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Book One

________________

_______

DAD’S GURLFRIEND


Chapter One

_______________

____

My home life went through a bit of an upheaval during my third year of college at Fordham. My dad, Henry Lund had been divorced for ten years, leaving him to raise me and my sister Jessica. My mom had dropped off the radar due to alcohol and drug abuse, and was gone. Jessica was six years older than me and moved out when she met Dan at twenty two and got married. So, for the last two years dad had begun seeing Gabriella; a seductive-looking, dark haired, slender Columbian beauty ten years his junior, who was an office receptionist for a Columbian roofing contractor in town.

Gabriella was an enigma. On one hand she was crazy about my dad and showed it just about everywhere. She loved making public displays of affection when she was with my dad. Sometimes she would sit across his lap at an outdoor restaurant, wrap her arms around his shoulders and kiss him. Or they could be out walking, hand in hand, and she would turn his face towards him and kiss him. My dad was embarrassed, but soon he grew to like it.

The other side of it was that she was always flirting with me behind my dad’s back, of course. Normally this would be a twenty year old guy’s dream – having a hot, forty year-old Latina woman trying to seduce him! But in this case it was a woman who was in a serious relationship with my father!

Two months ago, Gabriella moved in with us. Not only did this “stretch my jeans out,” but it was awkward as hell especially because now a hot woman like that was living under the same roof as me! A twenty year old’s male hormones and a hot-bodied forty year old woman hitting her sexual peak is NOT a good combination; especially not in my circumstances. I was bombarded with subliminal messages from her all the time – little glances and smiles.

Last Sunday, I was coming from downstairs and walking through the upstairs hallway to my bedroom and Gabriella was walking past me. She blocked my way and we kind of jockeyed from side to side seeing who would give way first. So I stopped, she stopped, we laughed, and I pointed to the right, and she went left, laughing all the way downstairs.

I try not to sit next to her in the dining room when Jessica comes over with her husband Dan and my five year old niece and my three year old nephew because I’m afraid that Gabriella would grope me underneath the table – kind of a “Wedding Crashers” scene; afraid that her hands will occupy themselves with something that will make me squirm, and squirt! I’ve even taken to locking the bedroom door to my room, which I never did when I lived with my dad, or even years ago when my sister was home with us.

Things took a decidedly different turn this week when I was sitting in the kitchen late in the afternoon, doing some school work on my laptop, and my dad was at work – he’s a cop for the Yonkers, NY, PD, where we live, and he works different shifts.

Gabriella comes up behind me and places her hands on my shoulders, and starts rubbing my neck. She has a soft, lilting, Columbian accent, and she says, “You know, Clifford, working like that will give you neck pain.”

I was raging inside with animal longing, and I tried to play it cool. “Uh, yeah. I should be more careful about my posture when I work. You’re right Gabriella.”

Her knuckles were kneading the muscles between the base of my neck and my shoulders, making me crazy. She bent over me and her long black, silky hair tickled the skin of my neck, and I could smell the sweet scent of strawberry and lilac shampoo. I shifted my position around and made sounds that only encouraged her more.

“Clifford,” she said. “Do you find me attractive? Do you want to make love to me??” Whoa! Where did that come from all of a sudden? After two years that was the first time she ever asked me anything like that – so personal, so . . . forward. 

Part of me was telling me to stand up and walk away, and tell her that this is “inappropriate,” but I just couldn’t. I wanted her like I’ve never wanted anyone before. The thought that I might hurt my father was there, it just wasn’t “center stage;” like I trusted Gabriella to keep this from my dad, whatever was going on here. Maybe in retrospect I should have taken the first option, but I didn’t.

“Of course I do,” I said, more than a little scared. I turned around in the chair and looked into those mesmerizing eyes – she had me good. She was all smiles.

“Then maybe we can become, how you say it – more than friendship?”

I took a deep breath and said, “Gabriella, whatever happens here, my father cannot ever know, but this is just wrong, you know?” – I knew it with certainty. “Which brings me to a question. How do you feel about my dad, since you, uh, seem to like me too?”

“Oh, Henry is the best. I would never tell him about you and me, but I think he knows that I like to stray every now and then.”

“What!” I couldn’t believe it. My dad was okay with being cuckolded by a girlfriend or fiancé? Was that even the right term to use for a man and a woman who weren’t legally married yet? And what would happen after they did get married?

“Gabriella. Do you mean to say my dad knows you see other men, and it’s okay with him.”

“Well, not just other men, but other women too sometimes.”

I almost hit the floor. I didn’t answer her, and she turned my chair around to face her, and she bent over and started kissing me deeply on the lips. My boner was pulsating inside of me, looking to bust out at any second. She saw that and moved her hand down to my lap and started digging into my jeans with her long fingernails, stroking me up and down, hot breath on my face. What was happening now was beyond stopping. The hell with the rules.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_____________________

________

She was wearing a low cut green satin blouse with no bra underneath, which made me think that she planned this little soiree. It exposed her magnificent cleavage, and she moved up on me, tugging down on the blouse, and placed her breasts right over my face. I used my tongue to lick between her breasts and around her nipples which were pointing up in the air like little nails. Gabriella was moaning and she sat on my lap now, facing me, and threw her head back, eyes closed, as I continued licking and sucking.

Her hand never left its place on my crotch, and her fingers opened my zipper and then the fastener of my blue jeans. She made little grunts as she dug inside and pulled my cock out from underneath my boxers. She made a little sound like “Ahhh” when she pulled her hand out with a bit of my pre cum on it. She took her index finger and placed it in my mouth to give me a taste of myself. Sweet and salty – a first.

She laughed and went back to kissing me, grabbing the shaft of my cock with her fist and cyclically squeezing and relaxing. She used the soft undertips of her fingers to rub the underside of my cock now, driving me out of my fucking mind.

Gabriella looked up at me and smiled, pulling my jeans and my boxers down around my ankles. I didn’t even have time to close my friggin’ laptop. But I couldn’t care less.

She was on her knees now in front of me, blouse hanging around her shoulders, and her eyes looking up at me. She deliberately and slowly placed her cherry red glossed lips on the tip of my cock which made me moan, and I placed my hand on the top of her head, running my fingers through the silky, black strands. She opened her lips just enough to slip them over my cock to mid-shaft, and went up and down its length, using her tongue to whisk around the head of my cock and the soft tuft of skin on the bottom. Her mouth was wet, and she made slurping and sucking noises, every time some air escaped. I bucked my hips in response to her movements, and we went faster and faster.

Before I knew what was happening I shot out several wads of cum, each time hitting the back of her throat. I made a hissing sound through clenched teeth as I did so. She licked me clean, and then got up and sat on my lap, kissing me again, eyes misted over, some of my jizz running down the sides of her mouth and cheek, giving me a good taste of myself.

“Do you like how you taste, Cliff??” she asked me, amused and curious.

“I’ve never done that before, but yeah, it’s okay,” I said, my head spinning from the mind-blowing head I just got from her.

She laughed and said, “Now it’s my turn Cliff. Do you think you can handle me?”

“Sure! Why not,” I said, as she stood me up and took my hands, leading me to the stairway to the bedrooms. We went into my bedroom. I don’t think I could have gone into my dad’s bedroom; the guilt was too great.

She sat me down on the bed and stood in front of me. She shook her hair and it fell behind her back, all the way down to her waist. Looking at her, she reminded me of a couple of famous models which decorum will not allow me to mention here; she was that HOT. Her eyes never left my face as she undid her jeans, and shimmied out of them, tossing them to the floor. She was wearing a deep purple G-String, and she turned around slowly so I could see the purple material sitting square between her butt cheeks.

“Don’t go anywhere,” she said to me, looking over her shoulder and grinning.

She went into the bathroom in the hallway, and I heard her rustling around in a drawer and she came back into the room holding a silicone ring and a tube of K-Y Jelly.

“In case you don’t know my love,” she said, “this little guy is a cock-ring.” The way she said it, with her Spanish accent, was a real turn on. I was beginning to see what my dad saw in her – the little hints of mischief and adventure.

“It’s going on you to keep you hard for me baby.”

She opened the tube of jelly and rubbed a little bit on my cock, bringing it to stiff attention once again.

“Or maybe we don’t need him,” she said, laughing, impressed with my girth, hardness, and length, giving me a good squeeze.

She leaned into my face, and said, “I want you to FUCK me very hard Cliff. Can you do that for me?”

I assumed that was a rhetorical question because I was all in. I swallowed hard, and nodded a “yes.”

She hopped on the bed with her butt facing me. Looking behind she said, “I want you fuck my ASS!”

Wow, I thought. This woman is wild!.

She reached behind and moved the G-String out of the crack in her ass to her side.

“Give me your hand baby,” she said softly.

I held my hand out and she squeezed out a nice amount of the jelly into my palm.

“Now rub it all around my ass, and inside too” she said as I spread her cheeks apart.

I rubbed it all the way through, up to the pouch of her G-String, and with a bit of the jelly on my index finger I stuck it inside her, making her moan with pleasure. I now placed both of my hands on the sides of her butt and pulled them apart, and pressed my lubed cock right up against her cherry, puckered asshole. It was tight as fuck, but I slid in easily, and it felt so silky and good around me. I went in and out as far as I could go, and she gasped. She moved her ass against me, and we got into a smooth rhythm, going faster and faster. My ball sack was slapping against her butt cheeks, and she was moaning loudly the whole time.

We went for a while, me having just cum a few minutes ago, plus the ring kept me hard. Faster and faster we went, my moans and grunts adding to hers. I could take no more, and my twenty year old cock filled her ass with my cum. The motion caused some to leak out and run down her butt, and drip onto my bed. At the same time, she stiffened and let out a loud moan of completion. We stayed frozen in position for a while. I was still thrusting, just a bit slower, letting all my jizz run its course.

Then we stopped and stayed frozen in position. I pulled out slowly and she turned me around and we faced each other on the bed and kissed. Gently, she spoke to me as her hand stroked my face and my hair.

“I think Cliff that you were wonderful. Your cock is so big that I think I will not be able to live without it. Of course, we cannot tell your father.”

Humm, I thought. No shit Sherlock!

“Of course not,” I said. At that moment I thought we could go on like this and be around my father and not let any guilt show around him. That would be easy for Gabriella, but it would take practice for me since I was a stranger to this kind of deception.

“Good boy,” she said, and got up off the bed and stood and faced me, grinning.

What happened next I will remember for the rest of my life, as well as the consequences. She hooked her thumb underneath her G-String, and slowly pulled the front pouch down. It was wet because she came too – pussy juices squirting.

However, that was a premature assessment and turned out to be quite wrong. What I saw when her thong came down was the largest cock I ever saw in my life pop out! I couldn’t move and stared with my mouth hung open, and my eyes bulging out of my head.

“Gabriella! WHAT THE FUCK????? Is this a joke? How did you – I mean what – is this?”

“Cliff, Cliff my dear. Have you never seen a cock? I mean have you never heard of a transgender female? Because that is what I am, although I prefer the term ‘shemale’ or ‘Ladyboy.’”

“Okay, but tell me – of course my dad knows. I never had any idea that he would, I mean, that he enjoyed . . .”

“How you say, ‘A chick with a dick?’” she said smiling and laughing.

I had calmed myself down a little bit, not processing yet the fact that I let a “person” with a cock give me a blow job, or that I just drilled a woman with a cock in the ass. So I took a couple of deep breaths.

“Well, if my dad is okay being with you, then it’s good with me.”

Then, what I was really thinking came out as well. I mean, she was beautiful; stunning, actually. So what if she had an “appendage.” I could live with that. I was just shocked when I learned that my father was into that whole transgender thing.

“I think you’re a beautiful woman, Gabriella. I’d love to continue with you, and I’m so glad that you feel about me the way you do.”

With that said, she gave me a big smile and came next to me, her cock rubbing my thigh, and kissed me deeply on the lips. I’ll be honest. Now that her “secret” was out, I began to feel differently about her. To all intents and purposes she was a woman to me, and I was ready for her to take me anywhere she wanted to.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

____________________

________

The next few days being around dad and Gabriella were a bit awkward to say the least. Gabriella had no problems. For her it was business as usual; she had been doing the same thing with other men – and women with my dad’s consent for a while. That part blew my mind. How my dad would react to me getting a piece of her was another story entirely. She continued to flirt with me as before when dad was home, but she became more “adventurous.” She would grab my crotch when he wasn’t looking and pull me in for a quick tongue kiss.

Our little “trysts” became more and more frequent. I looked forward to her coming on to me. It became a pattern. I’d be in my room or the kitchen doing my work, and she would sneak up behind me, and start kissing my neck, or stand behind me and reach down to grab my cock through my jeans. She liked to tease me too. Sometimes she would grab me like that and nothing else would happen, leaving me with a bad case of “blue balls.”

One Saturday, my dad announced that Gabriella and him would be going away for a weekend upstate, so I had the house to myself. They left about six o’clock in the morning and told me they wouldn’t be coming back until Sunday evening. Soon after they left, as the day wore on, a feeling came over me that was lying dormant in the back of my mind. I missed Gabriella, but it was more. I began to fantasize about how it would be like if I was like Gabriella . . . Would I be promiscuous like her? Would I be able to live with a man who enjoyed a “chick with a dick?” I never would have thought these things had I never been with her. I became jealous of her. She was a beautiful woman on the outside – with a big secret. Could that be me someday?

That Saturday my curiosity got the better of me. Part of it was pure boredom. I went upstairs to the master bedroom and found myself staring at Gabriella’s dresser. My heart was beating fast thinking about what I would find inside. I started at the bottom, opening the last drawer. It was full of G-Strings of all bright colors. She especially liked purple and so did I. Underneath were bras – some laced, (my favorite), some solid with semi-hard cups, strapless, all kinds. Her closet door was open, and my eye was drawn to the floor where she had a collection of stiletto heels of different sizes and colors. There were blouses of all kinds, long sleeve, short sleeve, some with buttons.

On the top shelf – on the top shelf, my breath caught. There were three Styrofoam heads, all with wigs of various styles and lengths. I hadn’t seen these before. Maybe these were for the other men she saw? I thought. My hair was a bit long, just below my collar, and it was a thick brown, and my cock instantly got hard looking at the collection.

I picked up a satin, emerald green thong, and gently held it between my fingertips. I slid it back and forth, and picked it up to my face to get a whiff of Gabriella. I was as hard as a rock, and immediately slipped out of my jeans and boxers, and stepped into the thong. My legs were not hairy at all, so it made for an incredible feeling as the thong slid up them. I took my time, savoring the moment. Soon I was adjusting it around my waist, and it covered my junk and held it. It felt like “it belonged” there. The back strap nestled itself comfortably between my butt cheeks. A bit of pre cum leaked out of the tip of my cock, and I pulled the pouch away immediately, and tried to wipe it away. I was satisfied that I got it all.

Before I knew it, I was wearing one of her laced bras – a matching emerald green, a white, long-sleeved blouse, and a long brown wig, which came down to the small of my back. I found a very short denim skirt, put that on and went into the bathroom looking for the final step – makeup.

I had watched several YOUTUBE videos on applying makeup for transgender women since that first time I was with Gabriella. It was easier than I thought to do an okay job. When I looked at myself from top to bottom in the full length mirror on her bedroom door, I was blown away and filled with a euphoria I never dreamed of.

FUCK!! I was Gabriella! I moved from side to side admiring myself. Of course now, the only left to do was to lie on the bed she shared with my dad and start rubbing my cock underneath the pouch. It didn’t take me long to blow a huge wad of cum into a bunch of tissues I had nearby. After strutting around and jerking off again, I decided to get undressed and back to being Cliff.

This was a pivotal moment in my life, because I no longer felt comfortable being Cliff anymore. Now I had my own little secret.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

______________________

________

On Sunday night about eight o’clock Gabriella and my dad came home. We made small talk in the kitchen and then dad decided to take us all out for dinner because no one felt like cooking.

Later that night I went to bed early. I did a lot of studying that day and I was beat. I’m not sure what time it was, but sometime in the middle off the night, I awoke to my cock being handled by Gabriella who was completely nude and underneath my covers. I was as hard as a rock. When I started to stir, she held her hand over my mouth, afraid that I might make some noise, and gently pulled the covers away. She was giggling softly. Then I felt her moist lips on the tip of my cock, and the tip of her tongue going up and down on my slit. I saw in the darkness of the room her head bobbing up and down on me, hair shining by the full Moon coming in through my window.

I placed my hands on her head, and spread my legs a bit wider apart. Her mouth was wetter than usual, and the feeling was incredible. The things she could do with that tongue were amazing. She went faster and faster. This was Gabriella’s version of a quickie - the midnight visitation. I bucked my hips upwards to meet her thrusts. I could hear her moaning, and feel her cock moving up and down on my thigh. It turned me on something fierce and I knew that when she was done with me I would return the favor.

I came with a furious shot of cum that easily could have come out the back of her head if it was solid. I felt her stiffen as I shot into her mouth. She was slurping and sucking me clean. Then she pulled off me and took her head out from under the covers and she kissed me hard on the lips. I got a real taste of my own sweet/salty jizz for the first time. I loved it.

Without wasting any time, she moved up me and straddled my shoulders, her throbbing, warm cock playfully bouncing up and down on my lips. I took my hand and grasped her shaft and placed the head of her cock in my mouth. My tongue played around with her fleshy, warm head. Soon, I was into full-on sucking and licking her all around. My eyes were closed, and my excitement was at an all-time high as I pictured myself dressed exactly like her. She moved her hips to get her cock fully down my throat, almost gagging me.

My tongue was circling her shaft, and I rubbed it around the tuft of soft, sensitive flesh on the bottom of her “gurl-cock.” For a split second I wondered how that compared to my father, but the thought was a buzz kill and I erased it from my mind quickly.

Then I felt a rush of warm, wet jizz emptying into my mouth, spurts hitting the back of my throat. She gasped and did a drawn out moan as she came, her fist grabbing my brown hair. She kept going up and down on me long after she stopped spurting and she was still hard.

She pulled out of my mouth and bent over to kiss me again, her long, silky hair tickling and sweeping over my hairless chest. She got off the bed and stood over me, smiling, her face glowing in the moonlight. Without saying a word, she kissed me again, stopping to lick her jizz running down my cheek, and quietly left the room, my eyes following her nude body as it left.

The next day my dad had to work the four to midnight shift. He slept until eleven o’clock. I went to class about twelve. I only had three classes that day, and an exam. I knew Gabriella would be home around five. There were leftovers in the fridge from last night’s dinner which was convenient.

She was in a laughing, playful mood when she got home. For some reason she seemed interested in whether or not I had any girlfriends from school. I told her the truth. I gave her my sob story about how women didn’t find me “masculine,” and they didn’t seem interested in me. I got the feeling from her questions that if I told her I had a girlfriend she would be jealous. I sensed that she had a fierce, protective Latin temper; and that I was “hers,” and no one better come near me, which I thought strange since she had my father.

After dinner she went upstairs, presumably to change and I took an exam that day, so I thought I would treat myself to a night of NETFLIX. It wasn’t all sex between us. She did enjoy spending time with me too. But the evening didn’t quite go as planned.

When Gabriella came downstairs she had a strange smile on her face, and she was holding a large plastic bag. She saw the quizzical look on my face and walked over to me on the couch.

“Cliff,” she said. “I want to ask you about something I found,” she said with a smirk.

I swallowed hard thinking about my “playtime” on Saturday.

“Yes Gabriella?”

“Look what I found in my bathroom wastebasket. Do you know anything about this?” She reached inside the bag and pulled out tissues that had makeup and eyeshadow on them. “These aren’t mine,” she said.

Before I could answer she reached into the bag again, and held out the emerald G-String I wore! How the fuck??????

“I found this on the floor next to my bed Cliff,” she said laughing, “with a little cum stain on the front which I know isn’t mine. You know, something tells me that you were ‘playing a little game’ upstairs when I was away with your father. What do you have to say about that Cliff?”

I didn’t have to say anything, my face was red as a beet. I wasn’t very good at keeping secrets. I cleared my throat and couldn’t look her in the face. A wave of emotion and great embarrassment came over me and I thought I was going to cry. Gabriella saw that and immediately dropped the two bags and quickly sat down on the couch next to me and placed her arm around my shoulder.

“Come on Cliff, it’s okay,” she said in a comforting voice. “There is no need to be upset. I think I understand.”

Did she? Really? Maybe she went through a similar thing herself.

“I’m flattered that you like my clothes so much. So much that you like to wear them. How did it feel? I think you enjoyed yourself very much and that you would like to get dressed for Gabriella, no?” she said, referring to herself in the third person. “So?”

She was kissing my neck and nibbling at my ear. “What do you say we go upstairs and play, eh?”

I said nothing, but I was smiling as she took my hand and led me upstairs to her bedroom. She went to her dresser and pulled out a purple thong, holding it in front of her face and inhaling deeply. Smiling, she held it to my face and rubbed the silky material over my face. Then I took it from her hand, and she went back to her dresser and her closet, picking out a laced bra of the same color, and the same long brown wig that I wore on Saturday.

“These will do nicely Cliff. Then I will take you into the bathroom and do a proper makeup job on you.” My cock was throbbing with excitement. All of my fantasies about becoming Gabriella were coming true.

“You can play with my clothes any time you want to Cliff, and if you’re a good boy I may even buy you your own things. We’re almost the same size anyway.”

I was so excited that I was shaking. She stood back, licking her lips as I shimmied out of my clothing and put on the thong and the bra. She helped me arrange the wig better than I had done. Stepping back to admire me, she said, “You make a very convincing young lady Cliff. I think even better than your dad.”

I was shocked. Wait a second. I needed to process this. “Do you mean my dad likes to dress up for you too!?” I couldn’t believe what I just heard. I mean, my dad was like this really macho cop. It was hard to picture him in any way as anything but.

“Yes he likes to, but you are much, much better I think.”

My stomach was flat, and my hairless arms and almost hairless chest could pass easily for a woman. Once in the bathroom, Gabriella looked, turning my head side to side, and studied the array of colors she had for eye shadow and lipstick. She settled on a deep green eyeshadow and a pair of thick false eyelashes which she believed would complement my facial features. The lipstick was a bright cherry red gloss with lipliner. My eyebrows were skinny, so she trimmed them a little bit and filled it in with eyebrow pencil.

When she finished, she had me stand up and walk into the bedroom so I could see myself in front of the long mirror. I gasped. This time it was even better that that Saturday. Hell, I would even fuck myself I thought.

Gabriella was more than pleased. My cock was pulsing and huge, and from the look on Gabriella’s face, hers was too. She wasted no time and pulled out a fresh tube of K-Y Jelly from her night table.

“You’re going to enjoy this very much Cliff,” she said. What “this” was I think I knew. I had my doubts, but she read my mind, having undoubtedly gone through this herself.

“You may feel a bit uncomfortable at first Cliff, but trust me – the end is worth the ride.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

__________________

________

She pulled me close and kissed me, rubbing my cock over the cool purple satin of the thong. “Get on the bed Cliff. Stick your butt high in the air. Promise me you won’t touch your cock – or better yet – wait!”

She left the room and came back with a new contraption; a plastic cage with a small gold padlock on it.

“This is called a ‘cock cage.’ With this you won’t be able to touch yourself and you’ll still be able to cum! Isn’t that wonderful!”

I didn’t respond – I trusted her as she pulled down the thong and placed it over my cock and balls and snaped the lock shut. She held the key in front of my face and grinned at me. Now I got into position on the bed; facing the headboard, on my knees with my butt in the air like she wanted.

She pulled the entire thong down and off me, dropping it onto the floor. The wig, makeup and bra made me feel so excited and feminine. My cock was aching – my hard on pressing on the silicone mesh. She squeezed out a handful of jelly and spread it all over my asshole, all the way down my taint, and then stuck her middle finger, which didn’t have a nail on it, full of jelly into my ass hole, or “boy pussy,” making me hiss and clench my fists. She moved it in and out, making me relax a little as the first stabs of pain and fullness relaxed, and made me horny as fuck.

Then she rubbed some on her gurl-cock, and spread my ass cheeks apart. Slowly and very deliberately, she lined up the tip of her cock with my virgin cherry, which she referred to as my “bussy.”

She leaned over and her silky black hair washed over my back giving me goosebumps all over. She entered me slowly and pulled out, going no farther than the head of her cock. At first, I stiffened up and it was painful, giving me a sense of fullness, but with each slow and small thrust it got better; more pleasurable.

She started going a little deeper, and I began back thrusts, betraying my eagerness for her to go all the way. I never felt so alive, so much “like me,” as I did right now. A strange desire overcame me. I wanted to become a slut with a lot of men like Gabriella. Hopefully, I thought, she would introduce me to more guys like she had.

I had my eyes closed as she went faster and faster.

“You’re so tight Cliff. You . . . are . . . wonderful,” she said with staccato breaths. I felt her grinding and twisting. The pain which had me clenching the sheets now became total pleasure. We went faster and faster. Soon I felt a deep sense of pleasure welling up from deep inside me like what a woman must feel like before an orgasm. She was moaning as she went deeper and deeper, hitting what I was to learn later was called a “p-spot.”

Suddenly she let out a scream and I felt a wet warmth fill up my entire hole, and her thrusts continued at a feverish pitch, sending loads of cum deep inside me. This triggered the feeling I had deep inside me, and my cock shot a load, the biggest I think I ever had right through the silicone mesh of the cock cage, spilling all over the bed. I moaned loudly, having just had my first “sissygasm.” I felt her shudder as the last spurts of cum left her gurl cock.

She kept going, and I felt silicone against my butt. It was her cock ring. Now some of her cum was leaking down the sides of my butt cheeks because my “bussy” was full. She dug her nails into my back and shoulders and began purring like a kitten.

“I want you Cliff, and I’m never letting you go,” she said in a dreamy voice. All of my fantasies were coming true.

Finally she came out of me, and turned me around, sticking her gurl-cock against my cherry glossed lips. Eagerly I licked all around the head and shaft of her cock, the sweet/salty mix of her jizz turning me on fiercely. She shook her head, throwing her long hair behind her shoulders, and gently placed the palms of her hands on top of my head.

She was insatiable and began thrusting her hips against my mouth. I kept my lips tight against her shaft, trying to give her as much pleasure as I could. I could tell by her shudders and moans that I was doing great. She went faster and faster. We continued this “erotic ballet” for at least five minutes, and she hissed and came again, this time shooting her cum deep inside my mouth hitting the back of my throat.

After I sucked her clean she pulled out of me. I realized at that moment my life was changed for good. I could never be with another woman as Cliff. I’d have to come up with a new, feminine name for myself. Gabriella would guide me through a transition that I decided to go through. She was my Queen, my mistress, and I decided to keep my cock and go through HRT like she did many years ago.

I wanted to be able to go out with her socially and meet guys, and become a real cum slut. Just thinking about it made me hard. There were plenty of “Meet-Up” groups for transgender women, which I now considered myself to be.

Of course, neither I nor Gabriella mentioned anything to my father. I wasn’t sure where he was at with this – whether he was thinking of transitioning or not, but the relationship between Gabriella and me was something we would both take to our graves with us.

Things just got better for us after that day. There were many more night visitations from her, and of course when my father worked his late shift. We went on family vacations together – Gabriella insisted I come along, and of course I had my own private room. We even went on a cruise, and I found a transgender crowd which kept the in and out traffic to my cabin very busy. Gabriella was even able to sneak away to join me too.

But for the sake of appearances, Gabriella was always “Dad’s Gurlfriend.”

❤️❤️❤️


Book Two

___________________

_______

BREAKING HUR IN


Chapter One

____________________

________

Another date, another washout. This was my pattern, throughout high school, college, and now my first year living on my own apart from my parents. It wasn’t that I didn’t like women. On the contrary I loved women, but sexual involvement with them didn’t quite do it for me. You see, I had a secret, a fetish. My name is Brad and this how I became “the real me.”

Since I was a teenager, I thought there was something wrong with me. I was attracted to women’s clothing, particularly lingerie items like bras and G-Strings. I have a sister Valerie, who is four years older than me, and I was fascinated with her makeup and how she dressed when she went out on her dates. I used to pleasure myself to “bad thoughts” about what it would be like to dress like that. My fetish also extended itself to watching attractive women smoking those long, all-white cigarettes like Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, or Eves, anything like that. Something about it got me hard; the whole mystique of watching them light up, exhaling the smoke. Just smelling smoke on the clothes of a hot looking woman smoker excited me to no end.

Valerie too, was a smoker of Virginia Slims, and I enjoyed watching her. Hell, it even gave me a hard on just watching her light up. Her whole get-up; the heavy makeup, tight clothing, big wavy hair, and bitchy attitude used to drive me over the edge. If only I could be like that I thought. So one day after school I was home alone for a few hours. I was a senior in high school at the time, and Valerie was out for the day, and my parents were working.

I chalked up all the women I enjoyed dating, and I noticed that about eighty per cent of the time I chose smokers. I didn’t even have to make contact with them – I just had to be near them to get hard – very hard.

She never kept her bedroom door locked, so I went into her bedroom that reeked of stale smoke, and I played around with the half-smoked cigarettes in her ashtray, and took one. Then I slipped off my jeans and boxer shorts, and looked inside her dresser drawer – the bottom one. Inside I found fresh G-strings of all bright colors. I took the emerald one out and slipped it up my legs. It felt indescribably good – the soft satin material causing a chill to go through my body, a very arousing chill as it ran up my legs. I was already hard from the moment I walked into her room, so when I slipped the thong over my cock and my balls, I had a drop of pre cum leak out onto the satin pouch! I couldn’t risk discovery, so I’d have to deal with that later.

Next, I found a matching emerald, laced bra. It had an elastic band in the back, and it pulled my chest in tight which gave me the illusion of cleavage. My hair was brown and was only down to my collar, so I didn’t look very feminine – from the neck up, that is. I was very disappointed until I opened her sliding door closet, that is.

Inside, on the top shelf were several boxes. In each box there was a Styrofoam head with a long-haired wig on top! My heart was pounding, and my cock was pulsating. The first one I took from the box was a brown wig with waves and kind of a raised front. The hair fell down to the middle of my back. I just needed something else to complete the job – makeup. I had no experience with putting on makeup and I had no time to look at YOUTUBE videos back then because everyone in my house would be home from work around five o’clock. It was three already, so I didn’t have much time. I settled for a tube of ruby red lip gloss instead. Standing in front of the mirror was a different person entirely. I watched Valerie put on makeup many times, so I just copied her.

Now I was no longer Brad. I was someone else – but who? I picked up the half-smoked Virginia Slim cigarette from the ashtray. It already had Valerie’s lipstick on the filter, (another big turn on) and I placed it in the corner of my mouth, the way I’d seen Valerie and other hot girls do. My iPhone was full of secret photos I’d taken of women smokers I was particularly aroused by, and I kept them in the “Deleted” folder in case someone grabbed the phone out of my hand just to look at the pictures I had in there.

Next, I took the pink Bic lighter from her dresser top and flicked it to life. I slowly put it up to the end, and watched it glow. I pulled it into my mouth with a hollow-cheeked drag and then inhaled. I didn’t choke because compared to the joints I’d smoked with my friends; this was pretty mild. I did, however, feel a bit dizzy. Nevertheless, I smoked it to the filter, all the while rubbing my cock against the soft satin of the pouch.

I watched myself smoke in the mirror, and I don’t think I was ever as turned on as I was then. Now that I was introduced to this new dimension of my fetish, I knew I could never go back.

I should mention that when I was a teenager I thought that I was mentally ill. This feeling I think, held me back in life from achieving career goals and trying as hard as I could have because it was an obsession that caused me endless worry.

Then, fast forwarding to the present, I discovered the world of online sites for people with the same proclivities as me. I learned many things from these sites, especially YOUTUBE and FLICKR. I learned that I wasn’t SICK – that many people had the same fetishes to crossdress, even becoming transgender woman and also the thrill of smoking while doing so.

I imagined myself as a smoky slut; a transgender smoky slut, and the whole world I discovered excited me. The best was yet to come!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

________________

____

Igot familiar with several of those FLICKR groups and reached out to people that turned me on and whose pictures I enjoyed jerking off too. No one was really interested in me unless I posted pictures, so that’s what I set out to do. There were many online catalogs that catered to crossdressing men, so I ordered my own clothing, and didn’t have to worry about discovery since I lived alone and could afford to indulge my “hobby.”

My physique was on the feminine side, so after I shaved and put makeup on, I passed easily for a woman. Once I started posting pictures the number of friends and contacts on the FLICKR site increased dramatically! For my photos I dressed as slutty and as bitchy as I could. In all of my pictures I was smoking a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol, and I created an alter ego: “Brenda.” From then on, I was known as Brenda to the online world. I even had an email address just for “her,” where I made contact with several transgender women.

I realized a truth about myself: I wanted COCK! That was it, pure and simple. When I put my G-String on, my ass began to tingle, and I saw and presented myself online as a pure slut. I kept my clothes in a trunk at the bottom of my closet. I didn’t have to worry about discovery like I did in high school or college because I lived alone. 

Each time I saw a new box arrive; my excitement was indescribable. I would get dressed up in whatever it was, and immediately get into some sexy poses and take pictures and post them. I LOVED long-haired wigs. My favorite colors were auburn or black. Sometimes the wigs were styled and sometimes they were just long with a part on the side. I loved laced bras, and button down white shirts with the top three buttons open. I loved the way my cock bulged out from the pouch of the G-String.

Now it was time to make contact. I was attracted to a group that had regular get-togethers and posted pictures. Whenever I looked at the photos, a wave of jealousy hit me. I wanted so very badly to be part of the action I saw. So my new journey started with a simple email. Within about two days I had my invite. This was the email I received:

“Dear Brenda,
Of course we’d all love to meet you. You can bring your own clothes and makeup, or we can provide you with some. By the looks of your lovely pictures you’ve been posting, it seems you have all bases covered. Let me know when you’d like to come up!
Love and smoky kisses,
Angela XXOO”


Of course I’d bring my own stuff. What was the sense of ordering everything if I wasn’t going to use it for this? So I packed a couple of blouses, a short denim skirt, and a very short black satin skirt with a slit up the side, two styled wigs – black and auburn, heavy false eyelashes, a large black leather bag I had, a rain or shine coat, and of course my favorite – black stiletto, three-inch heels. For my special lingerie I chose a pair of emerald green satin panties with a laced, elastic top, and a matching bra.

I decided to make the two-hour drive upstate in full drag. Why not? I was “killer hot!” This group I chose I was communicating with me for about six months and we all exchanged complimentary and very suggestive messages of how hot we looked and what we would all do to each other. I was the newcomer and hoped to be included. Hell, before I left my apartment I jerked off and used a vibrating dildo I had practiced with for a while, so I was “broken in.” I decided to bring my “toy” with me.

Before I left for my two day weekend trip to Angela’s house upstate, I looked at some of the pictures from a few of their previous gatherings. There were about six TG gurls sitting on a sofa and chairs, sucking each other’s cocks and fucking their bussys, sucking each other’s breasts, with drinks and long cigarettes all over the place.

I drove really fast. Angela was expecting me at about six o’clock that evening. I couldn’t wait. This was to be my first encounter with all “my sisters” who shared the same things I loved. The entire drive I had an aching hard on, daydreaming about what they would do to me, ravage me, and what I would be doing to them.

I was expecting a much larger house than what I saw when I arrived. It was a nicely kept suburban ranch house on a street with well-manicured lawns like you would see anywhere. The only difference was there seemed to me more cars parked on both sides of the street. After all, there was a party going on inside!

I parked about two houses down and walked up to Angela’s house and I rang the bell. I could hear laughing and loud conversation coming from inside.

“Well hello there Brenda! Oh my, you look so beautiful! I’m Angela. Welcome dear, please come in!” she said, doing a graceful sweep with her arm to the inside of the living room. “Please, follow me downstairs to the ‘nether world!’”

Downstairs were a couple of couches along two opposing walls, two red velvet covered loveseats, and a bar with a little kitchen off to the side. There were also a couple of bedrooms off the main hallway. Some light jazz music was playing was playing off an old style vinyl record player. It all seemed pretty cozy to me.

Angela was older than me. She looked to be in her early forties. There were eight other TG women. Most looked to be in their thirties, and one was in her early fifties it seemed. I think I was the youngest. I was definitely the one with the least experience, but I was looking forward to remedying that situation quickly.

They were all engaged in various acts of lovemaking, not noticing me until Angela made the introduction around the room.

“Girls! Your attention please!” Angela said in a loud, but pleasant voice. “This is Brenda. Some of you may have exchanged emails with her. She wants to join our little social group and become famous.” The other girls shouted welcomes, and some were laughing, and complementing me on my looks. One girl who I knew as Marilyn said, “Oh Angela, she’s even hotter than her pictures on FLICKR!”

“Yes dear, she is, right?” Angela said, stepping back a little to look me over carefully.

There was a redhead who was busy giving a blow job to a blonde fortyish girl with thigh-high black leather boots on – and nothing else. She took her head off for a second and looked at me winking. She said, “Hi Brenda, I’m Trixie, and this beautiful blonde here is Sandra!”

“Hi, nice to meet you,” I said.

“Likewise,” Trixie said. “You’re going to have an incredible time tonight honey. We’re so glad you could join our little group.”

“Thank you,” I said, with genuine excitement.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

___________________

________

The others who were scattered throughout the room lifted their heads up, some with fresh cum dripping down their chins, smiling and waving at me.

“Would you like a drink, Brenda?” Angela said with a “hungry” smile.

“Of course, Angela, that would be nice.”

We both walked over to the bar on the other side of the room. “Now since you’re new, what I’d like to know dear is how experienced are you? From your messages and emails it seems like you want to ‘experience new things,’ am I right?”

“Definitely!” I said.

“Okay then. Well since you reached out to me, then I get to break you in, now how does that sound?”

“Great!” I said, taking a cold beer that Angela offered me from the refrigerator.

“As you can see, we’re an active bunch.” Almost in front of the bar, as I was to learn their names later, there was a girl with black hair that curled at the shoulders, who was wearing a white slip she pulled up, white pantyhose with straps that attached to a laced girdle over her G-String, and red heels planted flat on the floor with an enormous cock that had to be at least eight inches long. Her name was Stacy, and she was getting a blow job from a heavyset girl with blonde, bobbed hair, who was kneeling over her named Carol.

Now Angela, as I said, appeared to be in her early forties, had dark hair, done up, with streaks of premature gray in her hair, and wore gold hoop earrings. She lit a Virginia Slims and seductively dragged on it, studying me closely. That was another fantasy of mine – the middle aged house slut. I wanted her badly.

“I must say Brenda, you did a pretty good job on your makeup.”

I thanked her and looked around the room, sipping my beer.

As soon as I put the beer down, Angela gave me a tug at the top of my blouse and pulled me in close to her. She gave me a cigarette and lit me up with a silver butane lighter she pulled out of her big, brown leather bag. We kissed and she exhaled into my mouth, laughing, and grabbed for my cock through my black satin skirt. My heart was pounding. It was my first experience with a TG woman, and I loved it. I could never be with a bio woman ever again. My cock felt so good, being rubbed by Angela’s long, red fingernails through the satin of my thong. I felt a drop of pre cum leak out. I held my cigarette in one hand, and I grabbed at Angela’s cock as well, feeling it rub against the satin of her panties as well. She moaned with pleasure.

Some of the girls watching us were laughing, encouraging us; probably jealous of Angela and awaiting their turn with me. I couldn’t wait. I was filled with euphoria at finally finding a group where I fit in.

Angela broke off the kiss and said, “C’mon bitch – let’s go over to the couch.” One had just opened up, the two previous occupants now carrying on their activities on the carpet. She took me by the hand, and we sat down, kissing hard; Angela’s tongue twirling with mine in her mouth. “We’re such baaad sluts!” she said softly, whispering to me.

I felt her hand tugging at the front of my black, satin skirt. She opened the snap and pulled it down past my knees, grabbing my cock through my emerald green G-String pouch. Her fingers curled up in a fist around my cock, squeezing me like a pumping heart. It was like a delicious torture. Then she pulled my cock out of the pouch.

“My what a huge gurl-cock you have! I haven’t seen such a delicious cock in a long time.” Right away, her head went down to my waist, and I felt Angela’s glossy lips on the head of my cock, and the tip of her tongue inside my slit, and then felt it circling the head of my cock, like a gentle brush going around and around, making me insane.

We continued this way for a while, and then I felt her take all of me inside her very wet mouth, making a tight seal with her lips. Up and down she went, slipping and sliding, her tongue brushing the soft, sensitive tuft of skin on the underside of my cock. I placed my had on the top of her thick hair. The sound of moaning came from the others in the room. Some were “double-teaming” each other.

Suddenly, Angela got off me, and went down on her knees on the carpet.

“Now Brenda, I’m going to ram you good!”

All I’d experienced was that silicone toy I had. Now this was the real thing. I got on the carpet with my bussy up in the air facing Angela and she pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and placed a glob in the palm of her hand, and smeared it good all over my cherry asshole and down my taint. She played with me by sticking her finger in my bussy and going around and around, in and out, making me clench my fists and moan with exquisite pleasure.

She rubbed her cock with the jelly and then I felt the soft head of her gurl-cock against the opening of my bussy, her hands spreading my butt cheeks apart. She went slowly at first, in and out, and then deeper and deeper. I knew what was coming next, and I felt pre-cum leaking out of my cock. With the cigarette dangling out of her lips she said, “You little cum-slut, you won’t believe the fucking you’re going to get!”

Trixie the redhead, with green eye shadow, hoop earrings and cherry red lipstick stood on the side of me and Angela, and while Angela was busy pumping away on me, Trixie placed her cock within reach of Angela’s mouth. Angela took her cock and kept her lips tight around Trixie’s cock, moving her mouth in sync with the thrusting she was giving me. Soon the three of us were moaning.

“Harder, please!” I gasped to Angela, and she gladly obliged me. She had hit my p-spot, and I yelled out, like the cum-slut I had become, shooting a few wads of my cum all over a sheet on the floor underneath us. I did it without even touching myself. It was my first real sissygasm. In another second, I felt a liquid warmth enter my bussy, filling me up all the way. I felt it dribble down my butt cheeks.

Trixie let out a moan and shot a huge load into Angela’s mouth, some of which dribbled down Angela’s chin. Immediately, they were kissing, Trixie licking her cum off of Angela’s face. Meantime, Angela kept thrusting inside of me, slipping all over her own jizz inside me.

She was wearing a cock ring that kept her hard, and soon the both of us came again. I stood up and the other girls in the room were in a circle, their gurl cocks all out.

Sandra, the blonde with the thigh-high boots on said laughing, “Let Brenda get a good taste of us!”

Angela and Trixie joined them, and they formed a circle, and I was down on my knees in the middle. They wanted me to go from cock to cock, getting everybody off. I was never so turned on in my life. This was incredible. A girl off to the side named Janet, a brunette with hair down to the small of her back was taking pictures with her iPhone for posting on FLICKR. I was now officially part of the team.

I went from cock to cock, turning on my knees, not lingering too long on anyone. Going quickly from T-Gurl to T-Gurl, tasting each one. Stacy and Carol joined the circle too, and they all got closer around me. The ones that were waiting their turn to give me a taste, were slapping their cocks on my head and my back.

Then I concentrated on each one, making all of them cum in turn. Instead of cumming in my mouth, they all shot their loads on my face until I finished them all off. All my makeup was running now, and the girls were laughing and patting me on the back. They took turns licking my face clean. My eyes were pasted together so I could hardly see.

This was an incredible experience for me, and I made a new group of friends. After I got home, I saw my videos and photos from the two days I was there. Of course I spent many happy hours getting off on watching myself on camera.

I was to make several trips to Angela’s house upstate where I had even wilder times breaking in previously straight men, or crossdressers like me who wanted the full TG experience. Soon I became Brenda fulltime. I never looked back and was as happy as could be.

❤️❤️❤️
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