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Chapter One

_____________________________

_____

A Fresh Start


JOHN BUFORD?” THE RECEPTIONIST CALLED OUT INTO THE WAITING ROOM, LOOKING AROUND.

“Here,” I said and self-consciously raised my hand, getting dirty looks from the five others sitting in the doctor’s office style waiting room.

“This way please,” the middle aged woman in the gray business suit, with streaked gray hair up in a bun said. She was the kind of woman who looked like she’d been sitting at a reception desk her whole life since high school. The kind of woman who could disappear in a room full of people just by her plainness.

I entered through the double oak doors. The raised lettering at the top said, “Zenith Advertising, LLC.” An “ordinary” looking man sat behind the desk. His name plate said “Daniel Sickles, Director of Personnel.” A heavyset man I would say who was in his mid-forties, whose expression was bored, indifferent. His actions could change lives, make careers, put food on the table for a family, or, in my case, help me make a start in a new town.

I was twenty eight years old, and spent the last six years in the Marine Corps, as a gunnery sergeant who served three tours in Afghanistan, and one year of embassy duty in Paris, France, of all places. My friends thought I was crazy to give up a cush gig in the heart of Europe for mud huts, snipers, and IEDs in such a dangerous hell hole. But, I figured, I joined the Marines to serve and to fight. If I could list it on my application, a job skill I would put down would be “killing the enemies of my country - with extreme prejudice.”

Before I joined the Corps a year out of college, I had a degree in marketing, and always wanted to try my hand at selling other people’s products and services. I thought I was good. The only question now was, would Daniel Sickles say the same thing.

When I walked in, he was thumbing through some papers; my application paperwork, looking at them with his thick, black framed glasses down the bridge of his nose.

Without looking at me, he said, sounding bored as fuck, “Have a seat.” I sat down in the leather chair in front of his desk.

“University of Virginia, Class of 2012, 3.2 cum, Bachelor of Arts in Marketing.” He cleared his throat. “Enlisted US Marine Corps, (mumbling) three tours of combat in Afghanistan, Silver Star, Honorable Discharge at rank of Gunnery Sergeant.”

“Very impressive Mr. Buford,” he said, now looking at me, his hands folded on his desk. “It seems like you have leadership experience, can work well with others. But tell me,” he said looking me right in the eyes, “why would you give up . . . it says here embassy duty in Paris, for a combat zone?”

“Well Sir, you mentioned leadership skills. I didn’t think I was getting that telling Frenchmen where to go for visa applications.”

“Humm, I see,” he said and smiled. “Okay, I get it. I was Civil Air Patrol, you know,” he said sticking out his chest. I just nodded.

Now in this position as a sales executive, you’ll be assigned clients, and work under the supervision of a senior member of the firm. This person will show you the ropes and based on their assessment, give you your own clients and projects to work on. I trust your computer and graphic arts skills are up to par?”

“Yes Sir. Most of my knowledge in those areas is self-taught.”

“Impressive,” he said. “Nice.”

“Well, you certainly make a nice appearance as someone I would want representing the firm.” I was wearing my best suit I could find, and just got a haircut and shaved my beard off.

It was a Thursday afternoon. He leaned forward. “How would you feel about starting on Monday morning. Be here at nine o’clock sharp, ok?”

“Yes Sir!” I was very pleased. I had rent to pay for a small studio in the city, and car lease payments, for a new Toyota Prius.

“You’ll report to Miss Reynolds on the second floor. She’s a senior account manager , and will report to me after your first week. Now, she may come off a little cold, but that’s just her personality, so don’t take it personally. She really knows this game and you can learn a lot from her, okay?”

“Thank you Mr. Sickles, I won’t disappoint you.”

“That’s good to hear, but Miss Reynolds is the one you’ll have to impress, Mr. Buford. I have faith in you.” That was the first time I saw him smile. “Welcome to Zenith Advertising. Before you leave, I want you to go down the hall to your right and see my assistant, Mr. Gouverneur K. Warren who will get you squared away with your tax forms, and all the other paperwork.”

He stood up, I followed, and he shook my hand. I was off to the races.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

____________________________

____

A New Beginning


Iwore the same suit as on Thursday, but with a different shirt and tie, and my sensible, “Dr. Comfort” shoes. After being a Marine I took seriously the comfort of footgear.

I reported to Miss Reynolds’s office at nine o’clock on the nose and knocked on her door. The sign simply said “Joanne Reynolds, Senior Account Executive.”

“Come in,” said a pleasant sounding voice from inside.

As soon as I stepped into the office, I was smitten by a beautiful, dark brunette, with brown, almond shaped eyes, thick brown natural eyelashes, with a beautiful face and very alluring figure. It was hard to take my eyes off her ample cleavage, (had to be a double “D”) made all the more visible by a starched white blouse with the first three buttons undone. A black laced bra was underneath it, and she wore an attractive navy blue business suit. Her lipstick was a cherry red, and was complimented by just the right touch of rouge on her high cheek bones.

I tried my best not to stare. “Mr. Buford, how do you do? I’m Joanne Reynolds.” She extended her hand, and I shook it. She had a very firm grip, which surprised me a little. But she was anything but petite.

“Please, take a seat,” she said in a no-nonsense business tone.

“So, Mr. Sickles tells me that he thinks you’d be a perfect fit for our company. You have leadership skills, a drive to succeed, and have the rudimentary online skills to do the job well.”

As she told me this she was completely expressionless. Sickles was right; she was a bit cold. But no matter. I was hired to do a job, not go out on a date.

“Yes I do, Miss Reynolds,” I said, nodding my head. Perhaps sensing my unease she broke the ice.

“Please,” she said. “Call me Joanne. We’re going to be working very closely; this isn’t the Marines,” she smiled.

“Okay, Joanne it is. Please call me John,” I said smiling, trying to interject a bit of levity into the situation. “So does this mean I don’t have to salute you?”

She just smiled; obviously not one for jokes.

“Over the weekend I was thinking how best to put you to use, which client I could use you on.”

I suppose I was eager to get started, so I said, “Have you decided on a client?”

She stared at me for more than just a minute, which made me just a tad uncomfortable. Then she looked as if she was thinking about how to phrase what came next. She seemed a bit hesitant.

“Well, there is this one client who is very picky, John, I mean really picky about who he works with. I’m thinking that you and I could pull it off. This account is worth millions.”

I didn’t know what to say. I supposed feeling “honored” would be good, and besides; if I did well, it would cement my position in this company.

“Sounds good Joanne. So, what product does this company have, and what’s its name?”

“The name of the company is “Lady Chamberlain’s Maid.” She paused and said expressionless, “Women’s lingerie.”

My eyes bulged a bit. “Women’s lingerie??” I repeated.

“Yes John, was I not clear? The company, as you probably know is a chief competitor to Victoria’s Secret.”

I did hear of it, and I knew that they had some pretty stiff (pardon my pun) competition.

I laughed and continued. “Wouldn’t you be more comfortable having a woman work on this project with you?” That was the old school part of me talking. White was white, black was black, women were women, and men were men.

“Well, ordinarily John, that might be the case. But Mr. Meade, Mr. George Gordon Meade, seems to prefer . . . men. Let me explain something about Lady Chamberlain’s Maid in case you didn’t know. Lady Chamberlain’s Maid caters to men who like to crossdress, and also to transgender women. So, do you understand now why he prefers men to work with him?”

“Oh, I see. So, I would look at the line, and come up with clever slogans and design commercials and social media things, right? Stuff like that.” I thought about it for a minute and then added, “But wouldn’t you be better off finding an advertising person who is a transgender female to better approach the product line?

Joanne shrugged her shoulders and replied, “Not necessarily John. I don’t know what Meade is thinking, I just know that he requested a male for this position.”

“Okay then,” I said, “So when do we start?”

“We have a meeting with him next week on Thursday afternoon with him at his office in midtown. But before then, we will brainstorm some ideas to run by him. I want to see how creative you are.”

I was glad to have a job and a very important client to work with right from the start, yet I also had some suspicions as well.

******


ITHOUGHT JOANNE WAS HOT, I MEAN REALLY HOT. Hell, if it wasn’t for the fact that she was my boss, I’d be thinking about asking her out, and spreading her on her big desk and pounding her until I came all over that beautiful face. I fantasized about a full-blown taboo office romance.

Whenever I came into her office I had a huge boner, and I had trouble taking my eyes off that beautiful big cleavage. The other day I could see her nipples tenting out of her crisp, white, starched blouse. It was making me insane, but she never noticed, or she did a great job of covering it up.

In either case she was indifferent to me; all business. That all changed on a Tuesday evening after work. We stayed later than the other employees of the firm working on our approach. Joanne walked out first to go to her car parked on the second level of the five level parking garage across the street. I stopped briefly to use the men’s room.

In the several times that we’ve worked together on this project, she always left before I did, never once offering to come and accompany me out. I had offered to come with her, but she always refused.

That Tuesday it just so happened that we both parked on the second level. The elevator wasn’t working, and I made my way up the staircase to the second floor. It was close to eight pm, and there were never very many cars there, which was a good thing because often I would lose my car if it was crowded.

When I got up to the second floor landing, I heard a commotion coming from the other end of the parking lot from where my car was. In the distance, I could see a stocky guy with his back to me, and Joanne facing him. It looked like he had a gun or another weapon pointing at her, and I heard him tell her to “shut up!” One hand was on her shoulder.

I got about ten yards away from them, and I knew I was taking a big chance, but my training kicked in. There wasn’t any time to call 911. “Hey! What’s going on here,” I called out, walking closer. The guy was wearing a black balaclava mask and a hooded sweatshirt. It appeared as if he was getting ready to rape her.

The guy turned around quickly, one arm around Joanne’s neck, and the other outstretched pointing the 9mm handgun at me. I had my hands up. “Okay, okay, calm down, don’t shoot,” I said in the calmest voice I could muster given the circumstances.

The gun was about three feet from my face. With a quick motion, I quickly side-stepped and grabbed his upper wrist, and the gun was now turned around, in my possession, the barrel pointing straight at him.

“Now please,” I said, “Let the lady go.”

The guy was stunned, and Joanne practically leapt away from her attacker. Her mouth hung open. “Joanne,” I said, now pointing the gun directly between the guy’s eyes, “Please call 911.”

Three police cars came, all within about two minutes. They took statements from Joanne and me. As it turns out, this guy was wanted in connection with three other rapes in various indoor garages around the city.

After the police left, Joanne was still in a state of shock. She heard the police officers talking to me and heard them commend me for my actions. They were very impressed, and wondering why I chose a career in advertising instead of law enforcement. Simple, I said. It was precisely because of moments like this that I chose another career.

After she calmed down, both of us were left standing alone in the parking garage. She looked at me like I was some sort of action super hero. Her attitude toward me really changed then.

She was at least a foot shorter than me, but because of her stiletto heels, she was able to raise her head towards me, hug me around the shoulders and kiss me hard on the lips. Maybe it was the left over adrenalin coursing through my blood, or the intense sexual frustration I felt whenever I was around her, or a combination of the two, but whatever it was, I was in.

Her tongue was inside my mouth, looping itself around mine, and she was pressing against me. All of her delightful smells turning me on as well. Her perfume, the strawberry scent of her hair, and the smell of smoke from her long menthol cigarettes.

She broke off me for just a second and whispered into my ear, somewhat out of breath. “I’m so wet right now John, I feel like I could come any second. Follow me in your car to my place.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

___________________________

____

After Hours


WE GOT TO HER APARTMENT ABOUT FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER, AND OF COURSE THERE WAS A GARAGE UNDERNEATH HER BUILDING. She insisted that I park right next to her in the guest spot. I wouldn’t have it any other way. I mean, she was still freaked out, and probably would be for a long time.

As soon as I stepped out of my car, she was right there, pinning me against my door, shoving her tongue right into my mouth again and refused to let go of me. Some of the other tenants of her building came down to get their cars and they saw us, but neither she nor I cared very much about what they thought.

After a good fifteen minutes, during which time my massive cock was throbbing in my pants, pre cum moistening my boxers, she broke off from me and hooked her arm through mine and led me to the elevator, nodding to the security guy at the main desk in the impressive lobby.

In the elevator to the twelfth floor where she lived, she pressed her body against mine and reached through my trousers underneath my boxers, grabbing my cock. As soon as the elevator “dinged” upon arrival at her floor, she reluctantly stopped what she was doing, looked at me sideways and smiled as we left the elevator.

Her apartment was located in a luxury building, a far cry from the third floor one bedroom walk up that I lived in. We entered into a well-furnished, expansive living room with a cocktail bar in one corner, a fireplace, and a kitchen off to the side with a granite table in the middle to sit and eat. Everything looked new, from all the appliances to the furniture. In the middle of the living room, a plush sofa stood against a wall with a seventy - inch big screen TV and speakers against the opposite wall.

“You know something John,” she said to me standing at the entrance to her living room; “You’re really something, you know that? What you did in that garage turned me on like I’ve never been turned on before.”

“Well thanks Joanne, I aim to please.”

“You sure did,” she said, smiling at me. “You saved my life, for God’s sake! Oh, where are my manners? Would you like a drink? I’m having a glass of chilled white wine.”

“Sounds good to me, sure,” I said.

“Great, uh, why don’t you have a seat on the sofa? I’ll be right over with the drinks.”

“Sure,” I said and took a seat on the sofa, admiring the paintings she had on the wall. All modern art, some recognizable from my limited art knowledge. There was also an oak book case with a number of hard bound books in it, all classics from the few I saw on my way over to the couch.

She sat down next to me and reached into her bag for a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. I also had a rather big smoking fetish as well - a leftover from my high school days that never really went away.

Seductively, she took a drag and looked at me with her eyes misted over. “How’s the wine?” she asked. I had taken a sip, and not being a connoisseur of the finer things in life I said, “Okay, I guess - I’m not really a wine person.”

She laughed. “Yeah, most guys aren’t I think.” Her hand was on my thigh, moving up to my crotch, trying to finish what she started in the elevator. She continued puffing on her cigarette and she seemed to be studying me.

“Say, where did you learn that cute maneuver you pulled with that piece of shit in the garage?”

“I thought you would have read my job application. I was a Gunnery Sergeant in the Marine Corps and did two tours in Afghanistan.”

“Oh wow” she said, visibly impressed.

I shrugged. I just signed up, did what I had to do, and that’s that.”

She must have heard snippets of the story when I told the cops, but I guess it turned her on enough to hear me tell it.

All the while her hand was grabbing my crotch, her fingernails digging into my trousers, and then moving to pull down my zipper. My cock was pulsating with anticipation of what was to come next.

She took a sip of wine and a drag from her cigarette and leaned in close to me, kissing me again hard on the lips, sticking her tongue into my mouth, roping it around mine. She did this thing where her tongue slid up and down mine which made me crazy.

My trousers and my boxers were now down around my ankles, and she stopped kissing me and went right for my cock.

“Oh my God John,” she said. “You have a massive cock. It’s about as big as the vibrating dildo I use to pleasure myself with.”

I said nothing, closing my eyes and enjoying the feel of her moist lips on me. She played around at the head, slowly sucking on it and using her tongue to play with the slit, teasing, taking her lips off and on.

She made soft cooing noises. What really flipped me out was that if the episode in the parking garage never happened, this probably wouldn’t be happening either. I guess that some women are turned on by danger.

She was straddling me, on her knees on the sofa, bending over my lap. I pushed her head down on my cock, but it didn’t require much effort because she was already zeroed in on it. I lifted my shirt up and let her smooth silky hair brush over my tummy as her lips went up and down my whole shaft. “Oh fuck yeah,” I moaned.

This made her work harder. Her lips remained closed and slid up and down my whole shaft, and she was able to do it without even gagging. At the same time, the top of her tongue was rubbing against the bottom of the sensitive skin underneath the head of my cock.

I was coming close to the edge, pre cum dripping out, grabbing her hair tightly, as she went faster and faster on me. I couldn’t take it anymore, and I don’t know if I was fast or slow because it had been so long since I had even had a blow job before.

It came upon me like a sneeze, and I shot a huge wad of warm, sticky jizz into her mouth. There was so much, and little spurts after the big one that caused some to leak out of the sides of her mouth and run down her chin. She kept on sucking, drinking it all in. My orgasm was intense - I stiffened and became consumed by pure lust. I didn’t want this feeling to end.

Finally she pulled off me, and her chin and lips were glistening with my jizz all around her. Her eyes had a misty look, and she was staring at me. Slowly she moved up to my face and kissed me hard, giving me a sweet-salty taste of my cum. I licked it off her chin and cheeks, some of it dripping onto my bare chest. At the same time, she was rubbing her crotch against my thigh.

When I had licked her clean, she collapsed her body on top of me, her silky hair resting underneath my chin, and on my chest. It felt so good, wonderful in fact.

“Ummm,” she sighed. “That was so good John. You’re terrific. I got off too.”

“Good, I’m glad. You’re not so bad yourself.”

She laughed and took another sip of wine and lit up another cigarette, and leaned on an elbow, smoking, and looking at me. We made small talk, and I was hoping that this could be a regular thing. I was dying to fuck her, and was still hard. The sight of her smoking being a big turn on for me.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_____________________________

_____

Interesting Turn of Events


AND NOW IT’S MY TURN,” SHE SAID TEASINGLY, AND PULLED ME OFF THE COUCH AND WALKED ME INTO THE BEDROOM. I loved eating pussy, and just the thought of Joanne’s made me harder than Mt. Rushmore.

Once on the bed, I took off my slacks and the rest of my clothes, and she was just wearing her brassiere, sheer nylons, a garter belt, straps, and a black G-String. We were on our knees facing each other, and she couldn’t get enough of kissing me. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me in closer to her. I stuck my fingers underneath her garter, and she smacked my hand away. I pulled off of her, a glazed expression on my face.

“Joanne. What the heck?”

Seeing that I was hurt she was quick to reassure me. “John, I do so want you to fuck me, but I have a surprise for you I think you’ll like even better than my pussy.”

Quickly, she turned around and got down on all fours, and moved the strap from her G-String aside. Her asshole looked so perfect and pink. She reached into her nightstand drawer and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly, liberally applying it to her butt, and reaching around to rub it on my cock. I almost came again the way her slick hand lingered on me going up and down. She was grinning at me, the long cigarette dangling from her lips, then turned her head forward.

I grabbed hold of her hips and placed the tip of my cock against her opening. Honestly, I had never done this before, and when my tip entered her I knew I would be in for a great time. The way she just closed in around my tip rocked my world.

“C’mon John, show me what you can do,” she coyly said.

I really didn’t need much of an invitation, and slid all the way in. My God, I thought to myself, she’s been practicing - a lot. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before, the way her hole just swallowed up my cock. Joanne met my slow thrusts with hers, keeping pace with me. She was tighter than any pussy I ever had, and turned me on something fierce. I didn’t think I could ever fuck a vagina again after tonight.

Now the pace picked up, and each time I thrust inside her, the silky warmth of her drove me to the edge; but Joanne was a master at keeping me from blowing my load completely. She had this down to a science - teasing me to the climax, and then bringing me back. It only made me want her more.

I grabbed her sides hard and went like an unstoppable piston. I heard her cry out - I made her come. At the same time, I blew a cannonball load of fresh jizz, even more than before inside her. The wet warmth of her kept me hard and kept me going. The guttural, primal sounds coming from me let her know how much I enjoyed it.

Slowly I pulled out, my jizz dripping down the sides of her butt and onto my balls. She stayed in her original position and said, “Come on John.”

It was an invitation to me which I greedily accepted. I spread her butt cheeks apart, slid down, and stuck my tongue onto the fresh, cherry opening to her pleasure cave. I felt her stiffen and hiss through her teeth as my tongue slowly worked its way up and down, tasting my own jizz.

After I licked her clean, and she was satisfied, she turned around, faced me, and kissed me again. Something told me she wasn’t done with me yet.

“John,” she said, “Do you like my tits,” and she slid her brassiere off, and I saw two gorgeous melons with perky nipples standing on edge. She pushed herself closer and into me, her right nipple going between my lips. I played with it, circling my tongue around the sides and the tip; then sucking it. She grabbed my head and moaned.

She laughed. “I guess the answer is a big ‘yes.’”

I looked up and smiled.

She backed off me slowly, and unhooked her garter, the straps falling away. Then she reached over to her night table and lit another one of her long cigarettes, staring at me and puffing sensuously, turning me on again.

She saw me get hard again and smiled. “You know, John, it’s really cool that I turn you on like this.” Joanne was wiggling her waist, teasing me, and thrusting it out at me. I reached out for the front of her thong, and she pulled away, looking at me and pouting.

“Be patient now dear,” she said. I was thinking of that delicious mound underneath and what I would do, how artfully I would use my tongue.

“Some more wine?” she asked as she finished her cigarette.

“No thanks, I’m okay. But please feel free if you want to.”

She abruptly got off the bed and walked across the bedroom into the hallway and downstairs. I was too mesmerized looking at her shapely hips and her feet in those four-inch high heels that strapped around her feet. The straps from her garter hung over her thighs, swinging as she left the room.

She came back about five minutes later holding two glasses of wine.

“You didn’t have to Joanne, I said I was fine.”

“I’m your boss John, and if I say you need a glass of wine, you need a glass of wine. I need you mellow for this next part.”

Now my curiosity was really peaked. She raised her glass in a toast, and I met hers, and we clinked.

“To new friendships and business success,” she said.

“To new friends, and lots of sex,” I responded, trying to be a smartass.

Joanne laughed as we sat on the edge of the bed drinking.

******

I was sitting on the side of the bed and Joanne stood up in front of me and slowly pulled down the front of her black, silk, thong. Even with the mellowing effect of the wine, my eyes bulged, and my mouth hung open. She had a cock. But not just any cock, I mean it was huge.

“Joanne, is this some kind of joke?” I bent forward in total shock to see if maybe it was a really good silicone imitation of a real cock, with straps holding it. But it was real alright, and the area around it and her massive balls was all shaved.

“No joke, John. I’m a shemale. I prefer the term much better than a crossdresser or transgender woman. I transitioned about five years ago and used medication to do so. The fact is, I like having a cock. I call it my little clitty.”

But it was anything but little.

“Well, okay,” I said, without knowing anything else to say. The thought ran through my mind that I had just plowed another man with my cock, and let another man give me a blowjob, but that wouldn’t quite be the truth, now would it? I mean, she had tits and a curvy woman’s figure, a woman’s voice, and facial features. There was absolutely no way to tell that she was anything but a woman - except, of course, for the cock.

She sat on the bed, facing me and placed her arms around my shoulders. “Come on now John.” She said. “I know you enjoyed yourself and probably had the best sex of your life just now, right?”

I had to admit , she had me there. “Yes, Joanne, you’re right, I did.”

“That’s good John, very good, because now it’s time for me to get off.”

I thought for a moment. What did she want me to do - suck  her cock?

She had another lit cigarette dangling from her mouth with a mischievous look in her eyes.

“Here’s the deal,” she said. “As I explained earlier, Mr. Gordon Meade only wants men - but ‘sissy boy’ men to represent him and work on his account. He feels they bring a certain ‘flair’ to his products.”

“Now I really don’t see you not going along with this. In fact, I especially chose you, and also because I’m quite fond of you. You really turn me on John, you know that. 


“But I’M NOT A SISSY, Joanne,” I protested loudly.

“John, I never said you were. You just told me that you enjoyed what we did. Don’t tell me any different. Now be a good boy and get on your hands and knees and face the front of the bed.” She sensed my reluctance and she continued. “Look, I tell you what. If you really don’t enjoy it when I fuck you, we don’t have to go any farther, and no harm done. You’ll still keep your job, only you won’t be working with me on this project. I’ll just keep looking for another male. But the thing is, I really am very attracted to you John.”

She laughed out loud. “Now be a good boy and ‘take one for the gipper.’”

I sighed. Who knows, maybe I should trust Joanne. I mean she really turns me on, and maybe I will like this. So I decided to go along with it.

“Okay Joanne. I really do like you, and I want to continue seeing you, so I’ll do this. Mr. Meade’s account is secondary. You come first.”

“Now that’s what I wanted to hear John, good boy.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_____________________________

_____

I Take the ‘Sissy Plunge’


I COUNTED THIS AS JUST ANOTHER CHAPTER IN THE STRANGEST NIGHT OF MY SEX LIFE SO FAR, AND DID AS SHE TOLD ME. I felt the coolness of the K-Y Jelly as a generous heaping was smeared over my asshole, and then some more of it on her cock.

She placed the tip of her cock against my virgin asshole, and said, “This may hurt a bit John, but I promise you it will be worth it. You will soon be in a world of pleasure you never thought possible.”

And with that I felt the tip of her cock enter me. I gritted my teeth as I was stretched; the girth of her cock stretching my asshole to the limit. She played with me, going in and out with her tip. I felt the crown of her head enter me, and a lessening of the pain with each thrust.

Now her whole shaft was inside of me, ripping my insides, causing tears to well up in my eyes. But strangely, the deeper she went inside me, the more pleasure I felt as well. I wanted her more and more. I whispered loudly, “Don’t stop Joanne.”

The only answer I got was the continuation of her actions, her thrusting. She wanted it just as badly, if not more than I did. My cock was as hard as a rock, so soon after coming twice that evening.

She sped up going faster and faster. Joanne on afterburners. My mouth opened wide, and I grabbed my cock, my fingers wrapping around my shaft involuntarily. I felt a wave of consummate pleasure go through me as I shot another load, this time in my hand, and onto the bedsheet.

She moaned at almost the exact time, and I felt the curious sensation of wet warmth inside my ass. She kept on thrusting, and I didn’t want it to end. She showed no signs of slowing down.

After a few more minutes, she finally pulled out of me and said softy, “I heard you come John. You loved it, and so did I.”

Automatically I answered: “Yes, of course I did Joanne.”

Truth be told, I felt like all my inhibitions and thoughts to the contrary were lifted. I wanted to feel soft, silk panties over my cock. I wanted to feel cool nylon pantyhose ride up my legs. I wanted makeup on my face. I felt so dirty and so good at the same time, like I was meant for this. 

We sat on the bed and kissed. I finished the glass of wine that was on the night stand. Joanne got up and said, “I’ll bring some more wine.”

“Good idea,” I said. I wanted to be alone with my thoughts for a couple of minutes. Joanne was an excellent “teacher.” If I had known about this before, I would have chosen Joanne to “break my cherry.”

I didn’t just want to crossdress, I wanted everything - I wanted to become a shemale like Joanne. I have never felt more sexually gratified or alive than tonight.

She returned with two more glasses and a fresh bottle, pouring a glass for me and then for herself.

Staring at me, she reached for another Virginia Slims from her night table. Only this time she took out two. Handing me one she said, “If we’re going to complete the picture of a dirty little sissy slut,” she held up her hand to cut off what I was going to say. “Now I know John that you take offense to that term, but please don’t, okay? It’s just a term until you feel comfortable calling yourself a true shemale. Until you grow boobs of your own, you’ll be wearing smaller silicone fake ones, and I think we’ll keep your cock in a cage, so that you’ll come from what we just did - only I will hold the key. Maybe once in a while, if you’re good, I’ll let you jerk off by yourself, but for now - I am your mistress, got it?”

“Okay,” I said, resigning myself to my new life. I was giving in to my libido’s desires.

She handed me the cigarette. “I know you have an intense smoking fetish John, and I started out the same way. I was mesmerized by beautiful, and seductive women smokers. So, here, let’s get you started so we can complete the picture.”

I took one, and having smoked pot in college, and after the Marines, I didn’t choke. Instead, I found it to be rather pleasurable. I also got a huge boner again which caused Joanne to grin.

“I’m just picturing you John - all dressed and made up, seductively smoking, and craving cock. I just know you’ll be a hit. I think that you are my crowning achievement.”

Now I didn’t know what she meant by that, only that I think I wasn’t the first guy she feminized, whether for a client, or just herself.

“Here’s what we’re going to do John,” she said, looking me over from head to toe. “I’m going to shop for you and dress you up nice and slutty, and fuck you until you’re nice and soft. You’ll go home tonight with your own little silicone cock to practice with, and I want you to wear the cock cage all the time. I’m going to place it on you now.”

I stood naked and docile in front of my new mistress, smoking my long, white cigarette, wishing that I was already wearing makeup and dressed. This is what I wanted all along.

She placed the cock cage on me and turned the key, putting it away in her night stand drawer. Then, facing me, she cupped my face in her hands. “John,” she said with much sincerity. “I like you so much that I want you to stay with me as much as you can. Would you like for us to be a couple?”

My eyes brightened. “Of course, Joanne. That would be beyond my wildest dreams.”

“Good.” Now, until you start the meds, and they begin to take effect, you’ll come to the office like you always do, in a suit and tie. Then, we’ll play it by ear from there. We have to meet Mr. Meade on Thursday, and you will be dressed for that. I’ll make you so slutty and irresistible, I think you’ll be the perfect model.”

She thought for a moment, hand on her chin, studying me. “I’m trying to come up with your new women’s name.” A couple of minutes went by. I had absolutely no idea.

“I know - perfect!” she exclaimed. Let’s call you “Joy.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said. “Joy then, it is.”

“Okay then,” she said, “We’re all set.”

I got the picture now. Our agency was the only one that could present actual crossdressing models to Mr. Meade, along with all the marketing ideas for the crossdressing/trans female community.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_____________________________

_____

The Perfect Model


JOANNE HAD GONE ALL OUT FOR ME, PICKING OUT SOME VERY HOT LOOKING STYLISH CLOTHING, AND A RED HEADED WIG, THAT WAS PARTED IN THE CENTER AND CAME DOWN PAST MY SHOULDERS.

She bought me a one piece dress with a plunging neckline that was a mixture of white, tan, and black stripes. It tied in front with a bow and went just above my knees. My shoes were pumps, but Joanne promised me that she would teach me to walk in stiletto heels - it would take practice, she said.

The makeup was a green eyeshadow with black mascara and eyeliner. I had to say, I would have fucked myself if I could. Of course, underneath I wore a pink thong with a G-String in the back.

The big day was here, and Joanne and I got ready to go to Mr. Meade’s office at Lady Chamberlain’s Maid. Our first stop was Joanne’s apartment for me to dress. Dressing was a pleasure. I had tried on everything before, but it never failed to thrill me. Joanne was pleased to see my reaction and was very encouraging.

“Oh my God, John, you look so good,” she said. “I think I want to fuck you before we go to Meade’s office, but I’m afraid there isn’t any time.”

I finished dressing, Joanne applied the makeup, and we were off. We went to small restaurant for lunch before our appointment. I loved going out dressed in public. I loved the way the guys looked at me and stared. “Trust me,” Joanne said. “Nobody is going to mistake you for anything but a woman.” I knew she was right.

After the light lunch, we called for an Uber to take us to the offices of Lady Chamberlain’s Maid. We stopped off in the lobby and presented ourselves to the security guard at the desk. He was a guy in his mid-twenties who couldn’t take his eyes off of me. It made me feel good.

We took the elevator up to the sixth floor. Once the door opened, I saw murals of different models on  the walls, all presumably transgender females in an array of fashions from the company. There were different poses, mostly on beds, loveseats, and like most lingerie companies, the big holiday was Valentine’s Day. There was a whole wall section just devoted to that.

We walked up to the receptionist at the desk. Joanne spoke up. “Joanne Reynolds and Joy Buford here to see Mr. Meade.”

“Just a second,” the shapely blonde at the desk said, as she rang the intercom button.

“Yes Michelle,” the booming voice from behind the doors called out.

“I have Ms. Reynolds and Ms. Buford here to see you sir.”

“Okay, send them in.”

The air inside of Meade’s office was full of cigar smoke, even with the “smokeless ashtray” on his desk. He was a rather heavyset man, with what looked like a beer gut. Definitely not what I would call “Marine ship shape.” I was thinking what sadistic fun I would have had getting a recruit like him into shape. All for the good of the Corps of course. He looked to be in his late forties, and on the wall behind his desk was a picture I assumed of his wife and two kids, a boy, and a girl in their teens. He had a red beard and mustache to match his short red hair.

“So Joanne,” the red beard spoke, “Is this the new account executive that’s going to launch my new line of “Princess” lingerie?”

“The one and the same,” Joanne proudly answered, taking obvious pride in me, her newest creation.

He got up from his oak desk and walked over to me, looking me over from head to toe. I don’t know what it was about him, but something about this man made me want to break his neck where he stood. But I had to put those thoughts to the side and keep this professional.

“Humm,” he said gruffly. I think she’ll do. “Why don’t you go downstairs to the cafeteria and grab a cup of coffee while I take this newbie for a ‘test spin.’”

“Sure thing, Gordon. Between you and me, Joy here is the best one yet.”

“We’ll see about that.”

Joanne gave me a peck on the cheek and whispered some words of encouragement to me. “Just do as he says. This account is worth a lot of money - you’ll get a nice commission from it.” I needed the money too.

And with that, Joanne turned and went outside. “I’ll be back in an hour Joy.” I just nodded at her.

Meade rubbed his beefy hands together, stood in front of me and ordered, “On your knees slut. Papa has a real treat for you.”

I did as he said and got down on the plush carpeting in front of his desk. With his ass resting on the front edge of his desk, he unzipped his fly, and pulled his trousers and his boxers down, revealing his junk for me. I wasn’t impressed.

“Come on bitch, let’s see what you’ve got.”

With that he pressed his limp dick up to my lips. I spit on my hands and grabbed his cock, sliding my painted fingers up and down his shaft. Incredibly, he got rock hard in seconds. I had a nice coat of lip gloss on to make it nice and slippery.

It was surprisingly clean and no big deal. But since it was only my second cock, all I had was Joanne’s to compare it to. I took just the head at first, playing with it, and rubbing my lips around it, then sticking my tongue out to wipe around it.

“Oh yeah baby, come to daddy, that’s good, really good.”

Now I took all of him in my mouth. I’d say it was about six inches, but not very wide. Still, it was what I had to work with.

He pushed my head down on it, and I went onto full-on sucking, wrapping my tongue around the girth, working it like a paint brush. My saliva was flowing so it made him moan even more with pleasure. “God, you’re so good at this. You’re the best that Joanne ever came over here with.”

I tightened my lips, and I could taste his salty pre cum in my mouth. He hissed through his teeth, “That’s it, that’s it, keep going baby.”

My head was bobbing up and down on a piston. I went faster and faster, wanting to get this over with, and I didn’t have to wait long. In another second, I felt him explode and blow his load into my mouth, coating my tongue with a ropy, salty jizz. He kept shooting little bursts, and I kept bobbing. I didn’t slow down for a minute.

He pulled out of my mouth, and he looked at me smiling. “That was great Joy, I mean, really good, but I’m not done with you yet.”

He was rubbing his cock, making it hard again. “Bend over the table here. Daddy has something for his best new girl.”

I did as he was told, and I didn’t even bother to wipe my face off, and just let the jizz roll down my chin and sides of my cheeks. I was the total slut, and I loved this new found power that I had over men - the power to give or withhold pleasure.

He flipped my skirt up and he moved the G-String out from between the crack in my ass. He couldn’t see the pink cock cage, that Joanne had placed on me just before we came here. Now I was a total sissy slut.

He spit on his hands and rubbed it over my cherry ass hole, or “boy pussy” - “bussy.” Next he completely surprised me.

“Ummm, it looks so nice and clean for daddy,” he said.

I felt electric shocks of pleasure go through me as he started licking my asshole and around it. He even stuck his finger inside my hole which made me cray. I was dying to take this cock all the way in. He was teasing me, going agonizingly slow.

“You really want this bitch, don’t you?”

“Uh huh,” I said, just above a whisper.

Then, I felt the meaty head of his cock press up against my “bussy.” He grunted and I felt it slip inside me. He moaned. “So tight, and slick for daddy, princess.”

He spread my cheeks open with both hands and used his large hips to thrust himself deeper inside me. The fullness and pain I had felt when Joanne first did it to me was gone; it seemed so long ago. Meade was not as big, but still my muscles closed around and made it seem like his cock was made just for me. I thrust back at him, his balls slapping my ass cheeks.

All the time he thought he was in control, but Joanne had taught me that it was always me that had the upper hand. He hissed and snorted, and I felt that stinging pleasure well up from inside of me, and I was dying to stroke my cock through the cage, but I could not. Instead I closed my eyes and moaned as a huge wad of my own jizz shot out onto Meade’s desk through my cage - like a souvenir. He probably had many of those during his tenure here. It was my first “sissygasm.”

Now it was his turn. He let out a large sigh and flooded my insides with hot, ropy cum, a big wad; maybe bigger than what came inside my mouth about twenty minutes before.

I didn’t want him to stop what he was doing, and I cried out, “Don’t stop daddy, please don’t stop.”

“Oh, so my little slut likes daddy’s cum, eh? That’s a good sign, a very good sign, princess.”

He pulled out of me and his jizz rolled down the sides of my ass and his ball sack. Just then came a buzz from the intercom. It was Michelle. Meade spoke first. “If it’s Joanne, tell her she has to wait, Michelle. I’m not through yet.”

“It seems like your boss is jealous. Maybe I’ll do her too!” he said with a salacious grin spreading across his face.

I cleaned up a bit, and put my wet G-String back in place, and Meade put his pants back on.

“Okay Joanne, you can come in now,” he said.

“Well, so how did Joy do, Gordon?”

“I think you hit the mark this time Joanne. I really like this one. I may borrow her from time to time. I think I’ve found my new model for Valentine’s Day.” He turned to me and asked, “What do you say princess. Are you interested in being the face for Lady Chamberlain’s Maid?”

Without hesitation I said, “I sure am Mr. Meade,” in the most effeminate voice I could muster.

“That’s settled then Gordon. Do we have a deal?” Joanne said, more rhetorically than a question.

“Of course we do Joanne. You’ve never failed to come through in a pinch. She’s just what we needed.”

“As soon as I hired Joy, I knew she’d be great,” Joanne said, beaming at me.

So just like that, I found a new job that paid out handsomely, a new identity, and a new girlfriend, all in one. I was so glad I decided to take “The Sissy Plunge.”

❤️❤️❤️
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