gave me a sense of security because it would allow me to play the role without anyone getting suspicious about “my situation.”

“So Tim,” Joanne said, “what do you think?”

“Well, I agree with Amelia. Acting is all about role-playing, and if someone wants to test the limits of their talents and try-out for the role, they should be allowed to. Right? I mean this is a college play. I would think that learning is a big part of the acting experience here.” Amelia was shaking her head, and pointed a finger at me in agreement.

“See, that’s my point. Tim is right. This is what I was saying all along Joanne dear, I think it’s a bit snobby to flat out deny someone the chance to audition and act if that’s what they want to do.”

Robert joined in. He was a city kid and he put it this way: “Okay, I’m from the South Bronx. We are a culture all to ourselves. Suppose there was a role that needed someone from the South Bronx. Don’t you think that if someone really tried, and studied the mannerisms and speech, then they should be given the chance to act?” We laughed because Robert was a character himself; very funny, and was hard to take seriously at times. He wore a Buster Keaton style hat, shiny black leather jacket, and some greasy hair gel on his black hair.

“And what part would you play, Robert?” Amelia asked.

“I’d want to be one of the surprised, seduced men! I could put some Bronx into it.” We all laughed.

Joanne looked to Chuck for support; the only one at the table who wasn’t heard from yet. “I’m sorry Joanne, but I agree with the majority here. If a non-trans person wants to audition, they should be allowed to.” Our little group of five made up the core of the college terpsichorean group, and usually got all the lead roles.

Joanne, outvoted and outnumbered, sat back with her arms folded at the table. “Well, let’s see who shows up for the auditions in two weeks. After all, it’s up to Professor Carmichael.” Amelia turned to me, curious, and said: “Tim, were you thinking of trying out for one of the trans-woman roles?” All eyes turned to me.

“I’ve thought about it, yeah. I mean, I might.” I qualified my comment by saying, “I’ll have to carefully read the script over again before I make my decision.” The others at the table knew I was seeing Myra regularly. They had no idea she was bisexual, even though her goth sorority was made up of women of many different sexual appetites. The last thing I would tell my friends about was the agreement I had going with Myra. Joanne looked me over, and smiled. She made a show of studying my face, and gave a look at my body up and down.

“You know guys,” Joanne said. “If anyone were to pull this off, I think it would be Tim.” Robert and Chuck looked at me to see if I was insulted. I wasn’t.

“I might just go for it,” I said with a smug look on my face. Amelia put her hand on my leg and looked at the others. “Let’s see if Tim reads the script and decides to go through with it.”

❤️❤️❤️

I called Myra when I got back to my dorm room. I told her about the discussion I had with my friends at the table. She said: “What’s interesting Tim is that Amelia and Joanne thought you might have a chance at being a convincing transgender woman. Now, you have a real reason to go through with our little plan. By the time I get through with you, I think you’ll get a five-star review!” That night, Myra and I had dinner at my dorm’s cafeteria.

“I told the girls at my sorority house too that you might try out for one of the transgender roles in ‘SNEAKY BOYZ.’ I hope you’re not upset.”

“No honey, quite the contrary. What did they say?”

“Well, our chapter president, Samantha said she thought you would be terrific.” Now I was really curious.

“Why did she think so?”

“Now, don’t get upset, but she really got off on the idea of you crossdressing. I think it had a lot to do with your body type.” Myra laughed. “She even offered to help if I needed it. Of course, all of us thought that you would make a great transgender goth girl!”

“Isn’t Samantha the one who blackmailed the dean and his son into crossdressing and . . “ Myra interrupted - “And sucking cock??” She laughed.

“Yes, and sucking cock - among other things,” I said. Samantha and her friends had a reputation for pulling off that legendary feat back in September. In fact, now the dean’s son was actually a full-fledged trans female member of their sorority house. We finished our dinner and went back to Myra’s dorm room. If I hadn’t come along, Myra would have lived with her sorority sisters in the house on campus.

Aside from great sex, we had gotten into the habit of studying together in her dorm room. We both had a couple of hours worth of studying to do. My roommate Chris didn’t allow smoking in our room – that was the deal, so it was cool to hang out in Myra’s room and smoke while we studied. Her roommate Rina was also a smoker, so it was cool.

“Well I’m done with my political science chapter, how about you?” I said. Myra was working on an English paper.

“I’m done,” she said, and did a sexy walk over to me where I was reading on her bed. She ceremoniously took my book out of my hand and flung it on the floor, and sat down on the bed next to me. It was about eight-thirty, and there was a knock on the door. I wondered who that could be. Myra looked at me and smiled.

“Gee Timmy, I wonder who that could be?” she said and batted her beautiful eyes at me. She opened the door, and it was Rina. I was somewhat disappointed, putting it mildly, because I thought that tonight we would be alone, and I really needed it – I was really fucking horny. I had trouble concentrating. Sometimes Rina could be a cock-blocker.

“Hi Rina,” I said. Rina was a junior like Myra, and had long, black hair, thick eyelashes, and a very curvaceous figure. She was also a goth girl which turned me on as well. She had these incredible legs which looked even more outrageous under her black fishnet hosiery. I didn’t tell Myra, but sometimes I jerked off thinking about her roommate.

As soon as Rina lit up, my boner was aching to get out of my pants. Then Myra shocked me. “Okay Tim, grab your jacket, we’re going out.”

“What do you mean,” I said, confused and disappointed.

“You didn’t tell him Myra?” Rina asked.

“Tell me what?” I said.

“We’re going full throttle on this babe. The three of us are going to our sorority house! The girls are going to help you to try and get that part for your play. Isn’t that exciting???”

I was speechless. The thought of going to a very sexually promiscuous sorority house was mind-blowing; especially in the middle of a school week. I already felt the tip of my now raging hard cock getting wet!

Rina looked me over. “Ummmm . . . I think Timmy will become an absolutely beautiful girl!” Rina walked over to Myra, said “Hi roomie,” and gave her a big, wet, and deep kiss. Rina was looking at me and could tell I was salivating; totally turned on. They had their arms around each other. Myra broke off and said, “Let’s not forget our mission tonight honey- we’re going to help Tim.”

“Okay Myra, I just can’t help myself. You look delicious tonight.”

“You’ll get dinner with me, no worries, and we can both have Timmy tonight for dessert!” Myra said as she saddled up against me, turned my head and kissed me. I could taste Rina on her, and I wanted more. I wasn’t ready to tell Myra that I was dying to fuck her roommate, but who knew what would happen tonight. I mean, this sorority was HOT, and my cock was like a divining rod, pointing me in that direction; so we were off.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

Myra and Rina’s goth sorority house was an old Victorian mansion built at the turn of the last century. It was the home to many sororities over the years, and well suited to the whole goth culture. Twenty girls lived there; a mix of sophomore through graduate students.

Myra’s friend’s Samantha and Billie were the ones to greet us at the front porch. They were both smoking Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. Fuck! I was beyond turned on. All the girls were either bisexual, transgender women, or lesbians. They had a reputation for throwing the best and wildest parties on campus.

The girls kissed each other hello, and Samantha looked me over. She knew me of course, but she hadn’t thought of me as a crossdresser until a couple of days ago when Myra talked about our plan to her.

“Come inside guys, let’s have drinks.” Samantha came up to me close, grabbed the front of my shirt collar and whispered into my face: “From what Myra told me Timmy, you’re in for a wild night!”

She exhaled her smoke into my face while she talked, and I could smell her perfume and woman scents – like she just had sex. Then she did the unexpected, and in front of Myra. She grabbed my crotch, her eyes looking right into mine. “Well, you are certainly ready – I don’t think I’ve ever felt such a huge, hard cock before Tim.”

“Myra, is it okay if we play with him tonight?”

“Sure Sam, just make sure you leave something for me “ Myra replied.

“Me too!” Rina said with a hefty amount of excitement.

“No guarantees Myra,” Samantha said.

I learned that Myra, Samantha, and Rina had been planning this evening ever since Myra insisted that I crossdress. I looked around the first floor and there were about seven girls in the large living room. All eyes were on us. Two of the girls were on the opposite side of the room going at it with each other. Both of them were topless, and in the middle of getting each other off. My cock was throbbing at the sight. Myra caught me looking at them. She grabbed me by the chin and kissed me. “Come on Tim don’t look over there; Rina and I are going to fulfill one of your fantasies. We’re going to fuck each other - wanna watch??”

“Hell yeah!” Did I ever. She took Rina by the hand, and both of them looked towards me and laughed. “Your turn soon Timmy!” Rina said with a wink. “Go have a seat honey,” Myra said pointing to a club chair opposite the couch. There was a table with assorted drinks, beers, soda, etc.,. I helped myself to a beer, popped the cap and settled into the club chair. My greatest fantasy was about to come true - to watch Myra and Rina pleasure each other. Samantha was busy with her other sorority sisters and put music on from the Alexa: “Magic Man” by Heart. Myra and Rina were putting on a show for me.

They faced each other on the couch and embraced and started kissing. You would think they hadn’t been together in years by the way they went at it. I was touching myself through my jeans and getting very aroused. Then I slid my fingers inside my jeans and fiddled with my cock. I could see that Rina wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples were standing on edge, poking through her white blouse. I could even see the dark areolas through the blouse; it was almost transparent. She was wearing a short leather skirt on top of her fishnets.

Myra was in a similar state of dress, but she wore a sleeveless leather vest on top of her dark purple blouse. The room came alive with the music. Some of the other girls in the house came down the stairs, in various states of undress. The party was in full swing, but my attention was glued to Myra and Rina on the couch.
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Myra hastily undid Rina’s blouse and tossed it on the floor, and Rina took off Myra’s vest and blouse. They were moving their mouths around each other, kissing each other’s necks, running the tips of their fingers on each other’s breasts, and licking them. Rina seemed hornier than Myra and stuck her fingers down the front of Myra’s skirt. Then, looking over at me, she sucked on her fingers that were already glistening with Myra’s pussy juice. By now, my hand was grabbing onto my cock and sliding it up and down.

The girl’s movements seemed choreographed in some kind of erotic play. Rina had Myra’s skirt off and she leaned back, making a “V” with her legs letting Rina get in-between with her face. Myra had her hands on top of Rina’s head, not wanting to let go, keeping her busy down there. Rina’s tongue was licking Myra’s slick, spongy pussy up and down, and playing with her clit ring. Myra’s head was arched back, and her mouth was open, and her eyes were closed, lost somewhere in a universe of pleasure.

The lights in the room were red and tuned to strobe effect, keeping up with the music. It was surreal. Couples were off doing their own things, but the room had one mood, and it was all about pleasures of the flesh. Myra called out in a wordless scream, and I saw that Rina’s mouth was coated with the flowing juice from Myra’s cunt. Rina lifted her head up and put her lips to Myra’s ear, and I saw Myra nodding her head as if to say “yes.” I could not believe what was about to happen.

Rina got up from the couch leaving Myra panting and stretched out. She had a glint in her eye and sat on my lap and started kissing me in front of Myra. I could taste the familiar bouquet of my girlfriend’s pussy from her mouth, and it was amazing. At the same time, Rina reached down to the zipper of my jeans, and pulled it down forcefully, narrowly missing snagging my cock in the metal. “Prepare to have your world rocked Tim.” She said softly, but firmly. Then she used both hands and pulled my jeans and boxers down to my ankles. If I had a genie in a bottle and was granted three wishes, this would have been my third.

Rina gently placed the tip of her tongue on my cock and made little circles around my top slit. I could tell her saliva was mixed with my precum, and Rina put her whole mouth on my cock now, sucking up and down, her tongue twirling around my shaft. I pressed her head into my lap and held it firmly in place as her silky, black hair fell on my tummy. It was sooo good. If Myra wasn’t my girlfriend, I would really be greedy and try to make this a regular thing, but having Myra’s blessing for tonight was enough. I don’t know how I would feel about another guy with Myra, but somehow I didn’t mind her getting it on with Rina, or another girl for that matter. Weird; it didn’t feel like cheating. I was enjoying myself too much. Rina now went full on, and over the music I could hear her loud slurping and licking my cock. I couldn’t contain myself any longer.

All the night’s events, from them kissing in their dorm room, to the sights of the others around the room at the house were coming to a head. I exploded in Rina’s mouth, and she sucked and took me in like a trooper. I was still cumming and she withdrew her mouth, and I came a bit on her face, her eyes, making her mascara and eye shadow run. After she sucked my cock clean, she lifted her face up to me and pressed the cum on her face into my mouth. I didn’t need to be told what to do; I licked my own jizz off her face. It was my first time with her.

Then Rina shimmied out of her skirt and went back to the couch with Myra. They switched places and Myra’s mouth was now licking Rina’s pussy which was so wet from being with me. I was getting hard again, and I lit up one of Myra’s cigarettes and grabbed another beer, settling in to watch my girlfriend giving head to another woman. It didn’t take Rina long to get off because I warmed her up so well. She had Myra’s head placed firmly in her lap, her face going up and down on Rina; Rina’s arms underneath Myra pinching and rolling her nipples with her fingers.

Myra was making slurping sounds and I knew that my girlfriend had made Rina cum too. Both of them sat up and embraced and kissed, their hands finishing off what their mouths had started; tits bumping. I watched, fascinated, playing with my cock.. Now I had watched plenty of porn, but I never watched lesbian porn - this was much better; real life!

❤️❤️❤️

Samantha walked over, and she looked like she had gotten plenty of action from the other side of the room. Her face makeup was smeared, and she had a big smile on her face when she took in the sight of me with my pants around my ankles and her two sorority sisters undressed and looking very satisfied on the couch. Myra pulled Samantha down onto the couch and the three of them soon became tangled up in each other for another round. Samantha was face-down on the couch and her target was Myra. She placed her face in Myra’s lap and began licking her, no doubt tasting Rina on her pussy and Rina was underneath Samantha’s legs, face up and licking her pussy.

I was watching my first lesbian three-way. It was turning me on in a crazy way so soon after I shot a full load in Rina’s mouth. Then the unexpected happened. Someone tapped me on the shoulder. It was another one of the sorority sisters. She was gorgeous, with dirty blonde hair, a nice figure and somewhat skinny, with ample tits showing through her blouse. She wore tight leather pants and four-inch-high heels. Her makeup was dark; black lipstick, black eyeliner, and deep purple eye shadow. Her long hair flowed freely around her shoulders, and had green highlights on the sides. She sat on my naked lap facing me.

“You must be Tim; Myra’s boyfriend, right?”

“Yeah, that’s me, who are you?” I asked.

“I’m Connie, one of the sisters here. Nice to meet you,” she said. I understand you want to audition for a transgender role in the drama department’s play, right?” Boy, news travels fast. Was there anyone here who didn’t know who I was?

“Yes, I am,” I said. She started kissing my face and pressing her tits up against me. Her smell was very arousing; menthol cigarettes, a little wine and perfume. I kind of knew where this was going. Sure enough she went for my cock. I was about to set a new record for myself. Connie stood up from my lap, opened her pants and pulled her zipper down. I could see she was wearing red panties with a bow in front, just like Myra’s.

Nothing I had ever experienced before prepared me for what happened next. Samantha, Myra, and Rina were all looking over at me and laughing, although I couldn’t hear it over the music, and the strobe lights going made watching difficult for anyone to really see up close; except me.

Connie reached into her panties and pulled out the biggest cock I ever laid my eyes on! It was enormous and thick and very hard. Connie was looking at me and smiling. Before I could say anything, she was standing in front of me, and the tip of that monster snake was pressing eagerly against my lips.

“Okay baby, do it!” she said gently, but firmly. I had seen her around campus before, but I had no idea she was a transgender woman. Now I knew. I didn’t have time to weigh my options; they were presented to me. I parted my lips for the first time to let a cock enter my mouth.

Totally out of my control I was hard as a rock. She pushed it further into my mouth, getting it nice and wet and pressing against my tongue. I did what was only done to me by other women, and I twirled my tongue around Connie’s cock, and she groaned and pressed my head down onto her, it’s girth almost choking me. But honestly, I kind of enjoyed it, and got into it. Her in and out movements became faster and faster, and now she was slick with my saliva. My teeth playfully bit down on her.

“That’s it, that’s it; keep doing what you’re doing,” she said. Her voice was a bit deep, but almost feminine. Her hips were smacking against my face and all of her was inside me. It must have been eight inches because several times, I tried very hard to suppress my gag reflex. Before I knew it, she gasped and tugged hard on my hair. I felt a salty, thick, warm liquid enter my mouth and slide down my throat. In the back of my mind a little voice said, Tim, you just sucked your first cock. What will Myra think? Myra, Rina, and Sam were watching with great interest.

I kept sucking until all of Connie’s jizz was cleaned up. She was breathing very hard and still thrusting inside my mouth. Soon, she slowly pulled out and sat in my lap and kissed me. Her tongue was lapping up some of her remaining jizz from my mouth.

We kissed without breaking contact for five minutes. She broke off and gently kissed my cheeks and grabbed my cock with her fingers. She looked me straight in the eyes and said, “How would you feel about fucking me Tim?” I had no control over what came next. “Sure, I said. Let’s do it.” I passed some kind of preliminary test. The look I got from Myra, Rina and Sam told me that I was ready for the next stage in “my audition.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

The following Monday Myra greeted me with some news. We were sitting outside in the quad, and Myra and I were both smoking, and looking at the passersby. It was an unusually warm day for late October, and we took advantage of it. “Tim, I spoke to Samantha about furthering your progress in helping you to pass that play audition coming up. When is it? Next week?”

“Yeah, on Friday,” I said.

“Great, because here’s what we’re going to do honey. Right after dinner, we’re going back to my sorority house, and the girls and I are going to get you ready for the next step.” I looked at her, and I knew that if I was to do what I was sure Myra was thinking about, there would be no turning back. My earlier trepidations were gone. Besides, I was horny as fuck - I’m always horny as fuck. How many guys get to fulfill all their fantasies with the sexiest people alive?? Excited would be an understatement!

“All the clothes I bought for you will be at the house, and after tonight, you’ll be able to very confidently play your transgender role,” Myra said with maybe more conviction than I’ve ever heard from her before. She had an ulterior motive other than just getting me ready for the part in a play. She was molding me, her boyfriend, into the person she wanted me to be. The transgender community on campus had a name for the goth girl’s sorority. They called it “Transition Doorway.”

Samantha and my new friend Connie greeted Myra and me as we entered the house. Sitting on the couch was Rina, and she got up and ran over to Myra and me. “I’m so glad you’re here Timmy!” Rina said. “Are you ready to have some fun?” She had a high, almost squeaky voice that made her excitement and bubbly personality always shine through.

Rina looked exceptionally hot, wearing a blouse showing her cleavage quite nicely. Connie was wearing a skirt this time, fitted perfectly to her curvy hips. Myra told me earlier that last year she started hormone therapy and had surgery to her face, and some liposuction as well. The way Myra said it, it came out like she wanted me to go through with that too. But I wasn’t sure if I wanted to progress more than the crossdresser stage at this point.

I looked over at Myra and she and Rina were locked in a kissing embrace and immediately my cock was rock hard. Connie saw me looking and walked over to me and spun me around, kissing me too, and groping for my cock. “You owe me a good fucking you know, Tim,” she said with a sly smile.

“All in good time,” I said in an upbeat tone.

“Come on ladies, let’s take Timmy upstairs! It’s time for the fun and games to begin,” Samantha said, breaking up the various entanglements around the room. So the five of us made our way up the long staircase from the living room to the second-floor bedrooms and sitting room. This was, after all, an old-style Victorian house.

The sitting room was converted into a combination makeup area and dressing room. The girls were laughing when we walked up the stairs, and Myra led me by the hand into the room.

When I was led into the sitting room I saw clothing laid out on the bed; a jet-black wig with purple highlights on the ends sitting on top of a Styrofoam head, and makeup on the dressing table. Samantha spoke next to me. “Tim, we’re going to leave you alone here for a while. I want you to put on the clothing. Take your time, and if you need any help we’re all here for you, okay?”

“Thanks guys, it looks great.

I liked her approach; giving me time to wrap my head around all of this. All of the fantasies of my teenage years were about to be realized; no shame, only encouragement. I stood there looking at everything when Samantha said on her way out of the room: “Tim, we’ll be downstairs. Oh! Here, I almost forgot,” and she handed me a pack of her Virginia Slims, knowing that it would turn me on and make my dressing up more pleasurable. I thanked her, and Myra and Connie blew me a kiss on their way out.

“When you’re dressed and ready for the makeup, just give us a shout and we’ll come up honey!” Myra said. I surveyed the contents on the bed and lit up. First, I had to take off my clothes, which I did and threw them on the end of the bed. It was then I noticed they didn’t have shoes for me. I supposed they wanted to break me into wearing heels slowly.

I picked up the panties and I put them up to my face; they were black silk. There was no scent because they were bought special for me. Myra must have given Samantha my sizes. I was skinny and certainly not an athletic type. I slipped the panties through my legs and pulled the elastic waistband up over my hips. They felt so good! My cock was as hard as a rock, and the silky material felt exquisite rubbing over it. Next, I slipped the black-laced bra over my head. The snaps in the back were closed which made it easier for me. It was tight and pinched the skin of my chest together which gave the illusion of some cleavage. I hadn’t put on any women’s clothing since my teenage years of experimentation, and my heart was beating rapidly with excitement and thrill. Next to go on were the black-fishnet pantyhose, with straps to hook onto a matching girdle which was open in the front, and just fit over my hips. Now I was starting to take shape, and loved every minute of what I was doing. I was glad the girls let me take my time and didn’t rush me through it.

I next put on a black underbust corset with silver buckles down the front. Instead of a skirt, they got me a one-piece short, black leather jacket - total goth, which, after all, was the point. The jacket had a belt to go with it. Everything came together when I put the wig and cap on. I almost shot my wad right then and there, I just looked that good! I lit up a fresh cigarette and loved the way I looked, effeminately holding it between my index and middle fingers towards the end. I was turning back and forth looking at myself in the mirror and admiring who I was now! Now I was ready to call up the girls for the finishing touches.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

Oh . . . my . . . God . . . Tim! You look so fucking HOT!!” Myra said as she stood in the doorway gaping at me. Samantha stood next to her, arms folded, with a smirk on her face; Connie and Rina crowding in the doorway to look.

“Just wait and see what he’ll look like when I finish the makeup and nails!” Samantha said. She came in, looking me over, making small adjustments to the underbust and bra, and straightening the wig out a little. She was laughing. “You know Tim, we might even have you join the sorority; just like Connie and some of the other girls did!” Samantha escorted me into the bathroom, and I had a seat in front of the mirror. She was very skilled at applying the foundation, a bit of rouge, and black lipstick. Next were the eyeliner and very thick false eyelashes.

“You wear contacts Tim?” Samantha asked.

“Yes I do.”

“Okay then. You’ll have to see the eye doctor for a script for colored contacts to go over them. I’m thinking green would be an intriguing eye color for you.”

“No problem, I can do that.” Myra was shaking her head in approval. The black eyeliner and deep purple eye shadow was the last to go on. They got me a black leather studded choker to wear and some costume jewelry necklaces to go along with everything. The fake nails were also black and took some getting used to. As far as shoes went, they got me black high-top sneakers. I supposed that eventually, I would learn to wear heels.

“We’re ready to take you downstairs Timmy,” Samantha said. “But first we have to give you a nice girl’s name. Myra, would you like to pick one? After all, ‘She’s’ yours.”

“I was thinking about Tammy. It’s easy; rolls off the tongue nicely, and matches with ‘Timmy.’ What do you think Tim?”

“I like it, yeah, ok - Tammy it is then.”

“Good,” Samantha said. “Now we have a surprise waiting for you downstairs.” Myra and Rina were giggling.

“Hey, don’t forget about me,” Connie said. “He owes me something. Remember your promise Tammy?” I nodded my head. This was going to be a wild night and I couldn’t wait to get started. When we got downstairs, all the girls, at least twenty, stood up and applauded me. There were whistles too. I was embarrassed, but at the same time, I really felt good; like I belonged. Then Samantha quieted everyone down. “Girls, I would like to introduce our newest creation - Tammy!” More applause and hoots.

The girls gathered around me, looking me over and giving me high fives and pats on the back. “I got first dibs, remember?” Connie said, and crooked a finger at me. She pointed to the couch. “Come on Tammy.” I looked over at Myra, and she gave her approval. That was really important to me. I didn’t want to do anything behind her back. She was, after all, my girlfriend. However, looking at Connie who was striking a very seductive pose on the couch was getting me very excited. Connie looked at me and moved her tongue around her purple-painted lips, using two fingers to open the top of her black leather pants. I sat down next to her, and she grabbed me, sticking her fingers under the front of my choker and pulled me closer to her. She tasted like perfume and cigarettes.

I remembered her kiss from last week; lusting and powerful. I was completely hers, under her spell for to do with me as she pleased. My cock was bursting through my black silk panties, and it wasn’t lost on her. She stuck her fingertips on my crotch, and played with my tip, rubbing it. The other girls soon became lost in each other. Once Myra saw that I was with Connie, being “broken in,” she took Rina over to the opposite side of the room, and they went at it.

Seeing them out of the corner of my eye turned me on even more. Connie slithered out of her black pants, and she was wearing red panties with a gaff, that held her massive cock in place. “I want you to fuck me Tammy,” she said, through our kiss. She broke off from me and turned her butt towards me. It was shiny. She came prepared and put what smelled like coconut butter on her ass. “Just think of it like a really slippery, tight pussy, ok honey,” she said to me in a reassuring voice. I didn’t answer, I wasn’t thinking with my brain, or moralizing, I was so turned on, that I just flicked my new panties down below my knees. I opened my leather coat and got myself into position. I rubbed the tip of my cock over her puckered, cherry asshole, and surprisingly, encountered little resistance. At first, I went in slow, with just the tip first.

I thought I would explode right there; it was so good; so tight and yet it opened up. She had to be very experienced at this. I expected that I would get fucked, but I had to be “conditioned” first, or else I would tear something. Her “bussy” just grabbed hold of my cock, taking all seven inches of me inside - I slid right in. Connie gasped and thrust her ass back at me, getting into a rhythm which I immediately picked up on. We were really getting into it, and the music and strobes helped a lot.

Connie was sliding her hand up and down the shaft of her cock and she let out a huge sigh and shot her load on a towel that was underneath her. I exploded a second or two later, and felt the warmth of my jizz surrounding my cock inside of her. I stayed hard because I have never been so turned on in my life. I found myself wondering how did I ever enjoy sex before I crossdressed like this. The new persona of “Tammy” was perfect for me. After we finished, we enjoyed a cigarette together and lay back in each other’s arms contented. Myra was still busy with Rina, slipping and sliding with her at the other end of the room.

❤️❤️❤️

Samantha, Myra, and I went shopping the next day for more clothes for me, and some more pieces of costume jewelry. I wasn’t quite ready to dress in public yet, but I would do so soon - I promised Myra and myself. We said that when we lived together, I would be transgender all the time. It was like a dream come true. One piece of clothing I was really turned on by were a pair of elbow-length, black leather gloves; very elegant. Next was a black leather skirt with a slit up the side. It was knee length - revealing and at the same time conservative. I studied catalogs and online websites all about transvestites, transgender women, and crossdressing, and makeup tips. Myra was very proud of me. It made our relationship a lot stronger.

Now the question was, how was I to reveal myself to my friends, and make a strong showing for the audition next week. I was determined that if I was going to audition for one of the transgender roles, I had to be dressed when I did it. Nothing like “getting into character.” Myra took that very seriously and was determined to help me. She knew my friends, and that fact would help me a lot - the guys liked her.

On Monday afternoon before the Friday audition, I went over to Myra’s room. She kept all my clothing there since my roommate had absolutely no idea of what I was doing. He wouldn’t understand, and I really didn’t care what he thought. Screw him.

“Hi babe!” Myra grabbed me and kissed me with a new intensity that I had never seen before I started taking crossdressing seriously.

“Hi back! What a beautiful welcome. What did I do to deserve this?” I said.

“You know, Tim (she still called me Tim when I was dressed male), I think Connie is jealous of me. She wants to ‘share you’ with me. Can you believe that?”

“Actually, yes I can. She was a bit ‘clingy’ the last time I saw her. She was annoyed I think when we left with Rina.”

“Well, I told her I’ll only share you when we’re all together. I don’t really like the idea of you seeing her alone. I want you all to myself, ok?”

“Fine with me,” I said and grabbed her and kissed her.

“Now,” Myra said, “don’t get upset with me but I took the liberty of calling Amelia, and asked her and Joanne to meet us at Brazilia Beans later, after dinner.”

“Oh I’m not upset. Why tonight?

“Because you are going there as Tammy. I just told her I was meeting a friend. I’m dying to see your friend’s reactions when they see you dressed for the first time!” It did shock me a little at first. I was just a tad insecure about going out in public; I felt it was too soon. But I trusted Myra with my life.

“Okay, I’ll do it. I know that Amelia has a little pull with Professor Carmichael since she’s been in other performances the department has put on. She can put in a word for me. Still, I think she will be very surprised when she sees ‘the new me.’”

We had dinner from a Grub-Hub delivery and then Myra went to work. She did my makeup just as expertly as Samantha did, and I already knew how to dress quickly. I wore the new skirt, underbust and the new leather gloves. I looked terrific. I also wore the very sexy leather coat. On a Monday night, Brazilia Beans wasn’t too crowded, and as soon as we entered, Amelia recognized Myra. The plan was for me to enter a couple of minutes later and go up to the coffee bar myself. She didn’t tell Amelia that I was coming. Amelia was curious as to why my girlfriend would be coming alone to a college hangout, especially because we were dating. To my surprise, Joanne was at the table with Amelia along with Robert and Chuck! All of them would see the ‘new me!’ They didn’t recognize me when I went up to the bar and ordered my coffee and snack. I felt a sense of pride that Myra had done such an excellent job. She really laid the makeup on thick. Now for the moment of truth. Myra saw me after I picked up my stuff at the bar, and got up and brought over another chair.

“So who’s your friend Myra, and why isn’t Tim with you?” Amelia asked. My other friends looked like they were asking themselves the same question. I nonchalantly sat down at the table, and they all stared at me, not recognizing me at all.

“Everybody, I’d like you to meet my new friend, Tammy.” Joanne was the first to pick up on the little ruse.

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed loudly, that got other heads turning in the coffee shop. I blushed through the makeup, but no one could see. The makeup was like a cloaking spell or something.

“It’s Tim!!” Myra and I smiled while everyone else did a double take.

“I think you’ve found the perfect actor to audition for one of the trans roles in your play!” Myra said.

“Hey guys, how do you like the new me?” I said with a nice amount of self-assurance. Amelia remained quiet, studying me. Chuck and Robert had their mouths wide open.

Chuck said, “I don’t fucking believe it’s you Tim – but damn! You look so . . . so hot!”

Then Myra said, “Do you think you might want him to suck you off Chuck?” It felt weird to hear her say that. I think Myra’s fantasy was to pimp me out.

“Uh no, no, nothing like that. I mean, I mean . . . shit! I don’t know what I mean.”

“So Tammy, Tammy. It has a lovely ring to it sweetie,” Amelia said. “You know Myra, I think I might want some alone time with your new girlfriend here.”

Joanne was quick to jump in. “Hey, I want a taste before you honey!” I couldn’t believe that Joanne and Amelia were in a tug of war – over me.

Then it was my turn to speak. “I’m feeling generous tonight- I’ll give all of you a taste.” Robert and Chuck were looking, but I didn’t get vibes of deep affection from them if you know what I mean.

“So Tammy,” Amelia said, “I suppose this means you definitely want to audition for one of the trans roles in ‘SNEAKY BOYZ?’ because last week you weren’t so sure about it. Our discussion was more general if you recall; like was it necessary for a trans person in real life to play one on the stage.”

“Yes I do, Amelia. Myra thinks I would be great playing the part of Rafaela – who decides to come out for her boss.”

“Well, I can’t say if you’ll have much competition; except for Joanne and me, but the good thing about the play is that it has at least (Amelia counted on her fingers) oh, five TG roles? So, you should be okay.”

“Just tell us one thing Tammy,” Joanne asked; “When did you decide to come out? Was it a spur of the moment thing, like ‘Gee, I’ll just become a trans woman today?’”

Myra stepped in for me. “Let’s just say it’s a private thing between Timmy, er.,Tammy and I. Better for our relationship.”

“Okay Myra, no need to get defensive here, I was just curious, that’s all.”

“No offense, it’s cool. Anyway, the play audition just confirmed for us that this was the right time,” Myra said.

“Right,” I said. All this chit-chat was just making me really fucking horny, and Amelia looking savagely delicious tonight. So I gave Myra a look and said; “Honey, didn’t you say that Samantha was expecting us tonight at the goth sorority house?”

“Yes! She did. You know Samantha and Connie helped us with Tim’s transition, and thought you would all enjoy a nice celebration tonight. You guys in? Sam’s got plenty of drinks and joints, so let’s go!”

Chuck and Robert seemed less that enthusiastic and said they had to get up early tomorrow. I didn’t care, I just wanted a crack at Amelia, who I knew wanted me before tonight.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

We got to the sorority house about eight o’clock, and Billie, Samantha and Connie greeted us at the door. Amelia and Joanne came with Myra and me. Rina joined us after Myra phoned her to come. Rina was always up for a good time, and tonight she would have her pick. Joanne had always liked Rina since the first time she met her on campus, so she paired off with her.

“Well, it looks like the whole drama department is here tonight with us,” Samantha said. “Come in guys, make yourselves at home.” Of course, the first one to eye me with pure lust was Connie. She knew Amelia vaguely, they weren’t friends, per se, just members of the Transgender community on campus. But I wasn’t interested in Connie tonight; just Amelia. Myra knew that, but like I said, I wasn’t sneaking around behind her back, so while we were in the confines of the sorority house, whatever we did here was okay. In fact Joanne was giving Myra “the eye” since we were at the Bean earlier, and they paired off.

Amelia and I locked eyes and she looked for a place where we could settle in. She nodded to the sofa in the opposite corner of the large room from the main door. Without a word I followed her like this was preordained. We sat next to each other, and she eyed me closely like she was looking for any imperfections in my makeover, but she could find none. She took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and pulled one out with her lips. She offered me the pack, and I took one out with my lips too. She lit up and took a very sensual cheek-hollowing drag with a French inhale. At the same time, she reached underneath my leather skirt and made contact with my boner; giving me a light too. She sat back on the couch, cigarette held in her left hand between her index and middle fingers high up near the end of the filter covered in her red lipstick. She took a drag and bent my face closer to hers and exhaled while she spoke.

“You know Tammy, ever since I met you I had a feeling that maybe you liked cock. Not exclusively, but maybe that you indulged a little; know what I mean?” I didn’t know what to say, just that my cock was pulsating, and I was very turned on by her smoky breath leaning in so close to me. So, I said nothing, just leaned into her and kissed her on the lips for the first time. Now the gateway to pleasure was opened between the two of us. She wound her tongue around mine, and I could feel the passion; I knew how badly she wanted this. She stopped and unzipped her skirt and slithered out of her panties, giving me the view of a very thick, eight-inch cock. “Do the same honey,” she said to me.

I had never done anything like this before, but I was so fucking horny, and I always had a “thing”‘for Amelia. When I jerked off and imagined that I was dressed, it was always Amelia who I thought of as I came. I don’t really understand it, but meeting Myra last year was really my liberation. She understood me better than I knew myself. She honed right in on my smoking fetish and convinced me that I wasn’t sick – nothing about sexuality is sick except for our attitudes about it. So crossdressing and possibly becoming a transgender woman was what my intended path was all along. Right now that path was Amelia. Myra showed it to me.

“Now go ahead and put your cock up against mine,” Amelia crooned. So I did and it felt so good. Both of us were hard and rubbing back and forth, our cocks in a weird, erotic dance. Amelia removed her vest and her blouse revealing two beautiful D-sized breasts. Her nipples were perky and aroused. She pulled my head towards her and placed my mouth on her breasts. I began licking first one, then the other nipple, making her moan with pleasure. “You could have these too someday Tammy . . . “ she said in a sultry voice. “I want you to fuck me now Tammy,” she said, her breathing becoming hard with arousal.

She did a quick flip and turned her ass to me; her cherry hole quite puckered and visible. I knew that if she couldn’t take me she would never have offered herself to me. That was something that I would have to work on myself; but it wasn’t to be for tonight. She moved up against the tip of my cock, and just like with Connie I was excited. At the same time, I was consumed with the desire to suck on her she-cock as well, but I couldn’t manage both, obviously. She had planned this in advance because when the tip of my now raging hard-on touched her hole, it was slick. She lubed it well beforehand. My tip penetrated her, and she moaned with pleasure, moving her ass in a circle around my cock. I can’t describe the feeling adequately here except to say that the room was spinning.

Now I put myself in further, slowly, and she opened up to me more. It was so tight and delicious, I thought I would explode right there, but I kept going, and Amelia met me thrust for thrust. The insides of my legs were rubbing against the silky nylon of her sheer black pantyhose, and it felt wonderful. Now Amelia sped up, and she was holding onto and stroking her cock at the same time, going faster and faster. I couldn’t hold back any longer and I shot my load right inside of her, the warmth of my jizz surrounding my cock. It was a huge load because I saw the milky jizz leaking down the side of my cock, and Amelia’s ass. It was then that she exploded herself, her cum shooting all over the cloth on top of the couch. She was catching her breath like she had just run a race. I was still hard, and I stayed inside of her, gently stroking in and out. We stayed like that for several minutes and then I finally pulled out of her, and I noticed she was wearing a cock-ring on the base of her cock.

“That was beautiful Tammy,” she crooned in her seductive tone. Then she reached into her bag on the floor and pulled out two cigarettes. She lit them both up at the same time, handing me mine full of her red lipstick. I was hard again immediately. This made her smile a wicked, sexy smile, and she said, “I know what to do about that.” I was still on my knees, and she took a long drag of her cigarette and exhaled on my cock, placing her lips on my tip, and exhaling the rest of her smoke from both her nose and mouth. It was more than I could take. After her mouth took all of me, she closed her lips tighter around me and increased her speed more and more. I met her mouth with my thrusts, and in just a few seconds, I shot my load again, but this time inside of Amelia’s mouth. She pulled off of me and I got a nice amount of cum on her face and eyes. She loved it, and quickly put her face next to mine and I licked my salty cum off of her face.

We both sat back on the couch, wrapped in each other’s arms, and she kissed me and leaned into me. “Tammy, you’re my favorite. I don’t want anyone else but you.” I told her quite honestly; “I don’t think Myra would mind, as long as we do it here.” Sure enough, Myra was busy with Rina across the room, and she saw me and smiled, giving me her tacit approval.

“Well Tammy, you certainly passed my audition. I don’t think you’ll have any trouble scoring a part in ‘SNEAKY BOYZ!’ Just make sure you come dressed like tonight. Appearance goes a long way.” So this is what happened, all in the space of about two weeks. My fantasies became reality. Myra was happy because she had a crossdressing, full-out transgender boyfriend, and the cast of ‘SNEAKY BOYZ’ had a new cast member to fill their quota. Who could ask for more? The best was yet to come, and I was on my way.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice from Jaclyn

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

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

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

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

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey


About The Author

Jaclyn Dicey

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

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

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

AMAZON author page:

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

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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