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Preface

A collection of the best arousing, heart pounding, and “stimulating” erotica from author Jaclyn Dicey!

Dear Readers: I sincerely hope that you enjoy this lewd and trashy collection of seven books of transgender erotica and romance, cuckolding, shaming, forced feminization, cross dressing voyeurs, college men, goth sorority girls, people who discover things about themselves they never thought they would do in a million years! and a new take on the “Mile High Club.”

This is what you will get here:

SISSY BET:

ONE TRAPPED SISSY

CRIME AND SISSY PUNISHMENT

TRICKED OUT

FANTASY FLIGHTS MILE HIGH CLUB

WHAT THE HELL HAVE I DONE?

SNEAKY BOYZ - A Cross dresser to Trans Novelette

Look for a new book(s) each week, as I am dedicated to providing you with the most entertainment. Send me an e-mail

JDICEY120@YAHOO.COM of what you enjoy most, and I will be sure and provide it to you. For your trouble, you will receive a FREE BOOK! -including the newest releases.

❤️ JD


BOOK One - WHAT THE HELL HAVE I DONE!?

I Turned My Sissy Husband Into A Transgender Slut

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter One - The Airport Slut


T

he young woman was drenched in sweat when she got out of the Uber at JFK. She had to hustle quickly to make her flight. At least she thought, the walk from the curb side drop off to the terminal area would dry her off a bit. She was haggard, worn out, and her sharp, navy blue business suit had wrinkles, spots and stains on it, her pressed white blouse was a smudgy ruin, and her makeup needed a touching up badly.

Her long, frosted blonde hair was mussed with natural bangs over her forehead, and her curls hung just below her shoulders and in between her ample cleavage. Everything about her screamed “harlot.” All was out of place, and before she got on her flight to Nashville, she needed to get to the restroom and do herself up before she came home to the modest ranch house she shared with her husband. She looked, and smelled like a mess!

Lynn Danck was a thirty-one-year-old executive for a gaming software company, had just concluded a swanky four-day business trip to New York, and successfully scored a big promotion to vice president of marketing. Jerry Gleason, the new and brilliant CEO of Hinterland Games, Inc, saw something special in Lynn, and knew she was right for the job and the company.

Gleason was just twenty-five years old, Black, stunningly handsome, built with strong, muscled arms, six-pack abs and a lascivious appetite. The minutes of the meeting with Lynn in which he decided to promote her didn’t include the part where she was spread out face-down on his desk, her feet planted on the carpeted floor of the office, and her skirt pulled up over her firm ass giving him easy access to her pussy, which was dripping and drooling with anticipation since their first meeting four days ago when she arrived in New York.

That particular romp was impromptu, and it was the cap-off to a four-day roll of business meetings and raunchy, steaming hotel room sex. As soon as she shook hands with Gleason four days ago, it was an instant, animal attraction from both ends. The feeling was palpable, hanging in the air as thick as smoke. For four days they went at it every night in her hotel room and twice in his office during the day; in between meetings.

This last “business meeting” happened with barely enough time left for Lynn to catch a ride to JFK and make her flight home. She did “the run of shame” through the airport, with four-inch heels; (no easy feat) and didn’t have enough time to freshen up in the ladies room.

In the finale of that last afternoon’s play, Gleason had chosen to cum on her face, which sent her blue eye shadow and mascara running, and left her hair in tangles. Just as she was leaving his office in a hurry, Gleason handed her a couple of tissues, and a wicked smile – that was it. As soon as she got to JFK, her plane was already boarding.

Lynn tried her best to ignore the stares, and smirks of the other passengers and crew who must have assumed, correctly, that Lynn was a real, down home, authentic, Southern, ladder-climbing, trailer park, White Trash slut. She stood at five-feet-four inches and weighed one hundred and ten pounds. She was also built like a brick shit house in perfect proportion to her size and weight. That last one was a real attention getter.

A perk of her company position was being able to fly Delta First Class. She settled into the comfortable leather seat and ordered a gin and tonic as soon as the drinks were available. On second thought, she asked for a double. Strange thing about alcohol, after she downed the double, her desire to go into the restroom and clean herself off magically disappeared, and she slept through most of the two -hour flight to Nashville.

She had been with lots of men, of all shapes and sizes, and was an “opportunistic slut” - she only slept with men who could offer her something in return. That was how she got through college, seducing one married professor after another. That was her big kink and turn-on, married and well-hung men.

She enjoyed inducing the “fear factor” of getting caught that most of them had. The more they had to lose, the more enjoyable the affair was. But on this trip, she received the biggest pay-off for her sexual antics - the big promotion.

As soon as she got her luggage, she hurried to the outside of the terminal to have a cigarette before the car ride home. She found out a while ago that the sight of a very hot, sexy woman smoking an all-white, 120mm cigarette was a big turn on for a surprising number of men, and she used that knowledge to her advantage.

The menthol smoke felt good as she took a soothing drag, satisfying her strong nicotine addiction. Five hours on a plane plus being inside a terminal where smoking wasn’t allowed was torture. Soon she would be home, and all she wanted to do was to go to sleep. She wondered what kind of shape the house would be in.

Her marriage, or what passed for one in the Danck household was one of pure gratification - from her end anyway. Mike Danck was thirty-two years of age and had a menial job stocking shelves at the local Walgreens Drugstore.

Mike and Lynn had been married for four years. He was eight years older than she was, and he was a borderline (or maybe full-blown) alcoholic, who couldn’t handle a job with more skills or challenges than the one he had. It was a pure and twisted symbiotic relationship.

Lynn demanded and got pure subserviance from Mike; and he, agreeable as hell, received a comfortable lifestyle, provided he stayed in line and let Lynn do as she pleased. This included, among other things, her bringing strange men home at all hours of the day or night and forcing him to watch as she pleasured herself with them.

Sometimes, if she was feeling particularly magnanimous, she would let one of the men give Mike a blowjob or let him masturbate to her as she got dressed and ready to go out for the evening. Rarely, if ever, did she let him touch her, unless it was to her very specific instructions which had to be followed to the tee.

Punishment came often, like if the house wasn’t kept clean enough to her exacting standards, and it took on various forms. Everything they did was consensual. She would place a plastic “chastity cage” on his cock and make him watch if she brought a man home to fuck her. Sometimes, she would force Mike to eat dogfood out of a stainless-steel doggie dish on the floor while nude and wearing a leash.

One day, she made him do that and he was forbidden to speak to her - only bark. One day he wouldn’t stop barking, and it was after several hours of his non-stop barking that she realized his water bowl was empty! If he behaved while in the doggie state, and didn’t piss her off too much, or piss on the floor, and she had a relatively good day at work, she would fill his bowl with two shots of Jack Daniels and Rolling Rock Beer, which he gulped down, sometimes passing out on the floor.

Lately however, things were getting a little boring in the Danck household, and she expected a bit more out of Mike. They had no children and she needed at least some form of human companionship at home, even though it really tugged on Mike’s limited brain function.

Sex, especially rough, kinky sex was Lynn’s favorite pastime. It seemed very hard to find, especially in their semi-rural, highly Christian Right-Wing area. It made her look back with longing on her recent trip to New York, and her romp with Gleason. So, one day while at work, Lynn started working on a plan.

It started with “humanizing” Mike a little; just enough to increase his self-esteem a little bit. No more doggie dishes (with the threat that he MUST behave), and no more ball gags while she chained him to a wall and let him watch some cowboys fuck the life out of her in front of him.

She loved group sex. One time she had five motorcycle gang members come over and they ripped the house apart and urinated all over Mike; after of course, they drove Lynn to multiple orgasms and turned her into a cum pie. Ah, but what to do? she thought.

Women watch porn videos too, and during a lull at work, (she had lots of time now that she could delegate authority and was a corporate big shot), she saw one where the subservient husband was dressed as a French maid and pleasured the male guests of his wife. She sat back in her chair and thought, after she fingered herself to orgasm while watching the video.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two - I’m Going to Feminize You Darling


One day soon after, she came home from work to find Mike (sober for once) lying on the living room couch watching baseball. She walked right into the living room and turned the TV off. The Astros would get along just fine without Mike. “Mike,” she said, “we have to talk.”

“What about,” he croaked, sounding like he was half-asleep, but sober for a change.

“I’ve been thinking about spicing up our sex life a bit.” Mike couldn’t imagine how it could get spicier than motorcycle group gang bangs, and random strangers coming over. With a very dominant tone of voice, and a malevolent look in her eyes, Lynn explained. “I need a girlfriend to spend some time with, going to pick-up bars and bringing men home. The last couple of times creeped me out, and to tell you the truth, I’d like someone riding shotgun with me.”

“So where do I come in,” Mike asked, a bit slow on the uptake. Lynn rolled her eyes but was very patient. For this to work, Mike had to be onboard with her plan.

“I’m going to feminize you darling,” she said with a nasty grin. Mike thought that being dressed as a French maid and chained to the wall with a chastity cage was feminization enough, but he was oh so wrong.

“What happens Lynn if I draw the line and say ‘no?’”

Lynn looked him right in his eyes and knew that while she had a carrot, she also carried a very big stick.

“You draw the line???” She laughed.

“Did I hear that correctly, darling? Well, if you say ‘no,’ I’ll cut you off from the car, and the bank account - just for starters. Besides Mike, we both know that you’ve never had even a semblance of a backbone, and within two days of cooking for yourself and taking a bus to work, you’ll be begging me to feminize you. Come on, don’t be a pussy,” that sounded strange given the topic of conversation.

“You know what I mean - poor choice of words. Just DO IT - okay?” Mike knew she had him. He was incapable of doing regular household things like paying the bills, finance, and even basic mechanical things. So, he reluctantly shook his head in a “yes.”

“That’s more like it Mikey,” she said, having scored another triumph with this poor excuse of manhood she married.

“First, I’m giving you a larger butt plug to play with and stick in your ass to widen it up a bit. Then, I’m going shopping for some very sexy outfits for you to wear. You will also practice walking around in some high heel shoes. Do you think you can stay sober long enough for the training without falling down dead one day or cracking your skull?” Mike just nodded.

“Good, because we start tomorrow.”

The next day was Saturday and Mike had to work an eight-hour shift at Walgreens. It gave Lynn plenty of time to go shopping for everything she needed. As a sort of humiliation, she gave Mike a list of things he would have to buy from the makeup department. He told the cashier nothing, but she smiled at the degradation of it.

Mike had a small enough cock, so Lynn didn’t think a gaff was needed for him to wear in his panties, but she got him one anyway - he was borderline, and she wanted perfection. She picked out the sexiest lingerie she could at Victoria’s Secret: Hot pink panties with a little bow in the front, a laced bra that pulled in tight to give him the illusion of cleavage, black, sheer nylon hosiery with a laced top to his thighs with straps that attached to a matching hot pink laced girdle he would wear on top of the panties.

As she shopped she realized that even she didn’t have this good a wardrobe, so she bought the same items in her size as well. She thought about it; Mike could be her sister when they went out. That would cover them living together when they brought guests over.

Mike could be a “tool” as well, to get what she wanted. Even though she scored a promotion to VP of marketing at work, the money she’d be making wasn’t even half the salary of the CEO Gleason. Her wheels were turning about how to change that.

About five-thirty that afternoon Mike came home first. Since Lynn was shopping all day, she ordered Chinese takeout for both of them. “I have everything arranged in the bedroom for you, you’ll try them on after we eat. I have a feeling you’re going to love what I got.” It didn’t really matter whether or not he loved it, Lynn was just giving the poor bastard some encouragement for his coming emasculation.

“Now,” she said. “Did you remember to buy the makeup items on the list I gave you?”

“Yes Lynn, I did.”

“What did the cashier say when you checked them out?” she asked, grinning from ear to ear, turned on at the thought of the embarrassment her husband would have endured.

“Nothing. She knows I’m married.”

“Humpf,” she said. “That’s too bad. I’m sorry you weren’t humiliated, but never mind.” The truth was that Connie the checkout girl had a good laugh at Mike’s expense.

They finished dinner without speaking very much - they never did, anyway. Their different jobs and lifestyles made regular communication difficult; not to mention Mike’s love of the bottle. Lynn got up from the table and waited while Mike cleaned up and threw everything away. “Ok now stud,” she said mockingly, “follow me into the bedroom and get undressed.

I’m going to need to shave you first.” Fortunately for Mike, he didn’t forget the ladies shaving supplies. Lynn carefully shaved his legs, his chest, his underarms, and lastly, his genitalia. This humiliation she particularly enjoyed. When she inspected him and saw that he was hairless, she ordered him to take a hot shower.

“My, my, you certainly do clean up nicely,” she said. Mike was skinny to begin with, had very feminine hands and “chicken wings” for arms, with very little muscle. “Now we can get started,” she said. Lynn was having more fun than she had in a long time. She had all the clothing lined up nicely on the bed, and threw the panties at Mike.

He was a natural. Her selection of sizes were perfect for him. Mike slipped the panties on, and he actually enjoyed the silky feel of them on his cock. He saw it as a guilty pleasure, not wanting Lynn to know how much he enjoyed it. Next to go on were the nylons which slid smoothly up over his shaved legs.

The silky feel of them against the skin of his thighs was delightful, and it made his cock stand up. This, he couldn’t hide from Lynn when she saw the bulge in his panties.

“Oooh, someone’s excited I see. Perhaps we need a chastity cage.” The thought froze him, he had to speak up.

“Uhh, Lynn. Do you think we could skip that this one time?” For once, Lynn felt that maybe he needed a little break from the harsh treatment.

“Okay, no need for that now,” she said. Mike breathed a sigh of relief. He was really enjoying himself this time, but he couldn’t let her know that. Lynn had fastened the bra beforehand, so Mike just slipped it over. It pulled tightly in the front, and his chest was flabby enough, so it gave the nice illusion of breasts. His nipples were hard underneath and poking out.

She picked out a bright green tank top blouse for him to wear. The last to go on was the skirt. It was a short, black satin skirt with a smooth polyester lining which felt very arousing around Mike’s upper thighs. He enjoyed this much more than the French maid outfit because this was real; it was something he could actually go out in. No doubt about it, he was really getting into it. The biggest surprise was the wig. After Lynn fitted him with the cap she brought out a box, with a cover that had a rope attached to it. Inside was a Styrofoam head with the wig. It was blonde, falling just below his shoulders with green frostings which complimented the blouse very nicely.

“Okay, now let’s go into the bathroom,” Lynn said. The bathroom had a large vanity table and mirror and a wicker chair for Mike to sit in. It faced the mirror. Lynn excelled at putting on makeup, making Mike’s especially slutty to match hers. She had deep blue eye shadow for him, and thick black fake lashes. Over his pitiful objections she shaved his eyebrows and filled them in with a brown eyebrow pencil. The glossy lipstick and lip liner were a bright cherry red. When Lynn was done, Mike had a raging boner, he was that excited. In his life, he felt he had turned a very significant corner. Lynn stood back to examine her work. “Wow Mike, this is certainly a masterpiece if I do say so myself. How do you like it?” For once, Mike felt like Lynn’s equal. It wasn’t humiliation because he really enjoyed it. He thought Lynn enjoyed it too, but he had to be cautious about expressing his feelings - not too excited, and not too negative.

“I like it very much Lynn. You really are an expert at this.”

“Why thank you Mike. I appreciate that. Now the only thing missing is a name for you. I was thinking of . . . humm . . .” she scrunched up her face in thought, and then smiled down at him. “I think we’ll call you ‘Debbie.’ Yes, you look like a Debbie! What do you think?”

“Debbie, Debbie . . . it’s got a nice sound to it. I think it’s sexy! Let’s go with it!”

“Great, it’s a done deal. From now on at home, I’ll call you Debbie.” Lynn went into the bedroom leaving “Debbie” alone to look at himself. Lynn came back into the bathroom smoking all all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette. Mike’s boner only intensified. Lynn saw a bulge coming through Debbie’s satin skirt. “Umm, not too bad. The gaff was definitely a good idea.” In her hands, Lynn was holding a pair of black shoes with four-inch heels and straps that tied around his ankles. “Now, I want you to practice walking with these, but very carefully, and only when you’re sober! Got it sweet pea???”

Lynn looked at her cigarette, took a cheek-hollowing drag and blew the smoke right into Debbie’s face. “Oh! You will definitely have to start smoking. It’s a big turn on for me also, and I insist you start. I mean what the fuck; you’re a drunk anyway!” Debbie said nothing at this news flash, and just shrugged his shoulders. Next, Lynn flipped the larger butt plug on the bed. “You’re going to use this also, and I will fuck you with a nice, fleshy dildo. I want you to be able to take it up the ass whenever the occasion presents itself, and it will, believe me.” He did.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three - Just Pick Up a Guy


Debbie was a fast learner, and was able to walk in heels in no time at all. Lynn was pleased with this development. He also started smoking with some coaching from Lynn, like how to hold the cigarette effeminately and turn guys on with it.

After two weeks of training, which included YOUTUBE videos on feminine voice coaching, she was ready to take her new creation, her “roommate/sister Debbie,” out on the town for the first time; the test run. She had to admit, he really did take well to the training, much better than she thought he would; perhaps a little “too well.”

However tonight, Saturday night, would be the test of his abilities. Lynn looked Debbie over carefully, and thought something was missing from her creation. It was a hat! In the bottom of Lynn’s closet was a wide-brimmed white cowboy hat with a colorful band. It was perfect, and she handed it to Debbie.

“Put this on,” she said.

“I think it looks nice on you Debbie. Whaddya’ think?”

“Yeah, I kinda like it.” So it was settled. The two “sisters” were ready for a night on the town.

They decided on a country western bar that was a favorite of truckers. When they pulled into the parking lot they saw several fancy tractor trailers with roomy cabs which would be perfect places to give guys blowjobs and probably get laid as well.

For Debbie, the test would be whether she could pass well enough for a girl (which Lynn thought she could), and how a guy would react when he felt around Debbie’s front and found a cock! Surprise, surprise.

Lynn felt good about having a “girlfriend” with her, even though her husband/girlfriend wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed. Before they went in, Lynn stopped to talk to Debbie in the parking lot.

“This is how things are going down tonight; here’s the plan. I want you to pick up some guy, and find somewhere to suck his cock - and I want you to keep doing it until you become really good. Or maybe find one guy, and then grab another. I don’t really care. I want you to be able to spit cum for a week, got it - Debbie?”

Debbie looked at Lynn like she had two heads. “How do I know if I’m really good at it?” Lynn took a deep breath and looked at the sky.

“Oh you’ll know - but wait. Let me rephrase this and pay attention please: I want you to keep doing it until YOU really enjoy it, ok?”

“But . . .”

“Stop!” Lynn said, clearly agitated. “You’ve never given head before, so how do you know you won’t like it until at least you’ve tried it for Christ’s sake?!” Debbie didn’t answer. He just knew he wanted a drink at the bar, so both of them went inside and Lynn scoped the place out for possible targets.

She left nothing to chance and wanted to make Debbie’s “slut break-in” as easy as pie. The place was full of people in mostly western attire, more jeans than skirts, so Lynn and Debbie both stuck out; it was the tight skirts that did it, with Debbie’s drawing the most stares. Lynn knew that she did a great job. Even their makeup screamed out “hooker.”

Lynn spotted a guy next to the jukebox machine. He was about six-feet-five-inches tall with a black Stetson and alligator boots. He had a thick, black moustache, and sideburns. A real cowboy thought Lynn. “Let’s go over to the bar and order a couple of drinks. You see that guy by the jukebox?”

“Yeah, what about him?” Debbie said.

I’ll order myself a drink and invite him over. He’ll see you’re not drinking and then he’ll offer to buy you one. You say “yes,” in your sexiest voice possible, okay?”

“What will you say to him?” Debbie asked.

“Never mind, leave it to me!” Lynn said, a bit frustrated. She couldn’t even remember the last time she took “Mike” out to a bar, or a restaurant with live music. Lynn got the bartender’s attention. “I’ll take a screwdriver,” Lynn said.

“What about your friend?” the bartender asked.

“She’s gonna meet a friend who’ll buy one for her. He should be here soon,” Lynn said.

Lynn got her drink and left the bar, saying to Debbie, “Now just wait here and I’ll bring him back here. But if someone comes and starts talking to you first, then go with him, okay?”

“Sure, no problem,” Debbie said.

The dance floor was getting a bit crowded with the new arrivals coming in and Lynn made her way over to the alligator boots dude by the jukebox. She wedged her ass across the screen with the choices of songs, getting between the cowboy and the juke box. He looked her up and down and said with a Texas drawl, “How’re you doin’ darlin? Looking for some excitement tonight?”

“I just might be,” Lynn said. “What’ve ya got for me?”

“Well, aren’t you the one who doesn’t mince words,” he answered, seeming very interested.

Lynn took a sip of her drink from the straw, and then opened her handbag taking out her Virginia Slims 120s. Without missing a beat, the cowboy lit her up. Lynn took a deep, cheek-hollowing drag and blew smoke just over his head.

“It’s not me handsome. It’s my sister over there by the bar. She lives with me, and she just broke up with her boyfriend, so I took her out tonight to cheer her up. D’ya think you could help a lady out and cheer up her friend?”

The cowboy smiled at Lynn, and she saw a mouth of perfect teeth, and a smile that rocked her world. Maybe later, she thought to herself, he’s not bad at all. Pity to waste him on Debbie.

“Lead the way, and I’ll see what I can do. Oh, by the way, my name’s Mitch. What’s yours honey?”

“Lynn. My sister’s name is Debbie.” Lynn, with Mitch in tow went over to the bar where Debbie was seated with her newly shaved legs crossed, and her short skirt hiked up nicely.

Mitch saw right away that Debbie didn’t have a drink in front of her, so he scoped out the bartender, looked at Debbie and said, “Hello there beautiful, what’re you drinking. I spoke to your sister here and she says you just broke up with your boyfriend, and could use some cheering up.”

“Yes I could,” Debbie said, eyeing the tall cowboy over.

“My name is Mitch, and you must be Debbie,” he said.

“The one and only,” Debbie said, trying her best to be hospitable. Eyeing him over she thought, nice looking, maybe it will be okay. She shifted her legs and the silk from the panties was rubbing her cock making it nice and hard.

The gaff was perfect, and his cock didn’t show through, though it was busting to come out. Dressing up as “Debbie” had given her a new perspective on life in general, and since Lynn had dressed her husband the first time, she thought that it would be exciting to go out as a girl and see how attractive she was. Certainly she thought, I DO look much better as a woman than I ever did as a man!

So what can I get for you?” Mitch asked. Lynn signaled to her to light a cigarette, to see if Mitch would be turned on. Again, as he had done with Lynn, when Debbie pulled out a Virginia Slim 120 Menthol from her bag, Mitch was right there with his lighter.

“Thank you Mitch, you’re a real gentleman. I think I’ll have a scotch and soda,” she said. That was Mike’s favorite drink of choice, so why change now? she thought.

“Scotch and soda coming up,” Mitch said, waving to the bartender. They made small talk when the drink arrived, and Mitch ordered the same for himself and also got a refill for Lynn. Mitch was a truck driver which was no surprise since the place catered to drivers as a watering hole alongside a major thruway which ran through the Nashville metro area.

He had a nice rig outside which looked brand spanking new, with plenty of room for him to bring anyone he wanted out to it for a quickie. Little did he know that he was about to get very up close and personal with a first-time cross dressing slut. So after the second round of drinks, Lynn gave a cue that the two of them could have some privacy by making her way onto the dance floor. Mitch, following along, grabbed Debbie by the arm to go to the floor and dance. It wasn’t long before Lynn was asked by a tall chunk of change to dance herself.

The music turned to a slow country song, and Mitch placed his powerful arms around Debbie’s waist and placed his head on her shoulder, smelling her perfume and smoky scents. He was touching Debbie’s waist with his front, and she could tell right away that Mitch was packing a cannon, not a cowboy six-shooter.

She enjoyed being touched by another man, and decided to see where it might lead. Debbie bent in close to Mitch and she whispered in his ear over the loud music. “Why don’t you take me outside and show me that big rig of yours?” she said with a salacious grin.

“Boy, you don’t waste any time, now do you?”

“Baby you have no idea.” Debbie couldn’t believe what was coming out of her mouth. It was pure desire. It wasn’t just the clothes, she was transformed. She just wanted to get it over with as soon as possible because deep down, the idea of another man’s cock in her mouth was revolting.

She gripped his hand hard and led him out the front door into the parking lot. “Okay Mitch, show me which one is yours.”

“The one over on the right; the blue one with the flame painted on the cab,” he said. She saw that there was a sleeper on top of the cab. She had no intention of spending the night with this guy, but it would do for now; for what she was about to do - with him. She almost wished she was back inside with Lynn.

❤️❤️❤️

“Nice truck,” Debbie said.

“Yeah, she gets me where I want to go,” he said. “Here little lady, let me help you up that step.”

“Thanks.” Debbie looked around. There was a leopard skin cloth cover over the seats which was one long bench. A “Jesus is my co-pilot” sign was pasted on the front of the dash, and a bobblehead of José Altuve, the Houston Astro’s second baseman, sat on the top, like in a shrine. Mitch took his place behind the steering wheel.

“So where are you from?” Debbie asked, already knowing the answer.

“I live in Houston, and drive all over the country. The Nashville run is one of my regular stops,” he said, giving her a little grin; maybe hopeful about some future rendezvous.

The lights from the parking lot shone through the glare shield on the windshield, casting Debbie’s features inn a soft white light. Mitch was spellbound. “Damn, ain’t you a pretty little thing,” he said, eyes bulging. Debbie placed her hand with long, painted, false fingernails on his left thigh.

She saw Mitch shift around, ostensibly to make room for the large, blooming boner which was surely underneath those jeans. Her hair flowed down her shoulders, and into the crease between the open three top buttons on her blouse, between the illusion of cleavage made by the tight-laced bra. She parted her lips slightly, rubbing the tip of her tongue seductively around her lips; enjoying herself, knowing that she was weaving Mitch into her spell.

Debbie moved her head towards Mitch ever so slightly and met his lips. She had never kissed another man before, but since she was dressed, she didn’t feel like there was anything wrong with that. She moved her glossy lips around his, playing, teasing; and then Mitch stuck his tongue between Debbie’s lips ever so slightly, probing, testing the waters.

He didn’t know that Debbie was a sure thing, but he was slowly getting the idea. Debbie started moaning which got Mitch going, placing his tongue deeper into Debbie’s mouth. Her tongue met his and slowly twirled itself around his, her heart beating faster.

She playfully bit his bottom lip which he seemed to enjoy, letting out a little grunt of satisfaction. Mitch’s hand was rubbing the back of Debbie’s neck, newly shaved and moisturized, feeling the cool silkiness of her hair on the back of his truck driver’s hands. He took his black Stetson off and tossed it behind the seats.

Locked in a tight kiss, Debbie went all in, placing her hand underneath Mitch’s Indian-beaded belt, which made him stir to maximize her reach. She opened his buckle and the buttons of his jeans, and very slowly pulled his zipper down. In her mind she was reviewing Lynn’s coaching about giving blowjobs for which she used a big, veiny, fleshy dildo for practice.

It was even filled with a lube which Lynn squirted into her mouth, so she knew what to expect. Yes, his wife was a good teacher to learn how to be a slut from. She reached over to his boxers, and out from the side popped the largest, thickest cock she ever saw; wiggling like a snake in search of a victim. She could feel a bit of moisture already on the tip.

Instinctively, Mitch raised his ass a little bit so Debbie could pull his boxers and his jeans down to just below his legs. She broke contact and smiled at him, and pushed him back a little to give herself some more room. This was it; the moment she had been trained for. Lynn didn’t care whether she liked it or not, she had to do it.

Mitch was grinning from ear to ear, just like a Texas high school quarterback who was about to score with the hottest cheerleader in school. Debbie moved her head down and touched her moist, glossy lips to the tip of Mitch’s cock. He was aching for her to take him full-on; the teasing was killing him.

Debbie just stayed at the tip and grabbed his massive cum stick with her fist, her fingers barely wrapping themselves around its girth. “Oh shit darlin’, that’s so fucking good,” he moaned and started bucking his hips against her lips. She enjoyed teasing him. For the first time in her life, she actually felt in control of a situation with power. She could never feel this way married to Lynn as Mike. She broke off a bit, thinking of another way to turn Mitch on a bit more.

“Say baby, she said very softly; mind if I give you a smoky blowjob?”

“Shit,” he said. “Go right ahead, darlin, you’re blowing my mind!” Debbie thought he had a smoking fetish like she did, and sure enough she was right. He stared as she took the long, all-white cigarette out of her bag, and just like before, he was quick with the lighter, and rolled the windows down, letting in the cool night country air.

“Now, where were we?” she said seductively. She took a deep cheek-hollowing drag, just like Lynn had taught her to do. Then she covered the tip of Mitch’s cock, and slid her lips further down, keeping them slightly parted so she could blow the smoke out from the side of her mouth and from her nose. He stiffened with her effort, and met her mouth’s up and down motion with his hips.

Now Mitch was moaning as Debbie’s mouth got him good and wet. Debbie skillfully used her tongue rubbing the underside of Mitch’s cock, in time with her head bobbing. Now her tongue roped itself around the topside of the snake, closing her lips tighter, getting into a good, steady rhythm.

“Oh damn baby!,” Mitch cried out. “I think I’m gonna’ come. You are the absolute best at this!” Debbie was quite pleased with herself, never in her life did she think she would ever hear that from another man. Now she felt another new experience; a warm, thick, salty liquid suddenly shot out from the tip of his cock, all the way to the back of her throat, filling her mouth, letting some of Mitch’s Texas jizz run down her cheek, because there simply was not enough room in her mouth for all of it. Mitch was still hard as the last few drops slowed to a trickle.

He was moaning, his head all the way back, his hand reaching between her legs. Now that was absolutely unacceptable at this juncture - letting her secret “slip out.” So Debbie, her mouth still around the baby’s arm of that cock, took his hand and put it back on her thigh.

She picked her head up, took a last drag of her cigarette, tossing it out the window and kissed him, exhaling all over his face. Amazing! She could see his cock springing to life once again. Surprisingly, he licked all the cum off of her face until there wasn’t any more left. He resumed their long kiss.

Debbie felt even more in control now; this new-found power of hers very evident here and very real. The satisfaction was the best. Most importantly, she felt herself moving out from under Lynn’s control. The student had surpassed the teacher.

She pulled off of Mitch, placing both of her hands on his shoulders. What now? Mitch was thinking, looking at Debbie who was grinning. She knew that he wasn’t done, wanted more; wanted to get laid. He would, just not the way he thought. Debbie wanted something too.

Her own cock was throbbing through the gaff, and she needed to come -badly. Well, Mitch would take care of that. This was to be an unforgettable night. “I want you to fuck me Mitch,” Debbie said with a low, seductive voice. “I want to feel that eight-inch monster of yours inside me; I want you to fill me up with all that creamy cum.”

“Well, all right then, let’s get her goin’!” he said, eagerly; again like the high school football captain. What she did next shocked him, but he didn’t seem to mind. It was just something he didn’t expect; not from a hot number like Debbie. She pulled her skirt down, pushing aside the thin thread of her thong, revealing her ass.

She turned around and smiled at him, first removing the large butt plug from her ass. Mitch said nothing, his mind was on just one thing. He spit on his hands and rubbed it all over Debbie’s ass, and stuck the tip of thumb inside her puckered hole. She moaned, looking forward to feeling Mitch’s cock filling up the inside of her “bussy.” Debbie nonchalantly lit another cigarette, on her elbows, knees bent, ass facing towards Mitch.

He wasted no time and got right to business; removing his thumb and then like lightning shoved his cock around the wetness of her butt cheeks, tickling her with it. Debbie giggled.

“You like this bitch?” Mitch said. It was the first time anyone had called her a bitch, and she liked it; improving a little on her sense of identity. She grunted in approval. Now he entered her slowly, the tightness of her making him moan again. His cock was still slick from having been in Debbie’s mouth, not ten minutes ago.

As much as she practiced with the various sized butt plugs over the last couple of weeks, it still hurt somewhat because Mitch was like the Guinness Book of World Records. But pain melded into pleasure for Debbie, and she squealed with delight. Her own cock was hard, and she stuck her fingers down inside her gaff, finding it.

She grasped it and stroked it up and down. A bit of precum escaped onto her gaff as Mitch started pounding away, his slow entrance having reached the limit. Debbie’s ass moved up and down in-sync with Mitch’s thrusting. He was making wordless noises and was close to coming himself. I am such a slut, she kept telling herself over and over again.

This was better than any dildo Lynn fucked her with. The intensity and the frequency of Mike’s movements made her come, her jizz shooting out inside of her gaff. It was thick enough so very little wetness if any would show. If it did, Mitch would just assume it was the juice from an aroused pussy.

Mitch growled like a wild animal now, pumping fiercely, and Debbie could feel the familiar ropy warmth of Mitch’s cum inside her ass, filling her up. She couldn’t believe it, but it felt like it was more than when he was inside her mouth. When he pulled out, he was still hard, and cum ran down her butt cheeks; a total slut.

They were both breathing heavy, and Mitch’s arm was around Debbie’s chest, feeling her small breasts from the outside of her satin blouse. He moved back and grabbed a wet wipe and cleaned off his cock, and Debbie quickly straightened out her thong and pulled up her black satin skirt. She used the mirror from the passenger side visor to put on a fresh coat of makeup, and wipe away any traces of cum from her face.

“Now darlin,’ that was the best fucking I’ve had in years. I ain’t never met a girl before who was so into taking it up the ass,” Mitch said.

“Well maybe you haven’t been with too many girls,” Debbie said and laughed.

As if to defend his manhood, Mitch said, “Hell, I been with plenty, but you’re the best. Can I have your number. You know, for like when I’m in town in between trips, maybe we can hook up some more,” he said, grinning.

“I’d like to go back inside and see how my sister’s doing.”

“Sure, but it’s getting’ late and I got to get an early start tomorrow morning,” Mitch said, sounding a little disappointed. “Hey, maybe the three of us can get together next time. Now that would be loads of fun, right.”

“Of course,” Debbie said. She gave Mitch her phone number. She was feeling a little sentimental because Mitch was her first, and he seemed okay, so why not? she thought. Lynn would probably enjoy it. So Mitch kissed her goodnight, started that big rig of his and pulled away.

Now Debbie could proudly do the “walk of shame” back into the bar and see what her “sister” was up too. She looked around for Lynn in the semi-darkness of the dance floor and she was walking towards her, having come from the lounge area. Her makeup was a bit messed up.

❤️❤️❤️

“So how’d it go, cowgirl?” Lynn asked.

“Well, I rustled that cowboy pretty good; blew him and he fucked me in my boy pussy!” Debbie said with a confidence that Lynn had never seen before from her husband.

“So how’d it feel?” she asked.

“At first I didn’t think it would go well at all. I thought he would catch on pretty quickly to the fact I was a man, but it didn’t happen. There was a close call after I blew him when he reached for my cock, but I quickly flipped over and let him fuck me from the rear. It felt incredible. I really enjoyed it. How about you? Your face tells me a story.”

“Yeah Debbie, I’m sorry you weren’t there to watch and jerk yourself off. You see that blonde guy in the plaid shirt talking to his friends and looking over here?”

“Oh, yeah. He was here earlier when I started talking to Mitch.”

Well, after you and Mitch left, he asked me to dance and the next thing you know, he was fucking me in a stall in the ladies room. I just hiked my leg up on the wall and he slid right in. Of course I was nice and slick because I was really fucking horny. Especially cause I knew you were getting some action.”

“Ha ha, so I made you jealous. How about that?”

“Yeah, you did, you little sissy shit!”

“Hey, watch it now, I’m a changed woman,” Debbie said with her sense of new found pride.

“C’mon Debbie . . . let’s go home, I’ve got an endless supply of cum dripping down my leg; and by the looks of things,” Lynn looked down, inspecting Debbie’s legs, “you do too!”

They both laughed - they had pulled it off. “Mike” had pulled it off as a woman, and passed the test. “I have to tell you, Debbie, I’m really proud of you. You could almost say I have a new sense of respect for you. In fact, I think I might even let you fuck me dressed so hot like you are. I’ll have to take you shopping for some more clothes. Sure enough, when they went home, Mike fucked his wife for the first time dressed as “Debbie.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four - Sister Debbie


When Lynn got her second paycheck from New York as vice president of marketing for her company, she was disappointed because it was for way less than what she had agreed upon with Gleason. Something had to be done, and soon, before it was old history. Lynn thought about it and came up with an idea. Gleason was due to visit the Nashville office this month, and as much as Lynn wanted him to fuck her again and again, he had to be convinced somehow to give her the raise she deserved.

So on a Monday morning, she decided to call New York, and firm it up with Gleason for him to fly out to Nashville. She would pick him up from the airport, and instead of him getting a hotel, she would have him stay at her and “Debbie’s” house.

She would simply tell him that she and Mike were separated, and her sister Debbie had moved in with her. Simple plan. This is the kind of manipulation that Lynn excelled in. She was, after all, used to fucking her way through life.

When she made the call to Gleason, she didn’t mention anything about her unfair paycheck, just convinced him to come out to Nashville and see what she’d done with the office. Of course she hinted to Gleason what the four days staying at her house would be like with a very horny sister being there, and it was a lock.

Gleason would fly out Wednesday, eager to continue what he had started in New York with Lynn. In preparation for the visit, Lynn told all the employees, about twenty, that the big boss from New York was coming, and everything had to be in order; sales reports up-to-date, client lists organized and the like. Lynn had a temper in the office and was feared more than respected, but fear was enough; it suited her just fine.

Lynn waited at the Southwest Arrivals Terminal for Gleason’s flight to come in. Her plan was to take him to the office, let him stay for a couple of hours, let him be impressed with all of her ideas, or rather, ideas that the other workers had come up with, and she had appropriated as her own. Then, before they went back to her house, she would let him fuck her again, this time in her office.

“I like what you’ve done so far here Lynn,” Gleason said, a smirky smile on his face. But then he added: “The development of new game Beta testing needs improvement here.” Lynn was silent. Oh, maybe that’s why he’s withholding money, she thought.

Aside from that Gleason was a true “poon hound,” without mincing words; exactly the type that Lynn enjoyed manipulating. Later in the day after Gleason met with the other department heads, he came back to Lynn’s office and said, “It’s been a long day, so why don’t I take you out to dinner before we go back to your house and your horny sister!” Gleason laughed.

They were standing, facing each other when Gleason pulled Lynn close and stuck his hand down the front of Lynn’s business skirt. She was wearing a crisp, white blouse showing her cleavage and a matching jacket.

On this day she overdid her makeup - by a lot, and the other employees smiled to each other like they knew what would be happening when the big boss came into her office. She left word with Caroline Garcia, her secretary, that they weren’t to be disturbed. Caroline was trustworthy, and so was chosen by Lynn for her discretion.

“My my” said Lynn, “you do get right to the point don’t you?”

“I know how you like to be daring, so I just thought I’d oblige and enjoy some of your southern hospitality,” he said. Lynn ran her hands over Jerry’s muscled arms, and unbuttoned his shirt revealing a magnificent six-pack. From his play underneath her skirt she was getting very wet and turned on.

Without much ceremony, she cleared off the top of her desk, shoving some papers and staplers on the floor. The desktop computer she pushed off to the side, and put a couple of cushions from the couch on the desktop. “I want you to eat my pussy Jerry,” she said like she was choosing from a menu of carnal feasts.

“Why do you think I flew out here?” he laughed.

This time it was Jerry who was kneeling on the plush carpet in Lynn’s office. She had spared no expense in making this office as comfortable and as practical as possible. There was a new kid in the shipping room downstairs who couldn’t resist horny sluts like Lynn, and like her, had no morals whatsoever.

He was the first male to christen her office with his seed. All Lynn had to do was pull down the flimsy panties she wore, and kick them to the side, and spread her legs. Her aroma was evident, and beads of liquid were gathered on her folds like she had been salivating for this moment since the airport.

“Nice, I like what I see,” Jerry said with the glee of a high school football player. Lynn wanted this very much, and was even more aroused by the thought of the giant package under Jerry’s pants. Jerry wasted no time and buried his face in Lynn’s crotch. He started with pushing his nose into her pussy, pressing it against her clit which was plump and aroused like a hard nub.

He used his tongue to push the hood aside and started licking around it in circles, making Lynn squeal and put both her hands on top of his head. Jerry’s chin was dripping with Lynn’s arousal, and he used his powerful hands to spread her legs apart even farther apart. He went up and down her length with his tongue, stiffening it to put pressure on the area around her clit.

Lynn threw her head back and she stiffened, and shuddered, bucking back and forth with an orgasm. She squirted all over Jerry’s face, but he was just getting started. He stuck his tongue right inside her pussy, his hands rubbing around her folds, giving her more electric shocks. Lynn was a wet, slick mess; beads of perspiration on her forehead.

She was making noises, and tried her best to stifle them so as not to alert the entire office to what was going on behind her closed doors. However, Caroline, whose desk was right outside heard everything that was going on and very discretely turned up the music in the front office; not so much to hide it from other people, but because she couldn’t take it anymore.

Lynn stiffened again, because now Jerry had three fingers in her pussy, and used the other hand’s fingers to massage her clit. This pushed Lynn off the cliff, and she squirted a waterfall over Jerry’s hands and onto her desk, making her shake.

If she were to stand, she would fall. Her energy was depleted with ecstasy. Jerry kissed her, giving Lynn a taste of her juice, and she licked the rest of it off of Jerry’s face. He roughly fondled her breasts, unfastening her bra and letting it slip down and into the lap of her skirt. She loved rough sex play and Jerry knew it and was only too happy to oblige.

Jerry’s crotch was pressing up against Lynn’s knee and she knew what awaited her underneath those pants, and she wanted it. Jerry was a mind reader and he said roughly, “Take that skirt off.” Lynn quickly shimmied out of it and spread her legs in front of Jerry.

❤️❤️❤️

“No, this won’t do at all honey,” he said. “I want to you to bend over the desk and turn your ass up to me. This surprised Lynn, but was okay because this excited her as well. Sluts can’t be choosers. Jerry spit on his hands, and rubbed it over her puckered, cherry asshole. His large, massive Black cock spilled out of his pants which he lowered to just below his knees, standing with his legs apart.

“You’re going to love this bitch,” he crooned with delight. So am I he thought to himself and smiled.

“So just do me darlin’!” Lynn said loudly in her Tennessee twang, giving him a challenge, which made the veins on his cock stand out even more. Jerry’s cock was nine inches long easily, and he pushed the tip, wet with pre cum, against her asshole, teasing, making Lynn crazy.

When his tip entered her, she let out a big sigh of pleasure. He went back and forth, in and out, moving the tip of his cock in a circle around the entrance to her hole, the wetness increasing. Now Jerry surprised Lynn and she let out a gasp as Jerry pushed all of himself into her butt, burying himself inside of her.

As he withdrew and then thrust again, she moved her hips back towards him and now they had a steady rhythm going. Jerry loved the tightness of her ass which gave way slightly to his massive girth. Back and forth they went, several times Lynn stiffening, cumming over and over again. Jerry was unlike anyone she ever had before.

He let out a gasp and shot a gallon of cum into Lynn’s ass; almost enough so he thought it would come out of her ears. He loved the extra warmth and slickness it provided, and after he came he was still hard.

When he pulled out they were exhausted. Jerry had some cum leaking down his inner thighs, and down Lynn’s perky butt and the backs of her thighs. As in New York, several weeks ago, they had very little to say to each other; the whole thing was business like. But this was only the first day of four more. To Lynn, this was her idea of negotiations, a business conference.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five - The Plan


After dinner at a moderately priced Italian place, Lynn drove them both to her house. She phoned ahead to Debbie and told her to get dressed in the “extra-slutty” outfit she had picked out for her. But Debbie had a plan of her own. She had a sort of revenge in mind for all the years of humiliation at the hands of his wife, Lynn.

He would beat his wife at her own game. Debbie wasn’t as much of a dullard as Lynn thought. On her own she secretly studied the ins and outs of the gaming software industry and found that she had a natural aptitude for it, aside from having both a BS Degree in Accounting and an MBA. What if she could seduce Jerry - the big CEO of Hinterland Games and take him for herself, and dare she say it; kick Lynn out on her perky little butt.

Realistically, the chances of that happening were very slim because she had no actual work experience. Well, her momma had always told her, stranger things can happen that you’d expect - life was full of surprises. Just look at what was happening now; she actually liked being a trans woman, feeling the pleasant sensations of silky panties and sheer nylon pantyhose rubbing against her smooth shaved legs. She began to think of her ass as a pussy, and was secretly practicing with Lynn’s assortment of fleshy dildos.

When Lynn and Jerry entered the house she wondered where Debbie was. Of course she didn’t even think to bring her “sister” anything home for dinner; old habits of abuse are hard to get rid of. “Nice house you have Lynn,” Jerry said, looking around. Of course Jerry, being the CEO of the second largest gaming software company in the country had an estate in Westchester County, New York, a suburb of New York City, which beat Lynn’s house by miles.

This was the opening Lynn had been waiting for, to discuss her salary. “Thanks Jerry.” They were standing face to face, and she said, “Yes, this house is nice, but to be honest Jerry, I was hoping for a bit more salary wise to maybe get a different house, you know, bigger. My promotion was kind of fast and we never really discussed a raise in pay with my elevation to VP of marketing,” she said while playfully batting her eyes at him and grabbing him around the waist.

He stiffened a bit, taken by surprise at this sudden change in the subject of conversation. “Well to tell you the truth Lynn, I hadn’t really thought much about it, but I’m sure we can arrive at something suitable,” he said, in his most diplomatic voice, the one that got him to where he was today. Meanwhile, Debbie slowly made her way down the stairs.

She wore a blue satin blouse, four-inch heels, jeans, and a ton of really whorish makeup; heavy eye shadow, eyeliner, fake eyelashes, fake nails, and lip gloss. She looked better than she ever did. Both Jerry’s and Lynn’s jaws dropped. Lynn was even a bit jealous at her “sister’s” appearance.

“Jerry, this is my sister Debbie,” Lynn said, with a seductive tone, so Jerry would get the idea quickly.

“Oh hi”, he said; “Very pleased to meet you. I see that beauty runs in the family.” Both Lynn and Debbie looked at each other and laughed at this. “Say Lynn,” Jerry said. “Didn’t you say you were married.”

“Well, yes Jerry, I am married, but my husband and I have been separated for about six months now. We’re in the process of getting a divorce,” Lynn said rather convincingly.

“Humm, well, I guess that’s good for me!” was Jerry’s response. “So Debbie, what do you do? for work, I mean.”

“Oh, uh, I work in a drugstore; mostly in sales and . . . advertising,” she said, because it sounded better than the mind-numbing truth of unpacking boxes and stocking shelves.

“Interesting,” Jerry replied as he scrutinized Debbie from head to toe. His interest in her husband did not go unnoticed by Lynn, and made her feel just a tad jealous since she was used to being the center of attention in affairs of the sex organs. “Heart” would be to imply real feelings which Lynn had for nobody but herself.

“I say we unwind a bit and have some wine,” Lynn said. “Sister dear, do you think you could find a bottle from the rack in the basement please?”

“Okay, I’ll be right back,” Debbie said. Even in her “new self,” she was still more or less a servant of Lynn. She wanted to get Jerry alone, to get some kind of private time with him. She could feel her rather insignificant cock starting to bulge underneath the gaff. So for the next hour or so, they drank wine, nibbled on cheese and crackers, and made small talk.

Jerry, it was clear, now seemed very curious in “exploring” Debbie. The sexual tension in the room was getting very thick indeed. There was time to act on it though because Jerry would be staying with them for four nights. He went outside to get his bag from Lynn’s trunk after she tossed him the keys.

He was barely out the door when Lynn turned to Debbie abruptly and said, “Listen sister, you are supposed to be helping me here; just a side attraction, but it seems that you actually like being dressed as a hot woman, and seducing my boss!”

“What the hell do you mean Lynn? I didn’t do anything?” Debbie said. Yet . . . she thought.

“Look, I don’t know what kind of game you think you’re playing here, but Jerry is mine! I’m not going to have him stolen by you for four days as your personal fuck toy. I won’t be upstaged by a cross dressing sissy. Besides, I have some business to get over with Jerry, and I don’t want you complicating things. Now you’ve got me thinking that you should go sleep alone for the next few nights!”

Both of them sat back and lit cigarettes, and Lynn was angrily staring at Debbie. Debbie took a long drag off her Virginia Slim, and stared right back at Lynn, and said:

“For years, I’ve let you demean and humiliate me time and time again, but I like ‘the new me’ that you created, and guess what? I love it! So if I want some of Jerry for myself, it shouldn’t affect anything the two of you have going on.

I’m not his executive vice president to fuck around with whenever he blows into town, or you fly off to New York. So I don’t see how I could possibly be a threat to you!” There was a moment of silence and Debbie was laughing to herself at the absurdity of the whole situation. She felt she had to reason with Lynn before Lynn did something arrogant and stupid to piss off Jerry. That was, after all, her nature.

“Well, okay, let’s see how the three of us get along tonight. I think it’ll be fun, don’t you Lynn? I mean wasn’t this your idea all along? You said you wanted a girlfriend to go out with, and now you have one.” Just then, Jerry came through the door.

“We’re going upstairs to sleep now Jerry, so you can bring your bag in with you. We have a guest room prepared all for you,” Lynn told him.

“Why that’s mighty nice of you, Lynn. I think I’ll enjoy my stay here.”

“That’s our hope Jerry,” Lynn replied.

❤️❤️❤️

After Jerry was shown the guest room, he took a shower in the hallway bathroom across from his room. He left the door cracked open during his shower, maybe waiting for something to happen.

“I’m getting him first,” Lynn said. “I don’t want you shocking him with your cock right away. In fact, I think I want him all to myself tonight - let him keep guessing about you. Besides, he’s my boss, remember?”

Debbie was quite annoyed with Lynn at this development, and was beginning to wonder if she would ever get her time with Jerry. Lynn’s selfishness always managed to come through. Her only comforting thought was that there were still three nights left.

“No problem Lynn. Let’s play it by ear.” Very quickly, Lynn was out of her clothes, smiling triumphantly at Debbie, because how could Debbie approach Jerry in the buff? She couldn’t. So Lynn walked past Debbie and just eased her way into the steamy bathroom, smiling. Debbie, frustrated, but hard as a rock, made her way to the bedroom she shared with Lynn and just lied there; waiting and thinking.

Judging by the sounds coming from the bathroom, Lynn was doing much more than helping a grown man wash himself.

The next morning at breakfast was hard for Debbie. She saw Lynn and Jerry laughing together at little inside jokes, just like a cute little couple, after she was sure was a night of incredible sex. Strangely, she didn’t feel like a husband to Lynn anymore that was made a cuckold; she felt like another woman, a roommate, or maybe like a sister, crushing after the same guy.

Since the night with Mitch, she knew she could handle herself around men. The part about her having a cock to entertain them with, however, would have to be something that needed to be worked out whenever the opportunity presented itself.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six - Hooking The Boss


Having the boss staying over at your house and fucking him silly had several advantages. The most obvious one being that showing up late to work was never a problem. They had just cleared the breakfast dishes away, and by nine o’clock, when normally Lynn would be out of the house, she was still there with Jerry at the kitchen table, laughing, drinking coffee with him, and pretending like Debbie wasn’t even there.

The one kindness that Lynn had displayed to Debbie was having Jerry over to visit while Debbie had her vacation from Walgreens. Otherwise, Debbie would have to change and become boring, dull, feckless Mike during the workday. But unbeknownst to Lynn, Debbie had no intention of ever going back to being that person. Cross dressing was so pleasurable and felt so good that Debbie was hooked.

There was something too, about being a slut and having a sexual power to wield over men that she enjoyed tremendously. Someday perhaps, Debbie thought, she would like to transition; everything but the surgery. She enjoyed having a cock. Now, her biggest test was in seducing Jerry. That would have to wait until the right moment. That moment would arrive very soon, in a very serendipitous piece of news.

Two days later, Debbie’s cock was ready to bust. Jerry’s curiosity about her grew more, but it seemed that Lynn told him something which may have stopped him from pursuing her. She felt ignored. That morning, at breakfast, the phone rang. Lynn got up from the table to answer it, but not before telling Debbie, “Oh shit, who could that be! Debbie, hand me my iPhone please.”

“Yes, hi Mildred, what’s up? No, I didn’t today. Oh my God! When? Uh huh . . just a second, let me write this down. Of course I’ll be there. What about Evelyn? Yeah, okay. Stay calm, I’m coming. Right . . . Of course I’ll tell him. Yes, bye.” It was Lynn’s childhood friend Mildred. She lived about thirty minutes away from Mike and Lynn’s house, and she had just gotten word that her parents were in a car accident that morning.

So, Lynn had to leave Debbie behind with Jerry to go and comfort her friend. Of course, Debbie knew Mildred and was sorry for her. Maybe under different circumstances, she would accompany Lynn as Mike, but now with Jerry here, that was out of the question.

She hurriedly got dressed and said her goodbyes to Mike and Debbie, saying that she would be back later in the afternoon. But before she left, she gave a look to Debbie which she knew to mean hands off! No funny business, He’s MINE! Of course, Debbie saw opportunity here. It seemed as if her prayers were answered.

“God that’s terrible news, poor Lynn!” Jerry said.

“Yes, Lynn and Mildred are close. She met her in college. You know, she tried to set me up with her brother when they were in school, but it didn’t work out . . .” This was it, this was her entrance, do or die. “It didn’t work out because her brother just didn’t have a big enough cock to satisfy me,” Debbie said as she seductively lit a cigarette in front of Jerry. A look down at his gym shorts told her everything she needed to know.

“I’ll be right back Jerry.” Debbie went upstairs, and brushed her wig a bit and put her makeup on, a tight black skirt and a white satin blouse which showed the illusion of cleavage and of course, the ‘fuck me’ high heels.

When she came down stairs, Jerry’s eye’s popped open. “Are you going somewhere Debbie?”

“No, no I’m not. I just felt like dressing up a bit. I find it sets the tone for the day don’t you think?”

“Umm yeah, it does. You look great.” Debbie clacked over in her heels and sat on Jerry’s lap, placing her arm around his shoulders, and breathed her smoky breath into Jerry’s face.

“Really, you think so? Does it turn you on?”

“Yes it does. I was waiting for this to happen, ever since I laid eyes on you the first day. But Lynn can be a bit possessive you know. She doesn’t like to share it seems.”

“Well, too bad for her, because I don’t see it that way,” and she leaned into Jerry, and kissed him on the mouth, her tongue tip just starting to part his lips and enter his mouth. “I’ve wanted you since you came that night. Lynn told me what a big beautiful, Black cock you have.”

“Well then, Debbie, I guess I’ll just have to show it to you.” Debbie touched the tip of his nose with her finger. “All in good time my dear,” and she went back to kissing him, and digging her nails into his shorts covering his already hard, steel girder of a cock.

In her short time as a woman, Debbie understood how easily it was to turn on men by sitting on their lap, touching their cock, and kissing them. Her lips now pressed hard into his, her glossy lipstick covering his mouth and her tongue exploring the inside of his mouth, intertwining it with his. Debbie’s eyes were misted over, and she said while rubbing his monster cock, “You know what I’d really like to do now, what I’m dying to do now Jerry?”

“I can only guess.”

Debbie laughed. “Yes that’s right. I’m dying to suck on your cock right now. In fact, I want to devour it, and have your cum coat the insides of my mouth. How does that sound?”

“Sounds wonderful,” Jerry said, in the lusty voice he used on Lynn, the first time they fucked in his office in New York. Without missing a beat, Debbie pulled down Jerry’s shorts and got on her knees. She lit another cigarette and said, “Am I right in assuming you enjoy smoky blowjobs, Jerry?”

“Yes, very much.”

“Good, because I find it turns me on too, very much. To suck a guy off when I’m smoking and wearing my favorite cherry red lipstick.”

Now she got busy, and pulled Jerry’s boxers down and was amazed at the size of the Black snake that popped out. It was as straight and hard as a tent pole. She wondered if it would even fit in her mouth, but after Mitch inside the truck, she felt like a pro. In fact, she was really craving cock at this point - especially Jerry’s to get back at Lynn, sort of a revenge fuck.

Jerry moaned as soon as Debbie’s wet lips made contact with Jerry’s tip, just playing with it with her lips and tongue; teasing, exciting him. She tasted a little salty precum come out from the “fisheye.”

“Oh my, what a large, delicious cock you have Jerry. I think I’m going to enjoy this very much!” Jerry said nothing, pushing Debbie’s head down into his lap. Slowly, Debbie moved up on Jerry’s cock, suck and twirling her tongue around the massive girth of that cock. Jerry moaned and rolled his head back, letting those delicious candy-coated lips take him on.

For a second Debbie gagged as the full length of Jerry hit the back of her mouth. She steeled herself for what was to come; determined to outdo Lynn in every way possible. It was succeeding. She opened her mouth a bit, letting her saliva flow freely over his cock, and using her teeth, moving them back and forth to get a response. Jerry began to breathe harder, and Lynn tasted more saltiness, but he wasn’t quite there yet.

She was determined to make this blowjob memorable and last long. Her pent-up frustration at being denied him came through in her action.

Now, she closed her cherry lips tightly around the Black snake, increasing her speed and going up and down the length of the cock in her mouth, her tongue as rigid and wet as a surfboard, licking his underside; the sensitive tissue there. Jerry let out an “Ahhhhhh . . . “ and exploded inside her mouth.

She felt a hot, ropy wetness all through her mouth, running down her throat. Just when she thought he was done, Jerry pulled out, grabbing his cock, and shooting the rest of his load all over her face, eyes, and chin. Debbie herself was very hard under her gaff, and felt like the cum-slut she knew she had always wanted to be. Her eyes were misted over with exquisite pleasure and a sense of accomplishment.

“I want you to lick it off me,” Debbie said. Jerry didn’t have to be told what to do; he went to work immediately, kissing her on the mouth, sticking his tongue inside and tasting his own warm jizz inside the place his cock was just seconds before. Then his tongue licked her chin, her cheek, her eyes, making her mascara run; running his hands through the silkiness and length of her frosted blonde wig.

“Holy shit!” he said, “you are so much better than your sister, you know that?” Debbie was quite pleased with her performance and said, “Well you haven’t seen anything yet.”

“I want to eat out your snatch girl,” Jerry grunted out, holding her face in his hands.

“I think I can manage that ‘big fella,’” she said with her Tennessee twang.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven - The Reveal


Jerry placed his hands on Debbie’s chest, tickling her shaved breasts beneath, but her cleavage; held tight by the red-laced bra wasn’t large enough to maintain the illusion of regular women’s breasts; but that would change in time after the hormone treatments she was planning. Instead, she pushed Jerry’s hands down to her waist, where she lifted her blouse up, so he could run his hands over her tummy and hips, making Debbie coo with delight.

Debbie acted like everything was going normal, like it would with any woman. She took Jerry’s hands and move them to her belt buckle and snaps. He kept his lips locked with hers, and she could feel he was getting hard again; opening her belt and the top buttons of her skirt. The gaff did a good job of hiding things, and everything was in place. Jerry had just tucked his thumb underneath Debbie’s favorite panties; the ones with the pink bow in front.

But Debbie had other ideas. She took both her hands and dropped her panties, shimmying them down her legs. Jerry’s eyes popped opened wide, saying “What the fuck!!”

“What’s the matter honey, never seen a girl’s cock before?”

“But, but I thought you were Lynn’s sister!”

Now it was Debbie’s turn to grin. “Well, technically, I am her husband, and my married name is ‘Mike.’ For all the years we’ve been married, Lynn has kept me under lock and key; making me watch while she brought other men home to our bed. At first it was consensual; she did her thing, and it turned me on to watch, and occasionally she would throw me a bone and let me in bed with her and whoever she brought home.

Then it became demeaning, and I didn’t care for it much any longer. It was really messing with my head, but I couldn’t do anything because Lynn was the primary earner in our home. I was afraid that if I objected, she’d find a way to get rid of me. She became very sadistic and downright mean.

One day, she got tired of it herself, and wished she had a ‘girlfriend’ to go out with and pick up guys at bars and clubs. So she decided to cross dress me. Well, this was one of my secret fantasies all along, but I didn’t tell her that. I went along with it ‘reluctantly.’ Turns out,” and now Debbie laughed, “I was hotter than she was. My build was perfectly suited to cross dress and feminize. We even went out a few times as ‘sisters,’ and I scored with guys better than she did.

You know, Jerry, I feel that I’ve come into my own, as a transgender woman but Lynn doesn’t know that yet. She doesn’t know that I plan to start taking hormones and actually transition to grow breasts and widen my hips. Won’t that bitch be surprised when I turn the tables on her! How do you feel . . .”

Before Debbie could get the rest of her sentence out, Jerry aggressively grabbed Debbie’s throbbing boner and put it in his mouth. Nothing needed to be said - he was into it. Jerry’s mouth was watering, and it was quickly apparent to Debbie that he was no beginner at this. Debbie’s cock was adequate, and Jerry was pleased, running his tongue up and down the length of her shaft, making her stiffen and buck her hips into him to match his movements.

Then his lips closed tighter around her cock, and he went faster, up and down, up and down. Debbie let out a high-pitched scream that was indistinguishable from any female, and she shot her load into Jerry’s mouth. He didn’t let a drop go to waste and drank all of her in.

Hardly any of Debbie’s pent-up jizz made its way down Jerry’s chin. He sucked it all in. But Debbie was only getting started. She wanted; no she craved that big, Black cock inside of her.

After Jerry pulled out, Debbie grabbed him by his shirt collar and kissed him hard, her tongue inside his mouth exploring for any cum that might still be inside of it. Jerry was very hard by all this play and Debbie knew just what to do, Their interests coincided nicely. She grabbed Jerry’s hand and led him upstairs to the guest bedroom where Jerry was staying and pushed him down on the bed.

Jerry’s field of vision was blocked by Debbie’s ass. She quickly pulled out the large-sized butt plug she was using for conditioning, and Jerry got on his knees behind her, spit on his hands and rubbed it over Debbie now vacant “bussy,” and went to work. His monster nine-inch Black cock, veins bulging pressed against Debbie’s puckered asshole, just rubbing, and playing at the open. Her ass began to twitch with excitement and anticipation, and she began stroking her cock.

Jerry slid in with just his top at first, then went in slowly all the way, causing Debbie’s mouth to open wide in a wordless scream of ecstasy. Her insides were slippery from the lube she used for her butt-plug, and it made the going easier. The pressure of his massive cock on the insides of her hole was almost too much to take, and she stroked her cock faster and faster.

He was thrusting hard now, and moaning with satisfaction, Debbie moving her ass up to meet all of his moves. Jerry pushed really hard, and Debbie could feel his warm jizz coating her insides, and at the same time, she came and shot a big load onto the bed sheets in front of her; the two of them coming at the same time. Jerry kept thrusting, still hard as a flagpole, not wanting to stop. After his erection subsided, he was practically out of breath, and he pulled out, lying on the bed side to side with Debbie.

Just then, they could hear the front door open. It was Lynn, and she wasn’t too happy because she didn’t see Jerry or her husband downstairs. She called out “Hello, are you two home?” It seemed the slut was out-slutted by her transgender husband, but Lynn refused to believe that was even remotely possible. Her mind changed when she ran upstairs and opened the door to the guestroom - in shock at what she saw.

“WHAT THE FUCK!?” Debbie was lying on  her side facing the door and smiling.

“Hey sis, so how is Mildred?” Lynn was speechless, but definitely angry.

“Why you conniving little slut! Seducing my boss! What the fuck is the idea Mike?” Using his real name in an attempt to humiliate him.

“Gee I don’t know sis. I guess I looked too good for Jerry to resist.” She was grinning at Lynn. Jerry was smiling at her too.

“Don’t worry Lynn, I’ll still fuck you anytime you come to New York. Your Tennessee country pussy is too good to resist.” If it was anybody but Jerry, Lynn would have beat the shit of him - and Debbie, but she couldn’t.

“Oh my God! What have I done!?”

“Why Lynn, I should thank you for making me the cum-sucking slut I was always meant to be. You know, Jerry is the best fuck I’ve ever had, even better than you!” He makes me feel really good about myself; and that big, Black cock is to die for, let me tell you. But I guess you know that already, don’t you?”

Jerry was enjoying being fought over like this. He couldn’t wait to tell Lynn what he and Debbie had discussed before she came home. Lynn walked close to Debbie, and it looked like she wanted to punch her. The hair on her neck was standing up and she balled her fists in rage.

“Now Lynn, that is no way to treat your boss!”

“What the fuck are you talking about Jerry?” Lynn said, turning red as a beet.

“Debbie was telling me about her MBA and BS Degree in Accounting, and the sad story about how she married you and it all went to shit. I’ve decided to offer Debbie a second chance at getting her life back.”

“What do you mean??”

“Well, it just so happens that I’m looking for a new Chief Financial Officer for the company, and Debbie here fits the bill entirely!”

A shockwave of fear spread through Lynn, and her eyes opened wide, and her mouth was stuck in a big “O.”

“You see Lynn, I’ve decided, with the help of Jerry’s company lawyers to divorce you and move with Jerry to New York. You see, we’re going to live together in Jerry’s house in Westchester,” Debbie said with a shit-eating grin on her face. “This will take effect immediately when Jerry flies back to New York.

I’m going to come back with him, and that’s not all. Jerry said he’ll pay for my medical transition to Debbie - all the hormone treatments I need to really become the saucy bitch that he wants.”

Lynn slapped her face. She thought it was some kind of nightmare that she couldn’t wake up from. Unfortunately for her, this was the new reality.

“But don’t worry Lynn, you will stay here as vice president of marketing for the Nashville office, and I will give you the raise in pay you requested. I believe that’s only fair. So what do you say?”

Lynn knew she was played and became very quiet. She knew she had better take the offer or find herself unemployed.

“I should have kept you as the little cuckold shit-slave you were, Mike.” I created a monster instead,” and Lynn began to cry.

“Excuse me Lynn, but from now on, I don’t want to hear that name anymore. You will address me as Debbie. Besides, now I outrank you!” Jerry laughed.

“Listen girls, I still have two days left here in Nashville, and two nights. So why don’t we all just kiss and make up, and jump into this nice bed here, and pick up where we started? This time with the three of us?”

Lynn knew she was licked, and quietly took off her clothes.

❤️❤️❤️
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New Femboy Seduced by Gay Friend

First Time Feminization
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Chapter One - The Problem


.

Sometimes I feel, shall we say, ‘inadequate’? My name is Pete Marshall, and I’m a twenty-year-old college junior, and I have a big confession to make, okay? I’m a virgin. To me, like it’s not a big deal, but when I’m out with my roommate Doug and the other guys from my floor, I get really uncomfortable when they talk about how they always “score,” and how great it was, and how the girls here just can’t keep their hands off them. Big talkers - all of them. I wonder how much of it is really true, and how much of it isn’t.

I have a best friend, Charlie Sykes. Now Charlie is really cool, he’s popular at parties, whereas I’m somewhat of an introvert. But we get along great, and share the same secret: Charlie is a virgin too. So one night we were out at a college bar in town, just having a couple of beers after the end of midterms. This weekend there will be a ton of dorm parties, and a big rave at West End Beach that a lot of the kids are going to.

Both of us would rather not go because we’d feel uncomfortable. So, screw it. Maybe we could get some other guys together and go to a movie or something in town where there’s no social pressure.

But then Charlie had an idea. “Pete, I think I have a solution for us; like how to get girls.” Now let me just say that neither Charlie nor I are anything exceptional to look at. We’re not gym rats, don’t really work out, and are missing a lot of upper body mass. The most exercise we get is lifting a laptop or even the occasional textbook.

“Yeah, I’m listening.” Then Charlie went on to tell me he thought a lot about our problem and how he’s a statistics major and would naturally be the go-to guy to talk about solutions to problems. So, I was “entertained,” and thought I’d hear Charlie’s “great breakthrough” on the girl situation.

“Okay, now the reason why we don’t have girlfriends is that we don’t know how they think, what they want from a guy, and how to present ourselves.”

“Yeah, so you mean guys like “Piper” Chuck Bowman and “Scooter,” Jon Scot, have magical insights or some shit?” I asked him.

“Well, for starters,” Charlie said, “they all have sisters. They grew up with girls, they’re jocks, and just from observation they have a pretty good idea how their minds work, whereas we do not. I even checked the stats in one of the psychology magazines, and one of these docs said that men who understand women the best, and were successful daters - grew up with them. Something like 62% raw score, or something like that.”

I just rolled my eyes. “Charlie, everyone is an individual, and you can’t quantify the unquantifiable.” That was the most intelligent thing I’ve ever heard myself say.

“Here’s what we do. We have to actually talk to some girls and have a conversation about what they like in a guy, don’t like, etc. We have to approach this like a poll, like an analytical problem.”

“Okay, so how exactly do we do that? Who do you know; because I don’t have anyone that I can ask to bounce shit like that off of?”

“Pete, who do you think the coolest and most popular girls are on campus?”

“That’s easy,” I said. “Everyone knows it’s the Goth Girl’s Sorority.” They throw the wildest parties, and are all very smart, sophisticated, and, from what I’ve heard, will fuck anything that walks and has a cock. Maybe even without cocks; but that’s just rumor.”

“No Pete, I think you may just have something there. Who do you know from there; to approach I mean?”

I had to give that some thought. I did remember seeing a member of that sorority at the library a few times. Usually, she would be sitting on the steps, reading; an actual book, not from a tablet or a phone.

“Look Charlie,” I said, playing it cool; “I don’t actually know any of them, but I’ll figure something out.” I didn’t want to make anything definitive with Charlie, because then he would harp on it and not give me any peace. Then something dawned on me.

“Charlie,” I said, “there is one girl who is at the library every day, sitting on the steps. I think that next time I see her, I’ll walk over to her and talk to her. I also think she’s in that goth sorority.”

“Humm, yeah, ok, sounds good Pete - do it!”

So we finished our beers, and headed back to the dorm. My roommate Vern was a jock; star forward on the college’s basketball team. He always seemed to be dating some really hot girl, and I never discussed that subject with him. He was an okay guy, but I didn’t want to open myself up to any unnecessary ridicule, either. Pretty much I kept to myself.

❤️❤️❤️

The next few days were slow. Some of the students still had exams to finish, whereas Charlie and me were done. Today, I thought I’d go to the library with my laptop and look up Google; topics like dating, approaches to women, psychology stuff, etc. I wanted to see what so-called “authorities” had to say about how to approach women. On Tuesday of the following week I passed by the library, intending to do some studying.

Sitting on the steps, next to the side railing, was the girl I spoke to Charlie about; the goth sorority sister. Actually, I just assumed she was in the sorority. I didn’t know for sure if she was a member or not. I steeled myself, expecting rejection, but hoping for the best. Worst case scenario, I’d make a fool of myself, but I’d never have to see her again.

She was dressed really hot. Black leather skirt, black eyeshadow, long, thick eyelashes, ears and nose pierced with a ring, long black hair with a purple highlight on both sides of her hair. She wore black combat boots with fishnet stockings, a really lowcut black shirt with a low front showing nice cleavage, and a black leather jacket with biker chains going down both shoulders. Girls like that really excited me, but I knew I didn’t stand a chance. She was a bit intimidating.

I walked over to her, climbing the first three steps, and her head was in a book; a novel from the likes of it. “Excuse me,” I said. She looked up at me, her eyes scanning me up and down.

“Hi, my name is Pete, and I was wondering if you could help me out with something; kind of, uh . . . research?”

She smiled, clearly intrigued at this approach. The sun was in her eyes, so she raised her hand up to shield herself from the sun, squinting. She gave a short laugh, clearly amused.

“What is this, some new kind of ‘pick-up’ approach?” she said.

“No, no, it isn’t,” I stammered. “May I sit down?” I asked politely.

“Sure,” she said. “It’s a free country, so go ahead, sit.”

“Thanks,” I said. She looked at me, clearly intrigued.

“Well, my friend and I aren’t what you would call really ‘experienced’ when it comes to talking with women; how to approach them, how to make them show interest in dating, stuff like that; and I see you here a lot, so I thought maybe you could give me some advice.”

“My name is Sandy,” she said, smiling, and playfully extended her hand to me. We shook, and I felt some ‘ice melting.’ It was the first time I’ve ever done something like that, and the butterflies went away.

She reached into her bag and pulled out a long, all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette and quickly lit up with a silver butane lighter. I gotta say, it really turned me on. I love watching attractive women smoke; always have. She did a snap inhale, and blew her smoke over my head.

“I must admit,” she began, “your approach is really original. I would say, just be yourself, and ‘exude an air of confidence.’”

“Yeah, okay, but how does a guy do that?”

“Well, for starters, just start talking about everyday things. Like don’t come on too strong, and most girls are turned off by some asshole hotshot coming up to them and saying shit like,” she laughed, “hi honey, wanna be another notch in my belt?”

The way she said it with a low guy voice was funny, and we both laughed.

“You know,” she said, “most girls ‘want it’ as much, sometimes even more than guys, and remember that first impressions are usually the ones that are the longest lasting.”

“Oh, okay,” I think I’m getting it.

She looked at me and smiled. “You know what? I live in the goth sorority house; you know where that is?”

“Sure, everybody does.”

She laughed, and took a cheek-hollowing drag. “I know, our sorority has a reputation that precedes itself here on campus. You must have heard stories, right,” she said looking me right in the eyes.

I swallowed; a bit embarrassed. “I’ve heard some things, yeah.”

“Probably most of them sexual in nature, right?”

I shrugged. “I guess so.”

She playfully punched me in the arm. “You’re cute. Most guys are intimidated to approach us. They think that we’re only interested in goth guys. For some of us, that’s true; but not for all of us. For example me. I have a broader approach when it comes to men.” Looking at my crotch, where I had a humongous boner; she said, “It isn’t always about cock size either.”

I turned beet red, and self-consciously closed my legs. “I believe in honesty,” she said. “I can see that I turn you on, right Pete?”

Just hearing her say my name made my cock start to throb. I swallowed hard, and didn’t answer her question.

“Listen,” Sandy said. “I have an idea.”

“Go ahead, I’m listening.

“Why don’t you come over to our sorority house. I can introduce you to some of the girls, and we can all discuss your queries, and maybe come up with some helpful solutions for you. Let me ask you something and don’t get embarrassed, ok?”

“Sure,” I said, somewhat surprised at her generous offer.

“You’re a virgin, right?” She laughed.

“Uh, yeah; I would have thought that would be kind of obvious.”

Sandy looked me in the eyes and what she said next surprised me. “Pete, I admire your courage in coming up and talking to me about something so personal; a total stranger. But listen, I get it. I like that you aren’t an asshole like most of the guys on this campus. But if you really want to find out what it’s like to get girls to like you, come over to our house.”

“Ok, when? Can I bring a friend.”

“You mean, another virgin?”

She laughed. “Come on, it’s okay. “Look, we have a mixer going on this Saturday night. Why don’t you and your friend come?”

“Sure Sandy,” I’d love that. Thank you so much.”

She studied me more and took another cheek-hollowing drag.

“No problem, Pete.” I got up and went inside the library; really glowing inside.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two - The Wager


When I left the library I felt great. I went over to Charlie’s dorm, and found him (no surprise) surrounded by tables and statistics charts, buried deep. “Hey Charlie, I have some great news. I took your plan into action.”

Charlie immediately closed his laptop with an audible thump, and he swiveled around in his chair. “Oh yeah. Tell me!”

“I went to the library, and I’ve seen this goth sorority girl sitting where she usually does; on the library steps outside reading. I went over to her and started talking.”

Charlie looked at me like I was some kind of folk hero for nerds. “Wow Pete! What did she say, I mean, how did you approach her.”

“Like this,” and I took exaggerated steps across the room.

“Hah, hah, very funny asshole. No, really, what did you say?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “It wasn’t really very hard at all. I walked over to her and asked her if she could help me with a little problem involving relationships.”

“And that’s it? So what did she say?”

“Well, she invited you and me over to the goth sorority house for a mixer this Saturday night.”

“Holy shit,” Charlie said, looking at me like I was bullshitting him.

“Yep Charlie, it’s true.”

“You do realize that all the ‘cool’ guys will be there, right? The kind who get laid every weekend?”

“The girl’s name was Sandy, and she said not to worry about it.”

“Okay then, we’re going!” Charlie said, the disbelief wearing off of him.

❤️❤️❤️

On Saturday evening, we took the fifteen-minute walk over to the goth sorority house. The house lived up to the name. It was a Victorian house in the middle of the campus; part of the land deeded to the college at the turn of the last century. There were already kids hanging around outside, and when Charlie and I walked over, the kids on the stairs looked at us and whispered and laughed to themselves.

“Ignore them Charlie, they’re all assholes. Let’s go inside, and we’ll look for Sandy.”

The large oak door was open, and we walked into the main foyer. The place was full of cigarette smoke and there was a bar in the middle of the large room and kegs of beer. Couches were scattered across the room, and couples were paired off, doing . . . well our eyes popped out at what we saw.

On one end there was a goth-clothed girl sitting on the lap of some guy; screwing; her head thrown back, and clearly enjoying herself. On another couch were two girls making out. Another couple stood on the stairs leading up to the bedrooms, kissing.

Sandy spotted me, and walked over to me and Charlie smiling. “Hey Pete, glad you could make it.”

“Hi Sandy, this is my friend, Charlie.”

“Hi Charlie, nice to meet you. Why don’t you guys go over to the bar and help yourself to some of the shitty keg beer; the kind that runs out as soon as it runs in!” She laughed.

“Thanks Sandy,” I said.

“Wait there, I’m gonna go and talk to my friends a bit. I’ll join you guys in a little while.”

I think I should say at this point that after I did some light digging into campus lore, I found out that this sorority was famous for their sexual exploits, and the “hold” they had on the administration was legendary. Rumor has it that they managed to blackmail the dean somehow into getting away with stuff that no other Greek house on campus had done. Things like circumventing the alcohol regulations, loud music, and even bypassing some campus costs.

There was even a rumor that the dean’s son was a member of the sorority! Yeah, apparently they “force-feminized” both him . . . and the dean! I found this a little hard to believe. You know how rumors get spread around.

❤️❤️❤️

Hey girls,” Sandy said to her friends, upstairs in the common room. “Those two guys I told you about are here! The ones who want to know,” and she laughed, “how to get girls.” The other three girls were giggling as well, and spent some considerable time planning this night, and how best to entertain their new guests.

Samantha Prince, the legend, and founder of the sorority entered the room with her lover Karen by her side. They were the ones that were deeply kissing on the stairway. Samantha garnered a lot of respect at the house for all of her leadership traits, and exploits, which, were all true. She turned to Sandy.

“So what were you thinking of doing with these guys, Sandy?” Samantha said with a grin on her face.

“Well, Pete, the one who approached me last week at the library is kind of cute. I don’t know why, but I really want to help him out.”

“You mean, help him get laid. So why don’t you just take him to your room and fuck his brains out. Give him a medal, add a notch to your belt, and be done with it. Or you could ‘keep him’ as a pet!” Samantha said. “You know Sandy, we do keep pets.”

“I’m not looking to hurt him, or his friend; but I think they’re kind of cute in a way. You know what? I think we can talk them into becoming . . . feminized!” Sandy said.

Samantha was always up for challenges. “Oh, ok. Now this is starting to sound interesting. So how about we make a little wager here. You get these guys to dress - like us, put makeup on them, and turn them into real, cum-slut, cock-sucking sissies. What do you say, Sandy?”

“What’s the prize if I make it happen? You know I’ll need your help,” Sandy said, looking at her friends in the room. The other three girls all nodded their assent.

“If you make it happen,” Samantha said, thinking about it for a while. “If you make it happen, you get to be rush chair in the fall, and . . . your choice of rooms. How does that sound? I mean, we are the most popular sorority on campus and get the most action out of all the other houses. The position comes with many ‘perks’ as you know.”

“Deal!” Sandy said; all smiles.

“There is just one catch,” Samantha said, a devious grin on her face. “You have to make this happen tonight! Now according to my iPhone, the time is exactly eight-thirty-three. So what do you say now - tick, tock, tick tock?”

“All right, all right; I’ll make it happen,” Sandy said. “And I’ll make it happen without using drugs or alcohol!”

Samantha shrugged. “Fine, I never said anything about using drugs or alcohol. You wouldn’t wanna ruin our reputation here on campus, now would you?” Samantha said with a guilty smile.

“Of course not Samantha,” Sandy said. “Okay, I’m gonna go downstairs, chat with them a bit and bring them upstairs.” Samantha had a feeling that Sandy would be rush chair in the fall. She was one of the more “creative” girls in the goth sorority, and had a lot of respect for her abilities.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three - Down the Rabbit Hole


Sandy came downstairs to find Pete and Charlie at the bar where she left them. God, these guys are the epitome of socially awkward. I’ll bet they never left the bar. She made a “camera frame” with her fingers and the two of them were in the middle. Sandy pictured in her mind how they would look like as girls. I bet I could pull this off - maybe, she thought.

“So what’s up guys? This is a nice group here, right?”

Pete was working on his second Michelob. There was electronic music going, and some girls were dancing as couples, some of them really close, and Pete was getting very turned on watching them. The men were far outnumbered by the women, and they were dressed dark, goth style too, with tattoos and piercings. There was also lots of action on the couches which caught his attention too. Charlie just had a sour look on his face. If Sandy didn’t know any better, she say he looked like he wanted to leave.

“Yeah Sandy, it’s . . . interesting.”

“What do you find interesting about it?” she asked.

“I thought there would be more guys here, that’s all.”

Sandy laughed. “Pete honey, I think there are more “guys” here than you think.” What Pete and Charlie didn’t know was that this sorority had a reputation for attracting transgender women and plain transvestites to their parties. Some were open about it, and some weren’t. They also didn’t know the campus joke about this sorority being called “Chicks with Dicks.”

Sandy added to the haze in the room by pulling out one of her long, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes and lighting up. Now Pete was really hard. It didn’t escape Sandy’s notice either.

“Wanna dance?” Sandy asked. Pete almost died right there. His cock was about to burst.

“Yes, I would,” he said, “but do you think you could find a friend for Charlie to dance with? He looks bummed out;” Pete said, leaning close to her ear.

“Oh, uh, sure honey. Let me go grab one of my friends,” she said. Sandy walked over to one of the other couches where her two friends Lilith, an exchange student from New Zealand was with Debbie.

Lilith was a delicious, dark brunette, with black eyeliner, eye shadow, and irresistible long, black eyelashes. She is a beautiful woman with an infectious giggle, or “gigglzzz” and has a nice “naughty streak” who enjoys practical jokes.

Tonight her long black hair is parted to the side like Sandy’s, with purple highlights. She’s got on fishnet garters, a long sleeve white silk blouse, long, black evening gloves, and a nice short and tight black silk slitted miniskirt up the side that got Pete’s juices flowing, when he saw her when he first came in with Charlie.

“Hi guys, sorry to break this up,” (Debbie had her hands up Lilith’s skirt, and they were locked in a deep kiss), but I need to borrow you Lilith. It’s really important.”

Lilith broke off from Debbie whose hand was still massaging Lilith’s pussy underneath her skirt. She looked up at Sandy, breathing heavy and pissed off.

“You know something Sandy,” she said angrily, “you’re a real cunt blocker! This better be a case of life and death!”

“I happen to think you’ll enjoy this. You too Debs.” With that, Debbie removed her hand from under Lilith’s skirt, albeit a bit reluctantly, and then said to Sandy, “Okay, who do you want us to kill, after we kill you!” Debbie could be a bit of a drama queen.

“Whoa, wait a second Lizzie Borden,” Sandy said. “Okay guys, listen up. See those two guys standing at the bar with the bottles of beer in front of them?”

“See them?” Debbie said. “They’re the only two nerds in this place tonight; well, you know what I mean.” Sandy held her hand up. “Yeah, yeah, I know what you mean. Listen up. Samantha and I have a little bet going. If I win, I’m rush queen next year, and if I win, you two can room with me - I get my pick!”

Lilith let out a sigh. “Okay Sandy, spill.”

“See the tall, skinny one with the curly black hair? That’s Pete. Now get this,” Sandy was grinning. “He came over to me when I was outside the library on Tuesday, and he asked me ‘how to get with and talk to girls!”

“Ewwww, you have got to be kidding, right Sandy?” Debbie said.

“No, I’m not kidding. Actually, I thought it was kind of sweet. I kind of admire the guy. It took balls for him to do that and admit he was a virgin.”

Lilith almost spit out the drink she was holding. “Virgins??? You mean the other dude too?”

“Yes,” Sandy said. “And my bet is that, well, I have to get them to dress up like girls and get them laid - TONIGHT!”

This really got Debbie’s attention too. Debbie was a striking girl; wild, black hair that’s really long, orange/rust colored highlights, blue eyes, black eyeliner, and a figure to die for. She wore a laced, leather corset, the sorority “uniform,” and a tight, black leather midi-skirt. Her tits were gynormous, and just looking at her cleavage even made Sandy moist. Like most of the girls, Sandy was bisexual.

Taking a deep breath, Debbie said, “Okay, we’ll help, it sounds like fun - impossible, but fun!” I’ll take the blonde with the long hair,” meaning Charlie.

“Wait, no one’s ‘taking’ anyone,” Lilith said. “We all get to share, remember. This is going to involve getting them laid first, and then doing some psych job to make them believe that they can be popular and, now get this: Make them believe that they can learn how to talk to women and find out what girls are like by making them dress like us.”

Sandy said, “Lilith, that sounds completely insane, crazy, and . . . it just might work. And, we don’t have much time - just till the end of tonight. So let’s go over there and start!”

“You’ll go down in sorority history if you can pull this off, Sandy. Feminizing two straight dudes to teach them how to pick up girls And virgins, to boot!” Debbie said, shaking her head, and now clearly intrigued and challenged by this “mission.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four - New Tricks


Sandy came over to the bar where Charlie and Pete were sitting. Pete was staring at her and the two girls with her, his cock on red alert. “Pete, Charlie, I’d like you  meet my two best friends, Lilith, and Debbie. Both of them are dangerous and psychotic man-killers!” she said, laughing.

Pete gave Charlie the elbow. He was staring off into space. Alcohol did that to him sometimes. “Hey Charlie, wake up man - we have ‘guests.’”

“Oh, sure,” Charlie said and turned around to look at three, heavily made up beautiful girls he thought for sure were out of his league. “Hi, nice to meet you,” he said.

“Why don’t we all go out to the dance floor and move around,” Sandy said, her voice loud to go over the music. She nodded to Debbie and Lilith. “This one is mine,” she said to her friends, motioning to Pete. “Finders keepers.”

Lilith and Debbie grabbed Charlie and pulled him out onto the dance floor. Sandy put her arm around Pete’s waist - his first time any girl ever did that to him. But she did more than that.

When they reached the dance floor, Sandy spun Pete around and kissed him right on the lips, flipping his world upside down. The smell of her perfume, her strawberry shampoo, and the smell of tobacco smoke on her breath was too much for him to handle.

She pressed right up against him and could feel his boner underneath his pants, and she went straight for it; rubbing it through his pants. Pete was rocked into another dimension. Then Sandy started licking his ear with her pierced tongue; the little metal ball, rubbing and tickling his skin. It sent chills running through him.

He sort of yelled into her ear; he had to because the damn music was so loud, and the strobe lights made the whole scene surreal. “What are we going to do?” he asked Sandy.

“Honey,” she said. “I’m going to rock your world tonight.”

They resumed kissing, and Pete let his hands wander around Sandy’s waist, and under the back of her skirt. Now they stopped moving, and stood there, Sandy placing her hands under the front of Pete’s jeans, and going right for his six-inch, “average” size cock.

He could feel a bit of pre cum leaking out onto Sandy’s hand and thought she would be disgusted and pull away, but jut the opposite: She grabbed it inside her fist and started stroking it; her long nails digging into his skin. Out of the corner of her eye, Sandy saw one of the couches at the other end of the room, shrouded in darkness, set away from the strobe lights was unoccupied.

“C’mon Pete, let’s go sit over there,” she said, motioning to the couch. With her hand gripping him by the front of his belt, she pulled him over to it. Once on the couch, Sandy wasted no time, and unzipped Pete’s pants and pulled them down just below his knees, along with his boxers.

Before Pete could react, Sandy’s mouth was on top of his cock, the slippery wetness of her mouth and the skillful use of her tongue put to use. She pulled his shirt up, exposing his bare chest. The feel of her silky hair on his skin was too much. Sandy took her mouth off Pete’s cock for a second, and she looked up at him. “How do you like this Pete?”

“Shit Sandy, you have to fucking ask? I can’t believe this is happening to me!”

“That’s your reward for showing initiative,” Sandy said approvingly, and went right back to sucking on him. Her lips closed tighter on him and went up and down fast; Pete moving his hips to meet her head.

“Uh . . . I think I’m gonna cum,” Pete said, lost in a trance. In less than a second, he erupted inside Sandy’s mouth, and felt his own warm jizz surrounding his cock; Sandy not losing a drop, and very much into it, making “umm, umm,” smacking sounds.

She wanted Pete to experience it all, so she took her mouth off of his cock, and now kissed him; he got to taste his own jizz from Sandy’s mouth. Normally Pete would have never done anything like that, but he was so turned on from this girl and he trusted her like he never did before, so he went along with everything.

Sandy broke off, Pete’s heartbeat returning to normal, levels, and she took out one of her cigarettes and lit up, exhaling right into Pete’s face.

“Now let me ask you Pete; do you still wanna know what women really want and how to please us?”

“Yeah, of course I do,” he said, looking at Sandy with those cute brown puppy dog eyes that Sandy was starting to like about him. He’s not so bad - really, she thought.

“Okay, I want you to lick my pussy!” Pete looked at her confused. “Really Pete, what goes for me, goes for you. What do you say? I think you’ll enjoy it.”

In a second, in the “privacy” of the darkened couch area, Sandy shimmied out of her skirt and pulled her satin panties just a bit past mid-thigh level. She hugged Pete close and whispered into his ear. What Pete heard was the sweetest music of his life.

“Listen Pete,” Sandy said, holding Pete’s bare shoulders, the front of her blouse and leather jacket open; I really like you. I mean I really fucking dig you, and you belong to me - got it?”

“Yes, of course.” Pete wasn’t doing the talking. He was possessed by complete lust, an entirely new feeling. With that, Sandy pushed Pete’s head into her bare lap, and he could feel her wetness, her pussy sopping wet. His tongue went to work right away, licking and kissing.

“That’s my clit,” Sandy said. “The little knob with the metal stud. I want you to move your tongue around ‘the little girl in the boat,’” which is how she referred to her clit.

Sandy saw that Pete knew what he was doing. It didn’t take long for Sandy to become completely drenched, and she threw her head back and squirted right into Peter’s mouth. He placed his tongue over the welcome door of her pussy and rubbed her clit with his nose while probing with his tongue, covered in Sandy’s juice.

“That’s it, that’s it, keep going boy,” Sandy said in a faraway voice.” I refuse to believe this is his first time. Could I have been played by this guy? Sandy thought. Whatever, she didn’t care at this point. She was in the hands of a maestro, and she wasn’t planning on ever letting go.

Her back stiffened, shuddered, and she squirted again. Absolutely incredible, she thought.

❤️❤️❤️

Now Pete and Sandy were hugging and kissing; both of them having had the most incredible orgasms of their lives. Sandy said to Pete: “Dude, I want you to be straight with me. Were you being full of shit when you said you were a virgin?”

“Yes, yes, I was. I mean, I am. You’re my first.”

“Uh huh, it’s just that you, you really knew how to please me. Don’t take it wrong; I’m really glad, just surprised is all.”

“Good, I’m glad Sandy. I really like you.”

“Well, I’m really fucking horny, so let’s go upstairs to my room and we can finish what we started.”

Both of them looked around the room for Charlie. He was on a couch across the way with both Lilith and Debbie, but it didn’t seem like they were even past the kissing stage. All three of them had their clothes on. Sandy didn’t care, she wanted Pete.

Once in her bedroom, Sandy wasted no time and slipped out of all her clothing and Pete did the same.

They were sitting on the bed and Sandy lit a cigarette. “I know that you love it when I smoke. I see you’re getting hard again and all I did was light up; I didn’t even touch you. You have a smoking fetish right?”

“Humm, I uh, I suppose I do.”

“Well, it turns me on too when a guy smokes with me, so here,” and she handed a fresh cigarette to Pete. He took it and she lit him up. He smoked like a pro, but very effeminately.

“I never would have taken you for a smoker, Pete.”

“I like to fantasize about women smokers; especially beautiful ones like you.”

Sandy leaned over and kissed Pete. She grabbed his cock again, stroking it. “Oooh, someone’s hard again, and I’m so WET! What’s a poor girl like me going to do?” Sandy said.

“You’re going to lie down on this fucking bed and I’m going to fuck the living shit out of you like you’ve never been done before.”

“Whoa, look at Mr. ‘Virgin Innocent’ here.”

“What can I say Sandy; you’ve created a monster.”

“Yes, but a monster I want to be fucked badly by.” In a blur of movement, a whirlwind, Sandy got on all fours and showed her butt to Pete. Still keeping the bet she made with Samantha in mind, she asked Pete: “I want you to fuck me in my ass. I think you’ll really love it - it’s a lot tighter and more pleasant than my pussy. Watch and learn - ass is always better,” she said smiling.

With that, she reached over into her nightstand and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and smeared it over Pete’s cock and her ass. “C’mon baby, show mew what you got!” Sandy said, all electrified.

Pete hesitated. From everything he’d heard about and read, you were supposed to have sex “the normal way,” but this . . . this was something entirely different. However, his “little brain” between his legs was beckoning to that puckered cherry hole in front of him, overruling the “Big brain” on top of his shoulders.

He stopped thinking and acted. The tip of his now throbbing cock gently pressed up against Sandy’s cherry. She settled the matter once and for all by backing up against him, and thrusting. The “helmet” of his soldier was now inside her. It felt good. No, he thought; it felt damn good. He met her thrust with one of his own and was surprised with the ease with which he went inside of her to the forbidden zone of pleasure. A place rarely spoken of.

He increased his speed, greedy, hungry for the building climax; the smells, the silky feel of her overwhelming him. Suddenly, his cock was surrounded by a fluid warmth - his own jizz, once again. But he didn’t stop as he exploded; he kept going, and Sandy was panting with pleasure.

He noticed that as they were going, her middle finger of her right hand was stroking her pussy up and down, and then she buried it, deep inside her. Both spent; they collapsed on the bed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five - Jumping Point


Charlie was busy with Lilith and Debbie. To them it felt more like a sacrifice, a job, more than Sandy’s explosive pleasure with Pete. Lilith gave Charlie what was to all her recollections of past experience an excellent blow job; and after he placed his mouth on Debbie’s pussy and got her off, Debbie was still wanting. Charlie, it seemed didn’t want to go any further; his first time and what should be the excitement of having two beautiful women to break his virginity notwithstanding; the experience for him and them, was mediocre at best.

Both girls were polite, and after they got dressed and left the couch, Charlie went back to the bar and had another beer.

“You know what I think Debbie?” Lilith said.

“Yeah, go ahead Lilith; say it.”

“I think that Pete’s buddy here is gay!”

Not sounding surprised, Debbie said, “Yes, I definitely got that impression.” She laughed. “We both showered today, right?”

Lilith laughed, “Well, I certainly did, and I know you did; you know why? Because we both showered together!” Now both of them were laughing.

“I wonder if Pete knows the truth about his friend?” Debbie said.

“Not sure if he does, but I know Sandy was really into him, and they’ve been upstairs for a long time.”

“We need to talk to Samantha,” Debbie said.

“Yeah, let’s do that, shall we?

“After you.”

❤️❤️❤️

Samantha was smoking and sitting on a couch in the corner with her arm around the shoulder of her girlfriend and roommate, Karen, when Debbie and Lilith approached her.

“So what’s up guys? Samantha asked. “How did it go with the blonde stud, Charlie?”

Lilith answered. “From our end, it was okay; we’ve had much better, but I think Charlie’s friend Pete is still having a wonderful time upstairs with Sandy.”

“Oh really, and why is that?” Samantha asked, her interest peaked.

“Because” Lilith said, “we both think that Charlie over there,” pointing to the bar, “is gay.”

“What makes you say that?” Samantha said.

“He just wasn’t into it - I mean, Christ, he had both of us, and at the same time! I’ve seen first time jitters in a guy, but Charlie, well Charlie seemed to have his mind elsewhere.”

“Humm, interesting,” Samantha said. “Well, I guess then that that there’s still a chance that Sandy may win the bet; at least half of it. But she’s a good kid. I think that if she can convince Pete to dress up, AND seduce Charlie over there, I’ll grant her full credit.”

“Very generous of you boss,” Lilith said.

“Speaking of Sandy and Pete, “ Samantha said, “are they still upstairs?”

“Yes they are,” Lilith said.

“Okay, let’s see what plays out.”

❤️❤️❤️

Pete and Sandy were both lying next to each other, both smoking, and very contented. It was then that Sandy made an interesting observation.

“Say Pete,” Sandy said; “I like the way you took to everything with such gusto.” She leaned over him and kissed him gently on the lips. “I think you have potential. I would definitely love to see you again after tonight. There is just one thing”- Sandy’s mind was working on a way to spin this. She had to make it seem that she wasn’t asking anything out of the ordinary, but playing to Pete’s fetish.

Before Pete could respond Sandy got on one elbow and looked over at Pete. “How would you like the ultimate kick?”

Interested, Pete said, “Oh, and what might that be?”

“You said how much it turns you on to see women smokers, right?”

“Yes, I did.”

“Now please don’t take this the wrong way. I dig you like I said, I really do. Remember Tuesday when you first came up to me at the library and you said you were curious to learn what women want, what women feel?”

“Uh huh.”

“So, now listen to this very carefully. I respect your manhood and all. Now it’s been my experience, and especially since being a member of this sorority, that guys who have smoking fetishes, or women’s clothing fetishes . . . like to dress up as hot looking girls from time to time.”

Pete’s eyes started bugging out and he looked like he was about to interrupt.

Sandy held her hand up to forestall any comments. “I for one, find it very hot to have sex with a guy who likes to dress up from time to time; and both they and the women they’re with find it a huge turn on. I know that if you do that for me at least, you’ll fuck me like a jack rabbit! Now what do you say?”

“Uh, Sandy, I gotta say I don’t know how I feel about that. Isn’t that like crossing a line?”

“Crossing a line? . . . Crossing a line???? In 2023???? You must be shitting me! Of course not. WHO is going to judge you? Certainly not me.”

“But . . .”

“But what about other guys opinions? Listen Pete: Fuck them! Who are they to tell you how to run your life? A wise friend once told me ‘Sandy, do you know what other people think? - They DON’T!’”

“Trust me Pete; I can dress you here. If you don’t like what you see, then get undressed and go downstairs as you are. I mean, I’ll still see you, but I guess I’ll just have to look elsewhere for real satisfaction,” she said smirking; like she knew a big secret.

This resonated with Pete. He didn’t want to lose the dynamite that he had with Sandy, and maybe she had a point. He watched different videos, on YOUTUBE and also HAMSTER, where guys cross dressed and found it very satisfying. A dirty little secret for some of them that gave them and their partners, be they male or female much pleasure.

He took a drag of his cigarette and got a huge boner, and started to move his shoulders a bit and got up to look at himself in the mirror. He smiled.

“Hey Sandy?”

“Yes love.”

“Do you really think I can pass for a girl?”

“Hallelujah! Yes, I certainly think that you can Pete. Have I ever steered you wrong yet? You’ll love it. Put it this way, I’ll love it!”

“Okay, let’s give it a try.”

Moving closer to Pete and standing behind him in the mirror, she said, “Attaboy! Lemme get some stuff together and we’ll experiment a bit.”

Out of Pete’s sight, Sandy texted Samantha who was sitting downstairs with Karen, Debbie, and Lilith. “IT’S ON (-;” read the text.

“Hey guys!” Samantha said excitedly. “Sandy pulled it off - with Pete! I knew that she could do it!” The other girls were high fiving each other and looking at Charlie over at the bar; probably wishing he could leave.

Upstairs, Sandy lay an assortment of clothing and underwear on the bed. Nothing too crazy, but definitely hot. She saw that Pete’s attention was drawn to satin panties. Sandy held them up. “You like these sweetie?”

“Yes I do,” Pete said, taking them from Sandy and giving them a sniff. “They feel really nice too.”

“Good, I’ll bet when you put them on, they’ll feel even better. Pete slipped them on and loved the delicious and wicked feel of them going up his bare thighs and onto his cock. They felt so natural. The same was true with the sheer, black nylon hose with the straps. Sandy had a black-laced garter belt she gave to Pete to slip into.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six - Chick With A Dick


Pete looked at himself in the mirror for the first time after Sandy was finished with him. He was twirling the purple highlighted long, spiked wig between his fingers, and holding a cigarette with the other hand. His cock was so hard he could crack a steel ball bearing with it. He looked glorious. The dark, goth makeup was done to perfection by Sandy. Pete didn’t recognize himself. Sandy borrowed a pair of shiny, black pumps from another sister, Jade, who had big feet. Pete was a man’s size nine. Sandy was glowing with excitement. She had pulled it off successfully.

She was smiling from ear to ear when she and her new creation came down the stairs. She stopped Pete. “Pete,” she said. “We have to come up with a name for the new you. What would you like to be called?”

Pete thought for a bit, and said, “Tricia, yes, I like Tricia. What do you think Sandy?”

“Tricia,” “It’s got a nice ring to it. Short for ‘Patricia,’ from ‘Pete,’ right?”

“Yeah, we’ll go with that.”

“Wait till Charlie sees you!” That is what Pete was counting on. Funny, he wanted his friend when he was dressed as a girl. Maybe that’s what Sandy meant when she said that when a guy dresses as a girl and is really into it, his tastes change.

Also new to Pete was the way his ass was tingling now too, as if he wanted “something” there to fill the void.

“Everybody listen up!” Sandy called out proudly. This type of thing was nothing new in this sorority. This is what they were known for on campus. Several of the “femboys” in the crowd started clapping and whistling. “Tricia” blushed.

“This is our newest sorority sister; the new vice rush chairwoman for next year, “Tricia.” Pete absorbed that. So now he was also a member of the goth sorority, and the vice chair of the rush committee! Wow, he never felt as popular or as accepted as  he was now.

Samantha was the first to come over and congratulate Sandy for winning the bet and also to congratulate the newest inductee into the sorority, Tricia. Perhaps happiest of all was Charlie, who had to take a double look to see if that was really Pete, the same friend he walked in with about five hours ago. Charlie felt a stirring in his pants - turned on for the first time tonight by his friend, newly cross dressed and apparently eating it all up.

Charlie came over to his friend, his “new friend,” Tricia. “Pete, uh Tricia, I don’t know what to say, except that you look gorgeous, no, stunning!”

“Sure Charlie, I think you wanted this all along, now didn’t you?”

“Listen, you hot bitch!” Charlie evidently was pounding down the beers a bit. “Is there somewhere here where we can go to be alone?”

Tricia looked over to Sandy for approval, and she was smiling broadly; actually beaming at her and nodded her head, pointing with it, and looking upstairs.

“Sure,” Tricia said, and took Charlie upstairs to Sandy’s room.

“This is something I’ve wanted to do for the longest time Tricia!”

Going along happily, Tricia jumped on the bed on all fours with her ass pointed backwards towards Charlie. Remembering what Sandy had done, Tricia took out the KY Jelly from Sandy’s drawer and smeared it over her ass and Charlie’s cock which was now throbbing. He made grunting noises of pure delight.

“Prepare for the pounding of your life bitch!” Charlie growled. Where did this come from? Tricia wondered. One thing was for sure, though: She loved it and was dying to be manhandled by her friend.

Charlie lined up right over Tricia’s tight ass, which had never taken a cock before. It now became evident that Charlie knew what he was doing, and he was quite experienced. It just dawned on Pete, that when he said he was a “virgin,” he meant with women.

Charlie pierced Tricia with his six-inch cock. Although average size by most standards it was gigantic for Tricia who was not used to this at all! It stung at first when the head of Charlie’s cock went in, and Tricia was overcome with a sense of “fullness,” but Charlie knew his way around, and went in and out at first slowly, grunting with delight.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this BITCH!” He yelled. “God it feels so good; you’re so tight. Soon you’ll be taking bigger cocks I’m sure. I’m gonna jizz all over your pretty makeup sometime too.”

Strangely, the mixture of pain and pleasure felt good, exquisite in fact, and now Tricia grabbed onto her cock and started jerking it, slick with the KY Jelly. In and out Charlie went, bumping his groin against Tricia’s ass. Tricia got into the rhythm and met Charlie thrust for thrust. It was hard, animal-like.

There was no let-up, until finally Charlie grunted and came with a thick, gooey whiteness all up inside his friend’s ass, his cock surrounded by the warmth of his own jizz. He kept pumping and then Tricia cried out - coming with a force of her own hot sticky mess onto Sandy’s bed sheets, cock held firmly in her fist.

Now Charlie pulled out, satisfied at last; thick, white streams of Charlie’s cum running down Tricia’s ass. Charlie was laughing and then Tricia felt one, and then another hard smack on her ass.

She jumped, a look of shock on her face.“Charlie, what the fuck is that for?”

Still laughing, Charlie said, “You make sure and thank my cousin Sandy for handing me your ass, ok Tricia? I’m sure we’ll be seeing lots of each other.”

Tricia was speechless! [image: Funny face outline outline]

❤️❤️❤️


BOOK Three - ONE TRAPPED SISSY

From Cross dressing Voyeur to Feminized Transgender Slut

___________________________________

_______________

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter One - Decompression Time


After I did my two combat tours in Afghanistan with the 10th Mountain Division, I got an honorable discharge from the army. At twenty-one years old, I went back to live with my parents right after I got out. For the next year, I did nothing but “decompress,” and attend veteran’s meetings, where we all shot the shit and talked about all the changes we went through “over there.” I was lucky physically; not a scratch, but “upstairs” I dealt with a fair amount of PTS, and trouble sleeping.

I enrolled in some business classes at the local community college, paid for by Uncle Sam. I wanted to own a business of some kind. I was thinking maybe upscale home renovations or architecture. I could draw almost flawlessly.

I had sketchpads full of houses that I designed for kicks, and I was also a terrific sketch artist - of ordinary people. I did a lot of drawing during the time I was away, when we weren’t on patrol or getting shot at, and maybe someday I’ll even have them published; they’re really good.

I also developed an interest in astronomy. When it was a clear night, the Afghan sky was beautiful and loaded with stars. So two months ago I bought a nice telescope, and did lots of stargazing.

I missed female companionship, but all the guys at the vets group said to “give it time.” Speaking of women, we had new neighbors move into the house next door. The elderly couple that lived there previously moved to Scottsdale, or wherever. Now the new neighbors were something else. They were a childless couple and in their late thirties. The husband was an average Joe; shirt, tie, briefcase, glasses, who left the house each morning like clockwork - at seven-thirty. The wife, oh the wife was a killer.

She had long legs - really long, auburn hair that went below shoulder length and always wore blouses that showed her “mountainous” cleavage; four-inch-high heels, a short black skirt usually, that molded her really compact derriere. She left the house like clockwork every morning at eight-forty-five.

I didn’t go out much at night. Usually I had too much schoolwork to do, and the kids in my class, were, well, kids; eighteen- and nineteen-year-old. Not very mature, either. So my whole fantasy sex life revolved around my next-door neighbor.

Her job kept her out late, and she usually came home after her husband at nine o’clock each evening. They had a double bedroom window that faced our house, and after the first time I saw her undressing in front of her window, I just had to have my telescope set up. Our windows were on the same level. I know what you’re thinking, but I saw this as a harmless fantasy; a little “recon” if you will.

The first week they moved in my mom went over to say hello, and brought her a marble cake that she baked for them. She told me that they were Barbara and James Whitaker. He was a car salesman for FORD, and she was a receptionist/paralegal for a big law firm in the city; and I was right - they had no kids.

One night I was looking at her window through my telescope on high magnification, and the foot of their bed was closest to the window, set back a way so I could see the whole length of the bed.

She usually stood between the foot of the bed and the window. That night, she was standing sideways like she always did, and she slipped out of her tight little skirt, and took off her top and her bra.

The real treat was watching her stand completely nude except for a pair of satin pink panties. I got a terrific view of her pert, erect nipples, with her long, luxurious hair falling into her cleavage.

My cock became erect immediately, and I wished that I could be in that room with her, helping her to remove those panties and expose the delicious pussy underneath.

Then, she did something new and exciting. She started playing with her tits, licking her fingers, and touching them, moving them around and around the base, and throwing her head back.

Of course, my room was blacked out, and I didn’t have to worry about being detected. I had a ringside seat!

When she stood up, she was exposed right down to mid-thigh. I told you she had really long legs. I was treated to a full-frontal view.

My cock was now throbbing, and as hard as a rock, precum leaking out into my sweat pants as I watched her slip outside those panties, and she kicked them off to the side.

Then, oh my God, I was going to die right there - she took her right middle finger and licked it, then rubbed it around her pussy. She was finger fucking in the middle of the window!

There were blinds, but they were never closed. Even when they left the house for work, they were always open. Through my lens, I could see that her mound and the sides of her legs had a liquid shine to them. It was more than saliva; she was getting as wet as a fucking sponge!

My boner was aching to crash out of my pants and fly over to her window and knock on it by itself! She was wearing a silk robe that was open, and she spread her legs apart and moved over to her bed.

Now came the best part. She lie down on her bed, legs apart, her pussy glistening and red. Thank God she kept her window clean! She was playing more furiously with her pussy, rubbing quickly up and down, in a steady rhythm.

Her knees were bent, and her legs were spread apart. My telescope was so powerful that I was able to see the skin lines on her “fucking finger.”

In a few minutes, she was contorting as she arched her back and threw her head back. Her finger was working furiously. She was coming - and hard, her mouth wide open.

By this time, I had my hands down the front of my sweat pants, and my monster eight-inch cock was close to coming as I spit on my hand like she did, and started to jerk myself off.

Before I could do anything about it, I came all over my bedroom window, shooting right from where I was standing, three feet away. It was maybe three years’ worth of jizz!

My eye was still transfixed on the sight across the way at my neighbor’s window. I was stunned; it was all I could think about. Then, after a while, I saw her get up and shut the bedroom lights off, and the show for that evening was over.

Funny thing though: In the subsequent nights that I watched her in action, I never saw signs of her husband joining her. Remember I still had trouble sleeping, and I would have seen the reflection of her bedroom lights coming on if her husband were to join her. They never did.

I started to draw her in my sketch pad; obsessively, in and out of school. I drew my sketches inside of a large circle which stood for my telescope lens. I got every detail in, every bead of sweat on her pussy, her mouth open wide, and face contorted in pleasure, even the lines of skin on her hands.

My drawings were like photos - very close up photos, like in some museum of erotic art.

The next day while I was in class, I could hardly concentrate, thinking about what “heavenly bodies” I would see tonight through my telescope lens.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two - Just Some Recon


The next morning I had a later class. I left the house about eight-forty, and as I was getting into my car, parked between our two houses by the curb, I looked at the space between our home and the Whitakers. I saw Mrs. Whitaker dressed like a sex goddess, as usual; but she was staring up at my bedroom window from her side of the house. What was she looking at?

Holy shit! I forgot to clean the jizz off my bedroom window! It was a translucent, white blob sitting dead center in the glass. Her head turned to me getting into my car. She waved at me with a grin stretching all across her face.

Turning beet red, I waved back and as I started my engine, she signaled for me to stop. She was walking over to my car! I was sure I was busted; my little nocturnal adventure exposed.

She walked around to the driver side window; cat-like, not fast, but very purposefully, her legs swishing with every step, making her short skirt go up and down. I rolled my window down. Good thing I was in my car because my boner was gigantic.

“David, isn’t it?”

“Yes, and your name is Barbara, right?”

She shook her head yes. “You know when we moved in last month I met your parents. Very nice people. I understand that you’re just back from the army in Afghanistan.”

“Well, not really. I’ve been home for a year, kind of “adjusting,” and now I go to West Kellen Community College.”

“Oh, of course. It must have been terrible over there.”

“Yeah, I prefer not to dwell on it. I’ve seen things that are . . . are . . . difficult, you know?”

“No I don’t,” she said sympathetically, “but I can just imagine. My dad was in Vietnam with the Marines.”

“Oh, so you have some idea then.”

“Yes. Oh! My husband and I are planning on throwing a party in a few weeks; just some friends, but there will be some single girls there. How would you like to stop by once we have the date fixed?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Yes, yes, of course. That’s very nice of you, I’d love to come over.”

“Great. Well I’ll ring your bell or see you in the morning like now and tell you when. It should be in about three weeks; just before Thanksgiving.”

“Yeah, sounds great Barbara, thanks.”

“Oh, don’t mention it, we’re looking forward to it!” Then the oddest thing happened. Barbara turned around quickly after she had just gone a few steps. “David,” she said, rather shyly, “why don’t you just give me your cell phone number and your e-mail address. It’ll make things a lot easier.”

So it looked like my social life was going to change for the better, and sooner than I expected it to. Of course I wasn’t thinking about any single women - just fucking her and what that would be like. Yet, there was something a bit odd for her to ask me for my cell number at our first meeting; neighbors or not.

❤️❤️❤️

My obsession with Barbara just got worse. I Googled her name and got the name and address of the law firm where she was a paralegal. On Tuesday morning, I didn’t have any classes until an architectural drawing lab at four o’clock, so I had all morning to devote to my “research” on Barbara Whitaker.

At about eleven o’clock I left home and drove to where her firm was in the city. It was like a forty-minute drive from home. I circled the block a few times to get the lay of the place.

There was an open area in a courtyard shared by other buildings nearby. People gathered there on nice days to have their lunches outside, to smoke and to chat.

I went back out there several times at the same hour, and got to know the faces of all the people that went out there about lunch time, but no sign of Barbara.

I went back out for several days, even skipping some classes to go. Was this healthy behavior? Probably not. Did I care? No! I was compelled to do it. My cock was doing my thinking for me.

After a few more trips I hit paydirt. The first thing that hit me were those tall legs and short skirt. I was far enough away not to be seen. I’ve had some experience in surveillance I learned in the army.

She took a seat on the benches that surrounded the water fountain in the middle of the courtyard. She wore a bright yellow business suit with a white blouse that was open just enough to get a nice view of her cleavage.

I had one of those powerful monoculars with the ads that pop up on the Internet all the time. The view and resolution were astounding. I was able to attach my cell phone camera to the eyepiece and look at my screen so as not to attract attention from passersby. All they would see would be some guy looking down at his cell phone - big deal.

I closed in on her breasts and holy shit! I saw her nipples peeking out underneath her blouse. It was a mild day, and she took off her jacket and had it folded on the bench. Her legs were crossed ,and I was just able to see a hint of the pink panties she wore on the first night I looked across at her bedroom window.

She took out a cigarette from her bag. It was one of those long, all-white 120mm cigarettes, and lit up. The sight of her, a gorgeous woman in a business suit with long, flowing auburn hair sitting there and effeminately smoking and talking with other women was a huge turn on for me. I would give just about anything to be one of those women sitting next to her and smoking. My cock was as stiff as a flagpole at my old base camp in Afghanistan.

It was then that a crazy thought entered my brain and wouldn’t leave it. What if I could somehow approach her and not be recognized, and even sit close to her and just watch her; maybe even light up too (I was a casual smoker) But how exactly would I accomplish that?

Meantime, I had to jerk off to what I was seeing. It was an absolute need! I had a box of tissues in the car, and if I could just manage rubbing my cock while looking straight ahead and not be seen by anyone, it would be amazing.

I would have to keep my right arm still, and do the deed while moving just my wrist. My hands were rough, but the tissues were cool and silky, and I could manage. It wouldn’t take long.

So that’s what I did. I was looking at my iPhone screen, and I pulled my cock out from my opened fly. A quick glance around told me that I would be safe from view. The last thing I needed was to be arrested for indecent exposure and be labeled as a sex offender.

I was getting a good rhythm going, and just as she took an eye-squinting, cheek-hollowing drag, I blew my load and almost drowned in my own car! Fuck! That was good. So without looking down I cleaned up, and tucked my junk back where it belonged, and I drove back to school.

This whole business became almost a daily thing as I schemed and plotted.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three - Bird’s Eye View


So my midday excursions went on at least three days a week. Of course, on rainy days I had to leave it alone. Fortunately, we didn’t have a lot of those.

I convinced myself that it might be fun to dress as a woman just to be around other women and be accepted as one of them. Yes, even the thought of that made me hard as a rock.

One night I set up my telescope as usual, planning my nightly astronomical “stargazing” adventure. Lately, Mrs. Whitaker’s bedroom light would come on at nine-thirty. My boner would usually start at around seven-thirty - like clockwork.

So the lights went on, and Barbara didn’t disappoint tonight; she never did. This time she came in wearing a black leather underbust that laced up the front, very short leather skirt, and black leather boots with a wide top that went above her knees. She was dressed like an automatic cum machine; a gorgeous hooker!

What the hell was she doing? It looked like she was talking to someone, but they were out of view. She strutted back and forth across the window as if - no, that would be impossible - as if she knew I was watching her! It couldn’t be.

Suddenly a redhaired woman came into view. What the fuck? She was dressed like a real slut: Long red hair, permed up at the top, tons of slutty eye makeup with green eye shadow, hoop earrings, and a very short skirt, hiked all the way up; The kind a college co-ed would wear.

Instead of boots, this one wore tall high heels that laced around her ankles.

She seemed to be giving orders to the redhead. The redhead walked closer to Barbara, and they started kissing, locked in and embrace, and Barbara reached underneath the redhead’s skirt, rubbing.

Then Barbara lit up a long cigarette and exhaled on the redheads face, and then kissed her again; exhaling into her mouth. The redhead then exhaled the smoke herself.

Barbara lied on top of the bed, and pulled her skirt down over the boots, revealing navy-blue satin panties this time with a bow. She quickly shimmied out of the panties, kicking them off to the side.

I had precum in my shorts already, and I couldn’t resist grabbing my cock with all my fingers. She forced the redhead to watch as she pleasured herself like always.

She stuck her middle finger deep into her pussy, juices leaking into her hand which was three fingers deep into her snatch; but something about this was different from the other times. It was more . . . like for an audience; entertaining me?

She gave the redhead a drag from her cigarette before stubbing it out. Now I realized the redhead was the intended audience.

I was not prepared at all for what I saw next. Barbara stood up, reached into her night table, and pulled out a flesh-colored silicone dildo - an exact replica of a gigantic cock, bulging veins and all. It had to be at least nine inches long and wide around the girth.

Now, she lie lengthwise across the bed, legs spread apart, knees bent, pointing to the ceiling; and she toyed with the large cock, rubbing it over her mons, and then lower to her clit. I could see it was vibrating through my powerful lens.

I had a birds eye view of the whole show as she began plunging that monster cock in and out repeatedly. I could see it was glistening; the beads of her juices clearly visible.

Barbara’s head rocked back, and she looked like she spasmed. She moved that thing in a circle while it was inside her, like a wooden mixing spoon in batter. I could see her juices pooling out. All the time, the redhead was watching.

I couldn’t take it anymore, and I was rubbing my cock hard between my fingers, until I shot out a cannonball of jizz right at the same spot on my window as before.

But the show wasn’t over yet. The redhead dropped her skirt and Barbara tugged at the elastic band on the front of her panties, pulling them down.

To my complete shock, I saw . . . a giant cock spill out of the redhead’s panties, now freed, unfettered. What the fuck is this????

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four - Busted!


The redhead now straddled Barbara, her face towards me; her cock over Barbara’s mouth! Barbara toyed with it at first, kissing it, getting her cherry red lipstick all over the tip.

Her head was bobbing up and down, taking the whole length of what looked like a “regular” sized cock fully in her mouth.

The redhead helped her along by meeting her head thrusts with her pelvis going up and down; her cock filling Barbara’s mouth.

God how I wished that were my cock! Their motion continued in a frenzy, until the redhead threw her head back and she came inside Barbara’s mouth.

Barbara continued her sucking, but slowed down until she was no longer thrusting. Then she pulled out from under the redhead, and I could see the jizz rolling down from the corners of the redhead’s mouth, and on to her chin, glistening.

Now both sat on the bed, facing each other sideways and began kissing; deeply; the redhead licking all of her cum off from Barbara’s face They embraced for a while, the redhead playing with Barbara’s erect nipples.

Both of them took a break, each having a long, all-white cigarette. The sight of both of them sitting there, smoking; with Barbara just wearing the underbust with the top of her tits exposed was making my cock hard again.

The next “act” was surreal. Barbara attached the silicone cock to the front of a belt which she strapped on. The redhead now got on all fours on the bed, her ass up in the air; across the bed. I had a perfect side view of the action.

The thought that this “show” was intended for me, now became a distinct possibility.

Barbara was on her two knees bending over the redhead’s ass. Barbara reached over her night table pulling out what looked like a tube of K-Y Jelly, and rubbed it over the redhead’s asshole and the giant silicone cock.

She went to work right away, slowly inserting the tip of the massive dildo in and out of the redhead’s ass, going faster and faster.

I could tell that the redhead was no stranger to this treatment because of the ease with which she took the cock. In my mind I was there, in that room across the way.

I was jerking my own cock to that rhythm, and I blew another load over the same spot on my window. NOTE TO SELF – CLEAN THE WINDOW!!

I saw the redhead on one arm, her other hand holding onto her cock, and stroking it, just before blowing her load onto the bed sheets.

Now, I had left the door to my room cracked open, because my parents usually went to bed early, and I never closed my door completely. I didn’t like to be in a locked room, enclosed like that; another habit from the army – always vigilant.

❤️❤️❤️

That was my undoing that evening. My mother got up to use the bathroom and she put the hall light on; the light seeping into my room, outlining my silhouette in the window.

I was still peering through my telescope and . . . I saw Barbara standing at her window, looking straight at me in my telescope.

I froze. I was pretty sure this could be construed as “stalking,” and aside from the embarrassment I was scared shitless at this invasion of her privacy, which in my fantasy world I neglected.

She stood there with her hands on her hips and a wide smile on her face. Then she pointed two fingers at her eyes, then back at me. The universal sign for “I see you.”

She kept standing there, smiling, and – she started stroking her pussy right up against her window facing me! She moved her tongue seductively over her lips as she dipped three fingers into her slippery pussy, dragging in a cigarette with the other hand.

She made a hand signal, pointing down to her pussy, and jerking a closed fist up and down – inviting me to jerk off again. The redhead was nowhere in sight.

So, thinking (correctly as it turned out) that I was out of danger, I did just that. I was so fucking horny; I had no trouble coming for a third time.

Right in front of her, I jerked off again on the window. Just after, I received a text message from her.

It said: “I hope you enjoyed the show,” with a smiley face giving a kiss emoji. “See you tomorrow morning out front 8:40.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five - Jimmy Has a Problem


The next morning I was in my car at eight-fifteen. I did not want to miss this meeting with Barbara Whitaker! I still had a boner from last night. By the way, I cleaned my window off!

I saw Barbara leave her house and start walking towards me. I would wait for her to start the conversation.

“So David “ she began. “It seems you enjoy playing with telescopes. See anything interesting lately?”

I turned red and I said, “I’m sorry about that Barbara, really I am. I didn’t mean any harm.”

She put her hand in my shoulder and said to me “It’s okay sweetie, I understand. You’ve been in a war zone a little over a year ago without any female companionship, and opportunities are limited, right? The girls you meet at college are all little girls – immature, and you’re a grown, big man . . .”

Just the way she spoke to me I knew she was coming on to me. I even knew that last night when she put on the show for me in her bedroom window. The next time I wouldn’t be watching from my bedroom window. That much was certain; and my cock was straining to get out of my pants.

When she said “big,” I knew she wasn’t referring to my height.

“So anyway David, the party I talked about a few weeks ago is this Saturday night. I really hope I see you there,” she said, with her hand on my arm.

“Yes Barbara, you can count on it - I’ll be there for sure!”

“In the meantime David, I’ll leave my blinds open in case you’d care to do more “stargazing.”

Even though my little secret was out in the open, I turned bright red.

“One more thing,” she said. My husband James has a little problem I hope you can help him with.”

“What kind of a problem?” I said, really curious; but I had a vague idea.

She laughed a nice throaty “MILF” laugh. “Ummm . . . I really can’t describe it well; you’ll have to see it.”

“Of course,” I said, and with that we said goodbye and we each went our separate ways. I was quite sure that she knew nothing about my little visits to her place of work during the day. That would be a “stalking” charge for sure!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six - It Might be Fun


Saturday finally arrived, and of course I had two days that week where I got some more good views of the goddess at lunchtime; making more additions to my sketch book.

I rang the Whittaker’s bell at nine o’clock, and noticed that cars were parked all up and down the street. Evidently the couple had a lot of friends. Based on their activities I could only imagine what the night would be like.

Barbara greeted me at the door with a big smile on her face, dressed like a well-manicured slut! She had on a very short green long sleeve satin dress with four-inch pumps and a plunging neckline and NO bra on at all.

Her tits looked like they were aching to get through the material. If I didn’t know better I’d say she wasn’t wearing panties either because the dress was so tight I could almost make out the mound of her pubic hair underneath her dress. Her nails were long and painted crimson red to match her lipstick. She wore false, thick eyelashes, and green eyeshadow to match her dress.

I wanted to chew on her right there. I think my “pogo stick” was quite obvious because when she eyed me up and down, her eyes lingered on my crotch just a bit too long.

She introduced me to her husband James who I only saw every morning on the way to work. He was dressed conservative-casual, with a turtle neck sweater and a wool sport coat.

On closer inspection he looked a lot like the “woman” I saw in the bedroom window almost every night.

“David,” she said. “I think you know my husband James?”

“Uh, sorry, I don’t think we’ve met before.”

Barbara gave me a sly smile. “Oh, forgive me; I thought you two were acquainted.”

She introduced me to several people who all seemed normal, and when one of the young ladies that Barbara said would be there started chatting me up, Barbara intervened, and said, “David, Melissa, excuse me – I just want to introduce David to some of the other guests. Plenty of time for chitchat later.”

That was Barbara’s way of saying: “Fuck off, he’s mine!” She turned to me and took me by the elbow like some kind of ravenous beast. “David let’s go upstairs for a bit,” she said, shooting me a grin. All my fantasies were about to come true.

When we got to her bedroom, I was surprised to see women’s clothing laid out on the bed. I wonder if that’s what she meant when she said she wanted my help for a problem her husband was having.

But if that were so, what did she want from me? I didn’t tell Barbara, but I was very turned on by what I saw on the bed.

There was a long black satin skirt with a high slit on the sides, a long white satin blouse, black shiny pumps, deep blue satin panties, pantyhose with straps that hooked to a girdle and a size C bra with cups.

“Do these turn you on David, and I’ll tell you why. See, I only fuck men who are dressed en femme. So, what do you say? Are you in, or out? The choice is yours.” Then came the kicker.

“If you refuse, I could press stalking charges against you, much as it pains me, what with you being a veteran and all, but I usually get what I want – and I want YOU!”

I let this sink in for a minute and thought to myself that this really is a fantasy of mine, and besides, who outside of Barbara would really know? I suppose her guests might wonder where she disappeared to, but that wasn’t my problem.

“Tell you what Barbara; I’ll do it. It might even be fun.”

That said, my fate was sealed. She spun me around and kissed me hard on the lips, not wasting time and sticking her tongue deep into my mouth.

“Wise decision David,” she said. “Now let’s get you dressed, shall we?” It was more rhetorical than an actual question. She gave off a vibe that was hoping I really enjoyed it more than anything. I don’t believe she would have carried out the threat to have me prosecuted.

So I quickly undressed, and started with the panties, which felt terrific going up my legs and then wrapping around my cock. The silkiness of them, plus the hot, smoky kiss made me aroused immediately.

Barbara reached over and rubbed my cock through them, looking me straight in the eye, clearly enjoying what she was doing to me.

I enjoyed the pantyhose and the girdle too. After I slipped on the bra, which pulled tight to give me the illusion of real women’s breasts, I was ready for the makeup.

We went into the bathroom, and I took a seat on the vanity chair facing the mirror. She chose black eyeshadow for me and extra-long, black fake eyelashes which she expertly applied. The lipstick was cherry red. Then she sprayed me with a lot of perfume which I thought was excessive, but she was the boss.

Last to go on was the wig – long, black hair, down past shoulder length, and a pair of satin “bondage gloves” which went up to wrist level. She placed clip-on earrings on me and a velvet choker with a dangling, single pearl. Looking at myself in the mirror, I could see my large, engorged cock tenting through the skirt.

Barbara studied me and said, “hummm . . . I think we’ll need a gaff to hide your boner. But overall you look like a real cock-sucking slut!”

That I never even considered, but she had me going all the way, so – I didn’t have a choice. “Now,” she said, “we need a slutty girl name for you. I know! It’s a bit unusual, but you’re special David. Let’s call you Miss Pussee xxxx! How do you like it?”

“Well, I . . .” Before I could get another word out, I felt a sharp sting on my besatined ass! Barbara hit me with a whip!

You’re MY SLUT now, ‘Miss Puss,’” Barbara barked at me. Then she said, “here – have a cigarette!” She gave me one of her 120mm all-white ones and lit me up quickly.

“Now your slut image is complete.” I was loving every minute of it, and I think she knew.

“I want to see how you look crouching on the floor and taking a drag of your cigarette – I want to see your legs through the slit, and you on the balls of your feet with your shiny pumps. My husband, or any other man I can get for that matter, may want to just rub his cock on your satin dress and blouse, and then cum on your face, making your mascara run! Sound like fun. Puss?”

It really did, and I answered my “maker” truthfully. “Yes it does. Barbara.”

“Good, now I want you to really get into the habit of whorishly smoking.”

Before I knew what was happening, there was a knock on the bedroom door. Barbara knew who it was, and she quickly opened the door – it was her husband, James! He was dressed as a sissy like the other night!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven - Just Call Her Puss


James, meet our new neighbor and plaything, ‘Pussee xxxx,’ but you can just call her “Puss.”

“Nice to meet you Puss,” said the sissy. He was wearing a bright pink, short hair costume wig.

“We will be breaking in Puss tonight, you and me. Then after tonight, she’ll be ready to entertain our guests. She is a total slut – without question!”

“Now Puss, I did promise you something good in exchange, did I not? Or I mean I promised you a good time, and I meant it!”

Barbara shimmied out of her dress, and let it drop to the floor. She stood in front of me and James with nothing on except her panties.

She walked towards me and threw her arms around me and deep kissed me, roping her tongue around mine. I was hard as a rock from the satin panties, and the whole cross dressing thing. I felt her wet pussy against me through the dress.

I played with her tits and covered them with my lipstick, my tongue making circles around her nipples. But Barbara was hungry tonight, pulling my skirt half off my butt, and loosening my pantyhose.

She stuck her hand under my satin panties and played with my cock which now extended to a full eight inches. James, her sissy husband was sitting on a club chair and putting his hands down his cloth miniskirt and stroking his cock; clearly excited by the events taking place in the bedroom.

Barbara lie spread on the bed like I had seen her do so many times before. The difference was that now it was me who was getting the action for real. She turned herself around and wanted me to fuck her “doggie style” like I had seen James do; although now he was no longer known as “The Redhead;” he was the sissy slut husband of Barbara.

Barbara was already sopping wet which made my entry into her very easy and fast. I was thrusting very hard, and she moved her tight ass up to meet every one of mine. She was moaning, Puss, Puss, over and over again.

I felt an odd sensation. I was on my knees fucking Barbara, and her sissy husband James, was right behind me, just rubbing his cock on my black satin skirt! I hoped that the little shit didn’t jizz on my new wardrobe because I liked it! He was making noises, and Barbara heard him.

“Wait your turn, you little shit! Don’t you dare distract Miss Pussee from her work here; you’ll ruin her concentration, and I’ll have to whip you if you do! Sorry Puss, you’ll have to forgive my husband. James is from New Zealand, and they are very horny people. The loveliest in the world, but very naughty!” She said this through staggered, orgasmic breaths.

Immediately, I felt him leave my backside. I had to use all my concentration to keep from coming, and thrusted on Barbara faster and faster. I felt a new wetness envelope my cock; Barbara was squirting like mad and her back stiffened and she threw her neck back.

I couldn’t hold back any longer and I came a whole tsunami’s worth of jizz inside of Barbara. So much so, that I thought it would come up her throat. I was still hard, but Barbara was a bit spent after that. I pulled out of her with a semi-erect cock.

Immediately, she turned and placed her mouth right on top of it, slurping up my white, ropy jizz with her tongue, probably also tasting herself in the process. We stopped a bit and had a cigarette together.

“Puss,” Barbara said. Is this beyond your wildest expectations?”

“Yes, I never would have guessed. I had a feeling that James was your bedroom guest all along, but I didn’t know. I hope it doesn’t change anything.”

“Trust me Puss, you stick with me, and all of your most intimate desires will be fulfilled.”

“Barbara, you mentioned your husband needed ‘help’ with something?”

“As a matter of fact I did.” She signaled over to James, and he got back on the bed. My skirt was still partly off, like a slut who was ravaged in an alleyway.

Barbara now ordered me: “Okay Puss, get on all fours and face front toward the headrails.” I did as she asked and immediately I felt a cold, wet gel go on my butt cheeks and my ass hole. I knew this to be the K-Y Jelly I had seen Barbara use before. Only now, it was being used on me.

She applied it expertly, and I was pretty sure I knew what was coming next, and at first I had my doubts. Then . . . I felt the tip of James’s cock up against my tight cherry ass hole. From what I saw, it wasn’t that big, so I kept an open mind, like the real slut I always dreamed of becoming.

Easily, James penetrated me, and I gasped - a feeling of fullness overcame me, then it settled down as James continued thrusting. I was getting into it now myself, and I met him thrust for thrust. Still, it did sting for a while longer. Then the strangest thing happened: I was getting hard again; aroused one more time so soon after coming inside of Barbara. Dinner, then dessert!

Just by reflex, as my cock got harder and the thrusting became pleasurable, I automatically grabbed my cock in my fist and began stroking it up and down. It was already slick from Barbara’s pussy.

I was very close to coming; when all of a sudden James moaned. It was the first thing I heard him say all night. I felt a warmth spread through my ass, filled up with James’s jizz. I guessed correctly that I was the solution to his problem that Barbara needed my help with. James needed a transgender butt to plow.

A second or two after I felt his warmth inside me, I shot a huge load right on Barbara’s sheets in front of me, my fist pumping up and down to get all of it out at once. It was the best orgasm I had in my life. I was now an official cock-taking, soon to be cum-licking slut!

I loved my new neighbors. James turned out to be an okay guy when he was in James mode; and Barbara, you couldn’t ask for a better neighbor. As the months went on, I had much less stress in my life, and I was actually sleeping better. Of course, I was much more sexually active than I had ever been in my life. I happily embraced my new identity as “Miss Pussee xxxx.”

Later that summer when James and Barbara took a trip to New Zealand to visit James’s family, they asked me to come along - of course with my long, black satin dress, and my black satin bondage gloves. It was James’s favorite; and mine too! Now I was ready to “spread my wings” on another continent, well island nation really; and learn new things! See what happens when you take up stargazing for a hobby? You end up wishing on a star! [image: Winking face outline with solid fill]

❤️❤️❤️


BOOK Four - CRIME AND SISSY PUNISHMENT

Cuckolded and Humiliated by My Wife and Her Lesbian Lover

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter One - Two Black Bags


My curiosity got the better of me this time. My wife’s friend Lynn dropped off two heavy black plastic lawn bags of her old clothing at our house to be given to a mutual friend of theirs who was going through a rough period and needed clothing, among other things. Several years ago, I wouldn’t have given this a second thought, but lately, the prospect of looking through the bag became more and more appealing.

My wife, Carol and I have been married fifteen years now, and are both in our early forties. We decided a while ago not to have any children because of the state of the world, the environment; things like climate change, world events, etc., Also, truth be told, we like our freedom, and the money that enables us to do what we like - without spending it on kids.

For the last several years or so, our sex life has been practically non-existent. First Lynn lost interest, and decided that seducing me was not something she felt like doing. I did everything I could; being attentive to her needs, complimenting her, helping her pick out clothing that I liked, weekly dates, you name it I tried it.

Facts being what they are, Carol is a gorgeous, very sexy woman. She’s blonde, 5’8” tall, has blue eyes, nice “D” cups, cute, tight ass, and a great figure. I’m not a bad looking guy either. Not a movie star, but I get looks and flirts from women at my job, so I know the problem isn’t me.

My best friend from work, Phil, thought that maybe she had a boyfriend on the side. However, I discounted that theory because Carol never stayed out late, didn’t go on any trips alone, or mention any changes at work. So, I gave up trying. If things don’t improve soon, I may just have to end it all and go off on my own. That’s another reason I’m glad children aren’t involved.

I’ve got friends who are divorced, and having kids turns things into a real mess. So, how have I been entertaining myself? I have a very active imagination, and I like, shall we say, various erotic websites.

I love it when a woman dominates a man in the boudoir, and makes him a “sex prisoner,” and uses toys and contraptions to give both of them ultimate enjoyment.

A favorite thing of mine is watching a man who cross dresses getting humiliated by a woman like that. It does not mean that I would enjoy it for real. I hope that makes sense. Watching and doing; just a “little bit,” is different than having it happen for real.

The great, often dynamite sex and seductions we had enjoyed before we got married, and shortly after, just went dead. So I indulged myself in a harmless fantasy world I just described that kind of turned me on.

So, I was supposed to drop off the clothes at my wife’s friend’s house, and leave it in their garage which would be open when I went over there this weekend.

Today was Wednesday, and Carol was working late at her medical assistant’s job, and I happened to be off. I’m a police officer by the way, and for the next month I’m working the midnight to eight shift.

After I woke up at about three o’clock in the afternoon, I went online and saw a great video of an older woman and her boyfriend, where she played his wicked stepmother, and forced him to dress as a cute girl, and have sex with friends who came over; both male and female! I had a humongous boner and I thought that now would be the right time to go picking through the bags in the trunk of my car.

I took the bags out, brought them into the house, and dove in. I felt like I was in a cross dresser’s dreamland! There were satin panties, nylon hosiery, bras, blouses, and even an assortment of different color wigs.

I was dizzy with excitement, and I thought I would take out enough from the bags to make a complete outfit for myself, and hide it in the toolshed. I really didn’t think that she would be sophisticated enough to take an inventory of the stuff, and notice anything was missing.

I took several items into the bedroom and laid them out, deciding what I would put on. The only thing missing was the makeup, which I could get from a discreet place online that catered to cross dressers. When the mail came, my wife would be working and wouldn’t be any the wiser.

I struck paydirt! My heart started beating faster as I picked out a leather underbust that laced up the front, black satin panties, a green blouse, and a leather skirt. For the wig, I chose to be a flaming redhead. I quickly got undressed and my cock was pulsating with joy.

When I slid the panties up my legs, the feeling was electric. I loved the satin fabric against my skin and the way it felt wrapped around my cock. Next were the pantyhose - black, sheer nylon with straps attached.

They hooked up to a girdle which was lace, and went over the panties. Next was the blouse, and it was perfect. The satiny material was the same as the panties, and fit me perfectly (for a cop I have a short build, but I’m strong.)

Last, but not least was the wig. Redhead was the perfect choice. I have a rather large cock, and I could see it bulging out from the skirt. I would have to do something about that. One of the online sites I visited mentioned something called a gaff that I would have to wear under the panties to hold my monster hose in place.

I felt a bit of precum on the panties leaking out, but I didn’t think it was anything that would get me caught. I couldn’t stop myself from looking in the mirror. After about thirty minutes of rubbing myself a little more, I took everything off and put it in a separate bag to take out to my toolshed and hide away.

But before I did, I undressed and put one of my porn channels on. It was a cross dresser forced by his girlfriend to suck another guy off. She stood behind him with a whip to make sure he did exactly what he was told. It didn’t take me long to come using the panties. I was very careful not to get anything on the panties, and shot a huge wad of thick, creamy cum which flew over my head in one big ball, landing on the headboard of the bed!

I couldn’t remember when I was ever so turned on like that since I hit puberty.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two - The Open Laptop


Igot home that night about one-thirty AM, and Carol was asleep; or so I thought.

“Hi Doug, how was your shift?” Carol said in a sleepy voice. “I was gonna wait up for you, but I was just so beat from the day. The office was very busy - every kid in the state was sick today.” (She worked in a pediatrician’s office).

“It was very quiet; an attempted gas station robbery, a home burglary. Not too exciting which is how I like it,” I said with my back turned to her, taking off my clothes, except for my boxers which I wore to sleep every night.

“It’ll be nice next month when you work normal hours, like eight to four (in the afternoon),” Carol said.

“Oh, and why is that? We don’t do very much together anymore. I have plenty of stretches of time when we’re together, and sometimes we have the same days off,” I said.

“Yeah, I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that Doug. I’m sorry, it’s just been so crazy in that office lately. I have the job of breaking in a new girl to work the desk, and Dr. Milton is very intolerant of stupidity.”

“Ok, but that still doesn’t explain away the fact that you don’t want to have anything to do with me sexually, and haven’t for a long time now.”

“Please Doug, can we not have this discussion now?” Carol said and went back to sleep.

I lie in bed thinking about when would be a good time to discuss our pitiful excuse for a marriage?

❤️❤️❤️

Carol and Lynn were sitting in Lynn’s living room the next evening at eight-thirty. Doug was in the middle of his shift, and Carol went straight over to Lynn’s house where they both had finished Thai takeout.

Carol had just moved to the couch in the living room, and Lynn, who was cleaning up in the kitchen said: “Save a spot for me, honey, I’ll be right over.”

They sat next to each other, and Lynn asked: “What would you like to do tonight?”

Carol had a mischievous smile cross her lips, and extended a hand over to Lynn and started playing with the ends of her long auburn hair, twirling it between her fingers. This always got Lynn in the mood. “Humm, good question. I think we need to plan something. New developments have come to light.”

“New developments?” Lynn asked, very curious, leaning into Carol, and kissing her softly on the lips. “Yes, and I think you’ll like this one,” Carol said, giggling.

Lynn touched the tip of Carol’s nose with her index finger and said, “Ummm . . . I love it when you’re mysterious.”

“Before he went to work this afternoon, Doug left his laptop open. He always uses the same password; he’s not very clever that way, so I went into it, and turned it on. You’ll never guess what I found,” Carol said with an air of triumph, and an evil smirk on her face.

“What was it,” Lynn asked, shifting her weight on the couch, curious.

“Apparently, my husband likes to look at certain porn sites.”

“Oooh,” Lynn said. “This is interesting, tell me more.”

“He was looking at one video where an older woman was with a younger man, and she ‘forced him’ to dress like a sissy, playing the role of a domineering stepmother! She had the guy dress up in girly dresses, wig, even makeup. It was some sort of age/role play thing.”

“Nice!” Lynn said. “This is getting good, tell me more.”

“Okay. Another one was a guy whose wife would only have sex with him if he dressed like a woman, and he allowed her to put a plastic ‘chastity cage’ on his cock, get him painfully aroused, and as a reward later, she would let him fuck her.”

“That’s kinky as hell, Carol.”

“Apparently that’s what he’s into. You know our sex life is abysmal,” Carol laughed, and hugged and kissed Lynn. “But mostly,” she said as she cupped Lynn’s face in her hands, “it’s because I’m in love with you. The thought of a man touching me disgusts me.”

“But it wasn’t always that way in your marriage, was it?” Lynn asked.

“No, before I met you, it was mediocre at best. I put an act on for Doug after a while, but then I realized I was attracted to beautiful women such as yourself, honey. In fact, I was thinking of telling Doug about us and leaving him.”

“Really? You think you’re ready for that?” Lynn asked, surprised.

“Yes, I’m tired of playing games. I think he suspects something is up.”

Lynn thought for a minute, looking at Carol. “Don’t be too hasty honey. Maybe we can have fun with this. Maybe we could give Doug what he wants. You know, in college I was in a sorority, and some guys were really into the whole age-play, sissy thing. We really had a blast, and then we ‘sort of’ blackmailed the guys into doing whatever we wanted, threatening to expose them if they didn’t want to go along.”

Carol said, “I never knew you could be so evil. You know I like that! Plus, I don’t think it will be so hard with Doug. Apparently he’s turned on by cross dressing men!”

“Yes, never let a good opportunity go to waste, my mother always told me,” Lynn said.

“Did your mamma know you liked women?” Carol laughed.

“Well, it took her some time, but when I turned thirty, and wasn’t married yet, and never discussed any guys, I think she got the message. You, are a late bloomer!” Lynn said, and they both laughed.

“Okay, I’ll go along. We have to plan this out, how we’ll go about doing it,” Carol said.

“Yes, but in the meantime, we have to play a little,” Lynn said getting even closer to Carol. She stroked her long nails lightly on Carol’s neck, and on the top of her breasts showing over her bra. It sent chills running through Carol’s body, and she felt the dewy dampness between her legs that only Lynn knew how to make appear.

Their kissing became harder, with Carol sliding her tongue into Lynn’s mouth, intertwining it with her own. Carol and Lynn were now topless, and Lynn enjoyed playing with Carol’s breasts; sucking on her nipples, licking around them, squeezing them between two fingers.

It was pointless to even consider stopping now. Carol had to be home just after midnight less Doug become suspicious. But after tonight’s discussion it didn’t really matter anymore; they had a plan. Carol slid her hand under Lynn’s skirt, and she helped her along by opening the snaps. She found Lynn to be dripping wet, her panties like a wet sponge.

Lynn gasped as Carol found her clit, and slid her middle finger around and around it making a circle. Lynn spread her legs apart to give Carol full access to her entire pussy; now putting her finger just inside it making her moan. It was just a tease, but Lynn could not be satisfied.

Carol quicky shimmied out of her skirt, and both were naked, in a tight, wet embrace. Lynn was now lying on the couch, with Carol crouched between her legs, using her tongue now to explore what her fingers had just discovered. Lynn’s head rocked back and squirted all over Carol’s face.

Carol continued the delightful torture, licking the whole length of Lynn’s clit, past her pussy to the space between her that and her ass. It drove her crazy, and she quivered and moaned more.

Lynn sat up and started biting gently on Carol’s neck, making her even wetter. Her tongue went lower and found Carol’s nipples, lingering there, and making a circle with her tongue tip. They stopped for a moment, staring into each other’s eyes and Lynn said softly to Carol, “I love you.”

“Yeah, I fucking love you too, you horny bitch!”

They embraced and kissed even harder, squeezing, pressing their breasts together in a quivering mass. Now it was Lynn who went to eating out Carol; her full mouth kissing and licking her pussy from top to bottom.

Carol’s clit was like a hard knob, and Lynn took her face off her, and played with Carol’s clit, stroking it, and rubbing her slick fingers around it and even putting her index finger in Carol’s ass which made her gasp.

Carol pressed Lynn’s face deep into her lap, not giving her an option but to lick and suck on her until she finally squirted a thick, jelly of orgasm right into Lynn’s mouth.

Both of them now rubbed their pussies together, going back and forth in a scissor-dance of slippery ecstasy. Lynn was on top of Carol. It was quiet and both of them lie there, having come multiple times. It was more than lovemaking; it was a feverish pitching of two bodies together as one.

Lynn had a supply of various sized dildos which they both enjoyed using from time to time, and they knew that soon they would somehow find a way to get Doug involved in their bottomless sexual games and fun.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three - Caught in the Act


Iwoke up at eleven o’clock in the morning, giving me time to “play” with my new clothing. Before I turned the bags over to Carol’s friend, I was able to go through them one more time and find a few more items which I liked and added to my collection in the tool shed. I didn’t have to be at work until four o’clock, so I had some time to play. It was starting out as a beautiful day.

Where is all of this dressing up taking me, I wonder? Maybe there’s even a chance I could meet some others with the same desires as me, but then what? Whoa boy, slow down, easy does it. One thing at a time. . . Doug thought to himself.

I found some really beautiful items the first time I took things from the bag. I loved the black, underbust corset with bra top which took care of the slight paunch I had around my mid-section; leather skirt with the pleats down the sides, and best of all; a frilly, white long-sleeve blouse to wear underneath it.

The high heels would have to wait; I still need training for those. My makeup kit came from the online store yesterday, and today was the perfect time to put everything on.

I studied the contents of the makeup case in front of the bathroom vanity mirror. All the YOUTUBE videos really came in handy. It took me a while, but I think I came out looking pretty decent. Ideally, if I were to shave my body I would have looked a lot better, but I have to go with what I have. Taking a shower with my body hair all shaved off would cause me unending embarrassment and probably ruin my career.

So I put on deep blue eye shadow, eyebrow pencil, lip liner, and cherry red lip gloss. Next was the eyeliner and the mascara. My eyelashes were thick enough and now, I think I really did look passable as a woman.

I chose a longhaired brunette wig with a slight part at the top left. A bit of rouge on my face and I was all set!

With all this stuff on me, especially the satin panties rubbing against my cock, it was an incredible feeling; even better than the first time because the embarrassment I felt then had gone away.

Even though the clothing was now mine, I didn’t want to soil any of it and eliminate it’s original texture. So what I decided to do instead later was get undressed, except for the wig and jerk-off. Yes, that’s what I would do.

I was standing in front of the large bedroom mirror to admire myself one last time. Just as I was ready to start undressing, I heard the front door opening up! Holy shit! What am I gonna do!? There wasn’t any time at all to undress and pack everything away before Carol came looking for me.

Maybe if I ran the shower, I could undress myself and take the makeup off in the bathroom before Carol saw me!

But Carol was quick to run upstairs; too quick for me to make any serious attempt at undressing. I turned around and froze when I saw Carol standing in the doorway to the bedroom.

“DOUG! What the fuck!??? Is that you?” she asked, incredulous at the sight of me; her husband, a tough, macho cop, dressed like a whorish-looking strumpet. Immediately she recognized the clothes as being those she and Lynn had gathered together and packed away for her friend. The particular items I was wearing Carol never wore in front of me; I wondered who she wore them with.

Before I could respond, she whipped out her iPhone and took several pictures of me with a look of shock on my face and my mouth opened wide. “Smile pretty, Dougie,” she said, with a triumphant smirk going across her face.

“Carol, I didn’t expect you home so soon.” I knew I was busted and totally at her mercy. The room started to spin, and I was feeling sick, my stomach turning over.

“We had a light schedule today, so I thought I would come home early and go out to the mall.” Then she started laughing.

“You look really good Doug,” she said, getting closer and inspecting me further. “I knew you enjoyed this stuff, so I thought maybe, just maybe . . .” she paused for effect, staring at the deer she caught in her headlights. “You would try something like this!”

‘How did you know?” I said, my jaw dropping.

“Well, when it comes to the Internet, and technical things, you aren’t too smart. You left your laptop out, and I went through your Google search history.” There was complete silence between them. Doug then asked the next obvious question.

“What are you going to do with those pictures?”

“You mean after I send them to Lynn and maybe a few friends?”

“Yes,” I said. I was never this scared since before I joined the police force.

“Well, let’s see. Oh! I could send them to Captain Farley, your precinct commander, and a few of your buddies, like your partner, Marty, and a couple of the lady cops you introduced me to.”

“You wouldn’t dare do that,” I said; although I knew when Carol she threatened to do something, she meant it.

“Why would I let an opportunity like this go to waste? You see, I’ve been meaning to tell you Doug. For a while now, say a few years; Lynn and I have had a sexual relationship. We were looking for ways to spice things up a bit, and given that our marriage is lacking excitement, Lynn and I thought that your Internet fantasies could become realized. This gives us the perfect opportunity to make you our ‘little pet,’ and do our bidding. Actually, I think that secretly, you might enjoy a little, what would we call it; a bit of ‘sissifying,’” and she was laughing hysterically. Doug standing there feeling like a teenage boy caught jerking off by his mother.

I immediately knew then that the clothing I found and never saw Carol wearing was for her girlfriend Lynn. Just the thought it filled me with sense of betrayal. But I had really nothing to say in my defense.

Being caught in the act by Carol, and the news of her affair with Lynn was too much to handle - along with the fact that my wife was a lesbian. I couldn’t wrap my head around that.

“I tell you what, Doug. Look at the bright side of things.” It was hard for me to see anything ‘bright’ about this situation. “You might even enjoy it, and it could re-introduce a ‘spark’ to our marriage. It’s either this or I leave you and send the rather embarrassing photos to your coworkers!”

Now, I see how trapped I really am. Completely busted and sentenced to hard time.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four - My Wife’s Girlfriend


Ican’t believe it Carol!” Lynn was laughing. “You really trapped him good!”
 

“I know,” Carol said. “You do realize all the fun we can have now.”

“I have lots of toys we can use on him,” Lynn said.

“Oh, you mean like that cock-cage thingy?”

“Yes. That plus more,” and an evil grin spread across Lynn’s face.

The following week was the end of Doug’s four to midnight shift. Now for the next month he would have eight o’clock to four PM. Carol and Lynn were planning their night with Doug for Friday.

❤️❤️❤️

All that week, I knew I was beaten and completely at Carol’s mercy. Watching videos and getting turned on was one thing, but doing it for real was something else entirely.

Friday finally rolled around and at eight PM, our doorbell rang, and standing in the doorway was a very, very slutty version of Lynn. Of course Carol had seen it before, but for me, it was a new thing entirely. Lynn had brown eyes, and she wore a long, platinum wig, high dominatrix boots with a cuff at mid-thigh level, a leather underbust that showed off the tattoos on her arms.

One was of two doves, their beaks touching, a large letter lambda underneath. On her left arm, was the face of a beautiful woman blowing a kiss, with the name Carol, written in script below it. Upon closer inspection, I saw that the tattooed face looked exactly like Carol.

Carol was similarly dressed, and also heavily made up. She instructed me to wear the frilly blouse from that fateful afternoon, plus all the other items I had stashed away in my tool shed. Lynn looked down at my pumps and said, “Carol dear, we have to teach this sissy the proper way to wear high heels.”

“Oh, and one very important thing,” Lynn said, addressing a very depressed version of me. “You will address each of us as Mistress Carol and Mistress Lynn, got it?”

I sighed. “Yes, I got it.”

“Good,” Lynn said. “Let’s have a little champagne to celebrate our new and exciting adventure!” Now Carol was laughing and looking at me with ridicule; half doubting that I would go through with it.

Of course, if I refused, I would have to leave the police department and the house to her . . . and get another job, and Carol would have Lynn move in with her, after what would probably be an uncontested divorce.

So they had their champagne, and Carol and Lynn both lit up all white, Virginia Slim 120 Menthols. I must admit that I was very turned on by this and I had a huge boner to prove it. Both Carol and Lynn saw it and started laughing.

“Carol, I never knew you smoked!” I said. “Well, there are lots of things you don’t know about me. But tell me truthfully, it turns you on a lot, doesn’t it?” she said, taking a cheek-hollowing drag, and pointing to my boner tenting up from the leather skirt I was wearing.

“Well slave, doesn’t it?” Carol said, mocking me.

“I suppose it does.”

“Damn straight,” Lynn said. “Now, what are we waiting for? Let’s go to the bedroom.” Lynn had been there many times before and the first thing she did was reach into Carol’s night table and pull out a large tube of K-Y Jelly. She turned to me and said: “You didn’t think we were actually beasts, now did you Doug?”

“No, I didn’t.” Lynn looked at him angrily.

“NO, MISTRESS LYNN!” she said, reinforcing the rules of dominance they told him downstairs.

“Sorry,” Doug said sheepishly. “No, Mistress Lynn.”

“That’s better Doug.”

“I think we’re ready dear, don’t you?” Carol said to her lover, Lynn.

“Most definitely, sweetheart,” she said, nodding to Carol.

Turning to me, Carol said: “Ok honey, now you’re about to get all the sex you’ve been missing - although it might not be exactly what you thought it would be like.” The two girls laughed.

❤️❤️❤️

My wife stood like a lesbian mistress version of Wonder Woman with her hands on her hips and  - yes - oh my God - handcuffs? But these were not one of mine, these had a bit of a longer chain than the real cop ones, and the stainless steel cuffs that went around the wrists were covered in pink fur. Lynn stood alongside her, with an evil smirk across her face.

“Now Doug, I want you to remove your skirt, and your panties, “ Carol ordered. I answered her.

“Yes Carol.”

“What  did you say? Did you hear that Lynn?”

“I sure did honey,” Lynn answered.

“That’s not the right answer Doug!” Carol said with glee.

“Yes, Mistress Carol!” I replied.

“Too late, I’m afraid, Carol said, directed at no one in particular. She then pulled out from the bureau in our bedroom a rather large wooden paddle which was shaped like an otter’s tail. “You’re going to have to be punished for that mistake. Now bend over!”

I bent over, my skirt and panties around my ankles, my hairy legs exposed. In a swift move - whoosh -I felt the paddle connect with my ass. I felt a sharp sting go right through me, and I yelped. “Owww! Fuck Carol, that hurt.”

Another swat with the paddle. “I’m sorry  - Mistress Carol - that hurt!

“Get used to it slave. Oh my, my. Lynn dear, we forgot the ‘device.’”

“Yes it appears we did. Just a second,” Lynn said, and reached into a nylon gym bag she brought with her. She pulled out a pink silicone cock-sized ‘cage’ with a small brass padlock attached to it that I’d seen pictures of before online in some of those videos I now regretted ever watching; or at least not clearing from my search history, which got me into this trouble in the first place.

I was semi-hard, and as Lynn attached it to me, I felt a small amount of pain. The look on my face made both of them laugh.

Lynn stood back admiring her work, and said to Carol: “I think he needs his legs shaved too!”

“Well, that can be for the next time we get together,” Carol said.

I stood still holding my hands over my now caged cock.

“What’s the matter Dougie, are you shy?” Carol asked rhetorically. “Now hold your hands above your head and walk to the doorway.”

I suppose in the fifteen years she was married to a police officer she learned how to bark out orders to a criminal. She then got a silver, stainless steel chain held it in front of me, pointing to two screws in the top of the doorframe.

How come I never noticed those hooks before - in my own bedroom doorway?

Carol ran the chain underneath the chain connecting the handcuffs and hooked each end to the screws in the doorway. She hooked me up, so I was facing into the bedroom.

Carol looked me over. “Nice,” now I think we’re ready!’”

I was now a participant in a crazy, erotic world that until now I was just an innocent spectator in - a spectator to a sight that I never thought I would see in a million years. It was strange, yet arousing at the same time. Carol and Lynn each lit up a Virginia Slims 120s, and turned to me and blew their exhales out into my face.

My face betrayed what was happening lower down as my cock stretched against the silicone prison it was in. Both of them giggled like evil school girls. It hurt like fuck!

Now they began kissing each other, standing no more than two feet in front of me. My heart started beating fast, and although the cock cage was painful there was some excitement and pleasure to it at the same time.

I listened to them moan and their kisses grew deeper (How come I never got kissed like that?) and long. Carol started playing with Lynn’s tits sticking her fingers underneath he underbust.

Every so often, they would stop kissing, and take drags and exhale into my face. Both of them feverishly removed their tops, panting and desperate. I was an imprisoned spectator to all this; feeling a bit of pre cum dripping into my cock cage.

My wife was now sucking on Lynn’s tits, biting, licking, and teasing them. At the same time the fingers of her right hand were working their way through the top of Lynn’s leather dress.

Holy shit! She wasn’t wearing panties and I could see a small stream of her sopping pussy’s juice dripping down the inside of her legs.

The way her arm over moved away from Lynn’s body and went up and down told me that Carol was deep inside her. She undid Lynn’s belt and let her skirt fall to her ankles, as Lynn pushed Carol’s head right into her pussy, dropping Carol to her knees.

It was as if I wasn’t there, but I was being tormented in a painful, yet delicious way. I wanted to fuck both women, but the cock cage pressing against my boner fucked with both my mind and body.

I was swaying from side to side, restrained and hanging from the doorway by my arms; my legs slightly bent.

Lynn moaned and squirted glistening juices against Carol’s face, as Carol drank it all in and licked her pussy from top to bottom.

Lynn lay down with her back on the bed; obviously spent, while Carol moved over to where I was suspended and gave me a smoky-breath kiss deeply on the lips; sending her tongue deep into my mouth.

I can’t even remember the last time Carol kissed me like that. It only increased the pressure my bulging cock was putting on the hard silicone cage; the needle way over in the red zone. Pain and pleasure together; how odd.

I know for sure now that Carol was very turned on by seeing me dressed as a woman, while watching her devour her girlfriend.

I tasted all of Lynn’s pussy from that deep, long, kiss. It was my first time, but definitely a welcome addition to my list of likes.

Carol unhooked me from the top and got on the bed next to Lynn, on both knees, her ass facing me.

“Lynn, please uncuff and unlock Dougie here; I think he’s about ready to burst!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five - It’s Better Dressed


It was a good thing she did because I was getting severe cramps in my shoulders. Now I watched Carol assume the “doggie” position, and lighting up a Virgina Slim; giving one to Lynn also.

God I was so turned on. As soon as Lynn took off that cock cage, my cock sprang out like an angry monster seeking revenge.

I was on my knees behind Carol and Lynn said to me: “Doug, you’ve really been a good sissy slave tonight, so you’re in for a treat.” I looked up at Lynn expectantly, answering correctly to avoid a paddling or worse.

“Thank you, Mistress Lynn,” I said.

“First, I’m going to suck your cock like it’s never been done before. Wouldn’t you like that Dougie?” I couldn’t believe my ears. Maybe being a sissy slave wasn’t so bad.

So I turned away from my wife on all fours, and faced Lynn. “That’s good Dougie. You can lie back now on the bed,” Lynn said. I was as hard as a flag pole, and as soon as my head hit the pillow, Lynn had her lips encircling my cock. Ah, freedom! What a great feeling after having my cock locked away in “bondage” for so long, to finally be able to spring free and meet such beautiful and moist lips from (I had trouble getting used to even saying it) my wife’s girlfriend.

She went slow at first, flirting with the slit-tip of my cock with her tongue tip, and then licking around the head. At the same time, my wife Carol, whose pussy was wet from getting her girlfriend off, straddled me with her sopping pussy on my face, facing forward. I was licking my wife at the same time I was getting incredible head from Lynn.

Carol moved her torso up and down, meeting the movements of my tongue. I felt her hard knob of a clit with the tip of my tongue and made wet circles around it, which caused Carol to lose all of her pent-up arousal; squirting on my face - her body stiffening and jerking her head backwards.

Lynn’s lips felt like smooth velvet against my cock, now taking all of me from base to tip; using her tongue like a lubed finger stroking and tickling me. She teased me; increasing her speed and then slowing down.

At the same time, I was very turned on by my tongue-play with Carol, licking from her clit to the folds of her pussy, which I could see were red and enlarged. Using my tongue, I licked around the opening of her pussy, which made her push into my face harder. I was now inside her pussy, which just came a couple of minutes ago, but she wasn’t satisfied and kept at my play longer.

I couldn’t take what Lynn was doing to me any longer and I hissed against Carol’s snatch and shot a tremendous, thick, creamy load of cum into Lynn’s mouth; which was tightly closed around my cock, taking all of me. I was still hard, and she kept sucking, my cock being drawn deeper into her mouth.

Carol, breathing hard got off me, dazed and pleasured. Abruptly, Lynn pulled off me, some strands of my cum leaking down from her chin. Now she moved closer to my head and forced me to lick her clean, which I happily did. Carol got off the bed and lit up a 120 cigarette from the night stand. She stood next to the bed, pussy still glistening and leaking juices. She was still wearing her thigh-high Dom boots and one hand balled up into a fist, pressing her hip, and her other hand holding her cigarette effeminately between two fingers of her right hand. This made me fully hard almost immediately.

Lynn shocked me saying: “Okay slave, get up on both knees and face away from me; it’s playtime.” Carol and Lynn both laughed at the same inside joke.

I was on my hands and knees, facing the headboard of our bed, and I could see Carol off to the side holding a strap-on dildo which she passed to Lynn. Lynn hooked the belt on and turned it around, so the fake, and medium sized detachable silicone cock was pointing straight at my ass.

I was scared as hell, not wanting to go through with this, but what choice did I have? None! There was only door number one to walk through.

“Now be a good boy and stay still,” I heard Lynn say. She too, along with Carol who was watching from the sidelines, had a lit Virginia Slims dangling out of the corner of her mouth. She wanted to make sure I stayed hard. They understood my fetish perhaps better than I!

I felt a cold, slick application of generous amounts of lube jelly being applied to my ass and my butthole. I heard Carol say: “From now on, my dear husband, your ass is now to be called your boy pussy or “bussy,” now got it??”

I replied in the way I was ordered to: “Yes, Mistress Carol.”

“Oooh! Very good,” she said. See, you’re learning. But then, I felt a hard smack with the wooden paddle across my ass. “But that doesn’t mean I can’t discipline you every now and then to keep you in line, dearest!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six - There’s Always a First Time


My ass was smarting, but still it was an erotic mixture of pain and pleasure. Something new for me to consider.

I now felt the beginnings of penetration from the silicone dildo against my “bussy.” Lynn twirled it around the opening for a few seconds before penetrating me with it, just the smallest amount. I hissed through clenched teeth. Again it was that strange mixture of pain and pleasure.

When I turned my head to the side, Carol was sitting on the love seat across from the bed, her legs spread, and placing her finger in and out of her pussy, and stroking it around her clit. She looked at me with her tongue moving around her lips. I was so turned on, I reached around to my back, and put some of the lube on my fingertips and started stroking my own cock, my fist closed around it.

The combo of me being dressed, and made up made the whole experience incredibly enjoyable. I couldn’t let the women know that. This was supposed to be blackmail and punishment. I was now afraid that if they thought I enjoyed it they would stop altogether.

Lynn’s dildo was creeping inside ever so slowly. I felt a full sensation, like, you know . . . but I kept stroking my cock. Now Lynn was fully inside me, and I felt a strange tingle coursing through my body.

She went faster and faster on me; the back of the dildo had a tip that entered her pussy at the same time as her thrusts. She flipped a Bluetooth switch on her belt and the dildo started vibrating. I was jolted by it, and I gasped and shot another huge wad of cum into my fist, closed around my cock, giving me the most intense orgasm of my life.

As best I could, I tried to stifle my moans of pleasure, lest they get suspicious that I would dare enjoy their rough play with me. Lynn kept going a bit longer until she cried out from her own orgasm, her body stiffening and squirting down the front of her belt onto her thighs.

Carol’s rubbing reached a crescendo, and she let out a scream and a lake of her juices being so turned on from watching Lynn and me going at it.


Chapter Seven - Three Months Later


From that one night on, I was the new sex slave of my wife and her lesbian lover. I think secretly Carol knew I was enjoying my “new self” tremendously, but she didn’t say a word to me, because I think, were she to do so, it would spoil the illusion for her and Lynn.

But little did the girls know how much I enjoyed cross dressing. In the police department they promoted me to detective, and my beat was the sex crimes unit. They approached me and asked if I would mind dressing up as a woman to go undercover and bust prostitution and sex trafficking gangs. Of course, I appeared reluctant at first, but I eventually “came around” to the idea, and I assumed the alter ego of “Debbie,” a trans woman hooker. I loved it when the police department makeup and disguise department turned me into the sluttiest version of myself I could ever hope to become.

Carol was completely in the dark about it - all except the promotion to detective and lieutenant, which came with a nice raise in pay. Every day, I left the house in civilian clothes and just went to work, Carol being none the wiser.

However, my newfound sexual activities continued with Lynn and Carol, and it even saved our marriage, and of course, greatly improved our sex lives. Now I have to admit that I wasn’t a saint, and after work, I frequented trans bars and even picked up other trans-women, and let them take me back to their homes or a hotel even; once for an entire weekend.

I just told Carol I was on an undercover assignment which was partly true; I was under covers - of the cotton kind! So I went from sexually frustrated husband to sexually gratified trans-female “sex slave” of my wife. Everything from that first night on was pure pleasure [image: Winking face with solid fill with solid fill]


Book Five - TRICKED OUT

The Dom Went Too Far!

From Cross dresser to Call Girl

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter One - BUSTED!


My name is Mike, and when I was teenager, I was living with my stepmother Barbara, and her daughter Debbie, my stepsister. My father just picked up and left one day without saying a word of goodbye. The rumors I heard said he had a girlfriend somewhere, or left the country with her, or some other crazy shit. I don’t know much; I was only about ten years old at the time. I got along great with Debbie and Barbara, just as if they were my natural mother and sister.

Debbie had just finished high school and was working for a local bank in town. She was personable, had somewhat of a “naughty girl streak” to her, and liked to date “bad boys.” I mean, they weren’t criminals or serial killers, but mostly they were blue collar guys, or even fellow bank employees with no college like her, and they liked to hang out , party, and sometimes she liked to stay out late, or in some cases, stay out all night with some of these guys.

This would earn her reprimands from my stepmother lots of times, but now that Debbie was making a salary and contributing to the family income, she stopped hounding her about her dating life. Debbie was almost a second mother to me; always looking out for me, helping me with homework, and later in high school with girl problems.

One day, when I was about fifteen years old, I came home from school to the usual empty house - Debbie and Barbara were both out working, and I was bored. Debbie liked to dress very provocatively; actually slutty, if we’re being truthful here, and she had the figure and appearance to make that work for her in getting dates. She usually locked her bedroom door, but this one day the door was open. I went inside and immediately went to the drawer where she kept her underwear. I took out some items of clothing - just as an experiment mind you, I wasn’t planning anything, I was just curious.

I took out a pair of black, satin panties with a lace top and a bow in front, and slipped off my jeans and my boxers, and put them on. I immediately loved the way they felt around my crotch and sliding up my hairless legs; so silky and good. I walked around the bedroom with them on, and they smelled fresh from the dryer.

This I did for a while for several years; never going past that stage, but when I was a senior in high school I became even more daring, and tried on some of her bras, with cups that gave me the illusion of cleavage, and a couple of her blouses. I loved the way that girl’s clothes felt on me. It was my secret, and no one would know.

I liked to date girls, (but never a serious girlfriend) and party; I just had this particular “thing” that I liked to do. Then I found black, sheer pantyhose from my stepmother’s room that fit me just right, and I became good at finding “outfits” that I would keep on for a few hours and then carefully put away before Barbara and Debbie came home from work.

Naturally, doing this turned me on immensely, and on a couple of occasions I found myself “leaking” a bit onto the panties. I panicked and took them off and went to lie down in my bed and pleasure myself. Debbie never noticed anything out of the ordinary or said anything to me about it. She turned twenty-two during my senior year, and got into really high-end slutty makeup, and even bought a brunette wig, that came down past shoulder length. When I saw the wig on top of the Styrofoam head in her room, I knew that would be the next thing for me to try, along with a couple of very short skirts I saw hanging in her closet. These became instant targets.

In the middle of the school year, I got busy with lacrosse practice, and I got home late, about dinnertime, so there wasn’t any opportunity for me to engage in my “hobby” or “experiment” as I liked to call it. I twisted my ankle in mid-season, and that rehab period meant that I could get home earlier like I used to. So one day, I put my books away, went into Debbie’s room, and got dressed like I usually did. I was always careful to put things away, so it didn’t look like anyone was messing with them.

The difference today, was that on top of the wig and the skirt, I would try the makeup as well. I watched some YOUTUBE videos on how to put on and take off makeup like a pro. My heart was beating so fast, and I became very hard just thinking about it - I couldn’t wait.

❤️❤️❤️

I had all the makeup on - the eyeshadow, the lipstick, mascara, blush, and then of course, the wig. Debbie had a pair of black boots that went up just below the knee and they were a little tight, but they would do for a few hours of fun.

Then, in her underwear draw, which I had left just a bit open, I saw something that got my attention and really turned me on; a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes! I should mention here that the sight of gorgeous women smoking turned me on like crazy to the point that I would never even date a non-smoker.

I was never a smoker, but standing in her bedroom, all dressed and made up, I couldn’t resist. It surprised me because I always thought that Debbie wasn’t a smoker. She certainly never smoked in the house, Barbara would never allow it, nor did I ever see her smoke.

Her car didn’t smell like smoke, and neither did she. Yet, here was this pack, and it was opened already, with a pink Bic lighter next to it. I had a raging hard on, and this just made it even more intense. I thought that I would make a mess right there on her bedroom carpet.

I still had at least two hours before they would come home, so I took the pack of cigarettes outside in the backyard - fully dressed and made-up. Now my backyard was concealed from any peeping Toms by tall evergreens on both sides and a large white PVC fence in the back, so I could feel free to do whatever I wanted. The only person who might come in the back was the guy who read the electric meter, but he usually came during the day; so I had nothing to worry about.

I took a big whiff of the open pack, and the menthol tobacco smell was very pleasant, and “girly,” and I loved the way the long cigarette looked between the tips of my fingers. I flicked the lighter to life and touched it to the tip of the long cigarette and inhaled it. I enjoy smoking joints and blunts from time to time, so this was very mild in comparison.

I was hooked from that moment on. I decided that I would never smoke in my male clothes, only when cross dressed, and . . . I would only smoke all-white 120 cigarettes.

I stood there smoking and rubbing my cock on the silky panties, and pushed them aside, and rubbed it on the nylon liner of the skirt. The feeling of being cross dressed and smoking like a woman was absolutely indescribable, and no matter what I told myself, or moralized, I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to; but of course, I didn’t. I was an adult now, having just turned eighteen, so I was able to buy my own cigarettes.

I had just taken about four drags, when I heard a car door slam from the front! I froze and my heart was beating at two hundred beats a minute. What the fuck was I going to do? Throw the butt in the grass and run inside the house? But I was completely dressed! Come on, come on Mike, THINK!

By the sound of the clicker, I knew it was Debbie’s car! Holy shit - BUSTED!! I could try to escape through the side gate and walk into the street away from the house. The way I looked, no one would know it was me, and I could sneak in later. That was no good though because I had left my cell phone in the house!

So I went quickly around to the side of the house farthest away from the driveway, between the house and the evergreens, and stood there, frozen. I heard the back door open up after a few minutes, and I heard Debbie call out, “Mike, are you out here?”

My car was in the driveway which didn’t help my situation one bit. I still had the cigarette going, and all Debbie had to do was to follow her nose. I heard the clacking noise of her shoes along the patio, coming closer to me. Then came the moment of truth, as she turned the corner, looking shocked, her mouth hanging open. Then, it took a second for her to collect her thoughts.

“WHAT THE FUCK . . . MIKE???? Is that you?? Holy shit! Since when, I mean how long?” - (she caught her breath, and her eyes were opened wider than saucers).

“Debbie I can explain,” I said, as I had my hand up, the other hand hanging by my side with the cigarette, her cigarette.

“You don’t really have to explain,” she said. “I mean, it’s kind of apparent from what I see, isn’t it? Say, are those my clothes?” She bent closer. “Yes, I can see that they are. We have to talk. Okay, spill the beans,” she said, her lips curled up in a smirk, and her arms folded in front.

I had my head down and I took a drag of the cigarette, almost defiantly blowing a plume over her head. “And smoking too?” she said.

“Uh yeah. These cigarettes I found in your drawer. Are you angry with me?”

She took a deep breath. “Never in my wildest dreams Mike did I think you would do something like this. All you had to do was come to me and talk to me. I would have . . .” she seemed at a loss for words. “I would have helped you. What I’m pissed about is that you went into my stuff without my permission.”

“I know Debbie, I’m sorry about this.”

“How long, how long have you been,” moving her hands around, “doing this?” she said, pointing up and down at me, from her wig down to her boots.

I took a deep breath. “First,” she said, “Give me one of my cigarettes. I’m gonna need one now!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two - Self Esteem


Iopened the pack and pulled out a Virginia Slim and handed it to her. I used her lighter to get her cigarette going. I spoke in a low voice ringing with shame and guilt. “I started dressing in your underwear when I was about fourteen, I guess. I didn’t start with your clothes until this year. Umm . . . I guess I enjoy it, it gives me a thrill,” I said, keeping my head down. “I never knew you smoked either. How long have you been doing that Deb?”

“About one year, I suppose. I socialized a lot with the girls from work. It’s what we do, you know?”

“I’m wondering if I should tell mom about this,” she said.

“Please Debbie, don’t!” I pleaded. I started to cry. A look of total sympathy came over her face.

“Look, it’s okay,” she said, placing her hand on my shoulder. “I mean it’s 2023. I’m really not in a position to judge. One of the guys I work with, Patrice, is a transgender woman. She says she’s a lesbian.”

She came close to me and gave me a hug, using a tissue from her bag to wipe the tears from my cheek. “But you have to understand, I feel . . . violated in a way. I mean you went through my things and took them or borrowed them without my permission.”

I was still crying. “I’m so sorry. Please don’t tell mom. I’ll do anything to make it up to you, whatever you want.” I was really blubbering like an idiot.

“Okay, okay, don’t worry about that. Look, I get it. Patrice started the same way; I heard her say one time we spoke about it. I know you can’t help yourself. I mean, I’m not calling you a transgender, but you are a transvestite, and it must be very difficult for you, controlling your urges, I mean. By the way,” she said, a smile curling up on her face, and looking closely at me, “you did a real nice job with the makeup. Who taught you that?”

“I watched a lot of YOUTUBE videos I suppose.”

“Interesting. I guess you can find everything on there.” She stood there puffing away and looking at my cigarette. “So when did you start smoking?” she asked me.

I looked down sheepishly and answered. “Today.”

“Wow! I guess I should be honored. You started smoking with lighting one of my cigarettes - cool,” she said approvingly. I started feeling a bit better about myself. Debbie placed her hand on her chin.

“Let me ask you Mike,” she said and did a little squint with her eyes. “Are you a virgin??” I was a bit ashamed of this question, but like, how much more ashamed could I be? So let’s go all out.

“Yes I am. I’m only eighteen, but someday I suppose I’ll find somebody to, you know,” she cut me off.

“To fuck, it’s okay, you can say it.”

“Yeah, to fuck.”

“Well, there’s plenty of time for that. Look, here’s the deal: You have to promise me that you won’t ‘borrow things’ from my drawer anymore, ok? Next, you tell me everything, and I can take you shopping for clothes and accessories.”

By this point I was starting to feel better about myself, and my self-esteem shot up a notch or two. “Okay Deb, it’s a deal,” I said, extending my hand to her to shake on it. I thought at that moment that I had the coolest stepsister in the world.

We finished our cigarettes, and I did “the walk of shame” back into the house, looking at the clock on the wall. I had about an hour to get out of Debbie’s clothes and take my makeup off. I realized that I didn’t watch any YT videos about makeup removal, so I asked Debbie for her help, which she gave me.

“You know,” she said, “the makeup is the most expensive part of all this. Have you figured out a way to pay for that and the clothes?” I never really thought about that until now. Until today, this was a little secret side-thing, but now it was in the open; at least between me and Deb.

“I suppose I’ll have to find a side job. It shouldn’t be too hard. I’m planning to go to community college in the fall anyway. A boss won’t have to worry about me running back to an out of state college.”

“Alright, sounds good. Tell you what I’ll do. For your first wardrobe, I’ll spot you the dough for it; but then it’s on you, got it?”

“Sure, thank you, I appreciate it.” I still felt weird as fuck about it, but it was so nice of Debbie to offer it.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three - One Year Later


As far as my stepmom, Barbara went, she didn’t seem to date all that much, and I couldn’t figure out why. She stood at 5’8” tall, had a fantastic body, very attractive face, and a pleasant personality. Since I turned eighteen, she started to dress rather provocatively around me.

I remember once she made a comment to me and Debbie about online dating sites being “not her thing.” But still, she was only forty-three years old, and far from being put out to pasture.

Debbie kept her word to me that fateful day about not saying anything to Barbara, and true to her word, she took me shopping that weekend; and as I had more freedom to dress and express myself, I discovered more about my sexuality.

Even though I loved dressing like a woman, the thought of losing my virginity or having sex with a man was something I couldn’t do. Just because I loved dressing as a woman, didn’t mean I was actually excited by the prospect of fucking a man like a woman would do.

Right now, at this stage of my life, I was fine with being a transvestite. I didn’t even think I could be aroused by having sex dressed like a man, or certainly with another man, no matter how I was dressed. I was not homosexual. Debbie told me not to be so hard on myself, and not to overthink things. As I said I would, in the fall after high school, I attended community college, and got a part time job in lumber at the local Home Depot.

With my new influx of cash, I was able to splurge on new and really exotic women’s clothes and makeup. Now, when I was dressed and looked at myself in the mirror, I had the largest boner.

Shit, I looked more like a woman than a woman, and I was proud. I felt a sense of ‘control,’ like I would take this somewhere. Debbie was with me a couple of more times that I dressed, and I sensed a bit of a change in her attitude. She looked at me as kind of a best new girlfriend.

Then one day, my worries about Barbara finding out about my “proclivities” disappeared; but not the way I would have wanted them too. It was a Saturday afternoon, and I was watching football on TV at home, and Barbara came up to me in the living room. She had some credit card receipts in her hand - my credit card receipts!

“Mike, I found these receipts, and it looks like they’re from your credit card.” She was smiling at me. “Do you have a girlfriend I don’t know about?” she asked politely, and it seemed like she was happy for me, because she knew I was a virgin and never dated anyone- at twenty.

“Uh, no Barbara, I don’t.”

“You . . . don’t?” she said, the smile disappearing into an expression more of curiosity. She read the receipt as she spoke. “Then you want to tell me why it looks like you spent fifteen hundred and twenty dollars on shoes, a leather skirt, a blouse . . Whoa! Hold on here. Is this some kind of fraud Mike? Did someone use or steal your credit card?”

I tried to remain as stoic as possible, and in an even tone I just said, “Barbara, those are for me - everything on there is mine. I’m a transvestite, a cross dresser.”

“Come on Mike, I know what a transvestite is. Are you being serious with me?” She knew that I could have a strange sense of humor sometimes. Just then, Debbie came into the room. Barbara turned to her daughter and said, “Debbie, did you know anything about this?”

“Yes I did mom. I found out about it last year. I came home early one afternoon, and I found Mike in the backyard dressed up.” I was very thankful to Debbie that she didn’t mention that I borrowed her clothing, or, that I smoked. But that juicy tidbit was about to change. I mean, I was twenty, and Debbie was twenty-three.

Barbara was trying to process this information, but strangely, it didn’t seem to bother her. Quite the opposite in fact; she seemed titillated by the news. I was in the middle of it all, and strangely, I found myself getting very turned on, by two very HOT women talking about my dressing preferences.

“That’s not all mom,” Debbie announced. Barbara looked like she had about enough news for one day, so she responded, sounding tired.

“What else Debs?” Barbara said.

“Mike and I smoke cigarettes too.” Debbie and I expected an explosion, but instead we got this:

“Great! Well it’s about time you knew that so do I!” Debbie and I looked at each other, incredulous. Debbie said, “so that means -”

“Yes,” Barbara said, cutting her off. “Now the three of us can smoke in the house.” Just like that, Barbara went to her bag and took out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols - the brand preferred by Debbie and me, and lit up with her own silver butane lighter.

I was still lying on the couch with the game on, and since I was wearing my athletic shorts, my wicked hard on was quite obvious to those ladies. Flying on autopilot, I announced, “I’ll be down in just a few minutes.” My cock was actually pulsating with expectation; juicy expectation. The boner of boners was in the house and all thoughts of any morality were now leaving through the same door.

I picked out my sexiest outfit; one that I hoped I would go out in one night. Up until this time I had never dressed to go out of the house anywhere, except the backyard. I had a black leather skirt with a wide white leather belt, black fishnet stockings, and an auburn wig parted slightly on the right that went down past my shoulders.

I had a black satin longline bra with a white-lace top that I tucked into my skirt. For dramatic effect when I came downstairs fully dressed in makeup and all, I carried a white rose. I felt like a total slut, a slut with a raging, feverish boner that was in desperate need of relief. Things would never be the same in the house after that afternoon.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four - Chantal


My, don’t you dress up nicely!” Barbara said, a very approving smile on her face.

“I told you mom, she’s a natural.”

“She, speaking of she, what shall we call you Mike? I mean, the ‘new you.’ Have you given any thought to it?” Barbara asked. I never gave that much thought, but I wanted something with a little flair to it; a little power, you know. Then it came to me.

“I think I’d like to be called ‘Chantal.’”

Barbara repeated the name and looked at Debbie and shrugged. “’Chantal’ Debs. What do you think?”

“I think it has a lovely ring to it - ‘Chantal.’”

“Then ‘Chantal’ you shall be known as from now on,” Barbara said, satisfied, studying me. It was then that she had a ‘revelation’ of sorts.

“Debs, what would you say if I asked Chantal to always dress for us when we’re home? I think she looks really hot!” Barbara added.

“Great idea mom! Oh shit, I almost forgot. It’s five-thirty, and I promised Ricky I’d meet him for drinks at ‘The Stage Coach,’” a local bar in town. Ricky was Debbie’s new flavor of the month.

“Okay dear, go ahead. Chantal and I will discuss some future plans I think we can all have fun with as a family. Have fun!” My raging hard on was past aroused. Dressing all the time now at home, and smoking with these two gorgeous woman was incredible. I was thinking of enjoying my time with them, but then going off to my room to jerk off. Barbara was looking me over carefully; studying me, deep in thought.

“I’m not so sure I like the auburn wig, Chantal,” she said. I think you would look much sexier as a redhead. “As a matter of fact,” she said, “wait right here, I think I have just the thing for you.”

Barbara came downstairs, a wicked grin on her face, unlike anything I’ve ever seen before, carrying a Styrofoam head with a flaming, long-haired red wig, wavy, and curly, and parted towards the middle on top. I took my auburn wig off, and tried it on. It looked hot as hell, and went nicely with the green colored contact lenses I bought recently.

“Wow, don’t you look like something else, Chantal,” Barbara said, admiring me, placing her hand on my shoulder, and turning me around to look me over. She came closer to me, and was a bit shorter, but not by much. I felt her warm, smoky breath on me, and was very turned on.

“You know, Chantal, I happen to adore women as well as men. As sex partners, I mean.” Where was this conversation going? I wondered. I was flabbergasted, but going along with it. She continued; “Hot, attractive women - and young.”

She was standing right in front of me biting her lower lip innocently, and continued talking to me while rubbing the front of my skirt with the palm of her right hand. It felt inappropriate as hell, but also something that I wanted very much, even before this afternoon.

“I want you to know, Chantal, that anything that happens in this house stays in this house, understand?” And anything between you and me, Debbie doesn’t have to know about, okay?”

“Uh, yeah, of course, Barbara.”

“Good, good, that’s what I like to hear,” she said, looking sexy as fuck.

But truth be told, I fantasized about getting both of them at the same time.

“Nothing’s changed right? In your love life I mean. You’re still a virgin, correct?”

“Yes . . . I am,” I admitted, feeling quite ashamed, but then the next words out of her mouth made me brighten up a great deal.

“Humm . . . we’ll just have to do something about that. You see, Chantal, I have needs, very pressing needs that must be met.” Before I could react, Barbara leaned in and kissed me, lightly, exploring, rubbing her lipstick on mine, barely sticking her tongue through the small gap in my lips.

She broke off, smiling, and took me upstairs by the hand to her bedroom. She handed me a Virginia Slim and took one herself, lighting us both up. My hard on wasn’t going anywhere; it was pulsing.

She blew a cloud of smoke into my face, her cigarette dangling from the corner of her mouth, and loosened my white belt and opened my skirt, letting it drop around my ankles. Next, she put her hand, the first woman’s hand ever, underneath my black satin panties, on top of my cock, which was throbbing, veins visible, fully engorged. She grabbed it, wrapping her fist around it.

“Oh my, Chantal, you are certainly well-endowed I see,” she said, smirking. “I can barely wrap my fingers around you,” she said, smoke curling up her face.

In one swift move, she gave me exactly what I wanted, ever since I grew hair on my balls; speaking of which, I shaved all the hair off from my body, except my head and my eyebrows.

She got down on her knees on the bed, and I was lying down, my head on the pillow and my arms over my head, as her lips touched the tip of my cock. She stuck her tongue out, playing with the “fish eye” at my tip. She smacked her lips, tasting the pre cum which was already there, making an “ummm . . .” sound.

Now it was full on sucking, my entire length; but slowly. Her tongue circled my cock, her lips keeping a tight seal around me, going up and down slowly. I got into it, my hips thrusting to meet her lips. It was unlike anything I ever experienced before with jerking-off.

Now she started going faster and faster on me, her mouth getting even wetter, helped along by the pre-cum. I couldn’t take it any longer; all my pent-up frustration coming out in a giant fountain of jizz, hitting the back of Barbara’s throat. I felt no guilt at all. This was a woman my father had married, a man who had been absent from our lives a very long time.

Barbara sucked all of it up. I was still hard and her slurping and licking continued. She picked up her head to look at me, the glaze in her eyes turning me on again; cum dripping down the left side of her lips. She bent forward and kissed me hard, her tongue, slick with my jizz, curling around mine, giving me a salty taste of myself.

My first time. The question was: Could I do this with another man, even if I was dressed as I was? My base instinct was a resounding “no,” but I wouldn’t know until I was actually in a situation like that.

We kissed for at least five minutes without coming up for air. She made soft cooing noises, obviously enjoying herself, her skirt rubbing hard against my bare thigh. I could feel a dampness coming through her skirt. It then occurred to me that she wasn’t wearing any panties, and that maybe she had this planned out, even before Debbie left. Maybe Debbie was in on it too? I didn’t care.

“Now eat me out Chantal,” Barbara said with a smoky, seductive voice. Another first. Fuck! I couldn’t believe that I was still hard. She quickly slipped out of her skirt, her pussy dripping on my thigh. I slid backward off the pillow a bit, and she straddled me, her pussy hanging directly over my face; juices falling onto my mouth.

I stuck my tongue out as she pressed herself close to me, almost suffocating me and sliding up and down over my tongue, gyrating her hips and moving her clit round and round. I felt the knob of her clit, slick and firm, and also the fleshy hood. My tongue played with it, making her shudder and stiffen. Then she squirted right on top of my face, getting all of her scents and juices on me.

I kept going, licking the entire length of her pussy, and she angled her pussy, so the opening was right over my mouth; pulling my tongue inside her. She grabbed the top of my wig, and pressed down hard with her hands, stiffening, and shuddering again; moaning in total ecstasy. “Keep going, don’t you dare stop,” she said, dreamily.

I licked everything withing reach of my mouth, and she was getting wetter. A feat which I thought was impossible. “Now I want you to fuck me Chantal,” she said; and with that, she turned around and got on her knees, her butt turned up to face the ceiling. I was still hard, something which would be impossible were I just jerking off.

She reached back with her hand and grabbed my cock, pushing it towards the opening of her pussy, her body pushing back on it, causing me to enter her. I was a fast learner. She was so tight; so wet and slippery, it felt amazing. I began thrusting inside her, and she matched me thrust for thrust.

It took me a bit longer to cum this time, so soon after her magnificent blow job, but not for long. I felt her stiffen and close tighter around my cock; squirting onto my tummy. Now I lost it, and unleashed a tidal wave of jizz inside her, which made her go faster and faster, butt slamming into my groin. I don’t know how many times she came, but it was a lot.

We were both spent after that, and we lie next to each other, our heads next to each other at the head of the bed on the pillows.

“How does it feel Chantal, to lose your virginity in such a magnificent way?” she asked, curious; a rhetorical question.

“Uh, it, it was wonderful Barbara.”

“Just wonderful?” she laughed.

“No, it was more than wonderful. It was beyond anything I ever expected before.”

“Good, I’m glad. I think we are going to keep enjoying this for a long time, my dear. I meant what I said before. I want you to dress up always when we’re home together.”

“Even when Debbie’s home with us?”

Barbara laughed. “Yes, especially when Debbie’s around us.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five - The Gentlemen’s Club


The main reason that Barbara never went on any dates from either online contacts or in person, was that she was getting plenty from where she worked. Lionel Cashman was a very wealthy financier, a friend and donor to many prominent politicians and well-known personalities.

Barbara was his executive secretary, and was involved in a heady sexual relationship with him for the last ten years that she worked for him. They fucked in his plush office, hotel rooms, and she accompanied him occasionally on trips both inside the country and outside.

He owned multiple homes, in Palm Beach, California, in Aspen, Colorado, and on the French Riviera, to name just a few. Lionel was a man with few morals and had a trophy wife; a former model with whom he had three children, two of which attended boarding school in Switzerland.

For her troubles, Barbara received a substantial salary; partly on the books, and mostly off the books. The poorer she looked, the less likely there were to be any questions. Lionel was very careful to keep parts of his life a secret; especially after the Jeffrey Epstein debacle hit the news.

To make sure of this, Lionel had his own personal security agency, made up of mostly former CIA and FBI operatives who found working for Lionel Cashman much more lucrative than their former government jobs. Payoffs were made to politicians as well as media executives.

He maintained files on everyone he dealt with in case someone was stupid enough to try and blackmail him. No one did. His organization was like a country in itself, and he was the absolute ruler.

One day, Lionel called Barbara into his office. The headquarters of his empire was an entire skyrise building in the middle of the city, close to the centers of finance and power, and the people who ran it; or thought they ran it.

Barbara knocked on the door and Lionel answered, “Come in Barbara.”

“Hi Lionel, what can I do for you?” In spite of the sexual nature of their relationship, Lionel kept her at a distance - very professional, not allowing her to get too close to him, and certainly not emotional. This was their understanding right from the get-go.

“Barbara, next week I’m going to be entertaining a group of some of my closest business associates. We have important business to discuss during the days, and before they leave, I’m going to be throwing a rather lavish party upstairs in my pent house.

A number of these men are businessmen and politicians from Japan, Saudi Arabia, and also some famous local politicians. Not a word of this is to be spoken of outside this office. Is that clear?”

“Yes, of course Lionel.”

Lionel sat deep in thought behind his desk, his fingers in front of his face tented. Now, some of these men, have, how shall I put it; unusual sexual tendencies? Barbara started to interrupt him, but he raised his hand to head her off.

“I can’t very well get people; women, and er . . . trans women from the outside properly vetted and sworn to an oath of secrecy. There isn’t time for any of that, so I need your help.

“How many gentlemen will be attending Sir?” Barbara asked; all businesslike, which was just the way Lionel liked it.

Lionel laughed. “Approximately six. I wouldn’t exactly call all of my illustrious guests ‘gentlemen,’ Barbara.” Lionel studied his polished fingernails. “Some of them are downright sleazeballs. Still, they are sleazeballs with money and political favors to be doled out, so I need for you to help me and see to it that their needs are taken care of, do you understand my drift here?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Good Barbara. You have a week to get this done.” He shot her a menacing look. “I will re-emphasize one week.” Barbara swallowed hard. In her ten years with Lionel Cashman, Barbara was called on to perform very tricky operations, but this one seemed almost impossible to pull off.

“Now, to conclude our session today, I need one other thing,” Lionel said, standing up from his desk, unzipping his fly and calling Barbara over to the area behind his desk. He sat back down, placing his hands behind his head, interlocking his fingers, and gently rocking left to right, as Barbara concluded the business for the day.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six - A Little Persuasion


Barbara was a bit later than usual in getting home tonight, and I chalked it up to the fact that she worked for a very powerful and influential company, and was an executive secretary to the boss. That was all she ever told Debbie and me about her business.

Her business, by the way, or what I should say is her job, coincided with the time my real father; Barbara’s husband, disappeared from our lives. To say it was anything other than coincidental would be a very difficult, if almost impossible thing to prove. Barbara never mentioned it, and I certainly never did; especially after all these years passed by.

When Barbara came home she was unusually quiet. Normally, she would come home cheerful, ask Debbie and me about our days, and be extra friendly to me. Something which I’m sure Debbie noticed the last few weeks. Barbara and I had several more “sessions” like the one we had on that first night.

Sometimes she would crawl into bed next to me while I slept. She asked that I sleep in very sexy lingerie which she bought for me from Victoria’s Secret, and in my redhead wig and makeup.

There was always a pack of Virginia Slims on my nightstand, and Barbara would usually announce her presence by lighting up before reaching under the sheets to grab my cock. This didn’t happen every night, and on the nights it didn’t, I missed them very much.

But tonight, things were different. We were all seated at the kitchen table, and I was dressed as usual in one of my sluttier outfits, wearing long, fake, red-painted nails for the first time. Barbra announced in an unusually ‘official’ tone: “After dinner guys, let’s go into the living room. There’s something I’d like to talk to you about.”

“Okay mom,” Debbie answered, looking at me like I wonder what this is all about?

“Sure,” I said, not making a big deal about it.

The three of us brought our coffee in, and gathered in the living room, lighting up cigarettes. “So what’s this all about, mom?” Debbie asked.

“It’s my boss, Mr. Cashman. Next week he’s throwing a very lavish party for a group of about six very influential men; all powerful financiers and politicians.”

“Okay,” Debbie said. “What does that have to do with us, or does it? What’s the problem mom?”

Barbara’s expression became serious, and she turned to Debbie and me. “His guests need to be entertained, if you get my drift, and it’s too important to let some, some call girl agency get involved, with future ill-repercussions.”

I was always ‘Captain Obvious’ when it came to these things, which was not really a strong suit of mine. It made me look stupid at times. “So you want us to fill in for what . . . enough call girls to satisfy six men?”

“Yes, something like that Chantal,” Barbara answered very mater-of-factly.

“Whoa, hold on Barbara! What makes you think I’m going to entertain men! You know for a fact that I enjoy fucking women, and that’s it!”

At that, Debbie looked long and hard, switching her glances between Barbara and me. I could tell that she had her suspicions about Barbara and me before, but now I was sure she knew because I never mentioned any girlfriends.

“Yeah, and what about me mom? You think you can just whore me out like that? To a group of conceited asshole corrupt politicians and businessmen - just to satisfy your boss?” Debbie said, well above normal conversational tone.

Barbara shrugged her shoulders, looking Debbie right in the eye. “Yes, yes I do.”

So that was that. It went over much easier on Debbie because she had been a slut for a very long time, having lost her virginity before she was even born. As for me, I wanted no part of dressing to please another man, let alone a group of them.

Later that evening, Debbie took a shower and left Barbara and me in the living room watching television. “Barbara,” I said. “You know what I like and don’t like, what I can and cannot do. This is one of the things I cannot and will not do!”

For the first time I saw a side of Barbara that I never knew existed before. She squinted her eyes and looked at me with a mix of both determination and urgency.

“Now listen to me . . . Chantal. You are not in a position to refuse me, understand?” Her conversational tone changed to a harsh whisper almost automatically. She leaned in close to me. “Some of these men at this party happen to really relish the thought of fucking transgender females, which - you are going to get a crash course on becoming. The best training for that is the actual thing, got it?”

I started to voice my objections, but Barbara quickly dismissed me. “Face it Chantal. You’re a SLUT! GOT IT!? I don’t give a shit whether or not you prefer cock or pussy, hot or cold, living, or dead. You’re going to do this thing. Now to help prepare you, you’re going to practice with these.” She left me sitting there, afraid to open my mouth. When she came back she was holding what looked like a few sex toys.

“Now you don’t have much time to prepare, so I suggest you start learning tonight!” Barbara said, very emphatically. The first object was a ten-inch long, and very thick, flesh-colored silicone cock. It even had “bulging veins” on it, was filled with a lubricant fluid, and even vibrated. The next items she gave me were three combination cock-rings with attached butt-plugs. Each was a different size. The biggest one looked like it could fit through the Lincoln Tunnel. My mouth just hung open.

“This is how your training will go,” she said. Her voice a little calmer now that she had a plan in place. But of course, I had to interrupt.

“No Barbara, I’m NOT going to be a pin cushion for some Middle Eastern sexual deviant who wants a dick up his ass!”

“I think dear, he or a few of them may want their dicks up your ass!” Barbara said, holding up the largest butt-plug to me.

“I don’t care! Not doing it! That’s final.” I really did look like a prissy girl at that point throwing a temper tantrum, and for no reason that I could think of, Barbara started laughing.

“What’s so funny?” I said.

“Because Chantal, you don’t have a choice! If you don’t do this, I’m going to force you to move out of this house. Do you think you can manage college by living on your own, paying an exorbitant rent and working at Home Depot parttime? I mean, no doubt, the sex between us is great, but (she sighed), if I have to do it, I will. I’ll put this another way. I could lose my job if I don’t come through with this for my boss, and I don’t think I can make what I do working anywhere else! So you, being the lowest on the totem pole, you have no choice but to obey me!”

She continued reading me “the riot act.” “You’ve heard the term ‘DOMINATRIX’ before, I assume?”

I wasn’t born on the Moon, but I thought it could mean different things; so I asked Barbara to clarify a bit. “Basically, you will do whatever I tell you to do sexually. See, I own you. You are mine to do with whatever pleases me. Whether or not you enjoy it is up to you, Chantal.” This almost made me wish I had never cross-dressed in front to Barbara. I wonder if she would have found out if she never saw those receipts from my credit card.

I’ll have to admit, she did have me there. She sat across from me, intently looking at me and holding all the toys in front of me in a plastic bag. “The choice is yours now Chantal. Oh, and don’t worry about Debbie. Like I said, she’s a real slut ho, and she’ll do what I tell her to do. If it makes you feel any better, this is not her first rodeo. I’ve been using her like this since she was sixteen.” I knew when I was beaten, and this certainly was one of those times. After I had conceded defeat, Barbara finished up.

“Now, for the next two days, you’re going to sleep with the small plug in your ass, and the cock-ring around your cock. Simple. Then the same with the next size. Two days later, the same with the third. I also want you to practice putting the large, fleshy cock here in your mouth, like you would be giving it a blow job, right?”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven - Sex Toys


The rest of that week, I stopped perseverating about Saturday night, and just did what Barbara told me to do with the sex toys. I mean, what else could I do. She had me. For Debbie it was just another gig. It wasn’t her first rodeo; having sex with a multitude of men. The bizarre thing was having her mother being the one to “pimp her out.”

Even more bizarre was her pimping out her cross-dressing stepson, who she was also fucking. She was extra nice to me the rest of that week. Our nightly fucking sessions continued, and she helped it along a little bit on the fourth night, when I had started using the larger butt plug, and something amazing happened.

Barbara fucked me with a rather large strap-on cock. In fact she did such a great job that I came when she did it! I didn’t know that such a thing was even possible. “See Chantal? You’ll be getting a lot of pleasure out of this, I promise you. There, see? I even proved it to you.”

“Are you coming with Debbie and me on Saturday night?” I asked.

“Of course I’m coming. I’ve been working with Mr. Cashman, since . . . since, your father went away.”

“Okay, so I suppose it’s like a family outing then,” I said, trying to inject humor into the situation.

“Good, now you’re getting into the spirit of it; I’m glad you’re beginning to see the light.”

“What will I wear Barbara? A slinky evening gown? I don’t have any dressy stuff.”

“No, you won’t need any. Just come with your black leather skirt, the longline bra, and that white leather coat, and four-inch heels. Oh, and I want you to wear your brunette long hair wig. The gentleman doesn’t care for red heads. Remember, you’re supposed to be a cock-sucking slut, not a princess, okay?”

“Okay, whatever you say.”

“Good. Besides, you’ve tasted your own cum before. This will be just like it.”

❤️❤️❤️

Saturday night finally came. Mr. Cashman, Barbara’s boss, sent a black, stretch limo to pick up the three of us. He spared no expense. Inside the limo was caviar, all kinds of liquor, perfume, elegant ashtrays, and a chauffeur who knew how to keep his mouth shut.

The last thing I felt like doing was engaging in any small talk with a stranger. The only other instructions Barbara gave me was to smile a lot tonight, and make sure the “gentlemen” were happy.

When we arrived and got out of the limo, people were staring at us, and Mr. Cashman’s aides wasted no time in getting us to the express elevator which shot us quickly up to the ninety-second floor. I had a couple of whiskies in the car, so I had a brief wave of nausea overcome me. I prayed that I wouldn’t barf over someone’s cock.

We got out of the elevator and there was a large double oak door in front of us. It just said “P1” on top, in white letters on a black plate over the doorway. We could smell cigar smoke and hear conversation inside. I hoped there would be food because I was hungry.

We were greeted by Mr. Cashman as soon as we got inside. Barbara was greeted by a kiss from her boss, which made me realize that the two of them were an item. Barbara didn’t make the family connection. She just introduced us as her two friends, Debbie, and Chantal. Cashman gave us “the look over,” like the salacious pig that he was.

There were six men present, seated at a table in the center of the large room. Two of them looked Japanese, two were definitely Middle Eastern, and the other two looked American. One of them was certainly familiar, but I just couldn’t place him.

There were four large couches on each side of the room, and a couple of bedrooms off to the side that I could see. A washroom with an attendant was also there. A couple of burly security guards with crewcuts, wearing white earpieces and suits stood like statues; arms folded low, in front, on both sides of the main doors. .

I walked over to the buffet table and got some food to fill a small cocktail plate to absorb the alcohol. I didn’t really have much of an appetite that evening. Debbie and Barbara were invited over to the table and Debbie was soon sitting on the lap of one of the Japanese guys. Barbara was pointing me out to one of the westerners. He looked at her, smiling, and walked over to me. Okay, I thought, here it comes.

“Well, aren’t you a gorgeous creature,” he said. It was then that I recognized who he was; Charles Schmitt, the US Senator from our state! Holy shit! I drew a deep breath, playing dumb.

“Why thank you Sir. It’s nice to meet you -“

“Please, he said. Just call me Charlie.”

“Okay Charlie.” He wasted no time and quickly I felt his hand on my right ass cheek.

“Nice and tight, just how I like it.”

“Well, I’m glad I could oblige you,” I said, in the best female voice I could project.

“And what should I call you honey?”

“You can call me Chantal,” I said, trying to maintain interest in this rube. I’ve seen department store dummies with more personality than this guy.

“You know Chantal, I’ve been in business meetings all day, and I’d really like to relax. Why don’t we go over to the couch and sit down,” he said, showing his hand to the couch on the other side of the buffet table where we were standing, far away from where Debbie and Barbara were sitting.

“Wait, how rude of me,” he says. “Would you like a drink. The bartender over there makes an excellent gin and tonic.”

“No thanks,” I say. “I’ll just have a club soda with a slice of lime and ice.”

“One club soda with a lime slice and ice, coming right up,” he says, and walks over to the bar. I’m a bit nervous, and I take out a Virginia Slim 120 Menthol and fire it up. I see across the room that Debbie and Barbara are smoking too, and this Charlie guy was smoking a cigar, so I knew that my smoking wouldn’t be an issue.

He comes back. “Here you go,” he says. He was holding two drinks. His was the gin and tonic he praised so highly a moment ago. He looks at the cigarette wistfully. I can spot a smoking fetish on a guy a mile away.

“You know,” he says, “if you had waited, I would have lit that for you.”

“Well, pardner, you were just a bit too slow on the draw,” I said, winking my eye. I was just anxious to get this over with as soon as possible, but giving him all the attention he wanted from me.

“Uh, why don’t we go over to the couch, relax a bit and talk,” he says.

“Sure, lead the way.

He takes my free hand, the other one holding my cigarette and the club soda glass with the red mixing straw in it. He shows his hand to where he’d like me to sit, and then he sits down next to me. There is a little table in front of the couch where I place my club soda after taking a sip. He’s looking at my cigarette and a fast glance at his crotch sees his cock bulging out.

“How’s the drink,” I ask?

He smiles at me. “Nice and stiff,” he replies. Oh God, this is my cue.

“You mean, just like that large, gorgeous cock you have,” I say in the most sensuous voice I can muster.

“Yes, exactly,” he grins at me.

Without taking my eyes off him, I reach down to his pants and grab the tip of it tenting through, with three fingers, my nails pressing into it. I also add a little swipe of my tongue across my lips for extra effect. He catches on and starts to stir a little. I take a long, cheek hollowing drag for effect, lean in close to him and kiss him, smoke billowing out of my cherry, glossed lips, and my nose - really hookerish.

Now I let the tip of my tongue enter between his lips. He meets mine and I press in closer, slowly, and gently roping my tongue around his. He growls softly as I maintain pressure on his cock, rubbing my fingers back and forth, exhaling smoky breath into his mouth. He is very turned on.

“Oooh,” I say. “Someone is very frisky tonight.”

“Yes,” he says. “Why don’t we continue this discussion in the bedroom over to the side?”

“I thought you would never ask,” liar! I say to myself.

I down my drink in a large swallow, and he leaves his, half-finished on the table, and takes my hand as he leads me into the bedroom across the room. Once inside the bedroom, I take off my white jacket and my top, leaving my longline bra on.

It’s pulled tight enough to give just the right amount of cleavage showing through. I kick off my four-inch heels on the floor. I go to work and unbutton his shirt and throw it on the floor. I take some time to run my nails over his hairy chest. He draws a deep breath and pulls me in closer to him, kissing me hard.

He was ravenous, sending his tongue straight into my mouth, wrapping it around mine. He started to reach for what he thought was my pussy, and I firmly pulled his hand away. I wasn’t ready to reveal myself just yet; or did he know? Barbara pointed me out to him, and not Debbie. Maybe this guy was into trans women. I would find out soon enough.

He ran his fingers through my wig, and touched my bare shoulders and my neck. Strangely, I began to feel like a woman. The part of me that was reluctant to engage this way with another man was leaving. I was making the jump from being a “simple” transvestite into a trans woman. I was getting into it.

I grabbed his cock and loosened his belt, undid his pants, and reached underneath his boxers. Now I could touch it in the flesh. I felt a bit of pre cum on my fingertips. I felt . . . proud of myself that I could turn him on. If I was going to be a “submissive” for Barbara, I was determined to be the best one I could be.

He started to moan with delight. I kissed his ear, and his neck. “Lie down,” I said. I straddled him, bent my head down, my hair falling down and tickling his belly. He pressed my head rather aggressively into his lap and for the first time in my life, I had another man’s cock pressed up against my lips.

My lips parted slightly, playing with him, teasing him. I stuck my tongue out and tickled his “fish eye,’ and the head around it. My cherry glossed lips now formed a seal over his cock’s tip, and I moved them around and around, circling it, giving it a shade and a scent of cherry.

“More,” he said in a harsh whisper. My mouth was nice and wet, and I took the whole of his head between my lips, forming a tight seal with my lips; then slid my mouth down, and took all of him. He reached to the back of my tongue. The only thing I had to compare it to was the fleshy dildo that Barbara gave me to practice on. Last night she ran through a “rehearsal drill” with me, to see my techniques for herself.

Before the rehearsal, she gave me a blow job and had me cum in a cup. Then she took my jizz, and mixed it with the fluid in the dildo. So after I had been going at it for a while, she squeezed it, and I got a good taste of myself. She told me if I could do that, I could easily take another man.

Now I was pumping him hard, and he thrust his hips up to meet the action from me. All the time, my tongue was slipping and sliding around him. At the same time, I was grinding my crotch on his thigh. That was a not too subtle way of letting Charlie know I had a cock. He didn’t react, instead concentrating on himself. It didn’t take too long for him to explode.

He let out a gasp, and a cute Oh my God, and my mouth was coated in a ropy, creamy, salty mixture of pent-up sexual tension. I increased my speed on him, not letting up, until I felt him go limp. When I came off him, his jizz was dripping down the side of my lips, and onto my chin. I had a glazed look in my eyes, made very sexy from the green contacts I wore.

He lied down next to me on the bed, spent, exhausted; but I wasn’t going to let him get off that easy. It was my turn to come now. I wasn’t sure the effect my rather large cock would have on his “bussy,” but I really didn’t care. He could do me later too if that’s what he wanted.

“Chantal,” he said. “You were magnificent. I’ve never had such a delicious blow job before.”

“Good, I’m glad Charlie,” I said as I massaged his sticky, limp cock back into hardness again. “I need a cigarette,” I said as I reached over to the nightstand for my pack. He was ready with his own lighter for me. “Oooh, what a gentleman you are,” I said.

“Are you ready for me,” I said a few minutes later. Charlie wasn’t much for pillow talk which was fine with me. Privately I detested him. The sight of me smoking turned him fully on, and he was ready. I sucked on his cock a little bit to get him ready.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Eight - Just Like Marilyn


I was on my knees on the bed, and I pulled my skirt down, and dropped it on the floor next to the bed. I half-expected him to scream, run out of the room, or have one of those burly security guards beat the shit out of me. But instead, when he saw my cock bulging, and throbbing through my panties, he just grinned and laughed.

“I thought this would surprise you,” I said in my most innocent, feminine voice.

“I’m delighted Chantal, not surprised. I specifically asked for you. Barbara pointed you out to me.”

“Humph,” I laughed, grinning. “Then I guess we’re good to go.” I now did the big reveal: I pulled my black satin panties down with my thumb. My cock now shot out, veins and all, throbbing. I got the idea that he liked to be told what to do; that his kink was to be treated like a “cock-taking sissy.” So I pushed the envelope a little.

“Turn around Charlie! Put your ass in the air, and that pussy of yours facing me!" Humm, I thought. I could really get to like this; making other men serve my every beck and call. What a surprise!

He looked at my cock and was mesmerized by the sight. His boner stayed hard, and he was a good boy and did just what I asked him to do. I had a tube of K-Y Jelly in my purse, and I put a generous helping onto my cock and his ass. I stuck my thumb inside him, and he gasped.

I was on my knees, and I shimmied up closer to his backside. With my fingers I gently glided my cock into that cherry opening. As soon as I entered him, he gasped again, obviously used to the feel of this, and his bussy dilated for me to enter. I slid all the way in, and he moaned and gripped the bed sheets with his fist, saying “damn, damn,” over and over again. It felt really good. It was even better than Barbara’s pussy; much tighter. The K-Y helped a great deal. My own ass began twitching.

Soon a rhythm developed, and he met my thrusts with his backward thrusts. I loved the tightness, the warmth, the slickness of his tunnel. I was so fucking horny, and I couldn’t help it anymore - I shot my load deep inside of him, feeling my own jizz surrounding my cock. I kept going, and about thirty seconds later he gasped, and I saw that his hand was wrapped around his cock, and he shot another creamy load out onto the sheets.

As I pulled out of him, a trail of my cum leaked down the side of his butt and down the sides of my cock. Then I did something I never thought I could do in a million years. I bent in close to him and used my tongue to lap up my cum from around his bussy and his butt. He squealed with delight.

It was so cute to watch, and I loved it. I was still wearing my cock-ring and my butt-plug. He still owed a lady a favor. So after I smoked a cigarette, blowing smoky exhales onto his face, and kissing him some more, I asked him if he would “pleasure a lady.” He accepted my invitation. I wanted his cock in my ass. It didn’t take much to get Charlie hard, and he was.

I turned around, my dilated ass sticking up toward the ceiling. He wasted no time and found my opening right away, eagerly entering me and grunting with satisfaction. This was my first time. Barbara did a good job at prepping me with the silicone dildo, so I was ready.

Charlie thrusted and I met his slapping balls with my ass going back and forth. He knew what he was doing. So I grabbed my cock, and stroked it. In a short time, I gasped and shot my load out again, all over the sheets, and Charlie was still thrusting hard. He came inside me, and I felt the warmth of his cum all through my ass.

When he went a little flaccid, he pulled out, dripping jizz down the side of my ass, and being the gentleman that he was; returned the favor by licking my butt hole and ticking it with his tongue. We turned to each other and embraced. He liked a bit of affection too, which was okay with me. Of course, I didn’t tell him I was his first.

We were lying next to each other, and I was smoking, watching him get hard again. I felt like asking him a question which was ruminating around in my brain since I first laid eyes on him. I wasn’t afraid to ask him either.

“Say Charlie, can I ask you something?”

“Sure Chantal, what is it?”

“I thought I recognized you when you first came over to me at the bar, and I have to know. Are you the US Senator from our state?”

He smiled, looked at me, and said: “Why yes, as a matter of fact I am. It doesn’t change anything, does it? I know you’ll keep this evening’s events confidential. Barbara assured me of that, right?” I knew that if I said “no,” or revealed it in the future, I’d find myself with cement boots at the bottom of the Hudson River.

“Of course, Charlie, I like you, and I’d love to do this again sometime. I’m very comfortable with you.”

“Good,” he said. It just so happened that Charlie Schmitt was also the Democratic front-runner for the US Presidential nomination. In my mind’s eye I could picture the Secret service smuggling me into the White House through one of those mythic White House tunnels they talk about from JFK’s time with a certain deceased and famous blonde actress.

“I know that if, or should I say ‘when’ I want to see you again Chantal, all I have to do is ask Lionel to see you.”

“Right, that’s the best way. Would you like my phone number?”

He thought about it for a minute and said: “No, I think it’s best that we go through Lionel. Just for security purposes, you know. Believe me, it’s nothing personal.”

“Okay Charlie, fine with me.” It was then that he reached into the pocket of his suit and pulled out a roll of bills. He handed me five thousand dollars, like he was paying for a Snickers bar at the 7-11.

“Here,” he said. “This is my little way of saying “thank you.”

“Why thank you Charlie, but that wasn’t necessary!”- or expected.

We got dressed and went out front to join the others. Debbie was in the other bedroom with both of the Middle Easterners, and Barbara saw me come out with Charlie. She walked over to us.

“So how was she Charlie,” Barbara asked.

“Wonderful Barbara, absolutely wonderful.”

“Good, I’m glad. You know Chantal is one of my best girls. I’m sure she’d love to see you again the next time you visit Lionel.”

“Good, I hope so Barbara.”

That’s how I got started on my new path. A path I never thought possible a little over a year ago, when Debbie caught me playing “dress-up” in the backyard of our home. In the car ride on the way home, Barbara reminded me of my role in her burgeoning enterprise, which over the next two years became even more successful. I was even elevated to the role of “trainer.”

Barbara of course, retained her role in Lionel Cashman’s empire, frequently leaving with him to various points on the globe. Debbie and I were in charge when Barbara was out of town. “Chantal,” Barbara asked. “I think you owe me something. I get fifty per cent, remember?”

“Of course, Barbara.” I reached into my purse and handed her twenty-five hundred dollars, as Debbie did the same from her “clients.” I had crossed the line.

❤️❤️❤️


BOOK Six - “FANTASY FLIGHTS” MILE HIGH CLUB

Transgender Females, Cross dressers, and Lesbian Lovers in the Sky!

by

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter One - Trust Fund Baby


Keith Yarnow was a trust fund baby, but unlike the stereotype, he wasn’t lazy by any means. He had a solid business sense, wasn’t afraid of failure, and also had a rather “odd” sense of humor that made him fun to be around. At twenty-six, he had made some fairly decent accomplishments on his own. College educated, with a head for designing things, and a Master’s Degree in Engineering, he was fascinated by flight.

As a kid he had flown many radio-controlled model aircraft, and even conducted experiments with high-altitude weather balloons. Sending objects to the fringes of space, he loved to take photos and videos from cameras hanging from the balloons, protected against the cold in various containers of his design. His mind was always working on something, never resting. Last year he made his own glider aircraft, capable of carrying a human pilot. He set a record, flying over the Grand Canyon, to Southern California, using mountain ranges and air currents to maintain lift.

But what he really loved above all was hot-air ballooning, with an extra-large gondola to take friends on trips. He was currently working on something. For all his popularity, and the friends and camaraderie that his hobby attracted he was lonely; for female companionship especially. One day, he discussed his situation with Bill Emerson, a longtime friend from high school.

“Keith,” Bill said to him over coffee at a Santa Fe, New Mexico coffee shop, “You’ve gotta’ make more time for a social life if you’re ever gonna get a woman,” he said as he leaned back in his chair appraising his friend. “You’re going to have to get yourself out of that hangar and workshop of yours - and I don’t mean in the air.”

“Yeah I know Bill, but I don’t do well in bars and that whole scene. First of all I’m skinny, and I’m only 5’8” tall. I’ve got a great height and weight for gliding, but girls want gym rats, and guys that, you know, appear on the covers of erotica books and magazines.” His friend studied him.

“When was the last time you’ve had sex, Keith; I mean really, and jerking off doesn’t count.” He laughed.

“Humm, let’s see”-

“See?” Bill said. “That’s what I mean. You can’t even remember! That is not something you would forget - ever. You need some help there buddy. Lucky for you, your buddy Bill is here for you,” he said with a smile.

“So what do you propose? The online dating sites suck - I’ve tried them. I had one girl who used another woman’s photo, and it was horrible - embarrassing even.”

Bill took a few minutes to think about that, and sat back in his chair. “Maybe you could . . .” He stopped himself in mid-sentence, thinking about how he was going to broach the subject with his friend. He smiled. “No, it’s too crazy, even for you - and me!”

“What? Tell me,” Keith asked, leaning over the table with genuine curiosity of what his friend had in mind. Bill put his hand under his chin and looked his friend squarely in the eyes.

“I think your approach is all wrong,” Bill said, collecting his thoughts. He wagged his finger in the air, as he sipped his coffee.

“Keith, do you remember Joe Fahnuke?”

“Joe Fahnuke? Our high school star pitcher in senior year?”

“The one and the same,” Bill said.

“What about him?”

“Very few people knew about this back then, but since I was a jock, I was privy to the whole thing.”

“Go on,” Keith said, very curious.

Well, Joe was chasing Marsha Sexton, the captain of the cheerleaders. You remember; the girl with the biggest tits on the whole squad, long blonde hair, tight, compact butt.”

“Oh yeah, I remember her. I heard she’s a neurosurgeon now at the U of Texas.”

“Well, whatever. Joe tried dating her and nothing worked. It became a little inside joke, about how many times he would get rejected, etc., So . . . The guys worked on a bet. They had a pretty sizable pool going from what I remember. They bet Joe, to try and get it on with Marsha by dressing up like a woman, because the rumor was, that Marsha was a lesbian, and only dated girls.”

Keith never heard this story before and became quite interested. “So what happened,” he said.

“Well . . . my sister, Gwen, who was a sophomore in college at the time, said that she could make him pass for a woman, and be so convincing, that he could land Marsha, and just about any guy or girl that Joe wanted! At first, Joe was like, ‘you’re all INSANE! That’s absolutely out of the question. What if someone finds out? I’ll be ruined, scarred, and stigmatized for life!’ The guys were insistent, and wouldn’t let it go. But Joe was adamant and kept refusing, until he saw it with his own eyes.”

“Saw what?” Asked Keith, now sitting on the edge of his chair.

“Well, there was this party at one of the girl’s houses, I forgot who exactly. I just remember that her parents were away. I think you were there too.-”

“Debra Preston!” Keith exclaimed. “Yes! Debra Preston,” Bill said banging his fingers on the table top. “That was a wild time. I was drunk off my ass; and if I remember correctly, so were you.”

“Joe saw Marsha making out with that guy, what’s his name, the kid who liked to wear makeup to school.”

“Eliot Biel,” Keith said.

“That’s right! Eliot Biel - of all people. She ended up taking him upstairs that night, and they started dating shortly after that. Well, that was enough to convince Joe. He decided to let my sister Gwen make him up as a woman. She did such a great job, that Joe didn’t even recognize himself. Hell, even I wanted to go out with him, er, her!”

“Yeah, but what about - you know - his cock?”

“What about it? Marsha was very turned on by it, the way I heard it. She dug it.”

“Okay,” Keith said. So let me get this straight. You’re saying that if I do myself up as a woman, I can get women to go out with me? Have sex with me?”

“That’s exactly right buddy boy,” Bill said, appealing to Keith’s intellect. “How lucky have you been the conventional way? Not too good, by your own admission. Come on now Keith, I’ve always known you as a man who thinks out of the box. Nowadays, everybody’s heard of transgender women, cross dressing; and I happen to think you’d be pretty successful. Besides, you may find a girl who is really turned on by it, and would even date you when you aren’t dressed as a woman. You could find the love of your life, you never know. Nothing ventured, nothing gained.” Keith was silent for a while. Maybe, he thought, there was some way he could connect his love of flying, hot air ballooning, to his sex life. Crazier things have been done, he thought.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two - Keith


Iwent home that night after tinkering around with mechanical drawings in the hangar for a few hours, thinking seriously about what Bill had said to me earlier. The sight of very sexy women got me hard all right, but what about a man dressed as a woman. How many men have I seen like that who got me aroused and I wasn’t even aware they were transgender. I bet a lot of them. Still, there is something arousing about dressing female that, I don’t know, might be nice. I never tried, although to be truthful with myself I have fantasized about it. I also get turned on easily by watching very attractive women smoke. I have since I was a teenager. I haven’t exactly spent a great deal of time researching it; the smoking fetish I mean. I just knew that it was very strong.

So I ordered (just an experiment, mind you!) some exotic lingerie from an online store, and had it shipped to me. If I do something, even as an experiment, I like to go all-out. I also included a wig - long hair, brunette-auburn. I ordered a short, black polyvinyl skirt, killer fishnet pantyhose with straps, a white-laced topped black longline bra to shape my midsection which was pretty thin anyway, and a white leather jacket with studs. I have a fairly decent sized cock, nothing to brag about; I guess I would call it average - 6”, but wide.

I live in a nice condo inside a gated community with lots of privacy. Like most people nowadays, I hardly know my neighbors, so when the package came, I was glad it came in a non-descript box. I opened my front door, and before I took it inside, I became really paranoid, and looked to the left, the right, saw no one, and took it inside.

I went into my bedroom and unpacked it. I also went “all out” and included a basic makeup kit from a store that caters to cross dressing men. That came separately, and was shipped with the same amount of discretion. I went on YOUTUBE and watched several “how to” videos on the proper ways to apply makeup. I started with the panties.

They were black satin, with a bow in the front - really “girly,” and when I put them on, I got a thrill from the smooth feeling over my legs and then over my cock. However, I realized that if I was going to do this, I had better do it right. This meant shaving. One good reason for that was the black-laced pantyhose that I bought. The skin of my legs (very hairy) might cause the pantyhose to run. I rolled my eyes and went into the bathroom, taking out my shaving kit. Very carefully, I shaved off the hair of my legs, and then my pubic area. I found that made the experience of wearing panties the first time very pleasurable indeed.

I must have been doing it right, because after I was all shaved, and dressed in the black-laced pantyhose high up on my thighs with the satin panties, I got the largest erection of my life. Walking with just the slightest amount of rubbing practically caused me to drip just a bit of precum. The longline bra was tight and pulled the flabby skin of my chest and abdomen together to give the illusion of just a little cleavage. The bra was black satin with white laced frill on the top, shoulder straps, and it was actually a one-piece bra/blouse combo that tucked into a black PVC skirt with a wide, white PVC belt. Last to go on was the wig.

I also had a studded white leather jacket which I wore open. Up until now, I hadn’t looked in the mirror. I wasn’t planning to until I went into the bathroom to put on the makeup. I was filled with a giddy excitement when I took out the makeup case. I pulled a chair up in front of the mirror which was on top of the bathroom vanity. I studied myself closely and loved what I saw. I couldn’t believe that I never dressed or had the desire to before I had the discussion with Bill.

The makeup was the most exciting part of the whole experience. I followed all the video instructions to the tee. Everything went on perfectly; the eyeliner, the mascara, the thick, false eyelashes, the lip liner, eye shadow and eyebrow pencil. I thought about shaving my eyebrows, but I wasn’t ready for that step yet. It was an issue of comfortability and experience. I needed more of each.

Surprisingly, although I was hard as a rock, and dying to jerk-off, I postponed that until after I took my clothes off. But I didn’t want to do that just yet; especially after all the care and time I spent into putting on the makeup. I kept staring at this person in the mirror that I created, wondering how exactly, this would help me get laid. The very last thing I needed to complete what I called the “illusion,” were the shoes. Before I ordered the clothing online, I started with them. I got a pair of black pumps, since they were the easiest to get around in.

It was about nine o’clock at night, and after some deliberation I thought I would go out. The urge to smoke became unbearable; my fetish was inside my head and talking to me. I decided to make a quick drive over to the nearest 7-11 store and buy a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. My voice was a high enough pitch, and before tonight’s dressing, since speaking with Bill, I practiced, and sounded passable for a female. It would take a really astute listener to say, “this person is a cross dresser.”

I got into my Corvette, running to the car; the lighting would cover me from being seen by any prying neighbors. My heart was beating rapidly, partly from the excitement and partly from the fear of discovery. I never thought that my first time out of the house would be to drive to 7-11. What was I gonna do? Impress the clerk? No, of course not. I would just keep my head down and buy the cigarettes and a couple of lighters. I parked my car and walked to the store. A couple of young guys - in their twenties saw me and actually whistled. The feeling was indescribable that I could actually get guy’s attention! For real, and in public. Still, I was glad it was nighttime.

I was the only one in the store besides the clerk who was watching baseball. He barely looked at me at first. After I used my most girlish voice and ordered the cigarettes, he looked at me; not in a way that suggested I was a freak or anything. He looked at me like I was a beautiful woman! Wow! I could feel his eyes on me as I turned and walked out of the store and back to the car.

The same guys were there in the lot and whistled again, calling out what seemed like a proposition. I turned to them and smiled. I didn’t get a good look, so I when I started the car and drove out of the parking lot, I drove closer to them and saw that they weren’t bad looking at all.

When I got home I couldn’t wait to light up. I found an old ashtray in the dining room closet that hadn’t been used. I got it as a gift from someone and it said “Tampico, Mexico” on it. I stood in front of the mirror and pulled out the first cigarette. I had watched smokers tap the top of the pack, holding it upside down, to pack it. When I put it to my lips, my cherry lipstick got on the filter and my boner was straining to get out and pulsing.

I think if I had just rubbed it a little against the panties I would come right there - a waste! I flicked the lighter to life and held it to the tip, taking a big drag. Now, I used to smoke pot in college, so I was used to the feeling of smoke going down my throat. It burned a little, but I didn’t cough.

The menthol felt cool going down, and I liked the taste. I exhaled a blue plume of smoke towards my reflection in the mirror. I wanted to get the habit quickly. I wanted to become good and hooked. In that moment, I became the object of my fantasies; my secret fetish. I smoked three cigarettes right after one another and got a little dizzy from the rush of nicotine. I was no longer Keith. I had become . . . a woman of my own creation. I tried to think of a name. I decided on “Kerri,” and I was determined to become a real smoky, slut whore!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three - No Way Dude!


Now what was I to do? It was only ten o’clock. I thought I needed to brainstorm with Bill. I wanted him to see what I looked like. Everything depended on what he thought. Here was a sexually active male after all, and he would be the best judge I thought, of how I would present as a woman. I picked up the phone and called him.

“So Keith, working late in your hangar on your balloon project, or should I say your floating bordello in the sky?” he said laughing.

“No Bill, actually I’m not. I’m standing here in my kitchen . . . and I’m  fully dressed as a very sexy woman - my new alternate persona - ‘Kerri.’”

“No fucking way dude!!”

“Yes, ‘way’ Bill. I finally took you up on your suggestion and did what Joe Fahnuke did all those years ago.” I looked at myself again in the mirror and thought; much better than Joe! There was a long silence on the other end of the line. I knew that Bill was there, I just think he was in shock.

“Oh my God Keith. This I have got to see! Can I come over . . . like tonight?”

“That would be good, on account of it took me a long time to perfect the makeup to at least look presentable. I want you to be the first to see ‘the new me.’ After all, it was your idea.”

“I see. So, should I call you ‘Kerri?’”

“Of course, but only when I’m dressed. I feel like a performer in a drag show.” To some extent I believed that to be the case, but when I really though about it hard, it sounded crazy: Dressed as a woman to get women to be sex partners!

“Yeah, I understand completely. I’ll be right over and see what you’ve done to yourself.”

“Okay buddy, I’ll have the beers ready.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four - Fantasy Balloon


Bill lived about six miles from my condo, but I think he must have driven very fast to get here, because it took him only fifteen minutes, when normally it took half an hour. I saw his headlights through my living room blinds as he pulled into my second parking slot, right next to my red Corvette. Just for dramatic effects I lit up my fourth cigarette of the night after applying a fresh coat of lip gloss. I adjusted my wig, so the front hung down between “my breasts.” My blouse had the three top buttons open, my collar was turned up, and my sleeves were cuffed once and hung just above my wrist. I added a costume jewelry necklace and a bracelet, and also a pair of clip-on hoop earrings. I took a deep drag and let the cigarette dangle out of the corner of my mouth as I answered the door. I was as hard as a steel girder, but not because I had any romantic feelings towards Bill; I didn’t. I mean I don’t consider myself to be a gay man. I was just carried along by the excitement I felt from being ‘different’ from who I was. Oh! When I bought the cigarettes, I bought a white rose, which I would be holding in my hand when Bill came to the door.

“Whoa! Look at you!” Keith, er, I mean ‘Kerri,’ you sure do clean up good.” Bill said as he ogled me from head to toe, shaking his head maybe for a full minute, glancing at the rose. I think he was more shocked than I was when I first saw myself. He was still standing in the doorway, grinning; his short sandy hair shiny from the lights from the parking lot. He wore a casual sports jacket, button-down shirt, khaki trousers with moccasins, and looked like he was going on a date. Usually, we just wore T-shirts or sweats when we hung out at night. So, my antennae were up.

“Come in Bill,” I said. “I don’t bite. It’s still me,” I said with the cigarette still dangling from the corner of my mouth.

“Since when do you smoke?” he said, puzzled, and staring at me. His eye caught the long, fake red polished nails, and the shock was evident when he saw the extent of how fucking good I looked dressed fully en femme.

“Since tonight,” I said, and took an exaggerated, and very seductive drag, blowing the smoke over his head.

He came inside after an awkward minute of staring, and cleared his throat. “Keith, I mean ‘Kerri,’ I never expected you to take this so seriously this quick.”

“Well, let me ask you this: Am I getting younger as time goes by without any progress in my love life?”

Bill shrugged. “I suppose you’re right. So what’s the plan now?” he asked.

“I thought you had the answers. I mean it was your idea. Are we going to go to clubs where I ask girls to dance on the off chance they find me attractive and want to dance, or am I supposed to be a magnet for guys who are looking for some action, which, would probably surprise the hell out of most of them?”

“Let’s have a couple of beers and try to figure this out. I’m also curious about your balloon/Zeppelin project, and its possible role in this,” Bill said.

“Okay, we’ll brainstorm,” I said, and went into the kitchen to get the beers out of the fridge. I could feel his eyes following my tight ass as I walked to the kitchen from the living room. “Have a seat,” I called out, gesturing to the couch. On the way, I put on some mellow jazz music, and dimmed the high-hat lights on the living room ceiling. What the hell was I thinking, as my boner seemed to be calling the shots tonight.

I handed a beer to Bill, and brought an ice bucket with more bottles in it. I broke the awkward silence with sort of an answer to my question. “I’m designing a large, colorful hot air balloon with a gondola that’s oversized and will fit about a dozen people, with a separate front compartment for the pilot. I think I’ll call it ‘Fantasy Air.’ The idea will be to have paying customers who are looking for hookups of all types while they take a two-hour balloon trip over the desert.”

Bill was laughing. “You mean like a floating ‘bordello,’ sorry, uh ‘fantasy balloon trip.’”

“EXACTLY!” I said. “We will advertise, but it has to be worded discretely. Like maybe, ‘A unique fantasy flight for single men and women of all types to have fun and make new friends.’”

Bill smiled at me and nodded his head. “So, of course, the sex is implied, but not worded that way to avoid any legal difficulties. Because we’ll be charging for this thing, and we don’t want to be accused of running a high-altitude prostitution ring, now do we?”

I laughed. “Certainly not. I have my guys working on a nice gondola with couches and all the amenities like I said. You know, I was always a sci-fi nut - especially Jules Verne.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five - Bill


Ican’t believe how fucking good he/she looks! Damn. When was the last time I got laid? As far as I know Keith/Kerri is a virgin. So he decides to break his cherry as a woman - weird, and yet it was all my idea to begin with. I can’t stop thinking about “her.” Now with the beer and the music, it’s going to be hard to restrain myself. I wonder what she thinks? Suppose we did get something going here; would it ruin our friendship, or maybe begin a new, exciting chapter? Only one way to find out I suppose. Now here “she” comes with the beers, and what does she do?

She sits right next to me on the sofa, lights up another alluring 120mm cigarette and pops her bottle open. I do the same. What is that scent? Oh my God! It’s the perfume my last girlfriend, Chelsea wore. It was the perfume that was our “signal,” meaning, it was time to fuck. Now I am so fucking hard. If I let my sense of morality take over here, I know I’ll regret it for the rest of my life. I can’t stand the tension - I could just cut it with a knife. I wonder what it’s like for Keith/Kerri? What should I call my friend. I’ll go with Kerri. Psychologically, it will make me more relaxed about what I think is going to go down here tonight.

Kerri started off the conversation. “Maybe once the balloon work is finished, in about three weeks my foreman tells me, we’ll be in business. But first we have to get active on social media. I’ll form the company, make it an LLC, and give you an executive position. After all Bill, it was your idea to begin with.”

“Yes, should be fun, and it becomes a business. I think the novelty will catch on; hook-ups in the clouds!” We both laughed at that. What happened next I will swear to this day was spontaneous. My beer, which was about a quarter full, spilled over onto Kerri’s oak table.

“Oh shit! Look what I did. God, I am such an ass! Sorry . . .er, Kerri.”

“No problem, here.” She bent over with a bunch of paper towels and started rubbing the table leaning over me. The smells of the perfume and the tobacco smoke, plus how fucking hot she looked, just possessed me. I placed my arm around her shoulder, hooking her around to face me and I kissed her on the lips - my best friend from high school.

My best guy friend from high school! I wasn’t thinking acceptance or rejection; I just went with it, and I was met by acceptance. Kerri kissed me back fiercely, hungrily. It felt like just any other woman. Her glossy lips, the feel of her long, auburn hair on my face, the silkiness of the blouse. It all came together in a maddening moment. She stuck the tip of her tongue between my lips, and I opened my lips to let her in. The smoky exhalations were a real turn on. Now our tongues were roping around each other. Don’t overthink this, I kept saying to myself - just go with it.

The way she was going at me it was hard for me to believe that Kerri was a virgin, and yet, here she was - like a real pro. I felt her hand sliding under my shirt, opening two of the middle buttons, and caressing my chest. My cock was screaming at this point.

“I want to suck your cock Billy.” Wait, did I just hear what I thought I did? I guess I did, because in the next second or two, she was tugging at my zipper, and reached inside my boxers and touched my stone snake with her long, painted nails.

She moved them up and down along my shaft. “Lift your ass up,” she said, before taking a pull from her cigarette. As I did so, she pulled my pants down and boxers too, until both were sitting, wrapped up around my ankles. She looked up at me and grinned. Then she turned her attention to the guest of honor between my legs.

My cock was pulsating with anticipation. I had to overpower my mind which was thinking that this is my best friend Keith - this is wrong. But I just could not help myself because this was a beautiful woman named Kerri in front of me. I felt an electric shock run through my body as red glossed lips first touched the tip of my cock. She moved her lips around it like a pro, turning me on with the sounds she made: ummm . . . ummm.

Her tongue reached out to me through those lips which parted ever so slightly, wet, and delicious, firm and inviting. I was begging silently to be taken into her mouth entirely, ravaged and sucked dry. Then I tensed up, my head was thrown back and my eyes were closed - my eyes closed, fantasizing about her . . .

I could only imagine what my friend was thinking at this very moment - was it shock, disbelief like me, or was it extreme pleasure and lust. I didn’t know. I was sure we would talk about it later. Then she stopped and pulled off me. My head bent down and I stared at her. Her eyes were misted over with the unmistakable look of desire, of sultriness that I had seen from the other women I experienced in my life.

She slowly pulled out a long, all-white cigarette from her pack, which was another thing I had to get used to; my friend, or rather my friend’s alter ego smoking. No doubt it turned me on even more. She lit up and did a snap-inhale, then took a larger drag, and put her mouth back on my cock, which at this point was throbbing with longing for that mouth. She didn’t disappoint, placing her mouth back on the tip of my cock going up and down it.

I could not believe that this was her first time, because she was like a pro. She exhaled her smoke right on top of my cock, blowing it out of her mouth and nose at the same time. Now was the moment I was begging for, lusting for. It was surreal and something I would never forget. Her wet mouth took the whole of me, all eight inches - not even gagging, going up and down.

At the same time her head was bobbing up and down faster and faster. She was teasing me with her teeth, causing some pain, but also pleasure. I thrusted my hips up to her mouth in-sync with her movements. She stopped again to take another drag, putting her mouth back on top of me, and resuming this erotic play.

I could take this no longer and I let out a long moan of pure pleasure, exploding in her mouth, sending a large, thick wad of warm jizz down her throat. Her lips were closed tight, and I felt the warmth envelop me. She was slurping, licking up me entirely, leaving no cum behind. To my amazement, I was still hard. I pushed her head down on my lap, the silkiness of her hair adding to my pleasure. She kept sucking and I felt myself getting hard again.

Without warning, she pulled off me and looked up at me - a string of whitish jizz hanging off her bottom lip, eyes misty (which was a huge turn-on when they look like that), and a smile. Slowly, she stood up, and sat next to me on the couch, stubbing her cigarette out in the ashtray. I was about to speak, when she grabbed me by the chin, pulled me close, and kissed me. I could taste my own cum, and I licked it off her bottom lip, locking tongues with her once more - just like when we started, but it was different now - we had crossed the line and there was no going back.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six - Kerri


Tonight was amazing so far for two reasons: First, because for the first time in my life, I was dressed as a woman - and liked it, and number two, because the first cock I sucked was that of my best friend from high school. It’s also amazing how your life can turn on a dime.

“How do you feel Bill, what do you think?”

“Uh . . . Jesus H Christ Kerri, I just got a blow job from my best friend dressed like a woman!”

“Yeah, but you liked it, didn’t you Bill? Come on, admit it. I heard you ‘oohing, and ahhhing.’”

“I suppose I did,” Bill said, resigned to the truth.”

“And you know what’s funny Bill? I didn’t feel like a guy blowing another guy - I felt like a woman. I’m more than a cross dresser. For a while now, I’ve felt more transgendered than a guy.” Bill could only look at me, as he slowly digested what I just said.

“I could tell you enjoyed it. You know, a few weeks ago when we first talked about this, I was only half serious about this being a way for you to hook up with girls. I have a confession to make.” I knew what was coming, but I let Bill continue without interruption. By not saying anything, I was saying plenty.

He sighed. “I . . . now please Keith, er, Kerri - “

“Bill, call me Kerri, ok,” I said. He let out a breath of relief.

“I have, for a long time, wanted to see you dressed as a woman. Your body shape, the high pitch in your voice, I mean everything about you made me want to see you dressed as a woman. My motives were selfish, I’ll admit it.” So there it was, the truth finally coming out.

“That’s fine Bill. I know, and have known for a long time. I also knew that if I was to present as a woman, you would be my first choice to have sex with.” At this his smile brightened.

“Yes,” I continued. “So there is no reason at all why you should feel guilty about anything. We have to be completely open and honest with each other for this thing to work.” I leaned over and kissed him again, and found him completely willing, and also I think, much less tense.

I lingered a bit, roping my tongue around his again, feeling my cock get hard once again, and I wanted to come - badly. So badly that I suggested something that again, would have been unthinkable just a few weeks ago.

“I want to fuck you now Bill.” He stared at me, but I replied, “I happen to think you’ll enjoy it.” I reached down and grabbed the shaft of his cock with my hand and found it getting hard once more. I lit a fresh cigarette, to set the mood more a little bit. I took a deep drag, and with my exhale I said, “Turn around and get on your knees.”

My cock was throbbing at this point and there was no turning back at all. I spit on my hands and rubbed it around his puckered asshole, my feminine “aura” guiding me. Next, I probed around the edge of his “bussy” and gently inserted my tip inside of him. He gasped, and I used my hands to open his butt cheeks a bit wider.

I went in a little deeper, and withdrawing, again and again until his moisture mixed with mine, and he moaned, starting to enjoy hit. Bill used his hand to grab onto the shaft of his cock, which still bore traces of my lip gloss on it. Like I said, I was “average?” size - six inches? I never measured myself. I got into a good rhythm, and it just felt so good.

I had never penetrated anything before, vagina, or butt; the feeling was simply exquisite; the tightness of his opening rubbing against my cock with each thrust. Now Bill thrust his ass towards my pelvis, attempting to swallow up my cock even further.

I couldn’t take any more and I shot a huge wad of jizz all the way up Bill’s rectum. My cock was surrounded by a delicious warm/wet feel that was amazing. It made me increase my speed even more to a feverish pitch, causing more jizz to shoot out of my cock.

It was too much as some of it ran down the outside of his butt cheeks and onto the couch - oops! Bill let out an “Ahhh,” as he shot his load onto the sofa cushion underneath him. He came too. I didn’t figure on that happening, but I was glad for Bill that it did.

Finally, I pulled out and Bill stretched out prone on the sofa. I sat back on the couch and lit up a cigarette. He turned around and faced me, smiling. “I didn’t hurt you, did I?” I asked softly.

“Well, I wasn’t used to being stretched like that, but when I got used to it, it was very pleasurable.”

“Good, I’m glad.” With that, he pulled me close to him, kissing me deeply, his arm reaching around my neck, the silkiness of my hair rubbing his arm. We both went somewhere none of us had gone to before, and it was okay. The strangeness of it was gone. We both got dressed and helped ourselves to bottles of beer from the ice bucket that was on the table.

“Now I’d like to talk about that “Fantasy balloon” project I’m working on,” I said.

“Yeah, I’ve been thinking about all the possibilities too.”

“We could bill it as “airborne two-hour pleasure cruises,” and charge people three hundred dollars for a two-hour flight in the ‘pleasure gondola.’ I am designing it so it could accommodate a dozen passengers and two crew pilots who would be separated by a door from the cabin.”

“How will we get clients, er, passengers I mean?” Bill asked.

“Well, at first it could be word-of-mouth, and then when people see it they will be curious. We’ll have a phone number on the outside of the balloon. I was thinking that your sister Gwen could help us and get some people. I’d like to start with trans women, and perhaps bisexual men and women.”

“It sounds a bit crazy Kerri - ‘sex fantasy flights,’ but of course we can’t say that. We will have to stay within the bounds of the law.”

“Leave it to me, Bill, I’ll figure it out. First, I have to change the specs of the gondola a bit. For the next week or so, I’ll be working in the hangar a lot. Of course, we’ll still have time for a bit of fun too!” He looked at me and smiled. I leaned in to kiss him.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven - FANTASY FLIGHTS MILE HIGH CLUB


Like I had told Bill, I would be busy the next few weeks working in the hangar on the gondola and balloon. It would be more like a blimp and use Helium rather than hot air to accommodate a larger gondola and the “furnishings inside,” which would include a bar, and long couches. I hired a couple of aeronautical engineers from Cal Tech to help me out.

They were very intrigued by the whole project and glad to help. It would be billed as a “soaring lounge,” with the same liquor license as that obtained for any aircraft. My Internet marketing team came up with a great, and very suggestive name for my venture: “FANTASY FLIGHTS MILE HIGH CLUB.”

It was painted on the body of the blimp. The gondola was about the width and the length of a subway car and was furnished rather elaborately. There were two rows of couches on each side, each separated in two, a bar towards the front, and large picture windows made up the stern and port sides. I spent a fortune on the carpeting and the lighting.

The best cruising time I thought would be just before sunset, late afternoon when the colors of the desert really gave a vibrant views to my passengers. The flight time was four hours, and each passenger would be charged five hundred dollars - liquor included.

Bill and his sister Gwen were very excited as well. Gwen was a bisexual gal, and she had enough stories to fill ten thousand or more books. She picked three of her friends for the maiden flight which would take place on Saturday afternoon at five o’clock. Dinner would be served as well. Not including the two pilots there would be six of us for this first flight.

There would also be three hostesses on the flight who would be wearing purple silk robes. So, a total of eleven people. The airship could handle a maximum of ten passengers. The flight plan was to be from our hangar in Santa Fe to the Grand Canyon National Park in Arizona. The distance was about four hundred seventy miles and would take approximately two hours there and two hours back.

Bill and his sister were the first to arrive. I, of course, was already dressed as Kerri. I had a black stretch limousine pick up Bill, Gwen and her three girlfriends. It sounded a bit corny, but I had the seventies hit by the Fifth Dimension playing “Up, Up and Away” in the hangar as the guests arrived. I was shocked when Bill stepped out of the limo. He had told me he was “working on something,” but I never would have guessed it in a thousand years what he had planned.

Bill was cross dressed by his sister, Gwen. He had on a long, red-haired wig, his facial makeup was perfect, and heavy. He had green eye contacts which went very nicely with his hair. He had a leather skirt, wide belt, black, sheer nylon pantyhose, and a green, satin blouse. Underneath I saw a black-laced bra, and he had shaved! At least his chest hair.

I’m sure I would find out soon what else he shaved! Bill was taller than me by a couple of inches, and had more muscle; but not too much. The other shocker was his four-inch black high heels. You would really have to look closely at him to see that he was a biological male. My mouth hung open, and he strutted towards me. When the hell had he learned to walk in heels like that? I was still wearing the pumps I wore that first night.

“Well,” he said, turning around, “how do you like the new me?” It took me a couple of seconds before I replied.

“You, uh, you look fantastic, hot!” He leaned in close to me and we kissed. I wasn’t embarrassed at all by the presence of Gwen and her friends.

“Hi Kerri!” Gwen said, using my transgender name. I had made the decision to start hormone therapy in about two weeks, and I was very excited. “It’s been a long time, right?”

“Yeah, I can’t even remember when the last time was,” Gwen said.

“Two years - your parents thirtieth wedding anniversary, right?” Bill said.

“Oh right, yes,” I said. Bill strutted over to me, and we embraced and kissed. Gwen’s three friends were off to the side and smiling.

“How rude of me!” Gwen said. “Kerri, let me introduce my three friends; Sandi, Michelle, and Nancy.”

“Nice to meet you. We’re all going to have a lot of fun,” I said. Nobody would pay for this maiden flight. It was all on me; they were guests of the house. The three girls were all stunning, and tall. Sandi and Michelle were blondes, and Nancy was a brunette with short hair, worn in a bob style. The flight crew came out the side door of the hangar.

The two pilots were dressed in uniform, and were both female - navy veteran pilots as a matter of fact. They wore very short navy-blue skirts, white blouses with epaulets and very well endowed in the breast department, showing nice cleavage. They wore captain caps, worn to the side - very sexy.

I was still kissing Bill, when I broke off and softly asked him/her: “What name are you going to call yourself now?”

“Gwen and I thought that Madeline would be appropriate. I like the sound. What do you think Kerr?”

I shrugged and smiled. “I love it honey!” and grabbed my new girlfriend and kissed her some more. I was hard as a rock, and when we kissed I could feel Madeline’s arousal too. This was going to be some night! So, Sandi and Nancy were lesbians and a couple, and Michelle, like Gwen, was bisexual, and they were living together.

Now the three hostesses came out; one blonde and two brunettes, and they were chosen by me not just for their employment history, but for their stunning looks as well. The violet kimonos they wore were killers.

The middle one of the three, her name was Tracy, called out: “Time to board everybody. Please be careful on the stairs, and for takeoff, please fasten your seatbelts.” The entrance was by the rear of the aircraft, and looking up at the blimp was an imposing site indeed. It was painted in desert hues, and was one of the largest blimps they had ever seen.

The weight to lift ratio was calculated with plenty of margin of error left on the weight side. The gondola’s exterior was painted a bright, fire engine red, and the picture windows which extended the length of the cabin were enormous, and gave you the feeling that you weren’t in a craft at all, but just floating over the desert on a magical carpet!

All of my guests were inside, the pilots at their seats in their compartment - the doors were open, because really, they were part of the “scenery” as well. “Ooohs and aaahs” came from my guests as they entered the plush carpeted floor and saw the new leather couches with ornate pillows, and the bar up front, on both sides of the crew compartment doors.

One of the hostesses took her place behind the bar and strapped herself to her seat behind the bar. The other two hostesses sat at the rear of the cabin, opposite from the entrance/exit. After we were seated, a specially designed tow truck pulled out the craft from the hangar onto the tarmac. It was a beautiful, cloudless day, with a slight breeze.

When we were finally in the takeoff position, the captain came on the loudspeaker. “Ladies, welcome to Fantasy Flights Mile High Club’s maiden voyage. We will rise to a cruising altitude of three thousand feet. Please keep your seatbelts fastened until the fasten seatbelts sign is turned off. Thank you and enjoy your flight.”

We heard the propellor engines start to whirl, and the guide wires were cast off and we lifted off. All of us were speechless as we started to ascend into the late afternoon desert sky. When cruising altitude was reached, the seatbelt sign went out, and we got up and made our way to the bar at the front. The feeling was incredible. The propellor noise dimmed to a slight ‘whirrr,’ and the view was magnificent as we made our way towards the Grand Canyon.

Madeline only had eyes for me. That much was clear. Sandi and Nancy, drinks in hand made their way to their couch, sinking into the wide, plush leather. They wasted no time and started undressing each other. Nancy gave me and Bill a wink of approval.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Eight - Madeline


It was my sister Gwen who convinced me to cross dress like Kerri after I told her about my incredible night. She knew me better than myself, and opened my eyes to this wonderful new world of transgender. It didn’t take me much convincing; I guess I just needed a little “push.” The push came from convincing my friend Keith, now Kerri to do it.

Like Kerri, I enjoyed the smooth silky feel of the lingerie on my newly shaved body. That was the secret to the enjoyment - the shaving. The hostesses brought two beers over to Kerri and me. I set them down on the extended table and turned to her.

I was very much turned on and nobody on this flight had any inhibitions as to what they would do with each other. I reached down to Kerri’s skirt and slid my hand just under her waist. At the same time, we were locked in a solid, wet kiss.

I was going to return her favor from the other night and give the best blowjob of her life. My hand was actually quivering with the anticipation of what was to come. She grabbed my hand that was making its way down her skirt and guided it even further down until I reached the elastic band of her panties, and she was quick to undo her belt and the hooks of her skirt, pushing it down her legs, so I had free access to her beautiful cock.

I played with her, using my fake, painted nails to stroke the underside of her she cock, and tickle the tip with the pads of my fingertips. She made little “ooohh” sounds, and took the back of my head and pushed it down into her lap.

My mouth was, for the first time looking at a throbbing, hard cock, meant for my lips only. Kerri pushed her tip into my mouth, sailing past my lips, which were wet and hungry. My tongue found its place quickly, rolling itself around her tip and then licking along the entire shaft.

I took all eight inches of my best friend’s cock like it was nothing. Such was my desire, my passion. I felt a little salty tang as the first drops of precum entered my mouth. The view out the window, which I saw from the corners of my eyes was astounding - purple mountain ranges, and vast desert moving slowly under as we made our way to the canyon. It was like a dream.

Now my teeth started to play with Kerri’s cock a little bit, softly biting and eliciting moaning from her. My tongue continued its dance around her shaft and Kerri was pushing my head further on and she had her head back and her eyes closed. I increased my speed and closed my lips around her making a tight seal. Wordless sounds escaped her lips, and without warning she let out a rush of air from between clenched teeth.

A huge shot of warm cum hit the back of my throat, and I let it trickle down as I went faster up and down, propelled by this cum-lube. I clenched down harder with my lips. I was close to cumming myself; the silky feel of my new clothing rubbing against my cock. I was thinking of fucking her, the thought of her cherry “bussy” making me crazy.

I pulled off of Kerri and immediately she kissed me, licking her own cum from inside my mouth with her tongue. Some of her cum was dripping down my chin, but she licked that up as well. I had my hand inside of Kerri’s blouse and moved my fingers under her bra and played with her tits.

Not having any chest hair made her enjoy my touches even more. “Maddy,” she called me, “After my own tits grow bigger, it’ll be a lot more fun for both of us. You should consider getting tits too,” she told me. Kerri reached over to her bag on the bench and pulled out two cock-ring/butt plug combinations, and handed me the pink one, and she took the blue one, along with a tube of K-Y Jelly. I looked at the things quizzically.

“What you do is you slide this ring on your cock and stick the plug end in your boy-pussy, or “bussy,” That and the cock ring will keep you hard, even after you’ve come, so we can enjoy each other more. Here, try it,” she said, and placed the contraption on herself. I took some of the lube and placed it on my toy as well.

She grinned at me and motioned for two of the hostesses to come over. I was still trying to wrap my head around the fact that I had just given another man a blow job, even though now, it was hard to call my friend a man, which also begged the question - what was I?

Kerri could see my confusion as undoubtedly she had gone through the same moral quandary herself. She turned to me and said softly, placing her hand on my shoulder: “Don’t analyze, utilize.” Good advice which I would be using much more frequently in the future.

To further put my nerves at ease, she pulled out two cigarettes from her pack, and handed me a new one for myself. How she knew I would also be smoking regularly again, I never knew. Kerri allowed smoking on the blimp, since it was Helium gas that kept us aloft and not Hydrogen which could blow us to Kingdom Come.

“So I see you enjoy smoking as much as I do too,” she said.

“Yeah, you’re not the only one with a smoking fetish,” I said.

The hostesses stood in front of us. “Yes Mr. Yarnow, what can we do for you,” the tall brunette, Michal said.

Kerri corrected her immediately. “Please call me ‘Kerri,’ Michal.” She giggled and said sweetly, “Oh, I’m sorry, Kerri.”

“No problem,” Kerri said; and pointing to me she said, “And this is my friend Madeline.”

“You and Gail (the equally tall and large busted woman) can sit on our laps. You can sit on mine,” Kerri said. That was fine with me because I wanted the blonde anyway. A quick glance to my right across the aisle was my sister Gwen busy with her friend Michelle, and both were completely undressed and very much into each other.

At this point I was dying to come; the cock-ring/butt plug combo was driving me up the wall. Gail was a silky platinum blonde and made it obvious to me immediately that she wasn’t wearing any panties; or any bra for that matter.

As she sat on my lap, straddling me, she took a long drag from my cigarette and exhaled directly into my mouth and lungs, making my boner throb like it never had before. The feel of her silk kimono and her very wet pussy on my cock and thighs was incredible. She deep kissed me, wrapping her tongue around mine and cupping my face in her hands.

“Ooooh, what are we going to do about this? she said, biting her lower lip and nodding down at my cock.

“I have some ideas,” I said, smiling. I took my cock, ring, butt plug and all, and rubbed it against her sopping pussy. A glance over at Kerri told me she was getting the same action from Michal. It felt so damn good; her wet and slippery snatch was throbbing.

Her clit was like a little walnut, and the skin around it engorged with blood. I rubbed the tip of my cock around it, playing with it; a bit of my pre-cum leaking out to join the wetness.

“Play with my tits - bite them,” she said, playfully. I cheerfully complied. I licked around her nipples with the tip of my cum-coated tongue, while at the same time, I used my fingers to play with her clit; my cock still pressed firmly against the walls of her pussy. I couldn’t take it any longer and all my concentration went to my cock.

Holding it with my right hand, I “nudged” the entrance to her pussy and put my tip inside, while she put her arms around my neck and leaned back and took me. It was so easy now to slide myself - all eight-inches of me inside of her. She was no novice at this, but she just closed really tight around my cock making a nice tight seal.

I pressed the bottom of my cock hard against the bottom of her snatch to get the friction going really well, and I went faster and faster. I heard Kerri moaning next to me, because she was doing the same thing with Michal and coming too.

Gail met me thrust for thrust, having a very talented torso, and met each of my rams with one of hers, till we got a slapping rhythm going. I felt an electric shock go through me as my ass clenched against the butt plug tighter and tighter. It was too much for me and all the pent up cum inside me shot out like an open fire hydrant on the Fourth of July, relieving me and coating her insides, and dripping down her thighs and my lap.

I hit the spot just right because she quivered like a tensed bow, and squirted all over my lap and tensed up and relaxed, over, and over. Her mouth was open in a wordless scream. When I finished, I was still hard, and staying that way from the plug and ring.

Gail was like a thirsty monster, and got on her knees in front of me and almost bit my cock off with her teeth, catching the tip in her mouth. I cried out in pain, steeped also in pleasure. She giggled, looking up at me, and gently relaced her teeth with a tight circle of her lips, sliding up and down my tip.

This woman was insatiable, now running her tongue all over my shaft, lips closed tight and going up and down my entire length. She made sounds of pleasure come out from her closed lips like a ventriloquist. I don’t know how she did it, but it added to my arousal.

Again, I felt the pressure build inside me as I squeezed my butt cheeks together, the cum building up inside of me. I tensed, clenched my teeth, and shot another full load all the way inside of her. We took a break, and I lit up two Virginia Slims, one for her and one for me. She was incredible and I asked if I could maybe see her after this trip was over, and to my surprise she said “sure.”

So I was right after all! What I had told Keith way before he became “Kerri” was true. There are some women who enjoy having sex with trans women.


Chapter Nine - Kerri


After a spectacular view of the Grand Canyon and a wild free-for-all on the way home, Madeline and I declared the maiden voyage of “FANTASY FLIGHTS MILE HIGH CLUB” to be a roaring success! Even the lady pilots picked up on some of the action, and I was wearing a captain’s hat on the way back. Word spread of our venture like wildfire over social media and after only six months of steady and filled-to-capacity flights, my company built a second blimp and cabin with a larger capacity and some changes to the interior - including some “movies.”

What started as a “crazy sounding” way between friends to meet girls became a new lifestyle for Madeline and me. Naturally we moved in together, and both fully transitioned to transgender women (minus the genital surgery). We both used hormones, and I paid for Madeline to have facial surgery like mine. We also got breast implants.

Now we have fun going to bars, picking up guys, and women, and enjoying their reactions when they see our cocks. As I said in the beginning, things that fly fascinate me, but now I’m thinking of starting cruises on boats that go out past the twelve-mile limit, where we can have onboard casinos, stuff like that. You know what they say: “The sky’s the limit!

❤️❤️❤️


BOOK Seven - ‘SNEAKY BOYZ’

A Cross dresser to Trans Novelette

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Prologue

I’ve carried a big secret with me my whole life. When I was about thirteen years old, I realized that I was sexually drawn to attractive women who smoked; every aspect of them like the way they looked, the way the odor of smoke clinged to their clothing, their hair. I loved watching them - spellbound. Even at that age, I noticed I got hard at just the thought of them. I started smoking somewhere in the middle of the eighth grade secretly.

I was a closet smoker; my friends didn’t even know that I smoked, my parents certainly not, even though both of them were smokers. I was an only child, and I missed the guidance that other kids could have gotten from older brothers or sisters, so I thought that I was abnormal; a freak. According to my way of thinking, if I smoked in front of people my sexual attraction to other smokers would become apparent.

I know I would have gravitated to the girls in school who smoked. What would people think of me? I thought. The concept that I had a “smoking fetish” didn’t even enter into my mind. I had no idea that such things existed, except amongst the mentally ill.

Sometime during the ninth grade my fetish took on a new dimension - cross dressing. I was tall and thin - so was my mother; so one day when both of my parents were at work, I decided to act on my impulse. I slipped on a pair of my mother’s panties, black shear hose, a black bra, a silky blouse, and a long fabric skirt.

She even had a red-headed wig that when I put it on gave me a pleasure I had never known before. I also put on red lipstick; the other makeup would have to wait for another time. When I looked at myself in the mirror I got hard. I loved to smoke long, all white cigarettes; especially the Virginia Slims 120s that my mother smoked. I hated the look of the cork cigarettes, and didn’t even bother with them. The first experience was indescribable, wonderful.

I lit up in front of my parent’s bedroom mirror and I actually “became” the object of all my sexual fantasies. I even found an old black leather handbag of my mother’s that I stole and kept my cigarettes in. I would sneak packs from her cartons in a way that she never knew they were missing.

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter One- Sneaky Boyz


When I was a sophomore at the state college I attended away from home, I got interested in theatre and speech, with a journalism major. I aspired to being a news reporter. For our January performance, the professor decided on putting on the play “SNEAKY BOYZ,” about transgender women and the men they unwittingly seduce. After the posting, a bunch of us from the class got together in a coffee shop downtown to discuss it. One of my classmates was overjoyed, I mean really over the top about acting in it.

His name, or “her” name was Amelia, and was a trans-woman. Amelia was really funny; great to be around, and an excellent chess player amongst other things. I enjoyed playing her even though she beat me all the time, and I was a high school champion. She could also fix anything mechanical, and wanted to join the army after college.

“SNEAKY BOYZ ” was loosely based on the life of the playwright, and took place in New York City, where three roommates lived together. Two of them were transgender women, and it was a comedy. There were scenes of “surprising dates” with their cocks coming out, and relationships with their families, etc.,. There were some great one-liners.

So, there we were, sitting one afternoon in “Brazilia Beans,” a coffee shop lined with books along the walls, jazz music playing from speakers, and frequented by theatre lovers and academics. There were five of us: Amelia, me, Robert, Joanne, and Chuck. Joanne was the other transgender woman.

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

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

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

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

I was dating a girl on campus named Myra. Myra was one year ahead of me, a junior, and she was balls-on hot; on fire actually, and she had a thing for me from the get-go. We met in a poli-sci course the last year at the start of the fall semester, in September and started dating. I remember the first time she looked at me in the lecture hall, and smiled.

I knew right then and there that we would become an item. Sure enough; blow job on the first date, incredible sex on the second, and the rest has been history for the past year and change. We were now thinking of getting an apartment together off-campus before the school year was out.

The day after the posting went up about the play in the fine arts building, I met Myra for dinner at an off campus Italian place, and I told her about the play. She wasn’t a theatre person, but something about this play caught her interest; especially when I told her about the transgender and cross dressing character parts.

After dinner we got back into my car about eight o’clock, and there were a good number of people out and about. “The veal in this place is really delicious Tim, the meat dishes are always good here.”

Myra had that slutty glint in her eyes that I loved so much because it was always a sure sign of things to come. Maybe it was the red wine, but the car was full of female hormones flying around the car. Myra smelled like lust.

She was a beautiful girl who was into the whole goth scene. She had piercing blue eyes, red hair that fell to the top of her ample-sized breasts, heavy black eyeliner, black, penciled in eyebrows, and she wore nice leather skirts that always showed off her curvy hips.

Of course, she smoked the long, all-white Virginia Slims 120s that turned me on. So, yeah, she knew about my smoking fetish, but I never revealed my desire to cross dress to her. But, as I was to find out, women can be very perceptive.

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

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

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

“Oooooh . . . look at this! Timmy’s cock is rock hard, and ready for action,” she cooed. She gripped me in her fist and slid her hand up and down my shaft, causing a bit of pre-cum to form on my tip. At the same time, she resumed kissing me hard and wrapping her tongue around mine. I loved the taste of her; the wine, the smoky breath, her perfume.

I tried my hardest not to blow my load right there. But Myra was very perceptive - she was not about to let that happen, and she swiftly replaced her hand with her mouth, after unlocking mine. Her lips were like soft, silky velvet when they gripped the tip of my cock very hard and firm between them.

She liked to play with me and tease me, running the tip of her tongue around my tip. She broke contact every so often to take a drag and blow smoke all over my cock. Now her juices started flowing and her mouth was really wet. Her staccato breaths told me her pussy was wet also - but she would have to wait for that to be taken care of.

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

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

I was at the limit of my ability to hold back any longer and I gasped, stiffened, and exploded a jet of cum right into Myra’s mouth hitting the back of her throat. She took it like the pro like she always was; no gagging, no pulling off, not stopping her sliding up and down. I felt the wet warmth of my jizz floating around in her mouth, wrapping my still-hard cock.

I never went limp after I came, I stayed hard. Myra took advantage of that by sucking every last drop of cum off me. The slurping and gulping sounds she made told me she was done. Then came the part that I really liked: she took her mouth off my cock and kissed me full on the lips, putting her tongue inside my mouth, giving me a salty taste of myself.

What did that say about me? When I tasted myself, I got hard again. In the back of my mind a thought was rolling around. Would I enjoy sucking someone else’s cock? In a world of infinite possibilities, would Myra enjoy watching me take another man’s or a trans-woman’s cock in my mouth? These were the questions rolling around inside my head after getting head.

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


Chapter Two - Myra


Luckily, Rina, Myra’s roommate was at home with her parents. She lived about five miles away from campus and often stayed at home with her parents at night. Just in case, Myra texted her their own little code which meant that one of them had a guy (or girl) over. I forgot to tell you that Myra was a bisexual, and Rina was a lesbian.

We had an understanding that I was number one in her life, and vice versa. I didn’t mind if she had a female overnight guest, and I told her on a number of occasions that I’d like to watch, maybe even participate sometime. This was a kink that she said she would take me up on someday. I’ve never had a threesome, and one involving two girls was one I would very much like to have.

If it were up to Myra, we would fuck in the middle of the student union building, but even I couldn’t imagine that. Getting arrested and possibly booked as a sexual predator was not on my plans for the foreseeable future. So we parked my car in the dormitory parking lot, and strode hand in hand up to her room on the third floor.

We barely had time to close the door when she turned around, grabbed me by the neck and jumped up on me; legs hooked around my waist. We were locked in a kiss and without a word, she pushed me by my chest onto the bed, getting on top of me, straddling me.

She pulled her blouse with fishnet sleeves over her head, revealing her red-laced bra underneath. By this time I was very hard again, and she playfully stroked her long fingernails over my cock, underneath my jeans. “Take your jeans off,” she said. “I want some of that, and you’re going to give me all of it.”

I said nothing, kicking off my moccasins, shimmying out of my jeans; completely obeying Myra who became consumed with lust when she was highly aroused. She pulled the front of my boxers down and began sucking my cock again, her intent not to make me cum, but just to get me wet. As she was sucking on me, she was gyrating on my thigh through her belted leather skirt.

Several times in the past she had made herself climax like that, but this was not to be one of them. Never taking her eyes off me, she broke off, stood by the side of the bed, and pulled off her skirt. Underneath were red-laced panties with a cute little bow in the front.

I recognized them immediately because I had bought them for her at Victoria’s Secret. She resumed sucking on my hard cock again, but this time, when she placed her naked pussy against my leg, she was dripping down the inside of my thigh.

Without missing a beat, she rode me hard, slipping her wetness on top of me. “Play with my clitty,” she blurted out, eyes closed; off somewhere in space. She had her clit pierced shortly after we started going out. I gently pulled on the ring with my fingers, causing her to moan and rock back and forth.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just watch??”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three - Character Acting


The following Monday I saw Amelia and Joanne, the two trans-women in my circle of theatre friends, having coffee and what looked like a heated discussion in Brazilia Beans. I got myself a coffee and sat down with them. Robert and Chuck came in and joined us as well. Joanne and Amelia were talking about whether or not the three trans roles, and the cross dresser roles should be played by actual trans actors because it would lend a sense of “realism” to the play.

Joanne was of the opinion that it would, and Amelia said it wouldn’t because acting is all about exploring different roles, and if a “civilian” wanted to play the role they should be allowed to. This gave me a sense of security because it would allow me to play the role without anyone getting suspicious about “my situation.”

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

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

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

Robert joined in. He was a city kid and he put it this way: “Okay, I’m from the South Bronx. We are a culture all to ourselves. Suppose there was a role that needed someone from the South Bronx. Don’t you think that if someone really tried, and studied the mannerisms and speech, then they should be given the chance to act?”

We laughed because Robert was a character himself; very funny, and was hard to take seriously at times. He wore a Buster Keaton style hat, shiny black leather jacket, and some greasy hair gel on his black hair.

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

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

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

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

“I’ve thought about it, yeah. I mean, I might.” I qualified my comment by saying, “I’ll have to carefully read the script over again before I make my decision.” The others at the table knew I was seeing Myra regularly. They had no idea she was bisexual, even though her goth sorority was made up of women of many different sexual appetites.

The last thing I would tell my friends about was the agreement I had going with Myra. Joanne looked me over, and smiled. She made a show of studying my face, and gave a look at my body up and down.

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

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

❤️❤️❤️

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

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

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

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

“Why did she think so?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me what?” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four - The House


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No guarantees Myra,” Samantha said.

I learned that Myra, Samantha, and Rina had been planning this evening ever since Myra insisted that I cross dress. I looked around the first floor and there were about seven girls in the large living room. All eyes were on us. Two of the girls were on the opposite side of the room going at it with each other.

Both of them were topless, and in the middle of getting each other off. My cock was throbbing at the sight. Myra caught me looking at them. She grabbed me by the chin and kissed me. “Come on Tim don’t look over there; Rina and I are going to fulfill one of your fantasies. We’re going to fuck each other - wanna watch??”

“Hell yeah!” Did I ever. She took Rina by the hand, and both of them looked towards me and laughed. “Your turn soon Timmy!” Rina said with a wink. “Go have a seat honey,” Myra said pointing to a club chair opposite the couch. There was a table with assorted drinks, beers, soda, etc.,. I helped myself to a beer, popped the cap and settled into the club chair.

My greatest fantasy was about to come true - to watch Myra and Rina pleasure each other. Samantha was busy with her other sorority sisters and put music on from the Alexa: “Magic Man” by Heart. Myra and Rina were putting on a show for me.

They faced each other on the couch and embraced and started kissing. You would think they hadn’t been together in years by the way they went at it. I was touching myself through my jeans and getting very aroused. Then I slid my fingers inside my jeans and fiddled with my cock.

I could see that Rina wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples were standing on edge, poking through her white blouse. I could even see the dark areolas through the blouse; it was almost transparent. She was wearing a short leather skirt on top of her fishnets.

Myra was in a similar state of dress, but she wore a sleeveless leather vest on top of her dark purple blouse. The room came alive with the music. Some of the other girls in the house came down the stairs, in various stages of undress. The party was in full swing, but my attention was glued to Myra and Rina on the couch.
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Myra hastily undid Rina’s blouse and tossed it on the floor, and Rina took off Myra’s vest and blouse. They were moving their mouths around each other, kissing each other’s necks, running the tips of their fingers on each other’s breasts, and licking them.

Rina seemed hornier than Myra and stuck her fingers down the front of Myra’s skirt. Then, looking over at me, she sucked on her fingers that were already glistening with Myra’s pussy juice. By now, my hand was grabbing onto my cock and sliding it up and down.

The girl’s movements seemed choreographed in some kind of erotic play. Rina had Myra’s skirt off and she leaned back, making a “V” with her legs letting Rina get in-between with her face. Myra had her hands on top of Rina’s head, not wanting to let go, keeping her busy down there.

Rina’s tongue was licking Myra’s slick, spongy pussy up and down, and playing with her clit ring. Myra’s head was arched back, and her mouth was open, and her eyes were closed, lost somewhere in a universe of pleasure.

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

Rina got up from the couch leaving Myra panting and stretched out. She had a glint in her eye and sat on my lap and started kissing me in front of Myra. I could taste the familiar bouquet of my girlfriend’s pussy from her mouth, and it was amazing. At the same time, Rina reached down to the zipper of my jeans, and pulled it down forcefully, narrowly missing snagging my cock in the metal. “Prepare to have your world rocked Tim.”

She said softly, but firmly. Then she used both hands and pulled my jeans and boxers down to my ankles. If I had a genie in a bottle and was granted three wishes, this would have been my third.

Rina gently placed the tip of her tongue on my cock and made little circles around my top slit. I could tell her saliva was mixed with my precum, and Rina put her whole mouth on my cock now, sucking up and down, her tongue twirling around my shaft. I pressed her head into my lap and held it firmly in place as her silky, black hair fell on my tummy. It was sooo good.

If Myra wasn’t my girlfriend, I would really be greedy and try to make this a regular thing, but having Myra’s blessing for tonight was enough. I don’t know how I would feel about another guy with Myra, but somehow I didn’t mind her getting it on with Rina, or another girl for that matter. Weird; it didn’t feel like cheating. I was enjoying myself too much. Rina now went full on, and over the music I could hear her loud slurping and licking my cock. I couldn’t contain myself any longer.

All the night’s events, from them kissing in their dorm room, to the sights of the others around the room at the house were coming to a head. I exploded in Rina’s mouth, and she sucked and took me in like a trooper. I was still cumming and she withdrew her mouth, and I came a bit on her face, her eyes, making her mascara and eye shadow run.

After she sucked my cock clean, she lifted her face up to me and pressed the cum on her face into my mouth. I didn’t need to be told what to do; I licked my own jizz off her face. It was my first time with her.

Then Rina shimmied out of her skirt and went back to the couch with Myra. They switched places and Myra’s mouth was now licking Rina’s pussy which was so wet from being with me. I was getting hard again, and I lit up one of Myra’s cigarettes and grabbed another beer, settling in to watch my girlfriend giving head to another woman.

It didn’t take Rina long to get off because I warmed her up so well. She had Myra’s head placed firmly in her lap, her face going up and down on Rina; Rina’s arms underneath Myra pinching and rolling her nipples with her fingers.

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

❤️❤️❤️

Samantha walked over, and she looked like she had gotten plenty of action from the other side of the room. Her face makeup was smeared,  and she had a big smile on her face when she took in the sight of me with my pants around my ankles and her two sorority sisters undressed and looking very satisfied on the couch. Myra pulled Samantha down onto the couch and the three of them soon became tangled up in each other for another round.

Samantha was face-down on the couch and her target was Myra. She placed her face in Myra’s lap and began licking her, no doubt tasting Rina on her pussy and Rina was underneath Samantha’s legs, face up and licking her pussy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s it, that’s it; keep doing what you’re doing,” she said. Her voice was a bit deep, but almost feminine. Her hips were smacking against my face and all of her was inside me. It must have been eight inches because several times, I tried very hard to suppress my gag reflex. Before I knew it, she gasped and tugged hard on my hair.

I felt a salty, thick, warm liquid enter my mouth and slide down my throat. In the back of my mind a little voice said, Tim, you just sucked your first cock. What will Myra think? Myra, Rina, and Sam were watching with great interest.

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five - Transition Doorway


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

“Yeah, on Friday,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks guys, it looks great.

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

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

I picked up the panties and I put them up to my face; they were black silk. There was no scent because they were bought special for me. Myra must have given Samantha my sizes. I was skinny and certainly not an athletic type. I slipped the panties through my legs and pulled the elastic waistband up over my hips. They felt so good! My cock was as hard as a rock, and the silky material felt exquisite rubbing over it.

Next, I slipped the black-laced bra over my head. The snaps in the back were closed which made it easier for me. It was tight and pinched the skin of my chest together which gave the illusion of some cleavage. I hadn’t put on any women’s clothing since my teenage years of experimentation, and my heart was beating rapidly with excitement and thrill.

Next to go on were the black-fishnet pantyhose, with straps to hook onto a matching girdle which was open in the front, and just fit over my hips. Now I was starting to take shape, and loved every minute of what I was doing. I was glad the girls let me take my time and didn’t rush me through it.

I next put on a black underbust corset with silver buckles down the front. Instead of a skirt, they got me a one-piece short, black leather jacket - total goth, which, after all, was the point. The jacket had a belt to go with it. Everything came together when I put the wig and cap on. I almost shot my wad right then and there, I just looked that good!

I lit up a fresh cigarette and loved the way I looked, effeminately holding it between my index and middle fingers towards the end. I was turning back and forth looking at myself in the mirror and admiring who I was now! Now I was ready to call up the girls for the finishing touches.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six - Tim becomes Tammy


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

“Just wait and see what he’ll look like when I finish the makeup and nails!” Samantha said. She came in, looking me over, making small adjustments to the underbust and bra, and straightening the wig out a little. She was laughing. “You know Tim, we might even have you join the sorority; just like Connie and some of the other girls did!”

Samantha escorted me into the bathroom, and I had a seat in front of the mirror. She was very skilled at applying the foundation, a bit of rouge, and black lipstick. Next were the eyeliner and very thick false eyelashes.

“You wear contacts Tim?” Samantha asked.

“Yes I do.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, don’t forget about me,” Connie said. “He owes me something. Remember your promise Tammy?” I nodded my head. This was going to be a wild night and I couldn’t wait to get started. When we got downstairs, all the girls, at least twenty, stood up and applauded me.

There were whistles too. I was embarrassed, but at the same time, I really felt good; like I belonged. Then Samantha quieted everyone down. “Girls, I would like to introduce our newest creation - Tammy!” More applause and hoots.

The girls gathered around me, looking me over and giving me high fives and pats on the back. “I got first dibs, remember?” Connie said, and crooked a finger at me. She pointed to the couch. “Come on Tammy.” I looked over at Myra, and she gave her approval. That was really important to me. I didn’t want to do anything behind her back.

She was, after all, my girlfriend. However, looking at Connie who was striking a very seductive pose on the couch was getting me very excited. Connie looked at me and moved her tongue around her purple-painted lips, using two fingers to open the top of her black leather pants. I sat down next to her, and she grabbed me, sticking her fingers under the front of my choker and pulled me closer to her. She tasted like perfume and cigarettes.

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

Seeing them out of the corner of my eye turned me on even more. Connie slithered out of her black pants, and she was wearing red panties with a gaff, that held her massive cock in place. “I want you to fuck me Tammy,” she said, through our kiss. She broke off from me and turned her butt towards me. It was shiny.

She came prepared and put what smelled like coconut butter on her ass. “Just think of it like a really slippery, tight pussy, ok honey,” she said to me in a reassuring voice. I didn’t answer, I wasn’t thinking with my brain, or moralizing, I was so turned on, that I just flicked my new panties down below my knees. I opened my leather coat and got myself into position. I rubbed the tip of my cock over her puckered, cherry asshole, and surprisingly, encountered little resistance. At first, I went in slow, with just the tip first.

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven -  Getting Into Character


Samantha, Myra, and I went shopping the next day for more clothes for me, and some more pieces of costume jewelry. I wasn’t quite ready to dress in public yet, but I would do so soon - I promised Myra and myself. We said that when we lived together, I would be transgender all the time. It was like a dream come true. One piece of clothing I was really turned on by were a pair of elbow-length, black leather gloves; very elegant.

Next was a black leather skirt with a slit up the side. It was knee length - revealing and at the same time conservative. I studied catalogs and online websites all about transvestites, transgender women, and cross dressing, and makeup tips. Myra was very proud of me. It made our relationship a lot stronger.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh I’m not upset. Why tonight?

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

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

We had dinner from a Grub-Hub delivery and then Myra went to work. She did my makeup just as expertly as Samantha did, and I already knew how to dress quickly. I wore the new skirt, underbust and the new leather gloves. I looked terrific.

I also wore the very sexy leather coat. On a Monday night, Brazilia Beans wasn’t too crowded, and as soon as we entered, Amelia recognized Myra. The plan was for me to enter a couple of minutes later and go up to the coffee bar myself. She didn’t tell Amelia that I was coming. Amelia was curious as to why my girlfriend would be coming alone to a college hangout, especially because we were dating.

To my surprise, Joanne was at the table with Amelia along with Robert and Chuck! All of them would see the ‘new me!’ They didn’t recognize me when I went up to the bar and ordered my coffee and snack. I felt a sense of pride that Myra had done such an excellent job.

She really laid the makeup on thick. Now for the moment of truth. Myra saw me after I picked up my stuff at the bar, and got up and brought over another chair.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Eight - Gateway to Pleasure


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

“Well, it looks like the whole drama department is here tonight with us,” Samantha said. “Come in guys, make yourselves at home.” Of course, the first one to eye me with pure lust was Connie. She knew Amelia vaguely, they weren’t friends, per se, just members of the Transgender community on campus. But I wasn’t interested in Connie tonight; just Amelia.

Myra knew that, but like I said, I wasn’t sneaking around behind her back, so while we were in the confines of the sorority house, whatever we did here was okay. In fact Joanne was giving Myra “the eye” since we were at the Bean earlier, and they paired off.

Amelia and I locked eyes and she looked for a place where we could settle in. She nodded to the sofa in the opposite corner of the large room from the main door. Without a word I followed her like this was preordained. We sat next to each other, and she eyed me closely like she was looking for any imperfections in my makeover, but she could find none. She took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and pulled one out with her lips.

She offered me the pack, and I took one out with my lips too. She lit up and took a very sensual cheek-hollowing drag with a French inhale. At the same time, she reached underneath my leather skirt and made contact with my boner; giving me a light too. She sat back on the couch, cigarette held in her left hand between her index and middle fingers high up near the end of the filter covered in her red lipstick. She took a drag and bent my face closer to hers and exhaled while she spoke.

“You know Tammy, ever since I met you I had a feeling that maybe you liked cock. Not exclusively, but maybe that you indulged a little; know what I mean?” I didn’t know what to say, just that my cock was pulsating, and I was very turned on by her smoky breath leaning in so close to me. So, I said nothing, just leaned into her and kissed her on the lips for the first time.

Now the gateway to pleasure was opened between the two of us. She wound her tongue around mine, and I could feel the passion; I knew how badly she wanted this. She stopped and unzipped her skirt and slithered out of her panties, giving me the view of a very thick, eight-inch cock. “Do the same honey,” she said to me.

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

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

She did a quick flip and turned her ass to me; her cherry hole quite puckered and visible. I knew that if she couldn’t take me she would never have offered herself to me. That was something that I would have to work on myself; but it wasn’t to be for tonight. She moved up against the tip of my cock, and just like with Connie I was excited.

At the same time, I was consumed with the desire to suck on her she-cock as well, but I couldn’t manage both, obviously. She had planned this in advance because when the tip of my now raging hard-on touched her hole, it was slick. She lubed it well beforehand. My tip penetrated her, and she moaned with pleasure, moving her ass in a circle around my cock. I can’t describe the feeling adequately here except to say that the room was spinning.

Now I put myself in further, slowly, and she opened up to me more. It was so tight and delicious, I thought I would explode right there, but I kept going, and Amelia met me thrust for thrust. The insides of my legs were rubbing against the silky nylon of her sheer black pantyhose, and it felt wonderful. Now Amelia sped up, and she was holding onto and stroking her cock at the same time, going faster and faster. I couldn’t hold back any longer and I shot my load right inside of her, the warmth of my jizz surrounding my cock.

It was a huge load because I saw the milky jizz leaking down the side of my cock, and Amelia’s ass. It was then that she exploded herself, her cum shooting all over the cloth on top of the couch. She was catching her breath like she had just run a race. I was still hard, and I stayed inside of her, gently stroking in and out. We stayed like that for several minutes and then I finally pulled out of her, and I noticed she was wearing a cock-ring on the base of her cock.

“That was beautiful Tammy,” she crooned in her seductive tone. Then she reached into her bag on the floor and pulled out two cigarettes. She lit them both up at the same time, handing me mine full of her red lipstick. I was hard again immediately. This made her smile a wicked, sexy smile, and she said, “I know what to do about that.”

I was still on my knees, and she took a long drag of her cigarette and exhaled on my cock, placing her lips on my tip, and exhaling the rest of her smoke from both her nose and mouth. It was more than I could take. After her mouth took all of me, she closed her lips tighter around me and increased her speed more and more.

I met her mouth with my thrusts, and in just a few seconds, I shot my load again, but this time inside of Amelia’s mouth. She pulled off of me and I got a nice amount of cum on her face and eyes. She loved it, and quickly put her face next to mine and I licked my salty cum off of her face.

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice from Jaclyn

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

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

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

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

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey
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Jaclyn Dicey

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

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

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

AMAZON author page:

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

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️

More Jaclyn Dicey Books - available at : https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

From that page you can see my whole catalog.

If you send me an e-mail at jdicey@yahoo.com and tell me what you like, or even just to say “Hi” I will send you a FREE book1 I will put out one or two new releases a week, with a compilation every two months or so. I also expect paperback versions of the compilations soon!
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