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SENIOR YEAR AT HIGH SCHOOL can often be a wild and exciting time, where adolescence gives way to manhood and inhibitions are thrown to the wind, leading to perfections of pursuits like going after girls, partying, and some not so nice things like bullying.

My best friend and schoolmate since kindergarten, Dan Buford was the type of kid that was prone to bullying. He was the studious type, not really good at sports and shy around girls. I was more gregarious, had my rap down with girls pretty good, and was seeing my girlfriend Julie now for two years.

One day during gym class, we were playing a game of flag football. Dan and I were on the same team, and on the other team was a kid named Charlie Sykes, also a senior. Since middle school Charlie was known as a bully. He picked on an assortment of “effeminate,” weak kids, like my friend Dan. Lately, his bullying of Dan increased. At first it was little stuff, like him and his rowdy “toadies” would bump into him in the hallway, or knock his tray over in the lunchroom. Dan took it better than I did. I would never stand for that sort of crap, and I knew that if Charlie ever started anything with me, that I would fight back.

So on the field during the game, our team was on defense, and Dan just happened to be in the right place at the right time and intercepted a pass meant for Charlie. Dan managed to get about two yards before he was viciously tackled by Charlie, who proceeded to punch him on the body and face several times before he was pulled off by the referee, Mr. Tomlinson. I stood and watched in horror with the rest of the gym class.

“Charlie! What the FUCK is wrong with you???” Mr. Tomlinson screamed at his star player on the high school football team. “Go sit out for the rest of the game! I’ve had just about as much of you I can take for the day, and it’s only first period!” Dan was writhing on the ground in pain, and all of us on the “blue team” ran over to help Dan up.

“Hey Danny boy, you okay?” I asked, looking at his bleeding cut lip and bloody nose.

“Yeah Roger, I’ll be fine.”

“Hey man, you need to get to the nurse’s office now. C’mon., lemme help you up and we’ll go.” So a bunch of us helped Dan up, and I was the one to take him to the school nurse. I couldn’t hide my anger from Dan. He’d been taking this shit from Charlie for going on three years now, and I’d had enough.

I held onto Dan as he limped up the hill to the nurse’s office in the main school building.

“Yeah, I know you’ll be fine, and now we’re gonna put a ‘band aid’ on you, but what about the future? That’s my concern buddy.”

“Well, we’re in March now. Just another few months until we graduate, you know. I suppose I can stay out of his way until then.”

“No, no, that’s not good enough. I’m gonna have a talk with that asshole Charlie. Maybe I can do something.” As soon as I said that I regretted it because Charlie always hung with his group of admirers like I said, so getting through to him might not be so easy. I mean he had to save face and all. I could get my ass kicked.

Later that day I was sitting with Dan in the cafeteria and Charlie was “holding court” at his usual table against the opposite wall. I was thinking about my plans of confrontation and looking at Charlie. There was something about him. If he wasn’t such an asshole I might have liked to get to know him better. Now before you start thinking I’m gay – I wasn’t, but he sort of gave off a ‘vibe’ that was interesting. He had a soft mouth, an aquiline nose and very fine features that struck me as unusual. Was I the only one who saw that? Before I knew it I was staring, and the guys were talking, with me “absent” from the conversation. I found myself wondering to myself how I would feel about Charlie if he was a girl.

“ . . . So Mr. Radnor tells me that I’m gonna shine at Emory next year!” Bill said, sticking his chest out proudly. “Hey Roger, didn’t you hear what I was saying? What’s wrong with you dude? You off in dreamland again? Whatsamatta, Julie not giving you any?” All three of them at the table were laughing at me.

“Oh no Bill, I was listening, I got a physics test on Friday I’m worried about, that’s all.”

“Well okay, for a minute there, I thought we were gonna have to do a drug test on you or something,” Bill said.

The whole rest of the day I thought about the lunchtime staring encounter with Charlie across the room. Later in the hallway I saw him standing by his locker and just holding his books cradled in his arm. He was wearing his usual outfit of jeans and a baggy hoody with new running shoes. As a jock, he had a new pair of the latest style practically every week. I noticed the soft skin and agile fingers underneath that probably accounted for part of his prowess on the football field. His long, brown hair fell below the collar of his shirt, with a slight curl at the end. I was just waiting for an opening to talk to him about his abuse of Dan. He was alone, so I took a deep breath and walked over to him. His back was turned to me which made it a bit awkward.

He then spun around and snarled at me. “What do you want Roger? Where’s your buddy – the sissy Dan? Huh?”

“Well that’s what I want to talk to you about. You know you really hurt him bad on the field this morning. I think you’re fucking dangerous man!” Holy shit! He could have kicked my ass right then and there. What was I doing? I was so angry, and my fists were balled up. But something about my anger sort of . . . excited me.

Charlie looked at me surprised. “’Dangerous’ am I? You really think so?” he said as he stood face to face with me, inches from me and half a head taller. He had a smirk cross his face which could have meant an ass kicking coming my way. I backed up a few inches.

“What are you gonna do Charlie? Pound me into the ground too? Cause I tell you something. I won’t go down as easily as Dan!” His smirk turned into a smile. I don’t think he expected this from me. I think he was amused by the whole thing; the challenge. Then he did the unexpected – he laughed.

“What the fuck is so funny Charlie?” I said, my fists still clenched. But I was actually enjoying the confrontation. If I didn’t know any better I’d say I was almost attracted to him. His blue eyes were sparkling. I think he was enjoying this too.

“So you want me to leave your fag friend Dan alone, is that right?”

“Yes, that’s exactly it!” I was being firm or stupid – yet I stood my ground.

“In that case . . . you have to do something for me,” he said poking his index finger into my chest.

“Like what??” I wasn’t trying to make a deal about this. It wasn’t a quid pro quo, but I was interested in what he had to say, and I was there anyway, so I let him talk.

He was sizing me up and said, “I have a nice basketball court at my house. I’ve seen you shoot hoops and you’re pretty good. I want you to come over and play a game of twenty-one. If I win, I get to keep busting on your fag friend. You win, and maybe I’ll stop.”

“But why your house?” I was confused and excited at the same time.

“Because I got a reputation, you know. I don’t want my guys asking me all sorts of questions when they see me hanging with you.”

I figured that he was an asshole, sure. But he was a jock at heart, so maybe this is the way he did things. Besides, what did I have to lose? Charlie was a football player, and I was decent at basketball, so why not?

I shook my head. “Okay, okay Charlie. It’s a deal. When do you want me to come over?”

“How about this Saturday afternoon? I got a big house, and my parents are out of town. We can have a couple of beers and talk about it. You do drink, don’t you?”

“Yeah I do. All right, I’ll see you on Saturday, but I don’t want you bothering Dan until then, okay? That’s my condition.”

Again the wicked smile. “Deal.”

There was a kind of tension underneath all of our talk that I didn’t really understand. I was being drawn into something that would be totally ridiculous to someone else. I didn’t even bother discussing it with Dan. By Friday, he came up to me and said, “Hey Roger, you know Charlie’s been leaving me alone lately, like I don’t exist. Did you say something to him?”

“No Dan, I didn’t. Maybe he found someone else to pick on.”

He thought about it with some relief. “Well whatever it is, I’m glad.”
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ON SATURDAY AFTERNOON, a little after one o’clock, I drove over to Charlie’s house. Like he said, it was a big house on the wealthy side of town. He was an only child and obviously very spoiled. He had his Black BMW parked in the driveway, and I pulled up next to his car. I rang the bell, and he answered. He was wearing his trademark hoodie and gym shorts.

“Well come in. Want a beer?” he offered, holding a can himself.

“Yeah sure,” I said and sat down at his kitchen table.

“I’ll tell you what Roger, he said leaning back in his chair – you got guts coming here. I mean this whole thing. Just a year ago, I might have pounded your ass into a locker for doing what you did.”

“Why? Wouldn’t you stick up for a friend?”

“I suppose I would,” he said shrugging his shoulders. We finished our beer and then we went outside. His basketball court was next to a large swimming pool that was covered for the winter, and next to that was the basketball court with two baskets and a small cabana house for the pool guests.

He picked up a basketball from the side of the pole and threw it at me hard. I caught it and started dribbling and took a jump shot. It missed and he rebounded and went around me and made a layup. We went back and forth working up a sweat until finally he was ahead of me by twenty to fifteen. I knew I would lose, and my friend Dan would continue to suffer abuse.

The outcome of the game was no longer in doubt as he made the winning shot. He stood there with a tight lipped grin and twirled the ball on his finger.

“Looks like I win,” he said, staring at me. “But you played well,” he added.

“So now what? You go back to beating up on Dan?”

“No, not necessarily,” he said. It all depends on you.”

“What do you mean?”

He looked at me like he had something figured out and said, “Wait here.” He pointed to a lounge chair. “Have a seat and dry off,” he said as he threw me a towel.

He went inside the house and when he came out he was wearing a white terry cloth robe. If it was summer I would guess he would be going for a swim. He had combed his hair, so that it fell across his face and he was smiling. It was parted in the center. He walked over to the cabana, his flip flops making a padding sound on the flagstone patio alongside the court. Dare I say it, but there was something seductive about his look. I was on totally unfamiliar territory; completely off guard.

He opened the door to the cabana and gestured with his arm for me to come inside. What was all this, I wondered? Inside I saw a bed, a bathroom and a couple of padded armchairs. It was more like a little cottage up on the grass just off the walkway. I walked inside and I felt as though I was propelled by an unseen force. My heart was beating fast, and his hair seemed to glow in the sunlight. Whatever was happening I was powerless to resist. There was a mixture of curiosity and lust that enveloped me as I just stood there as Charlie walked in. He was smiling at me, eyes radiant, and he undid the tie of his terrycloth robe, just enough.

I couldn’t believe what my eyes were telling me was real. He had breasts; and not just any breasts, but full feminine, soft, pear shaped breasts with nipples that were hard and pointed straight at me in full arousal. I watched as he looked at me, trying to gauge my reaction, and he opened the robe completely, revealing a shaved pubic area, surrounding a large COCK in full arousal. It had to be at least seven inches long and he held it down and then let it go, so it sprung up like a diving board.

“Oh my God . . . is this for real???” I said in a voice just barely above a whisper.

He was smiling at me, like a hunter catching a long sought after prey. “What do you think Roger?” I was speechless. “I decided to transition three years ago. I never felt completely like a man. I prefer to think of myself as a shemale, like they have in Thailand or Vietnam. I hate the term ‘transgender,’ it sounds so fake, you know?”

No I wouldn’t know. I became bold then and I said the first thing that came to mind. “So would I be right in saying the whole bully thing is your way of compensating for your uh , being a shemale?” I think I hit a nerve, because “she” straightened up and looked at me with an intensity that worried me, like maybe I’d gone too far.

“Yeah I guess you could say you nailed it. When I go off to Emory next year, I’m gonna come out fully. They’ll probably make me play men’s football, but I just wanna play, so I guess I’ll have to suck it up. I’m not really sure what I wanna do.”

“You know something Roger, anyone else I would probably have beaten the shit out of. But, I don’t know, I feel something for you, like an attraction,” and she gently touched my face. “You excite me in a way that I’ve never been turned on before.” Her eyes misted over as she looked me over, like she was pleading with me and wondering if I felt the same way as she did. Her gaze was hypnotic. For the first time I noticed the curvature of her hips – just like a hot girl’s.

“I told you before that I wanted something else from you,” she said as she moved in closer to me.

“And what would that be?” as if I didn’t already know, swallowing hard. I felt her hot breath against me. There was a “feminine scent” about her that mixed with her dried sweat that got me hard very quickly. My cock was sticking through my gym shorts like a pole. What the fuck was happening to me? She was telling me what I was thinking all along. All that staring in the cafeteria, the hallways. My instincts were working against my rational thought. I was so confused, but now – I loved hearing from her what I wanted all along.

Then, very uncharacteristically, she said, her voice completely different from the way it usually was in school; it was kind of sweet, feminine. “I’d like to try if you would,” and before I could say a word, the toughest bully in the school was smiling at me and eagerly kissing me and groping for my cock, her hand reaching under my shorts. I quickly got over any lingering inhibitions I had and gave in, pressing my lips tightly against hers and receiving her slippery, strong tongue in my mouth. It was with unbridled lust that she kissed me, came off my lips and planted kisses all over my face and neck.

She pressed her hips against me, her cock touching my tummy through my t-shirt. I stopped and pulled it off, dropping it on the floor. Now we resumed kissing, and her hands went underneath my gym shorts, stroking the underside of my cock gently with her nails, and silky fingertips. I was already leaking pre cum, and I was this close to cumming. She was moving from side to side, rubbing her large cock against my tummy.

Then I was confronted with a proposition I didn’t see coming at all. “I want you to get down on your knees Roger and place my cock in your mouth. Come on, I know you’re dying to,” she said, smiling. She was right. This was a beautiful woman who just happened to have a cock. I dropped down on my knees in front of her as she moved towards me, gently placing her hands on the top of my head. Slowly she moved closer to me, her right hand moving off my head to bend her cock down so it would be the same level as my mouth. Soon my lips were touching the fleshy head of my first cock. I licked my lips and gently placed the tip of her cock against my lips which parted slightly to let my tongue through to lick around her head. I made it nice and wet as she moaned with exuberant pleasure. It turned me on more and made my own cock throb, pulsing with each beat of my heart.

Unrestrained and very eager to please her, I parted my lips more and let her whole cock into my mouth. I sucked and slurped, going up and down her shaft and keeping my lips in a tight seal. She threw her head back and pressed hard on mine, not leaving me any room for escape – I was committed. I went faster and faster and soon I tasted the pre cum on the tip of my tongue, the sweet/salty mix only making me suck harder on her.

Her breaths became more rapid – staccato, and then she let out a loud moan and my mouth was flooded with an enormous tidal wave of warm, sticky cum which was so huge that it dribbled down the corners of my mouth. It made me go faster and faster. “Ohhhhh . . . Roger please don’t stop,” she pleaded. I sucked her cock clean, and then she pulled out of my mouth and pulled me up by my shoulders, her nails digging into my flesh. She kissed me hard, her tongue sweeping around my mouth, tasting her own cum. There was cum running down the sides of my lips and she licked it all off, passionately, determined.

I felt drawn in; my own cock was aching. She noticed that and said, reaching down holding it with her fingers wrapped around it: “I should be a lady now and return the favor. I’m gonna rock your world, Roger.”
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THERE WAS NO “RIGHT” OR “WRONG,” there was just her and me, both of us completely and unexpectedly smitten. She looked at me and bit her bottom lip and threw her robe off to the floor, shaking her head, her auburn hair falling over her face. I never realized how long it was before, usually worn under a ball cap or a hooded sweatshirt. She was the total picture of loveliness standing there; a smile appearing on her face.

“I know you’re dying to get off Roger, and you will. I want you to fuck me.”

She walked to a wall and placed her hands flat on it, and bent down so her magnificent butt was sticking up in the air. “Okay now, spit on your hands and rub it in well over my ass and stick your finger inside me.”

I did as she asked, and my cock was throbbing with delight at the secret pleasure I was about to enjoy. I wondered if anyone else in school knew her secret. When I placed my finger inside her ass, I moved it around the side of her puckered boy pussy, or “bussy.” This made her stiffen and moan. I was amazed that this could give her, or anyone for that matter pleasure. I wiped some of my spit over my cock.

“Do me now Roger!” she commanded. I placed my cock tip up against her fleshy, puckered asshole, and entered with just my head. Reflexively, I felt it open to me, and she moaned. I had never done anything like this before: I was a virgin, so I had nothing to compare it with. It was smooth, like silk and her skin closing tight around me was delightful. She just sucked me inside her and backed up on me, forcing me to go all in.

Now we were in a good rhythm, her thrusts meeting mine and I could feel myself leaking – the drip before the explosion. It was her moaning that got me off. Her hand was on her own cock, and she let out a yell and stiffened. She was cumming, and I followed right behind her. I shot a full load, three pulses in fact up inside of her, my cock surrounded by the wet warmth of my own cum.

“Don’t . . . stop Roger,” she said drawing a deep breath. “Don’t you dare stop!” So I kept thrusting, the slickness goading me on and soon I came again, my cum running down her ass cheeks which I felt against myself. Soon I felt myself go slightly limp, and I slowly pulled out. As soon as I did she pushed off from the wall, turned around and threw her arms around my shoulders, kissing me deeply, harder than before.

“You’re like a drug Roger,” she said. “I have to have you from now on.”

“Yeah, I wanna be with you too. But how’s that gonna work?” I asked, feeling a little foolish.

“Well, obviously,” she said, touching the tip of my nose with her finger, leaning in close to me, “we can’t be together in school – I gotta protect my reputation you know.”

I laughed. “Yeah I suppose you’re right. Let me ask you something Charlie.”

“Sure honey, what?”

“Do you, I mean, do you dress like a girl? Ever?”

She smiled and looked at me. “Yes as a matter of fact I do. I put makeup on and sometimes a wig – I have several long ones. I’ll go out to a mall and walk around with a tight satin dress and high heels,” she said smiling at me. “You wanna see, right?”

My reaction said “yes,” and she nodded her head, and said, “Okay, I’ll be right back. Go grab a beer from the kitchen and I’ll be there.”

So I followed her back into the house and while she went upstairs to change I grabbed a cold bottle from the refrigerator and took a seat at the kitchen table.

In a few minutes she came down the stairs and I did a double take. I had a tough time wrapping my head around what I was seeing. She wore a long auburn wig, styled on top and falling to the small of her back. She wore heavy mascara on her lashes with blue eye shadow and cherry red lipstick. It gave me a “sense of security,” because now I felt that she was a real girl.

I was giddy; feeling that we were part of a very deceptive game, a very private game. I was even becoming a little jealous. I felt possessive. I wanted to be the only guy to have her. The sight of the tight, green satin clingy, one-piece dress was making me very hard again. She twirled around. “Well what do you think?” she asked me, smiling.

“Wow Charlie, you look . . . totally stunning!” That was the best way I could describe her.

“You really think so?”

“Yeah, God, I mean YES, you are.”

_________________________

___________

“C’mon, let’s go back to the cabana,” she said, grabbing me by the wrist. She was also wearing a jasmine perfume – just a hint that sent me reeling. “Okay, now we’re going to please each other, just a bit different than what you’re used to.”

“I’m not used to anything. This was my first time,” I said, slightly ashamed.

“I knew that.” she said winking at me. “Now take your pants and boxers off Roger.” I did as she said, a bit unsure of what she had in mind. I didn’t have long to find out.

“Okay, now stand agains the wall like I did.”

I didn’t protest because I wanted her in any way that I could get her – I was falling for her. The implications of that didn’t even strike me as being unusual. So I stood against the wall like she did, my ass in the air, and waited. In her hand was a tube of lube gel.

“I’m using this to make things a bit easier because you’re new; and to think, I have the honor of breaking you in.”

I felt her spread the cool gel all over my ass, and then stiffened and cried out as she spread her finger around inside me, widening me for the first time. She took the remainder and rubbed it over her she cock.

I felt her soft cock tip touch me for the first time. Then I groaned as she entered me, slowly with just the head. She gently pulled out and went back in again. “It’s okay Roger, really. I remember my first time. I was scared and the guy wasn’t as gentle with me as I am with you.”

Now she went a little deeper and pulled in and out slowly. It hurt a lot, and my fists were balled up against the wall. I groaned as she went in deeper and faster. Then an amazing thing happened: After much pain, it sort of mixed with pleasure. I was hungry for cock; which was something I never thought would happen. I backed up on her thrusts, and she increased her speed and strength on me. I was rocked into another universe.

“Good boy Roger,” she said, grunting softly between thrusts. Her breathing became staggered and then she let out a yell – “Oh YES ROGER, MY GOD YES!!” Then I felt my ass fill with her warm, thick cum. She kept thrusting and I felt some of it come out and wet the insides of my butt cheeks. This sent a chill through me and without even touching myself, I felt a ball of tension welling up inside of me looking for a way out. Suddenly, I exploded in my hand, and she kept drilling me. I felt like a, like a common slut . . . and you know what? I enjoyed it. It was unlike anything I ever thought could be possible with a girl. That’s what she was to me.

After a while she slowed and finally pulled out of me. “Don’t worry honey,” she said softly facing me and kissing me. “After a few more times, and believe me, there will be more, you’ll be all broken in and dying to get fucked by me. I promise.”

Then we kissed deeply, and I knew she was right.
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IN SCHOOL ON MONDAY, Charlie was the same as she/he? Always was – baggy hoodie and ball cap. Her voice was the same gruff jock voice it always was, and in gym class, she was the same annoying bully as before. Occasionally when our eyes locked and no one was looking, she winked at me. The only difference was that now she left Dan alone completely. In fact, when she came face to face with him she was even nice. This did not go unnoticed.

“Roger,” Dan said to me after gym class. “I don’t get it. Charlie left me alone and even said ‘hi’ to me. What’s up with that? Did you speak to him about me?”

“I don’t know Dan. I did speak to him and said it wasn’t right that he kept picking on you, so maybe it worked. Honestly, when I spoke to him I thought he would punch me flat out, but we talked, and I guess something changed.”

“Yeah, I guess so,” he said mystified.

I saw Charlie every weekend. Even when his parents came home we went out to the cabana and had complete privacy. She was a big gamer and there was a PlayStation setup inside, and they knew enough not to bother him. Some weekends we took a chance. Charlie’s parents went out and he dressed en femme, we went on regular dates – to movies, a couple of clubs with very convincing fake IDs, and our relationship became really serious.

Then the subject of colleges came up. To my amazement Charlie turned down a football scholarship to a prestigious eastern university and everyone, especially the coach was baffled. So we were talking, and it was just three months before graduation.

“So why did you do it Charlie, really? I mean you’re crazy for football and I thought you wanted to go pro one day?”

“Yeah, I know why everyone is so curious. But I thought hard about it, and the chance that I could get really hurt one day stopped me. Besides, college football is really serious, and I would have to bulk up a lot, which would put a lid on my true self.”

I understood and I was glad, because Charlie was my girlfriend, and I was worried about that too. I didn’t know what I would do when we went our separate ways in the fall. We were serious about each other and avoided the subject. My inner conflicts were gone, and I wouldn’t trade Charlie for a “regular girl” for all the money in the world. I think she knew that too. She had fallen for me.

Then one day something spectacular happened. Charlie left his regular group of admirers at his table and sat next to me in the cafeteria. “Hey Roger, I decided to go to Allendale in the fall. It’s two hours from here and they have a great liberal arts program. Why don’t we go together. We could be roommates you know.”

She knew I got in, so it was a no-brainer. After a full summer together of the most amazing sex of my life we went off to the same school and were roommates. We lived in a dorm for our first year and decided to move off-campus together the next year. In the meantime, Charlie kept wearing her baggy sweats – her breasts had grown much bigger and her hair longer, which she no longer hid and wore it longer. She drew glances from some of the guys, but for the most part, no one said a word.

She always wore a thong under her jeans, and had some bras hidden away in a bottom dresser with male boxers on top in case someone was curious. One day I found myself alone in our room because Charlie had a late class. Just out of curiosity I opened her bottom drawer and “dug” a little bit, and pulled out an emerald green G-String. Then I did what would have been unthinkable just a year ago. I took my jeans and boxers off and slipped the G-String up my legs. I was amazed how cool and silky it felt going up my legs, and I got as hard as a rock.

I straightened it around my cock and balls and a chill ran through me. I felt a drop of pre cum come out the tip of my cock. I looked at myself in the mirror and liked what I saw! I decided to wear it under my jeans. In fact I wore them every day. Now wouldn’t Charlie be surprised!
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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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THE BULLY WHO
TURNED ME

First time romance with a transgender woman

% é-. Jaclyn Dicey





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




