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Chapter One

_______________

____

As far as fraternity initiations went, the chapter of Pi Delta Mu at Birchwood College was a bit crazy. Generally it went something like this: The guys would single out a new pledge, get him fairly inebriated, or just unconscious by means of a drug like Rufilin, then put him on a bus to a one-way destination, or simply drive him somewhere and let him out with no money, no ID, or way to get back. Most of the time, after some run-ins with the local police departments, or with the help of a stranger with fond memories of his college experiences, the pledge usually made his way home. Ha, ha, big joke, no harm done – presto! He passed the initiation – let him join the frat.

One time, however, the boys of Pi Delta Mu were in for a shock. After leaving their unsuspecting pledge in a town called Myer’s Falls, about eighty miles west of the campus in Upstate New York, he never made it back. After one full day, they began to worry. After two days they got nervous. But after FOUR DAYS it wasn’t so funny anymore – they panicked. Their pledge, a freshman named Ronnie Shelton seemed to disappear off the face of the Earth. His girlfriend, Edna Lee got worried, and since the first day, she was at the frat house interrogating all the brothers. They tried to reassure her with all kinds of explanations and assurances that he would turn up; “they always do!” John Slater, the chapter president told Edna with a nervous laugh at the end of day one. By day two, Edna called Ronnie’s parents on Long Island with the lovely news that their only son was missing after a frat initiation prank. Their reaction was a bit “strange,” and Edna couldn’t quite put her finger on it. It was more indifference than anything else.

After the second day without hearing from Ronnie, (his cell phone was left at the frat house) the Birchwood Campus Police and the Myer’s Falls PD got involved. It didn’t take long for the story to go viral across every social media site and news station in the country. Conspiracy theories abounded from the usual foul play, to maybe he took the chance to run away and maybe start a new life, to being held hostage by some maniac in the woods, to maybe he joined a cult. “Where is Ronnie Shelton?” made all the blogs and podcasts.

The NY State Police soon became involved with their resources, but after a week, the FBI was brought in. The frat brothers were put through all the usual interrogations, the polygraph tests, the interviews with friends, relatives, bank account records, the works – all leading nowhere. Following a bunch of leads, trying to sift out the cranks from the ones that had merit, search teams combed the woods around Myer’s Falls, and interviewed townspeople who were out and around near the place of the drop off at two am on that fateful Sunday morning. No luck. A check of the local eateries and hospitals yielded nothing. It was as if he had vanished into thin air. Reports of sightings popped up all over the country. Ronnie became the proverbial “face on the milk carton.” A month later, the sensational crime journalist Nancy Grace, did a segment on her show about it.

Ronnie’s parents made for good interview material, his tearful mother garnering sympathy from the whole country. John Slater and Peter Moynihan, the two frat brothers who dropped Ronnie off in Myer’s Falls were forced to leave college after the negative publicity and the suspicion became too much. They were watched closely, but couldn’t be charged with anything because there was no body. No body, no crime. John Slater’s family had money and were able to hire a shark of a lawyer who was able to forestall kidnapping charges against John and Peter because there was no proof beyond a reasonable doubt that Ronnie did not consent to being driven away, and Ronnie’s parents placed a civil suit on the two boys for malicious mischief or something like that, but of course, it didn’t bring them closure. They were only after money anyway. All they were left with was a helluva story, and a mystery. But Ronnie’s parents put on a good media show.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two – Three Years Later

________________

____

Chelsea was really good at what she did. This particular Saturday night in the parking lot of a country-western bar just off of Route 81 in Binghamton, NY, she climbed into the cab of an eighteen wheeler with Georgia plates. She took a liking to the driver who flashed a bright smile, wore a black Stetson hat, and had alligator boots which showed out from under the bottom of his blue jeans. Most of all she like the wad of bills he flashed at her after he approached her at the bar. The establishment had a “reputation” for that sort of thing. It was a small town, and the authorities looked the other way since the place was a good earner for the local economy.

After a fast couple of beers at the bar and a slow dance, the tall Georgian took Chelsea outside to his rig. He was a gentleman, and helped the five foot five inch tall chestnut haired waitress with ample cleavage under her pink knit top get into the passenger side of the cab.

“So what’d you say your name was again? The music was kinda’ loud inside there,” Chelsea asked the driver. In a second she felt a little stupid for asking because the name “RICK” was plastered all over the inside of the truck cab like he was a corporate president or a celebrity. He grinned back at her, and said, “They call me ‘Big Rick’ little lady,” as he took his place behind the wheel. The cab had all the comforts of home – meal kit, several thermoses, blankets over the cab seats, and a photo of a woman with long blonde hair carrying a two or three year old toddler attached to the steering wheel. What an asshole, Chelsea thought to herself. Even though she was what she was, she did have some morals after all.

Not one to waste time, Chelsea looked at Rick in the light from the parking lot lamps and asked: “So what would you like Ricky?”

“Well now little lady, that all depends on whatcha’ got to give.”

“How about this?” Chelsea said as her painted fingernails dug into the Georgian’s jeans, pressing into the flesh of his cock which was by now as hard as the shift lever on the console.

“Oooh, I’d say that’ll do just fine, Chelsea, isn’t it?”

“Yes it is, and it’s not a name that you’re going to forget anytime soon, I can promise you that!”

Now Chelsea played around with the zipper of Rick’s jeans and looked at him, biting her bottom lip. She pulled it down with a naughty pout, and leaned into him and started kissing him, picking up from where they left off on the dance floor. Now this wasn’t a total case of inappropriate animal lust; the management let the waitresses of this establishment do as they pleased as long as the “tips” were shared.

Chelsea increased her intensity and wrapped her tongue around Rick’s and threw her arms around his big shoulders, pulling him in closer. His zipper all the way down, Chelsea used a free arm and undid the fastener of Rick’s LEVIS and undid his wide, western belt. She pulled his jeans down to just below his knees. Just as they got into a good rhythm of a nice sucking kiss, Chelsea took her mouth off of Rick’s and bent down into his lap and she didn’t have to bend down very far – Rick’s immense, veiny cock was soon touching Chelsea’s glossed lips. She played with the head, bumping into it and taking her mouth off of it several times; like a tease. Rick was moaning and enjoying himself.

Now Chelsea parted her lips and just let the head of Rick’s cock enter her mouth. She used her tongue like a paintbrush, going around and around in a circle, sweeping his sensitive bottom tuft of skin. Her mouth was very wet, and Rick’s cock got very slippery, especially with the drops of pre cum that he was leaking. His cock was so large that Chelsea had her mouth open all the way just to get the head inside her mouth.

She backed off a little bit and then took as much of Rick inside her as she could get, getting into a steady bobbing rhythm. She almost gagged as the end of Rick’s cock hit the back of her throat, but she was experienced enough; she’s handled big boys like Rick before. Rick bucked his hips off the furry carpet cover of his seat to be in-sync with Chelsea. Rick growled between his closed teeth and let out a huge eruption of thick, milky white cum inside of Chelsea’s mouth. Chelsea swallowed as much as she could, but then had to back off a little and let some of Rick’s jizz run down the sides of her lips and onto her chin.

She was proud of times like this – face covered in cum, and green eyes misted over. She backed off of Rick after licking him clean, and looked up at him, moving her head in to kiss him. Rick enjoyed licking his own cum off of Chelsea’s face. He didn’t miss a spot.

“God you’re such a slut, you know that Chelsea?”

Chelsea just laughed, and said, “Well, I wouldn’t be out here with you if I wasn’t, now would I Ricky?”

“Guess not darlin,’” he said.

“Now I need to get off. It’s my turn,” Chelsea said, looking around the truck cabin.

“Hell yeah!” He said in his South Georgia drawl.

“I want you fuck me in my ass Rick!”

“Wow, you are a wild lil’ thing, now aren’t you?”

“You have no idea,” she said laughing.

Chelsea shimmied out of her denim short skirt, showing her emerald green G-String. Then she flipped herself over, her ass up in the air facing Rick. The windows of Rick’s cab were tinted so no one could see what was going on inside the cab. The only one who knew was Chelsea’s fellow waitress and friend, Tiffany, who was inside and occasionally peeked outside to make sure Rick’s eighteen wheeler was still parked in it’s spot. The girls in this place looked out for each other. Chelsea had done it for Tiffany many times.

Chelsea reached behind her and moved the G-String back strap aside her butt cheek revealing a nice, puckered cherry asshole. In her black leather bag she had a tube of K-Y Jelly, and a rubber which she insisted Ricky use. He objected at first, but Chelsea insisted, saying to him, “It goes with the job bud – we play by my rules.”

“Okay, okay, I get it, it’s fine.”

“You won’t even know you’ve got it on,” she said.

Chelsea smeared the jelly across her butt hole and up and down her taint, as Rick put his condom on. He was still hard from the first time, making Chelsea think that he hadn’t had any for years.

Rick lined himself up with Chelsea’s pucker and stuck his cock easily into Chelsea’s fully broken in ass. Rick moaned as he first went inside her, the sides of her hole gripping tight and slippery around his cock. He wasn’t used to condoms, but he was so damn horny that he couldn’t care less. He went in farther and farther, making Chelsea whip her head back and moan.

Rick went faster and faster, grunting like a bear, until he hissed between his clenched teeth and shot another huge load into the condom. Chelsea felt it fill up with warmth, and soon she had an orgasm too, leaking all over the front of her satin pouch. The tinted windows of the cab were steamed up, giving it a ghostly aura, lit up by the reflection of the lights from the parking lot.

“Whew, you are something else Chelsea, I’ll tell you that. Hey, I’ll be by next week. Think you’ll be here again?”

“I might be,” she said coyly.

“Damn! Well I’ll be sure to look for ya’ babe,” he said as he took the condom off.

Chelsea looked at him and grinned as she took his cock in her mouth and licked it clean of his cum and whatever else was on his cock. She was never one to let good cum go to waste.

He was still horny and kept her head pressed to his cock, so Chelsea obliged him and took up where she left off before he pounded her. She wanted to give this Rick a good send off, so her lips were pressed extra tightly around his cock, and she went faster and faster, performing magic with her tongue. In no time Rick was gasping for air, a palm pressed against the driver side window as he shot another load into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat.

When she was done, Rick gave her a very generous “tip,” before he put his rig in motion and left the lot. Now Chelsea made her way back to the bar and walked over the sawdust floor, her heels leaving an impression. The music was loud and it was only eleven o’clock. The place was just getting full for a Saturday night. It was called “The Blue Stallion,” and hanging on the wall opposite the main entrance, across the dance floor was a blue neon sign that was a fair depiction of the name. The band was playing loud country music, and was a favorite of the nearly packed crowd.

Chelsea made her way over to the bar and found her best friend Tiffany.

“So how’d it go?” Tiffany asked, a new gin and tonic in front of her on the bar. “Hey Bob?” Tiffany yelled over the music at the bartender who was pouring a beer from the fountain. “Would you mind getting Chelsea what I’m having please?”

“No problem,” the burly, bearded bartender said to his two favorite waitresses. They were good earners and the boss never had to bother them about going out on the floor to wait on customers. The other girls had to earn the freedom that Chelsea and Tiffany enjoyed.

Tiffany wore a short back skirt with cowboy boots on that hugged her calves. She wore a tight red blouse that tied in the front leaving her belly button exposed. Tiffany was older than Chelsea, in her late thirties and wore lots of makeup to cover up any signs of aging on what was still a very pretty face. She had long, reddish brown hair that flowed freely over her cleavage.

“Oh he was a frisky one. I sucked him off, and I was really horny, so I let him fuck me, then I sucked him off again. I fucking love truckers. They always have lotsa’ cash and aren’t cheap with spreading it around, you know?”

Tiffany laughed, grinning, and looked her friend in the eyes. “Did he find out?” She asked.

“No,” Chelsea answered with a smile and then both girls busted out laughing. The “thing” that Rick, and most of Chelsea’s conquests never figured out was that she had a cock – she was a transgender female, as was Tiffany. In fact, most of the girls at the Blue Stallion were. The owner, Mr. Dean Lockhart was known for that in the circle of moderately sized clubs in this area of New York State.

There were a couple of times that Chelsea’s pick-ups did find out, only because Chelsea felt comfortable enough letting them find out. She had a sixth sense when it came to knowing how a guy would react to that or not. She found that the men who didn’t mind had a fetish or desire for that type of experience, often wanting to become transgender themselves. Still, she did have to be careful to avoid physical injury. That was one reason Chelsea, Tiffany, and the other trans women at the club looked out for one another.

Dean didn’t have a sign in front of his place that boasted of “openings for transgender waitresses;” he was a bit more sinister and discreet about getting “fillies” for his Blue Stallion Stable, often resorting to underhanded means to get them.

About three years ago, he came across a young man, sitting on the side of a bus stop on the curb, looking confused and lost at about two in the morning. He offered him a ride and shelter for the night. The young man was unusually trusting and went with him back to his house, where he was warmly welcomed by a bunch of girls, all of whom worked at the Blue Stallion. The young man introduced himself as Ronnie Shelton, and he was a college student about eighty miles away from his campus.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

________________

_____

Ronnie was angry about many things; very angry. He told Dean in the car ride to his place about what the frat boys did to him and how angry he was at his parents for a variety of different reasons, including abuse – physically, financially, and emotionally, and how he wished he could disappear. So in his hazy, disconnected state he was ready to be lured by Dean into staying at his house and be “taken care of” by the girls. What Dean didn’t tell the girls, but soon became apparent to them was that he was also unhappy about his sexual identity and wanted a “big change” in his life. They all knew he was “missing” from the reports on the news, and people were looking for him, so Dean gave him the freedom to leave any time he wanted to. After all, Dean didn’t want to be part of a kidnapping plot. But Ronnie wouldn’t hear any of that. After a few nights with the girls in the house, Ronnie felt more comfortable and more wanted than he ever had in his life, and he had not one regret about any of it. Well, almost no regrets.

Immediately Tiffany took a liking to Ronnie and from their first night together she revealed her “big secret” to him. From that moment on, Ronnie decided that the trans life and starting over from scratch was for him.

Now Dean was a man of money, and clearly not all of it came from the bar business, or by legitimate means. Ronnie noticed cars coming and going from the house at all hours of the night, with men who looked like they were on the other side of the law spending time at the house and with the girls. No one questioned the activity; the girls (there were six of them) were devoted to Dean and were happy for a place to stay – rent free.

One day, after Ronnie had decided on using the female name “Chelsea,” Dean thought that she was ready to join the others in working at The Blue Stallion. However there was one detail that couldn’t be overlooked – plastic surgery to change Chelsea’s appearance so no one would recognize her as the missing young man, Ronnie. So a trip to a surgeon in Buffalo was organized and Ronnie’s face was changed; a bit on the nose and a narrowing of the chin to not only remove the vestiges of Ronnie, but also to make Chelsea gorgeous. The new Chelsea decided to keep her gurl cock, because there was only so far she wanted to go. There was also a pharmacological component – HRT which after a couple of years made the transition virtually undetectable, by making her hips more curvaceous, her breasts larger, and the sound of her voice more feminine.

This was a way to make a person disappear in plain sight. Nothing was forced, it was all voluntary. By now, the idiots in his former frat had all graduated, but even though the events from that night worked out perfectly fine for her, she still harbored thoughts of revenge towards those guys who dumped her off like a piece of throwaway trash; especially John Slater, the former president of the frat.

The only person Chelsea missed from her past as Ronnie was his former girlfriend, Edna Lee. Even though the sex they had was less than ideal, Edna was still a good friend, and the bond that developed between them was just that – someone she could reveal her innermost thoughts and concerns to. Ronnie was the ideal “best girlfriend.”

Several times over those three years Chelsea thought about contacting her. His disappearance really rattled her, at least from what she could glean from various interviews on the news and an occasional “unsolved mystery” type show, so Chelsea had to plan this carefully. With FACEBOOK as a major help, Chelsea looked her up and found that Edna had moved back home to New York City and was in her last year of law school at NYU. Chelsea discussed this with Dean and his first reaction was that it was dangerous because how much could this girl be trusted to keep her secret? Eventually Dean relented, perhaps against his better judgement, noting how unhappy Chelsea was becoming, and so he allowed Chelsea try to connect with this part of her past.

Lots of ideas ran through her head and she settled on a plan to go to New York, stay in one of Dean’s apartments there, and try to make contact with Edna. Chelsea would visit the campus after staking out Edna’s routine, and then arrange a “chance meeting” on campus, posing as a prospective student at NYU. The passage of time plus Chelsea’s new appearance would increase the chances of her plan working. The only question was, how would she reveal her “new self” to her alter ego’s former girlfriend. This would be an ultimate deception, and when Chelsea explained the plan to Dean, even he was curious to see what would happen.

So just like that, Chelsea made the transition from upstate bar slut/escort to eager prospective law school student. The NYU Law School Campus was just a short subway ride from Dean’s fancy apartment on the Upper East Side of Manhattan, and for a few days, Chelsea went to the campus and visited the places frequented by the students: the law library, one of the many off campus eateries, study halls, even the class buildings themselves. It might have made sense for Chelsea to actually set up an interview at the school, but she lacked a college diploma – a prerequisite to law school, due to her disappearance three years ago. Then an idea dawned on her. She could check out the list of student ambassadors who showed prospective students around and maybe she could get a tour claiming that she was still an undergrad and give a false name, a false last name that is. Who knows, perhaps she could run into Edna that way?

So back at Dean’s apartment, Chelsea was on her laptop, and she decided to give luck one more try. She brought some old business texts that were in Dean’s apartment from his college days, and she would hang out at the library one evening and see if perhaps Edna showed up there.

After a quick dinner, Chelsea took an Uber for a change to the NYU Campus and found a place in the law library that gave her a commanding view of the entranceway. No one paid her any attention except of course the male students, because Chelsea was very hot and really out of habit she wore one of her sluttiest outfits that would usually be reserved for a night of action at the Blue Stallion. It didn’t hurt that she sat with her legs crossed either.

A little while into the evening, a handsome student sat down at her table. He had sandy hair, green eyes, and stood about six feet one inches tall. “Hi, my name’s Ernesto. I’m not trying to be nosy or anything, but I come here a lot and I’ve never seen you here before. What’s your name?”

“Oh hi,” Chelsea said smiling. “My name’s Chelsea Johnson and I’m still an undergrad at Birchwood College, but I’m thinking of coming here to study law after my senior year.”

“Really. That’s good to start exploring schools now. It’ll take some of the pressure off you later.”

“Say, I was wondering. Do you know any senior women who could show me around campus. One of my friends that graduated here said the student ambassadors were really helpful.”

“No I’m sorry, don’t know anyone. But tell you what. I have some free time tomorrow and I could show you around if you’d like. I’m a first year, but I know the campus really well.”

Chelsea looked at Ernesto. He was very attractive, and she was very horny that evening. “I just might take you up on that Ernesto,” she said with her most seductive smile. She could tell Ernesto was very excited and turned on by the possibility. It had been at least two weeks since she had any action, so she might as well get some when she could. An idea started percolating in her estrogen-soaked brain.

“Uh sure! How about tomorrow? I mean, maybe we could go out for coffee first, and then I could take you around.”

But Chelsea was having none of that. She wanted something now. “I have a better idea Ernesto,” she said and took Ernesto’s hand, standing up and pulling him up with her. She smiled inwardly at the look of shock on the poor boy’s face, which was staring down Chelsea’s V-neck shirt at her massive cleavage. Without saying a word she marched him across the library floor, hand in hand, leading him to of all places – the girl’s bathroom.

Ernesto was too shocked to object. The restroom was empty, and Chelsea pulled open the door to the handicapped stall because there was more room. She looked at Ernesto’s massive chest, broad shoulders, and six pack abs, and pulled him into her, kissing him hard on the lips. She took her lips off his and leaned into his ears and whispered, “I’m a sure thing, so just relax and enjoy yourself.”

That’s just what he did.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________

____

Chelsea resumed kissing Ernesto and stuck her tongue deep into his mouth, curling it around his, and placing her arms around his neck. Ernesto was at least a full head taller than Chelsea, so he bent down a little to make a really good connection. At the same time Chelsea aggressively tugged on Ernesto’s belt and opened it along with the fastener of his jeans. Now she pulled his zipper down and stuck her long fingers underneath his boxers.

“Wow,” she said, breaking off from his lips. “What a lovely cock you have in there. I’ll bet the girls are just dying to get a piece of this, right?”

Ernesto was in a trance, and he could only get out a soft, “uh-huh.”

Chelsea used the pads of her fingers to caress the underside of Ernesto’s cock, and placed the sharp tips of her fake red nails into his ball sack, causing him to moan. She could feel pre cum on her fingertips, and rubbed them together, spreading it around. Then she removed her fingers and placed them in Ernesto’s mouth, forcing him to taste his own arousal. He didn’t seem to mind which got Chelsea wondering about him.

She pulled his boxers down, letting his large, veiny cock pop out, pointing at the ceiling. Chelsea, now in full slut mode got down on her knees on the floor of the stall and used her fingers, closed around his cock to guide it to her lips. She stuck her tongue out and pushed it around his slit, running it nice and wet around his “helmet.” Ernesto moaned and had his eyes closed, off in a fantasy provided by Chelsea.

He continued leaking pre cum which only got Chelsea’s mouth wetter. She took his whole shaft in her mouth now, slipping and sliding, her lips making a nice tight seal. She kept her eyes tightly closed in an intense focus on her mission – to get Ernesto to cum in her mouth.

Without warning, Ernesto pulled out suddenly, leaving Chelsea bewildered – but only for a second. “I wanna fuck that slippery pussy of yours!” he growled. “It’s probably good and soaked by now,” he said, pulling her up by the shoulders, his cock swinging back and forth.

Being the experienced transgender cum slut that she was Chelsea took control of the situation with an offer Ernesto couldn’t refuse. “I want you fuck me with everything you’ve got Ernesto, but I want you to fuck me in my BUTT!”

“Wow, now you’re talking. I totally love that shit! What are we waiting for!?” he said, grabbing onto his throbbing cock.

Chelsea got down on all fours, facing away from him and pulled the G-String from between her butt cheeks, and moved it over to one side. Ernesto, no stranger to this kind of thing, spit into his hands and rubbed it all over Chelsea’s exposed boy pussy, or “bussy.” He wasted no time in lining himself up with her puckered asshole, and pressed his head against her. He felt her give way as he pushed, sensing correctly that Chelsea was used to this kind of treatment from guys.

With his boxers and jeans around his ankles, Ernesto drove harder back in after each time he pulled out. He was like a jackhammer and Chelsea got into the rhythm, slamming her butt against his ball sack. Both of them were moaning wordlessly now, caught up in an ecstasy of pure lust.

“Fuck me faster, HARDER!” Chelsea screamed out. The door to the restroom had opened just a minute before, but Chelsea didn’t care – she was used to this sort of thing, and more.

He did just that. Now Chelsea felt him hit her “p spot,” and from deep inside her, she felt a sneeze welling up. At the same time, Ernesto let out a huge sigh and shot wave after wave of warm, sticky cum all the way up into Chelsea. She never had a guy cum like him before, and she moved back and forth on his now cum-covered slippery monster cock. It was such a massive eruption, that Chelsea could feel Ernesto’s jizz dripping down the sides of her butt. She went faster and faster and let out a scream, cumming into the pouch of her thong. Some of her cum after several shots ran down the insides of her thighs.

Both of them slowed and Ernesto, exhausted, pulled out. He pulled Chelsea up and turned her around to face him, her eyes misted over and half-closed in that dreamy look of total satisfaction.

“Holy fuck you are good!” Ernesto said. “I never did anything so . . . so kinky as this babe.”

Chelsea smirked, feeling in charge, and glad that she kept her secret; feeling just like a girl should after getting pounded by a hunk like Ernesto. “I believe in living for the moment,” she said. “I’m a slut, and a really, really, dirty whore. This is what I love doing I guess,” she said, shrugging her shoulders.

Both of them pulled up their clothes, Chelsea careful not to let Ernesto see her cum leaking down her thighs. She was the first to leave the restroom mindful that Ernesto might be embarrassed to be seen leaving, so she scouted around the entrance and motioned for him that it was safe to leave. She walked back to the table where their books were laid out.

Ernesto pulled out his iPhone and said, “Oh wow, I didn’t realize the time Chelsea. I have to go, but before I do, please give me your number!”

Chelsea smiled and gave Ernesto the number of a burner phone she got – a habit that Dean got her into since technically she was still a missing person. “Sure, here you go – call me any time!”

“Hey, I could give you a tour of the campus. You around tomorrow? There’s a STARBUCKS concession inside the student union. We could meet there, say about two o’clock?”

“Sure, two is fine,” she said.

Before they left, Chelsea leaned in and gave him a large, tight tongue kiss, which made a few heads turn.

“Okay then, see you tomorrow,” Chelsea said, as they parted ways.

Chelsea took the subway back to Dean’s apartment, hoping that tomorrow she would run into Edna.

❤️❤️❤️
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________________
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The next day, Chelsea left Dean’s apartment wearing the same short denim skirt and a different top – a white camisole that was low cut enough to show her cleavage nicely. She felt much better after her time with Ernesto. Maybe she would have him visit her upstate, she thought. She didn’t want a traditional relationship, just a good fuckbuddy, and Ernesto certainly fit the bill.

She entered the STARBUCK’S and ordered a coffee drink and took a seat, waiting for Ernesto to come by. She got a message on  her burner, and it was him, saying he would be about thirty minutes late, and hoped that she wouldn’t mind. She texted him back and said it was okay. So Chelsea just sat there, drinking and looking around. It was hard not to be noticed because, well, just because she looked so hot. Who knows, she thought. Maybe I’ll grab Ernesto for another ‘quickie.’

Just then a girl walked in by herself, and placed her backpack on a tale and went up to the counter to place an order. Chelsea couldn’t help staring at her. No, that can’t be HER, she thought. But then again, it’s been three years. She studied her features. She had the same flaming red hair, down past her shoulders, the same build, and even though she was wearing aviator sunglasses, Chelsea recognized her nose, chin, and small, puckered lips. It was Edna! She still had the same beautiful, curvaceous hips and nice breasts as before. Today she looked like any other student, with jeans and an “NYU LAW” sweatshirt on.

Chelsea was positive that Edna wouldn’t recognize her, first because she was a transgender female, and secondly because of the excellent job the plastic surgeon in Buffalo did three years ago. She took her coffee and walked up to Edna’s table. There was still an attraction there, but it was different than the time they were students together at Birchwood. As a woman, Chelsea felt attracted to her more than when she was “Ronnie.” What did that say, she thought. This time it was a sexual attraction. The only course of action here was to just let things play out as they would.

“Hi, mind if I sit down here?” Chelsea asked when she stood in front of Edna’s table. Edna was reading some notes on an iPad and looked up, taking off her aviators.

A bit surprised and eyeing her over from type to bottom, Edna said, “Of course, I don’t own the seat.” Chelsea laughed. She still had her biting sense of humor that caught most people off guard. She’d be good in a courtroom, Chelsea thought.

“Thanks. My name’s Chelsea. I took a year off from college and I’m thinking of coming to NYU Law next year. I was looking for a student to talk to about it. Do you have some time to talk?”

“Sure,” Edna said, then leaning closer into Chelsea said, “Are you sure you want to come here? I mean, do you know what you’re getting into? This place can be a jungle and the faculty to student ratio is less than ideal. The work is non-stop. I’m a third year, and the time just seems to have flown by.”

Chelsea laughed. “I know what you mean., about time flying by that is.” Edna laughed too. They spoke about different things for a little while when Edna surprised her and said, “You know, you remind me of someone I used to know.” All of a sudden, her voice became sad. Chelsea felt very guilty now, but she couldn’t help what she did back then. She needed to disappear.

Now she needed to make a decision. She wanted to see where this meeting with Edna and “the new Ronnie” would go. Ernesto was just a fling, and he was due to meet her here in thirty minutes. Her mind was already made up.

Chelsea made s show of looking at her iPhone and said to Edna, “Oh! I forgot the time. I was supposed to meet a guy here at two o’clock, but to tell you the truth I’d much rather sit here and talk to you. I’m gonna text him and tell him I’m busy.”

Edna was a bit surprised, and she was also happy because of the connection she was making with this new girl. There was something about her that she liked, but couldn’t put her finger on it, and that bothered her. Chelsea texted Ernesto and said that she hooked up with a student ambassador already, and she would have to see him another time. He was clearly disappointed, but Chelsea was firm, and so he relented. She breathed a sigh of relief.

“So where did you go for your undergrad?” Chelsea asked.

“You’ve probably never heard of it. It’s a small liberal arts school in Upstate, New York – Birchwood College.”

“Actually, I did hear of it.” Now Chelsea was going into dangerous territory. “Wasn’t that the college where the freshman boy disappeared from about three years ago?” The sadness on Edna’s face was real.

“Yes it is,” she said, the crestfallen tone returning to her voice. “I hardly ever talk about it, but the boy that disappeared, if that’s what really happened, was a good friend of mine.”

“A boyfriend?” Chelsea said.

“Well, maybe. I mean, there wasn’t much of a physical attraction – yet there wasn’t enough time for something like that to develop, but still, we were thick as thieves. If he went away intentionally, I think he would have told me about it, but he didn’t.”

“I’m sorry about that. I did follow the story, but I think the shows all sensationalized it.”

“Yeah,” Edna said, shifting uncomfortably in her seat, “They often do. I suppose it will remain as one of those great unsolved mysteries.”

They finished their drinks and Chelsea said, “Do you have time now to give me a quick tour?”

“Sure, I’m done with my classes for the day.”

“Great, let’s go,” Chelsea said, trying hard to distract Edna’s mood. Now that she had some insight into Edna’s feelings, she felt even worse about how they had parted, and she really wanted to make it up to her, but there were several unknowns. Edna was about to have her mind blown.

Chelsea’s mind was moving towards the bedroom and very naughty thoughts. It was good that the gaff she wore hid her burgeoning hard on from Edna. When they got up from the table, Chelsea held her hand, and surprisingly, Edna didn’t say a thing about it. That was a good sign, and Chelsea smiled inside.

They were walking across the campus after having seen some of the classes, and Edna asked, “What college did you say you attended?”

“Oh, I didn’t.” She had to think fast. “I was at Cumberland College, a small college in Pennsylvania, near Hershey, and I needed to take a year off to work, so I thought I would make the year productive and look into several law schools.”

“Oh, that makes sense,” Edna said.

“Say, if you have time, how would you like to get together one evening and go out? We could hit a couple of bars, you know – have some fun?” Chelsea said, dying for Edna to say yes.

“That sounds great Chelsea! I’d love to.”

“Okay then, How about tonight? You could come to my apartment, and we’ll go out from there. Where do you live?”

“I live in on-campus housing.”

“Tell you what. I’m on the Upper East Side. I can pay for an Uber for you to come over. It’s no trouble, really.”

“Wow, are you sure, Chelsea?”

“Yes, I told you I took a year off to work. I’ll arrange to have you picked up at seven o’clock tonight. Is that good?”

“It’s perfect. I have no classes tomorrow, it’s Thursday.”

Their little walk around campus over with, Chelsea and Edna parted ways. Chelsea said, “Give me your number, and I’ll text you when the driver’s coming. They’ll pick you up in front of your building.”

“I get it. I know how Uber works,” Edna said.

Chelsea laughed. “Of course you do! See you later.”

So Chelsea took the train back to Dean’s apartment, very happy with the way things were going.
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Chelsea got dressed in the sexiest outfit she could think of for going on a date, or in her case, to work at the Blue Stallion. Fishnet stockings for a change with high pumps instead of heels, and she took extra time with her makeup. She looked and felt hot.

Edna was on her way to Chelsea’s apartment, and she wasted no time in getting the wine ready and even placed a couple of tall wick candles on the small table in front of Dean’s sofa and fireplace. Chelsea had no plans for leaving the apartment tonight.

When the door opened, Chelsea couldn’t help looking Edna over with this “new feeling” that “Ronnie” never did. She thought Edna did too. Chelsea was a tad forward when she kissed Edna hello on the cheek. Contrary to her expectations, Edna didn’t turn tale and run out the door.

She held Edna’s hand, and they sat down on the couch, while Chelsea poured the wine.

“Wow Chelsea, nice place you have here. This must have cost you a lot of money.”

“Oh, it’s my uncle Dean’s apartment. He’s out of town a lot and he lets me stay here whenever I want to.” Edna looked at the pictures of “Uncle Dean” on all the pictures on top of the fireplace: him fishing in the Caribbean, skiing at Aspen, sitting in a café within view of the Eifel Tower. She was impressed.

“You know Edna, I really like you,” Chelsea said, placing all her cards on the table. Much to her surprise, Edna leaned in and kissed Chelsea on the lips. She had no idea that Edna was either a lesbian or a bisexual. Chelsea now was as hard as the poker from the fireplace, and placed her arms around Edna’s shoulders as she sent her tongue into Edna’s mouth. Edna pressed harder on Chelsea, her hands wandering to her supple breasts. Chelsea’s nipples were standing up straight through her green top.

Now both were groping each other. Edna whispered, “What’s happening here . . .”

Chelsea said, “Shushhh . . . don’t analyze, utilize.”

So they resumed kissing and touching. Chelsea reached down to Edna’s jeans and unsnapped them and pulled down her zipper slowly, snaking her fingers underneath the waistband of Edna’s panties. Edna gasped, as Chelsea’s fingertips caressed the mound of soft, coiled pubic hair. Her middle finger wandered down to her clitoris, and a little bit farther, coming up wet. In fact, Edna was soaking with arousal.

Chelsea continued exploring, and when Edna tried to do the same to Chelsea, she moved her hand away gently. Edna didn’t seem to mind, content with the attention she was getting from Chelsea.

Now Chelsea took Edna’s top off, unsnapping her bra and letting it fall down into her lap, Edna moving her arms out of the way.

Her hand explored Edna’s nether regions more aggressively now, dipping her finger into her vaginal opening and then moving up to her clitoris, getting it nice and slick. She snapped it between her two fingers like a rubber band causing Edna to moan and sending shockwaves through her body. Chelsea was determined to keep control, and pulled down Edna’s jeans, taking them off, leaving Edna on the couch just in her panties.

Chelsea placed her head face down in Edna’s lap and used her tongue skillfully, sending it all around her, licking her inner lips. Her tongue took over for her fingers, circling her clit, and then down to her pussy which was engorged from this play. Chelsea used her nose to rub Edna’s clit, while her tongue went inside her pussy. Edna stiffened, and let out a long moan as she squirted all over Chelsea’s face. She collapsed on the sofa, exhausted, while Chelsea turned her head around and lay between Chelsea’s legs.

Edna started moving and her fingertips were tugging at Chelsea’s skirt. She knew that now she would have to reveal her true nature to Edna. There was no choice. It would be a shock, and a painful one now for Edna to learn the truth. But Chelsea was really happy. With Edna she found contentment that she never could with any of the guys or other transgender women she was with during the last three years – even Tiffany.

Chelsea released herself from the grip of Edna’s fingers and she stood up, facing Edna on the sofa. Edna looked at her quizzically and Chelsea smiled at her.

“There’s something you have to know, Edna.”

“What is it???” She asked, completely confused.

She watched as Chelsea slowly unbuttoned her skirt and let it fall to the floor, her fishnet stockings strapped to a laced girdle, which she unsnapped and let fall down, revealing her thong. Edna was mesmerized. Chelsea took a deep breath and now pulled down her thong, revealing her huge, veiny gurl-cock, standing at full attention, slightly curved and pointing straight at her.

Edna’s eyes opened wide, and her hand went up to her mouth. “Remember what I said Edna, ‘Don’t analyze, utilize.’”

“But how did, I mean why didn’t you tell me earlier?”

“Does it bother you that I’m a transgender woman honey?”

“No, no, it doesn’t. I mean I’m just shocked, confused too, I . . .”

It was now or never. “I think you should pour yourself a big glass of wine Edna.” Chelsea didn’t wait for a response and poured it for her. She held the full glass and stared at Chelsea. Then after a few seconds of swirling went by, she swallowed the entire glass of wine.

“Now I get it, and I need some really good explanations – RONNIE!!”

That was it. It was in the open. Chelsea hoped the wine made an impact. “It’s a long story Edna, and I know I have some apologizing to do.”

“Apologizing???? Apologizing???? Shit Ronnie, er., I mean Chelsea, I don’t know who I mean.” She was yelling.

“Chelsea would be correct.”

“Okay, Chelsea. Do you realize this is a MAJOR crime investigation??? Who else knows the truth????” Poor Edna was crying now. Chelsea sat down next to her, arm around her trembling shoulders, exposed cock and all and told her the whole story, beginning with the abuse and control she suffered at the hands of her parents.

Edna interrupted. “What about John Slater? Did he kidnap you that night?”

“No he didn’t. It was a fraternity prank. You remember I was pledging the fraternity?

“Yes, so what happened?”

Chelsea told her the story of the Rufilin and how he was left at a curbside to fend for himself, until Dean picked him up and took him home to the girls. He found a place with them. Moreover he was able to sort out his confused sexual agenda, explaining how he couldn’t feel the sexual attraction to Edna as Ronnie. It was only by becoming a transgender woman himself, undergoing the plastic surgery and the HRT that he finally understood who he was meant to be all along, and how his sexual attraction to Edna became much stronger. The love was there all along, and now the physical part just naturally seemed to fall into place.

Edna too, realized her attraction to other women, and transgender women, like “Chelsea.” She admired him for going through what he did, although she told Ronnie that if he’d just come clean to her about it, it would have been so much easier.

Both of them broke down and cried in each other’s arms, happy that they’d reunited, as crazy as this all was.

“Now I have something to tell you Chelsea,” Edna said.

“Oh, and what would that be?” After a night of full confession, “Chelsea’s door” was wide open to anything.

“You remember John Slater?”

“Of course. He was the one who masterminded my little trip off campus. What about him?”

“Well, after the dust had settled and he was put under the microscope for two miserable years, they found him innocent, along with his buddies. But he just couldn’t stay on campus. We, uh, we kind of got close,” Edna said, with a doe-eyed look in her eyes.

“You mean sexually close.”

“Yeah. I knew he was innocent, that it was just a prank, and he was truly sorry, so we started dating. We were close through the whole investigation, and I was one of the few who spoke up for him. One thing led to another. I suppose there’s something to be said for sympathy and comfort leading to romance. He had to leave Birchwood – he was persona non grata on the campus. Not only that, but he changed his name to John Stawinski, using his mother’s maiden name, and he transferred to City College. He’s got a job for a software company here in New York and we started living together off campus.”

Chelsea’s attention was riveted to Edna and then her tone changed. “We found an apartment together and we split the rent. I came home one night last year after an evening in the library, and John wasn’t home. His computer was out, and I’m not the nosy type, but there was an open WHAT’S APP chat and (she sighed) I couldn’t’ avoid looking. it was between John and some girl he’d met on campus. The fucker was cheating on me Ronnie, I mean Chelsea. I hated his guts!”

“He had been acting strange for a few months and then I caught him in the act. I went to her apartment and waited outside for what felt like forever until the two of them came out together. I confronted him on the street. I was so pissed off and hurt! You should have heard me screaming. It wasn’t pretty, let me tell you. The next day, I left the apartment we were living in, we were splitting the rent, and I moved back to campus housing. This was six months ago.”

“Oh wow, that must have hurt Edna, I’m so sorry.”

“Oh no, don’t be. But I was thinking; I could really use your help here.”

“What can I do?”

An evil smirk crossed Edna’s face. “You can help me get revenge on his ass. You can seduce him and use your beautiful gurl-cock as a tool of revenge. Are you in?”

“Of course baby, anything for you!”

A look of evil satisfaction crossed Edna’s face. “Hey, maybe we can somehow video his ass and post it all over social media. I think TIK-TOK would allow that kind of thing.”

“Maybe so,” Chelsea said, a bit surprised at this side of her new, old love interest.

After everything was out in the open, both girls were horny as fuck and picked up where they left off. Chelsea lay down on the sofa and Edna got between her legs and took her stiff gurl cock between her fingers.

Chelsea was in heaven, totally into having a bio girl suck her off. She wouldn’t have enjoyed it as much as Ronnie.

Edna had cherry lip gloss on that Chelsea could smell when she leaned over her smiling. With her eyes looking up at her, she pressed her cock to her lips. Very slowly, she opened her lips and tightly placed her “helmet” in her mouth, using her tongue to play around with her. As she did so, Chelsea was able to touch her erect nipples with her fingertips, making her stiffen and moan through closed lips.

Her mouth was very wet, and she continued her advance up Chelsea’s shaft, going back and forth like a tease. Chelsea’s pubic area was shaved completely, and Edna’s fingers tickled the base around her cock. Her tongue was masterful as it wrapped itself around Chelsea’s gurl cock, its tip rubbing the sensitive tuft of flesh on her underside. Chelsea was moaning – Edna was that good. She went faster and faster, and Chelsea couldn’t take any more of this.

Her hands pressed against her head, keeping it centered on her cock, rocking up and down with her motion. Chelsea gasped and shot a huge cannonball load of white, creamy gurl cum inside her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. Her lips were still closed tightly around Chelsea’s shaft, but her up and down motion which came faster now caused some of Chelsea’s cum to leak out the sides of her mouth, dribbling down her chin.

Edna continued sucking hard and licked Chelsea clean. When she came off, she moved her head up to Chelsea and they tongued kissed, Chelsea licking her cum from the sides of Edna’s mouth and chin. She loved the sweet, salty taste of her own cum – any cum as a matter of fact.

Now both satisfied they worked out a plan.

“So how are we going to do this Edna? You know John’s schedule. You want me to meet him somewhere and seduce him; make him come up here?”

Edna thought for a minute. “Yeah, it sounds good. I have his new girlfriend’s TIK-TOK account info. I don’t think FACEBOOK would allow that stuff to be seen,” and both girls were laughing.

“What’s his routine? Maybe I could bump into him somewhere. You know, in my job I’m practically a hooker, blowing truckers in their cabs and so on.” The revelation of her new lover’s line of work seemed not to faze her.

“OH! I know!” Edna suddenly said. “You were telling me that you work out, right Chels?”

“Yeah, I do. Mostly aerobic stuff.”

“He belongs to ATLAS FITNESS down in Lexington in the thirties. You could get a trial membership and then go there on a night when he’s there. I know John’s a sucker for attractive girls in gym clothes.” Edna looked at Chelsea’s semi-erect cock and said, “Can you hide that?” pointing to it.

“Sure no problem. I did it with you remember?”

“Yeah, but that was different.” They both laughed and kissed. Chelsea was totally smitten by her new relationship with Edna, and it went both ways.

“Okay, I’ll go down there and get a trial membership. Now what nights is he usually there?”

“Mondays, Wednesdays, and weekends usually.”

“Perfect. Don’t worry Edna. Give it some time and I’ll have the scumbag eating out of my hands – and maybe something else too!” They both laughed. Now there was a plan. All they had to do was make it work. Chelsea was a pro at seduction.
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It wasn’t hard for Chelsea to get a trial membership. Beautiful women were practically lassoed in to that place. There was a lot of competition in the fitness market, especially in New York. Usually the trial was for two weeks, but Chelsea was insistent. She wanted to see results and she told them she wouldn’t take anything less than a month, and they agreed.

Chelsea showed up for her first day of the trial in short spandex, a clinging top with a plunging neckline, and her rich auburn hair, which by now was her own, hanging well below her breasts. She got more than her fair share of stares from the guys pumping iron. By two weeks, she saw no sign of John Slater. She began to wonder: did he color his hair? Did he lose weight from what she remembered. She knew that her mind was playing tricks on her and that she would know him when he finally did make an appearance.

That day finally came on a Wednesday. From what Edna had told her, John usually worked out after work about six o’clock, and that’s when she went to the gym. However, on that particular Wednesday, Chelsea decided to come later at about eight thirty. She was doing the elliptical machine, sweat rolling down her face and her thighs burning – she wasn’t used to this high intensity workout routine and thought to herself that maybe it was good for her to get into it.

When she was finished she took the towel from around her neck and dried herself off, when from the corner of her eye, she spotted a guy in a RUTGER’S University t-shirt lifting weights in the corner. There was no mistaking him for John Slater! At last. Personally, she had nothing against him because he provided the gateway to her new life, but her new found love and caring for Edna made her determined to go through with the plan they had hatched up. She walked up to him nonchalantly and waited until he put the set of weights down and reached for another set.

Wiping the sweat from her eyes with her towel, she approached him and said, “Hi. I was wondering if you could teach me something about weight training, because all I’ve been doing is aerobics and I was looking for a way to develop some muscle tone.

John was putting his weights down and did a quick scan from the waist up of the beautiful woman who approached him. His eyes opened wide. “Are you a new member here? I don’t remember seeing you around.”

“Yeah, in a way. I signed up for a one-month free trial, and I’ve been doing the machines.”

“Oh, ok, sure. You wanna get started with some hand weights and maybe the bar,” he said, pointing to the pull-up bar connected to the adjustable weights.

“Sounds great.”

He looked her over some more and without asking permission, he squeezed Chelsea’s arm muscles saying, “You’re not bad at all, but these will definitely help you get some tone.”

“Hey, I’m not looking to become an Adonis like you,” Chelsea said in the most girly way she could think of.

“By the way, my name is John, what’s yours?”

“Chelsea, Chelsea Biggs.”

“Nice to meet you Chelsea,” John said with a smile. “So what do you do?”

“I’m taking a break from school and I’m thinking about attending law school.”

“Really! That’s great. Have you decided on a school yet?”

“Yes, I was thinking of NYU actually.” Chelsea waited to see what kind of reaction that would get out of him. She didn’t have to wait long. She could see he was a bit uncomfortable. No matter, he looked at her smiling.

“Maybe I could sort of be your personal trainer,” he said. Chelsea was thinking, My trainer? I bet I could ‘train’ him more than he could ever realize.”

So Chelsea met John for several days at the gym, and each time his eyes seemed to get wider and wider, and his cock harder. Whoever his new girlfriend was, it didn’t seem like he was madly in love or devoted to this person in any way. After two weeks, Chelsea and Edna decided it was time for Chelsea to take the next step and ask John out for coffee. At their workouts Chelsea “allowed” John to touch her arms and even legs in “instructing her” in the proper use of the machines and weights. For two days Chelsea decided to “test the waters” and not to show up to the gym and then come back the following week.

Of course, when Chelsea came back the following Monday, John was full of questions and his interest was obvious. He became more aggressive in his approach, asking Chelsea for her phone number, which she gladly gave to him. No doubt, she was getting there. That same evening towards the end of the workout he asked her: “How ‘bout we go to the diner on Third Avenue down the block for coffee after we get out of here?”

Chelsea did everything she could not to smile, and said, “Sounds like a great idea. I’d love that John.”

So both of them left together and walked the three city blocks to the diner and got a booth. Chelsea took her seat and looked seductively at John.

“John, I hope you don’t mind if I’m getting too personal here, but do you have a girlfriend?”

He squirmed a bit in his seat and said, “Sort of. I’m kinda’ seeing someone now, but it isn’t too serious.” He conveniently forgot to mention the fact that he was living with Edna’s “replacement.”

That son of a bitch, Chelsea thought to herself. Once a scumbag cheater, always a scumbag cheater. She could feel a kind of chemistry growing between the two, although it was certainly orchestrated by Chelsea. She wanted that to be understood from the start. If John went along as she’d hoped and got what was coming to him, he’d have no one but himself to blame.

“You know John, I have an apartment on the Upper East Side. It’s really my uncle Dean’s place. Why don’t you come this weekend if you can make it. I’d really like it if you did.”

“Well uh, this weekend I can’t, but I can come over on Thursday night after work. How does that sound?”

“Sure, sure, I understand,” Chelsea making it obvious that she knew he had plans with his girlfriend for Saturday night. So Chelsea gave him her address, and set the time for eight o’clock.

When she got back to Dean’s apartment she wasted no time in calling Edna. “So check this out – you know last week I stayed away from the gym right?”

“Yeah, so what was he like tonight when you showed up out of the blue?”

Chelsea laughed. “Oh my God, it was like he couldn’t believe it. He wasn’t about to let me get away again and we hooked it up for Thursday night.”

“Thursday? Why Thursday?” Edna asked.

“Because he said he couldn’t make it. You know, the girlfriend thing. I’m sure he has plans with her for this weekend, the scumbag.”

“Some things never change,” Edna said.

“Hey, you sound a bit down Ed. Why don’t you spend the night with me tonight and we can talk about ‘the entrapment.’”

“I was hoping you’d ask honey.”
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The plan was simple. Simple but evil. John would come over and Chelsea would work her magic, and Edna would be there; hiding in a big closet with slats in her bedroom with her iPhone camera. At the right moment – up to Edna, she would pop out of the closet and get the best video. Then they would have some fun deciding what to do with it, and with John. Edna came over at seven ‘clock.

“Sorry I’m late Chels,” Edna said a bit out of breath. “We had mock courtroom tonight and I really rushed to get over here in time. So show me this closet.”

They kissed in the living room, and Chelsea reassured her that she was doing this for her, and she had no feelings for John either way.

“I know that Chelsea. Believe me, I appreciate this so much. I’m just so glad we were able to come together again. You don’t know how happy I was when we met again!”

“Me too. Okay, follow me.”

Dean’s bedroom was pretty large, as big as some studios in that part of Manhattan. The closet was a walk-in, and they tested the slats to see if Edna could get good video of the bed. It looked like the evening would be a success.

“I need a glass of wine before the jerk comes over,” Edna said to Chelsea.

“Sure, I think I’ll take one too.” Chelsea said laughing. They had some time until John came over. He called Chelsea and said he would be a little bit late.

“His new girlfriend must be giving him some prying questions,” Edna said.

“Hey, who the fuck cares? I got this, okay? All right, get in place. I’ll leave the bottle with you in the closet. If you need to pee you can use the bottle after you finish the wine!” They both laughed like they were back in college. In a way, it seemed like it – an old Birchwood College reunion, but with a twist.

The doorbell rang. “Okay, get in place!” Chelsea said in a loud whisper, ushering Edna into the closet. There was a wooden trunk inside where she could sit.

Chelsea was decked out in her sluttiest get-up; even sluttier than what she wore on a good night at The Blue Stallion. She had on a short, black satin skirt with a slit up the side, a purple G-String underneath, and a white satin blouse with the three top buttons undone and no bra underneath, so her nipples stood out like two pencil points.

When John opened the door and saw Chelsea, his mouth dropped open. She had on a misty, seductive look, and she saw a little movement under the fly of John’s jeans.

“Come in sweetie,” she said softly. She pulled his shirt collar with her index finger and brought him to the living room sofa. “Want some wine?”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” he said, swallowing hard, already under Chelsea’s spell.

“I’m really glad you could make it here tonight John,” she said as she poured each of them a glass of the red wine.

“Yeah, I’m glad too.”

“So what did you tell the girlfriend?” She listened as he lied.

“Hey, we don’t have an exclusive relationship you know. I can see whoever I want to see.” Chelsea thought she heard some rattling coming from the bedroom.

“Hey,” John said, having heard it too. “What was that noise?”

“Oh, nothing, just the neighbors. They’re newlyweds and sometimes they keep me up late at night,” Chelsea answered, rolling her eyes, just loud enough for her voice to carry over into the bedroom for the restless Edna to hear. Keep a lid on it girl! Chelsea thought to herself. Under any other circumstances it could be funny.

Chelsea let out a big sigh. “I can’t hold back any longer John,” she said as she placed her hand on the back of his neck and pulled him close to her face. He of course gave no resistance and met her lips with his, getting a good scent and taste of Chelsea’s cherry lip gloss as their lips gently touched. Chelsea increased the pressure and stuck the tip of her tongue into John’s mouth, curling her tongue around the sides of his.

Their mouths were both wet from the wine and of course from their growing stimulation. Chelsea took her fingers and placed them over John’s zipper, and undid his belt and the snap of his jeans. After playing with his cock from outside his jeans with her fingernails, she slowly moved his zipper down, giving her room to place her fingers underneath his boxers and get a nice grasp of his cock. He’s a big boy, Chelsea thought, though she’s had bigger in her career as a slutty whore. She pumped it up and down and felt a bit of pre cum forming on her hand.

Holding John by the cock, she lifted him off the couch and slowly walked him into the bedroom, using her palm to rub the sensitive tuft of skin on his underside. He was walking and moaning like a zombie in a trance. Just where I want him, Chelsea said.

So the first thing Edna saw through the closet slats was her ex-boyfriend being led by the cock by her transgender lover over to her bed.

“Now lie down on your back honey,” Chelsea said.

John did so and kept his knees bent. Chelsea removed his jeans and his boxers, throwing them to the floor next to the bed. She got on top of the bed on all fours and pushed John’s t-shirt up, bending her head and letting her silky, long, auburn hair whisk over his bare tummy, as she moved her head from side to side. Now she looked at John with a wicked, seductive grin. His big, veiny cock was pulsating, as Chelsea took her sweet time.

Slowly, not taking her eyes off his, she lowered her head and got down to business. She kept her lips closed as they touched the tip of his cock, going off and on, teasing, cajoling, and torturing him. John moaned and hissed – he wanted to explode, as he thought this bitch is good man, a real pro, she’s fucking tormenting me – I can’t stand it. C’mon, SUCK IT already!

Chelsea, her lips still closed, stuck the tip of her tongue out and touched his slit with it, moving it around ever so slightly, pushing it inside as far as it could go. Then she took her head off of him and began stroking his cock. She took one of his hands and said, “Come on, touch my tits.”

He did that and Chelsea moved up on him and placed her tits over his mouth and he stuck his tongue out and licked them all around, making sweeping circles. They were good and wet. John was no stranger to this play either and he placed her tits between his thumb and forefinger and touched each one, snapping them like a rubber band. It hurt Chelsea, but the pain soon became pleasure, and she liked it.

Now she moved back down to John’s cock and resumed licking just his “helmet” with her tongue, skillfully going around and around, and locking her lips over it at the same time. She went up and down on just the head, then began licking his shaft to get it nice and wet. John began bucking his hips to get more of his greedy cock inside Chelsea’s mouth. Now she was on full cock suck mode, taking it all the way in, as far as it would go. She tasted the sweet/salty pre cum. She had taken him just to the point of climax when suddenly she stopped. You see her gurl cock was at full attention too and needed some action.

“Hey Chelsea, what the fuck???” John said, bewildered.

“I want you to fuck me John, that’s all,” she said innocently, pouting her lips. “Think you can do it?”

“Fuck yeah I can,” and he reached under her satin skirt.

“Just a minute,” she said, getting off the bed. She undid her skirt, and it dropped over her ankles and the straps of her black stiletto heels, using her feet to kick it off to the floor. She undid the straps from her pantyhose and garter belt and let them drop to her sides, so John was looking at the front of her G-String.

“I want you to take me from the rear John – in my ass, ok?”

“Fuck, you are some wild girl, you know that?”

Chelsea laughed. “Of course I am. All that working out makes me so fucking horny, I feel like I could explode.” That was the truth.

Chelsea switched places with John and stuck her ass up high in the air. She reached over to the night table next to the bed and pulled out a new tube of K-Y Jelly and gently pulled the rear strap of the G-String from between her butt cheeks, pushing it to the side.

She squeezed out a good amount of the jelly into the palm of her hand and spread it over her boy pussy or “bussy,” and up and down her taint. Then she reached behind to John who was in the ready position and spread it smoothly over his cock taking her time. He was ready to blow by now and couldn’t take anymore of her teasing.

“Do me,” was all Chelsea said.

That was enough for John. He entered her like an arrow on its way to the target. Chelsea gasped as her bussy was stretched so suddenly, again mixing pain with pleasure.

“Do me hard, come on Johnny.”

John went faster and faster, deeper with each thrust and moving his cock around like a mixing stick. Chelsea met his thrusts by going back on his cock, his balls slapping her butt cheeks. She heard him hiss loudly through his teeth and she felt the wet warmth of his creamy cum filling her up inside. He came squirt after squirt, so much so that it leaked down her butt cheeks. He didn’t stop but kept going. Now Chelsea screamed, gripping the bed sheets, and she had a full “sissygasm” and filled her gaff in her pouch. It made a small stain on the front of her thong which could be easily explained.

Now John pulled out. “You’re fucking great Chelsea, you know that?”

“Of course I am. But I’m not done yet and neither are you.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“It’s my turn now,” she said very matter of factly. John looked puzzled and now it was time for the big reveal. Chelsea had a feeling that he wouldn’t mind.

She got off the bed and stood in front of him, slowly hooking her thumb in the front of her thong. John was looking intently, expecting a wet, slimy pussy. But what he saw instead made his eyes bulge even further out of his head. He was soon staring at the biggest, thickest cock he ever saw. His hand went up to his mouth.

“OH MY GOD!! WHAT THE F . . .”

“What’s the matter John? Haven’t you ever heard of a shemale before?” Chelsea liked that name much better than transgender; it was too scientific for her tastes, and for her, her new self was all about pleasure.

“I have, I mean it’s just . . .”

“You mean you never would have suspected anything would you?”

“Why no.”

“Don’t you think I’m still beautiful?” Chelsea said.

“Yeah, of course you are. I was just surprised, that’s all.”

“Just think of this,” she said pointing to her gurl cock, “as a large clitty. Here, I’d like you to taste me. I’m still very horny. You might like it.”

“Fuck Chelsea, I’m not gay for Chrissakes!”

“It doesn’t mean you’re gay. You mean to tell me that every man who goes to Thailand looking for beautiful shemales has to be gay?”

“No.”

“Okay, then there shouldn’t be a problem,” Chelsea said as she walked over to John sitting on the bed. She put her still very much erect gurl cock up against John’s face, and when he looked up and saw her, it seemed the embarrassment and fear went away. He placed his lips, lightly, exploring this, this, pseudocock for lack of a better term.

Chelsea glanced quickly over her shoulder at the closet and saw the slats shift slightly more open and she smiled. She pressed herself against John’s lips a bit more forcefully now, his lips opening slightly in what would be his first time transgender experience. He stuck his tongue out and licked the tip of Chelsea’s cock, and tried to imitate what Chelsea had done to his. Then Chelsea said very gently, “See John, I knew you could do it!”

John said nothing but kept licking, and opening his lips more, he took more of Chelsea inside him. Chelsea helped him by going in farther and farther, getting a rhythm, and John was in sync. He tightened his lips around it causing Chelsea to moan with exquisite pleasure. They went faster and faster, and John stopped for a brief second, and Chelsea knew that he got his first taste of pre cum. Then  he picked up the pace. Chelsea knew where this was heading, and she pulled out of John’s mouth.

He looked up at her surprised.

“Okay my sweet, here’s what I want from you. Get up on the bed on all fours and stick your nice, cute little butt to me.”

“But I’ve never!”

“Don’t be a baby. Come on, don’t pretend. I mean you were sucking on me. I just want to fuck you now. Is that so bad? If you don’t like it, we don’t have to do it again. Now get over here and please a lady!”

John said nothing, but he seemed curious because he did just what Chelsea had told him to do. He got on the bed facing the headboard, and spread his cheeks. Chelsea took more of the K-Y Jelly, squeezed it out and placed it all over John’s cherry, puckered boy pussy.

“This may feel a bit strange John, but I guarantee that you’ll really enjoy it. You just have to take a little time with it to get used to it, that’s all.” Chelsea laughed. “It’s like riding a bike. Once you learn, you can’t unlearn it.” 

That said, after putting a nice helping of K-Y on herself, Chelsea lined herself up on John’s cherry and started going inside – slowly at first and coming out again, keeping John’s butt cheeks spread apart. John winced in pain, and Chelsea reassured him, and continued, taking her time.

All the while, Edna continued videoing him from the closet. Chelsea picked up speed, the jelly helping a lot to relieve John’s discomfort. Now she heard him moan. He was relaxing now; he wasn’t as tense as when she first started.

Faster and faster she went, and deeper. Nothing like a new bussy she thought t herself. Who knows, he may even come back for seconds. Chelsea and John were caught up in the fury of the moment, both going faster and faster, Chelsea’s balls slapping against John’s butt cheeks. John let out a scream as Chelsea hit his p-spot and he grabbed his cock, shooting out another big load of white, sticky cum onto the bed where Chelsea had just been a few moments before. Chelsea unloaded too, filling up John with her cum with several spurts accompanied by her feminine screams of pleasure. Some of her cum leaked down John’s butt cheeks as she pulled out of him.

“So what do you think John? I know you loved it, right.”

“Well, yeah, I mean it was the last thing I expected, but I liked it,” he said, slightly out of breath.

“I mean it’s not like I did it with another guy, right Chelsea.”

Chelsea felt a little sorry for him, and she looked at him and reassuringly shook her head in the negative. “I’ll take you any time John.” Now Chelsea nodded to Edna behind the slats.

The closet door slid open, and Edna came out, iPhone in hand. John looked at her in amazement. “Edna! What the fuck!!?? How did you? How did or do you two know each other?”

“Hi John. It seems I got you cheating on your girlfriend. Now is that a nice thing to do? Suppose she finds out? Suppose this whole things goes over TIK-TOK? Humm??”

“No! You wouldn’t! Can somebody here please explain this??”

“I just wanted some revenge for the way you hurt me John, after all we’ve been through at Birchwood.” John felt a chill go up his back.

“I think I can help here John,” Chelsea said. John looked at Chelsea like she had two heads. He looked at her really closely.

“Oh God NO! THIS CAN’T BE! – RONNIE???”

“Yes John, it’s me all right.”

“Hey look man, I’m all beat up about what we did to you back there, really. Edna here was really hurt. I mean, I was too. All the guys were, and then with the police, the fucking FBI, state police, and all the horrible things they said about me on the news. It ruined my life. I had to drop out of college, change my name – my fucking NAME man! Why didn’t you come forward. Your parents went absolutely nuts. I can’t imagine the pain you put them through dude. Why didn’t you? What the fuck happened to you? Where did you go?”

Chelsea explained to John, and Edna for the second time about all then horrible abuse he’d been put through at home, and how angry he was. His parents were glad to be rid of him, which eventually cast some suspicion on them, and even to this day, they were still caught up in a web of suspicion. But Chelsea felt no guilt about them. Now, she felt truly bad about Edna, but that relationship was well on the way to mending. For the first time, Chelsea was truly in love. She would never let Edna go.

He told John about Dean and the house with the girls who made him feel like he belonged, how he was able to reconcile his confused feelings about his sexuality, and how he decided to transition to Chelsea. He told them how now becoming Chelsea made him finally feel good about “herself,” and her job at the Blue Stallion, which was like a new family for her. After more talking they all understood, and Edna did something she never thought she would do. She erased the video tape, realizing that John had indeed been through enough.

***

After going back to Dean and the girls, Chelsea decided that it was time to leave them, and really go back to finish her undergraduate degree and actually pursue a career in the law. Now the three of them were friends again. John eventually left the girl he was living with, and Chelsea introduced him to Tiffany back at Dean’s home upstate, and that seemed to work out just fine – much better than fine.

What started out as a quest for revenge, turned into a story of unexpected love and a new sexual appetite for John, who, like Chelsea, felt he could never be happy with a bio girl again. So he and Tiffany found a place in New York where they could live with each other happily, and they became very close indeed with Chelsea and Edna.

Dean was happy for Chelsea and not only gave her his apartment in the city, but helped to pay for Chelsea’s undergrad and even law school at NYU. He got it – he understood. He wasn’t even sore about the Blue Stallion because now and again Chelsea went up there and worked a few nights. The way she thought about it was, once a truck driver slut, always a truck driver slut.

❤️❤️❤️
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