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SO BUSTED!

A frat Initiation seems like a pledge’s worst nightmare. A short, HOT story with first-time feminization, transgender, and fetish themes.
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One

_______________

___

“OKAY DUNCAN. YOU REALLY WANNA’ JOIN PI DELTA EPSILON?”

“Yes I do. You guys throw the best parties on campus, and as you know I’m a legacy. My brother Howard graduated three years ago.”

“Yeah, I remember him,” a senior sitting on the left of the table said. “He was pretty cool.”

“Okay,” the guy in the middle of the table, Frank said, nodding his head. “We still have to put you through our initiation, and depending on how you do – you’re in. Your brother’s membership will help, but only a little.”

“I get it. Howard told me. So when do we start?”

There were four frat officers at the table; Frank, the President, Jeff, Pete, and Mike, the senior who remembered Duncan’s brother. They were the steering committee and made all the decisions. There were six other pledges. I really wanted this frat because aside from the kick-ass social life I’d have on campus – mixers with the sororities, living in the frat house (a big plus), parties and such, I’d have access to old exams, which couldn’t hurt. Now all that remained was to see what kind of initiation they had in store for me. It was something I’d remember for the rest of my life.

My roommate Morty was also a pledge. His initiation was to be a “slave” to the brothers for two weeks; washing their cars, doing laundry, running errands. I was glad that wasn’t me.

The four of them at the long folding table, huddled and spoke among themselves and I was standing in front awaiting whatever came next. Then Frank spoke to me as the others were smiling.

“Here it is Duncan. Next door is the girl’s sorority, Alpha Delta Gamma – it’s a big sorority here. This is what we want you to do. You have to bring us a pair of panties from any girl in the house, and you have to show us a video of you taking them from the drawer, bed, or wherever you get them from.” He then sat back, arms folded, expecting some kind of answer from me.

My eyes were bugging open. What was I – the Invisible Man? Superman? A magician? How the fuck was I supposed to pull that off?

“Guys . . . Uhh . . . How am I supposed to do something like that?? I don’t even know anyone there.”

“Well, this is where you can show us your creativity,” Mike said, and the other guys were laughing.

“You thought that by being a legacy, you’d have it easy Duncan? I bet your brother would think it’s hilarious, and it would make you kind of a legend around here,” Mike said, the one who knew my brother from senior year.

“Yeah Duncan. The longer the video, the more proof it shows. Hell, for all we know, you could go home and video yourself stealing a pair of panties from your sister’s drawer, and we know you have a sister in high school from Howard,” Mike said. “So the video has to be convincing.”

I took this in, horrified, and Frank said. “Let’s see Duncan. Today’s Tuesday, so you have one week. So, how badly do you want in?” That was it. I wanted in badly, but this was impossible. “Don’t look so disappointed Duncan. This Saturday night we have a mixer with the Gammas at their house, so you’ll already be in the house. All you have to do is sneak upstairs, get the panties and you’re home free.”

“You make it sound so easy Frank,” I said.

“Well, we’re making it easier by having you come to the mixer, Duncan. At least you don’t have to break into the house. Now that would be a felony, right?” Now everyone was laughing.

The worst was yet to come. Pete, a tall brown-haired guy with owl framed glasses, who was the frat treasurer stood up and placed his sweaty palms on the table and leaned over towards me. “There is just one other small thing Duncan.”

“What’s that?”

“Not only do you have to steal a pair of panties, but you have to strip in the girl’s room, and put them on, strike a sexy pose and video yourself!”

“Wait, wait! Stealing the panties is impossible as it is, but trying them on and posing while I’m in some girl’s room?? Are you serious?”

“Hey, I thought you wanted in Duncan?” Frank said, an evil grin curling his lips.”

“I do, but . . .”

“Just think! If you make a really good video, you might want to try modelling as your career!” Everyone was rolling, it was so funny – that is, to everyone but me. “It’s settled then. Next Tuesday it is. We’ll see you at the mixer,” Frank said, as if he was asking me to go to the convenience store and buy beer.

“Oh yeah, one more thing,” Frank said. I could hardly wait. What else could they ask of me? Kidnap someone? Rob a bank?

“And what would that be?” I asked, sounding more than a little pissed.

“Once we’re in the house, don’t expect any help from us.” Well, that went without saying. I walked back to my dorm, depressed as hell and a bit angry. How the hell was I supposed to pull this off, and why did my roommate Morty get such an easy initiation? I’d rather be a guy’s slave for a month than pull something like this off. I’m so fucked!

❤️❤️❤️


Two

_______________

___

I STARTED THINKING THAT MAYBE this was some kind of a prank; that the guys couldn’t be so mean as to have me do this crazy, most impossible task. I was wondering if I could come clean to the girls and tell them about it. Maybe they would take pity on me and help me out of this dilemma without anyone being the wiser.

So back in my room I found Morty sitting at his desk working on his laptop. He asked me how my interview went and what they wanted me to do. I think he was a bit jealous of me because I was a legacy and all. Maybe he thought I had it easier than he did – being a slave of the brothers for two weeks.

He was being sarcastic. “So what do they want you to do? Run naked around the campus during the middle of a weekday? I know – you get to wear a mask too, to hide your identity, right?”

I laughed. “I wish it was that easy Morty. They want me to go to the sorority house mixer this Saturday; you know, at the Gamma Delta’s house, and get this – steal a pair of panties from the room of one of the girls, and then video myself trying them on!”

Morty’s eyes opened wide, and he whistled. “Holy shit Duncan! That’s really fucked up dude!” I think he was happy because I had it harder than him – much harder. “So what are you gonna’ do?”

“What can I do Morty? Maybe this frat isn’t such a big deal after all.”

“Nah, you don’t really mean that? I mean, not with your brother being a legacy and all. Besides, think of the benefits – the old exams, the old papers they have on file in almost every class. Not to mention the status of wearing frat letters on a jacket. You’ll be a magnet for all the hot girls too.” 

“I’m not sure. I’m really in a spot, that’s all I know.”

Now it seemed that Morty really took pity on me, but he thought it was kind of funny. “Well listen Duncan. If it makes you feel any better, I’m not gonna be the first on line to see the video, did you say?”

“Yeah, a video. And the video has to ‘prove’ that I’m in one of the girl’s room and not my sister’s room back home.” That’s what they told me, but how would I even be able to go home and do that? I have until next Tuesday – one week to get this done, which means I gotta’ do it at the mixer.”

“Let me think a minute on this. I may have an idea.”

“Yeah? Well I’m all ears.”

“You know I’ve been dating Cynthia for a month now, right?”

“Oh yeah! Isn’t she a member of the *Gamma Deltas?”

“Yes, she’s a sophomore. I’ll call her and tell her about your predicament. She’s really sweet and maybe she could help you.” Morty was laughing now.

*Just for a bit of background, the Alpha Gamma Delta sorority was known on campus as the “goth sorority,” and they were full of transgender women and known for forcing guys, often through blackmail to crossdress, and even in some instances to transition themselves. Their president Samantha was a very intelligent, unscrupulous and charismatic leader who was well known on campus for some of her exploits – like blackmailing the dean into crossdressing, and even making his son transition into a transgender woman. These girls were not to be fooled with. That made it especially terrifying for me!

Morty’s girlfriend Cynthia was a member, so maybe she would be able to help. But the others, especially Samantha and her girlfriend, Karen, were bisexual. I knew that they couldn’t be trusted.

“Okay Duncan, relax man. I’ll talk to Cynthia and I’m pretty sure she’ll help you. She’s really sweet. She knows how important it is to have a good Greek life on campus, and she also knows how fucked up our frat can be.” I felt a little bit better, but until Morty spoke to Cynthia, I was scared out of my wits. The other guys in the frat didn’t know Morty was dating a Delta Gamma.

The next day I met Morty for coffee at the STARBUCKS on campus. I bought the drinks and brought them over to our table where he was already sitting. “So did you speak to Cynthia?” I asked, trying, but not very well, to hide my excitement.

“Yes Duncan, as a matter of fact I did.”

“And?”

He laughed. “Wow, I see this hasn’t been on your mind much!”

“Yeah, just a little.”

“Well, I told her about your prospective ‘panty raid,’ and video, and she said she’d leave a pair of old panties on her bed, you can lock the door, video yourself, and everything’s cool. See? No worries buddy.”

“Wow! Hey, I only met Cynthia once, but she sounds cool as fuck! She’d actually do that for me??”

“Swear on my sister’s virginity she would!”

“Well, that’s great Morty! She’ll be there Saturday night, right?”

“Of course she will. How else will she leave her door unlocked?”

“You have a point there Morty.” Right then I felt a thousand pound weight lifted off my chest. My roommate, and his new girlfriend were coming through for me. I was thinking about what I could get them as a gift once I made the frat.

So I put the fear of Saturday night to rest, and went through the remaining three days of the week free of worry. It was wonderful, really. I didn’t tell my brother Howard about this yet, either.

On Saturday night, me and the brothers went next door to the mixer. There was loud techno music blaring from the speakers, and Samantha, the president of the Gamma Deltas was sitting on a club chair in the corner of the room holding court as she always did. Her girlfriend Karen was sitting on her lap. I looked around the room, trying to see if I could pick out the transgender women, but I couldn’t. They all looked fucking hot. I found myself wondering if I could ever be with a girl who had a cock. I did see girls making out with each other on couches in the expansive common room, but from what I knew, the sorority was full of lesbians too. They were all dressed in goth apparel.

When we got settled and went over to the bar to get some keg beer, Frank came over to me. “Hey Slick, you ready to complete your task?”

“Hey, listen Duncan,” he said. “You can back out at any time you know. No one will judge you.” Of course, backing out would mean I could kiss the frat good bye. I wouldn’t be able to move into the frat house until sophomore year anyway, but I would miss out on all the benefits that being a frat member had.

“Yeah Frank, I’m ready to go,” I said with as much bravado as I could muster.

“Good, like I said, all you have to do is sneak upstairs to the bedrooms, and pick a room.” He made it sound so easy. “Oh! Before I forget. All the locks are the same in all of the houses, so here’s a little help. It’s the only help you’re going to get,” and he reached into his pocket and handed me a slim piece of metal – it was a pick Frank said could get into any room. He told me there was no time limit. I would have to stay as long as I needed to complete the task.

“We did this with a pledge when your brother was here, and as I remember it, the guy had to stay a couple of days . . . but he got it done. So if he could do it, I’m sure you can Duncan.” I wondered how in the hell this guy stayed a couple of days. Also, Frank didn’t know about Cynthia and that she would leave her door unlocked.

However, my thoughts were interrupted when Morty came over to me, beer in hand with some bad news. “Uh listen Duncan. I have some bad news for you.”

“What is it Morty?”

“Cynthia got a call this morning. Her mother’s sister passed away today. She’d been ill for some time, so she had to catch a flight home in a hurry today. I’m afraid she’s gone.”

My heart leapt up into my throat. “Oh, shit! Sorry to hear that. But did you get a key to her room?”

“No, I didn’t Duncan. It completely slipped my mind. I’m really sorry man.”

I immediately thought of the pick – this had better work.

“I think it’ll be okay,” I said, hiding my disappointment at this new angle to my task. Frank gave me a lock pick. What’s Cynthia’s room number?”

“Lucky for you. Her room is 237 – just up the stairs and to your right.”

“Thanks Morty, and when you speak to Cynthia, tell her I’m sorry, okay?”

“Sure. Hey Duncan? I’m sorry about the key.”

“Aw forget it. Everything will work out fine. In and out and that’s that.”

Morty smiled. “Well, better you than me buddy.” Just then one of the guys, Mike called out Morty’s name, ordering him to get him a beer.

“Okay, sorry Mike, coming up! Hey, good luck again Duncan,” and he left. I looked around the room, and all the girls were really hot and wearing goth style clothes: Leather bustiers, leather skirts or tight pants, metal studs on leather jackets, black or purple lipstick, and hair with green or purple highlights.

Now I just had to figure out a way to get upstairs without being seen. It wouldn’t be easy because the staircase was in the center of the common room. How the hell was I supposed to get up there? So I decided to take a little stroll around the house to see what I could. A little recon.

I went out front, no one saw me leave, so I was in the clear. When I went out back, I saw a fire escape going up to the third floor! It was an old building, and in those days the fire codes were strictly enforced. It was rusted but otherwise, it seemed to be in good shape, so I pulled down the ladder and began to climb up.

The second and third floors each had doorways which I assumed led to the middle of the hallway. When I got up to the second floor I checked out the door. It was a wooden door, wooden frame, and of course was locked. So I pulled Frank’s lock pick from my pocket. I was in full view from a backyard spotlight, but the house was surrounded by tall evergreens so the neighbors couldn’t see anything. That pick had better work I thought. I jimmied it in the lock and tried a few times – nothing. Then when I was just about to give up, I felt the doorknob give and the door swung open inside!

I looked both ways, and the hallway was empty, but the lights were on. I walked quietly on tip toes to room 237; Cynthia’s room. I hoped she remembered to leave the panties on her bed, after she left in a hurry this morning.

Again, I played with the lock pick and the knob turned! Jackpot! I would grab the panties, slip them on, place them in my pocket after videoing myself, and then get the hell out of there.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

_______________

___

THE LOCK PICK WORKED ON CYNTHIA’S DOOR -even faster than the fire escape door. The window shades were up and the light from the outdoor spotlight spilled into the room, but I needed the room light on to make the video come out. So I found a bath towel in the bathroom and placed it carefully underneath the door so no one walking by would think anyone was in the room. I turned the center ceiling light on with a switch on the side of the door. It was a typical girls room, with a couple of stuffed animals on a shelf, a girl’s blouse on a chair by her bed, books on the desk, and a neat, shuttered walk-in closet.

But then I noticed something I didn’t count on and Morty hadn’t told me. There were two beds. Cynthia had a roommate, and no mention was made to me as to whether or not she was in. If she was, I assumed she would be downstairs at the party. My heart started beating fast because of the chance I would be discovered. Just as Morty said, the G-String was on the bed against the right side wall looking from the doorway.  I slipped out of my sneakers, jeans, t-shirt and boxers saying shit, shit, shit! and turned the video camera of my iphone on. I set it on Cynthia’s desk just past the head of the bed. I made sure I would be in the field of view and picked up the black G-String.

Something magical happened – my cock grew as hard as a month-old baguette. I loved the smooth feel of the silky material rolling between my fingers and the “girly smell.” It felt completely natural to me, and I stepped into them on the floor and slowly moved them up my legs, enjoying the feeling totally. I was sorry that I didn’t shave my legs first! Where the fuck did that come from? I wondered. I had never done anything like this before, nor did I have any urge to – until now.

The silkiness sent shivers through my body, and I was grinning. The camera captured all of it. I wasn’t even thinking of the embarrassment I would feel when the guys watched it. Now I placed the thong around my junk and moved the back strap snugly between my butt cheeks. It was a feeling of absolute contentment and joy. I placed my hand underneath the front pouch and rubbed my cock against the satin. I felt a drop of pre cum leak out of my slit as I did so.

I moved the phone, so it was facing the door to the room which had a full-length mirror on it. Now I did as I was asked and I made some “girly poses,’ blowing kisses and mouthing some dirty talk to my reflection. The back strap made my butt tingle – this was FUN! and I enjoyed it tremendously. I thought of all the times I had a chance to do this. In addition to Howard, I had a younger sister, Valerie. I could have done this as a teenager, but I was always too shy. Now I had a reason to do it, and it was okay.

Then, just as I was getting ready to slip them off, get dressed, take them with me and make my way victoriously back down the fire escape, mission completed, I heard footsteps in the hallway! I froze, and looked at the closed walk-in closets on both sides of the room. When I heard the jingle of keys in front of the door, I quickly tip toed up to the closet on Cynthia’s side of the room, scooping up my shoes and clothing in my hands.

I quickly opened the closet door, which had semi-closed slats and stood inside, closed the door, breathing heavily as a girl dressed in a studded leather goth outfit - short leather skirt with high black combat boots, and a black leather bustier entered the room. I made it inside just in time. But wait! FUCK! I left my iphone camera on – still taking a video from Cynthia’s desk! And the towel was in front of the door. It made it tough for the girl to open the door, and she muttered “What the fuck?” under her breath as she bent down, picking up and studying the towel, throwing it to the floor, and came into her room and froze, looking around. Also, I forgot to shut off the light because I had no time.

“Okay,” she said in a trembling but loud voice. “Who’s in here? You’re in a lot of trouble!”

I was quiet as she looked around the room and ran to the bathroom, opening the door quickly. The main door was left opened in case she had to run out of the room. From her leather hand bag she took out a can of pepper spray and held it in front of her as she searched the room again. I could see her hands were shaking. She ran to the foot of the two beds and looked underneath each one, finding nothing.

She stood in front of her closet and pulled opened the door quickly, and searched behind the racks of clothing finding nothing. After closing the door quickly, she turned around to look at Cynthia’s side. “What the fuck is this?!” She said in a low, but firm voice. She was looking right at my iphone on Cynthia’s desk. She saw the video running and she stopped it, and rewound it to the beginning, gasping and watching with horror at the clear violation of privacy by a strange guy.

“Okay, I’ve got evidence here” she said, as she kept a new video running, recording everything. “You better come out NOW you sick pervert or I’m calling the campus police!”

As soon as she said that she opened Cynthia’s closet door and was greeted by a sight that would stay with her the rest of her life – me, standing butt naked except for a black satin thong. She gasped, mouth and eyes wide open, and was about to press the button on the pepper spray can.

“WAIT! DON’T DO THAT! I CAN EXPLAIN,” I said, my heart beating two hundred beats per minute, and my hard cock tenting through the pouch so much, I thought it would break through. I raised my hands protectively to my face.

Once she quickly saw that I wasn’t much of a threat in my present state, she backed up a little away from the door. I quickly got out two words: “Frat initiation – PI DELTA EPSILON! I’m Duncan.”

She stood frozen, looking at me from top to bottom. “Listen,” I said. “My roommate Morty is dating your roommate Cynthia. I’m pledging the frat and she’s helping me. They want me to video myself putting on a girl’s panties, and then bring them back to the frat house. I got into your room from the fire escape in the hallway, and I used a lock pick to get into both doors. I really didn’t mean any harm! Cynthia left a pair of her panties on her bed for me to put on. I’m sure she would have told you, but I guess she had to go home so quickly she forgot to tell you – about me.” I forced myself to smile, placing my trust in a total stranger I hoped would be cool about it. After all, this was a sorority, and I was sure they did stuff like this too. I said a silent prayer.

She took a deep breath, and a smile crossed her face. That gave me a temporary sense of relief. She started to laugh. She was a HOT girl, a perfect curvy figure, with long, jet black hair, styled on top with green highlights at the bottom going down to the middle of her back. She wore heavy goth makeup, with purple eye shadow, thick black lashes, and black lipstick. Here eyes were a piercing green. I thought I saw her downstairs standing at the bar.

“I think I remember you from downstairs and you left after a few minutes.”

“That’s right. I made my way around the back and climbed up the fire escape. Please! I really meant no harm!”

Through her laughter she asked me, “Do you enjoy wearing that thong? By the looks of your cock tenting through the pouch, I guess you do!”

“Uh, uh, I guess I do,” I admitted, clearly embarrassed.

“Well, okay, I can understand. You guys really have some wild hazing and initiations, so I understand. But . . . you’re not getting off so easily. What did they want you to do?”

“Just to video myself wearing a girl’s panties in her room, and bring them back to the house. That’s it – I swear.”

“Don’t go anywhere. If you do, I’m calling campus security, and this video will be all over the Internet! By the way, my name is Jaclyn. I need a cigarette and I’m making a phone call.”

I watched as she took out a pack of long 120mm cigarettes from her bag and lit one up with a long, silver butane lighter, doing a quick snap, Franch inhale. I was mesmerized, and my cock got even harder. See, I had a thing, a fetish I suppose, for hot girls who smoked those long, all white cigarettes. She smiled as she saw my fascination.

“Hello Samantha? Yeah, I’m upstairs and you won’t believe this – yeah, yeah, I’m okay. I’m in my room. I found a guy hiding in Cynthia’s closet . . . yeah, he’s harmless, but get this – he was wearing a pair of Cynthia’s panties,” she was looking at me and grinning. “Says it’s for a frat initiation . . . that’s right – the Epsilons from next door. Uh huh. Oh good. Yes! Definitely! Bring Slade and come up quick!”

“Duncan is it?”

“Yes, what?”

“That was Samantha, our sorority founder and president. I’m sure her reputation precedes her. She’s coming with Slade – our vp. You’ll really have a good story for your brothers – if they’ll still want you in the frat, that is.” I was terrified. What did I get myself into.

“Can I get dressed?”

“No way! There’s no time for that. I want them to see you exactly as you are sweetie.”

We heard running up the stairs and two girls came through the open doorway, both dressed in Goth clothes, and both really hot. I recognized Samantha, but the other girl, I’d never seen before.

“Duncan, I’d like you to meet Samantha, a sorority and campus legend, and our distinguished president. And this is Slade, our vp – a war hero, and gorgeous transgender woman. She is also responsible for security around here.”

“Uh, nice to meet you both,” I said, embarrassed as hell. Slade had long black hair as well, a well-proportioned and muscular figure, and a USMC tattoo on her right bicep. She had on a studded black leather vest, and a short black skirt with fishnet stockings. This girl was no nonsense.

Samantha spoke first. “Okay, here’s how it’s gonna go down tonight. We’re not gonna stop with panties Duncan. Since you like being a girl so much, we’ll take you all the way, right girls?”

The three of them were laughing. “Damn straight,” Slade said. “I want him for myself, and Jaclyn can join in too. We’re going to give Duncan his very own Alpha Delta Gamma initiation. Now how many guys get to pledge a frat and sorority at once??”

“Hey, wait a second Slade. I found him in my room, so I want first crack at him!” Jaclyn said.

“Okay Jac, I guess it’s only fair. But this little sissy ain’t getting off so easy. By the time I’m done with him, he’ll be wider than the Lincoln Tunnel!” and she laughed a very evil laugh. It made me start to shake.

❤️❤️❤️
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___

SAMANTHA LEFT THE ROOM, and I was alone with Slade and Jaclyn. She walked over to me, green eyes glowing with glee, and while looking me right in the eyes she said to Slade, “He’s kinda cute Slade, what do you think?”

“Umm, that cock looks delicious, may I?” Slade said, as she grabbed for it through the panties and gave me a slow rub. Some of my pre cum leaked through the satin and made a dark stain. “See, he’s really into this!” she said, smiling. I could feel the power in her hands. This girl was not to be messed with at all. That was for sure. I was horrified, but at the same time, it felt outrageously good. What the hell did they have in mind? I was helpless while the party raged downstairs.

Samantha walked into the room carrying goth girl clothes in both arms and laid them down on Cynthia’s bed. There was a simple black, one-piece party dress, and long, black, velvet gloves which went up my elbows, a long, chestnut wig with long, purple highlights, and a metal chain belt.

“Oh, you’re going to be so beautiful Duncan, you won’t even recognize yourself!” Samantha said.

“Here Duncan, drink with us,” Slade said. “You look tense. This will help you relax.” She poured some amber liquid from a liqueur decanter and each girl took a cup too.

“Now let’s get started with this beautiful black, laced bra,” Samantha said. It slipped on over my head and the elastic pulled my chest in tight giving me the illusion of cleavage. It felt, I don’t know, sort of comforting? I felt myself getting dizzy and the room was spinning. Shit, what was happening to me.

“He’s out,” was the last thing I heard Slade say.

I awoke to the pleasant sensation of a long kiss from Jaclyn. Her tongue was in my mouth and wrapping itself around mine. I was kind of lying on the bed with my knees raised, Jaclyn between them, and as I opened my eyes, my face felt different, almost pasty. I touched my face.

“It’s only the makeup Duncan, get used to it,” Jaclyn said, laughing. I really enjoyed the kiss, and I leaned into her for more and she obliged me with the other two girls looking on.

I was fully awake now. “Wow, what did you put into that drink?” I asked. “How long was I out for?”

“Nothing much Duncan,” Slade said. “Just a little something to make you relax,” she said. “You were out for about an hour and a half.”

I started to stand up and I felt a bit woozy. “Here Slade, catch him before he falls!” Jaclyn called out. Slade grabbed me with her strong arms from behind, and I looked down and saw the dress, the knee-high black boots, and they walked me to the same door mirror where I first admired myself. It seemed such a long time ago. I barely recognized myself. I was wearing the long, highlighted chestnut wig and the clothing. My face was fully made up with lipstick, eyeliner, glossy black lipstick, thick eyelashes, and the skin on my chest, my arms, legs – and balls felt irritated, and I rubbed my arms through the velvet gloves.

“Oh, we shaved your body Duncan – even your balls and around your gorgeous cock too,” Samantha said laughing. “How does it feel to be a complete goth girl?”

“Hey, he’s not complete yet guys!” Jaclyn said.

“You’re right, Jac, not by a long shot.” Samantha said. The girls were fussing over me like I was a new plaything. I felt like their prisoner, which I was.

“What do you mean?” I said.

“I really like you Duncan, and the girls were nice enough to let me have first dibs on you,” Jaclyn said smiling. “Don’t worry Duncan, no one’s going to hurt you. You’re very cute, and besides, since you broke into my room, you’re mine for now.”

The girls were looking on as Jaclyn gently pressed down on my shoulders and sat me on Cynthia’s bed facing her. “I’m so fucking horny!” Jaclyn said. “Nothing turns me on as much as a new smoky, sissy, cum slut!”

“Wait a second! A what?”

“Come on Duncan, I saw the way you looked at me when I lit up,” Jaclyn said. “Here, have a Virginia Slims and relax.” She took two cigarettes out of the pack, and then two more and passed them to Slade and Samantha.

“Oh yeah, you have to smoke Duncan. We’re turning you into the real deal here,” and they all laughed as Jaclyn lit me up. I felt my cock jumping up and down, fighting to get out of the silky panties. The long silky hair cascading down my shoulders and the sight of myself in the mirror with all the makeup was really doing a job on me.

“I almost forgot Duncan,” Slade said. There was another powerful new drug in your drink I think I should tell you about in the interest of full disclosure. A very powerful engineered estrogen, that will make you ‘feel things.’”

Samantha almost spit out her drink and was laughing very hard. I felt numb, like I was dreaming, and I was totally into the reflection looking back at me. I took a long, cheek-hollowing drag and burst out, “So when the fuck do we get started?” I was having an ‘out-of-body’ experienced and I was grinning at my reflection.

“That’s the spirit, Duncan!” Jaclyn said. She was standing in front of me as she undid the chain belt on her skirt and let it drop to the floor. She was wearing a black G-String and kicked the skirt off to the side. Slade got on the bed behind me and was caressing the hair falling down my shoulders, kissing my neck, and blowing her smoke on my head.

I couldn’t believe what I was looking at, but in my trance-like state, I was involuntarily smiling. Jaclyn revealed an enormous cock, that was now touching my black glossed lips. She was bumping it back and forth against me. “I can’t stand this anymore,” she said. Then my lips slowly parted, and I made a tight seal with my lips around the head of the beautiful Jaclyn’s cock. What the fuck was happening to me – I WANTED TO SUCK COCK!” But not just any cock; a transgender girl’s cock. Did that make me gay? I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I only knew what I wanted.

“Come on Slade,” Samantha said. “My pussy is dripping. Please fuck me. I wanna sit on your lap.” Then, both of them took their skirts off. Slade had an enormous cock, and Samantha had a dripping pussy. I could see beads of moisture collecting on it. While Samantha stood with her legs apart, Slade got off the bed, on her knees and started licking Samantha’s pussy as she moaned. “Oh FUCK Slade! You’re the best,” she cried out and went up and down on Slade’s tongue. Slade’s tongue was pierced with a little silver ornament which I’m sure made the experience even more pleasurable. Samantha was pressing Slade’s head into her pussy.

My mouth was nice and wet, and Jaclyn stuck her huge girl cock all the way into my mouth. My lips made a nice tight seal over her length as I bobbed up and down on it. I loved it and was hungry for more as I tasted a salty/sweet mix of pre cum leaking out of Jaclyn’s cock. Her hands were pressing on my silky hair, and she was bucking her hips up and down on my mouth. All the time, my iPhone was running, catching all the action in the room. It was like a mini, college orgy.

We got into a fast motion and Jaclyn was moaning. Next to me sitting on the bed, Samantha was sitting on Slade’s lap, her girl cock going deeply in and out of her.

It was too much for Jaclyn, and she screamed out, and I felt a gush of warm, thick cum enter my mouth. Some of it hit the back of my throat. I slurped and sucked it all up. She came a few times, and I couldn’t swallow all of it, some of it was running down the sides of my mouth onto my chin. I licked her cock clean, and she came out of my mouth, bent down and kissed me.

She licked all her cum off my face, and looked at me with misty eyes and said, “You’re incredible Duncan. I’m yours now. There’s no fucking way you’ll be anyone’s but mine. Hear that girls?”

“Yeah sure, that’s fine Jaclyn. She’s all yours, but that doesn’t mean we can’t get a taste now and again does it?”

“Of course you can ladies – anytime you want. Right Duncan?”

“Sure,” I said, as if another voice was speaking through me.

“Now Duncan, I’m not through with you yet. Here let’s relax and have a cigarette and a drink. Oh, don’t worry, this time it’s only alcohol.” The three of them were laughing. The cigarette and the wine were really good.

“Here Duncan, look at yourself in the mirror.” I looked and saw a new goth girl, very much turned on by what I saw and started laughing, as I took a drink and a drag.

“God you look like such a slut, Duncan!” Jaclyn said, admiring Slade’s handiwork. With the long cigarette dangling out of her mouth she said, “Before you really become mine and a member of this sorority, you’ll be passed around like a fuck toy to all the girls in the house this week,” she said laughing. My cock was throbbing so hard it ached. Jaclyn reached down and stroked it with her long, black nails.

“Now get on your knees on the bed,” she ordered me. ‘

Samantha was kneeling next to Slade, sitting on Jaclyn’s bed and sucking her girl cock.

I was on all fours on Cynthia’s bed facing the front, and Jaclyn reached into her bed for a tube of K-Y Jelly which she rubbed all over my bussy (boy pussy) and along the length of her cock. She parted my butt cheeks and said, “I don’t want to see you touching your cock sweetie. I’ll take care of you.” Then I felt the tip of Jaclyn’s cock hitting my virgin cherry opening. She pushed inside me slowly and it was very painful, but I wanted it. My fists were balled up and grabbing the bed sheets.

Jaclyn was grinding inside me, and soon her entire length was pumping me hard. Then a strange thing happened. The initial pain I felt blended with a sort of pleasure I could only have dreamed about. I was hungry. I wanted to be fucked like the dirty slut I was becoming. Super Estrogen effect? I wanted my makeup to run, my bussy to ache from cock. I bucked my ass right up against her massive cock. We were both moaning as Slade came inside of Samantha, letting out a long moan of her own.

I could take no more of this – Jaclyn hit what I was later to learn was called my “p-spot,” that magical place where men became women. I came like a flood – all the pent up sexual tension from when I first slipped Cynthia’s G-String on came flying out of my cock. I let out a long, loud, “Ahhhh . . .” Getting caught by Jaclyn in her room became a turn-on for me that I would keep replaying in my mind. I shot my load maybe three times in Cynthia’s G-String. It was the most intense orgasm of my life.

Then I felt Jaclyn going even faster, making wordless sounds and I felt a warm, thick wet coating of Jaclyn’s cum enter my bussy. It was so massive that I felt some leak down the insides of my thighs. It would be the first of many for me. She slowed down, and her nails were digging into my flesh – very pleasurable indeed. Jaclyn was exhausted and lied her head on my lower back, her silky hair feeling so good and smooth.

“Come on girls, let’s have a cigarette and a glass of wine and go downstairs and show off our new sorority sister!” Samantha said.

“Our new what??” I said.

“Oh, I didn’t tell you Duncan. You’re not pledging Pi Delta Epsilon anymore. You’re now a member of the Gamma Deltas, and next year, you’ll move in with Jaclyn here.”

“By the way, we need a new female name for you Duncan. How does ‘Donna’ sound to you?”

I thought hard about it. “Donna sounds great.” I was all in, and proud to be a member of the Gamma Deltas.

Samantha poured us wine and we all lit up. “Look at us – four sluts. I love it!” Samantha said. Samantha took out her phone and did a group selfie of us. It was to become one of my favorite pictures.

“I have another surprise for you Donna.”

“Oh, and what might that be? I’ve had enough surprises for one day I think.”

“Cynthia is a transgender woman!” I was shocked beyond words. For the last month my roommate Morty was with a transgender girl!?

“Wow, I can’t believe it,” was all I could say. Come to think of it, Morty was rather good-looking. There were possibilities there as well. Perhaps Cynthia would share.

“Yes, and he likes her just the way she is,” Samantha said proudly. “Now let’s finish up and go downstairs. The party is still raging.”

❤️❤️❤️


Five

_______________

___

THE FOUR OF US CAME DOWNSTAIRS and a lot of the guests and the sisters were sprawled out through the common room in various stages of undress and sexual activity – both straight, lesbian, and transgender. Frank, the president of my “almost frat,” was busy with a girl with a cock! He was on a couch and giving her head as she stood in front of him. Jeff, Pete and Mike were also with the sisters. I wasn’t sure which if any of their partners were trans or not, nor did I care.

The four of us were standing at the bottom of the staircase, and got stares from the sisters. Even my four friends and Morty, my roommate turned around and looked. Samantha stood in front of us and spoke.

“Attention everyone!” they all quieted down while Samantha was about to give them the newest sorority news.

“I’d like to introduce our newest sorority sister, Donna.”

Frank was the first one to give me a really good look. I heard him say “Holy Shit! Duncan, is that you?”

“You mean Donna, Frank? Yes it is,” I said, in front of everyone. The sisters in the room whistled and applauded. I smiled and felt a real sense of contentment.

Frank and my roommate Morty walked over to me. I reached into a new black leather handbag that Samantha gave me, and handed Frank the cum-stained panties that used to belong to Cynthia. Morty was blushing because obviously, he’d seen them before.

Frank’s mouth was hanging open as both he and Morty were looking me over. “Mission completed guys,” I said triumphantly.

“How did you do that? What happened to you?” Morty said, looking me over in a totally new light.”

“Morty,” I said. “You neglected to tell me that Cynthia’s roommate Jacklyn would be home. I went to the back. You know they have a fire escape in the back of the house, and on the second floor was a door to the hallway which I opened with your little lock pick here,” I said, holding it up to Frank and Morty. “Anyway, I was videoing myself wearing Cynthia’s panties and Jaclyn burst in on me. Don’t worry I got it all on the video. She uh, she took a liking to me I guess, and here I am,” moving my arms down my body, twirling myself around showing off my new outfit and my makeup. And Morty, how come you never told me that Cynthia was a trans?”

“Uh, well, it wasn’t something I was ready to tell you yet,” he said, his mouth still hanging open from ogling me.

“And you Frank. I see you like transgender girls too – a lot!”

Frank was a bit embarrassed. “Hey, first time for everything right?”

“Absolutely,” I said. “Anyway, I think I found a new home here with Alpha Gamma Deltas, and a new love.” I motioned for Jaclyn to come next to me, and she did. I placed my arm around her shoulder, and she rested her head on me, smiling at Frank and Morty.

I leaned in close to Frank and kissed him hard, and he didn’t back away. I felt him get hard and grabbed his cock. “You know Frank, Jaclyn doesn’t mind if I explore my new self a bit. See, I love being a slut, but I belong to Jaclyn we decided. After all, she discovered me.”

“Morty, you know, when Cynthia comes back we could double date even.”

Morty was still in shock, and all he could do was nod. So maybe getting busted was the best thing that could have happened to me.

❤️❤️❤️
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One

_______________

___

I GUESS YOU COULD SAY THAT I’M KIND OF A NERD. I’m in my third year of college and my dating experience is zilch – zero – and it isn’t because I’m not attractive or anything, because I am. At least my family thinks I am, and that’s gotta’ count for something, right?. My main problem in the dating arena is that I’m just shy. My roommate Ted wants me to go out with him and the guys on my floor to bars in town, but it just isn’t my thing. I’d rather be studying and getting good grades so I can be a top notch biomedical engineer someday.

I have a little secret that my buddies don’t know (or anyone else for that matter). When I was still living at home before college, I had a little harmless fetish – One day, on a whim, I sneaked into my sister Valerie’s room when I was home alone and took a pair of her panties out of her drawer. My heart was beating fast and before I knew it, I had them up around my junk. I was about sixteen then, but I didn’t stop there. I also put lipstick on and found a matching stretch bra which was about a size too small, but I was amazed at how it pulled the skin of my chest together and gave me the illusion of cleavage when I looked in the mirror. I saw nothing wrong with it because it gave me a sort of pleasure. Really a LOT of pleasure!

I was, at twenty years of age, still on the fence, sexual identity wise, and I reasoned that eventually something would happen that would make me decide exactly what I liked and who I was. So just for appearances sake I decided one weekend to go out with my friends and check out the bar scene.

It was a Thursday night, and I was walking back from the library with Ted when I asked him if the offer about going out with the guys on my floor still held for this Saturday, then I would be all in.

“Whoa, Jeremiah! I can’t believe you’re actually gonna go out with us to the Silver Fox! That’s terrific – the hottest girls from campus go there.”

“You know Ted,” I said, matter-of-factly, in a voice slightly above a whisper. “Why not? I figure that you only go to college once, and I wanna fit in, you know. I hear what the other guys say about me, about not dating, and I want to prove them wrong – I am capable of socializing with girls.”

Ted, who was my roommate since freshman year cared about me and didn’t like to see my feelings hurt. He really was a good friend. He grabbed me by the shoulders and spun me around to face him. I had never seen my roommate face to face like that before, the expression on his face conveying to me something more than just a shot of confidence. It was something more than that to me – I got shivers when I considered what it might mean. I had to look away as his strong hands gripped me.

“Hey Jer, no one talks bad about you. Your private life is your own business. The guys like you and only wanna’ see you enjoy yourself for once. Hey, even Harry doesn’t go that much, (the guy across the hall) he gets dates from online dating sites, but personally I think they’re all bull shit and there’s nothing like meeting girls in person, you know?”

“I suppose you’re right Ted. I’ve never looked online except for things on AMAZON, and girls to date aren’t one of them.” We both laughed.

“Imagine if you could get girls from AMAZON though!”

“Nah, they’d lose their ‘family-friendly’ image,” I said.

“Yeah, everything is so ‘proper’ these days. You can’t even joke about anything without being cancelled!”

We decided to go to the campus late night snack bar for a sandwich – we were both starving, and we ran into Harry and his roommate “Scooter.” They saw us coming and we put our bags at their table on the floor next to two empty chairs and sat down.

“Hey guys, guess what?” Ted said, patting me on the back.

“Jeremiah here is coming out with us this weekend to the Silver Fox!”

“No, it can’t be Ted. What did you do with Jeremiah? This has to be an AI copy of the real one,” Harry said laughing.

“Well it is. My roomie here is finally gonna’ experience life here at Fullerton to its finest!”

“Well good for you Jer. It’ll do you some good to relax and unwind a bit. What do you have, a three point seven now?” Scooter said.

I shrugged my shoulders and answered what I think they all knew. “No, it’s a four point O.”

Scooter whistled. “Whewwweee, why am I not surprised? All you do is study for Chrissakes. Four point 0! And in engineering! Hell, I’m an English Lit major and I couldn’t get a four even if I turned into Ralph Waldo Emerson.”

“Well look Jer. Glad you’re coming. It’ll be fun. I can’t remember the last time you hung with us off-campus,” Harry said.

“Thanks guys,” I said.

“I’m sure that old Jeremiah here is a secret stud and will have the babes flocking all around him.”

They all laughed, and we  stuffed our faces with French fries and went back to the dorm.

❤️❤️❤️
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___

“NOW LET ME TELL YOU A LITTLE SOMETHING about the Silver Fox Jer,” Ted said in his car which was taking us all to the Fox. “The girls there are, how do I put this . . . are a little bit ‘forward,’ you know. I mean, I’ve never seen anything like it. You’re there for like five minutes, and before you even order a beer, some chick with a bod like a goddess is grabbing for your cock!”

“Yeah sure Ted, how would you know?” Scooter chimed in.

“Well, at least I don’t have to PAY a girl to talk to me Scoot,” Ted replied in a reference to our last winter vacation in Las Vegas where some “things happened” that only stayed in Vegas. As usual, I was just an onlooker. There is another thing. One of the “girls” that Scooter managed to meet turned out to be a shemale – a transgender woman. This kind of turned me on, where Scooter politely excused himself from the situation. I often wondered about that, but shame and an inner voice saying this isn’t right stopped me from acting on my curiosity. I told myself that my teen years of “exploration” was just an anomaly, that perhaps every guy goes through.

It was then that the memory of my walk back to the dorm with Ted came back to me. What if I was somehow attracted to men – specifically to Ted? What then? This, I told myself was abnormal thinking. For an instant, the image of myself in front of my sister’s mirror dressed in her panties, bra and wearing lipstick flashed in front of me. What would Ted think of me then if he could see me? I had to get my head on straight and just enjoy this rare night out with my friends. Thoughts are only thoughts, I told myself – nothing to be afraid of. As convincing as I tried to be to myself, something was missing.

We entered the place and made our way through the crowds and the techno music over to the bar where we ordered drinks. The dance floor was full of the usual couples dancing and making out, to even girls with girls, some doing the same thing.

“Look at those two over there,” Scooter said, beer bottle in hand pointing to what we assumed were a lesbian couple, pressed tightly against each other, oblivious to the music. We just stared at them wordlessly. I was looking across the dance floor and I caught the eye of a beautiful woman who seemed to sparkle. She was by herself, standing at the edge of the dance floor with a drink in her hand, looking right at me. She had a faint smile curl up her lips. She wore a very immodest, black, short, sleeveless dress, and high heels that wrapped around her ankles. Her hair was rather long, and it fell in the front, between her cleavage.

My friends hadn’t noticed until she crooked her index finger at me, beckoning me to come towards her. Harry was the first to notice. “Hey guys, look at that girl across the floor – she’s asking Jer here to walk over to her.”

“Yeah, go for it man!” Ted said, practically pushing me out to walk across the dance floor. How could I resist? This, whatever it was seemed like a sure thing. He leaned into me and whispered, “Good luck buddy!”

“Thanks,” I murmured, my expectations neither high nor low. I was curious at this point. There was something about her. Maybe it was her smile which seemed to grow as she saw me take the first few steps towards her, cutting through the crowd.

“Hi,” was all I could think of saying as I stood in front of her, my feet still on the polished wood of the dance floor.

“Hey there,” she answered in a firm, yet very sweet voice. She had a small “Cindy Crawford” dimple over the corner of her right lip, and deep brown eyes, light skin, and chestnut hair. She was smiling broadly, and I smiled too – it was infectious. “You looked cute, and I just wanted to see if you would come over and talk to me. I find a lot of guys have this phony macho exterior, and they don’t like it when women are ‘forward,’ I suppose is the word for my little ‘finger wave,’” and she held up her left hand and imitated the “crooking action” with which she signaled to me, and laughed.

“Oh, well I’m not like that,” I said, feeling dumb because of my inexperience in dating.

“By the way, I’m Jaclyn,” she said and put out her hand to shake mine.

We shook hands and I replied, “I’m Jeremiah, but my friends call me ‘Jer.’”

“So do you count me as enough of a friend to call you Jer,” she asked very sweetly.

“I guess I do. I mean, you seem really nice, so why not? I mean you can’t have too many friends, now can you?”

She laughed. “You’re so right about that.”

“So ‘Jer . . . what are you all about?”

“You mean my life story?”

She laughed. “Only if you want to go back that far!” We had to speak loudly over the music. It was like the speakers were over our heads.

“Hey, there are some tables in the back, and there’s a couple that looks like they’re leaving. Wanna go have a seat?” I said.

“Sure,” she said, and took me by the hand and we walked through the other tables of the section and sat down.

“So Jer, you were going to tell me your life story,” Jaclyn said.

“Well, I’m a junior and I’m majoring in biomedical engineering, and I don’t really get out that much.”

“Oh, so you mean you’re a virgin,” she said, looking straight through me and smiling, her lips curling up mischievously, as she put the straw from her drink in between her lips and took a sip.

“Wow, you are forward,” I replied, a little shocked by her manner.

“It’s okay. I didn’t mean to insult you. I was just making conversation,” she said.

I was drawn to her, and I had a “vibe.” Some might call it falling instantly in love, but I don’t know what it was since that never happened to me before. It was almost magnetic. A wave of confidence washed over me as if I had known this strange girl all my life.

“Oh no, I’m not insulted. I’m . . . well, if you must know, I’m a bit in awe of you?”

“Awe???” and she started laughing and putting her hand to her breasts. “Of me???”

“Well yeah. You seem strong, self-confident you know. I mean, I think it’s rare when a girl asks a guy if he’s a virgin before they even get to know each other well enough to . . .” and I was waving my hands around not knowing what to say.

“To what? To fuck?” and she smiled again. Another forward question – maybe too forward?

I was blushing by now. I quickly answered, “No! I mean before they really get to know each other.” I should mention too that I had a raging hard on from the minute her soft, yet firm hand gripped mine and pulled me to our table. My eyes were drawn to her tight little ass as it sashayed while she walked, her long hair now falling behind her to the small of her back.

“I know Jer, I was just kidding. I like to play games like that – to see guy’s reactions to forward questions.”

“I see. So how about you Jaclyn? What’s ‘your story,’” I said, using her own words back on her.

“Oh, I’m a junior too and majoring in political science. I wanna go to Law School. I’m taking the LSATs in the spring.”

“Impressive,” I said. “What type of law would you go into?”

“I think I’d like to be a prosecutor and work for the DA’s Office.”

“Well, you’re certainly quick-witted enough for an adversary to be afraid of you.” I thought I made a mistake here and quickly corrected myself – “I meant to respect you.”

She laughed. “I get that all the time from people – they think I’m quick-witted and can see me as a prosecutor. I guess that’s because I always look for motives, you know, to see behind things; see what it is people are hiding.”

“Well, there’s not much to hide with me. I’m kind of dull.”

She gave me a long look. “We’ll see,” she said looking right through me with those piercing brown eyes. “Should we order another drink, or would you like to dance?” I was dying to dance with her. I wanted to press my body up against that tight silk, black dress and convey some “unspoken thoughts.” Her eyes were a mystery. She was certainly very sharp, and I was drawn to her. I hadn’t even noticed but her hand was covering mine on the table.

I looked down at the table and said, “We can dance and then come back and order another drink if you’d like.”

“I would like that very much Jer,” she said and again took the lead and held my hand up as we both rose from our seats. We made our way back through the crowd to the dance floor. I left my light jacket over my chair to save our table. I told the server that we would be coming back, and she nodded.

“Now listen Jer. I don’t keep time to the music. I just dance as the mood hits me – fast or slow.”

“Fine with me,” I said, my cock throbbing at this point. Well there’s hope for me at last. For the time being I could put those disturbing thoughts about Ted to rest, and see where this thing was taking me.

We began by gyrating to the techno music and the flashing lights, and after about a minute or so, she came right up against me and pulled me in close, her arms around my shoulders. I was a few inches taller than her even with her heels. She pressed her waist into me and I’m positive she felt my hard cock straining to get out. She was now grinding herself into me.

I could see Ted, Harry and Scooter looking over my way, pointing and smiling. I looked down at her and our eyes met. She half closed her eyes, parted her lips and I took her lead and bent over and kissed her gently on the lips. An electric charge went through me. I couldn’t remember the last time I was with a woman like that – maybe once if you counted a game of “Spin the Bottle” in tenth grade. Her lips were moist and soft from the cherry red lip gloss she wore, and I could smell strawberries and a faint aroma of cigarette smoke coming from her. That only made me harder. You see, I also to happen to have a bit of a smoking fetish. I get easily aroused while watching beautiful women – especially trans women smoking those 120mm all-white cigarettes. Now Jaclyn’s aroma was doing it to me in the worst way.

Jaclyn moved her lips against mine in a circle, and stuck her tongue out through her parted lips, wrapping it around mine 

I was getting light-headed, and I wanted this moment to last forever. We were very close together, and she moved her hand between us and was grabbing at my cock through my jeans and her breathing quickened as she did so. I felt a drop of pre cum leaking out from my slit onto my boxers. She dug her fingernails into the jeans, and she was pressing them into the bottom of my shaft, just below the head – the most sensitive spot, making me totally crazy. My eyes were closed and all I could think of was Jaclyn’s face – haunting, mysterious and full of desire. The tempo of the music picked up, but we stayed as were; moving slowly and rocking to each other’s rhythm. Then she stopped moving and hugged me tighter around the shoulders. She kissed me harder, with much heat, then came off me and kissed me all over my face, painting it with the gloss.

“You’ll have to excuse me,” she said. “I need to use the ladies room. By the way, I live in Slawson, on the third floor, and I don’t have a roommate.”

“Oh yeah, upper campus,” I said. “I’m in Chamberlain, the pit,” which was campus speak for the basement.

“Good,” she said, touched my nose with the tip of her finger and left.

I stood there waiting, and thought there must be a line, so I went over to the restrooms and didn’t see a line for the ladies room, or the men’s room for that matter. I waited for a good ten minutes and had no sign of Jaclyn. To say I was confused and disappointed would have been an understatement. After a couple more minutes, feeling dejected, I made my way over to the bar with my friends who were still there, and figured that when she came out she would see me standing by the bar. I mean, who could blame me? Maybe she went outside to smoke, so I went outside to look for her, but she wasn’t there with the crowd of smokers and vapers.

My friends saw me approach and had confused looks on their faces, like “what the fuck?” looks.

“Hey Jer – what happened? We thought for sure that hot girl you were dancing with was a sure thing for you. We were gonna drink a toast to you,” Scooter said.

“I don’t know what happened. I was dancing with her and all of a sudden she just left to go to the bathroom, and she never came back,” I said, looking across the floor to the bathroom entrance. I saw no sign of her.

“Tough luck Jer, but you guys looked like you had something going for sure!” Ted said.

Ted’s words comforted me. I was all emotions. Maybe it was the alcohol, but I wanted to put my head on Ted’s shoulders and cry. For all their big talk, none of the guys except me got any action that night. Scooter and Harry danced with a couple of girls, but nothing came of it that I could see. So after another hour of looking around we decided to leave. I wondered why Jaclyn would do that to me after such a promising beginning. Maybe she thought I was gay or something? Now that really bothered me.

Back at the dorm, after we went to a pizza joint in town, I was alone with Ted in the room. I really felt uncomfortable. I think if Ted got close to me, I would really like it and want something to happen. Then I thought about Jaclyn again, and I was all confused.

“I’m proud of you Jer. I told you if you got out and circulated that something would happen, right?”

“Yeah, and something did, but then she disappeared.”

“Well did you get a phone number?”

“No, but she made a point of telling me that she lived in Slawson before she went to the ladies room.”

“Okay, then tomorrow go over to the dorm and look her up.”

That idea made sense. I would do that and maybe leave a note on her door with my number. If she called me – fine, I would take it from there. She really did owe me an explanation for tonight.

“Hey listen man. Just keep going out with us, and you could meet someone else,” Ted said. “You’re a good guy Jer, and I don’t like to see you hurting.” His eyes were sincere. I got butterflies in my stomach.
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ON MONDAY, I GOT DONE WITH MY CLASSES EARLY and went to Slawson. At the desk I asked for a girl named Jaclyn. I said I was in a class with her, but I didn’t know her last name. I had to show them my student ID, and they came up with a couple of names and I described her to the student working the desk. I also mentioned the third floor and the student said, “Oh! Jaclyn Buford. Yeah, I know Jaclyn. She’s HOT man, kinda’ keeps to herself, doesn’t really date much, you know? Well, good luck.”

“Thanks,” I said, and went up to the third floor, room 317.

I knocked on the door and she wasn’t home, so I took out a Post-It note and wrote my phone number on it with a note that said, “I guess I lost you Saturday night. Did I do something wrong? I’m sorry if I did. Please call me. Jeremiah.” And that was that; nothing to do but wait for a call. Later that night after I had dinner with the guys I went to the library – my usual cubicle and starting working mechanics problems, when after about a half hour, I felt hands covering my eyes. They smelled familiar with a hint of tobacco smoke and a whiff of Jaclyn’s perfume. I sat still for a second, and heard her voice. “Guess who?” she said.

She took her hands off and I turned around and it was Jaclyn, looking even more gorgeous than Saturday. The lighting brought out her beautiful face and curves. Her long, chestnut hair was shining, and her eyes glowed. She wore a short denim skirt and a different pair of heels with a yellow camisole that showed her outstanding cleavage. I got an instant boner. She glanced down at my jeans and smiled. Before we said any words, she pulled a chair up and sat with me in my cubicle. I waited for her to speak.

“I’m sorry about Saturday Jer. I know I owe you an apology.”

“Okay, so what happened? I was standing there waiting for you like an idiot . . . I uh, I thought maybe we had something special? But what would I know since I told you that I was a virgin.”

“Oh, you were a virgin? What happened between Saturday night and now??” She was smiling, and I was completely disarmed at her humor.

“Ha, ha, very funny Jaclyn. Really, why’d you ditch me?”

“Okay, consider a ‘character defect.’ I like to test people. I wanted to see if I gave you a hint on how to find me, you would. So when I saw your cute Post-It note on my door I was very happy.”

“Really, you were? I mean, this isn’t another sort of game? Because I was hurt you know!”

She took both of my hands in hers and said, “Really I was. I promise no more games, okay. Come here,” she said and leaned in close to me and kissed me again. The same lip gloss and smells that got me hard as a rock were doing it again. She got off her chair and sat across my lap with her left arm around my neck and shoulders. This time, I cupped her breast through her camisole in my whole hand. It was firm and her nipple was as sharp as a pencil point. I stuck my hand under the bottom of her cami and reached up to her breast and she wasn’t even wearing a bra! So I gently rubbed her soft, nubile flesh, and pushed the material up higher so it was hanging over the top of her breast, and I put my lips to it, kissing around the areola and then gently biting it with my teeth. She gasped and threw her head back, one hand grabbing my hard cock through my jeans. Then the same hand unbuckled my belt and undid the button, and she got off me to pull my pants and boxers down around my ankles.

She gave me a grin and was down on her knees on the carpet. It was a good thing that we were the only two people in that entire section of the library. She looked up at me and pulled up my t-shirt, rubbing her silky hair over my tummy, giving me goosebumps all over. I forgot all about Saturday night and forgave her. It was obvious I passed her test.

“Umm, that cock of yours looks delicious Jeremiah,” she said using my full name. “I think my appetite is very strong tonight.”

Then she placed her glossy lips over my tip and covered it tightly with her lips, sticking her tongue out to touch my slit. I felt myself leak pre cum and she made an “umm” sound and used her tongue like a brush to go all around my tip. Then her tightly closed lips slid further down my shaft; her mouth was very wet. She went into a bobbing motion. This was my first blow job, and I had nothing to compare it to, but it was totally insane beyond anything I could do to myself.

By pure instinct, I moved my hips and kept in time to her sucking motion. We went faster and faster, and I felt the orgasm welling up inside me, powerful and desperate. Suddenly I let loose and blew three loads in succession, hitting the back of her throat. She kept up her stride and made slurping noises as she sucked up all my cum. But there was so much, there was cum streaming down from the corners of her mouth onto her cheeks. She sucked me clean and looked up at me. Her eyes were glazed, and the white cum was all over her chin as well.

She stood up and sat on my lap facing me and we kissed passionately, sweetly. I licked her face clean, the sweet/salty taste of my own jizz keeping me hard. Another first. I had images of myself as a teenager in front of my sister’s mirror, talking dirty to myself like a slut. It was the taste of my cum that brought those thoughts on. I kept my mouth tight on Jaclyn’s and used my tongue to sweep the insides of her cheeks and her tongue, hungry for every drop.

She broke off the kiss and whispered to me, “That was so good Jer. You taste wonderful. I’m so fucking horny – I need you inside me.” Well there was only one thing to do. We laughed at the state we were both in – in the college library, and she invited me back to her dorm room. But this time, I had an open invitation.

We walked with our arms around each other’s waists across campus to her dorm. Her room was a typical college girl’s room minus a second bed. How she scored a single I didn’t know, nor care. Where the second bed should have been was a small couch with an Ottoman. Behind it was a large TV screen and a Play Station console on the side. There were very few pictures in her room. One of her parents, and the rest, some photos of other girls.

“You want a drink Jer?” she said as she bent down to a small refrigerator next to the couch.

“Sure, whatever you have I’ll have.”

“Well, I’m gonna crack open a beer.”

“That’s fine Jaclyn,” I said.

So she brought out two bottle of Miller Lite and popped open the tops with an opener from the top of the ref and handed me mine.

“Well that was a first for me – in the library, I mean.”

“Oh yeah, me too - I mean my first first,” I said as I took a large slug of the cold beer.

“Oh wait! We have to drink a toast!”

“What should we drink to?” I asked.

“How about . . . to new experiences?”

“Okay then, ‘to new experiences,’ may they keep coming,” and we clinked bottles.

“How did you like it?” she asked, squinting her eyes in a playful manner.

“Are you kidding?” I said. “You’re incredible!”

She laughed. “Yeah, I get that a lot.”

“A lot???”

“No, silly. I don’t give my body freely, but for you – I want you Jer. Like I said, I want you to fuck me!”

I said nothing, not being very experienced at this.

“Oh, okay,” she said. “Sorry. I’ll guide you along. People have been doing this for ages! I should be more specific. I want you to fuck me in my ass!”

“Holy shit Jaclyn. You are a wild girl!”

“Ha! You haven’t seen anything yet.”

“Here,” she said smiling as she placed me sitting on the bed. “Take your jeans and boxers off and throw them on the floor here,” she said, pointing to a place on the floor near the foot of the bed. I did that in no time flat and looked at her smiling, her long legs so smooth and strong showing under the denim skirt. She undid her belt, and slipped out of her skirt. Underneath was a black satin G-String. She turned around and I could see the strap nestled snugly between her butt cheeks. I knew how that must have felt from my previous experience, and I was jealous. She took off the camisole and her tits were standing up. Her breasts looked like two ripe pears, the skin white, soft and smooth. She shook her hair down in front.

Then Jaclyn went over to her desk and opened up her black leather bag and took out a pack of Virginia Slims 120s. I was staring at it, and she caught on. “Oh it seems you find my smoking to be a bit of a turn-on eh?’’

I couldn’t stop staring at her. “I’ve seen guys with smoking fetishes before. It’s cool, I happen to have one myself,” she said. “Would you like one Jer?”

“Uh, no, not now. I’ll just watch you.”

“Okay, suit yourself,” she said smiling, and lit herself up with a silver butane lighter from her bag. She held it very effeminately and her first drag was a French inhale. I was staring at the lipstick coating the long, white filter. My cock was as hard as a rock, and she huffed out a laugh. “Humm, works every time.”

She slowly walked towards me taking a drag and blowing the smoke in my face. “Okay Jer, Just get behind me,” she said and handed me a tube of K-Y Jelly from her night table drawer.

She got on her knees on the bed, facing the front. I got behind her and spread her butt cheeks apart. “Please move my strap to the size honey.”

As I did so she handed me the tube. “Now rub it all over my ass hole and up to the edge of my G-String. Then put a nice amount on your cock, okay?”

“Yeah, sure. Anything.”

“Good boy, she said,” flicking her ashes into the ashtray on the night stand.

It was cool and slick, and I rubbed it all over her, and she said, “Stick your finger inside me first and rub it all around.”

As I did so, she began to moan. Her hole was very tight and as I pressed my fingers hard around in a circle she gasped. “Ohhhhh, I want you inside me so bad,” and she shook her ass a little and laughed.

I was hard as fuck and as I parted her butt cheeks apart, I placed the tip of my cock onto the beginning of her slick ass hole. She rose up a bit, and stuck a hand down the front of her G-String. I entered slowly with just the head of my cock, and the feeling was incredible; so much tighter and firmer than her lips were. I met no resistance as I went farther inside her, pulling out and going in again, each time going farther and farther. She moved her ass around in a circle, putting more pressure against her sides, and pushed herself onto me, driving my cock inside her as far as it would go.

Her soft moans became louder and louder and turned me on even more. I was going faster and faster until I could take it no longer and erupted – this time a real explosion inside of her, filling her up with my cum. The warmth of my cum around my cock made me go faster and faster. I felt my cum leaking out down my balls and the inside of her butt cheeks. Then she let out a scream and I saw her fists clenching the bed sheets. She had the longest orgasm I ever saw – stiffening up and hissing loudly between clenched teeth. My hands spread her firm butt cheeks out even wider, and I couldn’t stop. I wanted to cum a second time.

She wanted it too and kept up her feverish bucking on me, going faster and faster. Then I felt my desire build and it was out of my control. I lost it after maybe five minutes which seemed like an eternity to me. I let out a loud moan after which she stiffened and did the same. We both slowed down, and I was still inside her and I lied my head down on her back, cum leaking down the inside of her thighs, and my face planted against her silky, luscious hair.

I slowly pulled out and she got up on her knees and turned around to face me. We held hands and kissed, deep in passion that only true lovers knew. Though she was my first, I felt I was bound to her forever in that one moment.

“I need a cigarette Jer. You want one?”

This time I gave into my fetish. The last time I smoked was a few years ago at home while dressed in my sister’s clothing. She lit me up smiling. “Good boy Jer, I want you nice and hooked.” It made me feel like a real slut, and I was suddenly jealous of the pleasure she felt as a result of my pounding. I wondered what it was like. But I told myself that I wasn’t homosexual. I could never see myself with another man – unless . . .
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WE CUDDLED FOR A WHILE, and I wanted to go again, when she surprised me. “I want you to see something Jer.”

“Yeah, what’s that?”

She stood up in front of me and smiled her mysterious, hypnotic smile. Turning to the side, she took a drag which only excited my fetish and got me quite hard again. Then she faced me and biting her bottom lip, tucked a finger inside the front of her G-String. I watched her as she slowly pulled it down and I could see that her pubic area was shaved. She suddenly gave her thong a good yank and I couldn’t believe my eyes; when out popped the largest cock I had ever seen.

“OH MY GOD JACLYN!!! What the fuckkkkk???”

“What’s the matter Jer,” she said laughing. “You’ve never seen a girl with a cock before?”

I swallowed hard and said, “No I haven’t. I’ve never been with a trans woman before.”

“I transitioned when I was a senior in high school. I had a smoking fetish too. I felt comfortable trying on girl’s clothes, didn’t much care for boys unless I was dressed, and I wondered what it would feel like to be fucked like a girl – a slut. Oh, and I liked having a cock, so I used HRT, did some surgery on my face and vocal cords, and here I am,” she said, spreading her arms out to her sides.”

“What did your parents say?”

“Oh they and my older brother were very supportive of me which helped a lot, let me tell you.”

I felt this was a sign from above, and I told her about my fetish, and my dressing in my sister’s clothes. I also mentioned those confusing feelings I had about my roommate Ted, and my expression changed to sadness. She pulled me close to her, her cock pointing up and hitting my tummy as she wrapped her arms around me.

I could taste her smoky breath as she kissed me deeply. I pulled away and whispered softly to her: “Do you find my feelings, or I’m not sure what to call them about my roommate as a betrayal of some kind?” I immediately felt stupid for saying that because while Jaclyn and I were indeed in a sexual relationship, it wasn’t anything “official,” but I did have strong feelings about her.

“Oh not at all Jer,” she said reassuringly. “Listen, I’m about to have the most serious conversation with you you’ll ever have in your life.”

This got my attention, and I held her looking and listening attentively.

“See, I’ve been where you are, and It’s very important now that you explore your sexuality. No feelings are wrong or right, they’re just feelings.” 

“So what does that mean exactly?”

“I’m working on an idea, but first . . . we’re not quite finished here honey.”

As soon as she said that my cock started throbbing again, and I was as hard as I’d ever been. “Get on the bed and this time you go first,” and she nodded to the head of the bed.

I was excited in what was to me a sinful, naughty way. I actually wanted to experience sex as a girl. I wanted to be used as a slut, a whore. I wanted to be dressed as one, I wanted to talk like one, and most of all, I wanted to be fucked just like a whore! All my inhibitions flew away on the wind just by talking to Jaclyn. I thought of the night I met her as the luckiest night of my life.

I was on all fours at the head of the bed and Jaclyn was right behind me. She had a tube of K-Y Jelly which she spread all the way down my taint. She stuck her index finger in my “boy pussy” which she named a “bussy,” and went in two knuckles deep and made a circle, pressing along my sides. I moaned with pleasure and a queer sense of fullness.

She spoke softly to me. “Jer, it may hurt quite a bit, so I want you to steel yourself, but I promise you it’ll soon be the most intense pleasure you’ve ever felt.” This encouraged me as I was about to see. She reached behind me and rubbed the cool gel along the shaft of her cock.

Then she pulled my butt cheeks apart and pressed the tip of that monster cock against my bussy. She wasted no time and went in as far as the end of her tip. I felt full, and a nice amount of pain as I was stretched for the first time. I gave in to thinking this was the price to pay for becoming what I had always dreamed about.

My fists clenched the bedsheets, and the pain was excruciating as she thrusted deep inside me. It soon melded with pleasure, and I wanted more and more as I thrust back on her. She went faster and faster and was gasping. Then she hit a spot deep inside me – the “p spot” where all abandon was thrown to the wind. This must be what a girl feels I told myself. It was incredible. Suddenly a feeling welled up from deep inside me and I came in three big spurts onto the bed sheets. That triggered Jaclyn and soon I felt a jet of warm cum spread all inside me. I felt some leaking out of my butt and trickle down the insides of my thighs. She kept going faster and faster and hissing, and making wordless sounds of ecstasy.

We both slowed, and she pulled out of me and spun me around quickly, kissing me hard on the mouth. “Umm, you’re so delicious Jeremiah. I could do this all night,” she said.

“Yeah, so could I,” I said.

“We’re ready for the next step,” she said with a sly smile that made her mysterious eyes twinkle, and she kissed me deeply. “I have you Jer,” she said softly.

Jaclyn told me her plan. She would actually help me land Ted! After I told her about my confused feeling s for him, she was happy to help me along. She didn’t mind sharing. Later on I was to find that trans women who helped others down the path were only too willing to help their prodigies explore their sexuality. So we discussed exactly how I would go about getting Ted.

My friends wanted to go out again on Saturday night and I told them I was going home for the weekend. I had a bag packed which I would take to my car, and park off campus, Saturday morning. I had the plan set in motion which Jaclyn would help me with.
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WHEN I CAME TO HER ROOM late on Saturday afternoon, Jaclyn was in giddy, carefree mood. She had a half-smoked cigarette in her hand, and I barely got through the doorway when she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me deeply on the lips. I had a hard on during my walk to her dorm, but now it was throbbing with excitement.

“Well, what do you think honey?” she said as she pointed to an array of girl’s clothes on her bed.

I was speechless, but very happy. I saw no point in hiding my joy, so a big grin crossed my face. She looked at my face and said, “Yeah, I thought so. Okay, so let’s get started. Take your clothes off.”

“Wow, look at all this stuff! You bought all this stuff for me??” I said, barely containing my excitement.

“I sure did. Well, not everything. The dress here is mine, but it should fit you. You’re a bit smaller than I was when I first wore it about five years ago.”

There was a pair of emerald green panties – a G-String like she wore, and a matching green laced bra. The dress was a one-piece black satin material which looked like it would hug my butt nicely. I couldn’t wait to try them on. But what really caught my attention was a long, chestnut colored wig, done up styled on the top with the sides and back long enough to flow down my back.

I slipped my jeans off and took off my boxers and t-shirt all under her watchful eyes. “Oh, there’s one more thing,” she said.

“What’s that?” I asked, curious as to what it could be.

“Why I have to shave you, of course.”

Funny I never thought of that before.

“Well you should. You’re serious about this right?”

“You’re right,” I said, conceding to what was true.

“Okay, then follow me into the bathroom,” she said. She turned on the water in the bath tub and I got in as soon as it was full. She shaved me all over – and I mean all over.

She held my face in her hand and looked at me closely. With a pair of tweezers she worked on my eyebrows. “Humm,” she said thoughtfully. I think we’ll need some eyebrow pencil. You’ll want to look your best for him, right?”

I knew she meant Ted, and I froze up for a moment, but the momentum was going; and I was powerless to stop it. After I was dry and I slipped the panties on, the feeling was indescribable as the soft, smooth satin went up my legs, making my boner point upwards. After it was settled over my junk, Jaclyn lit cigarettes for both of us and started rubbing my cock through the satin. “Now how does that feel?” she asked.

“It’s amazing. It’s even better than when I did this as a teenager.”

She laughed. “I’d be surprised if it didn’t feel better.

“Jaclyn, I want to ask you something I’ve been meaning too.”

“Okay, shoot.”

“We discussed this already, but I’m having trouble wrapping my head around this. I know how you feel about me, and you have to know the feelings are mutual, but why do you want to help me, I don’t know . . . ‘hook’ Ted?”

She placed my gorgeous made up face in her hands and came close to me. “Because I know if I don’t give you the opportunity to explore your feelings truly, then it will always be something nagging at you Jer. I’m fine if you want to have a relationship with Ted, or some other guy, but please understand that I do want you for me – I always want to number one with you. Okay?”

That made sense to me, and my feelings for Jaclyn only grew stronger because of her “generosity,” and caring.

After the bra went on she said, “Now come back into the bathroom and have a seat at the vanity table. We’ll do the makeup.” I knew what to do from watching all the YOUTUBE videos, but she did it for me. After the makeup was applied, she placed the latex wig cap on me and then the wig itself; styling it after it was set on my head. I went back into the bedroom and slipped the dress on over my head. With my newly shaved legs it looked wonderful. The G-String pouch had a gaff in it, which hid my raging cock from view.

“Okay, now you’re ready to see how beautiful you are Jer.”

First we lit up cigarettes for the full slut effect. I had lots of mascara, blue eyeshadow, eyeliner, and lip liner on. I was all set to go, and I looked stunning. I posed in front of the mirror, and I just wanted to fuck myself.

“Oooh, you look too delicious to go to Ted. I may just decide to keep you for myself. I was almost too busy admiring myself in the mirror to hear what she said, but I did, and turned to look at my beautiful creator.

“Now, just one more thing. We need a female name for your alter ego. How about ‘Candy,’ because you look delicious enough to eat!”

“Candy, huh. Yeah, yeah, I like it! Well ‘Candy’ I am then.”

“Okay, now you’re sure your friends are at the Silver Fox tonight, right?”

“Yes, they asked me to go with them tonight, but I told them I was going home this weekend. I even packed a bag and threw it in my trunk. I said I wouldn’t be back until Sunday. When I left this morning with my stuff, I made sure that was what Ted and the guys were going to do.”

“Perfect! Then you and I will go out together, which I would love to do with Candy from now on anyway. No more Jer when you’re with me, okay?”

“Sure. I couldn’t be happier.”

“Oh, here’s one of my bags for you. You can have it. I even put your own pack of Virginia Slims inside with a lighter and a makeup compact case.”

“Wow, I’m impressed Jaclyn. You thought of everything.”

“Of course I did. Anything for my Candy.” We both laughed like two girlfriends sharing a secret.

“Now here’s the plan,” she said, rummaging around in her top dresser drawer. She pulled out a slender, blue plastic case. “Ah, here it is” opening it for me to see. Inside were colored contact lenses. “These are something that you don’t need a doctor’s prescription for. They will make your eyes blue. I’m pretty sure that with these, and raising your voice an octave or so, you can fool any of your friends – especially in a place where the lighting is dim and the music loud, ok? Here,” and she handed the case to me.

I never put contacts in, so Jaclyn helped me. “There, how do they feel?”

“They feel fine, just a little scratchy.”

“Okay, then take them out. I forgot the eye drops.”

So I took the lenses out careful not to drop them, and placed the lubricant gel in my eyes.

“Much better,” I said. Now when I looked in the mirror, I was a much different person – I was ‘Candy’ in all respects.

Now we were ready to go to the Silver Fox, and I was to make my debut as the person I was meant to be all along – Candy, the smoky, cum-slut whore.
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WHEN WE PULLED INTO THE LOT, I saw Ted’s car over on the side of the lot close to the club. We parked in the back, and walked around to the front. Jaclyn paid the cover charge for both of us, and we made our way through the crowd, over to the bar. As it happened, Ted, Scooter and Harry were in the center of the bar, having beers. We made our way to their left side and took two seats. It seemed the dance floor was more crowded than the night I first met Jaclyn.

“Well, there they are,” Jaclyn said, nodding her head in their direction. They were sitting on bar stools, talking and scanning the dance floor for girls. “What do you say we have a beer and then start dancing. We want to attract their attention and so we can’t get too physical honey. We don’t want to frighten them away. I’m wearing what I wore the night we met, so they should recognize me.” She laughed, and said, “You, I’m positive they won’t recognize!”

“Let’s hope not,” I said, and motioned for the bartender to come take our orders.

We sat a while nursing our beers, and I saw Scooter pair up with some girl who I vaguely remembered from campus, and they were dancing. Ted and Harry were still over by the bar.

“Come on Candy, it’s showtime,” Jaclyn said, and we put our empty bottles on the bar, and I left a tip. We made our way hand in hand up to the dance floor and positioned ourselves in the direct eyeline of Ted and Harry. But it was Scooter who stared at me for a minute or two. He whispered something in the girl’s ear and made his way back to the bar to Ted and Harry.

Jaclyn and I were dancing slow, close but not touching, and we saw Scooter talking to Ted and Harry, and nodding at us. They both turned on their stools and were studying Jaclyn. I was hoping that at least one of them would come over to us. Plan B was that Jaclyn would say hello to Scooter if nothing happened when he returned to be with the girl on the dancefloor.

To my pleasant surprise, Ted, Harry and Scooter got off their stools and started making their way towards us. Jaclyn and I were smiling at each other. Ted was the first to say something.

“Hi ladies,” he said, as carefree as hell.

“Hi there guys,” Jaclyn said.

“Say, could I ask you something?” Ted asked Jaclyn.

“Sure. It’s a free country. Ask away.”

“I’m curious. Last Saturday were you dancing with a friend of mine, about your friend’s height?” pointing to me, which was kind of funny, and made me freeze for a second. Then Ted said, “Oh I have shit for manners! My name’s Ted and these two are Harry and Scooter.” But by now Scooter was back to dancing with the other girl. Ted nodded Scooter’s way when he made the introduction. “Looks like Scooter made a friend,” and he smiled.

“It would appear so,” Jaclyn nodded. “I’m Jaclyn, and this is Candy,” she said. I said, “Hi guys, what’s up?”

“I just remembered seeing Jaclyn dancing with my roommate Jeremiah last week.”

“Oh, okay,” I said.

“Oh yeah, Jeremiah. I remember. It was a little awkward because I left him and didn’t say goodbye, but I thought he was cute. I did tell him where my dorm was – Slawson. I was playing a silly game. I do that sometimes. I know, it sounds rude. We had a good time, and I wanted to see if he would look me up and try to find me in campus, and he did.”

“He did?” Ted said, playing dumb.

“Yes, he came to my room and left a note on my door, so I called him.”

“Oh you did? He didn’t say anything more to me about you. To be honest, I thought it was a little strange the way you left him, and he’s a good friend. He was hurting after you left him like that. See, he doesn’t get out much.” Jaclyn looked at me and grinned.

“Yeah, I’m really sorry about that. But I like him a lot, and we do have another date planned. Maybe we can do a double or something sometimes.”

“Okay,” Ted said smiling. “Fair enough.”

“By the way, speaking of Jeremiah; I call him Jer, where is he tonight?”

“Oh he went home to his folks ‘till tomorrow,” Ted said, playing his game to the hilt.

“I see. Say, how would you like to dance with my friend Candy here?” Jaclyn said, her eyes twinkling.

Ted looked over me and his tongue was caught in his throat. “Yeah, I would like that!”

“Great. Harry is it?” Jaclyn said turning to my friend from across our room.

“This is me,” Harry said with some false macho bravado.

“Okay then, let’s go.”

So I paired off with Ted and Jaclyn paired off with Harry.

I took Ted by the hand, with my heart racing all over the floor. We ignored the beat of the techno music, and I placed my arms around Ted’s shoulders. With my pumps (I hadn’t mastered heels yet), I was about the same head height. I looked into his eyes, and he didn’t even recognize me. My cock was rock hard, and I could feel his bulging against me.

“You know, you seem a little familiar to me,” Ted said.

“Yeah, I get that a lot. I guess a girl with a kick ass figure and long, black hair will do that to a guy,” I answered.

“I don’t know it’s weird. I feel really comfortable around you.”

“Well, I guess that’s a good thing Ted. So do I.”

I pulled him closer, and my lips were close enough so that I gently touched them to his. He wanted it as much as I did, and before I knew it, his tongue was in my mouth, and he was pulling me closer to him.

We were moving and gyrating to the music, bodies pressed close to each other, and deeply locked in a long kiss. It was weird as fuck, but just what I wanted I realized for almost two years. His hands were running through my silky hair, and he took an arm off my shoulder and placed it tightly against my waist. I had pre cum drip into my gaff.

“I wish I we could go somewhere Ted,” I said, breathing hard into his ear.

“There’s a place in the back, sort of a private room where couples can go,” he said.

“Well then what are waiting for? I’m dying for cock!” I answered. I swear I could feel his cock turn to a steel rod. I’d never seen my roommate’s cock before, so this should be good. If it was anything like what I was feeling, it would be incredible.

He took my hand, and we walked off the dance floor. I turned to see Jaclyn, still dancing with Harry, grinning at me.

We walked to the back of the dance floor and there was a corridor which led down a hall to a door at the end. It was next to the men’s room, and the friggin’ walls had “glory holes” in them!

“Well this is convenient,” I said to Ted. We were alone and I didn’t waste any time. I went for the zipper on his jeans and undid his belt buckle and pulled his jeans down around his ankles. The floor thankfully had carpet on it, which was easy on my knees as I got down on them. My ass was tingling. As much as I wanted to suck my roommate’s cock, I wanted him to drill me hard in my bussy (boy pussy).

I picked up his cock in my long fingernails and placed my lips on his tip. It had to be at least seven inches long. I wasn’t disappointed at all. He moaned as I slowly covered it with my moist, glossy lips. I stuck my tongue out and moved it slowly around like a paintbrush.

His hands were pressing on my head as I started a bobbing motion up and down. My mouth was nice and wet, so it slid easily. My lips made a tight seal around his shaft and his hips went in-sync to my sucking and slurping. He was moaning and made a hissing noise.

“Oh my God – don’t stop Candy!”

My eyes looked up at him as I was sucking. I felt wonderful – like a real cum slut whore. Then I felt him stiffen and a cascade of thick warm cum entered my mouth and punched the back of my throat. It was too much to handle as he shot out at least three times, and some of it dribbled down the corner of my lips. The sight of me really turned him on, and after I had licked his cock clean, he pulled me up by the shoulders.

He wasted no time and licked the cum off of my chin and the corners of my lips. He made “ummm” noises as he did so. When I was clean we went back to deep kissing, and I stuck my hands under the front of his shirt and pinched his nipples between my fingers.

I came off his lips – I was dying. My bussy was tingling. I wanted his cock inside me in the worst way. “Listen,” I said. “What do you say we get out of here? I’m dying for a cigarette, and I need to get off too,” I said, smiling at Ted.

“Sure, what do you want to do?”

“Didn’t you say your roommate Jason was home for the weekend?”

“Uh you mean Jeremiah.”

“Yeah, sorry, Jeremiah.”

“Yes I did. So you wanna go back to campus to my dorm?”

“I would love that Ted . . . very much,” and I kissed him on the cheek several times between words.

“Now how will we do this?” Ted asked.

“Did you drive your friends here?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, well if your friends still want to stay then I know Jaclyn will take them home in her car.”

“That’s great, yeah, so let’s go.”

We did the walk of shame outside and made our way to the bar. “Last drink?” Ted asked.

“Sure,” I said.

The three of them were at the bar. Jaclyn, Harry and Scooter. Scooter was with the girl he was dancing with.

“Well hello there Ted, Jaclyn,” Harry said. “We thought you guys got lost.”

I turned red and Jaclyn gave me a wink.

“Say, are you guys ready to leave yet?” Ted asked.

“Uh no, we’d like to stay a while, why?” Harry asked.

“Because Candy and I wanna go back to campus. She wants to see my room.”

“Does she now?” Jaclyn said, looking at me.

“Yes I do, Jaclyn. Would you be a dear and drive the guys back to the campus?”

“Sure no problem.”

“Great, then Ted will drive him and I back to campus now.”

“Okay you crazy kids – have fun!” Jaclyn said, clearly excited for me. So Ted and I walked with our arms around each other’s waists back out into the parking lot, and we got into Ted’s car and drove back to our dorm room. My cock was pounding at what I hoped would come.

❤️❤️❤️


Seven

_______________

___

“IT’S REALLY NICE OF JACLYN TO DRIVE THEM BACK TO THE DORM,” Ted said as we walked downstairs to our dorm room and entered it – or rather Ted and Jeremiah’s room.

“Yes, she’s a good friend.”

“You know, I’ve never seen you here before. Where do you live, and what’s your major?”

“I live in Slawson, down the hall from Jaclyn, and I’m majoring in Medieval Irish Poetry, and you?”

“Oh okay, wow. What do you plan to do with that major,” Ted asked.

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “I don’t know, probably teach.”

“Cool.”

“Uh, mind if I have a cigarette?” I asked politely.

“No, go right ahead,” and Ted grabbed a metal jar cap for me to use as an ashtray.

I was surprised because I knew Ted hated smoking, but for some reason he didn’t care tonight. In fact, if I didn’t know any better, I’d say it turned him on a lot. He watched as I seductively lit up and did a hollow cheek drag and blew a stream up to the ceiling.

I stood off to the side and took my dress off over the top of my head.

“So how’s your cock?” I asked.

“It could use more training,” he said.

I laughed at the inside joke. He would have his first sissygasm tonight if things went according to plan.

I walked up to him closely, and with smoky breath said to his face, “I think the instructor is in tonight.”

“Come on Teddy, take your clothes off. What are you waiting for, a gold leaf invitation?” I said, laughing. I had never seen this side of him before. He was usually very strong, confident. A take charge sort of guy. Tonight he seemed timid.

“I want you to fuck me very hard Ted. Except I want you to pound me from behind – in my ass!”

“Shit, you are wild Candy!”

“What can I say Teddy, I’m a slut.” Just saying that aroused me no end. I was ready to be ridden hard.

Ted stripped down to nothing, and I hopped on my bed facing the front, naked except for my G-String and bra. The bra pulled my skin together and I had pretty passable cleavage. I took a tube of K-Y Jelly out of my bag and passed it to him.

“Come on, lube me up honey.”

“With pleasure, he said.” After he spread the jelly all up and down my taint, he rubbed it all along the length of his big cock. He moaned because of the cook slickness, and he bumped the tip of his cock against one of my butt cheeks.

I pulled the strap of my G-String over to the side, and stuck my butt high in the air. He spread my cheeks apart and stuck the end of his cock against my now deflowered bussy. Thanks to Jaclyn, I could handle anything.

I was so fucking horny, I didn’t wait for him to thrust, I just backed up on his cock, having only his head enter me and I moaned – it was so good. He did too. “Oh God, Candy – this feels so good.” I laughed.

“Then keep going Ted.”

Ted went in as far as he could go. He stretched me good and like with Jaclyn, it was painful. But I knew that soon it would be the most incredible feeling. He was a big boy, and slid out of me completely, then went in again, harder. We got into a rhythm immediately, and I moved my torso around, so his cock pressed against my insides.

He went faster and faster, and I could feel his balls slapping my butt. We were both making grunting noises, and I was careful through my ecstasy to keep the pitch of my voice high.

Grunting and slapping. Those were the only sounds to come from us for what seemed like an eternity. Then Ted shouted in one fast phrase, “ShitI’mgonna’cum!” And I felt his warm, thick jizz enter my bussy. I didn’t even have to touch my cock, and I let loose a flood inside of my gaff, and stiffened, letting out a loud moan. He didn’t stop and kept going.

He pulled out slowly and was exhausted, laying his upper body over my lower back.

I turned around and we faced each other, both of us on our knees and I kissed him deeply. “I’ve been waiting for this for a long time.”

What do you mean? Sex?” he said.

I realized I could have given the game away sooner than I had planned and just said, “Yeah, it’s been a while for me.”

“Hard to believe,” he said. “You’re such a beautiful woman.”

“Thank you Ted.”

I lit another cigarette, and I asked him, “You got anything to drink here?” knowing full well that we had beers in the fridge.

“Sure help yourself, there’s beer in the fridge,” Ted said. So we sat together on the bed and drank bottled beer, making small talk. I was playing my role so good; I should have been a theatre major. I stood up after we finished and went to stand in the center of the room. I stood looking at him and smiled.

“What are you doing?” Ted said.

I didn’t answer and hooked my thumb in the inside of my front. I looked at him, and bit my bottom lip, holding my cigarette up with my other hand.

I pulled down my G-String slowly, and he watched, unsure exactly of what he would see. Would he get angry and throw me out of the room? I didn’t think so. But I could never be one hundred per cent sure. You never really know a person, even after two years.

When the tip of my cock was at the point of coming out from the top of my thong, I pulled it down quickly to the top of my thighs. Now my cock sprang out, and it was very hard, almost pointing to the ceiling of our room.

At first Ted said nothing – he just stared. Then he came out of his trance and whispered, “What the fuck . . . Candy? You’re a . . . a . . . shemale?” Using the expression that referred to trans women in Asia. To be sure, I liked that term better than transgender woman.

“Yes Ted, you’re not disgusted?”

Quickly he answered. “Oh no, not at all! I mean, gee . . . I don’t know what I mean, but I’m not disgusted.”

I walked towards him. “Good enough to suck on?” and I placed the tip of my cock close to his lips.

This was the moment of truth. He gently placed his lips on my tip and kissed it. I smiled and backed away. “Ted, you said I looked familiar earlier.”

“Yeah, I thought I did, but I guess I was wrong?”

“Well, think. Who do I remind you of? Your roommate Jeremiah?” I said in my male voice.

“YES! Oh FUCK! But HOWWW??” he was yelling, his green eyes wide opened.

“Does anything change Ted?” I said as I moved in closer to him, and sat on his lap, facing him, and placing my arms around his shoulders. “Come on Teddy,” I said softly. “I felt this attraction between us for a long time, and I’ve been wrestling with it. For a long time I’ve known this about myself – that I liked men, but only if I was a woman. Or rather, as a shemale. Come now Ted, you’ve felt this attraction too. I could see it in your eyes when we talked. The other day, walking home from the library, I saw it on your face. Am I wrong. Answer me truthfully Teddy.”

He was quiet for a while, looking me right in the eyes. Then he stood up and held me by the shoulders. My cock was hitting his tummy.

“Oh, the blue eyes are contacts. I thought that without them, you’d recognize me right away.” There was a long silence as he studied me closely from top to bottom.

“You know what Jer, er, I mean Candy – even if I did recognize you I would have played along. I knew I cared about you, more than just a friend. This makes it . . . acceptable, I think. No, wait. It does!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “I’m happy Ted, I really am. I have Jaclyn to thank for this. She’s helped me a lot and made me realize my true self.”

“So what do we do now?” he asked.

“I need to get off – now, that’s what,” I said, my cock hitting his lips.

Ted said nothing and picked up my cock with his fingers and pulled it into his mouth, lips parted open and waiting. I felt the wetness of his mouth right away. Maybe it was the beer, but I slid in easily, in spite of the fact that my cock was sticky after having just cum inside my gaff.

His lips were tight, and it was great – no fantastic really. I couldn’t believe that finally I had Ted. I knew it was right all along. He slid over my cock easily, taking all of me into his mouth. His tongue wrapped itself around mine and went up and over the soft tuft of sensitive skin on the underside of my cock. I was in total heaven. My eyes were closed, and I was moaning. He sucked me faster and faster, and I bucked my hips to match his rhythm and speed. His right hand grabbed my balls and held them tight, his fingers caressing me.

This was too much for me and I shot a big wad of warm, sticky cum that hit the back of Ted’s throat. He barely noticed, but kept sucking and took it all in – which made me very happy. He cleaned me good, and I took my hands off the top of his head, and he rose up to meet my lips. We kissed for what seemed like an eternity.

Then we sat on the bed, his arm draped protectively over me.

“So what now?” he asked softly, the same question – almost.

“Well,” I said laughing. “We’re already living together.”

“But what about Jaclyn?” he asked, sounding a bit downcast.

“What about her?” I replied.

“Aren’t you two in a relationship already?”

“Sort of, but it doesn’t affect us. Jaclyn is fine with it. She’s helping me make my transition to who I really am,” I said. “In fact, I know she wants to join us. We could have lots of fun with a threesome – you and two transgender women! You know Teddy, Jaclyn doesn’t have a roommate.”

“Okay that’s great, but you can’t tell any of the guys . . . about us,” he said, the words not coming easily.

“Don’t worry Ted, I won’t. Right now, I’m only dressing for Jaclyn and you.”

“Fine with me,” Ted said, a devilish grin spreading across his face.

***

Jaclyn was very happy for me and Ted, and by the fall of our senior year, I started HRT. Ted was overjoyed beyond belief and the three of us became really tight, spending some nights with Jaclyn, and the others in our room. After college, the three of us found jobs locally, and got an apartment in the city together. To all intents and purposes, Ted was living with two trans female roommates and getting everything out of it he ever dreamed of. A devilish grin crossed his face.

❤️❤️❤️
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IN THE MIDDLE OF MY JUNIOR YEAR OF COLLEGE my life took an unexpected change. Ursula, my mom’s old college roommate moved in with us – temporarily mom said, while her house was being renovated from a fire that took everything from her. It was a no-brainer because they had always been close friends since being roommates in college. So I knew Ursula pretty well growing up. However, until someone actually lives with you, you don’t know them as well as you think. Ursula was an enigma; beautiful, wide almond eyes, and long, auburn hair that fell down to the middle of her waist. She spoke in a seductive, husky sort of voice, and had a haunting smile that I just could not figure out. It was like she was daring me to figure out a secret. She had long, slender legs, smooth skin – almost perfect, and a beautiful face that radiated sensuality and mystery.

Mom and her were like a perfect couple. I don’t mean that in any romantic sense, I mean that as far as two best friends could be - they were inseparable since the first day of college in the Midwest when they became roommates. Ursula was single, had no children, and was never married. That was a mystery to me; how a woman like her could be single. But I suppose that everything is not as cut and dry as you’d expect it to be.

My parents had been divorced since I was two years old – too young to remember anything, and I never saw my dad. All my mom ever said was that he was “overseas.” Ursula, mom said, was there for us every step of the way, both in emotional and also as I was to learn, financial support as well.

When I was a kid, I even called her “Auntie Ursula,” which was understandable given that my mom and I were alone and mom was an only child, like me. Best friends often substituted for family in those situations. Beginning in my early adolescence or so I started fantasizing about Ursula in very sexual ways.

This would be a good time to mention that I also had a very strong smoking fetish. Both my mother and “Auntie Ursula” smoked these long, all white “ladies cigarettes.” When I was about sixteen I started stealing my mother’s cigarettes and then the “next component” of the fetish took over my thoughts. One day I wondered what it would be like to smoke dressed in some “intimate apparel,” like my mother’s lingerie. Like Ursula, my mom was a beautiful woman, and when I “borrowed” my first set of satin panties from her drawer, I put it out of my mind that they belonged to mother. However, if you have the fetish, you know you can’t stop with just those.

About age seventeen the fetish thing exploded to borrowing skirts and blouses and even trying lipstick at first, and then gravitating to makeup, courtesy of YOUTUBE videos and other fetish sites online. Now I knew I’d never be able to stop doing either one – smoking OR crossdressing. I looked at myself and smoked in front of her bedroom mirror, talking to my reflection like I was some kind of slut whore. It thrilled me no end. I had a rather slim frame and lots of my mom’s clothes fit me. Now with Ursula in the house I began to think about getting into some of her things as well. That made my heart start to race, and I began to relish the idea.

We had a large guest room on the second floor of our three-bedroom colonial house where Ursula stayed. She had to start from the total beginning, and gradually the closet and chest of drawers in our guest room began to fill up with all of Ursula’s new clothes and accessories. As I alluded to, she was a woman of means – she owned her own very successful real estate agency in town. She really could have afforded a luxury hotel to live in while the reno was being done, but instead accepted my mom’s invitation.

To say that she “tempted me” would be an understatement. In the beginning, there were “little incidents,” like the time when she came out of the bathroom with just a long, white terrycloth bath towel wrapped around her after she took a shower.

“Oh! Sorry Ursula! I didn’t know you were taking a shower,” I said at the top of the staircase when she walked past me, carrying a hair brush in one hand, and holding the towel together with the other hand.

Instead of projecting surprise, she looked at me with a smile and a carefree attitude, like so what? Now you’ve seen me with no clothes. “Hi David,” she said, and just kept walking to her bedroom. She knew my eyes were boring into her shapely ass as it floated past me. I felt guilty about thinking lewd thoughts because Ursula was like family.

My mom was an RN and worked at a local hospital and had different shifts, so there were many times when I was home alone with Ursula. I’d find her in the living room watching TV, curled up in the living room with a glass of wine and smoking one of those long, all-white ladies cigarettes, reading a book or watching TV, and I’d watch her from the corner of my eye as she dragged seductively, blowing a thin plume of smoke at the ceiling with her eyes closed, and her neck tilted up. I often think of her in that pose as I jerk myself off to it.

Neither my mom nor Ursula knew that I smoked. Since it was a fetish, in my mind smoking in front of them would be the same as being naked in front of them – I was tempted to, but I never did. Instead, when I was home with either one or both of them, I would sneak out of the house and smoke in the backyard, or in my room with the window open – and no one was the wiser. Also, I couldn’t very well smoke those long cigarettes in public, or else what would people think of my masculinity?

***

She was gradually weaving me into a web – a spell that I knew would only lead to no good. All through my teenage years she knew I “had a thing” for her, but it never went any farther than simple harmless flirtations. Then when the two month point was reached in her stay, things changed a bit. “David,” she asked one particular Friday night when we were alone. “What do you say we heat up a frozen pizza and have some wine? I’m watching the new crime thriller on NETFLIX everyone’s talking about,” she said. “Wanna join me?”

“Sure, sounds great.”

“Good, I’ll take out the wine. I know you’re not very experienced at that, so I’ll do it,” she said in way that could mean many things.

Wine? Now that was a big step. I was twenty, not quite the legal drinking age in my state. She looked at me and played with the end of the cigarette, placing it in her mouth like it was the tip of a cock; teasing me with it, smiling at me. Tonight, she wore the makeup she had on during the day at work; heavy mascara, rich, cherry red lip gloss, and deep blue eye shadow. Her fingernails were long and painted dep red, and one hand was twirling her hair, as the other hand held her cigarette. Her auburn hair was thick and luscious as it fell around the shoulders of the long-sleeved white blouse she wore. I could barely hide my boner – I mean it was rock hard.

Here’s why! Tonight, for some inexplicable reason, instead of sweats or jeans which she usually wore at home, she wore sheer, black nylon pantyhose with no shoes or skirt on. They strapped onto a black laced girdle. I doubt she would have dressed like that if my mom was home. The top three buttons of her blouse were opened, and the black-laced bra she wore seemed smaller than usual, like her tits were fighting to break free of their confines.

I watched with my mouth hanging open as she got off the couch and tip-toed into the kitchen to heat up the pizza and pour the wine. I watched spellbound as her ass jiggled back and forth in that laced G-String. What the fuck did she think she was doing to me?

“David, have a seat in the living room. I’ll place the pizza and wine on the table on a couple of mats, yeah?”

I didn’t answer her, and just sat on the couch, next to the impression her body made on the couch. I started watching the movie – but I couldn’t concentrate. I saw her start to pick up the paper plates and bring the pizza into the living room.

“Here Ursula, let me help you. I’ll bring in the wine,” I said, picking my ass off the couch and walking into the kitchen.

“Oh thank you David,” she said in a sweet melodic tone. “Oh, please don’t tell Cathy that we had wine, okay? I don’t know how she would feel about that you know? She might think that something’s ‘going on,’” she said, playfully rolling her eyes. Yeah, I could only imagine. I wish.

As soon as I joined her on the couch with the wine and two plastic cups, my cock got a super charge of energy until I could feel it throbbing. The combination of her scantily clad body, and the sweet aromas of her cologne and smoke on her drove me insane.

“Isn’t this cozy David – just the two of us?”

“Yeah it is.”

“Aren’t you glad we have this time together? I mean I’ve known you all these years and watched you grow up, but now look at you, you’re all grown up, a proper young man.”

“Here,” she said holding up her cup and turning to face me. “Let’s drink a toast. To your manhood,” she said, looking at me with that same enigmatic smile on her face.

We ‘clinked’ our cups. “To my manhood,” I said, repeating her, and we drank. It burned as it went down. It was strong, and I didn’t really drink much. However, I did smoke weed in school with my friends who lived in the dorm. That was the extent of my partying.

Then she reached across the table to her black leather shoulder bag and took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. She placed one in the corner of her mouth and lit up with her silver butane lighter from the coffee table, getting her cherry red lip gloss on the filter. My boner was dancing. She placed the pack on the table in front of us. I was really dying for a cigarette and watched her, mesmerized. She was a quick study, and I caught her attention.

“David,” she said. “Do you smoke?”

“Uh, no I don’t,” I said, lying as best I could.

“Huh. I would have sworn the way your attention is fixed on this,” she said, holding up her cigarette between her index finger and thumb, “that maybe you did.” She was smiling and waiting for a response. How I responded now would determine a lot of things.

I was at a loss for words – my innate shyness coming through.

“Well,” she said, leaning in close to me like she was sharing a secret.

“You wanna know what I think?”

“What’s that Ursula?”

“I think my smoking turns you on.” I just looked at her, my eyes widened.

“Oh come on, it’s nothing to be ashamed of. I know a lot about guys with smoking fetishes. You might as well stop pretending,” she said in a sing song voice and smiling., “I’ve smelled it on you when you come back inside from ‘taking your walks at night.’”

I was busted. What could I do. “Don’t worry David. Here, take one. I won’t tell,” she said, holding the pack up to me. God, I almost had pre cum coming out of cock. So I just murmured “thanks” under my breath and then qualified my answer with “I don’t smoke a lot. It uh, it calms my nerves.” I reached for the open pack and pulled out the long, all-white object of my fetish. Of course, the sexual excitement I felt was greatly enhanced by the thing of beauty handing it me, clad only in a blouse and pantyhose. Her legs were crossed, and she was lying back on the couch.

She picked up the lighter from the table and leaned forward to light me up, then watched as I took a hungry, cheek-hollowing drag and did a French inhale. I held it just like a woman high up between my index and middle fingers. She looked at me with a knowing smile.

“Wow David, you may not smoke a lot, but I can certainly see that you’re no beginner. How long have you been sneaking these from mom? And the reason I say ‘these,’ is because I’m sure you don’t really care for the shorter, cork cigarettes,” and she made a face of mock disgust. I felt she was studying me like some kind of social experiment.

It was then I decided that I might as well be truthful with Ursula because anything else and she would catch on immediately.

“Since I was about sixteen I suppose.”

“Humm, I see,” she said.

“Well it’s okay, and I assure you, it’s entirely normal. Tell me something David. Do I turn you on?”

Now there was something I definitely wasn’t prepared for.

I took another drag, at the same time she did, and said, “As a matter of fact, yes you do.”

❤️❤️❤️
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_______________

___

“WELL, IN THAT CASE I THINK I SHOULD ADMIT that I happen to find you very attractive David. You see, I’m not seeing anyone at the moment. Are you?”

“No I’m not.”

She took my chin between the fingers of her right hand, and with her nails pressing into the flesh of my cheeks, she pulled my face close to hers and she breathed her warm, smoky breath into my face. Her eyes drifted down to my jeans, and she clearly saw the large bulge. She took a large drag and blowing the smoke in my face, she reached down to my crotch and dug her nails into my cloth-covered cock.

“How does that feel David?” she asked in a husky whisper, smoke coming out of her nose and her mouth.

“Uh, it feels uh, great.”

She snorted out, “Humph, I thought so, and pulled my face in closer and kissed me on the lips. Loosely at first, breaking off, and then pressing her moist, glossy lips harder against mine, rubbing them together. I had no time to react – she was in complete control, and she stuck her tongue through her lips into my mouth, finding my tongue and wrapping it and caressing mine. I placed my arm around her shoulders and felt her silky hair on my forearm. This was so wrong on so many levels, but I was powerless to do anything.

“I want you David,” she said through closed lips. I just let her rub me and I could feel a drop of pre cum come out of the tip of my cock.

She broke off me and said, “Let’s get this party started, shall we?” and she opened my belt buckle slowly, pulled down my zipper and stuck her hand underneath my jeans and boxers, touching my cock ever so gently at first, rubbing her soft, slick fingertips up and down my shaft. “Stand up David.”

I stood in front of her, and she pulled my jeans and my boxers down, took my shoes off and I sloughed off my pants and boxers, kicking them to the floor, my cock immediately standing at attention. She smiled at me and pulled me down to the couch, lying me down on my back with my legs thrown over the arm rest. She opened the remaining two buttons on her blouse, and I got a full frontal view of her perfectly flat tummy with the curves of her hips on display, the straps from her pantyhose still attached to the girdle. She placed the ash tray next to her on the table.

Then she straddled me, her left leg on one side between my hip and the back of the couch, and her right foot touching the floor next to the couch, and she pushed my t-shirt up over my chest. She bent her head, and her hair swept over my skin like a silky, thick brush sending chills through my body. She moved it from side to side, teasing me, as I was dying for her lips to cover my cock.

She looked down at me, smiling and bent her head down to my waist and I felt her moist lips kiss the wet tip of my cock, sticking her tongue out and lapping up the pre cum that was sitting at the end of my slit. “Umm, David, this is delicious,” she said as she lapped up the pre cum, hungry for the impending explosion that she would cause.

Now, making a tight seal with her lips, she enveloped the head of my cock and moved her tongue around it, like a paint brush. I started moaning and my eyes were closed. She came off me and I opened my eyes, and watched as she took a drag from her cigarette, staring at me and slowly, deliberately, placing her mouth back on my cock, she did a smoky exhale. I almost lost it right there. Her mouth was wet enough so that I didn’t feel any rough sensations of her lips as they went up and down the entirety of my shaft – it was all silk . . . an incredible feeling that made me hitch my breath and tense up.

I moved my hips up to meet her head, moving in sync with hers as she devoured me. At the same time she was rubbing herself on my thigh, moaning, and getting off too. Her lips tightened on me, and I could take this “punishment” no longer and I let out a large sigh, and shot out several cannonballs of cum which filled her mouth. She sucked me and swallowed everything I could give her. It seemed she licked my cock clean, and she looked up at me smiling, her eyes half-closed, and the sight of her; excess white cum dripping down the sides of her mouth onto her chin was something I remember to this day.

She moved up my body until we were face to face, and she kissed me deeply, then came off me and I licked all that cum off of her face. It was the first time I had ever done that, but something inside me told me that it was the right thing to do. Then she got up on both knees and reached behind her and unfastened her bra, letting it fall on top of me. She picked it up and tossed it to the floor, but she kept her blouse on – unbuttoned, but on. It was a turn on seeing her like that, clad only in that blouse, pantyhose, girdle, and G-String.

“Suck on and bite my tits David,” she moaned. She placed her right breast over my face, and I stuck my tongue out, and now it was my turn to work magic with my appendage. She gasped as my wet tongue, slick with my own cum, circled her hard, pointed tit, going around and around. Instinctively I gently placed it between my teeth and made a light, scissoring motion, going back and forth several time. “Harder David . . . tighter . . . more,” she said just above a whisper.

I pleased her and then went to full-on sucking, going from one side to the other – reaching my hands up to squeeze the soft flesh of her breasts. Then she gently caressed my face with her painted nails, and placed her forehead against mine, breathing slowly. I was still hard. There was some reason that I was still not completely satisfied. Her silky hair fell over my face, and she smiled. “You’re wonderful David.”

“So are you Ursula,” I answered, partly out of amazement that this was actually happening. She seduced me and I was like soft clay ready to obey the hands of the master artisan, helpless, an object to be molded, formed into something.

I looked at her and this was probably a stupid thing to say, but the words came out anyway. “You’re not going to tell my mother any of this are you Ursula.”

She pulled away from me and smiled, the tip of her index finger touching my nose. “What do you think silly? Why would I want to ruin the best thing that’s happened to me in so long? I’ve been caught up in running my business for so many years that I’ve forgotten what it’s like to have a real man pleasure me and make me feel so alive.”

“Is that what I do to you?” I asked. “Make you feel alive?”

“Yes David,” she said, as she kissed me again and again, and laid the side of her head over my face, her hair covering my mouth, nose and forehead. “You do.” Her hand was playing with my still hard cock, rubbing it and tickling me up and down.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

_______________

___

FOR THE NEXT TWO DAYS she put on a good show for my mother; we both did. It was harder for me to keep a secret, and I tried my hardest not to let any guilt show through. I was busy with school and when we all ate dinner together, we chatted about my classes, and Ursula talked about her job. One thing was different. I was definitely even more turned on if such a thing were possible by the sight of my mom and Ursula sitting at the table and smoking together. Ursula shot me these “I know a secret” glances every so often, which made me somewhat uncomfortable.

We had just finished dinner, and my mom had the evening off and the next day as well, so she was in a good mood, and chatted animatedly and laughed with Ursula. Then Ursula shocked me. They were both lighting up and Ursula pointed her pack of Virginia Slims at me. “David would you like a cigarette?”

My mother looked shocked (as was I).“David!? Since when do you smoke?? Why, why didn’t you ever tell me??? Is this true?” and she looked between Ursula and me as she took a drag off of her freshly lit cigarette.

“It’s okay Cathy, yes he does. I smelled it on David, and he confessed.” Ursula said, exaggerating her voice. “Here David, go ahead, might as well. You’re only going to sneak one later. I’m afraid our young man here is hooked Cathy.”

My mother was at a loss for words. “Well, I mean, if that’s all you do . . . you don’t do hard drugs or drink, so I guess it’s okay.”

“See David,” Ursula said, smiling at me. “That wasn’t so hard, no was it?”

I looked sheepishly at my mother and Ursula handed me a cigarette and lit me up quickly with her silver butane lighter. It was weird smoking in front of my mother for the first time, but to tell you the truth it turned me on something fierce – I was as hard as a fireplace poker. In my fetish fantasy, I was on my way to becoming the smoky slut of my dreams. She was grinning at me, somehow enjoying my social discomfort. What would my mother say if she knew that her best friend was giving me blow jobs?

So I sat at the kitchen table smoking a ladies cigarette with two very hot looking women, one of whom happened to be my mom, but my sexual interest of course was centered on Ursula. I even started to fantasize that my mother would be okay with it. But that was crazy, right?

After dinner, my mom went upstairs to change out of her scrubs and Ursula pinned me to the wall, her smoky breath covering my face and said, “See David, that wasn’t so hard now, was it? I remember the first time I smoked in front of my parents. I was just sixteen, but after the secret was out, I felt liberated. Now tell me the truth; don’t you?”

She was right. “Yeah, I guess I do. Thanks Ursula.” And then she kissed me hard on the lips.

“Now, unless you have studying to do, let’s watch TV. Your mom will join us, and we’ll spend a nice family evening at home.” After what happened a few nights ago, it was strange hearing Ursula mention “family,” but that was exactly what we were – a family, sort of.

Later, I went off to bed, very turned on by the fact that I could smoke with no repercussions in the house, and I even caught myself when I thought of sneaking out of the house for a cigarette, when I remembered that I didn’t have to. In fact, my mother now caught on and said, “So I see you don’t have to ‘take a walk outside’ at night anymore David,” and she smiled at me and handed me a cigarette and lit me up. The proverbial cat was out of the bag.

I had trouble falling asleep, and I had to jerk off wondering when the next time would be that I would be alone with Ursula. I’m not sure what time it was, but I thought I heard my bedroom door open, and I felt hot breath on my neck, and a hand cover my mouth. My eyes opened wide, and I smelled the familiar scents of Ursula’s perfume and smoky breath. With her other hand, she covered her lips with her index finger to “shush” me. When she saw that I would be quiet, she slowly took her hand off my mouth, and took her finger off of her lips, and placed it between my lips and smiled, getting it wet and then placing it in her mouth. She was wearing only a bathrobe and a black or dark red G-String. I had my blinds closed and only the light from the street was coming through my window. She was more like a silhouette. Ursula reached into a pocket of her bathrobe and pulled out two ear buds and placed them in my ears. Soon, the strains of Beethoven’s “Moonlight Sonata” on piano came through them, blocking out all other sound. It was surreal because she woke me out of a deep sleep. I’m not sure what time it was. Ursula stood next to the bed like a phantom, and didn’t say a word.

As my eyes slowly adjusted to the darkness, I saw her slowly slip off the bathrobe. Her two breasts showed themselves and in the shadow on the wall on the side of her I was able to make out the silhouette of two very hard, aroused nipples. Slowly, she threw her head back and stiffened as her hands rubbed her breasts. Her mouth opened and I assumed she moaned because I couldn’t hear anything through the music on the piano.

Then she took a few steps back from my bed and hooked a thumb underneath her G-String, and played with it, moving it back and forth slowly across her tummy. I saw her thumb pull the G-String away from her tummy and slide it down her waist and over the top of her thigh. I gasped at what I saw next. Again her index finger came up to her lips, shushing me, although I was in shock at what I saw – the largest COCK I had ever seen! WTF???

I was able to make out a smile and her cock was stiff as a board, and pointing up at the ceiling. The shadow on the wall confirmed what my startled eyes were seeing for real. She pulled the G-String down her hairless, smooth legs and she gingerly stepped out of it and slid it across the floor. I was looking at the most beautiful, sensuous woman in the World, but . . . with a cock! I knew about trans women from my videos but never, ever expected to be in the same room with one, in a full state of undress. I wasn’t repulsed in the least, only surprised, and Ursula knew it.

She glided across my carpet towards me. It seemed that she was floating. I could barely see her legs moving towards me, but soon her cock was butting itself up against my lips and her hands were running through my dark brown hair. I liked it. All my inhibitions were gone, and I was never so turned on in my life. My tongue licked the outside of my lips getting them nice and wet, and I placed them over the tip of her cock. Her mouth opened, and again I heard no sound, except for the haunting strains of “Ludwig Van” coming through the ear buds.

I moved my tongue slowly around the head of her cock and she pushed farther into me, and soon I took as much of that cock in my mouth as would fit. It hit the back of my throat, and I started to gag, and I pulled back. She smiled and started to laugh, her hands immediately covering her mouth. Her cock was thick with my saliva, and I bobbed my head up against it and back, making a regular motion. She moved her hips in-sync with me, and my lips made a tight seal around her shaft. I must have been noisy with my sucking and slurping but I couldn’t hear anything.

Her hands pressed on top of my head and pulled back in rhythm with my bobbing, and I was going faster and faster. Soon I tasted the same sweet/salty mix as my own cum. I felt her cock quiver and shake and then she exploded inside of my mouth, her cum flooding all inside me. I swallowed all of it with a hunger I had never known before. What was happening to me? Strangely, my ass was tingling. This was a night of firsts to be sure.

I kept on sucking, and she remained hard. I did the same as she did to me, and I licked her cock clean of all the cum. She climbed onto the bed and began kissing me, her tongue rubbing itself all through my mouth, lapping up all the cum it could find. She rubbed the sides of my face with both hands and then stepped away. She pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims and gave me one too and lit us both up, climbing into the bed and sitting next to me. She rested her head on my shoulder, her silky hair on my neck keeping me hard. I was wondering if my night time visitor would soon leave the room once we were finished with our cigarettes, but that wasn’t to be.

In the same pocket of her bathrobe was a tube of K-Y Jelly which she flipped to me. We got on our knees facing each other, and her cigarette was dangling out of the side of her mouth. She then scooted on her knees and got in back of me and pulled my boxers down. I looked at her and she shook her head like it was okay, and she took the cigarette out of her mouth and silently mouthed TRUST ME. Then she placed it back in her mouth, took a drag and covered my face in her exhale.

I felt a wet, slickness going all over my asshole and up and down my taint. Her left index finger had no nail on it, and slick with jelly, she stuck it inside my ass and moved it around in a circle, giving me a strange sense of fullness.

I wanted this, and the realization hit me that I wanted this ever since the first time I slipped on a pair of panties and looked at myself smoking in front of my mother’s bedroom mirror. 

She withdrew her finger and as I turned my head back to look she rubbed the jelly over her cock, which was just as hard as before. She spread my butt cheeks apart after placing the cigarette in the ash tray on my night table. Next thing I knew there was a cock – Ursula’s cock knocking at the entrance to my virgin asshole. I tensed myself, balling my hands into fists, as her cock gently touched me and backed up again, and touched me some more. But now it went nowhere except inside me, and I felt a fullness unlike anything I had ever experienced in my life. It was just the tip at first, going in and out of me, and then she went in farther and farther and got into a rhythm. I had a searing pain all around my asshole, and it took every ounce of strength not to cry out.

Then a strange thing happened – the pain mixed with, and actually became a sense of pleasure. I wanted her to go harder and deeper, so I bucked my hips and went back onto her, making a steady rhythm. She went faster and faster, the sides of my asshole gripping her cock tightly. The nails of her fingers were digging into my flesh, and her thrusting reached a feverish pitch, and I felt a wet warmth explode inside me, filling me up. I could feel her cum leaking out down the insides of my thighs.

I grabbed my cock, my fingers making a fist around my girth and I shot out a huge load onto my bed sheets – not once, but three times, and it was unlike any orgasm I ever had. Ursula would later tell me that it was my first “sissygasm.”

At that moment I knew that I had to dress like a woman too – my fetish was too far gone for me to do anything else. I was now becoming more than a casual transvestite. I was going to become a transgender woman – a shemale, and under Ursula’s control and guidance. Whatever she wanted from me I would do. Tonight was the consummation of our entire relationship, with much more to come. I was okay with it all. She pulled out of me and turned me around and kissed me hard. Gently, she removed the earbuds, and as quietly as she entered my room, she left. When I awoke the next morning I thought it was all some crazy, wild erotic dream, but the cigarette butts with the lipstick on them told me a different story.

❤️❤️❤️
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TWO NIGHTS LATER MY MOTHER had to work, so I was home alone with Ursula for the first time since the night she came to me in my room. She was in her usual spot after dinner, curled up on the living room couch, smoking a Virginia Slims. She saw me enter the room and she patted the couch. “Come in David, sit,” she said. I sat down next to her, and she looked at me with the familiar longing.

“I think it’s time we take things to the next step.”

“Oh, and what might that be?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“Why your transition of course.”

“My transition?” I repeated.

“Yes, you know I want you David. I want something more permanent that will last after my house is ready for me to move back into it.”

I just looked at her with  a mixture of surprise and longing, but I just wanted to hear Ursula say it.

“I haven’t had a relationship for a long time, and I think you know how I feel about you David. I love you.”

“But you’ve known me for all my life. I mean, you’re practically family Ursula? What’s my mom gonna think?”

“Oh, I think Cathy will be fine with it. I mean, it may take a little getting used to on her part, but we’re both adults and the fact is David, we aren’t family. You’re a grown . . . man.”

“Now, how do you really feel David?”

It just came out of me. “I love you too Ursula. I’ve never had anyone like you. You’ve brought things out of me that were hidden for so long. I could never be happy, truly happy with a straight woman. Ever since I started crossdressing, I think I’ve always known that I wanted to be a transgender woman.”

She pulled me close to me and kissed me deeply. She whispered her warm breath in my ear, in between kisses and said, “I’ll buy you  clothes David, and dress you, and take care of you. We’ll have a wonderful life together. Would you like that?”

“Yes, I mean, definitely yes, but . . . “

“But what David?”

“How long has my mom known about you?”

“Oh well, I started as a sort of effeminate male in college. It didn’t seem to bother your mom at all, and we started dating for a while. I began to transition towards the end of my freshman year and your mom accepted me like a girlfriend. By the beginning of our sophomore we became roommates.”

She thought for a moment and corrected herself. “No, that’s not quite right. We couldn’t live together on campus, the rules about transgender women were not like they are today. So we got a place off campus, and I began HRT. We became inseparable in school. Just best girlfriends. Then she met your father after college and the rest is, well, the rest is history. There was never really a romantic attraction between us. Once she realized I wasn’t attracted to biological women.”

There was silence as I absorbed this revelation. Then Ursula continued. “So you see David. I started out like you – with a little smoking and crossdressing fetish that led to much more. The only difference here is that you have me to guide you through everything.”

“All these years, I wonder why she never told me.”

“What would it have mattered if she did?”

“I suppose you’re right.”

Ursula pulled me closer, and we kissed longer, and harder.

❤️❤️❤️
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BY THE TIME URSULA’S HOUSE WAS READY, my mom had a pretty good idea of what was going on between the two of us. The three of us had a long discussion with Ursula next to me, holding my hand as she spoke to mom. Mom also knew that I wasn’t quite happy with myself as I was as David. Since she loved Ursula dearly, she wanted what was best for her as well as for me. My mom was not one to stand in the way of true love and was very supportive of me in my transition to “Donna.”

She supposed that if I was to go through with this, that Ursula was the best person to guide me through it. After college and a few surgeries on my face, my mom accepted me as the daughter she never had. The three of us were happy. Ursula and me divided our time between her house and staying with my mom. I became more beautiful as Donna than I was ever handsome as David. I blossomed and became secure in my own skin. I considered myself to be the luckiest transgender woman in the World because I had found the love of my life in Ursula, and mom still had her best friend.

❤️❤️❤️
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“Okay guys, here’s an assignment I want from each of you. I want you all to pick a book in the ‘erotic literature genre,’ read it, and then tell me how you would approach it as writer.” The students all looked at each other and some giggled in embarrassment, especially the girls. “Now the purpose of this assignment is for you to get out of your comfort zones as writers and explore new material. Your papers will be due by e-mail next Tuesday, okay?”

At first I thought this was an odd assignment for a creative writing class, but Cashtown College was a very good Liberal Arts College in which I was a Junior, so what did I know? Professor Warren had tenure, and had a couple of novels under her belt – mostly soppy romance books she sold to a popular publisher of those books.

Here's the problem: The erotica genre happened to be a favorite of mine, and they appealed to a side of me which I kept secret from everyone. You see, I love books and short stories where a very hot older woman aka a “MILF” seduces young men who also happen to have a smoking fetish. They are hard to find with those narrow specs, but so far I’ve been lucky to find them. If I wanted to be truthful with this assignment I had to get over my embarrassment, recognizing it for what it was – a silly way of thinking, especially in this environment of sexual freedom of openness in action and thought.

As a teen, a few times I “toyed” with cross dressing a little bit, taking some personal items from my older sister Janet’s drawers and slipped panties on. I was about fourteen, and I also put on a wig and lipstick. It turned me on greatly. When Janet started smoking at sixteen it drove me nuts! I was alone at home, and I began smoking her long all-white cigarettes and then jerking off while wearing her cool satin panties and a wig. When she left to go away to college I lost my source of lingerie, and my fetish sort of “dangled” with no outlet.

I really liked a story I had just finished about a young man who entered witness protection after witnessing a murder. Only as a part of the FBI’s new program, he had to undergo a gender transformation. It was either that – or die. Of course, he had a smoking fetish, and the FBI agent in charge of his transformation was a very hot “MILF” who naturally “helped him along.”

So, I wrote my best analysis of the story and what turned me on. I went into detail (perhaps more than I should have) about that and awaited Professor Warren’s scathing rebuke of my paper. I submitted my paper via e-mail, and I was shocked to find no criticism or comments other than “Make an appointment to see me in my office.” Low self-confidence is a bad part of my character.

A little about Professor Warren. She is a gorgeous, shapely woman in her mid-thirties, early forties, with long raven hair and piercing green eyes. She could be poured into her clothing in fact. She likes to wear skirts which ride very high on her, stiletto heels, and is always heavily made-up, and the blouses she wears – forget about it! They show a plunging neckline with very generous cleavage always showing. Every guy makes lewd comments whenever she comes into class, and I know I’m not the only male student who wants to see her spread out over a desk, and getting ridden hard.

So I made an appointment to come see her at eight o’clock on the Thursday morning of that week. I walked over to the English Department offices in Culp’s Hall with my heart beating fast. I was embarrassed. I thought that no one in that class would be so open with thoughts like mine, or what I thought was my unusual taste in literature. I was expecting ridicule, a dressing down, wondering whether or not it was too late to drop out of the class.

I knocked on the door. “Come in Joshua,” she called out in her husky, very sexy voice. Maybe it was my imagination, but it seemed to be very mellow if it was to be a dressing down.

“Hi Professor Warren,” I said, sounding very shy.

“Have a seat Joshua,” she said from behind her desk, pointing to the chair with her hand. So I put down my bag and took a seat.

“I wanted to talk to you about your paper, and uh, get a little more information from you.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact I did. I thought your analysis of the genre was very well thought out, and I appreciate your honesty. I really wasn’t expecting anything like that from a student. You know, such ‘in depth’ and honest statements. I admire your courage.”

“Really?” I said, my eyes open wide.

“Yes Joshua. Tell me. I’m curious – what do you think of me?” Now in all fairness, my cock was bursting as soon as I heard her preliminary response to my essay, and I shifted uneasily on my seat, and my throat was getting very dry, like chalk.

“Umm . . . (she was smiling at me, sitting back in her chair and casually rolling it from side to side.) I . . . I think you’re a very attractive woman Professor Warren . . .”

“Please,” she interrupted. “Call me Gloria.”

“Okay Gloria. Yes, I think you’re very attractive.” There was an unmistakable smell of stale smoke in her office. She reached down to her bag on the floor next to her desk and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes and slowly took one out of the pack, placing the cigarette in the corner of her mouth, and lit it up with a thin, silver butane lighter, taking a seductive drag, never taking her eyes off me. I felt hypnotized watching her. The next words out of her mouth, shocked me to hell.

“Does this excite your stated fetish, Josh?”

I could see her aroused nipples poking out of the red-laced bra underneath her white, long-sleeved cotton blouse with the top three buttons opened. As she did a snap French inhale, her eyes were squinting from the smoke trailing up her nose and face. I felt a drop of pre cum leaking from the tip of my enlarged cock.

“Well Josh, do you have anything to say?”

“Umm, I thought I just did.” She laughed and looked at me. When she kept looking at me watching her smoke and expecting an answer, I said, “Yes, you do excite my fetish Gloria.”

She stood up from her desk and slowly walked around to me, her heels clacking on the floor. With her cigarette dangling out from the corner of her lips, she turned my chair around to face her. Her hand with her cherry red painted fingernails grabbed for the bulge on my jeans and squeezed it. I started to moan.

“How does this feel Josh?” she asked. It was more of a rhetorical question. I couldn’t answer.

“I know you love it,” she said, bending closer to me, exhaling smoke in my face. “And I want to tell you something Josh. I happen to have a smoking fetish too. Oh don’t look surprised. I realized long ago that I turned men on by my smoking.” She laughed. “Really, you’re such little boys. I wish I had a dime for every man who stared at me in public when I lit up, gazing in at a store window, or walking by as I smoked. I happen to view it as a ‘super power,’” and she laughed again. “How would you like to explore your little fetish a bit further. You know, see how far it can take you?”

“What did you have in mind?” I asked in a hypnotic trance.

She bent down over me, and our lips touched. She pulled off me and then placed her lips on me again, this time sticking out her tongue and putting it in my mouth, still holding and rubbing my cock through my jeans. Her smoky breath coming through, giving me fits and starts as it combined with the smell of her jasmine-scented perfume, and strawberry hair shampoo. Then she took a lock of her hair and rubbed it under my nose, and I took a deep breath, driving me crazy.

“Unfortunately Josh,” she said in a very low, throaty whisper. “There’s only so much we can do here, and believe me, I find you to be very attractive. You have somewhat of . . . of an innate feminine nature about you that I find rather appealing. I’d love to explore that further and continue our discussion – but someplace else. I was thinking of my apartment. In fact, how about this Saturday night? You can call it a date if you wish. I promise you that I’ll blow you away,” she said grinning.

“I’d love that Gloria.” Was this really happening?

“Good. Saturday night it is then,” she said, leaving my balls bluer than a berry. As soon as I got home, and ate dinner, I could hardly concentrate on my parent’s attempts at conversation with me. I ran right up to my room and jerked off, thoughts of Professor Warren coursing through my head.
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Until Saturday night, there was another class with Professor Warren on Friday which was a bit uncomfortable. Every few minutes or so she would shoot me these “knowing glances” that made me a bit uncomfortable. I had the feeling that I was the only guy in that class, or girl for that matter who answered Professor Warren’s assignment with such an unusual sexual response as mine. But I couldn’t wait for Saturday. I thought it would make all of my fetish dreams come true. I loved to go online and look at popular porn sites that featured the smoking fetish, and I actually became jealous of the crossdressing men and transgender women who were featured. I imagined myself in a video with her.

It took me about twenty minutes to find Gloria’s condo in a gated community alongside a main road. I passed through the main gate and parked my car in one of the two spots reserved for her.

I practically ran from my parked car to her doorway. When I rang the bell I heard the loud clacking of her heels on the tiled floor of her entranceway.

“Well hello Joshua, come in please,” she said very pleasantly, my cock bulge probably showing, but she said nothing. “Would you like to come into the kitchen and have some wine?”

I was only twenty years old, one year below the minimum drinking age, but I couldn’t refuse. She went to a cabinet on top of her sink and pulled out a bottle of Merlot. “How do you like it?”

Not knowing much about alcohol, wine especially, I said, “I’ll take it with ice and club soda if you have any.”

“Good choice Joshua,” she said smiling. “I think I’ll have the same.” She poured the drinks and said, “Here’s to exploring new ideas!”

A funny toast. Looking back on it, it was foretelling. She wore something similar to what she wore in the office the other day: A long-sleeved white blouse, top three buttons opened, but this time – there was NO bra underneath, and I could make out the darker flesh of her areola circling the two sharp pencil point tits that were busting through her blouse. Her hair fell down the middle, nestling in the cleavage between her breasts. I was starting to breathe heavy, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She smiled at me and took out a pack of her Virginia Slims 120s and placed one slowly and seductively in the corner of her mouth, watching me closely as she lit up. Now, there was no need for any pretense.

“I’m sorry Joshua, how rude of me. Would you like one?”

I had never smoked regularly, in spite of my fetish, except for weed – which I liked to do socially. But this – getting a long, all-white cigarette from such a hot woman, was too good to pass up.

“Sure, I’d love one.” My cock wanted to burst at this point. She was sitting in her seat with her legs crossed, the midi-length red cotton/polyester skirt she wore had a slit up the side and her smooth knees showed through. I felt like the object of a science experiment as she placed it first in her mouth, rolling it, getting her lipstick on the filter, and then she took it out and placed it first underneath my nose waving it back and forth; the cherry apple scent of her lip gloss hypnotizing me, then placing it in between my lips.

She lit me up and I took a deep drag, blowing out the smoke in a plume above her luscious raven hair. This woman knew what she was doing. We were quiet for a few minutes as we both smoked and finished our wine, then she looked at me thoughtfully, and said, “You know Joshua, I know a lot more about this whole fetish thing you wrote about than you think.”

I knew she was right. “I have a question for you,” she said. “What is it about that story that really excited you? Was it that the male character realized he had no choice to be feminized, or that he found he really enjoyed it after it was done?”

“Good question Gloria. I think what I enjoyed the most was that he was forced into it.”

“Humm, interesting,” she said as she stood up and walked over to me, taking me by the hands and pulling me up to face her. She pulled me in close and I could feel her thigh pressing my bulge through her skirt and my jeans. She smiled and took a drag off her cigarette and gave me a smoky kiss, exhaling into my lungs, with some smoke coming out of her nose. Then she pulled off my lips and said softly, “Let’s go upstairs to my bedroom Josh.”

I was in a trance the whole time – the wine having mellowed out my initial anxiety about coming over here. She led, holding my hand as we went upstairs to her bedroom. It looked like a college professor’s bedroom with one wall full of textbooks; mostly on the creative art of writing, and many on adult psychology topics, especially of a sexual nature.

The room was done up in pink, with a polished wooden floor, and a large brass bed in the middle of the room against a center wall. It also had sliding glass doors which overlooked a tennis court. “Do you play tennis Josh?”

“A little bit, but nothing really good.”

“Oh well, maybe when the weather gets a bit warmer we can play.”

“Yeah of course. That would be nice.”

I think she wanted to distract me a bit, and get me to relax, because in spite of the wine, coming upstairs made me a bit anxious again, my palms sweaty, and a little unsure of myself. She sat down next to me on the bed and got an ashtray from the night table next to her bed. Our cigarettes were about half-smoked. She placed her arms around my shoulders and turned my head towards hers and kissed me deeply, twirling her tongue around mine. Breaking off gently she whispered to me: “How do you like this Josh?”

I didn’t need to answer because her hand rubbing my clothed cock told her everything she needed to know. Slowly she unbuckled my jeans, undid the snap and pulled my zipper down as far as it would go, snaking her fingers inside and reaching for my cock underneath my boxers. I began to breathe heavy and pressed my mouth closer against hers. She started to moan, and grabbed my cock with her fist.

“My, how big you are Josh. I have to ask you. Are you a virgin?”

“Yes I am,” I answered, resuming the kiss.

She laughed softly. “Good. Then I think you’ll really enjoy this.”

She took her hand off my cock and pulled my jeans and boxers down until they fell around my ankles. Our cigarettes were down at the ends, smoldering in the ashtray, and she picked up my legs and laid me straight on her bed, getting on her knees, straddling me. She pulled my t-shirt up and brushed my bare chest and tummy with her long, silky hair. With a mischievous look, she slowly brought her head down and kissed the tip of my cock, getting it moist and painted with her cherry lip gloss. A bit of pre cum came out of my mouth and she smacked her lips after tasting it. “You taste delicious Josh. I want you to fill me up with the rest of your cum. I want it all over my face and my eyes in fact. I want to be the sluttiest woman you will ever have.”

If anyone could talk someone through an orgasm without even touching them, it would certainly be Gloria. She placed her mouth back on my cock, and made a tight seal with her mouth, and slid all the way down my shaft to the base, licking and slurping as she did so. At the same time she was rubbing herself on my thigh faster and faster. Her tongue was incredible as it painted over my cock and rubbed the soft tuft of sensitive skin underneath.

I couldn’t take it any longer and shot out a huge load of cum, not once, but three large wads. She took my cock out of her mouth in the middle of my stream and painted her entire face with it until her makeup was running down the corners of her eyes onto her cheeks which were glistening. She slid up to my face and kissed me deeply and made me lick her face clean of my cum. It was the first time I tasted myself, and I had to admit it – I liked it. She had swallowed as much as she could too.

“You are delicious Joshua,” she said, smiling at me. Her slutty looking face, plastered with makeup and dried cum in disarray was such a turn on, I was still hard.

“Here,” she said. “Let’s have a cigarette and take a little break.”

So she handed me a cigarette from her pack and lit us both up with the same flick from her lighter. She turned to look at me and stroked my cock at the same time. She had licked it clean of all my cum, and her silky hand was close to making me cum again.

“Do you like my tits?” she asked me. What a question! I loved seeing them partly covered by her white cotton blouse, and she opened the rest of the buttons. “I want you to suck on them,” she said softly.

I placed my head against her chest and went from one nipple to the other, kissing and gently biting them which elicited “Ooohs” and deep breaths from her. My tongue circled them, and she held me by the back of my neck as I continued.

“I want you to fuck me really hard Josh,” she said in a husky, low voice.

She laughed hard as I tossed her on her back. “No Josh!” she laughed. “I want you to fuck me in MY ASS!” With that said, she got up, took a drag,  and placed her cigarette in the ashtray on the night table. “Go ahead, finish yours. You can watch me smoke as you fuck me.” As she said that, her eyes grew wide and seemed to glow, and her mouth curled up in a grin.
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“My God Gloria, you are one wild woman! I’ve . . . I’ve never done this before . . .”

She laughed, teasingly. “Don’t worry Josh. Nothing to it. It will blow your mind. But then again, you’re a virgin so you have nothing else to compare it to, now do you?”

“No, you’re right,” I said, excited and embarrassed at the same time.

“Come on now, get behind me.” She reached into the drawer of her night stand and pulled out a new tube of K-Y Jelly. “Here, squeeze out a glob and rub it all over my asshole and then place a nice amount on that delicious cock of yours, okay?”

“Yeah.” I did as she asked, and covered her really well all over, and then I rubbed some on my stiff, hard cock, making it slippery and wet. I was so turned on by this and I really had no idea why. It differed from my expectations of what sex with a woman was like, yet I was drawn to her and this new way like a magnet.

“Josh, place your finger inside me and rub it around the sides please,” she said in a faraway voice that made me wonder if perhaps she was thinking of someone else and another time at this same game.

As I began to insert my finger inside he she began to moan and cry out. I went deeper and she started to shiver. “Oooh Josh . . . give me your COCK NOW!” she was yelling so loud I thought the neighbors would hear. Her legs were pressed together tight, and I had to apply pressure to open her butt cheeks. She reached behind and grabbed my cock in her fingers and pressed the tip up against her hole. It was just like teaching a kid to ride a bike – she backed up on me, getting the tip of my cock inside her.

Holding her spread out I moved my hips forward and felt the slick warmth of the forbidden nether regions of Gloria surround me with pure pleasure. 

Now that I had penetrated her as far as I could, I began to thrust faster and faster. The slickness of my cock increased my pleasure astronomically, and I began to moan and make unintelligible noises as I kept thrusting. She met all my thrusts, and I felt that I would cum at any second. Gloria stiffened and let out a deep sigh and I knew she had reached her climax, and I followed right after, feeling my warm cum surrounding my cock as I filled her up. Some of my jizz began to run down the insides of her thighs. I was so drained of energy that I leaned forward and lied my body on top of her back, my face buried in her silky, thick hair with all the luscious scents.

I came off her and we turned and faced each other, and she kissed me deeply, hungrily, looking for more. “You did just fine Josh, you were wonderful,” she said in a sweet whisper. “But I’m not through with you yet,” she said.

“You’re not?” I said surprised.

“No. Let me explain honey,” she said as she got up off the bed.

She was wearing just her open blouse, no bra, her red G-String was straightened out with the strap once again nestled between her butt cheeks, and her red skirt on the floor.

She stood in front of me as I sat on the bed. She lit two cigarettes and gave me one, taking a few seductive drags and looking at me in the eyes. Hers were half-closed as if in a trance. The cigarette was dangling from her lips, the smoke curling up her face. It was as if I was waiting for some kind of a show to begin.

Very slowly she hooked her thumb inside the front of her G-String and pulled it down. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. It was like some of my favorite online sites I enjoyed going to almost on a daily basis. I was in total shock and surprise – my eyes growing wide. Gloria had one of the largest cocks I had ever seen!

She saw my reaction and laughed. “What’s the matter Josh? Haven’t you ever seen a lady with a cock before??” she laughed teasingly. There was a moment of silence as she waited for some kind of a response from me. My mouth hung open.

“Gloria . . . I never, I mean . . . I just fucked you and I didn’t realize, I mean I never saw . . .”

“Oh of course you didn’t. I just tucked my balls away,” she said looking down at her small nuts, “While you were fucking me in my ‘bussy,’ or boy pussy.”

“You see Joshua, I selected you. I was actually kind of horny when I gave your class that assignment and I wanted to see if any of the students in your class would write about transgender women, or ‘shemales’ as I prefer to call myself. I transitioned when I just graduated college. Of course, I like having a cock and I stayed away from surgery. So you were the only one who not only read and reacted nicely to a transgender story, but you and I also share a smoking fetish. Like you I would imagine, I’ve had a smoking fetish combined with crossdressing since I was a teen. When I got older I realized I wanted to become the women I fantasized about. Does my story sound familiar? With you my dear . . . I landed a WHALE!”

I was still in shock, but the pieces all fit together now. She was purposely “mining the class” to see if anyone shared her sexual tastes, and she acted upon it.

“To tell you the truth Josh, I was surprised that you were the only one. Actually no, that’s not entirely true. One young man wrote about and loved a book about a married man who loved to crossdress and transition, but you were the only one with a smoking fetish.”

“But that’s not all Josh. You see, you’re special to me. You’re quite a handsome young man, and I guess I sort of fell for you tonight. You’re sweet, you’re polite and you didn’t turn tail and run out of the house when you saw my cock.” She slowly came towards me and ran the back of her fingers across my face.

“You also have, now don’t get insulted because I mean it as a compliment – feminine features – your hips, your slender build, and your very handsome face Josh. I think we could have a relationship, even though I’m a bit older. What do you think?”

I was flattered, very horny, and I had feelings for Gloria. She was also very clever the way she “roped me in.” I will admit I knew what was to come next.

“Josh, I think you would look very beautiful made up and dressed as a woman. Come on now, tell me. Did you ever ‘experiment’ as a teen with women’s clothing?”

“As a matter of fact I did – when my older sister Janet lived at home before she went away to college. I also stole cigarettes from her and kind of gave in to my fetish.” I said this without any sort of embarrassment.

“Oh see! So did I,” Gloria said happily. “You know Josh, we’re more alike than I thought. So after reading your analysis of your story I said to myself, this guy has to be just like me! Well, you can only imagine how excited I got!”

“Yes, I can see that Gloria.”

“So Joshua,” she said in a very low seductive voice, “Do you think you might want to wear some of my clothing and try it out again? You know, just for fun? I’m looking for a partner to be honest, and I really think you’d be perfect.”

I had to think about this and what it meant. I wanted Gloria badly, and if I could only have her by putting on some articles of her clothing which I would enjoy tremendously, I thought, why not?

“Okay Gloria, sure. I’ll do it.”

“Really!? Oh, that’s so wonderful Josh. We’re going to have so much fun. Now when can you come over again?”

“How about next weekend, like now?”

She smiled at me with that evil looking grin of hers. “It’s a date,” she said.

❤️❤️❤️


Four

_______________

___

That next week in class I had a bit of trouble hiding my emotions from Gloria, or rather “Professor Warren” in class. I listened to the other guys make up stories about how hot she was, especially after that last assignment about the erotica stories. They all wondered what kind of kinky sex she enjoyed and all of that stuff. I smiled to myself, because only I knew the truth and it was crazier than any of them could ever imagine – I was sure of that.

Finally Saturday rolled around and my parents asked me if I was going on a date with “the girl you saw last week.” I saw no reason to lie or be sneaky about it, so I answered truthfully and said “Yes.” No big deal. My parents were cool that way – they didn’t pry.

When I rang Gloria’s bell, she was wearing lots of makeup like last week and this time she wore a short denim skirt with her signature long-sleeved cotton blouse that I found so sexy. Like last week, she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath, and her tits were in a high state of arousal, poking through the material.

“Well hi Josh! I’m so glad you could come. I’ve been jerking myself off to you, and sticking a dildo up my bussy all week thinking about you. You drive me crazy,” and she cupped my face in her hands smelling like smoke and kissed me long and hard on the lips, and moaning through it.

“Yeah, I’ve had trouble in class keeping it together when I was there you know.”

“You poor dear. I can only imagine. No worries – you’re here now.”

“You know Gloria, I told my parents I might not be coming home tonight.”

“Well that was clever of you, because to tell you the truth, I have no intention of letting you go anywhere tonight except upstairs to my bedroom. Now, let’s have a glass of wine and a cigarette first in the kitchen, and you can tell me about your week.”

That’s one thing about Gloria that I grew to love – she cared, and conversation came easily. So she poured and we sat, talked and drank. We each had a second glass, and I was feeling very mellow. She led the way upstairs and I was shocked when I saw her bed. On top of it were clothes laid out, apparently all in my size. She saw me looking intently at everything, especially the black satin G-String panties and the bra.

“So you can see how special you are to me Josh. I went shopping for you. I figured out your size – I’m very good at that. I think these things appeal to you, no?”

There was also a long, auburn-haired wig with the top of it styled, and it looked like it would go down to the middle of my back when I wore it. I almost fell over when I saw a short, sleeveless, one-piece green satin dress with a nice low-cut. On the side of the bed was a makeup case. It was all mine.

“So what do you say Josh, or should I say ‘Jaclyn?’”

I never gave much thought to a female name before although all the crossdressers on my sites had female names. “Jaclyn sounds nice Gloria. I like it.”

“Great, come here.”

I walked towards her, and she threw her arms around me and gave me a long kiss on the lips, winding her tongue deeply inside me. Every time she did that it ignited a sort of magic inside me. I loved it.

“Now, get undressed and I’ll take you into the bathroom and shave you – all of you.”

I was hard as a rock and when she lit a cigarette, striking a seductive pose, I got even harder if such a thing was possible, which it was.

I said nothing because I knew I would go “all the way” here.

She ran the tub, and I stepped into the warm water, and she took out a can of shaving cream and a disposable pink razor and went to work. After “the usual” parts, when she held my balls with her long fingernails, I thought I might cum right there, but she was good – really good about that. I stepped out of the tub and dried myself off with a long, white bath towel. She took me by the hand, smiling her way into the bedroom.

Jaclyn, I’m going to make you so beautiful you won’t recognize yourself. Now get dressed – slowly so you can enjoy yourself. I want you to really get the feeling of the clothes going on you. It’s really very stimulating the first time you do it. Those times you did it as a teen were just practice dear – this is the real thing.”

She was right. I placed the black G-String on the floor and slowly stepped into each side and pulled it up my hairless legs. It was an indescribable sensation that sent chills through my body as the satin rubbed my skin. The pouch fit a bit loosely around my junk and the feel was electrifying. I rubbed my bare cock on the satin material with my eyes closed, imagining how good it felt when I fucked her last week.

“Ah Ah . . . careful Jaclyn . . . I don’t want you coming on your new stuff! Now, slip the bra on.”

The bra had a satin/elastic band around it and had firm laced cups. I placed it over my head, and I moved it around, adjusting it. I loved the feel on my bare back and chest. It pulled the skin of my chest together giving me the illusion of cleavage. Why didn’t I keep doing this after my sister moved out somehow? My mind was taking me to crazy places – like walking into a store like “Victoria’s Secret” and say I was buying some clothes for my girlfriend. I was grinning as that thought crossed my mind.

I placed on the green satin dress with relish. Emerald green was my favorite color. After I put everything on, she sat next to me on the bed and took out her makeup case and went to work on my face. Gloria was a pro. She made me into an auburn-haired version of herself, with thick mascara and used eyebrow pencil and eyeliner to fill in spaces that were lacking. The lip gloss and lip liner were a deep red. After her masterpiece was complete she lit cigarettes for both of us and said to me to go look in the mirror.

I stood up and walked over to the long mirror that hung on the back of her door. I was in shock at the reflection that looked back at me – I really wanted to fuck myself. The dress fitted me perfectly, and it was then I realized my hips had a natural curve to them. Perhaps I was meant to be a girl after all. I was as hard as a rock, leaking pre cum into the G-String pouch and I twirled the cigarette between my lips, coating the white filter and doing a nice French inhale. Gloria was smiling and laughing.

“Oh my,” she said. “I think she likes it! So what do you think Jaclyn?”

“Gloria you’re incredible.”

“So, do you look like the smoky teenage slut of your dreams dear?”

“Oh yeah! This is better than anything I ever imagined.”

“No it isn’t – I have something that you’ve never imagined! Come here,” she said, and walked in front of me and locked me in a big smoky kiss. The front of her blouse was open, and her tits were sharp and digging into my chest through my blouse.

She held me around the waist and hugged me close. “You look good enough to fuck right now Jaclyn,” she said. “Get on the bed.”

I got on the bed on my knees facing the front. “I’ll take good care of you honey, don’t worry – I’m going to blow your little sissy slut whore mind!”

She got behind me and threw the hem of the dress up over my back and moved the strap of the G-String around to the side of my butt cheek. She had a tube of K-Y Jelly which she got out of her night table; just like I had used on her last week. “This is so much better than spit Jaclyn. Spit is for whores who fuck in bathroom stalls.” I tried wrapping my head around that one. I loved the cool, wet jelly as it went over my ass and all the way down my taint. Then she rubbed some of it into her large girl cock.

I wasn’t ready for what came next – she placed her index finger inside my cherry asshole, or “bussy,” and I stiffened. It was painful at first as she stretched me, but as she rubbed her finger inside me more and more, I began to relax until it felt really good. I was actually dying for her, and a voice came out of me: “I want your cock inside me badly Gloria, please!!!”

She laughed, and pulled the dress up me farther, and rubbed her silky hair back and forth over my bare back. Then she spread my butt cheeks apart and placed the tip of her cock on top of my cherry. I felt her firm, fleshy head touch me and pull away – like a tease. I couldn’t take it, and I backed up on her and her tip went inside me, and I hissed – it was pain mixed with an increasing sense of pleasure.

My fists grabbed her bed sheets as she went farther inside me, in and out slowly at first, and then faster and faster. It was the most incredible pleasure I ever had. Being a virgin I had nothing to compare it to, but I trusted Gloria when she said it was better than a pussy. She was deep in me now going faster and faster. My head was spinning, and I felt a deep orgasm welling up from inside me and I wasn’t even touching myself. Gloria told me not to. She told me to trust her, and I did.

Gloria was moaning and digging her nails into my flesh, going faster and faster, her thighs glistening with sweat as they kept pumping me harder and harder.

“GLORIAICAN’TTAKE THIS ANYMORE!!! I screamed out quickly and shot out a huge wad of cum onto her bed sheets, my cock coming out of the pouch of the G-String, spurting not once, but three times. My head was swimming. It was my first “sissygasm.”

Gloria let out a high-pitched scream and soon I felt the wet warmth of her cum filling me up inside; so much so that it trickled out of my bussy and trailed down the insides of my thighs. But Gloria kept thrusting, and moaning. “Oh FUCK – JACLYN!” and she came again, adding to the load already inside me.

Gloria was spent, and I, surprisingly was still hard. I could easily go again. She came out of me and lied her head on my lower back, kissing me up and down. She turned me around, and we were both on our knees facing each other, kissing deeply, wordlessly.

“Jaclyn, you’re terrific. I’ve never had anyone like you before. I think I’ve created a monster,” and she laughed. “What do you think? Would you like to be a real shemale, smoky slut? Like all of your fantasies?”

“Yes I would Gloria, but only if you’re part of it.”

“Jaclyn I would love to be part of it, of your new life. Let me take you places you’ve only ever dreamed about. If you like, you can transition like me. I know a doctor who can start you on HRT. I love having a cock, and I think you do too.”

“Yeah, that would be nice. We could go out like a couple Gloria.”

“Yes! We could take trips and be together, and I could make all your dreams come true. Jaclyn, I have a confession to make.”

“Oh, and what’s that?”

“I made this assignment wondering if I would find a soulmate through it, and I think I did.” She stopped and thought, looking at me smiling. “You know Jaclyn, maybe I should write about us. Our story is so much better than any of those romance novels I write.”

“Well I’m glad I could be your muse, Professor Warren.” She laughed.

I thought about that, realizing now how her simple confession and analysis of my desires led me to her. I remembered something another professor had told me a few years ago: Be careful about the fiction you write about. It could come true.
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Everything changed when Mrs. Harrigan moved in next door. Cynthia Harrigan. My mom’s new best friend and the hottest woman I’ve ever seen. Not that I was an expert; I mean, I was only twenty at the time and in the middle of my junior year of college, but my I certainly knew hot when I saw it. Now about that: I was an only child, and my parents were divorced. My dad lived on the West Coast in California, and I rarely saw him or talked to him; only on birthdays or Christmas.

I always thought that my friends who had brothers and sisters knew things about life and growing up that I would never know. I had no older role models to base my newly forming sexual opinions and feelings on. So I happened to lack self-confidence as well, and was drawn to “things” that turned me on, that I couldn’t explain. I had no one to talk to about them either, so I just went with my feelings.

I had a smoking fetish – for girls and attractive older women who smoked the all-white, long, feminine cigarettes like Virginia Slims 120s. They just got me hard, very hard. Gradually the fetish got me interested in looking like a woman – dressing up and sneaking a cigarette wearing lipstick, or whatever I could “borrow” from my mother. Then I would go jerk-off with a cigarette clenched between my teeth, wearing, uh, whatever. Maybe I was sick and needed psychiatric attention? But I didn’t care. I just went with it. I wanted to become the object of my fetishes; just a silly fantasy really, or so I thought.

I think Mrs. Harrigan knew she turned me on. When she came over to my house and sat with my mother in the kitchen, having coffee, smoking and talking, she would wink at me, and watch me watching her and my mother smoke. One time she caught me – staring and daydreaming, and hard as a rock in my gym shorts. I turned beet red and left the room; my mom none the wiser.

Yup, I looked at Mrs. Harrigan’s moving in as kind of a turning point. She was single, no kids, and lived in the big colonial house next door. According to my mom she was in her late thirties, never married, and worked as an advertising executive in the city for a big firm. Other than that, I knew very little about her. She was a stunning woman. She stood at five feet, eight inches tall, had long, luscious auburn hair that went down to the middle of her back, and she had piercing green eyes, and a perfectly sculpted face and body. Whatever she wore – she looked like she was molded into it. When I watched her leave her house for work in the morning, she usually wore her hair up in a bun, with her sleek business suit and stiletto heels. Hell, I had sores on my knees from kneeling at my bedroom window on my carpet to watch her.

One day my mom approached me after school with an unexpected proposition. “Larry, I was talking to Cynthia the other day when I went over to her house for coffee. I hope you don’t mind, but I told her you were looking for some sort of work to do, you know to make some extra money for school.”

“Oh, thanks mom. I think Richie has an opening at ‘Hudson’s, the ice cream chain store he works at. The pay is minimum, but before the year is out, I could be making some decent money, and my class schedule will be light enough so I could take on more hours.”

“I’m sure it’s good for Richie honey, but you have something special.”

“I do?”

“Yes, you know. Anytime something goes wrong around the house you can fix it. Didn’t you install a new sink in our bathroom last fall? Not to mention the money you saved us by painting the house interior. You have golden hands dear. I mentioned these things to Cynthia, and she got really excited Larry!”

“Um, she did?” I asked, surprised at the ‘really excited’ part. I was getting as stiff as a plumber’s wrench.

“Yes she did. She was telling me that she was looking for a painting contractor to do her downstairs, and I said that could be a snap for you. I’m sure the pay would be better than minimum wage too. Not only that Larry, but she was telling me about lots of other things that needed fixing since she moved in last April. So I’m sure you could be kept busy for a while – what do you think?”

“Well, I’m sure I could talk to her and take a look.”

“That’s great. So you know what? I’ll talk to her tomorrow.”

“Thanks mom, that would be great. I mean, Richie will be disappointed because of all the fun we could have working together at the ice cream store, but this sounds like good money.”

“You know, from what she was telling me about her work, she has a good job at that advertising firm of hers, so I don’t think money will be a problem – aim high honey! You’ve got the skills.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence mom.” Now, of course I had to hide my excitement from mom. My imagination was running wild all over the place. I could imagine bending her over her dining room table and pounding away at her while she moaned and clawed at my naked body. There would be a flood of her juices under that table for sure. I’d have her breathing heavy and begging me for more – and that was only for starters . . .

Mom worked fast. The next day I got home late from school. I was at the library studying for a poly sci exam and I had something to eat on campus. I saw a couple of cars parked in front of the house and when I opened the front door I heard talking coming from the dining room. Cynthia was sitting at the table with mom and two of their friends from down the block, and they were playing cards. There was a cheese platter in the kitchen.

“Hi honey, how’d the studying go?” my mother asked.

“Hi Larry,” Mrs. Harrigan said.

“Oh hi,” I said to all the women.

“Um, it was good mom. I’ll be ready – the test isn’t until Friday.”

“Larry, when I finish my hand here, maybe we could talk?” Mrs. Harrigan said.

“Oh sure, yeah,” I said, my cock bulging through my jeans. I had to shift around a little. Only Cynthia was facing my way,  and I think she might have noticed, because – she fucking winked at me!

“Larry, did you have dinner yet?”

“Yes mom, I ate at the taco place on campus.”

“I wish you could find better things to eat Larry. You should take some stuff from home from time to time and save some money.”

“Okay mom,” I said. The eternal discussion at my house – saving money.

“All the kids are like that Gloria,” June Jackson, the neighbor from across the street said.

“Maybe I’ll have some of that cheeseboard – it looks delicious.”

“Oh, Cynthia brought that!”

“Nice.”

“Sure Larry, help yourself,” she said, staring right through me.

After I went upstairs, changed into my sweats, I rushed downstairs to have something from Cynthia’s cheese platter, and also to talk to her. If my senses were any guide, I’d say she was just as eager to talk to me. I was right.

When I walked into the kitchen, she was standing there, having a cigarette with my mom. When mom saw me walk in, she said, “I’ll leave you two alone. I know you wanna talk. I’ll see you inside Cynthia – take your time.” Mom crushed out her Virginia Slims and got back to the dining room. “June and Pat don’t like the smoke, so us criminals,” she said, rolling her eyes and smiling at Cynthia, “have to come in here for our fix.”

I laughed and said, “Okay mom.”

As I filled up a small plate with three different kinds of cheese, Cynthia said, “You know Larry, I brought over a bottle of wine too,” she said, pointing to a bottle of Cabernet sitting on the kitchen counter. “I’m going to have some. Are you twenty one yet Larry?”

“No, not until April.”

“Well, I don’t think your mom would mind. Would you care for a glass?”

I shrugged my shoulders, and my heart was beating fast, and my cock was breaking through my pants as I watched her do a very sexy French inhale. “Do you smoke Larry?” she asked me.

“Uh, yeah, occasionally. Mom lets me smoke in the house. Why do you ask?”

She huffed out a laugh and walked closer to me, her heels clacking on the tiled floor. “Because I see how you’re staring at me smoke. In fact, I’ve always seen you staring at me while I smoke.”

Busted I was. Only one thing I could do. “Is it obvious?”

She was less than a step away from me and she said with smoky breath that practically made me cum right there; that and her low cut white cotton blouse, showing her cavernous cleavage. “Of course Larry. Don’t be a silly boy. We’re both adults and I know you like me.” She dragged the back of her hand across my cheek, her smooth, long, cherry red painted nails making tacks across my face. “Would you like a drag of my cigarette Larry. Silly question I know. You look like you’re dying for it.”

I couldn’t deny her. She was right. She took a cheek hollowing drag, her cigarette was almost half-smoked, and she seductively held it in front of my nose, moving it around. I could smell her strawberry-scented lip gloss mingled with the smoke curling around her fingers and the filter. She was smiling and she turned the cigarette and placed the filter between my lips. I took a drag, looking her in the eyes, while at the same time, she stroked my cock through my sweatpants with her other hand. I felt a drop of pre cum exit my cock, getting my boxers wet. I exhaled through my nose, her eyes watching my every move and expression.
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On Saturday evening I had arranged with Cynthia to stop by her house and discuss my job. The rest of that week I made it a habit to watch her when she left her house in the morning. By the time she pulled out of her driveway, I had a big wad of gooey cum in the palm of my hand. I had to study in the dining room because I was too distracted to study in my room since all I would do was to keep getting up from my desk to look out the window at Cynthia’s house.

My cock was so painful, I thought I needed to see a doctor because of a constant, painful erection. I knew the reason of course; it was Cynthia. If it wasn’t for her, I certainly would have seen the doctor. I came over to her house at eight thirty.

My heart was beating about one thousand beats per second as I crossed the lawn to her front walkway. The lights were on downstairs, and I rang her bell. It was Frederic Von Schiller’s “Ode To Joy,” and I smiled at how foretelling that was.

I wasn’t prepared for the sight that greeted me at her door. She wore a one-piece black shoulderless dress that was cut very high up, giving me a good look at her gorgeous legs, and the neck was low cut, so I had a bird’s eye view of her cleavage. Her long hair was down, so it just fell in between her breasts. She had all her makeup on, and it looked like she was ready to go out. At first I thought she might have forgotten about our meeting tonight.

“Hi Cynthia,” I said as she opened the door and after I composed myself which only made her smile. “Were you planning to go out tonight?” I asked in a very timid voice, like maybe I was interfering with her plans for a hit date or something.

She laughed and quickly looked down at herself. “Oh, you mean because of my dress,” she said, running her hand down her front. “Not at all. But tonight is a special occasion after all, isn’t it?”

“Umm, I guess so. We were gonna talk more about your job offer. You were going to show me what needed doing in your house.”

She laughed. “We have plenty of time for that. But don’t worry. Your mom told me you needed money, and that’s still why you’re here. The painting you can do anytime. I have a proposition for you Larry. I’ll start paying you tonight. How does that sound? You’ll never have to bother Gloria for money again if things go right – which I have no doubt they will.”

I was a little confused. What exactly would I be getting paid for, and how much?

“Now Larry, there are certain aspects of your ‘work’ for me that we can’t tell your mother, so I suppose I will have you go buy some paint – don’t worry, I’ll give you the money for that, and you can work on that at your own pace. I need the living room done and the dining room. As you can see, this beige is a bit disgusting.”

I looked around quickly and nodded my head in agreement. “Oh, so you mean the handyman and painting work is kind of a . . .” I was turning bright red, “a form of subterfuge?”

“I knew you were a smart boy Larry! Here, would you like a cigarette?” she asked as she opened up a fresh pack of Virginia Slims 120s. She took one out for herself first, and lit it up, taking a seductive drag and looking at me right in the face. After what seemed like an hour, she took another cigarette out of the pack and placed it in my mouth, then flicked her silver butane lighter to life. I took a drag and blew out a French inhale.

“Nice,” she said. “I see you hold your cigarette in a rather effeminate manner. That’s very telling. Let me ask you something Larry, but I think you already know the answer to my question. “Does my smoking turn you on?”

“Yes, it does.”

“What else about me turns you on? After our little meet-up in my kitchen, I know that I turn you on too, isn’t that right?”

“Uh yes Cynthia, you do turn me on – a lot.”

She laughed. “Humm, I guess I do,” she said as she reached for my cock which was sticking out through my jeans like a bean pole.

“Why don’t we go upstairs to my bedroom where we can be a bit more comfortable?”

Any doubts I may have had as to what was happening quickly dissipated. Her bedroom was spacious, and it had its own bathroom and a large walk-in closet. She leaned in close to me and pulled me into her and gave me a big smoky kiss on my mouth, sending her tongue deep inside me. The scent of her strawberry scented lip gloss and smoke had my cock banging to get out of the confines of my boxers and jeans. As she kissed me she slid her fingers underneath the front of my jeans and boxers and grabbed my cock.

“Oooh, what do we have here? It seems Larry is a very bad boy. I’ll just have to teach him how to behave,” she said, referring to me in the third tense. Quickly, she went to work unfastening my belt and pulling my jeans down until they fell around my ankles. She slowly pulled my boxers down, and had her cigarette dangling from her lips. She took a big drag and kissed me again, exhaling her smoke into my lungs and laughed. Her hand was now wrapped around my cock making a fist.

“I hate to see a man suffer,” she said in her low, throaty, seductive voice. “Here,” she said, “Get on your back on my bed now.”

I did just as she asked, powerless to refuse her. I was completely under her spell. She straddled me and lifting my cock up with her long fingernails, she placed her lips around the head and licked me like a paint brush, sucking gently. She stopped, took another drag and with her mouth around my cock, exhaled a blue cloud around it, smoke coming out of her nose, and the sides of her mouth. At the same time she was rubbing herself through her dress on top of my thigh, and I could feel her wet arousal on my thigh. She was breathing heavy and came off me for a second.

“You taste good Larry, and oh my, you’re so big!” She stubbed out her cigarette and passed me the ashtray, because I was still happily puffing away, lost in the intensity of my fetish fulfilled. She went down my whole length and almost gagged but kept going faster and faster, wet and sucking and slurping. I could take this no longer and finally I shot out three big loads of cum right into Cynthia’s mouth. The load was so massive that drips of cum trailed down the sides of her lips. She looked up at me, eyes half closed, and the cum glistening on the sides of her lips. She leaned in and gave me a good taste of myself – and I have to say I liked it. What the hell was wrong with me?

“Now Larry, you have to make me happy.”

“Sure, anything for you,” I said in a dreamy voice, still not sure if what was happening was real. “What would you like?”

“I’d like you to eat my pussy out, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Have you ever done this before Larry? Tell me, are you a virgin?”

Now was not the time for games. That was over with. I had to fess up. “Yes I am.”

She laughed, not at me, but more out of joy. “That’s wonderful! I just adore virgins and corrupting them.”

She pulled her dress off over her head and she was wearing

her red, satin, laced bra and red, satin panties. My t-shirt was pulled up to my nipples and she swept her soft, luxurious hair over my chest and tummy, sending chills through my body. Then she pulled off her panties and threw them on the floor next to the bed, and then the same with her bra. Oh her knees she moved up me until her sopping pussy was right over my face. I smelled her musky scent intermingled with her perfume and smoky odor. It was a witch’s brew of unparallelled delight. My mouth went to work immediately, my tongue sticking out and going up and down her. She moved her pussy over my tongue, pushing her clit down on top of it.

“That’s it – move your tongue around my little wet knob,” she blurted out in short, staccato breaths. It was swollen like a cherry, and I went to work, making her squirt on my face and shiver. I loved the taste of her woman, flowing down over my face. “More Larry, more,” she moaned out, eyes closed, lost in her reverie. She got up on her knees and moved down me.

She stiffened again and moaned. “Now bite my tits,” she said, and slid down me with those delicious breasts in my face. I kissed her nipples gently and she yelled out “HARDER! Use your teeth.”

I placed each nipple in turn in between my teeth and made a gentle scissoring motion as she moaned and ran her hands over my face. “I still need more Larry. I want you inside me now.”

“Take my pussy from the rear Larry,” she huffed out breathlessly.

We shifted on the bed and her ass stuck up in the air. I was as hard as a rock, and she reached behind her and stroked my cock in her hand. She guided my cock until it was over the opening of her pussy, and I thrusted inside, her walls clenching my cock. I loved the silky softness of her. She met my thrusts, and we kept going in a rhythm, and my universe shrunk to what was in front of me. Finally after thrusting more I came again, surprising myself with how much I still had left inside of me. When I finally pulled out, she spun around and kissed me again hard, and we were on our knees, holding hands and facing each other, breathing heavily.
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Igot home about four hours later, and my mom was fast asleep. I went over the fantastic events of the evening, and I had to jerk off again in the middle of the night. Yet I felt there was something missing – I wasn’t “complete,” and I think Cynthia knew what it was.

On Monday, I was in psych class, and I got a text message. It was a photo – of Cynthia in the bath tub with her pussy under the water! I closed it quickly hoping that the guys behind me in the lecture hall didn’t see that. I just smiled. But there were more texts as well, and they were pictures again – but of things. Things like lingerie, blouses and evening dresses. Even a couple of photos and short videos of Cynthia smoking seductively, looking at the camera as she exhaled. The camera closed in on her lips as she took a drag. The text underneath the still photo read: “PLEASE DON’T CUM IN CLASS!” I laughed, because it wouldn’t have taken me much more to get off.

The last text was “SEE YOU SATURDAY NIGHT – I HAVE A SURPRISE FOR YOU!” I wondered what it could be, but Cynthia could read me like a book, and yup, she knew what I really wanted.

When I got home from school my mom spoke to me over dinner. “Larry, I have to go away for a week. Your Aunt Connie had hip replacement surgery, and I have to go stay with her for a week until she gets better and can get around on her own. It won’t be more than a week. I leave tomorrow. You’ll have plenty of stuff to heat in the microwave and I told Cynthia you’d be alone, and she said that anytime you need anything she’s here for you. Now isn’t that nice?”

Nice?? Fuck yeah it was “nice!” So as mom was packing, I was in the living room watching a movie on NETFLIX and I got a text message. It read: “SO I HEARD THAT SOMEONE’S GOING TO BE HOME ALONE FOR A WEEK!” (-: ❤️”

Instant boner. I lit one of mom’s cigarettes and I had my hands down the front of my jeans, and I was rubbing myself. I snapped a picture to send to Cynthia and she responded: “SAVE SOME FOR ME YOU GREEDY BOY!”

When mom left the next morning before I left for school she said to me, “Larry I see you’ve been smoking my Virginia Slims. I was out with Cynthia the other day and I was going to buy you a carton, but then Cynthia said not to bother because she has an extra one for you. Now isn’t that sweet of her?”

I got a boner the size if the Empire State Building at that moment and I could barely get over the surprise and I said, “Yeah mom, that was very thoughtful of her.”

“You know something Larry? It’s too bad Cynthia isn’t a bit younger, like your age. I think the two of you would be very compatible.” Sometimes mom could be very naïve, and this was definitely one of those times!

“Yeah mom, I think so. But like you said, that’s impossible.”

“Well okay Larry, I’ll call you when I get to Aunt Connie’s. Here’s some extra cash for you in case you need to shop for anything.”

“Okay thanks mom. Tell Aunt Connie I hope she feels better.”

“I will dear, have a good week; I’ll check in often,” and she kissed me, and I helped take her suitcase out to her car. Cynthia had left for work already. In lecture hall that day I got a text message. It was from Cynthia. She texted: “FINISH YOUR WORK EARLY AND COME OVER TONIGHT – WE MUSN’T WASTE THE WEEK.” Bang – another hard on.

I had early classes, and I got home at three o’clock. I finished my studying, hurried up with dinner – a frozen meal, and made my way over to Cynthia’s. I was wearing sweats; no t-shirt and no boxers.

When she answered her door she was grinning at me, and as soon as she shut the door, she grabbed me by my sweatshirt and locked me in a deep kiss. She pressed her thigh up against my cock, causing me to dribble some pre cum. Her hair was wild and streaming down her face. Sher wore a white cotton blouse with the top three buttons opened and no bra on underneath. I felt them pricking my chest through my sweatshirt like two pencil points. I was with a woman in the grip of some extreme passion; perhaps chemically induced? I had no idea, nor did I care.

“Upstairs,” she whispered into my face, her warm, smoky breath mixed with the taste of wine. She took my hand; but first we made a detour into the kitchen, and she poured us each a glass of wine. Raising her glass in a toast, I raised mine, we clinked glasses, and she said “cheers,” and downed the entire glass. I did the same, and even before I could steady my empty glass on the counter she pulled me upstairs to the master bedroom.

I stood at the doorway in total disbelief at what I saw laid out on the bed before me. There was a set of lingerie like the pictures she had texted me, and a couple of dresses and skirts on the opposite side. My eyes were drawn to the emerald green G-String, and the makeup case that lay next to it.

“Cynthia . . . what is all this?”

She looked at me and laughed, squeezing my hand. “I’ll admit I took some liberties Larry, but aren’t you excited? Isn’t your cock bulging? You see, I happen to know a universal truth.”

“And what’s that?” I responded, genuinely curious.

She said,

“Behind every man with a smoking fetish, there is a cross dresser dying to come out.” 

I let that sink in for a minute and I realized that what she said was true. I said nothing. I didn’t know how to respond.

“Larry, Larry,” she said in a “tsk, tsk,” sort of way. “You don’t have to pretend. I know these things turn you on. You’ve probably been fantasizing about this stuff since you were a teenager. Come on, she said, giving me an elbow in the ribs – you know I’m right.”

I took a deep breath and shook my head. “Yeah, you’re right. But I never expected . . . all this.”

“Trust me Larry, there’s a method to my madness. Here, let’s have a cigarette, and get undressed dear.”

She took out two cigarettes from a fresh pack of Virginia Slims and lit us both up. She stood there, dragging seductively, and as soon as she lit mine up, she grabbed my cock. I had just started unbuckling my pants.

“I’m going to shave you in the bathroom Larry, do, your makeup, and then I have another surprise for you.”

This really peaked my interest and got me going. I got into the bath tub with no objections, and she shaved my legs, chest and my balls too. I dried myself off and she gave me a terry cloth robe. She made me take a seat in front of the bathroom vanity mirror while she went to her walk-in closet and took down what looked like a hat box from her top shelf. She smiled at me while she slowly opened the box. Inside was an auburn wig – the same color as her hair. It was long and styled on the top. “This goes on last; how do you like it?”

I didn’t have to answer her because my cock was standing up straight. “It looks . . . nice,” I answered sheepishly.

“Now for the fun part Larry – your makeup. Now I don’t want you looking until I’m done, and then we can dress you in the G-String. I have a strong feeling that you may have done this before – but maybe not to the extent that we’re going to do it now.”

She was a total artist with the makeup – applying the foundation, the blush, the green eyeshadow, and the mascara. That she went heavy on, and stepped back to look at her work. “The sluttier the better Larry. Don’t you think? I know you really want to be dressed like a real cum-slut. I saw the way you loved kissing your own cum off me the other night.”

When she was finished, she took the wig and a latex wig cap out of the box and placed first the cap on me, carefully tucking my hair inside it. The wig was placed on with great care and she brushed it out. I loved the feel of the long, silky hair on my back and shoulders.

“Okay dear, now let’s dress you in the bra and the G-String.”

The G-String went on first and it brough back memories of my teenage years, of smoking and jerking off wearing my mom’s lingerie. As I stepped into the G-String on the floor, she grabbed my hard, throbbing cock and began stroking it. As I slipped the G-String up my bare legs, the feeling was indescribable. I loved it – the cool satin against my legs. Then finally, I slipped the front pouch over my cock and my balls. I couldn’t help myself, rubbing my cock on the silky pouch. She grabbed my hand away suddenly and said, “Not now Larry – don’t worry, you’ll cum – all in good time.”

The bra, also emerald, was a stretch bra that pulled the skin of my chest together. It was a lace material, and my nipples showed through.

“Okay Larry, it’s time. You can look now. But first, let’s have a cigarette.” She took her pack out and lit both at the same time again. I let the long, white cigarette dangle out of the corner of my mouth, and I walked over to the long mirror on the back of Cynthia’s bedroom door. I couldn’t believe what I saw in the mirror! I had finally become the object of all my fetishes. I was in complete disbelief. I actually wanted to fuck myself.

“So what do you think Larry – you’re beautiful. I think we need a female name for you. What do you think of Lauren?”

“Lauren, Lauren. I like it!”

“Good. So from now on, when you’re dressed, you shall be Lauren – and we’ll refer to you as a she.”

My cock was throbbing, and dying for release.

“Here Larry, let’s finish dressing you – I have some really whorish clothes for you to wear,” and with that she stepped into her walk-in closet and removed some things. The price tags were still on them.

“You know ‘Lauren,’ I went shopping just for you!”

She had bought clothing in the “goth” style. She took out a black leather underbust with laces up the front for me to wear, and a very short, black cloth skirt with a high slit up the side. It had a gold chain belt on it. There were fishnet pantyhose that strapped to an emerald girdle I placed on over the G-String.

“Humm,” she said. “We can’t have you going barefoot, now can we?”

“I guess not,” I said. The G-string strap felt strange between my butt cheeks, and it sent chills through my body as it nestled itself over my asshole. My asshole was throbbing, and much to my surprise I actually felt as if I wanted a cock up my ass to fill me with warm cum. But I wondered, what was the point?

From the floor of her closet, she picked out a pair of black boots that went up mid-thigh. So I got completely dressed, and then I thought – why? We weren’t going out. Cynthia was walking around me and looking. She had to know my cock was bursting, but she said nothing, yet. However, she spun me around and kissed me hard on the lips, our tongues wrapping around and my cock pressing against her through my new clothes.

She broke off me gently and held me by the shoulders and we talked. “This is part of your job for me now Lauren.”

I was confused. What did this mean? What job?

“Cynthia, I don’t understand. I love dressing like this, but what does this have to do with a job?”

“Lauren my dear, don’t you want to have all of your fantasies fulfilled and get paid for it too?” she asked.

“Yes, but . . . what does this have to do with anything?”

“A LOT of money for you.”

“I don’t understand,” I said, suddenly feeling foolish and a little anxious. She ran her hands over my cheeks and said to me, “Just relax and I’ll explain it to you.”

“You know I’m an advertising executive for a big firm in the city, right?”

“Yeah, so what does that have to do with me?”

“I have a big client who has a HUGE account with us. That account means a commission worth hundreds of thousands of dollars to me, and you’re, well, ‘Lauren’ is going to help me keep him.”

Things started coming together in my mind, and I wasn’t so sure about all of them. Cynthia noticed the expression on my face start to change and she came close to me, grabbing my cock, and she said, “Nothing will change between us. I actually prefer you as Lauren – the smoky cum-slut, and I think you do too. We’ll go out together. I’ll take you to nice places – even after Gloria comes home. She doesn’t have to know anything. I will still fuck the daylights out of you while giving you what you really want.”

“I’m still not getting it,” I said, feeling as stupid as hell.

She rolled her eyes and smiled. “Okay dear, here it is. I have a guest coming over in about an hour. He has a ‘thing’ for transgender women. Now I want you to think about it. All you have to do is let him fuck you and have his way with you and you’ll be paid handsomely. Besides, I saw how excited you got when I dressed you and I know, you want a real dick up your ass, don’t you? Why I think after tonight you may even want to chemically transition to becoming a real transgender girl.”

I let what Cynthia said to me sink in a bit. She had a point. I did want to be handled like a whore, a cum-slut, a smoky fuck toy for some guy. I looked at Cynthia and grinned. All of a sudden she got so happy. 

“I knew you’d do it Lauren! I love you so much, and you’ll sleep here tonight with me, and every night until Gloria comes home. In fact, also some nights after. We’ll figure it out, don’t worry. Now let’s go downstairs to the kitchen, have some wine and cheese and wait for our guest. He owns a large AI company whose stock is going to go really high, and he wants a transgender fuck toy! Just like you!” Cynthia said, cupping my beautifully made up face in her hands. She kissed me deeply, and I trusted her. About ten o’clock, her doorbell rang.
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Isat at the kitchen table, eating from the cheese platter and drinking a large class of Cabernet. I heard them talking from the entrance hall.

“Why hello Bob. I’m glad you could make it on such short notice. I have just the girl for you. Just like you asked for. She’s a horny slut and really wants a hard cock to fill her tight little boy pussy.”

“Humm, thanks Cynthia, that sounds just delicious,” Bob answered, with a deep voice. So Bob had a thing for transgender women. Well, I wouldn’t disappoint him. Really, I didn’t want to disappoint Cynthia. I was doing this partly for her, and also because the thought of a big, fleshy cock inside me was giving me fits. I would be the sluttiest cum-slut of all my fantasies and give Bob a good ride.

They came into the kitchen. “Bob, meet Lauren, Lauren, meet Bob Cummings.” Bob had a thick West Texas accent and wore a white cowboy hat and tan alligator boots. He threw his hat on the coat rack next to Cynthia’s front door.

“Hi there Lauren. My, my, aren’t you just the sexiest thing!” He looked at Cynthia. “Cynthia, you really outdid yourself, I gotta say.”

“Why thank you Bob. You know I like to please all my clients.”

“Well now, you keep this up and I’ll flood your company and you with money – not to mention this little sweet heart slut here,” he said grinning at me.

Just for effect, I lit a cigarette very seductively, eyes half closed and looking at Bob.

“I just love women who appreciate a good cigarette. I happen to have a big smoking fetish myself.”

“I know you do Bob, see? I aim to please,” Cynthia said, and lit herself up one too.

Bob rubbed his hands together. “Well let’s get started. I’ve got so much cum inside me, I’m ready to burst. Let’s go darlin.,’” he said, taking me by the arm.

In my most feminine sounding voice, I spoke to him, full of lust. “My pussy is dying for some good cock Bob. I just know you can please me.”

“Shit little lady, you know I will.”

So I let Bob take me upstairs and Cynthia came upstairs too. “Do you mind if I watch Bob?”

“Go right ahead. You can finger your pussy while I fuck the daylights out of Lauren here.”

The three of us entered Lauren’s bedroom. I sat on the bed and Bob faced me – all six feet three inches of him. Cynthia sat on a plush chair on the other side of the room and dropped her skirt and winked at me, spreading her legs apart.

I got to work on Bob’s zipper, pulling it down and unbuckling his belt and undoing his trousers. I felt his cock through his boxers, and it was the biggest cock I ever felt. “Why Bob, this is the best cock I ever felt – it’s enormous!”

“Yeah, I aim to please,” he said.

I didn’t waste any time and for the first time in my life I put a real man’s cock in my mouth. I just bumped my glossy lips up to his tip while my long fingers with the fake black painted nails stroked it. Bob moaned and closed his eyes. Cynthia started fingering her pussy, and I could see it was slick with her juices.

I went slow and easy at first, placing my lips around his head, making a tight seal. “Ohhh, she’s great Cynthia,” he said in a slow Texas drawl.

I worked my tongue like a paint brush around the head. No one taught me, I was working on pure instinct like I was born to do this all along. My mouth was very wet, and I slid my lips down the base of his cock, and I tasted a drop of pre cum come out of his cock. I loved the sweet/salty mix, even better than my own. I increased my speed, making a tight seal with my lips. He bucked his hips towards me, and we got into a good rhythm. My own cock was leaking, and I was about to burst. It’s now or never I thought. I didn’t want him to cum in my mouth – I wanted him to fill my boy pussy.

I suddenly came off him when I thought he was about to cum. “Hey, what’s going on here?” Bob asked, incredulous, his blue eyes bulging.

“I want you to cum baby, but I want you to fuck me hard in my ass,” I said in the sluttiest voice I could muster.

“Hey NOW you’re talking little lady. My God, you are such a slut.”

“Why thank you Bob.”

I took a cigarette from the open pack of Virginia Slims on the night table and lit one up. I stood up and with the newly lit cigarette dangling from my mouth, I undid the panty hose and let it drop to the floor with the girdle, exposing my G-String. I placed an ashtray on the head of the bed next to me and got on top quickly on all fours, facing the front, with my butt wiggling high in the air. Cynthia was looking at me like a fiend, fingering herself to the stars and moaning.

Bob got behind me and Cynthia called out, “Hey Bob, treat Lauren like a lady and go easy on her, it’s her first cock!”

“Well, why didn’t you say so? I’m pleased to do the honors.”

She threw him a tube of K-Y Jelly and he squeezed out a generous amount and wiped the cool jelly all over my taint, sticking his index finger inside my “bussy” and stretching the puckered skin. I moaned at the incredible feeling. He took the rest and rubbed it over his massive monster cock. Then, spreading my butt cheeks apart, he placed the tip of his cock on top of my cherry and guided the tip in slowly. The sharp pain of being stretched for the first time made me gasp and grab the bed sheet with one fist, while my right hand held the cigarette. I flicked the ashes and placed the cigarette in my mouth, taking a drag as he easily slid into me, exhaling out of my nose. Now both hands were braced against the sheets.

The smoke flowing over my auburn wig turned him on as he went deeper inside me. “Oh FUCK that’s so good Lauren. I never had a boy pussy this good before!”

He picked up speed, the searing pain tearing through me mixing in with the pleasure I felt. Soon it was all pleasure. So this is what a girl must feel like when she’s fucked like a rag doll, I thought.

He went faster and faster and soon I felt a ball of fire lighting up deep from inside me and I moved my cock outside of the front pouch of my thong, but I didn’t stroke it.

“MOTHER FUCKER I’M GONNA CUMMMMM!!!” he yelled out. This triggered Cynthia and she screamed out gibberish from her chair. Suddenly I felt a flood of warm, thick cum go all the way up my ass. I thought it would come out of my eyes it was such a big amount; and he spurted not once, but three times. It soon started leaking outside of my bussy down the sides of my thighs.

At that moment, he was still pounding away on me, and I felt that fire inside me explode and I shot out a huge load myself onto the bed sheets. It was the longest orgasm of my life and the most pleasurable by far – my first “sissygasm.” “Don’t stop Bob!” I pleaded.

Bob grunted, “Damn girl,” how much a’ ole Bob can you take?”

My answer was unintelligible, and I didn’t want him to stop. As long as that snake was hard, I wanted him to keep going. He kept going for at least five minutes more and he began to moan, and soon he shot another load into me, which triggered me again. But this time I was spent and so was big Bob. I let him slowly pull out of me, my bussy gripping his cock hard till the very end.

“Whewwweee! That sure was something there, Lauren.”

I was practically out of breath, and all I could say was, “Yeah, I needed to be fucked like that Bob.”

I looked at Cynthia and she was a disheveled mess, her hair flowing down the front of her face, and beads of sweat all over her forehead.

She told me, “Well now Lauren, I see that you really do have talent. You know I have plenty of work for you. In fact, I have lots of clients looking for transgender sluts. You’ll be flooded with money in no time girl!”

“Why thank you Cynthia. Thanks for helping me out!”

I never felt better or surer of myself in my life.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

I OWED MY NEW LIFE ALL TO CYNTHIA. My job? Career aspirations? I couldn’t have found anything better than to be with Cynthia, and entertain her best clients. They were all high class guys, and they treated me good, and I still had Cynthia. We became inseparable over the years, and one year out of college I decided on HRT. This way I was able to please Cynthia and also to . . . how shall I put it: “Develop my career.” I never dreamed that my transgender fantasies and crazy smoking fetish could lead to a life beyond my wildest imagination. Oh, almost forgot! – I painted Cynthia’s house and whenever something went wrong with the plumbing or her car, I was right there. You see, it wasn’t all sex . . .

❤️❤️❤️
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Witness protection was never this good.

Jaclyn Dicey
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Jake McPhee considered himself to be a lucky man. He didn’t win the lottery or Superbowl tickets, or a vast inheritance. No, he was lucky because he woke up today on the top side of the grass. Now if he could just keep that lucky streak going, he’d be okay. He recently finished testifying as the key witness in a Salvadoran drug cartel trial, and his testimony put the boss and his two top lieutenants away for life. It was a grisly, heinous murder case, and because it was a triple homicide and committed in broad daylight, it made the top of the news for the last two months. Jake was the last witness alive, the other three – not.

So now that the trial was over, the FBI promised to place him in their Witness Protection Program (thank you very much). Since Jake was twenty-one years old, and a senior in college, he had no attachments; no wife, girlfriend or family for that matter, having grown up in a Catholic orphanage since he was five. The day of the crime, Jake found himself in the wrong place at the wrong time.

“Look at it this way Jake. You’re gonna have to find a new career – civil engineering is out for you. Anything linking you to your past life is a liability. I don’t have to tell you what that gang is capable of. You know they’re gonna be looking for you, and it ain’t gonna be good enough just to relocate you. We’re gonna haveta’ get you a whole new identity.”

Jake was in a temporary FBI safe house in Upstate New York, with plainclothes federal marshals posted outside. The man that gave him this news was Special Agent Gordon Meade of the New York City FBI Field Office, a well-built middle aged man with a square chin and a buzz cut that said “Fed” all over him. An imposing figure with a “Desert Eagle” strapped to a holster over his chest, he had twenty five years’ experience in the Witness Protection part of the Bureau. The trial was over for a week, and Jake was still shaking.

“Yeah, I thought everybody in Witness Protection got a new identity.”

“Well, you’re not just getting a new identity, you’re getting a new identity,” Meade said, emphasizing the last two words, smiling.

“I don’t understand.”

“I figured you wouldn’t. Hang on a second Jake.”

Meade turned around from the dining room table chair he was sitting across from Jake in and called to the door: “Doug, could you come in here please?”

The door opened and a stocky guy in a blue FBI windbreaker came in holding an AR-15 rifle with a thirty round mag attached. The safety was ‘off.’ “Yes boss.”

“Have Carmella come in here please.”

“Okay,” Doug said, and left the room. In about one minute, a female agent, same blue windbreaker with a hip holster came into the room.

“Jake, meet Special Agent Carmella DeSoto. Carmella, meet Jake.”

“He’s a lot more handsome in person than on TV,” she said smiling.”

“Yeah, that might be a good thing,” Gordon said, smirking.

“Uh, I don’t get it,” Jake said, a bit confused.

Carmella sat herself on the table. She was thirty-four years old, been in the Bureau for eight years, and was a very experienced tactical agent, ex-military, and very familiar with Witness Protection. Not to mention, she was drop dead gorgeous, with long, auburn hair tied up in a bun, and sparkling green eyes, and a figure that looked like she was poured into her jeans. She leaned over to Jake, and underneath her tactical vest were what looked like very generous breasts. Something clicked with Carmella’s smile and Jake became very hard. He couldn’t remember the last time a woman had this effect on him, or the possibilities it presented.

“You’re not just getting a new identity Jake,” she said. “You’re getting a complete gender makeover.”

Jake swallowed hard at that news. “A WHAT??”

“Listen kid, this may be hard to take in, but those killers won’t be looking for a girl, they’ll be looking for YOU. Having you transition was my idea. In fact, the Director made this a whole new part of the program. You’re one of the first. It isn’t for everybody, but we think you’ll be good for the program. Now, we’re not talking about cutting off your balls or anything drastic like that, we’ll transition you with hormones,” Meade said. “But, if you prefer, we could also do the full surgical option. That will be up to you of course.”

Jake looked at Special Agent Meade, wide-eyed, swallowing hard. “I know kid. It’s a helluva thing to take in, but it’s the only way to save your life. Carmella happens to be the best in the business, so you’re in good hands, and you’ll be closely watched by medical and psych.”

Jake said nothing, mulling over the possibilities. His decision to accept the offer was motivated by fear of what would happen if the cartel ever got to him. Still, he was curious as to why they chose him for this. “No disrespect Sir, but why me? Why would I be ‘good for the program?’” Jake new perfectly well why they wanted him, but he was curious to see what they knew.

Carmella and Gordon smiled at each other and then Carmella spoke. “Jake, we’ve uh, the Bureau that is, took the liberty of looking through your computer and we know all about your online browsing history – the smoking fetish, crossdressing, and transgender websites you’ve been visiting. So . . .” she was tapping her fingers on the table where Jake sat and smiling. He turned a beet red. They had his dirty little secrets busted and out in the open.

“Come on now Jake. There’s no use in hiding it like we said. Don’t be embarrassed, please. Being embarrassed could get you killed. Remember those pictures we showed you of the other three witnesses who weren’t as lucky as you? At least you lived to testify, and now we want you to live in Witness Protection.”

“We have a good place to relocate you to when this is finished – in the middle of nowhere. Those guys will never find you.”

“Oh, Gordon said. There is some surgery involved. We’re gonna’ have a doc do plastic surgery on your face and . . . uh, chest, neck and hips,” he said, a little embarrassed and feeling a bit sorry for Jake.

“Really Jake, I’ve seen the results. It’s amazing what these docs can do,” Carmella said, trying to be reassuring.

“Jake??” Jake was sitting silently – his eyes wide open.

“Please forgive me while I process this. My head is exploding.”

Meade and Carmella were looking at each other. Carmella said, “Relax Gordon. This is a mild reaction. I’ve seen some of them puke!”

“Can I step out for a minute?” Jake asked.

“Sure, take your time, but don’t go outside. We swept the area for snipers, but you can’t be one hundred per cent certain,” Gordon said with an ashen face that spoke volumes. He couldn’t step out even if he wanted to. Doug and another agent were standing by the door, so Jake took a walk down the hallway of the expansive log cabin overlooking Lake Champlain and went into a sitting room with books along the wall and a fireplace. He let himself drop into a cushioned arm chair and thought.

“Don’t stand by any windows kid!” Doug called after him.

Fuck! He said to himself. My life is over. Maybe I’m better off letting the cartel kill me. Transition??? I’m not gay. I just like going on those websites! It’s harmless. Why do I have to go through with this? Why can’t a disguise work? How about plastic surgery to work on my face without all the feminizing stuff? I’ll have to ask them. And how long is this “process” going to take? Am I suddenly going to get horny . . . for guys??? I don’t even have any family to talk this whole thing over with. I’m an orphan. I got nobody. Why couldn’t I have called in sick at school that day of the murder?

Jake sat mulling all this over with his head in his hands. If the cartel wanted him dead, he was sure it wouldn’t be a pleasant “good night.” Earlier, the Feds showed him photos of the other three witnesses the cartel managed to get to. One of them was shot in the back of the head, and a dead canary was in the guy’s mouth! The thought of that gave him the shivers. Okay, okay, he thought. Fuck, I’ll do it. Better be a living tranny than a dead straight guy with no friends or family anyway. He took a deep breath and walked back into the conference room with Meade and Carmella.

“So Jake,” Carmella asked, “what have you decided?”

He sucked in a deep breath. Still, he had to give the alternative one last shot. “Why . . . transition? I mean, why can’t I just get my face done and a new identity?”

“Because these guys are smart Jake. But they’ll never think to look for a woman, and they’ll never look for you where we’ll put you. Consider yourself lucky.”

“Yeah, I feel really lucky,” Jake answered sarcastically.

“Listen to me kid,” Gordon said. “Our job is to keep you alive, and trust me, this is the best way to do it. Just like we have sophisticated ways of hiding people now, the bad guys have sophisticated ways of finding people. This is the best hope of keeping you alive.” Jake got the impression that Gordon wanted this to be over with quickly, like he was keeping him from more important things.

“So, I’m turning you over to Carmella and her team now, and for the whole process – for the foreseeable future, we’ll always maintain overwatch on you. That means even five years from now, or twenty, you’ll always have us hovering nearby to protect you, okay? Now I’m needed back in the city, but I’ll be up again soon. Any other questions Jake, ask Carmella. You belong to her now.” And just like that, Gordon stood up and left the building.

“Agent Meade?” Jake said. “I’ll . . . I’ll do it.”

“Smart young man, er., woman. You know what I mean – smart choice Jake,” he said with a big smile like a used car salesman who sold a lemon to some idiot. “I’ll see you soon.”

“Sure, see you.”

This might not be so bad after all, Jake thought. He knew he would be spending a lot of time with Carmella. Number one, she was several years older than him; he guessed she was in her mid-thirties, and number two, he really liked her. Perhaps under different circumstances, he might have even liked to be in relationship with her. I mean, she’s absolutely hands-down gorgeous, he thought. Of all the times to be feminized! Shit. But she was going to keep me alive. That had to be worth something.

“Okay Jake, it’s time for us to go,” she said. “We’re going to another safe cabin that’s owned by the federal government nearby. It’s going to be our new home for the next several months,” she said. “I took the liberty of buying you some clothes – women’s clothing that should fit you. I’m going to teach you how to speak, eat, walk, and act just like a young woman your age. You’re also going to have some surgery on your vocal cords that will give a higher feminine pitch to your voice. But that won’t be until you’ve become adept at the things I just mentioned. In the meantime,” she said reaching into a brown backpack, “You should start taking these now.”

“What are they?” he asked looking at a yellow and white pill in in her hand.

“They’re female hormones. They will prepare your body for the ‘changes’ you’ll undergo. A medical doctor, a Dr. Trigg, will constantly supervise you, so there’s no danger here, okay?”

Carmella was very reassuring, and Jake felt better right away. He hoped that his dick was still able to get hard when he was in Carmella’s presence. It would be a damn shame to let that go to waste, he thought. She gave him a bottled water and he took the medications. Carmella noted the time and date in a notebook she carried.

The drive wasn’t far, and the cabin looked like the one they had just come from. There were several unmarked cars nearby that screamed “FED” parked along the side of the road leading up to the house. There was a “landscaper” doing work on the front, and the radio that Carmella carried crackled with static, and voices started talking when they pulled up in the gravel driveway. Carmella keyed the handset twice. Overhead an FBI drone hovered.

As Carmella shut the engine of the Chevy off, she turned to him, and nodded her head to the Bureau personnel walking around the perimeter. “Think of this as a CIA Black Site, Jake, but only we’re FBI. The difference is there’s no waterboarding here.”

This was it, Jake thought. Now there’s no going back. The pills were in his system, and he was to be locked up in this cabin with a gorgeous woman for an indeterminate amount of time. Things could always be worse, Jake thought; shivering at the memory of the picture of one of the other unlucky witnesses missing his head.

❤️❤️❤️
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That first day was a “transition day,” not in a sexual sense, but in a general sense. A day to observe and settle into the surroundings. It wasn’t bad. There was a government WIFI setup, and Jake assumed correctly that all the Internet traffic would be monitored. He had to surrender his cell phone for a burner, and Carmella used one too. Can’t be too careful. It just reminded him of the seriousness of the situation. There was also a large den with a fireplace, well-stocked book shelves, a large screen TV, an ornate chess set on an oak table, a basement with a gym and a pool – for his physical conditioning, and a large bedroom on the second floor which belonged to him. Attached to that was a private bathroom with full bath and a vanity full of all kinds of makeup and beauty supplies which Carmella would work on him with.

Who knows? Jake thought. It might be fun. Better to have a positive outlook on things anyway. Besides, what choice did he have? Jake was seated in the modern kitchen while Carmella took the large backpack upstairs. When she came down, she smiled at him, and took a seat opposite him at the table. There was something quite different about her.

“Now Jake, this is all very professional.”

“What is?” He asked, curious. He was moving his legs together because his very hard cock had some new fuel to work with. Carmella changed upstairs into a very short black skirt with a high slit up the side, and a yellow camisole with a plunging neckline. Without her vest on the full extent of her magnificent cleavage became apparent, and her hair was now freely flowing down her front.

“This program has some parameters for our candidates. We have to make sure that there is something to work with. In other words, you have to have some sort of innate sexuality for us to work with in order for this transition to take place.” She never once broke her smile and glanced down at his lap and her eyes lingered on his cock which was now tenting up through his jeans.

Jake cleared his throat. “So you’re supposed to give me like a preliminary ‘assessment?’”

“Bingo! I knew you were a smart boy Jake,” she said with a lusting gaze into his eyes. “So Jake, I assume that you’re a virgin?”

He was surprised by the question, and it made his cock quiver, but she was also right. “Yes I am,” he said, his eyes downcast. Carmella lifted his chin up with her long-nailed, red-painted fingertips.

“Don’t worry about it. It’s only temporary,” she said smiling, reaching into her black leather over the shoulder bag and pulling out a pack of long, all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes. She placed one in the corner of her mouth and lit it up slowly with a silver butane lighter, not taking her eyes off Jake. For a long time, at least since his teenage years, Jake had had a very strong smoking fetish for attractive women who smoked those “girly” cigarettes. He often went to online sites that pictured seductive looking women smokers and jerked off quite frequently to them. Carmella was a quick study, and she laughed and huffed out a stream of blue smoke which covered Jake’s face. She was wearing cherry red lipstick, and Jake noticed how it covered the end of the long white filter, and how she held the cigarette high up between her index and middle fingers.

“Jake, I never met a man with a smoking fetish before. I’ve read about them, even took a fetish course in one of my FBI training modules. One guy was a serial killer, but I doubt you fall into that category,” she said laughing. “Anyway, he had a foot fetish, and still had shoe catalogs delivered to his cell on death row. Can you imagine that?” she was laughing.

Embarrassed, Jake admitted the truth. “Yeah, I guess that smoking is and has been a turn on for me.”

“Well that’s good then. We can use that to aid your transition – turning you into a real reeky smoky cum-slut. Wouldn’t you like that?” Her eyes took on a new look of pure excitement.

“Yes, yes I would,” Jake said, having an “out-of-body” experience. He had never been with a woman who indulged him in this fantasy of his, which until now, he never really understood. But Carmella got it, and that was good enough for him.

She took a cheek hollowing drag, and then did a snap French inhale. Jake was like a hungry dog eyeing a treat. Just to add insult to injury, Carmella placed her fingertips on Jake’s bulge and began to rub it, cigarette dangling out the corner of her mouth. Jake spread his legs apart to accommodate her. She unfastened the buckle of his belt and undid the snap of his jeans, then slowly pulled down his zipper until only his boxers remained.

Carmella stood up and faced him. She shook her head until her auburn hair was freely flowing down her face. Then she placed the filter between the strands of her hair, took a drag and blew the smoke out, the blue cloud covering her hair. She sat on Jake’s lap, facing him, and tugged his jeans down until they fell below his knees. She took some of her hair and curled it between her fingers and placed it underneath Jake’s nose. He inhaled it, and the scents of strawberry shampoo and smoke mixed together in a fiendishly tempting and erotic mix that caused pre cum to leak out of his slit and form a wet spot on his boxers.

Carmella saw it, and smiling, she placed a fingertip underneath his boxers, and touched the wet tip of his cock, and slowly placed her fingertip in her mouth, exaggerating and licking her finger, eyes looking straight into Jake’s. Now she began stroking his cock with her hand and curled her fingers around his girth.

“Oh my, Jake. Your cock is so HUGE I don’t think I can grasp this thing!” she said in mock astonishment. Jake laughed.

Carmella pulled Jakes’s boxers down until they fell on top of his jeans on top of his ankles and his cock bounced up like a charged electric wire. She got on her knees and whispered her smoky breath close to his mouth. “I’m a very horny, smoky cum slut, and soon you will be too.”

The words stuck with Jake and slowly the whole idea of this transition thing began to appeal to him. What a change from the horrible three weeks of the trial and worry about the aftermath of it. Now she slowly placed her head close to Jake’s cock, her silky hair tickling the tops of his legs. She moved her head back and forth and then he felt her warm, moist lips on the tip of his cock, her tongue sticking out and moving around his head like a paint brush, driving him totally crazy.

Not missing a beat, Carmella now committed fully to her mission – J. Edgar would have been proud. She attempted to place his whole cock in her mouth, but only got as far as the bottom third. He was least seven inches long and thick. She used her tongue skillfully ticking the soft tuft of skin on his underside.

With her lips forming a tight seal around his shaft, she moved up and down him, driving him to the brink of insanity. This was his first blowjob as well. He could hear her sucking and slurping and she made a rhythm. Jake bucked his lap up to meet her and she almost gagged on his length.

Faster and faster Carmella went, until finally Jake felt that ball of coming orgasm explode, and he shot a tremendous load of thick, creamy cum into the back of Carmella’s throat. She took it all in stride. He shot out at least three loads. It was too much for her, and as she looked up at him with half-closed eyes, he saw some cum dribbling down the sides of her mouth. That picture would stay with him forever.

She wasted no time, her mouth cleaning all the cum off of his cock, and with dripping lips, lifted her head up and kissed him, giving him for the first time, a taste of his own jizz. He used his tongue and licked it all off her face.

“Umm,” she said. “You taste so good Jake. I could have your cock as a steady diet for a long time to come.”

“I suppose you will,” he said, thinking of the next several months ahead. Things could be worse. What was so bad about being in lockdown with such a beautiful woman? Then the thought of the transition hit him. Will he still enjoy Carmella or any other girl for that matter after this is done? But that thinking was still a long way off.

“Now Jake, we’ll eat something and then go upstairs. There are some things I have to show you.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Though the kitchen was fully equipped and the refrigerator well stocked, Carmella had one of the agents outside bring in some takeout for them. That was one of the perks of the program he thought. They ate quickly and she led him by the hand up to his bedroom. The bed was a large kingside – big enough for two.

“Now tomorrow, we’ll begin by teaching you how to walk and act feminine Jake. Something tells me that you’ll like that. Tonight, well . . . tonight,” she said, moving in closer to him, “I’m going to make you feel truly comfortable. I have to get off too you know. I’m a very horny woman Jake, and that magnificent cock is calling to me tonight.” And with that she kissed him very hard and long, and he threw his arms around her, and they embraced tightly. He nuzzled her neck and took in all the delightful scents of her. All the while, she was rubbing his bare cock with her hand, and he was as hard as a fireplace poker immediately. She took off his t-shirt and threw it on the floor next to the bed on top of his jeans and boxers.

Carmella stripped down to her red laced bra and matching G-String. She was wet, sopping as a matter of fact, and he could see the stain of an aroused pussy through the material.

“Now lie down on the bed. I want you to eat me out Jake. Another first, I assume.”

“Yes, “ he said in a shy voice. He was still in a state of disbelief as to what was happening.

Smiling at Jake, she hooked her thumb underneath her G-String and slowly pulled it down, walking closer to him. He saw beads of moisture on her hair and inside her folds. She was leaking juice down her thighs and breathing hard.

Jake was sitting on the edge of the bed, and she touched her pussy to his lips. He got the full scent for the first time in his life of a woman in heat. He used his tongue instinctually, licking and kissing her folds, her clit, and even sticking his tongue inside her. She moaned and squirted on her face.

“I need you inside me Jake,” she said in a faraway voice.

It was another arousal signal to him, and she grabbed his cock once more and began pumping it with her hand. She backed away leaving him to think what a fucking tease she is!

“Just relax Jake. I’m gonna blow your mind.” Carmella took out her pack of Virginia Slims and lit one up, posing and smoking in front of him, wearing only her bra, and making him totally nuts. Involuntarily, his hand began stroking his cock and she pulled it away quickly, shouting, “NO CHEATING JAKE! You have to trust me okay?”

“Okay Carmella, anything you say.” What the hell was going on he wondered?

“Good, that’s better. Uh! I can’t take this anymore – now spread your legs.”

She faced him, her cigarette dangling from her lips, and stood over his lap, going down slowly and using her hand to guide his cock right into her pussy. He slid in easily and he went inside her, Carmella bending her knees just enough to let the tip of his cock enter her. She was grinning at him, as though she was privy to an evil and seductive secret.

“Oh my God . . .” said Jake. “This is absolutely wonderful Carmella.”

She just chuckled and continued, going faster and faster up and down him, his huge cock finding its way all the way inside her until it was swallowed up. She lingered with him inside her and she stirred her body around and around his stiff rod.

He lifted his ass up off the bed and met her thrusting, and they were locked in a smooth, sensual rhythm. So soon after he came inside her mouth, he was ready again, and this time he shot out an even bigger load of  cum, surrounded by the warmth of a pussy in heat. The release lasted a full minute without her slowing down at all.

She went faster and faster and he must have triggered something because she arched her back, taking a quick drag, and with her cigarette in hand, she moaned loudly and squirted all over his cock. Her juices coated his thighs, and she kept going. Jake was still hard, and he was at the point once again where he came a second time, filling her insides. He could feel her pussy contracting around his cock.

She slowed down her pace, and came off him, lowering herself on his soaking thighs, and kissed him hard on the mouth, her tongue entering his mouth and twirling around his. She whispered to him, her smoky breath keeping him hard. “Did you like that Jake? You almost fractured something inside me,” she laughed, her arms around his shoulders.

“Yes, I don’t know what to say. You’re fantastic Carmella.”

“There’s lots more where that came from,” she said reassuringly.

So far, thought Jake, witness protection was pretty good.
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Four weeks went by in a blur of incredible sex, but something was changing. Carmella gave him lessons in speaking in a feminine voice, and walking, and she taught him to wear heels which was no small feat since Jake didn’t have very strong calves to begin with. But Carmella was persistent, and Jake wanted to be a success and please her. Then one day she introduced him to female clothing, starting of course, with lingerie. Only four weeks ago, he would have done so with much reservation, but now, he was eager, and when he slipped on his first satin thong, he found himself strangely eager, titillated, and even enjoyed it. She took him into the bath and shaved his legs, chest and even around his cock and balls, which appeared to him to be growing smaller. Even his facial hair which still needed to be shaved was markedly lessened.

He was at the point where he wondered how could he even have liked dressing as a male. Then he remembered the pills. They were beginning to have an effect. His breasts became more pronounced, and his nipples were very visible sticking up through the t-shirts he still wore. His hair was thicker, and Carmella allowed him to grow it longer. He also had more fat around his thighs.

She also made sure he exercised regularly in the pool and the gym downstairs. A transformation was taking place, and he marveled at the fact that he was okay with it. But something else was happening to his libido. He enjoyed the sex he was having with Carmella, but he wanted more. He couldn’t understand it exactly, but when the G-String strap nestled itself between his butt cheeks, he felt his asshole tingle. It was if it had a mind of its own and demanded fulfillment.

He discussed this with her and all his feelings and new observations about his changes went into her ever present federal notebook. He wondered if they kept records on every man who went into witness protection and transitioned.

Jake was having dreams about dressing up as a woman. He fantasized during the daytime about not just being a woman, but becoming a real SLUT. He envied Carmella her clothing, thinking about his own. There were magazines from fashion houses laying around the cabin – Carmella made sure of that. Jake was encouraged to watch his online fetish videos. He wanted things like fishnet stockings, sheer nylon pantyhose, one-piece satin dresses; short ones with low cut necklines.

He was proud of his emerging cleavage, and Carmella even felt it was time to put on a bra every day. She had makeup sessions with him and the sluttier he looked, the better. She went heavy on the mascara, and blue eyeshadow became his favorite. He experimented with wigs; deep auburn to match Carmella was his favorite. He liked them long, and planned to grow his hair as long it could grow. Perhaps he would look so good he thought, he might not even need a wig. However, Carmella cautioned him not to try to look like a female version of himself because of the whole “recognition thing” by the cartel which was always in the back of the minds of not just Jake, but of the special agents who protected him.

Still, he was rapidly growing even beyond the control of Carmella and coming into his own as a real transgender woman. He kept pictures of famous transgender celebrities around that he found to be exotic and appealing. His smoking fetish was also getting stronger each day.

One evening, he and Carmella took a break from his training and were in the expansive den watching TV and Carmella lit up a Virginia Slim, and just like a teenage slut asking her mother for a cigarette for the first time, that’s what Jake did.

That was one of his fantasies – a MILF mother who let her slutty teenage daughter smoke for the first time. So when he asked Carmella for one, she was pleased, and said, “I wondered when that little ‘fehteesh’ of yours was going to really come out.” 

Jake was dressed as a slut with a short leather skirt, long auburn wig, and lots of slutty makeup. He took to it with a hunger, and strangely, his ass started to tingle and he actually . . . wanted cock. Damn it, he thought. I’m really going all the way! I want to be fucked, and fucked good. But how? Carmella had a pussy. She saw him stirring on the couch, smoking like a girl, and had a feeling she knew what he wanted. She thought to herself: Well, I can’t let the poor dear suffer, now can I? So she asked Jake. “Jake, would you like to be fucked by a cock up your boy pussy??” He’d seen enough videos to know what she meant. “Are you dying for it?”

No use pretending, so he answered truthfully. “Yes Carmella, please???” But he was curios now about what she would do.

“Come upstairs Jake. Oh! Before we do, we’ll have to give you your girl’s name; one that will stick with you and become your new female identity. Do you have any favorites?”

“As a matter of fact I do,” he said, very confidently. “I like ‘Vicki.’ How about that?”

“Humm, ‘Vicki . . . Vicki.’ Okay dear, that sounds good. I like it. It has a nice ring to it. Then from now on, Vicki you shall be, and we’ll refer to you in the feminine – ‘she,’ and ‘her.’ Are you happy, ‘Vicki?’”

“Yes, VERY!”

“Then come on, let’s not waste any time. We can’t keep your “bussy” waiting, now can we?” Special Agent Carmella asked. “Now, up you go.”
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Once upstairs, Carmella told him “Vicki, take off your very sexy leather skirt and open your cotton blouse, but leave it on. We’ll pretend you’re getting pounded in a backroom of a bar, or in some guy’s apartment. Leave your G-String on, and get on the bed on your knees girl.”

Vicki was eager and did just as Carmella instructed “her.”

“Oh, I almost forgot dear, have a cigarette.” So Carmella opened her bag and took out the pack and placed it on the night table next to Vicki’s bed. Then Carmella went over to Vicki’s walk-in closet and took down a box which Vicki saw, but never opened. She didn’t have the inclination to do so because everything that Carmella supplied up until now came from her private stash.

Carmella opened the box on the bed and pulled out a giant, flesh-colored dildo, which had a “hook” on the back, which was meant for the wearer who had a pussy, to get some action of her own. She attached it to the belt and looked like she had a stiff cock of her own. It was pretty wide – no training dildos for this girl. This was a “professional” one.

She saw Vicki staring it with some amount of apprehension. “Now don’t worry dear. I’ll go easy on you, but your desire for this in your bussy will be greater than any discomfort you might feel, okay?” Also inside the box was a tube of K-Y Jelly which Carmella placed all over the silicone contraption, and then took a hefty amount and spread it all over Vicki’s taint. She massaged it in good and also stuck her index finger inside Vicki’s bussy for good measure. It felt wonderful. Vicki squealed just like a horny slut.

“Good, good,” Carmella said. She wasted no time and spread Vicki’s butt cheeks apart and placed the tip of the now slick dildo right up against his bussy. He moaned as just the tip was inserted. Carmella also moaned as she leaned into the “cock” portion of it.

“Stick with me baby,” she said, as she went in farther, causing Vicki to gasp with sudden pain and grab the sheets of her  bed in pain. “Now I don’t want you touching your little boy clitty, okay? You’ll see some magic happen soon, I promise; and it will feel sooo good!” He trusted her completely.

She was now thrusting slowly, but went in all the way, breaking Vicki’s “cherry.” After some thrusting and rocking back and forth, Carmella was moaning unintelligible sounds and Vicki’s pain soon became pleasure and the dildo inside her became the most urgent thing in the world – she needed to be fucked and hard.

“How’re you doing honey,” Carmella gasped.

“Great,” Vicki said. “Please Carmella, whatever you do, don’t stop,” she said as she took a drag, the cherry colored lipstick on the white filter making Vicki delirious. All the pleasurable sensations melded into one as Vicki felt a strange feeling welling up deep inside her. Her cock was hard as a rock and leaking out pre cum. Carmella hit the “p-spot,” which was the way to get Vicki to cum. She knew what she was doing. What happened next threw Vicki over the edge – Carmella stiffened, cried out, and squirted all over the dildo and the juice from her pussy leaked all over her thighs and onto the bed sheets.

This triggered Vicki, and Vicki’s cock shot out a tremendous load on top of the bed sheets, not once, but three large loads. It was the most intense orgasm she ever had.” Of course she would fuck Carmella as a girl, but Vicki grew to love this the best, and soon she began dreaming of a real cock to take up her ass.

“Well that was something, huh,” Carmella said breathlessly as she came out of Vicki.”

“Yes it was. It was . . . just amazing. I’ve never had anything like this before. I want it again and again, but can I tell you something Carm?”

“Sure angel, anything.”

“I want a real guy’s cock up my bussy, and I desperately want to suck a real cock. Is that even possible here?”

Carmella lit up a cigarette and gave one to Vicki too. After sex it was the best. Now Vicki felt that she arrived at being a real cum-slut. “Why yes Vicki, I think it is possible. I think we can find some real hunk of a guy with a big cock to satisfy you. The bigger the better, especially because of those pills you’re on.”

Vicki gasped with anticipation. “Oh God! I’m going out of my mind just imagining it.”
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Carmella felt bad for the next few days because all Vicki could talk about was getting pounded by a real guy with a huge cock. She thought to herself that she didn’t just turn Vicki into a transgender woman, she had created a “monster.” She couldn’t take those pouty looks anymore, her loss of appetite for food, and the constant badgering. So towards the end of the week during her daily assessment with the “transition team,” Carmella pulled Gordon aside.

“Listen Gordon, I have to do something about Vicki.”

“What about Vicki? I thought you said she was doing fine, and she would be ready for surgery in another six months?”

“That’s all true. She’s become a very slutty, cum-slut whore, but here’s the problem – she’s not happy with the dildo. She wants a real cock to pound her sissy ass badly, and I don’t know where we can find anyone like that – anyone that would be willing to fuck a transgender woman.”

“Humm,” Gordon said, pacing the room, his hand under his chin. “Okay, okay Carmella. Give me till the end of the day, and I’ll find someone. In fact I think I may have someone.”

“Who are you thinking of??” Carmella asked, really curious who her boss had in mind.

Gordon took a deep breath and turning away from Carmella, started shaking his head and smiled, speaking out loud to himself. “That’s it! That’s it”

“What Gordon? What is it?”

He quickly turned to her – newly enlightened and said one word: “Jeff.”

“Jeff?” Carmella said confused. “Which Jeff? Is he here now? Someone back at the field office? Who?”

“You remember him Carmella. How could you not? He’s one of the overwatch snipers. The guy is six foot five, has a six pack, and arms of freakin’ Superman. We got him from the Navy Seal Teams two years ago.”

Suddenly, Carmella’s eyes opened wide in recognition, her brows registering surprise. “OH SHIT YEAH GORDON! The guy’s massive. Hell, if it wasn’t against protocol, I’d fuck him myself, and I know some of the female agents feel the same way.”

Gordon looked at her sternly, Carmella realizing she may have crossed a line with her last statement. “I mean, you know, girl talk Gordon. But how do we know he’d go for a transgender woman?”

“I don’t know Carmella. I’ll have to ask him; motivate him. You know, ‘take one for the team,’ rah rah, that kind of thing.”

“Okay Gordon. If you think you can pull this off, then kudos to you. It will really help Vicki with her full transition into this new lifestyle – and . . . keep her alive.”

“I’ll get back to you later today. Meanwhile, give Ms. Vicki a larger banana to play with,” Gordon said, rolling his eyes. “I should take a desk job already. I’m getting too old for this shit,” he muttered under his breath as he left Carmella in the room.

***

CARMELLA FOUND VICKI UPSTAIRS walking around with a butt plug inside of her. That was her new thing now – having it as a constant companion to keep her bussy stretched and ready for anything new to come along.

“I think you’re going to be happy with what I’m going to tell you Vicki,” Carmella said.

“What is it Carm?” Vicki said, in a faraway voice, squatting, and moving obviously to increase the pressure inside of her.

“I think Gordon found a real cock for you – and if it’s what I think it is, it’s going to be a BIG ONE!”

Vicki stopped pacing, her eyes opening wide, and turned quickly to Carmella and said, “Really!? Wow! That’s great – who is it?”

“No one you know dear,” Carmella said. “But if it’s who Gordon said it is, you won’t be disappointed – he’s a former NAVY SEAL, and he’s one of our protection snipers here on the detail.”

“Oooh, sounds good. Do you think he’ll fuck me??” Vicki said, her eyes suddenly wide with desire.

“We’ll know later from Gordon.”

By the end of the day, after the shifts of the protection detail changed and before Gordon went home he came to Vicki and Carmella’s cabin.

“Hi Gordon,” Carmella said, welcoming Gordon.

“Where is she?” Gordon asked.

“She’s upstairs, I’ll call her down,” Carmella said, giving Gordon a cold beer to nurse along as she went upstairs to bring Vicki down.

After some discussion, Vicki ran downstairs, with Carmella trying to catch up. Vicki stood in front of Gordon, looking at him excitedly.

“Wow,” Gordon said. “She looks better every day. After the surgery, God Himself won’t recognize her.”

“That’s the idea, right Gordon.”

He laughed. “Yes, it certainly is. My compliments Carmella. She looks like such a slut! Good job!”

Then, turning to Vicki, he said, “Carmella told you I may have someone to ease your cravings Vicki . . . the suffering of your ‘boy twat’ is over.”

“Really Gordon? When do I meet him?”

“How about tonight? He gets off duty tonight about eight o’clock.”

“Is it the Navy Seal? The sniper with the big cock??”

Gordon laughed. “Well, I don’t know about the cock, but he’s a very big-muscled strong guy, and yes, an ex-Navy Seal.”

Vicki gasped. “I can hardly wait. How do I look Carm?”

“Perfect. I just need to touch up your makeup a bit. You’ll look like such a slut; the Pope himself will want to fuck you!”

“Okay ladies,” Gordon said laughing. “I think it’s time for me to go. Jeff will be here about eight thirty.”

“She’ll be ready Gordon.”

“Good. Lemme know tomorrow how it goes.”

“We will. Good night Gordon,” Carmella said.

“Night Gordon, and thank you,” Vicki said.

Gordon left and Vicki turned to Carmella. “I hope his cock is as big as he is tall!” Carmella showed Vicki his personnel file with a photo. He had short brown hair and muscles that looked like they were sculpted in a studio.

“You’ll know soon enough Vick,” Carmella said, smiling.

Upstairs in Vicki’s bathroom, Carmella put the finishing touches on Vicki in preparation for her date later that night. “There, you look perfect! I put the mascara on extra heavy.”

Vicki was dressed in a green satin one-piece short dress with a plunging neckline. Her figure was perfect – the weeks of working out in the gym and the pool paid off. She was only wearing a bright red satin G-String with a laced top, and a laced bra.

“You know something Carm – I like the term ‘shemale’ much better than ‘transgender woman.’ I’ve been doing a lot of looking online, and some of the girls in my websites I go to love the term better too.”

“That’s fine Vicki. It’s almost eight o’clock. Let’s go downstairs and wait.”

Vicki was ready, all right. She was hard as a poker from the fireplace, and she had a bit of pre cum dripping out into the G-String. Her girl-cock was throbbing.
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At precisely eight o’clock, the doorbell rang. Carmella dashed over to the console of open laptops on the dining room table, and saw the tall ex-Seal standing in front of the door.

Carmella would stay in the background all night. While Vicki and her had become extremely close – lovers even, this was still after all, a mission to be carried out. Tonight was just another phase of it.

Carmella gave Vicki a kiss on the lips and said, “I’ll just let him in and make myself scarce, while you two ‘do your thing.’ Good luck honey. I’m sure you’ll be satisfied.”

Vicki hugged her. “I can’t thank you enough Carm.”

Carmella laughed. “I can feel your cock standing at attention! Now let me let this hunk of testosterone in.”

Jeff walked in, and had to bend his head to get his six foot five frame into the doorway.

Vicki stared up, not quite believing how tall this guy was, and her excitement went right down to her girl-cock, which got so hard, her blood supply was almost cut off.

“Uh, Jeff?”

“The one and only,” the chiseled super hero mouth replied.

“Hi, I’m Vicki,” she said, all nerves.

“Yes I know,” he said, his piercing, blue sniper’s eyes taking all of her in – his lust apparent.

“So, I’ve heard you have a little bit of desire. Now how can I help you?” he said with a lascivious smile.

“Uh, well, I’m usually not this forward with a guy . . .”

“Your first guy, I’m assuming,” he said. “It’s okay, I know all about your situation. Depending on how things go tonight, I’ll be accompanying you to your new house when your transition is over.”

“Really??” Vicki squeaked out in amazement.

“Yes, is there a problem?” Jeff asked sarcastically.

“No, not at all. I’m just really hopeful that’s the case.”

“Well, I haven’t had a good solid fucking in a long time, to tell you the truth, and you look like just the girl for me,” the hunk said. “You know there’s only so much jerking off a guy like me can do to get all of my spunk out.”

So blunt and to the point he was.

“Well, then I guess there’s only one thing to do.” Vicki said, her inhibitions gone, and grabbed for the steel girder that passed for an arm.

Getting weak in the knees, she almost collapsed when they started out for the stairway. Without saying a word, Jeff picked her up effortlessly. “Why don’t we just do this the ‘cave man’ way?”

Vicki swallowed hard. “Okay then, let’s go.”

Jeff laughed smugly and before she knew it, they were up the stairs.

Very unceremoniously, Jeff threw her on the bed like a rag doll. “Umm, I love your dress,” he said.

“Thank you. Uh Jeff would you mind if I lit a cigarette? I’m a little nervous. It helps me fuck better and it’s somewhat of a turn on for me.”

“Not at all. I love watching a sexy cum-slut who chases after cock smoke. It’s a turn on for me too,” he said grinning.

Oh thank God, Vicki said to herself. Vicki grabbed for her bag on the carpet next to the side of the bed and with her hands shaking she pulled out a long Virginia Slims 120 Menthol. She took out her silver butane lighter, and before she could flick it to life Jeff grabbed it out if her hand and lit it up for her.

“Oh, thank you,” she said, as she did a very seductive French inhale, looking at Jeff in the eyes. The cigarette acted as a necessary prop for her and made her bussy tingle as the back strap of the G-String massaged her.

Vicki placed the ashtray from the night stand closer to her as she got on all fours on the bed. But before she could get in place, Jeff turned her around and kissed her deeply on the mouth as smoke drifted out of her nose. “Umm,” he said, his mouth planted on hers. “I love it, sooo sexy.”

“Yes, so do I,” she said. “May I please suck on your cock?”

“I was waiting for you to say that” Jeff said, an evil, lustful glimmer in his eyes.

Jeff got on top of the bed on his back and loosened the belt of his black combat fatigues and pulled them down to his knees. Vicki straddled him, the cigarette dangling out the corner of her mouth. She pushed her hair to the back, and grabbed hold of his cock through his boxers, making Jeff groan.

“Oh my,” she said. “So thick and so BIG! I don’t know if this will even fit in my mouth,” she said, taking a quick drag and blowing smoke into his face.

Vicki quickly, and with an air of pure desperation, pulled his boxers down on top of his pants, and Jeff’s snake sprang to life, standing upright. It had to be at least eight inches long – just about the same size as her fourth dildo. That’s how many she had gone through in her training so far; each one bigger than the one before.

Her mouth was nice and wet – she was salivating over what was just beneath her head, and gently, she placed her moist, gloss-covered lips on top of it. She kissed the head of his cock and placed her lips over it, making a tight seal, her tongue moving slowly around it, like a paint brush. She tasted a bit of his salty pre cum, and began rubbing herself on his bare thigh, just like a desperate slut rubbing her clit.

She slid her mouth all the way down his shaft as far as it would go, stopping just short of the end, almost gagging on the girth. It was so big that her lips easily made a seal around it. Her silky auburn hair – natural hair, fell over his tummy, adding to the erotic sensations that were running through him.

“Girl, you are the best . . .” he said trailing off, his eyes almost closed.

His moaning and breathing were becoming staggered, and Vicki suddenly came off him, saying, “That’s enough Jeff.”

He looked at her bewildered, his strong eyes taking on a puppy dog expression. “What do you mean ‘that’s enough?’”

“I want you to fuck my brains out and ram me very hard,” she said.

“Oh yeah! Now that’s what I’m talking about babe – let’s go!”

They flipped over and Vicki crushed out her cigarette after talking a last drag.

She reached into her night stand and just underneath her collection of dildos was a half-spent tube of K-Y Jelly. She handed him the tube and got into position, sticking her butt high in the air. He pushed aside the G-String to the side of her left butt cheek and squeezed a generous glob into his hand. He rubbed the cool jelly into her crack, all the way down to her balls. Just for good measure, he stuck his finger into her bussy, spreading it around in a nice circle, stretching the skin, making Vicki moan with pure delight.

Then he rubbed some more of the jelly over his stiff, wet cock. He lined himself up perfectly with her bussy and placed the tip against her greedy asshole. She was tingling all over with anticipation and gasped as he entered her. My God he is soo big she thought to herself.

He asked rhetorically, “Am I big enough for you honey?”

“Oh God yes!” she said, a thousand miles into space.

He pushed in farther, her bussy, used to this, taking him all the way in. She squeezed her muscles in tighter, getting the full feel of it inside her. “Umm,” she moaned over and over again.

He got into a fast, steady rhythm, and she bucked herself against his thrusts. Faster and faster he went. Vicki allowed herself the pleasure of stroking her girl-cock as he did so.

Jeff gasped and Vicki felt a warm, slick river of cum enter her for the first time in her life. He spurt out at least three times, filling her up so much that she could feel some of it leaking slowly down the insides of her thighs. This triggered “that feeling,” that sensitive p-spot deep inside her that gave her a mind-blowing orgasm. But this time it was more intense than any she had experienced with the silicone toys she had. Vicki screamed out wordlessly as her girl-cock shot out a heavy load onto the bed sheets, not once, but two big shuddering spurts. Vicki tensed and a shiver ran through her body. She just had her ‘official’ first sissygasm, and it was wonderful.

Jeff collapsed his big frame over her back and neck. They lay like that for a few moments, Jeff’s face in Vicki’s hair, nuzzling the nape of her neck, and smelling the mix of smoke and strawberry shampoo. When Jeff finally pulled out of Vicki and was on his knees behind her, Vicki got up too and lit a cigarette. “Oooh, that’s so good after a nice fucking. But I’m still not satisfied,” she said slyly.

“Oh really? Jeff said. “What is it you need darling? Another hard pounding?”

“No Jeff, I want you to suck my girl-cock clean.”

Here is where Vicki though she might meet some resistance, but instead, she was pleasantly surprised when Jeff said, “Sure! I’d love some good girl cum from you.”

Vicki laughed as Jeff tossed her on her back. “Please blow smoke in my face as I suck you off honey,” Jeff said.

“With pleasure . . .” She barely got the words out when Jeff went to work on her already slick girl-cock – his mouth taking her all the way in. He quickly accelerated to a fast sucking motion, and Vicki was immediately turned on. It was so different than Carmella.

Jeff’s lips were closed tightly around Vicki’s ramrod stiff cock, and she moved her hips up to keep time with his sucking and licking motion. He really knew how to please her as his tongue rubbed against the sensitive tuft of skin on her underside. It wasn’t long before she shot another hot load all the way into Jeff’s mouth. He sucked and slurped hard and didn’t let a drop wash down the sides of his mouth – he got her all. Vicki was very impressed. Obviously, this wasn’t this cowboy’s first rodeo.

Downstairs, Carmella and Gordon were glued to the lap top screen. The transition was a success, and now Vicki could, in a few months move onto the last phase of her transition. But as far as the surgery went, Vicki liked having a cock, and she made that clear to the transition team of which Gordon was the chief. They agreed, much to Vicki’s relief.

❤️❤️❤️
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“I’m really proud of you Vicki. Jeff said he loved it and will gladly come back any time you want him too.”

“That’s great Carmella. He’s a big boy – full of surprises.”

Carmella knew what Vicki meant but decided not to say anything about it. So, after a few months of more and more sex with Jeff, and even a few more men from the transition task force, Vicki was ready for the plastic surgery on her body – all except for the genital part. When they were done with her, no one could ever recognize her.

Two years later, they decided to relocate her to Butte, Montana – to a big ranch house. Of course, Carmella moved in with her as the chief special agent assigned to her case. Because of the sensitive nature of the case, and the always remote possibility that Vicki could be tracked by the cartel, Jeff and a sniper team were covertly assigned to her protective detail, along with five plain-clothed agents.

Vicki had her pick of attractive bulky young agents to fuck whenever she wanted, and especially she had her favorite – Carmella, who became the love of her life. In addition, Vicki had plenty of time to mull over new career possibilities and Gordon made her an offer – to join the FBI transition team for new young men entering witness protection. Both she and Carmella would oversee the transitions. Some interesting days were in store for the two of them.

Looking back over the last four years, Jake, aka “Vicki” never would have believed she could become a “Femboy Fed.”

❤️❤️❤️
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“LOOK AT HIM TOSSING AND TURNING. I hope he’s enjoying himself,” the researcher in the long white lab coat said as he stood over the hospital bed where I lie, deep in a drug-induced slumber. The bed next to me had similar equipment around it but was empty.

“We won’t know until he wakes up, but if those EEG leads are accurate, I’d say he’s having a great time,” the other researcher, a female, with black hair tied up in a bun, and brown, owl-rimmed glasses said, as she leaned over me making notes on a clipboard. A third person, a male tech in a short, powder blue jacket moved electrodes to different parts of my shorn head. They all watched the different parts of my brain light up in bright colors.

“Look at the Amygdala – it’s lighting up like the Fourth of July!” the lead male researcher exclaimed. “Okay, now add the audio stimuli,” he said, as the tech placed the headphones on me.

The building where this was all taking place was Fort Sickles, a secret US Army facility in the middle of Montana – a nondescript one-story red brick building in the middle of an ordinary looking army base, with barracks, a small parade ground and administrative buildings. It resembled Fort Dietrick in Maryland – the base where the US Army conducted top secret biological and chemical warfare testing.

The female researcher grinned. “Colonel Stephens, in answer to your first comment, look at his cock. It’s stiffer than the flag pole at high noon!”

The three of them laughed and Col. Stephens looked at his watch and checked the IV lines flowing into me. “Okay, lets go. We’ll be back later. In the meantime, have anesthesia come in and check him.”

“Yes Sir,” the female researcher, Major Devins said.

My name is Henry Hunt, and I’m a Pvt. First Class in the US Army and I volunteered for what they described to me was a neurological stimulation experiment – completely harmless, designed to place me subconsciously in an “unusual situation” and look at how my brain responded. They told me it was safe, and vital to the Nation’s defense, and I’d be doing a great service to my country. As a prospective career soldier at age eighteen, I would also receive a promotion to staff sergeant, an E4, and increased pay plus a bonus. How could I refuse? I came to the army with nothing, so this was something I couldn’t pass up.

I was standing in front of a long mirror in my bedroom, admiring myself. I was a woman – a gorgeous woman, with a short, powder blue blouse, top four buttons opened, revealing gorgeous cleavage, partly covered by a white laced bra. My hair was auburn, parted, waved, and a little past my shoulders where it curled. My eyes were a bright blue, and my lips were perfect, and covered in cherry red lip gloss. I had on a short denim skirt which covered my curvy hips perfectly. How I got here strangely didn’t bother me. Nor did the fact that I had memories of myself as a young man. I was too wrapped up in myself to care.

I wanted sex. More specifically, I was horny as fuck, and I wanted a cock in the worst way. I had long, lacquered fingernails, and I was touching my breasts with the tips, moaning as they passed over my erect nipples which showed through the laced bra and blouse. I gasped as I unbuttoned the rest of my blouse, touching the skin around my firm, pear shaped breasts. It was tied to just above my navel, and glancing down I noticed that it was pierced, with a silver ring in it.

I felt a pulsing under my skirt, and a tingling inside my ass. I was wearing a G-String, and where the back strap nestled securely between my butt cheeks, it felt comforting, pleasant, natural. I unbuckled the white, vinyl belt, and undid the buttons on my skirt and stuck my fingers underneath the pouch of my G-String.

I still had my cock! Oh my God, it felt so good rubbing it on the silky satin of the G-String. I had pre cum coming out of the tip, and my fist was now going up and down along my shaft. I moved closer to the mirror and began talking to my reflection. “How do you like this baby? You wanna’ cum don’t you? Would you rather explode in my mouth? I want to drink up all your juice,” I said as I bit my bottom lip, my eyes turning misty.

But I didn’t want to lose it just yet. I needed a release badly, but not like this. I needed a partner, but I was alone in my apartment. I didn’t recognize the place, but I knew it was mine. I had to go out somewhere. When I started touching myself it was daylight – midday in fact. Now it was nighttime. There was a shiny, black leather zippered jacket hanging in the closet, along with different dresses, shoes, and a pair of high black leather boots that went just below my knees. I had to go out but didn’t know where to.

I put the boots on, over the sheer, black, nylon panty hose I was wearing, and slipped on the jacket. There was a black leather bag with a shoulder strap sitting on the dining room table I put on. It all felt so natural, that I questioned none of it. I gave myself one last look in the mirror, turning from side to side, ready to leave.

I walked down the steps of the brownstone where my apartment was, in the middle of a residential city block. A black SUV was waiting in front of the building. “I’m Desmond,” the driver, a man who looked to be in his twenties called out to me from the open passenger window. I rummaged through my black bag and pulled out a cell phone, where the location of the Uber in front of my building was pinging. Apparently I had called for an Uber, but I had no memory of doing so.

The back door on the passenger side opened by itself, and I got in. “Ten minutes” he said to me. My cock and my asshole were both throbbing. I had neither hunger nor thirst, just desire.
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AFTER WE STOPPED, I LOOKED AT MY PHONE and there was no fare listed. Desmond said, “No fare Robin. Have a good time . . . like you always do. I’ll be here when you go home.” I was surprised but said nothing. Robin? Huh.

I was standing in front of a club called “Bishop’s Crook,” according to the green neon sign above the entrance. There was a steady techno beat coming from inside. I watched as Desmond pulled away.

“I’m going in,” Colonel Stephens said. He was wearing a paper hospital gown like mine, and his head was shaved too. The anesthesiologist came in the room and started the IV, and the same male tech attached the electrodes to the Colonel’s head. “Good luck Sir,” he said.

“Thank you sergeant,” Stephens replied. “Okay major, you got this?”

“Yessir, we’re good.”

After the IV line was in, Colonel Stephens started counting backwards from one hundred. A “Y” shaped long electrode was connected to my head and Stephen’s head, and the stem of the Y went into a machine below the monitor of the brain activity, which now displayed my brain and Stephen’s. Major Devins sat at a laptop and typed away. Stephens was out before he reached ninety seven.

A voice inside me that seemed like a suggestion said to walk up to the bar and order a drink. The bartender resembled Patrick Swayze a bit and was shaking a drink as he saw me take a seat. “Hi Robin, how’re you doing. You can’t get enough of this place huh?”

“I guess not,” I replied, not knowing what else to say.

“The usual, right?”

“Yeah that’s fine Ron.” Wow, I knew his name, but I just met this guy and yet it seemed I knew him all my life. Half the seats at the bar were empty and the dance floor was really crowded. Girls were dancing with girls, some guys with each other, and ordinary couples.

“Gin and tonic,” Ron said, and placed the drink on a napkin in front of me.

There was a beautiful blonde girl standing alone at the edge of the dance floor opposite me, eyeing me and smiling. She looked hot. She wore a one-piece, black party dress and high stiletto heels. She walked over to me and sat on the empty bar stool next to me. Long, silver painted nails moved her long, shiny hair from the front of her shoulder to the back and she turned towards me, smiling.

“You look like you could use some company,” she said, as she got Ron’s attention.

“I just got here, but sure. I could always use company.” What I meant to say was that I needed my dick sucked and something to fill my aching ass with.

She laughed, got Ron’s attention and ordered a scotch and soda. “So, I’m Denise and I’m pretty new in town. A friend at work said this place was all right.”

“So far so good,” I said as I looked around.

“Yeah, lots of hot guys . . . and girls,” she said as she gently placed her hand on top of mine.

“Oh sorry,” I said. “I’m Robin.”

“Well, nice to meet you Robin. Would you like to dance after we finish our drinks? Ron will hold our places.”

“Yes, I would like that very much Denise,” I said. Denise reached into her small bag which was attached to a gold chain she wore over her shoulder. She pulled out an all-white long cigarette and offered me one. Apparently, they allowed smoking in this place. It always kind of turned me on – beautiful women who smoked those kinds of cigarettes.

“Here, Robin, take one,” she said, offering me the pack of Eve 120 Menthols. I had never really smoked, but I was very happy to give into my little secret fetish of being a smoky slut. My cock was busting through my G-String, and Denise was smiling at me, her catlike green eyes sparkling in the subdued lighting of the club. We made small talk as we enjoyed our drinks and our cigarettes.

“Can I be honest with you Robin?” she said.

“Sure,” I said. “Why not?”

“Okay . . . the thing is, I’ve gone home with lots of guys from this place, but they never quite did it for me, you know what I mean?” Being a virgin, I didn’t quite know what she meant, so I lied.

“Yeah I do. So what turns you on exactly?” I asked, genuinely interested.

“Girls like you Robin.”

I almost spit out my drink when she said that. All I knew was that I was a girl with a cock – a transgender woman or shemale, whatever the name was, and that I was horny as fuck. I had a feeling that something would happen with this girl, and I was looking forward to it, whatever it was.

“Come on,” Denise said, pulling me by the hand – “let’s dance,” and I followed her out to the dance floor. We didn’t keep time to the music and danced our own rhythm. Actually, Denise set the rhythm – and it was slow, with her body pressed up against me. We were about the same height, and she placed her arms around my shoulders and leaned in to kiss me.

She slowly placed her lips next to mine, and our eyes met, the longing in hers a turn on for me, and I felt her warm, smoky breath against my face and lips. Then she closed her eyes, pressing her cherry-glossed lips against mine, sliding her cat-like tongue into my mouth, twisting it around mine. We stayed like that; slowly swaying to the music, and her hands left my shoulders and began to wander over my body. She cupped my right breast in her palm and then slid it down over my tummy and stroked her nails over my bare skin and my navel, over my pierced ring, sending chills throughout my body.

I moaned softly through the kiss, and she pressed her waist up against mine, and I was sure she could feel my bulge, but she said nothing. Then she came off my lips and reached down to my denim skirt and stroked my bulge through the material. I could feel the pre cum wetting my G-String.

Breathlessly, she said, “Robin, we need to go somewhere.”

“Yes we do,” I said with a matching urgency.

“I think they have rooms upstairs,” she said.

I let her lead me once more, grabbing my hand tightly and we made our way to a staircase with a polished brass banister at the back of the dance floor. The carpet was a red plush, and the walls were decorated with paintings of lesbian lovers. At the top of the stairs was a man in a black Maître D jacket with greased black hair.

“Good evening Denise,” he said. “I have your suite prepared.”

“Thank you Jasper,” Denise said. “Come on Robin,” she said. Jasper smiled at us as we made our way down the hall.

“Which room is it,” I asked as we walked down a very long hallway.

“Oh I’m sorry honey. Here, just pick a room,” she said. I wondered about Jasper’s comment about “your suite prepared . . .”

“Okay, this one I guess,” I said, pointing to the nearest room.

Denise had a key which unlocked the door, and we stepped into a nicely furnished Victorian-styled bedroom suite. “Is this what you pictured in your mind, Robin?”

“Yes . . . I guess so.” Something about it seemed oddly familiar.

Denise pulled out a cigarette from her bag and handed one to me. She lit us both up with her silver butane lighter and seductively did a French inhale. “Would you like some chilled wine Robin.”

“Yes I would very much.”

“Here, I’ll pour,” she said as she walked over to an ornate wood table in the middle of the suite where there was a silver ice bucket with a bottle and two glasses set next to it.

“Let’s drink a toast,” she said. “To us, and many more times together.”

Our glasses clinked and we sat together on a red plush loveseat across from the bed.

She looked at me and said, “Umm . . . I can’t wait to really taste you, you look so delicious,” as she ran her fingers across my face and down to my cleavage, arousing me like I’d never been aroused before.

She stood up and faced me, never taking her eyes off me. She pulled her dress over her head. She was wearing strapped, sheer, black nylon pantyhose that attached to a black girdle covering a G-String, and a matching black-laced bra. Her green eyes shone from the lighting in the room. With her cigarette dangling from her lips, she unstrapped her pantyhose and placed her thumb under the front pouch of her G-String and slowly pulled it down her legs.

What I saw hypnotized me and filled me with an excitement I never thought possible before – she had the largest cock I ever saw. She smiled and walked slowly towards me. She stood in front of me with her cock at the level of my face, and placed it so it was bouncing up and down on my lips. My lips opened slightly, and my gloss put a gentle coating of red on her tip. She pushed into me and my lips made a tight seal around the head of her cock. I slowly came off of it and took a drag of my cigarette and exhaled over her cock. I wet my glossy lips with my tongue. Now I moved my head forward, and took her cock between my fingers and guided it into my mouth. My tongue stuck out and I moved it slowly around her head, like a brush, making her moan and hiss through closed teeth.

It wasn’t long before I was into full-on sucking of that magnificent specimen of shemale sexuality. My tongue moved around it, massaging the tuft of sensitive skin on the bottom of her cock. I closed my lips even tighter around it, and got into a good back and forth motion. She met my thrusts by bucking her hips into my face, almost choking me with the length and girth of that monster cock.

We went faster and faster until she stiffened and gasped out an “Ohhh!” and shot a load of warm, creamy cum into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. I kept on sucking and went even faster, the slippery coating of her cock making the speed happen. She shot at least three loads, enough so that some of it ran down the sides of my lips and chin. It was my first time. But then my ass began to strangely tingle. She came out of my mouth and stood up facing me. Taking a deep, cheek-hollowing drag of her cigarette, she exhaled into my face and kissed me. She licked her cum off my face, kissing me all over as she did so, getting every drop.

“My God Robin, you are wonderful,” she said sweetly. “I think you need to get off now – you must be busting. I would love to help you,” she said.

“You taste delicious Denise,” I said. I loved sucking cock. I felt as if I had been doing it all my life.

“Come on now my little cum-slut. Hop onto the bed,” she said to me with a soft, yet commanding tone. “I have something to show you.”

I took my skirt and my boots off and unsnapped my girdle and pantyhose. Eagerly I got onto the bed and pushed the strap of my G-String to the side. She got behind me on her knees and took a tube of cocoa butter out of her bag and squeezed some out and began rubbing it all down my taint. She used her slippery hands and rubbed it all around her still erect cock.

“Oh, I think you’re going to love this!” she said excitedly.

She placed the palms of her hands on my butt cheeks and spread them apart, placing the tip of her cock against my cherry asshole or boy pussy. Slowly, she went inside me, and as she stretched me, I cried out in pain, my fists grabbing the bed sheets. Then strangely the pain went away. I couldn’t wait for her to thrust, and I backed up onto her cock, taking all of into my bussy with an insatiable hunger.

She pulled out and went in again, farther this time and backed out again, teasing me. Then she got herself into a good rhythm, and went faster and faster, my boy pussy squeezing tightly against her cock. It felt exquisite, unlike any pleasure I have ever had.

I moved back and forth, in-sync with her thrusts, feeling a deep well of pleasure build up inside of me. I moved the front of the pouch off of my hard cock, and grabbed it with my had, stroking myself fast as she pounded me from the rear. I felt her stiffen and gasp as her warm cum filled me up. There was so much that some of it dribbled down the insides of my butt cheeks and the insides of my thighs.

She went faster and faster, like the Devil playing a fiddle. I screamed as I shot a huge load – three times onto the bed sheets below. I had tears in my eyes from the pleasure of it all. I could only think of Denise and how strangely she and this night were unfolding.

She finally slowed down and laid her long, silky blonde hair on the small of my back, making gentle contented cooing noises.

We faced each other on our knees. “You’re my slut now Robin,” she said. “You belong to me entirely.”

“Yes I do. And you belong to me too Denise. I love you.”

She smiled and kissed me deeply on the lips. “And I love you too,” she said.
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“SERGEANT HOWARD, how long has colonel Stephens been under?” Major Devins said as she walked into the room?”

“I’d say about forty-five minutes,” the technician said. “But look Major, there’s hardly any activity showing.”

“Did you move the electrodes?”

“No ma’am. They’re just where we placed them originally. But Private Hunt’s brain is lighting up like a Christmas Tree – look at that!”

“Humm, yes.”

Major Devins placed her fist under her chin as she resumed her seat behind the laptop staring at the screen which showed images of the two brains side by side. “Wow. It looks like he’s having a great time! Let’s see if we can shake up the Colonel a little bit here,” and she got up and walked over to the sleeping Colonel Stevens and injected a few cc’s of a pink fluid into his IV. Then she placed the electrodes on a different place on his head.

“Now let’s watch the show Sergeant,” she said as she resumed her seat.

“Now what do we do Denise?” I asked.

“First let’s have some more wine and a cigarette honey.”

I lit up hungrily. “You’re becoming quite the slut Robin. How do you like it?”

I grinned. “I love it. Oh! I have to straighten out my makeup.” I laughed. I look like a cheap whore who’s been cummed on!”

Denise laughed. “Yes honey, you certainly do.”

I walked into the bathroom of the suite and all the makeup was neatly lined up on the table. After I put my lip gloss on and touched up my running, cummy mascara, I poured a glass of wine for myself and Denise.

“So we can come here any time we like Denise?”

“Yes Robin, anytime you want for as long as you want. No worries, no cares, whatever you’d like.”

“Wow, that’s . . . fantastic,” I said as I turned Denise’s face towards mine and we exchanged a smoky kiss, and then drank our wine.

“Come,” she said after we finished our drinks. “Let’s go downstairs.”

Jasper was at his station at the top of the landing, almost standing at attention, treating us as if we were royalty.

“I trust you ladies found everything to your satisfaction?”

“Yes, thanks Jasper,” Denise said. “If you’re a good boy, I’ll suck your cock later.”

“Thank you Miss Denise,” Jasper said, almost without expression.

Once we were downstairs, it seemed that the place got even busier.

“I think I know where we can go to be real cum sluts! Wanna come Robin?”

“Of course honey. I’ll go anywhere with you.”

We left the club and went out to the curb. Sure enough, Desmond the Uber driver was waiting for us, just as he had promised, although I didn’t call him. Nothing was making any sense, but it didn’t have to. I was fine.

The doors to the back opened for us and Denise and I got into the car. Desmond didn’t turn around. It looked like he was waiting for something. Sure enough, first one, then two, then three, all the way up to six cars exactly like his pulled up behind his. Men from the club filed out and assembled on the sidewalk. They looked to be all men in their twenties, well dressed in trendy casual clothing, and all very muscular and crazy handsome.

I couldn’t remember being turned on before by men, but it didn’t matter – I had no control. My cock did the talking for me. It was as hard as a flag pole. I watched through the rearview mirror as they all piled into the cars, two to three in each one. We were first in line.

“Where are we headed Denise?” I asked.

She looked at me with a mischievous grin, rubbed my cock through my denim skirt and said, “What’s wrong Robin honey, don’t you trust me?”

“Of course I do. I was just wondering, that’s all. It’s all so strange.”

“You should know by now and by the reaction of your cock, that it’s all for you.” I thought about that, and it made sense, from the moment I was “pulled” out of my apartment to come here. I silently shook my head in understanding.

We pulled away from the curb like a procession and drove through the city streets until we came to a highway which led out of the city and then drove for another twenty minutes. Denise had gone from grabbing my cock which was throbbing to sucking me off in the back seat. She had my G-String pulled down over my knees and placed her head in my lap; her silky platinum blonde hair a mess, and tickling my exposed tummy around my belly button ring.

She lit a cigarette in the car and blew smoke over my cock, as she leaked spit down my shaft. She was one thirsty bitch. I bucked my ass up off the car seat and met her head thrusts. Our “dance” became quicker and quicker. Her lips made an exquisitely tight seal around my shaft, and she went faster and faster. I could take it no longer and pressed hard on her silky head and blew a huge load which ran down the corners of her mouth onto my thighs. She sucked my cock clean, and licked the excess cum off my thighs.

Looking at me with those hypnotic green eyes, she and I kissed deeply, not even bothering to come up for air. “You’re so addicting Robin,” she purred in  my ear, kissing my neck before and after.

“Now,” she said. “Squeeze my girl cock,” and I did so.

Desmond and our little motorcade pulled off the highway and I envisioned a stately looking house with a circular driveway, and marble steps with two lions on pedestals on each side oif the stone stairway. Denise was able to read my mind and said, “We’re just about there.”
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WE AND THE OTHER SIX CARS parked along the circular driveway, and we waited for the others to get out and enter the house. “I don’t know about you Robin, but my cock is throbbing,” Denise said, giving me an inquisitive glance.

“Yes, mine too.” I couldn’t deny it. In spite of the extra padding in my pouch, my cock was doing pushups to get out of its confinement. We kissed inside Desmond’s Uber until all the other men in the cars made their way up the stairs inside the house.

“Time to go honey. Time to get your full cum-slut mode on. Are you ready?” Denise asked.

“Yes, yes, I think I’m ready.” My eyelids felt heavy and as I looked in the rearview mirror, I had a “bitch expression” on my face. I felt like all the world of men existed to please me. Transgender women, gay men, straight men, it didn’t matter. As long as they all had cocks ready to go, was all I cared about. 

I lit a cigarette and looked in Desmond’s mirror as I touched up my mascara and lip gloss. I was of one mindset – pure lust, and I would fuck anything on two legs and let myself be taken by anyone. Denise took me by the arm as we walked up the steps into the house, squeezing me and laughing.

“Look at this Major – Col. Stephen’s brain; it’s like it’s exploding,” the sergeant said.

“Yes, the Amygdala, center of pleasure and sexual gratification. The colors are beautiful, aren’t they.” I wonder what could be going on there? The major thought wistfully. Her pussy was getting moist thinking about it. Next time, I’m going in, she thought.

Col. Stephen’s head was moving quickly side to side, and he was pulling at the arm restraints. “Sergeant, get the anesthesiologist back in here. The colonel needs something to calm him down a bit. I don’t want him seizing up on us now.”

“Right away Major Devins,” the sergeant said and quickly ran out of the room.

“Oh the privileges of rank,” she said softly, and went back to her laptop. She noticed that my brain stayed in a perpetual state of arousal, and the initial excitement stayed and never waned. “Interesting, very interesting. The debrief should be fun,” she said.

As soon as Denise and Robin got inside the doorway they were met by Jasper from the club. He was clad this time in a short red waiter’s jacket with black cuffs, a white shirt and a black bowtie. He was carrying a silver tray with glasses of champagne on it.

“Here you are ladies, welcome.”

“Thank you Jasper,” Denise said. “It’s good you’re here. Remember I said I’ll take care of you. My tips are always the best.”

“For sure they are Ms. Denise,” he said expressionlessly. I wondered how Jasper was here as well, and about the parade of cars and other things that just seemed to “fall in place,” but I accepted it, like everything else tonight. All I cared about was easing the non-stop throbbing of my cock. It never abated.

The elegant living room with the black marble floor, the large crystal chandelier and the roaring fireplace was the backdrop to something of, for lack of a better word, an orgy. There were shirtless men from the club who just arrived wearing masks, and some in costume. Some wore Roman togas, and one similarly dressed young man seemed to be “holding court” like an ancient Greek philosopher, with several men, also in togas, at his feet listening. On one elegant couch was a shemale, whose cock was being rubbed by a shirtless, muscled man, wearing a “Chippendales” styled bowtie, as she was giving him a blowjob. On other couches were other shirtless men, rubbing their chests, kissing deeply, while getting their cocks sucked by other men. Three men wore “stag heads” and were giving blowjobs to various guests – shemales and males as they sat with their legs spread apart on a long sofa. Men similarly dressed like Jasper were going around the room with trays of drinks and hors d’oeuvres.

I had to pinch myself to be sure I wasn’t dreaming – I wasn’t. As strange as this all was, it was perfectly real. My slut mode took over, and my eyes maintained that hungry, bitchy appearance. “I hope you’re ready for some more action, Robin,” Denise said.

“Will you be part of it?” I asked hopefully.

“Of course I will dear,” she said reassuringly as she lit up a cigarette, taking a long, French inhale. “Now it’s time for us to go upstairs to the master bedroom,” she said as she took me by the hand, and we made our way up an elegant, white marble staircase. We walked down a carpeted hallway and turned into a spacious bedroom with two beds; the sheets already turned down on both. I turned to look at Denise and she was no longer wearing the one-piece black party dress. Instead, she had on a leather bustier which laced up the front, and a short black miniskirt with a sexy slit up the side. I just noticed now how beautiful and slender her waistline was. Her nails were long and painted with black nail polish, and her hair was no longer platinum blonde, but jet black, done up on top and hung down past the middle of her back.

I was dressed the same, but I felt numb, very pleasantly numb, consumed by the desire to be ravaged, and taken by cock. I looked at Denise, and she kissed me and said, “Now you’ll get to satisfy those cravings which have been eating you up inside.”

Denise stood close to me and undid my denim skirt and pulled it down off me, and then unsnapped my pantyhose and too off the garter belt it attached to. Then she bent down and with her teeth, she pulled down the G-String and let it fall down my legs around my ankles. My cock seemed to have grown, and it was pointed up and at an angle.

She laughed, and said “Your cock is a magnet Robin, you’ll see.”

“I need a cigarette,” I said, my voice trancelike and commanding.

Denise pulled out one from her pack and lit us both up at the same time. We stood there in the middle of that bedroom looking like two whores awaiting customers. Then the door opened, and a man walked in, shirtless with jeans on, wavy brown hair, and a six-pack chest. “Humm,” he said, through pearly white teeth. “Looks like we got two sluts primed for action. “Well, I’m here to help,” he said.

“I’ll take you first,” he said, pointing to me.

“Go ahead honey,” Denise said. “My ride will be here soon,” and we both laughed.

I was swept by desire, and I walked close up to the chiseled hunk in front of me. “Call me Dave,” he said.

“With pleasure Dave, I’m . . .”

He interrupted me. “No need Robin. I know who you are, and so do the other guys,” he flicked his thumb at the doorway, and I could see a bunch of guys from the club crowding the doorway. Several of them had their hands down the front of their jeans, rubbing their cocks with big grins on their faces.

He grabbed my cock, and held it like a stick shift on a Maserati, stroking it up and down. My hands reflexively grabbed his beltless jeans, undid the snaps and pulled them down. My cigarette was dangling from my lips, and smoke was curling up from my nose. His cock popped out and it was huge – and wide. I’d never seen a cock so big before. I wanted it inside me very badly.

“FUCK THIS!” I said out loud, my voice garbled from the cigarette hanging from my mouth. I jumped up on the bed with my butt high in the air, and I noticed a jar of cocoa butter on the night table. Dave got up on the bed right behind me and took the jar of cocoa butter and placed a nice amount in his hand and rubbed it all up and down me. Then, he took what was left and rubbed it on his cock.

Meanwhile, a tall, black-haired guy, also shirtless came into the room, and I thought a sign of recognition as he nodded at me and came closer to Denise. She ran her hands all over his chest and they embraced in a long kiss. Both slowly made their way over to the other bed and the shirtless guy pulled down Denise’s leather skirt, smacked her hard in the ass and turned her so she was facing the front of the bed.

Dave lined his giant cock up against the door of my boy pussy, and slowly moved inside me, causing me to groan with pleasure. His huge girth made the fullness almost unbearable. Then, as he thrust faster and deeper inside me, the unpleasantness went away, and I was consumed with pleasure, wild with desire. I backed up on his thrusts as he spread my butt cheeks wide open. He went faster and faster, groaning, digging his fingers into my flesh. I felt a fullness growing deep inside me – a well of pleasure, quickly overflowing and getting ready to burst.

Dave yelled, more like a primal scream beyond words and I felt a wet, hot mess enter my bussy, even bigger than Denise’s. It expanded my insides, his large cock making a seal so that nothing could leak out. This only prolonged my own orgasm – I shot my own eruption onto the bed sheets. I remembered to pull my own girl cock out from the confines of the G-String as soon as Dave mounted me from behind. As he continued thrusting, I felt a warm trickle going down the insides of my butt cheeks. I was seeing stars, and a funny thing happened. Far from being satisfied, I only wanted more.
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DAVE DISMOUNTED ME AND LEFT THE ROOM. Two more guys entered. Again, both were shirtless, muscled, and one had blonde hair a bronze tan. Both were grinning and ran their hands all over me. They had their cocks out and in each hand I held one. I rubbed cocoa butter on my palms and started jerking them both off. They were on top of the bed, facing me. One on my left, and one on my right.

Denise was still being plowed by her guy, and then behind him, another man spread his butt cheeks apart and was taking him from the rear – like a “train of pleasure.” All this just made me harder.

Both of my guys let out moans and came at the same time, shooting high and covering my face with their cum. It caused my mascara and face makeup to run. I glanced at a large mirror that covered the opposite wall. I was the consummate cum-slut whore of my dreams. They took turns kissing me and licking my face clean.

Denise looked at me from her bed and smiled at me, laughing. “You are the queen of sluts Robin!” she said proudly to her “creation.”

Before I could say anything, one apparently transgender woman and another one of the “Chippendale” men entered the room. The woman was a tall, shapely beauty with dark, almond shaped eyes and long, jet black hair. Her makeup was exquisite, and she wore a one-piece red leather dress, high up showing beautiful, slender legs. Her cleavage was enormous and was braking out through the top of the low-cut dress. She was all smiles, and she took out a cigarette and seductively smoked in front of me. She gave me one of her long, all-whites too. She leaned in and gave me a smoky kiss.

“My name is Dawn,” she said in a low, sexy whisper. “I have a pussy, Robin. I hope you don’t mind,” she said, almost apologetically.

“Oh no, not at all,” I said as she slipped out of her G-String and let it fall to the floor around her ankles. She kept her dress on.

“You will please FUCK me . . . I’m dripping wet for your girl cock, and Charles here will take you from the back. Is this okay with you?” she said, as if she really needed my permission.

“Please, that’s fine,” I said.

Charles grinned at me and got on his knees on the bed behind me, and I hopped on with my butt sticking up in the air. Dawn lifted up her dress and got on her back, sliding under me, hiking her slender legs to rest on top of my shoulders. I could see her pussy was wet, dripping beads of her juices on the bed sheets. She was moaning and touching her breasts underneath her dress.

Charles got busy and spread my butt cheeks apart, grunting like a bull in heat. Dawn was almost near tears – I assumed tears of joy as she guided my stiff cock inside of her hungry pussy. Her cherry red painted fingernails dug into the sides of my shoulders. I began thrusting inside her, making her gasp and Charles went inside me hard and was grinding his waist to stretch my bussy out. It was delicious and left me with my mouth open wordlessly.

We all got into a rhythm. Dawn was sliding underneath me, making me go even deeper inside her, and Charles met my backward thrusts as well. He let out a yell and instead of cumming inside me, he pulled his cock out and must have grabbed it with his fist because I felt his warm, thick cum squirting all over my butt cheeks. I could take it no longer; Dawn’s pussy held me tight and slick and soon I shot a huge load inside of her, making her stiffen and squirt, soaking the sheets below us.

Denise was giving hand jobs to two new men as she was now taken from the rear by a shemale with bright red hair. They were a furious whirl of motion and Denise was crying out in pleasure.

“They’ve been under for four hours – Private Hunt for four and Colonel Stevens for two. I think it’s time to bring them back,” Major Devins said. Both Col. Steven’s and my brain were lit up with all the colors of the rainbow, and our respirations were rapid.

The anesthesiologist went to his machines and injected a medication into both of our IV bags. The brain activities began to slow on the monitor.

“Sergeant, we’ll debrief them in the recovery room as soon as they’re awake.”

“Yes Major,” he answered.

I opened my eyes in the recovery room, and it took me a few minutes to get my bearings. My last memory was watching Denise and her menage. My cock was wet with my own cum underneath my paper gown. I was surprised to see Col. Stevens next to me, also in a similar state of twilight. I could see his cock sticking up through his paper gown as well.

I saw Major Devins between our gurneys standing making notes onto a clipboard, the sergeant behind us, fluffing our pillows under our heads. Col. Stevens turned to me and there was a smile on his face. I drifted off to a dreamless sleep; the after effects of the light anesthesia.

“Private Hunt, private Hunt, wake up,” Major Devins said softly.

“The experiment was a success. How do you feel?”

My hands went to my chest and my breasts were normal, but I was having trouble distinguishing between reality and what I thought was reality.

“What happened to my breasts?” I asked, surprised, my eyes wide. “Why are my hips so narrow?”

“You experienced an alternate reality Private Hunt. It must have been incredibly sexual. We were monitoring you. Col. Stevens joined you in there after about two hours.”

“How long was I out for?” I asked.

“A total of four hours,” Major Devins said.

“Where’s Denise? I have to see Denise!” I said and sat up on the gurney, looking around the room.

“Who’s Denise?”

“What do you mean ‘Who’s Denise,’” I asked. “She was with me the whole time.”

Major Devins placed her hand on my wrist. I looked to my right and Col. Stevens was gone.

“Col. Steven’s is being debriefed in the other room,” the Major said. “Now I want you to tell me everything that happened.”

I started with myself as Robin standing in front of the mirror in what I supposed was my bedroom, and then meeting Denise, and everything else. It seemed so real.

Then Major Devins explained to me the purpose of the experiment. “This experiment is a new drug the army is testing out which will simulate how soldiers react to different situations that are suggested to them immediately before they go under and receive the drug. The drug just brings it out that’s all. Your brain was connected to Col. Stevens, and he interacted with you under the effects.”

“Do you remember the headphones we placed on you? They were very suggestive audio stimuli of a very sexual nature. It must have resonated very strongly with you because that’s kind of ‘where you went,’ private.” Then it all came back to me. I simply could not believe that Denise was just an imaginary character to me. I actually fell in love with her. But that’s not all. I really did want to transition now and become a transgender woman, or shemale. This drug, or whatever it was awakened long-suppressed desires within my subconscious.

But who was Col. Stevens supposed to be? I discussed it with Major Devins. “Col. Stevens was every man in your event. You chose to be just two personalities. You, were both this Robin, and Denise. He, from his debriefing, was all of the men you described.”

I was flabbergasted. I didn’t tell the Major about my transition thoughts. She would know soon enough. I wondered what would happen when I ran across Col. Stephens, but I knew what would happen after I started my transition. I would have to seek him out. Of that I was certain. This whole experience was simply F’ING AWESOME!

❤️❤️❤️
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Just two years out of community college, Dan Butterfield found work not with computer programming, but in something he’s been doing ever since he was a teenager – working on cars. He got a job with a service station his uncle Gordon owned, and since he was fourteen, he’d been helping out here and there, learning cars, reading magazines, and even purchasing a 1966 Ford Mustang that sat in his parent’s driveway which he was trying to restore. Every so often his father and uncle liked to rib him about it, saying, “Hey Dan, how’s the neighborhood eyesore coming along?” But they really respected him and what’s more, the customers loved him, and requested him by name when they came by the shop.

Dan was a bit on the short side, only five feet, eight inches tall, had a wiry build and slim hands which were good for getting into tight engine spaces. His dating life at twenty one wasn’t that great, because the same girls came all the time to the bars he and his friends went to. But, you never know where you’ll find love, and Dan, the eternal optimist, was due to be pleasantly surprised.

His high school physics teacher, Ms. Ballard surprised him one Monday morning at the shop when she brought in her 2019 Hyundai Tucson for an inspection and fluid change. He didn’t know the car, but when he saw the ticket, he remembered the name instantly. Ms. Ballard was HOT and the subject of lewd remarks from all the guys in his class. She had long, shapely legs, and a tight ass that looked like her skirts or jeans were molded around them. Her hair was long, full, dark brown, and she had piecing green catlike eyes that would draw you in immediately. In school he remembered that she loved to dress provocatively in class, and flirt with the senior boys.

He remembered one time in class, during an exam when he had a question, she bent over his desk, and he got a bird’s eye view of her cock-busting cleavage outlined by a red-laced bra under a tight white cotton blouse. He got a good whiff that day of her perfume and a light scent of tobacco smoke, both of which turned him on immensely. Dan had a little secret smoking fetish for the long, all white cigarettes like Virginia Slims 120s. He used to see Ms. Ballard sitting in her car in the morning, smoking before class, with her compact out, and touching up the heavy makeup she always wore. That gave him a nice hard on before walking into class in the morning, and something to fantasize over at night.

After he left high school, she was a fond memory that he obsessed over. He never mentioned it to his friends who were still in town and either came back or never left, because it might seem strange to them, and he would NEVER share his fetish or his “other hobby” – browsing YOUTUBE sites on crossdressing and putting on makeup.

Dan’s real object was to become the women he fantasized over in those videos. 

But how? His sister Madeline moved out two years ago, and she took all her stuff with her. When he was a teenager, he remembered sneaking around in her room and slipping on some of her lingerie and making faces in the mirror and saying all sorts of lewd things like, “Hey guy, wanna blow job from a real horny slut??” These things he would never, ever share, not with anyone. He did make some friends online, and under his assumed name “Loni,” he would correspond with them and share stories. He got off on other’s exploits.

On a Monday morning, the first customer brought their car in at seven thirty. One of the guys drove it into the first bay which was Dan’s, and he looked at the job ticket. He did a double take when he saw the name on the slip – Debbie Ballard! Holy shit! He couldn’t believe it. What was it – three years since he’d last seen her? The ticket was stamped “WAITING,” so he had the perfect excuse to go into the front office and talk to her. Immediately, his memories produced a very large boner indeed. His heart was beating fast, and he hoped to God his massive hard on wouldn’t show through his jeans.

“Ms. Ballard?” he said, trying his best not to sound nervous or overly excited.

She was standing around near the register, and Joe Boylan, the middle aged guy his uncle used as a cashier, was busy stocking some shelves behind the register. She looked closely at Dan, and then it hit her.

“Oh! Dan? Dan Butterfield?”

“Yes Ms. Ballard, it’s me!”

“Oh please, school’s over,” she said. “Call me Debbie.”

“So how long have you been working here?”

“For years really. This is my uncle George’s shop. I’ve been working, sort of ‘apprenticing’ here for years. I’m really good with cars, and the computer programming courses I took at Culp’s Community didn’t really fly with me. Anyway, I love working on cars. I guess you could say it’s my passion.”

“Right, well that’s good. Some people take years at the same job before they have regrets about not doing what they really want to do.”

“Well my friend Liz comes here all the time, and I got tired of the old garage I was going to.” She lowered her voice and leaned into him and said, “I just knew they were ripping me off for years. I asked around, and well., this place got rave reviews on YELP and from Liz, so here I am.”

“Great! I’m the chief mechanic, so I’ll make sure you get out quick, in time for school at nine.” It was late September, and she wore a light jacket and a mid-length black fabric skirt with a high slit up the middle, and stiletto heels that wrapped around her ankles. Her toenails were painted bright cherry red. Her luscious brown hair was done up fastened with a clip, and the white collar on her cotton blouse was up, revealing the soft skin of her neck which now he found himself staring at. To add to his excitement, the top three buttons of her blouse were open, revealing her large breasts barely hidden beneath a red laced bra. Nothing like going to teach high school dressed like a slut, now is there? He thought. His cock was practically busting out of his jeans, and a little smirk on her face could mean only one thing – she noticed.

“Okay Debbie. I’m gonna get to work on that now, so you can have a seat.”

“Oh thank you Dan, I really appreciate it!” He was glad she decided to wait and didn’t just drop the car off with Joe, or else he might have missed her. When he had her car on the lift, he noticed the front driver’s side tire was leaking air – it was a valve, and it needed replacing. The tire had to be ordered and so there was no way she would have the car ready in time for school. He was really sorry to do it, but he had to tell her the bad news. Just as soon as he said it, an idea popped into his head – a very devious idea, indeed.

“Oh no Dan! Are you sure you can’t patch it or something?”

“No, not when there’s a valve involved. I could fill the tire, but then you’d get stuck on some road with a flat – it’s dangerous Debbie. Tell you what. I’ll drive you to school in my car and pick you up and take you back here after. How’s that?”

Her eyes brightened up and her expression warmed considerably. Dan was very excited. How old was she? Later when he looked at the service bill he saw from her driver’s license that she was thirty two. Older women turned him on as well. Both his “big head,” and his “little head” went flying off in all directions.

“Really Dan! That would be wonderful. You’re such a sweet guy. I can’t believe it. And here I was ready to call an UBER ride! You saved me some money.” She leaned in and gave him a long peck on the cheek. Of course, Joe pretended not to see anything. Dan was sure that would be some gossip he’d share with Uncle George later. Now he’d have to wipe her lipstick off his face before he got back to the shop.

The ride to Henry Hunt High School was about twenty minutes and he got her there by eight thirty. Once in the car, she asked him, “Dan, do you mind if I have a cigarette on the way? I’ll keep the window open. I don’t want to set a bad example for the kids.”

“Oh not at all Debbie, go ahead.”

“Thanks, you’re such a doll,” she said, rubbing her hand on top of his thigh, almost making him swerve and crash into a tree. But he quickly got control, and she laughed. “I see the effect I have on you,” she said, taking a seductive drag and blowing the smoke out the window. Then she looked at him, noticing the very hard cock under his jeans. “I think you got that hard on when I lit this up. I know a lot about smoking fetishes you know.” Dan turned a bright red.

“Oh I’m sorry Dan! Am I making you uncomfortable?”

“No, not at all. Actually I think watching you smoke is kind of cool.”

“Ohhh, interesting,” she said, in a practiced way. There was something about Debbie that he couldn’t quite put his finger on. “Well, it’s nothing to be ashamed about. I read a lot online about what turns men on. Did you know that smoking fetishes are number five or six in terms of popularity? It’s true – look it up. Google the top fetishes for men. I think that it’s pretty close to feet. Why did you know that there are some websites that actually pay women to send in pictures of them smoking?”

“Gee, I didn’t know that such a thing existed.” Of course, Dan was lying. His browsing history was full of sites like that. In fact, Dan was part of a FLICKR group under the pseudonym “Loni,” and he regularly chatted with transwomen and male crossdressers. It would have been much better if he had a real photo of himself to post. Instead, he found an old photo up of a woman he claimed was him.

They pulled into the school lot, and she tossed the cigarette out the window and reached into her bag for some breath spray. “I can’t be talking to students smelling like tobacco, now can I. It’s such a turn off for most people today,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Yeah, it is. I think men are really attracted to beautiful women who smoke.” He realized what he had just said, but it was too late to pull it back in and unsay it.

She didn’t miss a beat. “So does that mean Dan you find me attractive?” She was grinning now.

Might as well get it out. “Yes Debbie, as a matter of fact I do.”

“That’s so nice to hear! I think you’re a very handsome guy Dan. You don’t have a girlfriend, now do you?”

“As a matter of fact I don’t. I’m really tired of the whole meat market bar scene. My friend David likes to go to online dating sites. He finds girls there.”

“David Birney?”

“Yes.”

“Oh wow. You mean David is still in town?”

“Yes, and he goes to Abner Doubleday College. He lives at home.”

“Oh okay. Well, it looks like we’re here. So can you pick me up at five?”

“Yes, today the shop closes at five. I’ll get your cell number from the shop and call you when your car is ready. Then I’ll drive it over here to pick you up.”

“Wonderful,” she said, saying it slowly, and then her hand grabbed his hard cock tenting up through his jeans. “I’ll be ready for you Dan,” she said, stroking him and causing a bit of pre cum to leak from his cock slit. Her nails dug in through the material. But unlike in the shop, this time she turned his head around and kissed him hard on the mouth. The breath spray mixed with the hint of smoke breath almost made him cum right there. His heart was racing.

She broke off, looked at him and blew him a kiss as she opened the door. “See you this afternoon Dan.”

“Okay Debbie. See you. I’ll let you know how much the tire is. I’ll make sure you get a nice discount – our cost.”

“That’s sooo sweet Dan. Gotta run – bye.”

The ride back to the shop was more than difficult. In fact the rest of the day his head was in the clouds. Still, he was able to do his work, while all kinds of salacious thoughts about what he wanted to do with her were running through his mind. He was counting the hours until five o’clock.
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He picked up Debbie at five thirty and drove her back to the shop. He gave her a nice price of course, and the car ride was extra smooth. He replaced all four tires. “Why is this car so clean Dan?” She asked, looking around it.

“Oh, I took the liberty of taking it to the car wash on Hudson and Flower Street and I had them vacuum the inside too – that’s on me!”

“Oh my God! I can’t believe you did that for me,” she practically squealed. On a teacher’s salary he guessed right that every dollar mattered. They had pulled into the station, and she settled up at the register with Joe. He must have had some questions about the bill and the special service this new customer was getting, but he knew better than to question the chief mechanic who happened to be the boss’s nephew.

“Listen Dan, are you busy this afternoon?” Debbie asked.

“No, nothing pressing. I just want to go home, shower and clean myself up.”

“I have a better idea. Why don’t you go home, get your clean clothes and come over and take your shower at my place?” Dan was floored. Was he hearing correctly, or was there some kind of drug in the soda he got with his lunch from the food truck? His jaw was dropping.

“Seriously? Of course! I’ll go do that now. The other guys can close up.”

“Great. You know what? You must be hungry. I’ll order in some Chinese takeout for us. How does that sound? And it’s on me. I owe you.”

“Don’t be silly Debbie. It isn’t necessary.”

“No, really. This I want to do,” she said with a seductive, low voice, and out of sight of Joe, she kissed him hard and stuck her tongue deep inside his mouth. He found himself pressing his boner up against her skirt, and through that brief kiss, he heard her moan - but it was just for a second – like a tease, and she got into her car and drove home.

What the hell was going on here? He thought. This morning when I came into work, there was nothing new in my non-existent sex life, and now, over the course of eight hours, my life is flipped upside over! I’ve got the object of all my high school fantasies waiting for me – the hottest teacher in my high school, no less. There’s something to be said for being in the right place at the right time. The best part was that she understood my little fetish and was okay with “helping it” along. The rest of it though, the crossdressing part would have to stay a secret.

So Dan told Joe to just finish up and close, and he planned to hurry home to grab some clean clothes and get right over to Debbie’s apartment. Of course, first he used the hand cleaner at the station to get all the grease off his hands, and he would change at home to go out, but the shower option was open! When a beautiful woman asks you to take a shower at her house, you don’t say “no!”

The drive to the garden apartment complex where Debbie lived was about twenty minutes away, but because of the rush hour traffic, it took him about forty minutes, so he listened to an X-rated audiobook he got online, by his favorite author, Jaclyn Dicey. It only made him stiffer than he already was, which was a feat in itself. What was nice about Debbie was the old connection he had with her. He was wondering if he should tell her about the fantasies he had about her in high school, and he grinned to himself, and the answer was a unanimous “yes.”

He parked in the cul-de-sac where her apartment was and saw her newly washed car in the driveway. He trotted up to her door with a confident air he hadn’t felt in a long time with any woman. Still, he was a bit nervous and smoothed his hair back after ringing the doorbell. He heard the clacking of her high heels coming to the door.

“Hi Dan! I’m guessing you hit some traffic on the way over here, right?” She said with a big smile, opening the door widely for him.

“As a matter of fact, yes. But the GPS worked just fine,” he said, realizing how stupid he must have sounded, mimicking himself in his mind.

The Chinese takeout smelled good. He worked up an appetite thinking about great sex as much as a full day of work would do. “Dan, I have some wine to go with the food. I hope you like chicken and cashews, cause that’s what I got both of us.”

“Sure. Wine would be nice.”

Debbie brought some crystal stemware down from a cabinet over the sink and tried to open the wine bottle with the corkscrew, but she was having trouble getting it started. “Damn!” she said, struggling to line the screwed tip up straight with the bottle. “I can never seem to open these things!”

“Here Debbie, let me try.”

“Oh I forgot – I have a really strong mechanic here dining with me tonight. I don’t get that every day,” she said, playfully batting her long lashes.

“Now, you don’t want to fragment the cork, or else you’ll have to pour the wine through filter paper,” Dan said as he deftly inserted the end of the corkscrew in and started twisting it down.

“No, we certainly don’t want that,” Debbie said, looking over Dan from top to bottom. “You know Dan,” she said, getting up from her chair and standing behind him, and rubbing the back of his neck. “If you can get this right, it won’t be the only time you get to screw tonight,” she said laughing at her own joke. This only made Dan break into a sweat and get an even bigger hard on. As he was finishing up with the bottle opening Debbie reached into her bag and pulled out a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol and lit it up with a long, silver butane lighter. She stood on the side of him and exhaled smoke into his face. As she did that, her free hand reached over to the front of his jeans and grabbed for his cock tenting up from inside. “Ummm, I just love the feel of a really hard cock with a glass of wine and a cigarette.”

She held the cigarette up to his lips and said, “Here, how would you like to take a drag – just a small one; you know, to get you excited a bit.”

Having finished with the corkscrew and successfully opening the bottle with a “POP” sound, Debbie held the cigarette out to him, and placed the long, white filter under his nose with her cherry red lipstick on it. It smelled like strawberry. She placed the filter in his mouth and quietly urged him, “Go ahead now, drag on it.” He did so, and holy shit! His cock got even harder and . . . thicker. Having sneaked cigarettes from his mother as a teenager, Dan knew how to do a French inhale which impressed Debbie. She kept stroking his tented cock through his jeans as he exhaled.

“There now, how does that feel?”

“You mean your hands on my dick or the cigarette?”

“Both. Yeah, both.”

“Uhm well you can see how excited I am.”

Debbie laughed. “I know a lot more about how the smoking fetish works than you think, Dan.” By now, she had him turned around and facing her. She exhaled in his face and kissed him deeply on the lips, blowing smoke into his lungs. “Just imagine your cock buried deep inside my pussy – how good that will really feel.” He could only moan through the kiss as she spoke. There was no doubt now – she had him. She finished her cigarette and then they both sat down to eat.

“So, it must have been a little surprising to run into me after several years I’ll bet,” Debbie said.

“Yeah it was.” She set the food on the table. “And you wanna know the funny thing?”

“What’s that?”

“I’ve always fantasized about you, even after school was over. I used to love it when I asked you a question during a physics exam and you stood over my desk, and I could stare at your tits.”

“Did you now!? My, my, such a dirty boy you were. You were over eighteen then, so why didn’t you try to fuck me? You know I would have.”

This took Dan completely by surprise. “I don’t know Debbie. I was shy back then. I was never known as a ladies man in high school, or college. But hey. Every guy in that class wanted you in the worst way.”

“I know, you were all such dirty little boys. I loved it – teasing all of you that is.”

“Yeah, it seems like you did,” Dan said, the reminiscence showing in his eyes.

She looked at him appraisingly between plastic forkfuls and said, “You know Dan, I always looked forward to having you in my class after I got to know you. You were always my favorite. Something about you just screamed ‘compatibility’ to me. And it took a few years, and here we are.”

He felt her foot rubbing up against his jeans and she was staring at him, biting her lower lip. Her foot moved slowly up his leg and then he felt her toes touching his cock through the material. It was hard to concentrate on eating. It made him instead reach for the wine and finish the entire glass. Debbie laughed, and drank some wine herself. The whole meal was an impromptu dance of seduction.

“So Debbie. I’m wondering. How come you never got married?” The question seemed to come out of nowhere.

She looked at him and shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess I never met the right man . . . or woman.”

That was an answer that had him wondering. They finished and nursed through a second glass of wine, making small talk about how the school had changed, and speaking again of the coincidental nature of their meeting. Debbie got up from her seat and slowly walked around the table to stand behind Dan. She bent over him, and her hands were rubbing his chest. She opened the buttons of his shirt and dug into his flesh with her long, painted fingernails. It sent chills up and down his back. Then she took a little time opening his belt and jeans, slowly pulling his zipper down. Now her fingers made their way underneath his boxers and for the first time, grabbed a hold of his cock without the constraints of clothing over it.

“Oh my Dan. I can barely wrap my fingers around this beast of yours! If I had known back in high school how gigantic you were, I would never have let you graduate without you fucking the daylights out of me!”

Dan’s eyes were closed and he just grunted and smiled. Then Debbie lit a cigarette and sat on his lap facing him, one hand holding the cigarette and the other hand, gently stroking the soft underside of his cock.

“Now I don’t want you cumming all over my kitchen floor,” she laughed through a smoky exhale. “I meant it when I said you were going to take a shower in my home. So let’s get to my bedroom and get you undressed.”

She pulled Dan up by his stiff member and walked him like that through the kitchen, down a hallway and into her bedroom. She stopped when they were in front of her bed and she threw her arms around his shoulders and gave him a proper, long, and wet kiss, sticking her tongue deep into his mouth.

Debbie pushed him down on the bed and made him lie on his back. His shirt and jeans were off. Only his boxers were on, and Debbie took the material in her mouth and pulled them down his waist and legs. He felt her silky hair, now free and out of the clip rubbing against the insides of his thighs.

She held his gaze with her piercing green eyes and like in slow motion, parted her lips slightly and placed them over the tip of his cock. Her tongue stuck out and began rubbing itself around the head of his cock, getting it nice and wet. A drop of pre cum came out of his slit and she took her mouth off and placed it on the tip of her finger. Then she stuck the tip of her finger inside her mouth and made an “Oooh” sound as she licked it off. Then her lips went back on his head, tongue moving around its girth like a paint brush.

Suddenly the slow dance of her mouth turned and picked up a furious momentum of desire, deeply sucking and putting his entire shaft in her mouth as far as it would go. She came off and laughed, saying, “I can’t even get this thing all the way in my mouth – it’s just too big!”

She went back on him, her lips making a tight seal, and bobbing her head up and down his shaft. Dan lifted his hips up off the bed and matched each bob and weave of her head. He placed a hand on the back of her head, running his fingers through her hair.

He felt a ball of fullness welling up from deep inside him and he shouted, “Oh shit! I’m CUMMING!!” and with that he shot out several pulses of thick, warm cum into her mouth. Debbie sucked and slurped as much as she could, but still some escaped her mouth and dribbled down the corners of her lips. She moved up him and kissed him deeply, giving him for the first time a taste of his own sweet/salty jizz. It was strange, but he liked it – it turned him on. All the time, Debbie was sliding up and down his bare thigh, with a blind fury. She gasped and came herself. The kisses became less fierce and more tender, until finally she broke off him. Inches from his mouth she whispered, giving him small kisses, and she said, “Now let’s get you into that bath.”
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“What’s THAT FOR?” Dan asked, nodding to the pink razor in Debbie’s hand.

“Too much hair Dan,” Debbie said, shrugging her shoulders.

“What do you mean by that? Too much hair? I’m a guy.”

Debbie laughed, smiling. “Of course you are darling. But when I glide up and down you,” she said, her large tits jiggling in front of him with no bra over them, “I need to feel your soft skin, without ‘sandpaper’ getting in the way,” and she made a mock look of disgust on her face. “Would you please let me do this to you – for me?” she said batting her long, thick eyelashes at him.

What was he supposed to think. This was the farthest he’s gone with any woman before. Before tonight, Dan was a virgin – in every way you could think of; and Debbie knew it. “Okay, okay. Yeah, I get it,” he said softly and smiled. “Of course I’ll let you shave me.”

A big smile crossed Debbie’s face, and she exclaimed, “Oooh! Thank you Dan, thank you!! This means so much to me!” and she leaned in and gave him a long, kiss on the cheek. So she ran the shower water and filled the bath tub and started giving Dan a massage. It was very relaxing, especially when Debbie began rubbing his cock with her soapy hands. Of course, kissing him deeply at the same time only added to his arousal.

“Ahhh! Debbie, you keep this up you’re gonna make me cum in the bath here.”

“I have better uses for your cum than that, Daniel,” she said. She shaved him all over; even places where he didn’t think he had any hair – like under his scrotum and his shoulders. Finally, she was finished and left him with aching balls because she wouldn’t allow him to cum in the bath. She knew how to tease him, and he hated that.

She threw him a towel and a white terrycloth bathrobe, and he dried himself off. When he walked down the hallway to her bedroom, his clothes were not where he left them. He couldn’t find them. “Debbie,” he asked. “What did you do with my clothes?”

“Relax Dan,” she said. “We don’t need your clothes to play, do we? I see how hard your cock is from the bath. I feel bad about leaving you ‘hanging’ in the tub,” she laughed. “But . . . I’ll take care of you, don’t worry.”

She reassured him. Debbie was wearing a long-sleeved cotton white blouse, with all the buttons opened, and she had taken off her red-laced bra, and had her collar turned up. Her long, auburn hair now flowed freely down her front between her cleavage. She wore sheer nylon pantyhose which strapped to a red-laced girdle, covering her red satin G-String. Debbie was uncanny in the way that she knew exactly how to excite him. She picked up her pack of Virginia Slims 120s and pulled out two cigarettes this time, giving Dan one.

“Here you go Dan – light up. I know how excited this will get you,” she said with a sly grin. Something was happening here. Something exotic, mysterious. She lit herself up, then made Dan lean into the flame and got his going. He held the cigarette effeminately, just like she did, and he wasn’t even aware of it.

“You know Dan, I see that being a SMOKY SLUT suits you, am I right?” She knew what she was doing, and she had him. He had known this in the back of his mind since he was a teenager, and all those videos and online connections he made under the assumed name of “Loni,” told him that Debbie saw right through him.

“Come downstairs with me and let’s have a glass of wine. ”He needed one to relax. His mind was going off into all directions and his cock was doing the thinking for him. No one had ever read him this well.

So they both went downstairs, and Debbie poured for both of them. She stood in front of him like she was posing with the glass of wine and the cigarette, and ran her hands down her abdomen, rubbing herself over her G-String and squinting her eyes, her cigarette dangling out the side of her mouth. She watched satisfied, as Dan began playing with his cock underneath his bathrobe.

“I know exactly how you feel Dan, what turns you on, and how to keep you excited. You know why?”

Maybe it was the wine, maybe it was something else, but his eyes were half closed as he dragged on the cigarette, looking at Debbie doing her erotic dance in front of him, his cock leaking pre cum. “No, why?" he answered.

“Because” she said in a low, husky voice. “I’m onto your secret.”

She faced him, and she ran the back of her hand across his face, her nails tickling, exciting him. Then she ran them over her abdomen. He noticed that all of her nails were long and painted – except for her right index finger. Interesting, he thought. Debbie stuck her thumb underneath the band on her panties and tugged the material away from her skin. She unsnapped the pantyhose from her girdle, and it dropped away from the G-String, falling to the floor. She flicked her ashes into the ash tray on the kitchen table and then replaced the cigarette in the corner of her mouth, staring at him, inhaling, and exhaling through her nostrils.

As Dan watched hypnotized, under her spell, she slowly pulled her G-String down and out popped the largest cock that Dan ever saw! Her groin was shorn of all hair, as was the rest of her body - just as she had done to him. Dan’s eyes widened as saucers, and something inside him stirred – pure arousal. His cock stiffened and was made of cement. This was like all the videos he watched online. It was like all the transgender women he chatted with online; all the transgender women he longed to be like, who all shared the same crossdressing and smoking fetish. And now Debbie, the woman he had lusted after all these years, his teacher, was now revealed to be one of them. He was in shock, in complete disbelief.

“WOW – DEBBIE?”

“What’s the matter Dan? Never seen a girl with a cock before?” Debbie asked with a knowing grin.

“No, I mean, uh, never in person before . . .” his words trailed off.

“I knew you were into it. As I am fond of saying Dan, ‘Behind every man with a smoking fetish, is a crossdresser dying to come out.’” 


She had him. She was onto him.

“Let’s quit pretending Dan. You might be surprised to learn that I started out the same way. I had a nice, secret, little smoking fetish when I was a teenager, and I got into a relationship with a girl, or let me put it this way – someone who I thought was a biological girl when I was in high school. She taught me about her true self, and I transitioned shortly after I got out of college. I felt there was no use in pretending anymore. Sound familiar Dan?” she said as she came closer and exhaled a smoky kiss into his mouth.

“Yes, I, uh, I get it. I like watching videos online of transgender women smokers.”

She laughed. “Now how did I know that?” She asked rhetorically.

“Come, let’s go upstairs and finish what we started.”

Dan felt freer now that the cat was out of the bag, and he followed Debbie into her bedroom. She went to her walk-in closet and took out a large box. “Here, I have some older things of mine that I think will go just fine on you. I can see your cock is dying for the things inside this box.”
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She took down another box that looked like a hat box, but inside Dan saw it was a long, black-haired wig on top of a Styrofoam head. She smiled when she saw his reaction. “I know you’re thinking about the makeup. Not to worry dear, I’ll have you looking like a real smoky cum slut in no time. Then, maybe you’ll have some pictures to post online for your transgender friends.” How could she have know that?? Dan thought in complete amazement.

What caught Dan’s attention first was the G-String and stretch bra that Debbie laid out for him. They were both emerald green. She waved the G-String at him. “Here, take off your bathrobe and slip these on. Do it slowly. Take your time. I want you to get the full feeling of pleasure it can give you.”

Dab slipped out of his bathrobe and stood in the middle of the G-String laying on the floor. He pulled it up around his ankles, slowly, and felt the cool satin going around his lower legs. His cock was throbbing now. He couldn’t wait to get it underneath it. So he twisted it as he pulled it up his leg and settled the front pouch on. There was a strap down the middle which he nestled snugly in between his butt cheeks. It felt – different. It made his asshole tingle; like a clit must feel. He took his hand and stuck it underneath the pouch and rubbed his cock on it and moaned – it felt so good.

Debbie grabbed his hand and said softly, “Not so fast Dan. You don’t want to cum inside these – yet. I have plans for you. You’re getting too far ahead of yourself.”

After the G-String was in place, he picked up the stretch bra and pulled it over his head. The material in front pulled his chest together giving him the illusion of cleavage. He felt like he was high – the illusion of breasts was all too real. Debbie was smiling. Reminiscing perhaps?

“Now come into the bathroom my sweet, and I’ll show you what I can do, the magic I can make.”

She had a chair in front of the bathroom vanity table, and it was facing to the side. Dan sat down and Debbie pulled out her makeup case from the draw and set it on the table, studying the contents like a teacher would before a lesson. Dan’s thoughts went back to high school, and he laughed to himself, thinking about how she went from teaching him physics to this. The irony wasn’t lost on Debbie who said, “Once a teacher, always a teacher.”

First to go on was the foundation and a bit of blush, followed by the eye makeup. She chose a green eyeshadow and since his eyelashes were thick, she applied a nice amount of mascara. His eyebrows were bushy, and she told him, “I’m going to have to trim your eyebrows a bit Dan – don’t worry, not too much.” She filled some spots in with eyebrow pencil. She put on cherry red lipstick, like hers, and lip liner. Last to go on was the wig, which was done up in waves on top and had a part on the side. First she placed a latex cap on his head, tucking his curly brown hair underneath it. The rest was long, and it fell into the space between his breasts. When she was done, she lit him a cigarette.

“Here we go – the ‘piece de resistance,’ the cigarette.” She lit him up and lit one up herself. He looked at the lipstick on the filter and his cock became harder than it ever was. All the feelings hit him at once like a truck – the feel of the silky wig hair on his bare shoulders and back, the moisture on his lips and the pouch of the G-String against his cock.

“Now,” she said, turning his chair around to face the mirror. “Have a look at the new you Dan.”

He couldn’t believe her work – what she had turned him into. He took a nonchalant drag and exhaled at his reflection in the mirror. “God, I just want to fuck myself,” he said.

“See,” she said, “I told you that I can make you the object of all your fantasies.” Dan stood up and walked to look at himself in Debbie’s long bedroom mirror. He turned his head and body sideways, and from all different angles. His effeminate mannerisms seemed to come naturally. Debbie saw his fascination with himself and was pleased.

“We have to give you a female name now! Do you have any ideas?”

“Yes I do. There are some online sites I go to and used the pseudonym ‘Loni.’

“Loni . . . Loni . . .” She repeated. “It sounds perfect! See?” she said, squinting her eyes and pointing her finger at him. “I just knew you went online and did, well, whatever. Here we are.”

“So good. Then from now on, when you’re with me, Loni it shall be. And you will refer to yourself as a “her” from now on. Aren’t you excited?”

“Yes!” All of his fantasies were becoming reality now. Loni is the true me, he thought to himself. It was at that moment he decided this was more than just a fantasy – he would transition like Debbie did, and take the necessary hormones.

“Humm, I really do have a good talent at this Dan. You know, you’re my first transition. You should feel honored,” she said as she walked up to him and grabbed his cock, feeling its power through the satin material of the thong. “I want some of this now, and you’re going to give it to me!”

Debbie hopped on top of her bed and got on all fours. She quickly pulled down her G-String until it was just above her knees. “Something important is missing,” she said, and looked at her night table. “Dan, would you be a dear and open my night table drawer and please hand me a tube of the K-Y Jelly inside?”

“Sure Debbie,” he said and reached inside and found the tube sitting on top of a cock cage, and a large, fleshy dildo he recognized from the videos he watched. He threw her the tube.

“Okay my sweet Daniel, now get behind me,” she said, breathing heavy and wiggling her ass high in the air.

“Loni” began applying the cool, wet jelly to the crack between her butt cheeks, rubbing it up and down her taint. She moaned as his index finger pressed itself inside her. He placed a generous amount of the jelly over his own hard cock, and throwing the tube aside, he spread her butt cheeks apart and placed the tip of his cock onto her cherry asshole.

She seemed to suck his cock inside her and swallow it up. As soon as he felt the tightness of her boy pussy, or “bussy” grab the tip of his cock, she bucked back onto it, pulling it deep inside her. “Awww, that’s so good Loni. My God you are so big! The biggest cock I’ve ever had.” She meant that as a compliment and it made him feel proud that he could please her.

The walls of her bussy were slick and so tight, he had to do everything he could to overcome his inexperience and not to cum just yet and become a “one-hit wonder!” So he went in and out slowly. Loni was a virgin and had nothing to compare this too, but it was wonderful. To heighten his enjoyment, Debbie had nonchalantly lit a cigarette while he was fucking her, and it nearly sent him over the edge. He felt a drop of pre cum leaking out his tip, but it only made him go faster and faster. He grunted and went in hard. Debbie matched him move for move.

All of his feelings were wrapped up in a ball deep inside him and when he could take it no longer, he shot the biggest load of his life deep inside of Debbie. He felt the warmth of his own cum surround his own cock, and Debbie, feeling it too, moaned, and kept thrusting. Out of breath, she gasped – “keep . . . going Loni . . . don’t . . . stop!”

He shot maybe three bursts of cum, and he felt his own cum leaking from her bussy down the front of his thighs; there was that much. Loni didn’t stop and stayed hard. She kept thrusting and thrusting and it wasn’t long before she came again. A second incredible orgasm so soon after the first one. It was making him insane.

She pulled off Loni suddenly and spun her around, and both of them were on their knees facing each other. She kissed Loni hard on the lips, tongues deeply entwined with one another. Then Debbie broke the kiss off and lied her head on Loni’s shoulder, her silky natural hair felt so good against Loni’s bare skin. They hugged and he felt himself getting hard again, his cock pressing up against her thigh. Debbie’s cock was hard as well, and it was wet. She had just cum as well, without even touching her cock.

They looked deep into each other’s eyes and Debbie said, “I think you are craving my girl cock in your bussy now, aren’t you Loni?”

“Yes! Yes I am! Please Debbie.” He was begging for it. This excited her.

“I’m going to turn you into the cum-slut whore of your dreams now Loni. You’ll never forget this. Oh wait! You want a picture for your FLICKR page now don’t you?”

“Yeah, that would be great! Thank you Debbie.”

“Now your friends will take you seriously, and maybe you can meet up with some of them.”

The thought of that made Loni even harder. They placed their arms around each other’s shoulders and Debbie used her phone to take a selfie of the two of them, cheeks up against each other – their eyes misted over in post-coital bliss.

“There now, you are ‘official’ my dear!” Debbie said proudly. She placed her index finger on his nose and said, “But just remember, you belong to me Loni.”

“Of course I do,” and she leaned over and kissed her lover, mentor, and former high school physics teacher. Life was crazy, Loni thought.

“Now get on all fours and I’m going to fuck the daylights out of you! But there’s something I have to do first,” she said, and reached into her night table drawer and pulled out a pink silicone cock cage with a little gold padlock on it. With the expertise of a pro, Debbie unlocked it and placed it over Loni’s cock. It was painful because of her erection, but it soon became semi-flaccid after Debbie put it in place.

It felt strange. How am I ever going to get hard? Loni asked herself. The answer came soon enough. Debbie squeezed out a handful of the jelly and placed it between Loni’s butt cheeks and with her index finger without the long, red nail, stuck her finger deep into Loni’s bussy, circling, and putting pressure on the sides, making her moan with delight and a sense of fullness.

“You have to trust me now sweetie,” Debbie said to her protégé.

After placing some jelly on her own cock, Debbie spread Loni’s butt cheeks apart and placed the tip of her girl cock on top of Loni’s bussy and kept it there, teasing, moving it around in a circle. Loni could feel her cock getting hard and straining against the confines of the cage.

Debbie was slow and careful at first, and placed the tip of her cock inside of Loni’s bussy, and withdrew it. She did this several times, going easy on Loni, but the effect was only to leave Loni wanting more and more.

Now Debbie went in deeper and withdrew faster, getting into a rhythm. Loni felt a weird sensation of pain mixing with pleasure, and met Debbie’s thrusts with back thrusts of her own. Debbie went faster and faster, and Loni’s cock was pushing up agains the silicone prison, her hand dying to grab it. But instead Loni went back on Debbie meeting her thrusts with those of her own. Debbie was moaning, “God you’re so tight Loni, and good. I love virgins.”

Their speed increased and though there was still pain, Loni persisted and went faster and faster. Debbie gasped and Loni felt Debbie’s warm, wet cum enter her, filling her up. She could feel some of Debbie’s cum leaking out and dripping down the back of her thighs.

This triggered her and to her amazement a wave of intense pleasure swept through her and Loni shot out a load of her own cum through the mesh of the silicone cage, and it spilled out onto the sheet below her. All she could say was, “I want more please Debbie.”

But that wasn’t necessary because Debbie wasn’t about to stop anytime soon. She went faster and faster, and now Loni was broken in, and her cock became hard again. Loni bucked her hips against Debbie once again and the rhythm continued until Loni’s cock hunger overcame her and she shot another load onto the sheet, this time moaning even louder. “Oh FUCK! I want your cock inside me!”

Debbie gasped and came a second time, thrusted and slowed down. She sighed, and leaned over the small of Loni’s back, her silky hair tickling her backside. They stayed that way locked together for a few minutes until Debbie pulled out.

“Congratulations Loni, you are now officially a sissy cum-slut whore. How does it feel?”

Loni took a deep breath. “It feels wonderful Debbie. I hope we can do this again and again.

“Don’t worry. I told you that you’re mine and I meant it darling.”

“Now here, I’m sending you home with a toy,” and she reached into her dresser drawer and pulled out the pink fleshy dildo. “I want you to take this home with the jelly and the little cage and play with them. It will cause our lovemaking to be so much more pleasurable, you’ll see. You need to be ‘open’ a little bit more. Isn’t it lovely being a true cum-slut whore?”

“I love it,” Loni said. “Debbie?”

“Yes, what is it my dear?”

“Can we go out together and buys some more clothes for me. I think I’d like to go out with you.”

“Yes! That’s what I was hoping for. I know some places where we can meet some really hot guys who are into ‘shemales’ like us and we can fuck our brains out! I always wanted another girlfriend and lover to go out with. See, I’m showing you the ropes darling.”

Loni sighed. “I’m so glad I ran into you at the station. Tell me something: How did you know I would like this?”

“I have good instincts Loni and I’m never wrong. Now let’s relax, have a cigarette and you can fuck me again.”

“Love too,” Loni said.
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A short, hot tale of a young man who is “forced” by his boss to cuckold him with his hot, Latina wife. What she gets him into is behind his wildest dreams. If you put yourself in his place (like I did) you will enjoy this tale as much as I did!

READ THIS ALONE!!

[image: A person in a garment  Description automatically generated]


One

_______________

___

At twenty six, I was the wunderkind for Regal Finance Corp, the largest startup for helping small businesses in the whole of DC. Mr. Henry Slocum, the CEO liked to promote his favorites, and he took a big liking to me. I was already the accounts manager for two major clients, and was well on my way. Other people in the office resented me because they were stuck in the same positions for years, and I was only at the company for two years, young, and I was going places.

One morning Mr. Slocum called me into his office. “John,” he said from behind his big oak desk, “Come on in my boy.” Mr. Slocum was in his early fifties and had a ruddy complexion and was a bit, shall we say, “weight challenged.” In the words of a different era – fat. He loved rich food, and lots of it. He also enjoyed his liquor, often sharing a glass of Bourbon with me on a Friday afternoon after a particularly difficult week.

“Good morning Sir, what can I do for you?” It was a Monday, and I was a bit behind on a spreadsheet, and I thought I’d be given a reprimand. But that was not to be the case.

“I don’t usually do this John,” he said after taking a long draw on his Honduran cigar. Uh oh, I thought. Here it comes; the reprimand. “I have somewhat of a personal situation I’d really like your help with.”

“Sure Mr. Slocum, how can I be of . . . service?” I answered, relieved. He chuckled at what I thought was an inside joke.

“Well, I have to fly to Chicago for a week on Friday. We’re expanding our business, starting a new office in fact, and I have to go and meet with some new prospective staff. Here’s where you come in. My wife, Bianca, will be alone for the week. She’s a bit of a demanding woman, and since we don’t have any children, she’s used to going out and being entertained on a regular basis.” He stopped talking, as if what he was about to say next would be difficult.

“Yes Sir.”

“Now you’re a nice young man John, and you’re single, right? I mean, there’s no Mrs. Reynolds, no girlfriend, or steady attachment at the moment?” This was totally unexpected. He shifted a bit uncomfortably in his seat.

“Uh, yes Sir. The only ‘Mrs. Reynolds’ is my mom.” Slocum laughed and I continued. “Nobody special right now. It doesn’t mean I’m not looking, but I’ve been keeping pretty busy lately and all.” He cut me off.

“Oh, don’t think I haven’t noticed. I appreciate you, son. I guess I’ve been working you pretty hard lately, giving you lots of responsibility. I’ll try to ease up a bit – give you some more personal time. But, as I was saying. I can’t talk about this with anyone else at the firm, but I trust you John. I know you’ll keep what we talk about confidential – strictly between you and me, right?”

“For sure Mr. Slocum.”

“Good. Now as I was saying. I would like you to, how shall I say it? Keep my wife entertained for the week. You know, take her out to dinner at night, take her dancing, take her to a show – whatever, I don’t really care. Just keep her busy.” He took another draw on his cigar and pulled out his bottle of Bourbon and poured himself a generous dink. It wasn’t even noon yet.

“Please don’t share what I’m about to tell you now  with anyone else John. My wife likes to “stray,” as they say. She’s like an un-neutered cat,” he said, his face crumpling into a disgusted look. “If given the chance, she’ll leave the house if I let her, and she won’t come home until her incredible sexual appetite and general slutty tastes have been satisfied.” He finished his glass and poured another large one, offering me one. I waved it away. He was the boss, and I didn’t want to smell like booze so early in the day.

“You’re probably wondering why I stay married to a cuckolding slut like Bianca, right?” I didn’t know how or even if I should answer that one, so I kept quiet. “Well the reason is, quite frankly – her money. She’s the heiress to a very large pleasure cruise company, and I don’t want to ‘rock the boat’ so to speak. So I figure that if she’s gonna fuck around and cuckold me, it might as well be with a handsome, clean cut young man such as yourself John. She’s forty-two years old, and I don’t think you’d want to run away and start a family with an old woman like that, right?”

“Uh, no Sir.”

“Perfect.”

He sat back in his plush leather chair and looked me over. “You know, I used to be able to satisfy her, but for the last couple of years or so, I’ve had a problem with the ‘plumbing,’ and she likes spontaneity, so those little blue pills that everyone uses are out, and she’s not a very patient woman; must be that hot, Latin, sexual appetite I suppose. Oh well. So you see my predicament. Now you’ll be compensated nicely for your services, John – a nice bonus, and I’ll give you one of my credit cards to use. Just keep her happy, and do whatever she wants. You’re a handsome young man. Just her type I would think. In fact, here’s my card now. You can send her a bouquet of flowers. That should get you in good with her. Bring them with you when you see her, or hell, I don’t care; send them now if you want to.”

I never thought that being a gigolo was in the job description, yet here I was. There was a picture of Mrs. Slocum on his desk; really a stunning woman. She had beautiful, piercing green eyes, long, stylish, black hair, and a deep complexion. In a way, I felt sorry for Mr. Slocum. He was basically a nice guy, and he told me to cuckold him. No one would believe me if I told them. From his perspective, I was safe; just a toy for his wayward wife to play with while he was away. I’ve heard her deep, sensuous voice over the phone, and now, standing in her husband’s office, realizing what was in store for me, my cock was rock hard.
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Idecided to get a jump on things, and I called 1-800 Flowers right after lunch, and sent her a nice two hundred and fifty dollar bouquet of assorted flowers. The card was simple:

Looking forward to meeting you – I hope this Saturday at evening at eight o’clock is acceptable.

Sincerely,

John Reynolds”

I included my cell phone number, and I don’t know what possessed me to do that, but my address also. That was my cock talking – it was all over the place. I had met Mrs. Slocum once before, at a company holiday party last year, and she got a little tipsy while her husband got wasted. I remember she said some things to me that I thought were inappropriate at the time, but now, I was glad she did. She had a very shapely figure and a tight butt that looked like her clothing was molded around it. That night she wore a black silk, one-piece dinner dress – very short, and her magnificent cleavage showed right through. She smelled like jasmine with a faint odor of tobacco that set my cock pounding. Just remembering that almost made me cum in my shorts.

Later that evening at home, I got finished with the client spreadsheet I was working on, and since it was just nine o’clock, I decided to relax and watch a movie on NETFLIX. Then my iPhone rang. The number said “BIANCA SLOCUM.” My heart started racing and my cock was leaking pre cum into my boxers.

“Hello?”

A very husky and sensuous voice with a hint of a Spanish accent – Columbian answered. “Hello John. I got your flowers today. They took my breath away. You have excellent taste, and you are a very considerate young man. My husband told me that you would be my, how you say, companion for the next week?”

“Uh, yes Ma’am,” I answered.

She laughed like a schoolgirl. “Please John, call me Bianca. We should be past the pleasantries now, don’t you think?”

“Uh, yes Ma’ . . . I mean Bianca.” She laughed some more and in the background I could hear Mr. Slocum grumbling about something.

She was a bit annoyed, and in a voice full of exasperation, said, “Just a moment darling, I have to go to my room to take this. My husband and I sleep in separate bedrooms.”

A moment later she continued. “Now, where were we?” Ah yes. The flowers were magnificent, and I can’t wait to see you John. I know we will have a lot of fun this week. I would like you stay with me here in my house for the week. Is that okay? My driver, Alonso will take you by limousine to work every day and bring you back here. It sounds better than driving yourself, no?”

“Yes, it certainly does Bianca.”

“Okay darling. Alonso will pick you up at seven o’clock on Saturday evening and bring you to my home. I want you to know that I am aching to see you again John. You know I really wanted you to fuck me at that Christmas party last year. I asked my husband to request you. Did he tell you that?”

“No, he didn’t,” I said, swallowing hard.

“Well, now you know. Don’t forget to pack a bag – you’re mine for the week,” she said laughing. “Pleasant dreams, and think about the week to come, alright my sweet?”

“Sure Bianca, pleasant dreams.” I must have sounded like putty in her hands, which in a sense I was.

The rest of the week was a blur and Mr. Slocum called me into his office on Friday afternoon before he left for the airport. “I want to thank you once again John for helping me out here.” He pulled out his alligator wallet from his back trousers and peeled off a roll of bills. It was five thousand dollars, plus the credit card, which I had returned to him after ordering the flowers.

“This should take care of incidentals I would think, and the credit card is in case you need more. Now, don’t worry about the office this week. You can come in whenever you want. Hell, you can even take off if you want to. Joshua Chamberlain will take care of your accounts for the week. Remember son, he works for you. I don’t want you to think he’s going to try to screw you while you’re off screw . . . well, you know what I mean, right?”

“Yes Mr. Slocum, thank you.”

“Remember John. I want you to think of yourself as a company executive now. You’re more to me than an accounts manager. When I come back I think we can talk about a partnership in the firm. How does that sound?”

I was at a complete loss of words. Here I was, being handed the keys to the kingdom, with carte blanche to screw the boss’s hot wife, six ways to Sunday, live in his mansion for a week, and being offered a partnership in the company. It sounded like a wild hot, sexual fiction novel that guys would jerk-off to!
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When I got home on Friday night I packed a small gym bag with my clothes. I packed a business suit in a garment bag on the off chance that I would have to go into the office. I was so hot and crazy thinking about the week to come, I finished dinner and was going to go jerk off in the bedroom of my meager apartment in downtown DC when a knock came at my door around eight o’clock. I wondered who the hell could that be? Maybe it was my neighbor, Mrs. Buford who had a habit of locking herself out of her apartment. She had given me a set of extra keys in case she did. She was slipping, and I thought it wouldn’t be long until her son and daughter-in-law placed her in an assisted living facility.

But when I went to the door, my jaw dropped. It was Mrs. Slocum, standing there with a wide grin on her face and her limo outside with Alonso at the wheel. She turned to him and signaled him to drive off.

“Hello John,” she said. “I just thought I would surprise you.” She was carrying a black leather bag which hung over her shoulder, and another bag that contained clothes and accessories I guessed. She didn’t wait for me to respond, walked into my foyer and slammed the door behind her and dropped the bags in the hall and threw her arms around my shoulders, and planted her face on mine, kissing me like a vacuum cleaner.

Her scent of jasmine and tobacco smoke spread over my mouth and nose, and she broke off briefly to smile at me, then resumed kissing me. She was wearing a beige trench coat which was opened. Underneath she wore a pink t-shirt, no bra, and a black satin G-String underneath – that was it. I was wearing gym shorts and a GWU t-shirt. My cock was beating a steady rhythm, and she pressed her waist up against it. Her pussy was sopping wet. I could feel it through my boxers and gym shorts. Her juices were rolling down the insides of her thighs in little beads

An inch in front of my mouth, she whispered in her hot breath almost trembling, “I was so excited John, I couldn’t wait until tomorrow. I was fingering my pussy at home thinking about you coming over tomorrow and I was getting feverish. I just had to come here now. See how my pussy is leaking for you?”

“Uh, yes Bianca, I see.” How could I not?

She laughed, and threw her luscious, thick black hair behind her and jumped up on me, scissoring her legs around my waist, drenching my mid-section in her juices of arousal. She was kissing me deeply again. Her firm tits were pressed against my chest, and I felt her nipples like two sharp pencil points. Her long, red painted nails dug into my shoulders.

“John, I have to have you NOW! I want you to fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before. Do you know that night of the office party I wanted to go somewhere with you, and have you ravage me? I was dripping under my dress!”

“Yes Bianca, you told me. I wanted it too.”

“Did you??” She asked excitedly. “Yes? Aye ‘Dios Mio’ John. I wish I would have known how you felt then about me. We could have been together a lot sooner than this! Now take me to your bed darling,” she said, her mouth planted on me the whole time it took to take her into my bed room. And to think I was just going to jerk-off thinking about this absolutely stunning woman now!

Once inside my room, she slipped out of her trench coat letting it fall to the floor beside my bed. She threw me down on my back and got on top of me, kissing me and desperately grabbing for my cock. She rubbed it through my shorts and boxers, and placed her fingers underneath the waist bands, and pulled them down. I lifted my hips up, so she could pull them around my lower legs. She stroked my cock, looking at me and smiling.

Not taking her bright green cat-like eyes off me she slowly placed her soft, moist lips against the head of my cock. She toyed with me, driving me out of my mind. She stuck her tongue out slowly between her lips and touched my slit with it. Then she moved it around my head like a paint brush, and a drop of my pre cum leaked out. She took her mouth off me, and placed her fingertip on the tip of my cock, drawing up the pre cum, and then placed her wet finger in her mouth, smiling, and making an “umm” noise as she licked it off her finger.

“This tastes better than I thought it would my Johnny.” Smiling, she said, her eyes opened wide, “Such a BIG cock you have! How will I ever fit this thing into my mouth?” She said in mock horror, holding my shaft up with her nails, and bending her head to examine my cock. The pain and pleasure mix was exquisite. Then she placed her mouth back on my cock and covered my head with her lips, making a tight seal and not taking her eyes off me for a second. She moved up me and scraunched herself in a ball and said, “Finger my pussy my Johnny.”

I stuck my middle finger over her engorged lips, finding her wet, swollen knob of arousal and I played with it, rubbing it back and forth between two fingers, snapping it like a rubber band. She moaned in ecstasy, and slid her entire mouth up and down my shaft. Her tongue was like a snake roping its way around my entire shaft and the soft underside of my cock – rubbing. Her up and down sucking was loud, slurping, and she went faster and faster. My free hand that wasn’t inside her pussy was pressing down against her head.

She stiffened and moaned loudly, and I felt a lake of juice fall on top of my thigh. She dripped more and more, and I felt a ball of passion well up inside me and I shot several cannonballs of cum deep inside the mouth of my boss’s wife. She kept sucking up all my cum. Some of it I could see was dripping down the sides of her lips. She came off me and put her face on top of mine and we kissed, and I licked all of my cum off her face. Her hand was sliding up and down my shaft.

“Oh Johnny, that was so good. I want your mouth all over my pussy,” she demanded in the husky, accented voice that drove me insane. She moved on top of me until her pussy was on top of my face, leaking on me. My tongue went to work where my finger had left off, flicking the knob of her clit with it, drinking in the sweet, salty nectar. I was no longer human; I was a thing of desire. I licked her all over. It seemed the more I licked and sucked her, the more I wanted. She had cast a spell over me that was almost supernatural in character. My face was drenched, and my tongue entered her pussy, hard and probing, making her moan and shudder more, sending another shower of her juices all over me. I was fully hard again, and my cock was throbbing; another ball of cum fighting to come out of me.

She was gasping as she spoke. “Johnny, I want you to fuck me now. I want you to grind your cock inside of me. I want you . . . to cripple me.”

How could I resist such an invitation. She flipped us both over, so her back was on the bed, and I was on top of her. “Wait a second,” she said. “Let us do it the ‘doggy style.’”

She got on her knees, arched her back, and I positioned myself behind her, and with my free hand I placed my hard, throbbing cock against the entrance to her pussy. It sucked me right in. I began pounding her, my thighs making a slapping sound against her butt cheeks as I rode her harder. She was yelling words of passion in Spanish. I didn’t need a translator; I used my imagination. She bucked up against me, and I could feel her juices flowing out against my bare thighs.

It was too much for me and I shot another huge load, this time deep into her pussy. I kept going and her engorged lips tightened around my cock, like they had no intention of letting me go anywhere. Finally, we slowed down and just lay there in my bed, her head nestled against my armpit and chest.

“You know my Johnny, I have you for a week!”

I smiled, and turned on my elbow to look at her and I said in my best possessive fake horror movie voice I could muster – “Yesss . . . I know!”

She laughed and reached for her black leather bag on the floor next to my bed, pulling out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes. “Would you like one?” She asked, looking at me curiously. Instantly my cock was hard as a rock again.

“Oh. I see my smoking seems to get you excited,” she said as she seductively lit up with a slim silver butane lighter.

“Uh, yeah, I guess I have a bit of a smoking fetish.”

I had smoked a lot of joints in college, but I did have a thing for beautiful women smokers, so I took one, and she happily lit me up. Unconsciously, I held it between my two fingers like a woman would, and it didn’t escape her notice. “This is good,” she said without any further discussion.

We fucked and sucked some more and then in the morning; after getting about six hours of sleep, we had breakfast in my apartment. “You packed for the week, didn’t you?”

“Yes, except for some small items.”

“Okay my Johnny, my love, get them ready and I will call Alonzo, and he will take us to my home,” she said happily. I loved being treated like a “boy toy,” because that is exactly what I was. So I just packed my toiletries and brought my gym bag and the garment bag with my suit into the living room.

“I don’t think you will need that suit Johnny,” she said. “My husband said that he made arrangements, so you don’t have to leave me and go in.”

“I know. Josh is a competent guy, but just in case.”

“Ah see. That is why my husband speaks so highly of you.”

About fifteen minutes later, Alonzo came by with the limousine and waited outside my apartment.
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The Slocums lived in an expansive Tudor mansion just outside of Alexandria, and Alonzo pulled into the circular driveway in front of the main doors. We got out, and Bianca and I entered with our bags. “Leave them here in the hallway Johnny and Alonzo will bring them upstairs.”

So we went into the kitchen and Bianca put up some coffee as Alonzo took everything to her bedroom. “I gave the house staff the week off Johnny. I don’t want anyone disturbing us,” she said grinning lustfully.

“Bianca, you know you’re husband gave me a lot of money to take you out and entertain you this week.”

“Yes I know. We can go out to dinner, or have food brought in. I have no desire to be taken anywhere fancy or to travel. I have had men in your role before, and out of boredom I let them take me to these places Johnny, but with you, I don’t care to go anywhere.” She thought a while and said, “I can see why my husband chose you Johnny,” she said. “He trusts you with me and knows that I won’t go outside looking for other men when you’re around. Actually, you were my first pick as well as Howard’s.”

My role . . . That was an interesting way of putting it. “I’m flattered Bianca, really,” I said. I’ve never been a “toy” for a rich man and his hot wife before. I could easily get used to my new role. But it was more than just a sexual attraction. I was developing real feelings for her.

“Come, let’s go upstairs,” she said.

When we got to her bedroom I saw it was a lavish affair. It was huge, with a large screen TV, a separate bathroom with a large vanity and a walk in closet that took the space of an entire wall. I saw an assortment of women’s clothing laid out on the bed. She probably assumed that we would be going out, and maybe changed her mind at the last moment. I was curious.

She saw me looking at the clothing and turned me towards her and threw her arms around my shoulders and kissed me again. “I know you want to make me happy my Johnny, do you not?”

That was a weird thing to say –kind of an obvious statement, but I answered. “Sure I do Bianca. You are an incredible woman.”

She squealed with delight. “Would you do anything for me my Johnny?”

“Of course I would, yes.”

“Would you like to play a little game my Johnny?”

Now my curiosity was peaked. “Why not,” I said shrugging my shoulders. “It sounds like fun. What did you have in mind.”

She was practically jumping up and down. “This is so good. You see, Howard would never play with me, and none of the other men that Howard has given to me wanted to play either.”

Howard has given to me . . . This was an interesting way of putting things.

“Now, do you see these clothes on the bed,” sha said, holding up a black satin G-String and placing it against her face, rubbing and sniffing it in a tantalizing way. Then she handed it to me. “Go ahead my Johnny, rub it on your face.”

I did what she asked and loved the feel of the cool satin against my face. I smiled. That made her reach for her iPhone. She called Alonzo with her eyes on me. “Hello Alonzo. Yes, you can go home for the evening. In fact, you can take the day off tomorrow,” she said looking at me and smiling.

“My Johnny, this is the point where those other men picked up and left. Of course, they lost their jobs too,” she added with a grin.

“Take your clothes off my Johnny,” she said, purring. I did as she asked and to tell you the truth I was always curious about how women’s clothes would feel on me. She pulled out two cigarettes and handed me one and lit us both up. After performing a seductive French inhale, she said, “Go ahead and slip them on over your legs and pull them up slowly rubbing them against your legs as you do so.” She came close to me and blew smoke into my face. My cock became as hard as a rock. Bianca came closer to me, and had the cigarette dangling from her lips as she stroked my cock from base to tip.

“How would you feel about dressing and acting as a real slut just for me, my Johnny?” Her eyes opened wide.

What could I do? I kept an open mind. This could be an incredible experience for me. Besides, I was really getting turned on by the whole thing. The G-String felt amazing going up my legs and when I settled it around my cock and balls it was incredible. I was especially surprised to discover that the feel of the strap between my butt cheeks was extremely pleasurable.

I reached underneath the front of it and Bianca grabbed my hand and pulled it out, replacing it with her own, saying “No, no, no!” She started jerking me off, rubbing my hard cock against the pouch of the G-String. A pearl of pre cum leaked out and she placed it on the tip of her finger and put it up to her mouth, licking it clean.

“You must be patient my Johnny. Here, now put this on,” she said, handing me a black stretch bra that pulled the skin of my chest in closer, giving me illusion of cleavage. “Good, you have nice breasts,” she said laughing.

Next was a black laced girdle and sheer black nylon pantyhose with straps that attached to the girdle. Again, the nylon felt cool and soft going on over my legs. After I placed them on, she walked to her closet and from the top shelf she removed a box and placed it on the bed. Inside was a Styrofoam head with a long, auburn wig, done up on the top with a part on the side. She carefully took it out of the box along with a latex wig cap she placed over my dark brown short hair.

“You look beautiful my Johnny. Your face has very soft, feminine features,” she said as she ran her fingertips over my cheeks. “Now before I let you look at yourself in the mirror, I am going to take you into the bathroom and put some makeup on you. I want you to get the total experience of being a woman! You don’t know how much this turns me on. I think you like it too, do you not?”

“Yes I do,” I said truthfully. My cock was throbbing, and I was very excited at this dirty little game we were playing.

The chair of the vanity in the bathroom was facing sideways and I sat down not being able to see anything. She went to work like a pro, applying face makeup, a heavy coat of mascara, eyeliner, lipstick pencil and red cherry glossed lipstick. The eyeshadow gave her some pause, and she settled on a shade of deep green. When she was done she made me light a cigarette and turned the chair around so I could see her work. I was stunned, and very aroused. I didn’t recognize the beautiful, slutty woman looking at me in the mirror.

“So my Johnny,” she asked excitedly, “What do you think?”

I was speechless, and after what seemed like a long time of wonderment I said in a faraway sounding voice,. “It’s, I mean, I look stunning.”

The rest of the clothes were a white cotton, long sleeved blouse, and a very short leather shirt, but she seemed to have no interest in my putting those things on – just yet. I stood in front of the long mirror on her bedroom door, and I looked like one of the beautiful transgender women on YOUTUBE which I liked to look at every once in a while – ahem! The only difference was that my cock was ramrod stiff, and poking up through the pouch. She came up behind me while I was admiring “the new me,” placed her head on my shoulder, and grabbed my cock through the cool satin. I moaned, and leaked a bit into the satin.

Quickly, she spun me around and kissed me deeply on the lips, wrapping her tongue around mine. She pulled off me gently, and with her warm, smoky, jasmine body scent driving me insane, softly said, “My Johnny, you have no idea how happy you are making me.”

She pressed her hips up against my cock covered in my new clothes and slowly pushed me backwards to the bed. She never took her eyes off me and laid me down on my back. She straddled my mid-section with her legs and took her t-shirt off and stuck her tits in my face. The only thing she was wearing was emerald green satin boxer panties. I placed a nipple in my mouth and gently placed it between my teeth and bit down on it softly, sliding my teeth side to side, making her throw her head back and moan with a start.

My tongue went around and around her areola, and then I went to her other breast and did the same. The thigh she was straddling was soaked in her juices, and it ran down its width. She was grinding herself into me with a steady rhythm. She bent down and kissed my face, my neck, and then my chest, all the while rubbing my cock through the thong.

She stopped what she was doing, and looking at me, she bit her bottom lip and had an “innocent, girlish look” on her face and hooked her thumb underneath my thong, and pulled it down over my cock. She began kissing it with her warm, moist lips up and down the shaft. Her tongue slid out from her lips and licked the drop of pre cum that formed coming out of my slit.

Before I could even process that, her lips were making a tight seal around the head of my cock, and sliding around it, painting her cherry red lip gloss on my “helmet.” Her mouth  was exceptionally wet and made my pleasure so much better. She slid her tight lips up and down my shaft, at first slowly, then going faster and faster. I bucked my waist up to meet her head bobs. Her tongue was licking the soft tuft of skin on the underside of my cock, and I thought I would blow my load into her mouth again at any second.

Then it happened: She stiffened, moaned, and convulsed as the rubbing of her pussy on my thigh caused her to squirt again all over my leg, going right through her sopping panties. She stopped what she was doing, and in a quick, fluid motion, pulled them off her and dropped the sopping mess on the carpet next to her bed. Now it was her bare pussy that took its place humping my thigh. Her wet pubic hair was tickling my thigh and giving off the musky scent of arousal. The licking and sucking of my cock continued, and I shot a huge load that briefly made her pull her head away as I hit the back of her throat with force as I came. She swallowed and slurped up every drop and kept sucking on me until I was clean.

She picked her head up to look at me and her eyes were glassy, otherworldly. “My Johnny,” she said, “I love you my darling. You don’t realize how much I need you,” and she kissed me all over my face with my cum glistening on her lips. She lay prostrate on me for a few minutes, kissing my chest and rubbing her lush, silky hair all over my shoulders, neck, and then my face.

“You know, I am very happy my Johnny that you decided to dress for me and let me make your beauty come out.”

“It’s fine Bianca,” I said. “I loved it. To be honest with you, I always fantasized and wondered what that would be like, so I want to thank you.”

Her eyes lit up and grew wide as saucers. “Really? I am so happy to hear this!! Now, let’s have a cigarette and play some more!” She lit us both up, and she stared at me, smiling and smoking, blowing smoke on my cock and licking it with her tongue. “I can’t get enough of your delicious cum,” she said soft and cat like.

“Now, are you ready to play some more?” she asked with anticipatory excitement. I wondered what she had in mind. I couldn’t imagine what was to come next. “Don’t move! Stay on the bed please my Johnny.”

I sure as hell wasn’t going anywhere. She got off her knees, stood on the side of the bed and stretched, then walked across the room to her closet and took out a white shoebox and brought it over to the bed. She looked at me and smiled as she slowly opened the box.
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The box opened, she took out a silicone contraption that was made of pink mesh and had a small, gold metal padlock on it. Next, she took out what I recognized was a big, flesh colored silicone rubber dildo. It attached to a belt which she also took out, and on the end of the dildo was a silicone protuberance that looked like an outstretched hitchhiking thumb facing backwards. She looked at me smiling, in her usual excited, carefree way, and attached the dildo to the belt and strapped it around her waist. A week ago I would have run out of the room in terror, but not now. Now I was actually getting excited, my cock  coming to its fully extended and hard life again.

“This is going to be a lot of fun my Johnny. Do you trust me?” she said kissing me all over my face and sticking her tongue inside my mouth.

“Of course I do Bianca.”

“Good. Because once you try this you won’t want anything else again. The best part is that we have the whole week to play.”

The last thing to come out of the box was a matching gold key to the cock cage and a tube of lubricating jelly. “Now my Johnny,” get on all fours on the bed and face the front.” She squealed with girlish, playful laughter and got behind me on her knees. Immediately I felt the cool, silky wetness of the gel going up and down my taint. I felt the pressure of my cock fighting against the restraint of the cage.

She rubbed a handful of the jelly on the dildo and reaching to my front, she gave a good greasing to my already hard cock. The tough and painful part came when she closed my cock in the cage and locked it up. My cock was fighting the pressure of the hard silicone, and soon, some of my hard on disappeared. But that wasn’t to be for long.

She spread my butt cheeks apart and placed the soft, but firm silicone tip of the dildo against my cherry, virgin asshole. Was it an asshole? Now I was confused. It was a boy’s pussy, or “bussy” as I was to learn after I had been with Bianca for a while. But that part is coming later. In the meantime, she bent forward and just the head of the dildo entered me, causing me much pain and discomfort as it stretched me out. She withdrew giving me a brief respite. I felt full, like I had to go to the bathroom, but I didn’t. She knew very well what she was doing, that’s for sure. She repeated going slowly inside me and I was hissing through my teeth grabbling the bedsheets with my clenched fists.

Now she went deeper and deeper with each thrust, and the pain became mixed with a pleasure I had never felt before – it was deep inside me. As she thrust, she twisted and moaned as the back thumb part of the dildo entered her pussy. She shuddered as she thrust, and I could feel her leaking onto my calves. Now faster and faster she went, meeting little resistance as my “bussy” tightened around the toy. The pleasure I felt was indescribable. Could this be what a woman felt as she was being fucked? I wondered.

In staccato breaths she said as she thrusted, “My Johnny I am going . . . to make . . . you cum . . . like you never did before. Now, you . . . are . . . mylittlebitch!” she shouted in one long, quick word.

I backed up against her thrusts with a deep hunger of longing. I wasn’t even touching myself and yet my cock was shooting out wads of cum and I was soaring over the clouds in exquisite pleasure. It was unlike any orgasm I ever had. It was my first “sissygasm.” She was enjoying herself immensely too; riding on the silicone pussy plug. At about the same time I came, she let out a scream, and ground herself around and around against my ass, and squirted on me. She kept going until her breaths were just gasps. Then she stopped and lay her top across my back, her silky hair tickling my back.

She took the cock cage off me, and we stopped for her to light two cigarettes, one for her and me. “So how did you enjoy this my Johnny? I think you did very much. You like trying new things with me I think, yes?”

“Yes Bianca, I do very much.”

“And we have a whole week together,” she said with a sense of wonderment. “You dress up and look just like a woman. We can go out in public together just like two lesbian girlfriends. I will always buy you new clothing. This is a fantasy I have.” Then she laughed. “But I like my girlfriends to have cocks!”
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THE WILDEST WEEK OF MY LIFE came to an end. I went back to work, and I was a little embarrassed to see Mr. Slocum back in the office. “You know John, Bianca thinks the world of you. I think that as long as you’re around I don’t think she’s likely to stray. You did a fine job.”

“Thank you Mr. Slocum,” I said, feeling uneasy as fuck.

“Bianca asked me if she could visit you in your apartment from time to time, and I said yes. As long as I know she’s with someone I can trust I give my wholehearted consent. She’s happier than she’s been in a long time,” he said, smiling at me.

“Now I have a surprise for you. I’m going to be spending a lot of time in Chicago getting the new place up and running and you are going to be in charge of this office. This office will be yours he said, taking a long draw of his Honduran cigar and a large gulp from his glass of Bourbon. He offered to pour me one, but since it was ten thirty in the morning I said, “no thanks.”

“Of course, you’re going to see a large increase in your weekly pay, so you can probably move out of that little apartment of yours. I would imagine it’s a little cramped now, especially since you won’t be alone much,” he said, raising an eyebrow to me.

I couldn’t believe it. He was actually giving me a promotion to fuck his wife and do all sorts of incredibly lewd, tawdry things with her, and he seemed as happy as a pig in shit. Of course, I brought some of Bianca’s outfits home with me and from time to time, using her husband’s credit card, we started going out together, with me dressed up as her girlfriend. She still called me “my Johnny,” but that was okay. I think I had the best job in the world.
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Milleridge Cove is a small town in Western Georgia, and it is very proud of its new public library building replacing the old, worn out one built in the 1890’s. The town is fairly progressive in its outlook on education, and there is a section of the new library devoted to “Adult Books,” which has everything from factual books on gender reassignment, to transgender fiction. Of course, there are also the usual books you would expect to find in a section like that, which includes some reprints of the old “X-Rated” magazines like Penthouse, Hustler, and even Eighties videos, now put on DVD. The section is concealed from the rest of the library in deference to the privacy of the library patrons who would like to keep their browsing of such materials personal.

One such patron was twenty-one year old Jimmy Sheridan, a senior at Milleridge College. Jimmy is a shy boy, who stands out as an enigma amongst the other students. He is a loner, and spends his free time reading, and studying books on astronomy, chess, and military history. He has few friends, male and female, and those who know him better than the others are the ones whom he likes to confide in. Maybe one reason he has few friends on campus is that he lives with his parents as does his best friend, Desiree.

Jimmy didn’t date much, if you called visits to female friend’s dorm rooms, or Desiree’s house to listen to music, dates. In contrast to the bravado expressed by some of the jocks on campus when it came to relations with girls, Jimmy was silent. He was often the butt of cruel jokes about his sexual orientation, snickers and rude comments. They called him names like “Femboy,” “Backdoor Jimmy,” and often got rough with him, pushing him in the hallways, knocking him into lockers, and even egging his house – when it wasn’t even Halloween! Phys Ed was the worst. He would leave class early, and hurry to get dressed in the locker room before the bullying started.

His mannerisms were effeminate; like walking, the sound and pitch of his voice, and his general comportment. At lunch he liked to sit with the girls, especially Desiree.

“There they go again – such assholes!” Desiree said to Jimmy, nodding to the table of football jocks seated across the cafeteria from them, making faces and lewd gestures at Jimmy. There was Clayton, Dougie, and Tim, the three biggest offenders. Clayton walked by their table and made a loud “hissing” noise. Yesterday things escalated to new heights when Jimmy went to his car after school, planning to drive Desiree home, as he sometimes does. All of his tires were slashed. Over Jimmy’s objections, Desiree called the Milleridge College Campus Police, and all they could do was treat it like an act of vandalism. When Jimmy was asked for a group of possible suspects he was quiet. One thing he learned was to never be a rat. The police gave Jimmy and Desiree a ride home and Jimmy had his car towed to the service station. It was the only service station in that town.

Jimmy and Desiree enjoyed each other’s company, and even though Desiree had her suspicions about Jimmy with regard to his possible sexual orientation, she was very cool and understanding about it, not probing, and letting Jimmy talk to her about whatever he wanted. Likewise, she felt comfortable talking to Jimmy about her dates and the gossip with her girlfriends.

Jimmy didn’t tell her about his frequent trips to the adult section of the new library in town. That was a secret he would not share with anyone. The librarian was a woman in her mid-twenties, named Barbara Early. Barbara was drop dead gorgeous, and was one of those women that guys stared at wherever she went. She lived by herself in a small house just off the Interstate.

One day after school, Jimmy stopped by the library and passed Barbara’s desk and headed to the adult section, like he always did. Today she looked particularly hot – even Jimmy (and the women patrons – mostly mothers with pre-school age kids) noticed her, whispering amongst themselves. She wore a low-cut white cotton blouse, the top three buttons opened, revealing a red laced bra visible underneath showing off her jaw-dropping cleavage.

Her tits poked through the two layers of material, standing out like two pencil points. She had on a very short black leather skirt with a wide red belt, and black stiletto heels, more suited to walking down a runway than the sections of a public library. She had very long shiny auburn hair that fell in between her cleavage, and facial makeup which included deep blue eye shadow, heavy mascara, eyeliner, and bright red lipstick.

Once in the adult section, Jimmy went to the book section and happened upon his favorite book; kind of a “how-to” crossdress convincingly, loaded with brilliant photos, and detailed instructions on makeup, hair, clothing (including lingerie that hid a cock bulge), and other chapters on going out dressed in public – “The Big Reveal” the chapter was called. Jimmy’s secret passion was to dress like Barbara and go out in public. Whenever he had that book open, his cock was always hard, and he wanted to take that book home, but he was too embarrassed to bring it to Barbara’s counter to borrow it.

Barbara paid little attention to Jimmy because he always went to that back section. But this was one day when she had reason to go back there – to return some borrowed books. The first inkling that Barbara was there was when Jimmy caught a whiff of her strong perfume, and a hint of tobacco smoke.

Jimmy’s cock was hard even before he picked his eyes up to notice her standing in front of his table. Opened in front of him was his favorite book. He happened to glance at her out of the corner of his eye. She said nothing to him and shelved the books in her hands. Had she seen what he was reading? Probably, but she said nothing, and for that, Jimmy was grateful.

Jimmy sometimes spent hours ogling the pictures, and paying close attention to the descriptions of makeup and dress. All Jimmy could do was look. He had no access to any real articles of clothing, especially lingerie. He lingered over those photos, wondering how great they would feel slipping over his hairless legs and his cock. If he was home, he would take that book into the privacy of his bedroom or bathroom and jerk off to his favorite sections.

Today he looked to see if there were any new arrivals, and there were some short novels on transgender romance. He skimmed through a couple of those, but like his favorite book, he was afraid to check any of them out.

He looked at his phone and it was four thirty. He thought about Desiree, wondering what would happen if he confessed his desire to cross dress, and what would happen if he asked her to “borrow” some clothing and makeup to try. If he was going to ask anyone, it would have to be Desiree.

Jimmy was a spontaneous sort when it came to getting what he wanted, so he went outside the library to call her and see if he could come over and talk to her. They had homework in several subjects together, and she thought it would be fun if he came over, had dinner with her family and then went to her room to work. Desiree’s parents knew Jimmy and judged him to be “safe” as far as allowing him to be in their daughter’s room with the door closed.

Jimmy had a lot of sexual tension whenever he left the library. The urge to cross dress lately was getting more and more, so finding an understanding girl to help him became an absolute necessity. On his way out of the library today, he saw Barbara sitting on the library steps smoking one of those long, ladies cigarettes – Virginia Slims 120s. That was another fetish of his – watching beautiful women smoke. He even bought a pack at a gas station down past the town limits, and smoked secretly in his backyard. It got him hard instantly. He imagined how powerful it would be if he could dress, smoke and jerk off at the same time.

He wondered if Barbara noticed him staring at her. It wasn’t a long, like “Oh my God” stare, but he caught her eye just long enough for her to notice him staring.

As soon as the call ended, Jimmy got in his car and drove the two miles to Desiree’s house. “Hey Jimmy,” Desiree said, smiling as she opened the door. “Come on in. Mom ordered pizza for dinner since you’re coming over. I hope that’s okay?”

“Are you kidding Des – that’s great!”

After dinner and some neutral banter about this and that with her parents, Desiree and Jimmy took their books and laptops up to her room, closing the door. “Say Des, before we get started, can I talk to you about something?”

“Sure Jimmy, what’s up.”

Even though Desiree was understanding, Jimmy was still shy about talking to her, and he was hesitant.

“Come on Jimmy. I can see something’s bothering you, so out with it kiddo.”

Jimmy cleared his throat. “Umm, this is a little embarrassing Des, but I think I want to try crossdressing,” he said, expecting laughter and ridicule. But he was pleasantly surprised.

“Don’t be upset Jimmy. To tell you the truth, I was wondering when you were going to tell me something like that.”

“You were?”

“Yes. We’ve been friends since elementary school and there have been times when I wanted you to take me out, but I had a feeling that you wouldn’t. Also, I never noticed you looking at guys, so I didn’t think you were gay.”

“I see,” Jimmy said. Her remarks didn’t deflate his ego, they just reinforced what he understood. “Were you disappointed that I never, you know, asked you out?”

“Yes, at first, until I began to think about it. I think you would be happy crossdressing, and maybe even transitioning someday.”

“Really Des?” Now Jimmy was getting excited and wondering what the next step would be.

“Yeah Jimmy. Tell you what. I’m gonna do something for you that no girl in this school would ever do for you. I’m gonna let you try on some of my clothes and see how you like it.” She didn’t wait long to see Jimmy’s reaction. His face lit up like a Christmas Tree. “Also, I know that crossdressing would be difficult for you,” she said with a sly grin, “because you don’t have a sister you could ‘borrow’ girl’s clothes from.”

Jimmy was flabbergasted. “Okay, can we do it now? I know your parents are downstairs.”

“No they aren’t. Tonight’s Thursday and they went out food shopping.”

Desiree was laughing when she saw how happy Jimmy was. She moved over to her dresser drawers and pulled out a green satin G-String, and a matching green laced bra.

She tossed them to him. “Here. Would you be more comfortable going into the bathroom to change, or would you like to change in front of me? It really doesn’t matter. I have an older brother you know. I’ve seen guys naked before.” That was true. Desiree’s older brother Kyle was in his last year of medical residency, and she’d seen him parading around in his underwear, much to her disgust.

“Okay, I’ll change in the bathroom,” Jimmy said and left her bedroom.

Once in the bathroom, Jimmy slipped out of his clothes and left them in a heap on the floor.

His heart was beating fast as he slipped Desiree’s thong up and over his legs. The silkiness gave him a massive hard on as he felt the cool, soft material work its way up his legs. When he settled it around his cock and his balls, the feeling was indescribable. It just felt ‘so right.’ He never felt so like . . . himself. Then he placed the back strap between his butt cheeks, and it was wonderful. It caused a stirring deep inside him. He wouldn’t tell Desiree, but he thought he needed “something” to complete his intense feelings. That something he had trouble articulating . . . but it was a cock.

The bra was a stretch bra that he placed over his head, and it pulled the skin of his chest in tight, giving him the illusion of cleavage. He looked at himself in the mirror and turned around. It was the most natural feeling in the world. When he came out of the bathroom and walked into Desiree’s room, her mouth dropped open.

“Wow Jimmy – you look, I mean you are – fantastic!”

“I’ll bet it feels good, natural, right?”

Jimmy slowly nodded his head. “Yes it does.” Then he told her about the hours spent in the library looking at the books in the adult section. He said nothing of the hot librarian that seemed to take some sort of an interest in him.

“Now I have something for you that I think you’ll really enjoy!”

“Oh, and what’s that?”

Desiree picked up a makeup case from the top of her dresser drawers and handed it to him. “I’ll sit you in front of my vanity mirror and you can watch the magic take place,” she said.

Jimmy sat on her vanity chair and Desiree went to work. She started with the compound on his hairless face, and went all the way to the blue eye shadow to match his brown eyes and hair, and then the mascara, lipstick and lip liner.

“I kind of know how to do this stuff from the YOUTUBE videos I watch,” he told her.

“Okay, so consider this a private tutoring session where I reinforce what you already know,” she said, smiling. When she was done, they were both stunned at how feminine he looked.

Studying him from a few steps away Desiree said, “You know, I kind of wish you could dress like this all the time because I always wanted a close girlfriend. Now, you’re the closest thing to that I have.”

“Really?” Jimmy was happy.

“Yes Jimmy, I mean it,” Desiree said. She hugged him and kissed him on the cheek.

“You wanna try a one-piece dress I have? I think it’ll fit you,” she said.

“Sure, let’s do it!”

Desiree walked to her closet and slid some hangers down the rack until she came to a cream colored, one-piece short, tight dress. Jimmy couldn’t hide his hard on and Desiree smiled, even though she knew it wasn’t for her. The only thing missing was a wig, but Jimmy wore his hair with a part in the middle and it came below his collar, so he was like a girl with short hair. The way she then did up his hair with a curling iron made “the old Jimmy” disappear. It was really hard to tell it was him, and for a minute the illusion even fooled Desiree.

“Wow Jimmy! I swear to God, I would never know it was you.”

“What can I say Des; you’re a genius with makeup.”

“Tell you what. I don’t really wear these things. So I can let you borrow all of it, and we can go shopping for more stuff, like maybe some costume jewelry; earrings and stuff.”

“Sounds great! Why don’t we go to the mall this weekend?”

“It’s a date.” Desiree realized what she just said, and quickly corrected herself. “Well, you know what I mean.”

Jimmy laughed. “Yes I do.”

So Jimmy changed, removed the makeup, and she gave him a bag to bring all the clothes and some extra makeup home. He was saddened when he took everything off. He really wanted to keep it on. Leaving Desiree’s house, he wasn’t the same person who came over earlier. He felt stronger, emotionally, and more like himself than he had ever felt in his life.
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The next day after school, when Jimmy went to the library, he passed Barbara’s desk, and he was smiling because he was privy to a secret that sort of involved her. She was his “goal,” or rather, looking like her was. She picked up a change in his attitude and it made her a bit curious.

He went right to his favorite book – the big one with all the instructive color pictures. Still, he couldn’t bring himself to check it out, but he had to have it. . But then he saw that the book was marked “NOT FOR BORROWING. LIBRARY READING ONLY.”

Jimmy was disappointed . What could he do? So after he was done reading it, he quickly stuck it into his book bag. He planned to take it home with him, and jerk off to some favorite pictures. Eventually, he planned to return it. But after he got home and put on Desiree’s thong, bra, and dress and laid down on his bed, thumbing through the book, he thought about keeping it. He couldn’t help himself – he had to jerk off to his favorite pictures of transgender women. He also went onto some transgender woman and smoking fetish sites on FLICKRR, and jerked off to both, careful not to get any jizz on the photos in the book. Of course, his parents were both at work.

On Monday, he skipped the library for the first time in days. Why should he go? He had everything at home now. He also skipped going on Tuesday and Wednesday. On Thursday however, he decided to go and see if they had any new arrivals in the adult section. As soon as he settled in his seat and placed his laptop and books on his table, he got up and went to the shelves. He knew all the books by heart and could even tell if someone else had been browsing there. It looked like no one did. Much to his delight, he found a new volume. It was a graphic transgender novel in the Japanese style – Manga. They were very explicit, but in black and white. Color books in Manga were rare. He was turning the pages and became aroused when he smelled Barbara’s perfume next to his table.

He looked up and she was standing in front of him with her arms folded and a serious look on her face, looking as stunning as ever. “Jimmy is it?” she said with an ‘I got you’ kind of expression in her voice.

“Oh hello Ms. Early,” Jimmy said, starting to perspire. “What’s up?”

Smirking, she walked around to the side of the table and looked at his lap. “You mean aside from your cock Jimmy?”

He was shocked and a bolt of fear ran through him. “Wh-what do you mean?” he asked.

“I think you know. Since the beginning of the school year you’ve come to this section every day, but this week was the first time you haven’t come here. I thought at first you might have been sick, or involved in some extra-curricular activities, but I don’t think so. I’ve seen you here with a very special book Jimmy. Each day after you left, the book has always been placed back on the shelf, but for the last few days, the days you weren’t here, it’s been missing. I’m wondering if maybe you have it? Perhaps let’s say, you just ‘forgot’ to place it back on the shelf?”

“Uh no, I don’t know what you mean. I just come here to look at some of the transgender books, but I always place them back on the shelves. To tell you the truth,” he said, hoping that a confession of sorts would relieve the pressure on him, “I’ve been shy about taking them out.”

“Well, the particular book I’m thinking of you wouldn’t have been able to check out. It can’t be borrowed. So that leaves only one possibility – you took it. Didn’t you Jimmy?”

The blushing on his face confessed for him. He had only one choice – to be straight with her. “I guess I may have borrowed it,” he said, his head and his voice sinking low.

She seemed to be enjoying herself. “You know that book costs the library about two hundred and fifty dollars. I could call the police.” Of course, there was no hard evidence, it was purely circumstantial, but his parents would find out, and probably his school too. So Jimmy was at her mercy. What would she do?

She leaned in close to him, the smell of perfume and tobacco smoke giving him an extreme hard on. “But calling the police would be a terrible thing to do to a young man who probably plans to attend college, right Jimmy? Also, the fact that you’re over eighteen makes this even more serious. It could cause you endless embarrassment and would follow you around wherever you went.”

That part was a little hard to believe. I mean, it’s just a book, he thought. It kinda’ sounded like she was exaggerating, but Jimmy wasn’t going to haul out his laptop now and study the Maine criminal code. The silence was uncomfortable, yet there was something “arousing” about it. He was confused. What was she getting at with this line of questioning?

“Okay, okay, Ms. Early. I do have it. I’m sorry. I was planning to return it - honest I was.”

She drew a deep breath and looked at him sitting in a pool of sweat at the table.

“I tell you what Jimmy. I can’t really let you get away with this, but perhaps we could come to some kind of an arrangement.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“You’re going to come over to my house this Saturday night and I will administer a suitable punishment and then we can forget the whole thing Jimmy. Oh, and remember to bring the book with you. Now take out your phone and we’ll exchange numbers, and I’ll text you my address.”

After they exchanged numbers, Ms. Early smiled at Jimmy and walked out of the room, purposely wiggling her ass in a very arousing way. What the hell was I in for, he thought?

That night Jimmy called Desiree.

“Des, I have to tell you something?”

“What happened Jimmy? You sound frightened.”

“Well, remember I told you about that transgender book in the library? The one with the photos and tips on makeup and dress for transgender women and all?”

“Yeah, so what about it? I thought we covered everything really well at my house.”

“Well see, I took the book home, and I wasn’t supposed to – it can’t be borrowed, and the librarian caught me.” Jimmy told her all about Barbara Early, and how she always looked at him funny.

“Wait, so this librarian wants you to come over to her house and ‘teach you something???’”

“Yeah, can you believe that? But the alternative for me . . . well the book is expensive, and she threatened to call the cops on me.”

“It sounds very weird Jimmy. What does your gut tell you?”

“I don’t think I have much of a choice. I have to go there.”

“Humm. You know what I think?”

“What?”

“I think you should go over there, but I think you should go over there dressed . . .”

“Are you SERIOUS Des? Why would I do that?”

“What’s the worst that can happen Jimmy? I know there are some women that ‘have a thing’ for men who crossdress. I mean she knows you enjoy it. You should face up to . . . who you really are. Listen, we’ll do some shopping on Saturday, and we’ll buy you stuff that will really make you look hot.

“I’ll see you Saturday, okay? And stop worrying about Saturday night. You might enjoy yourself. I don’t think this librarian is a serial killer or anything like that!”

She had a point. What’s the worst that can happen, Jimmy thought. Plus he couldn’t deny the fact that she aroused him tremendously. He had a hard on now just thinking about Barbara. So Jimmy slipped on Desiree’s thong in the privacy of his room and jerked off to thoughts of Barbara sucking on his cock.
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On Saturday Jimmy and Desiree went to the mall and shopped for clothes for Jimmy. He was about the same size as Desiree and very embarrassed about trying the stuff on, but the place was so busy, that no one thought anything of it when both of them went into the dressing room and tried everything on. They were both the same size with some slight differences, like breast size.

Jimmy decided to get dressed for the night at Desiree’s house. If anything got crazy at Barbara’s, Desiree would pick him up. He wore a very hot, short, tight-fitting one-piece red dress, with a low-cut front, and a stretch bra with cups that pulled his chest together, and gave him the look of B-size cups. It was better than he hoped for. The best part were sheer black nylon panty hose that attached to a girdle that went on top of the thong. It had a nice "girly touch"- pink bows at the top where the straps were. The urge to jerk off right there was overpowering, but he told himself that he must save himself for what may come with Barbara.

Desiree picked out a wig – jet black in a bob style, along with some costume jewelry – a golds bracelet and clip-on hoop earrings. As usual, Desiree’s makeup job was fabulous, and without a really hard look, Jimmy couldn’t even tell it was him.

“We’re forgetting something Jimmy.”

“Oh, what’s that?”

“We need a ‘feminine persona’ for you,” Desiree said, sounding professional as the words came out. He hadn’t thought of that.

“I like ‘Debbie,’ how about that?” Jimmy said.

“Debbie . . . Debbie. Humm. Has a nice ring to it. I guess if we go out as friends together sometimes, then Desiree and Debbie is great! Good. So from now on, only when you’re dressed, we’ll call you Debbie.” So not only was Jimmy dressed the part, but he had a girl’s name to go along with it.

The ride to Barbara’s house was about twenty minutes, and her porch lights were turned on. Jimmy turned into the gravel driveway and pulled in behind her car; a 2021 green Jeep Wrangler.

Jimmy (Debbie) was sweating, and his heart was beating fast. This whole idea was stupid, he thought. What was the point of dressing for her anyway. Wouldn’t a hot woman like that prefer a real man anyway? After he clicked his car locked he realized he forgot the book in the back seat. Shit! He had to unlock the car and get it out, before she could come to the door. So now, book in hand, “she” walked up the steps to Barbara’s wooden, railed porch and rang the bell. “Her” mouth was dry from nerves.

The door opened and at first Barbara seemed confused. “Jimmy?” she asked, squinting and trying to look through the makeup. She started laughing. “WOW! You look totally amazing! I never expected anything like this. Come in, come in please. Here, have a seat in the kitchen and I’ll get some drinks. You like wine?” While she was looking around and still in a bit of shock, the librarian in her came out and she said, “Oh good. I see you brought the book.”

“Wine sounds great Barbara.”

Barbara went to a cabinet over the sink and pulled out a bottle of Cabernet and a couple of long stem glasses.

“Well,” she said, looking Jimmy (Debbie) over. “I certainly see you walk the walk. I must admit I’m very surprised and pleased. It saves me the trouble,” she said with an evil little grin. “Tell me something Jimmy, how long have you been dressing for?”

His courage and self-assurance grew, and he said: “You can call me ‘Debbie’ while I’m dressed up, and actually tonight is the first time I’ve gone out like this in public.”

“Oh, I feel honored. I actually get very turned on by young men who crossdress. You know I had plans like this as part of your punishment for stealing that book. You see, I also like dominating men who crossdress. I used to be married to a ‘SISSY’ . . . and I forced him to wear schoolgirl outfits with pigtails and walk around on a leash.” Barbara put her hand up to her chin and stared at Debbie.

“So what happened to your husband?” Debbie asked.

Barbara gave off kind of a snort and said, “Oh! The shithead cheated on me with a gay man. Can you believe that? I gave him everything he wanted. We had our own little game together, but it wasn’t enough, so the bastard cheated on me! I shot him and buried him in the back yard, underneath the rose bushes!”

“WHAT THE FUUUUUCK!???”

Barbara laughed. “I’m only kidding silly! But looking back, it might not have been a bad idea. Now she was smiling at the joke which almost made Jimmy bolt for the door.

“Oh Debbie, Debbie! We’re going to have lots of fun starting tonight,” Barbara said and put her hands together smiling.

Debbie felt her cock was going to burst. She couldn’t believe that she was actually here with the object of all her fantasies, ready to do whatever. Barbara reached into her black leather bag on the floor next to the kitchen table and pulled out a Virginia Slims 120mm Menthol cigarette. Debbie was eyeing it hungrily as Barbara lit up with a slim silver butane lighter.

“So I see you also have a bit of a smoking fetish too Debbie. My ex-husband did too. But let’s not talk about him anymore, okay?”

“Sure, fine with me.”

“Here, have one,” Barbara said, the newly lit 120 dangling out of the corner of her mouth. She was getting turned on watching Debbie get off on her smoking fetish.

Sitting there at her table, dressed in heavy makeup, wearing a very hot outfit and looking just like a cum-sucking slut was making Debbie’s cock burst. Barbara was wearing a short, tight black fabric skirt with a high slit up the sides and her long, auburn hair was pulled back and up in a bun. She wore her signature heavy makeup too and her thick, black framed glasses too. She had on one of her white cotton long sleeved blouses, as if she was ready to go to work.

After a few minutes of sitting together, smoking and drinking wine, Debbie felt the sexual tension could be cut with a knife. Barbara was sitting across from her acting like a tease, studying her and planning “her next move.” It was a bit disconcerting, and then Barbara said, “It’s time we began your punishment Debbie.”

“I’m taking you upstairs to my bedroom and we’re going to start.”

Barbara stood up and grabbed Debbie by the wrist and pulled her up, leading her out of the kitchen and up the stairs to her bedroom. The bedroom was large with a king-sized bed with a canopy and wooden poles on the corners. The carpet was a bright red which had a “stimulating element” to it. A large walk-in closet stood off to the side, with a bathroom opposite the bed.

Still holding onto Debbie’s hand she pulled her to the bed and made her sit down facing her. Barbara smiled and walked closer to her, her hand reaching underneath Debbie’s skirt and finding her hard cock.

“Oooh, what do we have here? I didn’t give you permission to get a boner, now did I, you slutty little thief? And, what a lovely little boner it is. I’ll bet it’s never been touched before, now has it Debbie?”

“No ma’am it hasn’t,” Debbie answered trancelike.

“Ma’am, ma’am?? I kind of like that. You know that dress looks very pretty on you, and I’ll bet that cock has never been sucked before either, has it, you dirty little pervert you?”

“No Barbara it hasn’t.”

“You haven’t earned the right to call me Barbara, slut. You’ll call me Ms. Early until I say otherwise, now got it!?” she yelled, making Debbie jump.

“Okay Ms. Early,” Debbie said, trembling.

“Good.”

Barbara let go of Debbie’s cock but not before it leaked a bit of pre cum on her thong. This was torture, Debbie thought. She was getting worked up something awful, dying for Barbara’s soft, smoky lips to wrap themselves around her cock. Barbara walked over to her black, leather bag on the floor and pulled out two more cigarettes, lighting both at the same time. Giving Debbie one, she lingered in front of her, taking a French inhale, and Debbie followed suit which pleased her. “You’re a natural Debbie. It pleases me no end to see you smoking like a dirty cum-slut. After tonight the whole point of your life will be to live to suck on cocks! Isn’t that right Debbie??”

Afraid to say anything else, Debbie answered “Yes, Ms. Early.”

Now with one hand Barbara flipped up Debbie’s skirt and pulled down her G-String, making Debbie lift her ass off the bed, settling the G-String around Debbie’s ankles on top of her black pumps. “Spread those legs apart slut!” she ordered.

Barbara placed an ashtray on the floor in front of Debbie and started rubbing Debbie’s bare cock with her soft fingertips. She dug her long, cherry red painted nails into the soft flesh of the shaft of her cock, and stroked it from tip to base, rubbing her fingers with the pre cum that had formed. Looking Debbie right in the eyes, she placed her wet fingers slowly into her mouth like a piece of candy and ran her tongue around it.

“I love the taste of your cum Debbie. I’m dying to taste more, and you’re going to give it to me, right?”

“Yes, Ms. Early,” Debbie said, swallowing hard, still in disbelief of what was going down now.

“Now you’re going to take the punishment you deserve, SLUT!!” she yelled, making Debbie jump. Barbara dropped to her knees and before Debbie knew what was happening, Barbara’s fingers were drawing her cock close to her lips. She played with her cock, bumping her closed lips up against it and then slowly sticking her tongue out and touching Debbie’s cock slit. Debbie closed her eyes and threw her head back and chills went up and down her body. Now Barbara opened her mouth ever so slightly and moved her tongue around the head of Debbie’s cock causing more pre cum to leak out, which Barbara noisily slurped up. All the time her eyes were looking up at Debbie, which only turned Debbie on more.

Slowly, agonizingly, Barbara’s mouth covered the whole of Debbie’s “helmet”, going up and down on it, and coming off it every so often to take drags off her cigarette and blow the smoke over her cock.

Her mouth was very wet, and her lips were like silk. Barbara skillfully moved her wet bottom lip over the sensitive tuft of cock flesh on the underside, back and forth. Debbie moaned, and Barbara let out a small chuckle at the effect she was having on “her captive.” She went faster and faster, sucking and licking the entirety of Debbie’s cock from top to bottom.

By reflex, Debbie moved her ass off the bed and went in sync with Barbara’s bobbing head. She wanted Barbara to swallow her up completely, the exquisite torture continuing. By now it was too much to take, and Debbie hissed between her clenched teeth and Barbara picked up her speed, making an even tighter seal with her lips. A cannon shot of cum flew out of Debbie’s cock, not once, but three times in rapid succession, hitting the back of Barbara’s throat. It was too much cum and some of it drooled down the corners of Barbara’s lips. She kept thrusting, until it seemed that Debbie’s cock was totally clean of cum. Barbara kept sucking but slowed down a bit.

Then she stopped sucking completely and took her head off of Debbie’s cock, kissing her on the mouth after taking another drag off her cigarette and giving her a smoky exhale. To Debbie’s amazement, her cock was still hard as a rock, even after emptying herself of all her jizz. Barbara’s tongue was wrapping itself around Debbie’s, and they both stayed that way for what seemed like minutes; no talking between them.

Finally, it was Barbara who spoke about softly about one inch from Debbie’s mouth. “You were excellent Debbie. I think you’ve earned the right to call me Barbara now.” To Debbie this was a big plus. What more “punishment” could there possibly be?

“Now, it’s time for you please me and be my personal . . .” she kissed her repeatedly while she spoke, “little smoky, reeky cum-slut. Are you ready?”

“Yes, of course,” she answered as though hypnotized.
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“Okay just sit there,” Barbara ordered. She walked over to her walk-in closet and reached up on the top shelf and pulled out a pink box, then came back to stand in front of her.

“What’s in the box?”

Barbara grinned, and looking at her, slowly took the lid off the box, pulling out a pink, plastic contraption. It was a plastic mesh and shaped kind of like an Oxygen mask.

“This my love is called a ‘cock cage.’ I’m going to have you stand up and place it around your cock and your balls so you can’t touch yourself. It’s something that no self-respecting sissy cum-slut should ever be without. So stand up.”

Debbie stood at the side of the bed facing Barbara, and held the short hem of her dress up. She was still hard as a rock – and big, so it was quite painful when Barbara forced it on her. Then she took out a small gold metal pad lock and key. She slowly opened it, and Debbie’s eyes widened. “How long . . .”

“SHUSH!” Barbara exclaimed putting an index finger up to her lips. “Until I say it comes off.” Barbara snapped the lock in place and placed the key back in the box, then put it back on the top shelf of her walk-in closet.

She now stood in front of Debbie. “Now for the next part my slutty little book thief.”

Barbara reached behind her and untied the bow that held her hair up and shook her head causing her long, shiny auburn hair to fall between her cleavage. She was biting her bottom lip as she undid her short black skirt and let it dop to the floor. She was wearing a bright red G-String with a matching laced girdle attached to sheer black nylon panty hose. She undid the straps and let the girdle fall to the carpet. She stepped out of it and kicked it to the side. Then she placed her thumb underneath the front pouch of the G-String and stared at Debbie in the face. She lit a cigarette and let it dangle out the side of her mouth, causing Debbie’s cock to ache as it fought to get out of the cock cage, but to no avail.

Slowly, Barbara’s thumb pulled down her G-String and what Debbie saw next caused her eyes to widen in amazement, causing a million questions to flood her mind. Barbara had a large, seven-inch cock that sprang up from a shaved pubic area, poking up to the ceiling.

“WHAT THE FUCK??? YOU HAVE A . . . A COCK!?”

“Very good Debbie, my little cum-slut. I see you have a knowledge of anatomy,” she said laughing. “What’s the matter; never seen a girl with a cock before?” Then, answering herself she said, “No, probably not except for that book you so love, and maybe in some videos you probably watch at home, am I right?”

“Yeah, I mean, umm . . .”

“It’s okay. I like surprising guys, er., I mean crossdressing men. But what puzzles me a little bit is what you are exactly. I know you love to crossdress, but how far do you want to take it? See, about ten years ago, I decided to transition fully. Well, except for my cock. I like having a cock. I can have loads of fun with it. I like to think of myself as a ‘shemale,’ you know, like they have in Thailand.”

“I get it, yeah. I haven’t decided exactly that’s what I want to do yet.”

“Oh Debbie, Debbie. I should really punish you for lying to me. I know you love it. Just admit it and run with it. We can have lots of fun! Now, get on the bed on all fours, doggie style and face the front.”

Debbie did as she was told, ad Barbara went to her night table and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly. She got on the bed behind Debbie and pulled her G-String off and tossed it on the floor, along with her girdle which strapped to the pantyhose she wore.

“Oh Debbie, I love the little bow on your pantyhose, it’s such a sissy touch! It’s perfect,” she said laughing.

Barbara’s hands gently massaged the sides of Debbie’s buttocks, and her fingertips tickled her. Every fingernail was long and painted except for her right index finger which was painted but cut short.

Then Debbie felt a cool, slick sensation between her butt cheeks as Barbara placed the K-Y Jelly from her cherry asshole (boy pussy or “bussy”) up to her balls. It made her tense up. Then Barbara spread Debbie’s but cheeks apart and placed some of the K-Y over her large cock, and she touched Debbie’s cherry bussy with it, moving it in a slow circle.

Debbie gasped, and was seized with a pure craving for cock. It was the perfect thing; everything she needed and desired since discovering that book section in the library. Now Barbara moved slowly and began inserting her large cock. It made Debbie clench her fists and grasp the bed sheets. She let out a whimper.

“Okay Debbie honey. Try to relax. I remember my first time.” Barbara laughed. “The guy had to be at least twelve inches long – I kid you not. It was an awesome cock! Just try to relax, and soon the pain will be replaced with a wonderful pleasure, okay?”

Debbie wordlessly shook her head up and down.

“Good,” Barbara said, and slowly went in and out, not going farther than the head of her cock at first. Gradually, Debbie calmed down, still squirming a bit. Barbara playfully slapped her ass. “I told you just relax!”

The squirming stopped and Barbara went farther this time. She went slowly deeper and deeper and faster and faster inside Debbie. Her pain was still real, but she wanted more – she didn’t want Barbara to stop. She got int a fast rhythm now and Debbie met her thrusts back and forth. “My God Debbie, I love virgin bussy! It’s so sweet and tight.”

Barbara could hold back no longer and shot a huge load deep inside Debbie. She felt a nice, warm wet feeling go all the way through her. Without even touching her cock, she had a deep feeling inside her, like a sneeze welling up and short a warm fast load onto the bed sheets – amazing, so soon after cumming from the crazy, hot blow job she got from Barbara.

Barbara kept thrusting and thrusting, and still Debbie wanted more and more. “Don’t stop Barbara, PLEASE DON’T STOP!!” she was shouting.

Barbara kept going. Soon, she shot a second load deep inside Debbie, and Debbie was still hard, her cock aching in the cage, but she didn’t mind the pain. It was like she had her own pussy, and she loved it.

Now Barbara was exhausted and lay her head on Debbie’s backside, not moving. She softly told Debbie, “That was amazing sweetheart, soooo good. I’ve never had a virgin like you before.”

She pulled out and Debbie and her faced each other, both on their knees, locked in a deep kiss. Debbie could still taste her own cum on Barbara’s mouth. Barbara’s cock brushed up against Debbie’s cock cage.

Breathless, she said, “I hope you learned a good lesson tonight not to steal books anymore.”

“I learned a lot more than that,” Debbie said sweetly to her.

“The rest of your punishment my dear is to come over here as often as I see fit. Or else, I may have to call the police over your book theft!”

“But I brought it over tonight!” Debbie said, her eyes wide open.

Barbara laughed, and said, “I was only joking my love. Now, when can I see you again?”

“Well with school and everything, I guess Monday in the library.”

“No silly, I meant here!”

“Oh, next Saturday night for sure.”

“That’s better. It’s what I wanted to here. There’s still a lot you don’t know.” Barbara kissed her deeply and Debbie headed over to Desiree’s house to change into Jimmy’s clothes.
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It was two am and Desiree quietly opened the front door and led Debbie upstairs to her room. “Good thing you don’t have a dog,” Debbie said.

“So tell me all the dirt. I’m guessing you had the time of your life! I’m so excited for you Jimmy!” They had to speak in whispers.

“Well, when I’m dressed you can call me Debbie, remember?”

“Oh right,” Desiree said. “I forgot,” she said laughing.

“Yeah, it was unbelievable, and you’ll never guess what happened. It totally blew my mind.”

“What did?”

“Ms. Early is really a transgender woman.”

“What?? No shit! So . . . I’m guessing, you know, you got it on with her?”

“Oh that, and more.”

Desiree could barely contain her excitement. “Jimmy, er., Debbie, I’m so happy for you.” It was just like she was speaking to one of her girlfriends.

“You wanna know the funniest thing Des? I finally found out the truth about myself. I want to transition fully to Debbie.”

“That’s wonderful Debbie, I’m so happy for you!”

Debbie proceeded to tell Desiree about everything that happened earlier – even the cock cage.

“Wow Jimmy, (he was in his street clothes now and the makeup was off) I’m so impressed with you. So tell me; what’s this ‘Barbara’ like, anyway?”

“Well, she comes off tough, you know? Like when she caught me and knew I stole that book, I really thought for a second that my life was over. When I went to her house, I think your idea of helping me get dressed was the right thing to do. She didn’t even recognize me at first. You’re an absolute genius with the makeup and clothes!”

“Why thank you Jimmy. Maybe I can have a side business – you know, ‘assisted transitions,’” she said, and they both laughed quietly.

“Okay, I gotta go and sneak back to my house now. God I hope my parents are asleep!”

“Sure. I’ll see you in school Monday. Lemme walk you downstairs, and I’ll keep your clothes here, right?”

“Oh thanks! I was wondering what I would do with those. I don’t think my parents could accept Debbie – not just now anyway.”

So Jimmy made his way home and had a lot to think about.

***

ON MONDAY MORNING in his first class of the day, Jimmy felt different. He thought he could “read” girls differently. His whole outlook on life had changed. One thing didn’t change, however, and that was the attitude of those football jocks – Clayton, Doug, and Tim. They were unusually quiet in Spanish Language Seminar. Most of the time they started first thing in the morning with the insults or a shove, but today they seemed to forget about him. But when Jimmy turned around to look at them in the back of the lecture hall he got hit in the face with a rolled up piece of paper. Then Clayton, the one who threw it made a “slitting” motion across his throat. That sent chills through Jimmy’s body. Where was Desiree? Was she sick today? She was always early and would often protect him from their insults.

But towards the end of the seminar, she came in late. She sat in her regular seat next to Jimmy and mouthed “I’ll tell you later.” So after about 45 minutes of verb conjugations, she met him outside the class.

“My dad had trouble starting the car. He called AAA and they had to tow the car to the service station. It was a broken starter.”

“You know Des, it’s no problem. I can pick you up from now on. I don’t know why I didn’t think of that before.”

“Oh that’s so sweet Jimmy. Thank you!”

“Oh that’s sooooo sweet Jimmy!” It was Clayton, standing behind Desiree and Jimmy in the hall. “Well if it isn’t the fag and the fag hag!” Doug and Timmy, standing next to him broke out laughing.

“Hey Jimmy, what’s that?” Clayton asked, pointing to the wall on the side of Jimmy. When he and Desiree turned to look at the wall, Clayton punched Jimmy really hard in the solar plexus, making him double over with pain.

“YOU STUPID BASTARD CLAYTON!! What the fuck do you think you’re doing??” Desiree exclaimed, balling her fists.

“Oh look at this guys – the fag hag looks like she wants to fight for her favorite fag! Really Desiree, what the fuck are YOU gonna do?”

“I’ll tell Dean Cowens, that’s what I’ll do.” He was the Dean of Students.

“Oh yeah? Where are your witnesses?” When one of Jimmy’s friends, Scott Hancock looked like he was stepping up, one look from Clayton sent him scurrying away. “Yeah, I thought so.”

“No witnesses, no crime sweet cakes, see? That’s the American system of justice at work.” This made the three morons laugh.

That day during phys ed, the last class of the day, they were playing flag football and Jimmy got a bullet pass right to his head from fifty yards away from Clayton, the school’s star quarterback. That knocked Jimmy to the ground, and he went to the campus infirmary office right after the incident. Desiree was watching from the stands, and she came running over with Jimmy’s friend Scott and got him over there.

“Jimmy, things are getting really bad! We have got to do something!” Desiree said to him in the nurse practitioner’s office sounding frightened.

“Like what” Jimmy said. “It’s only a matter of time before those assholes bring a knife to the fight and I’m cooked.” Clayton’s brother was a Marine and Clayton once brought his brother’s K-Bar knife to show it off.

“I’m not sure yet Jimmy, but I’ll come up with something.”

“Why am I always scared when you come up with plans?”

Desiree laughed. “Because when it comes to protecting my friends I can have a very evil mind.”

The infirmary NP, Mrs. Buford, a young woman in her late twenties was listening to their conversation. “You know guys, that asshole Clayton and his friends are well known in this office. They always manage to send someone here once a week at least. I’ve tried to explain this to Dean Cowens, but apparently Clayton’s father, Gilbert Sorrel is a very powerful businessman in this town, and everyone is afraid of him. He’s got powerful friends in local government and on the Board of the college. So Cowens buries his head in the sand and looks the other way. You’re lucky, I don’t see any signs of concussion but if you feel light headed or nauseous later in the day, you make sure you go to the hospital ED, okay?’

“Sure Mrs. Buford,” Jimmy said.

“Desiree, can you keep an eye on Jimmy this afternoon.”

“Yes Mrs. Buford, I will.”

“Please guys, call me Diane. Jimmy, are you sure you can drive home?”

“I’m not sure,” Jimmy said. “I’ve got a headache.

“That’s okay Jimmy, I’ll drive you home and my dad can pick me up later,” Desiree said.

“That’s good to hear Desiree,” Mrs. Buford said, sounding reassured.

“Desiree, can I speak to you for a few minutes alone please?”

Desiree looked at Jimmy.

“That’s fine Des. I’ll wait outside here until you’re done.” After Jimmy left, Diane closed the nurse’s office and sat next across her desk from Desiree.

“So what do you suggest we do, Mrs. Buford?” Desiree asked.

“Do you know the new librarian over at the town library main branch.” Immediately, Diane sat up straight, thinking of what “Debbie” told her last night. She would play it by ear and listen to what Diane had to say before possibly revealing Jimmy’s true self to her.

“Um, not directly, but I know Jimmy does. He spends a lot of time in there after school and on weekends.”

“Well, it just so happens that Barbara Early is . . . my brother.”

She waited for Desiree to be shocked, and said, “How come you’re not surprised by that?”

“Because I know she’s a transgender woman. Jimmy told me so. I’m gonna level with you Diane, Jimmy became very friendly with her, and he told her everything about his interest in the stuff that was in the ‘adult’ section.” She shifted around her seat a little uncomfortably and continued. “Last week Jimmy kind of stole a library book on crossdressing and transgender women, and she found out he took it. I’m not really sure how, but she caught him and made him bring the book over to her house on Saturday night.” Desiree looked at Diane for a reaction, saw none and kept going. “It seems Barbara took a big liking to Jimmy, and he has a BIG interest in crossdressing and possibly transitioning himself. So I helped Jimmy and went shopping with him Saturday and helped him pick out clothes. He went to her house dressed and stayed at her house really late. They, uh, kind of ‘got it on’ if you know what I mean, and now Jimmy has a feminine name – Debbie.”

“Oh my, this is interesting,” Diane said. “Barbara is divorced, and since then a few years ago, she hasn’t dated very much, so Jimmy must be very special to her.”

“Yes, that was the impression I got.”

“I think I have an idea of how Jimmy can get even with that asshole Clayton, so he’ll never bother Jimmy again!” Desiree said beaming from ear to ear. “But I’m going to need your help Diane,” Desiree said.

“What did you have in mind.”

“Okay, you know Halloween is two weeks away on Saturday, right?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Well I was thinking, do you know the Goth Girl’s Sorority on campus? ALPHA GAMMA DELTA?”

“Oh yes,” Diane said laughing. “I’ve heard the stories. Aren’t they the ones who ‘specialize’ in turning straight boys into crossdressing . . .er., transgender girls, and other things I’m too embarrassed to mention? So what about them?”

“Well, my first cousin Samantha Prince is the president of the sorority. She’s practically a campus legend. Rumor has it she seduced Dean Cowens and made him a slave to all her wishes, even getting his son turned transgender!”

Diane shook her head. “You know, I was wondering how some campus funds were regularly transferred to them. I really like what they’ve done with the house. So where would they fit in with happened to Jimmy?”

“Simple,” Desiree said. “I talk to Samantha, and I ask her to invite those three idiots, Clayton, Timmy, and Dougie over to their Halloween bash. Last year when they were founded, their Halloween Party was legendary for all sorts of shenanigans and debauchery!”

Diane laughed. “I’m not sure I want all the details Desiree. Just as long as no one gets hurt, I’m down with it.” She paused for a moment, thinking. “So this would be a good way for Jimmy to get his revenge on them, is that it?”

“Exactly! With a little help from my cousin Sam and her sisters. Believe me, they won’t dare bother Jimmy anymore. Now can you talk to your brother Barbara, and ask her to come. The way she feels about Jimmy (Debbie) I’m positive she’d love to participate. I’ll ask Jimmy to talk to her too, and I’ll also speak to my cousin Sam and ask her to go their dorm and leave an invitation note on the asshole Clayton’s door. How does this sound?”

“Lots of moving parts, but I think it will work. I’d rather not come if it’s all right with you. My husband wouldn’t go for anything like that.”

“That’s fine Diane.” Desiree rubbed her hands together. “I’m so excited. This is going to be loads of fun!!”

“All right then, I’ll speak to my brother tonight.”

“Thank you so much Diane.”

“No problem Desiree. Those guys deserve what’s coming to them!”
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Okay Des, so what did you and Diane talk about?”

“You wanna stop at STARBUCKS. This conversation is gonna be longer than just a ride home, and I think some coffee will keep your mind sharp.”

“Why do I suddenly feel very frightened?” Jimmy asked.

“No need Jimmy. I’ll tell you all about it.”

“I can tell this is going to be good.”

When Desiree told Jimmy about her cousin Samantha , the Goth Girl’s Sorority, her conversation with Diane and her relation to Barbara he almost fell off the chair at their table.

“So you think this party idea of yours will really work?”

“Positive Jimmy. Just leave it to me and my cuz.”

“So how exactly, and what are we gonna do with Clayton?”

“Well, my cousin Samantha and her friends routinely get guys pretty fucked up on Rufalin and then, you know, ‘have their way’ with them. Samantha is also pretty talented when it comes to blackmail, so I don’t think those idiots will bother you again.”

“Okay Des, so what’s the next step?”

“I’ll talk to my cousin Sam later today. In the meantime, let’s go over to the library. I’d like to meet Barbara.”

“It sounds like a plan – let’s go.”

They finished their drinks and made the drive to the library. Barbara was surprised to see them and right away said, “Oh! Jimmy! What a nice surprise. Are you here to borrow any books??” she said with a smile. “And you must be the famous Desiree!” Barbara stood up from her desk, her legs showing nicely from her short, black leather skirt, came around to the front and gave Jimmy a hug and a kiss, and then hugged Desiree. Holding her at arm’s length she said, “Your reputation precedes you. I want to compliment you on the way you dressed up ‘Debbie’ and brought out her natural beauty so magnificently!”

“Why thank you Barbara, it’s so nice to meet you.”

“Well, likewise honey. Your friend here is a very special person, and I would do anything for ‘her.’”

“Yes I know, and that’s what we’re here for. Can we talk? In private if possible?”

“Yes, of course. The place is empty know. It should get busier for the evening study crowd. For some reason they like this place better than the campus library. We can talk here. Let me get a couple of chairs.”

“I’ll help with that Barbara.”

“Thanks honey,” Barbara said smiling broadly.

Jimmy and Barbara placed two chairs in the front of her desk and the three of them sat down.

“So what’s up? I’m guessing this is more than a simple introduction.”

“Yes it is Barbara,” Desiree said. “Did Jimmy, er., Debbie tell you about the trouble he’s having with three bullies on campus?”

“No, no, he didn’t say anything.” She had a look of concern on her face and looked between Desiree and him.

“Before we get into any of that, we just came from your sister Diane’s office at the campus infirmary.”

“Oh yes, Diane. She’s pretty good isn’t she? Does she have anything to do with this bully situation?”

Jimmy pointed to a spot just above his forehead where a lump was forming. “This is what I went to see your sister about. One of the jerks who’s bullying me threw a football hard right at my head from fifty yards away, and it hurts like hell!”

“Oh my! Let me look at that.”

Jimmy bent his head forward and Barbara gently touched the area with her fingertips. “Ouch, careful!”

“Sorry sweetheart. It must have been a helluva pass!” Barbara quickly withdrew her hand.

“Yeah it was. It would have been a touchdown pass if it reached the receiver, but thank God I don’t have a concussion.”

“Yes, lucky indeed. I trust Diane better than most doctors I know.”

“Yeah, she is really good,” Jimmy said.

“So we think you can help us with a little revenge plot here,” Desiree said.

“I’m all ears guys,” Barbara said.

Desiree told Barbara about her cousin Sam and the goth girl’s sorority, ALPHA GAMMA DELTA. Barbara said she knew it well. She knew it very well, and Barbara had some stories that made them both sit up straight in their chairs. After they finished telling her about how they planned to get Clayton drugged up and dressed, Barbara had a mischievous smile cross her face.

“This makes me very angry guys,” Barbara said. “I care a great deal for Debbie and anyone who hurts her is in BIG TROUBLE, and these guys certainly deserve whatever is coming to them. Consider me all in. I know where the sorority house is, so just give me the time and I’ll be there.” Turning to Desiree she said, “I want you to dress my Debbie here really, really extra slutty for the party.”

“Oh you can count on it Barbara!” Desiree said.

“In the meantime I’ll call my sister. I want to thank her for taking such good care of my sweetheart Debbie, and I’ll see you guys on Halloween at the house.”

After some more reassurance from Barbara, Desiree and Jimmy left just as the evening crowd from campus was coming in.

“That went well,” Jimmy said.

“It went better than I had hoped. I’m gonna call my cousin Sam tonight and those idiots will have their invitations tomorrow.”

So Desiree and Samantha had a long conversation, and Samantha was anxious to meet Jimmy, and they decided to dress ‘Debbie’ as a total Goth slut. On Tuesday, Samantha met Desiree, and they went shopping for “Debbie” at a local store in town where all the goth girl sorority sisters and their friends went. Desiree already had Debbie’s sizes down pat, so it was easy. She would be a real killer. Samantha insisted on doing the makeup, so they would get to the sorority house earlier than eight o’clock. Samantha had a lot of shopping to do for other things for the party and Desiree went with her.

They brought the clothes they bought for Debbie back to Samantha’s room at the goth sorority, and they were set. Later that evening Samantha called a meeting in their common room and gave the girls the plan for the night. They had three empty rooms picked out and they would use their favorite weapon in their arsenal – hidden cameras. It was a very powerful means of entrapment to ensnare new sisters, and also for punishing shit heads of which there were plenty on campus.
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“Hey guys, look at this!” Clayton said to his friends Timmy and Doug who were gathered in his room which he shared with Doug. “When I came home tonight I found this pasted on the door. Doug and Timmy gathered close to look at the bright invitation card he took off the door. It was written in a perfect feminine script, and was probably the only reading the three of them had done since the fall semester started.

It read:

“Dear Doug, Clayton and Tim:

We’re having our annual Halloween Party on this Saturday evening at eight o’clock pm. Wear your most frightening costume and bring some friends to our sorority house. We promise you a very “evil” evening. So get your best fright on and come!” Beverages and food will be served.

Sincerely,

Samantha Prince,

President, Alpha Gamma Delta

“So what do you think guys!? Those chicks are crazy hot! Better bring plenty of rubbers,” Clayton said laughing.

“I don’t know Clay,” Timmy said. Those girls are weird. I heard it on good authority that some of those girls have cocks!”

“Oh yeah?” Clayton said. “I can spot those losers a mile away. Besides, they have a lot of rooms, and I hear they have a special liking for jocks. I say we go. What else are we gonna do? Sit around and play with ourselves? Go downtown to McNulty’s Bar? I don’t think so. I’m definitely going. I’m going down to their house and putting this response card, (he held up a blank card) with the ‘yes’ checked off on it and put our three names on it.”

Timmy just shrugged. “Yeah, might as well. What’s the worst thing that can happen? We lose our masculinity?”

Clayton laughed. “Well Timmy, you do have kind of a feminine build. I’d hit on you if you looked good enough!” Doug rolled his eyes.

***

HALLOWEEN ROLLED AROUND and Debbie and Desiree were driving in Debbie’s car to the AGD House. “I’m telling you Debbie, Clayton will never recognize you. You’ll get him hot and hooked, and then he won’t remember a thing. He’ll wake up in a sissy schoolgirl outfit and have a very sore asshole.”

“And what about his friends?” Debbie asked.

“Leave it to Barbara and Samantha,” Desiree said very reassuringly. “They won’t know what hit them. By the end of the night they’ll be putty in our evil little hands. I think Cousin Samantha’s idea of the video cams is a stroke of genius!” Both of them laughed.

The car pulled up and got one of the few parking spaces a couple of doors down from the house. An evil-sounding banshee wail came from a speaker along the front porch. The house was decorated very impressively. There was a fake cemetery on the front lawn, with the sister’s names on false headstones, and right in the front row were three new ones with the names “Clayton, “Doug” and Tim” written on them. Perhaps a foretelling of things to come thought Debbie. Maybe Samantha was taking things just a “tad too far,” she thought. Fake cobwebs hung from the tree in front, and a sinister looking witch was standing over and mechanically stirring a “steaming cauldron” with green steam coming out made so by a green-lensed spotlight next to the front steps to the porch. Bats hung from the windows, and a very eerie impression of Norman Bate’s mother sat in a window on the corner. Even Desiree was a bit scared to enter the house.

“I think my cousin Sam went a little bit too far; don’t you think Debbie?”

“No, I think it’s a real work of art. I’m impressed.”

“Okay, it’s still early. Where the hell did all these cars come from?” Debbie asked.

“My cousin went all out. I think she had some friends from outside the sorority help out.”

At the door they were greeted by Samantha. Desiree and Samantha hugged and kissed. “Hello cuz! Oh, and you must be Debbie! I’ve heard so much about you. Your friend Barbara the librarian came early to help out. I can see why you’re so taken with her. She’s lovely!”

“Yes she is indeed,” Debbie said.

Samantha put her hand on Debbie’s shoulder and said, “Desiree told me all that’s been happening to you from those three idiots. Rest assured,” Samantha said with real emotion, “they will pay for what they’ve been doing to you, and believe me, they will never do that to you ever again!”

Somehow, Debbie really believed her. At once she felt “a click” and took a liking to Samantha right away.

“Well let’s not waste any time into getting you into ‘Debbie,’ Debbie. Wait till you see what clothes Desiree and I picked out for you! Come let’s go upstairs to my room. It’s seven o’clock. We have time, but I warn you – I’m a real perfectionist.” The three went upstairs to Samantha’s room. There were girls milling about in different costumes, but most were along the goth theme. Desiree and Samantha thought that every day goth clothes would look cooler on Debbie than a costume. The real reason for no costume was that getting undressed would be quicker and easier. Barbara joined them upstairs too. She wanted to watch Samantha at work.

“Okay, this is it,” Samantha said, waving her arms around the room. She picked up her black leather bag and lit a long, Virginia Slims 120 and took a seductive drag looking at Debbie. She noticed the hard cock under her jeans. “Oh wow, look who has a smoking fetish! Cool. You want one Debbie?” she asked holding out the pack. Barbara lit up one of hers too and took a seat smiling at Debbie.

Barbara answered for her. “No, Debbie only smokes when she’s dressed. Right Debbie?”

“Just until I get my G-String and bra and wig on.”

Barbara laughed. “That’s right.”

“Oooh, I like her already,” Samantha said.

All the clothes were already laid out on Samantha’s bed.

“So, what do you think . . . ‘Debbie?’”

Jimmy soon to be Debbie was delighted. “Oh my. This is too much. Desiree, what do I owe you? This is really leather,” she said amazed, holding up a black leather bustier with leather strings to be tied in front. “Why, this alone has to be at least two hundred fifty!”

“About three hundred Deb. But don’t worry about it. You’re my best friend and worth every penny.” Jimmy looked at Desiree differently now. If he ever had any doubts about loyalty, friendship, or dare he think love, they all vanished.

The boots were all black leather with metal studs and came up to mid-calf level. He started by undressing in front of the three of them and stepping into the new pair of emerald panties and slowly pulled them up over his shaved legs. Barbara noticed. “Who told you  to shave your legs sweetheart . . . and your balls too I see,” she said, giving his engorged cock a little rub and lift up. That sent chills and a feeling of lust which made Debbie’s ass tingle.

“I just knew I had to. I’m not a European for God’s sake!” They all laughed.

Debbie took her time settling the G-String gently around her cock and ball sack. The others watched with their mouths hanging open. Debbie wasn’t just getting dressed in front of them; she was projecting her imagination of what was to come for her on them tonight. Samantha was watching mesmerized and happy with her creation so far. Desiree was amazed at seeing the transformation of her best friend into her best possible self. Barbara was, against all her principles since her divorce, falling in love. But all three only wanted the best for Debbie and were happy to help her along her way.

After all the finishing touches were applied; the leather skirt, the long, jet black wig with the purple highlights, and the heavy goth makeup, Samantha gave Debbie a “slut cigarette,” and lit up one for herself too. Barbara joined in too. “That’s right Debbie, let’s see you do a French inhale with a ‘fuck me NOW’ look on that beautiful face of yours.” Debbie did her best, with her eyes slightly closed and lips turned up into a seductive little smile. “Perfect, perfect!!! You’ll have that slob Clayton eating out of your hands in no time,” she said laughing.

The sounds of conversations and laughter came up from downstairs. Debbie shook her long, jet black hair with purple got highlights in front of her face and took a drag off her cigarette, and exhaled smoke out from between the hair in front of her heavily made up face. Samantha went heavy on the mascara and eye liner, and black lipstick – a little touch for Halloween. No one could tell she was or had ever been Jimmy. She had all the girlish moves down pat, and she had false, red painted fingernails, all except her right index finger. After all, she didn’t want to puncture Clayton’s ass or make him bleed.

Funny thing. When she was dressed now as Debbie, thinking about what was to come, her ass really ached. Before it was just a tingle. Now, she had to have Clayton’s big jock cock all the way up her boy pussy or “bussy.” She had to squeeze her butt cheeks together. This was crazy! She was actually lusting over her tormenter. It looked like Clayton would be having the first “sissygasm” of his life tonight!

“It sounds like they’re getting busy down there girls. We should be doing our thing now. Remember Debbie, when you come upstairs with Clayton make sure to use my room. I’ve taken all my little knick-knacks and pictures down so nothing will give you away. This will be ‘your room.’ Oh! The most important thing – The nanny cam is inside the teddy bear on the shelf over my desk, see? He has a bird’s eye view of the bed from his belly button. It picks up voice too, so you’re all set. Now Slade will be tending the bar, so when Clayton orders a drink, she’ll slip this in it,” she said, holding up a small glassine envelope with a white powder in it. “It’s Rufalin, you know, the ‘date rape drug,’ maybe with something else mixed in too. I’m not really sure what exactly, but Slade knows what she’s doing,” she said laughing. “Both of Clayton’s friends will be getting it too. Slade will make sure of that!”

Both Debbie and Desiree had no objections at all. As long as the bastard didn’t die on her she was happy. The sounds from downstairs and the music grew louder as they made their way downstairs. The room was crowded. Samantha looked approvingly over the room. All the sisters were present tonight and they were all in on what was to come. Debbie did a quick scan of the room when Desiree nudged her. Over by the bar, Clayton, Doug and Tim were drinking beers. Tim was talking to Melissa, formerly Mark Cowen, who was the son of the dean. He transitioned last year into a real smoky cum slut goth girl. Samantha had turned him herself and was very proud of her creation. A transgender sister with heavily tattooed arms, Jade, was talking up Doug.

Melissa looked like she  was getting something going with Tim. She was obviously flirting and her hand that wasn’t holding a drink brushed up against Tim’s crotch. She leaned in close to him and kissed him. Samantha caught her eye and winked to her. Melissa knew what to do. Slade had already slipped the white powder into Tim’s drink and then Melissa would take him upstairs to one of the prearranged rooms, also with a teddy bear nanny cam. He too, would be dressed as a sissy in a schoolgirl uniform and long haired wig with pigtails. Doug and Jade would probably be last. Jade liked to toy with her prey a bit. This was going to be a very fun night.

Desiree nudged Debbie to walk over to Clayton who was scanning the room. He had already eyed Debbie before she started to walk over to the bar. Had he recognized her as Jim? No, she thought. That would be impossible.

Jade noticed Debbie and gave her a wink while working on Doug. She waited to make her move as soon as Debbie got it going with Clayton. As Debbie got closer to the bar, Clayton was stirring; his boner getting bigger as she approached. She had a freshly lit Virginia Slim and as soon as she was within blowing distance, she exhaled right into Clayton’s face, and had an angry slut look going.

“Oh my, what a big guy you are,” she said, running a nailed finger over his left bicep.”

“Yeah, girls tell me that all the time if you know what I mean,” he said, sounding like a total jerk, but Debbie didn’t care. She just wanted Clayton’s cock to be buried inside her bussy. He had a very big bulge in his jeans, and she said, “Wow, I see lots of things that are big on you, and she pressed her short leather skirt right into his crotch. Clayton grinned a goofy, cock-controlled smile.

“Uhh, I think I’m gonna have another drink. What can I get you babe?” First off, what’s your name? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you on campus before.”

“Oh sorry honey. I’m Debbie.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Clayton, the star quarterback on the school football team, he said, puffing out his chest. You follow sports?”

“I know who you are. You’re good. My ex-boyfriend wrote sports for the school paper.”

“Ex-boyfriend? Well, I tell you right now, it’s his loss. What’s his name?”

“Lewis. Lewis Armistead.”

“Oh sure yeah. He covered my game against Dickson. He gave me a great review. I have it posted up in my dorm room.”

“That’s nice,” Debbie said.

He got Slade’s attention, and Slade winked at Debbie.

“I’ll have a vodka and tonic,” Clayton said to Slade.

“Oh okay, I’ll have the same,” Debbie said.

“Coming right up,” she said, winking at Debbie.

When she set the drinks down in front of them she said, “Now this one’s for you,” eyeing Debbie. Handing Clayton his drink she said, “Here you go.”

He took a sip  and handed her the money. “Keep the change beautiful.” Slade rolled her eyes and smiled at Debbie.
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“Igotta say, you’re really HOT babe. And you smell nice too,” the big dufus said. Debbie could tell that he already had a few drinks in him already.

“Thanks. You wanna dance?” There was some techno music playing.

“Sure, let’s go,” Debbie said.

Clayton finished his doctored drink quickly, anxious to rub up against Debbie. He took her by the arm, and they moved to the center of the dance floor which was getting more crowded as more people flitted in.

Debbie rubbed her leather skirt up against Clayton’s crotch, wanting it probably more than Clayton did. The small gaff she wore in her thong shielded her hard cock from Clayton. He was probably too drunk to realize there was “something different” about the girl he was dancing with.

As the music moved to a slower tone, Clayton held Debbie tightly by the waist, and she could feel him kind of leaning against her for support. He kept repeating, “You’re hot, you’re so fucking hot.” This was the time to get him upstairs to Samantha’s room. Her cock was giving the orders.

She leaned into Clayton’s shoulder (he was almost a head taller than her) and whispered: “There’s someplace where we can go – my room.”

“Oh! So you’re a sister of this sorority?” What a genius she thought.

“Yes I am. I pledged during the rush of freshman year.” A little white lie.

She took Clayton by the arm, and she led him upstairs. His eyes were all over the place. The “Roofie” was taking hold. Once inside Samantha’s room Debbie said, “Well, this is me. What do you think?”

“Nice. I see the bed is turned down.”

“What can I say? I’m just a very horny goth slut.”

“Oooh yeah! Think I might get lucky tonight?”

“Maybe,” Debbie said as she started undoing Clayton’s belt and snaps on his jeans. “I’m just dying to get that BIG COCK in my mouth! Bet it’s bigger than those footballs you play with!”

“You know it baby,” Clayton said as he let his jeans fall down around his ankles. Debbie pulled him close to the bed, her fingers underneath his boxers, tugging him close. He didn’t notice the large size schoolgirl uniform and underwear laid out on the floor by the foot of the bed.

Debbie grabbed Clayton’s cock which by now was throbbing and leaking out pre cum onto her fingers. She squeezed it all along its long, wide shaft. “My what a big boy you are, Clayton.” He just grinned, a little unsteady on his feet.

Debbie’s mouth was watering, and she wasted no time in putting her black, moist lips up to his cock tip and stuck her tongue out to rub all around Clayton’s “helmet.” He started moaning and threw his head back. Debbie was bursting, and the more she sucked, she felt herself dripping. He was so big that she couldn’t even fit his whole cock in her mouth. The tip was hitting the back of her throat. She closed her lips tightly now around his shaft and was sliding up and down as far as she could go. Clayton started involuntarily bucking his hips to her motion and they established a rhythm. Clayton hissed between his teeth and placed his hands on her silky jet black hair.

Suddenly she stopped. He was almost ready to cum and very surprised. “I want you to cum inside me Clayton,” Debbie said in her most seductive voice.

“Sure thing babe; anything you want.”

She looked at him with a sly grin and reached into her black leather bag on the side of the bed and pulled out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s. She let her cigarette dangle from the corner of her mouth and handed her lighter to Clayton. “Can you light me up honey?” she said.

“Oh wow! Sure thing babe. It really turns me on – smoky blowjobs I mean.”

Debbie laughed. “All in good time my dear.”

He lit her up and with her eyes half-closed she did a very seductive French inhale, blowing the smoke right into Clayton’s face. His hand gripped his cock in a fist.

She didn’t want him jerking himself off, and she told him, “I want you to fuck me in my juicy, tight little asshole.”

Clayton was blown away. “Fuck . . . you are fucking wild, you know that?”

Debbie laughed and stood up, letting her black leather skirt slip to the floor. She stepped out of it and unfastened the garter belt attached to her pantyhose. Underneath she wore a matching emerald green satin G-String. She left her bustier on, and flicked her head, letting her hair flow down the front of her face. She stared at Clayton, still holding onto his cock, and she exhaled through her hair. Then she hopped on Samantha’s bed and got on all fours facing the front. “Come on Clayton,” she said. “Hop on behind me, and put some of this on me,” she said, handing him a tube of K-Y Jelly from her bag.

In position, she moved the straps from her G-String out from between her butt cheeks as Clayton spread her ass apart. He squeezed out a generous amount of the jelly onto the palm of his hand and spread it all over the inside of her taint. Debbie stiffened with the feeling of the cool jell over her busy. Clayton suck his index finger inside her bussy, making her moan with delight. He wasn’t drunk enough not to remember to spread the jelly over the shaft of his cock, but the way he was mumbling nonsensical sounds made her think that he was getting there.

Suddenly she felt a hard fleshy pressure against her bussy. He bounced the head of his cock up and down onto it. Then, she felt him enter her for the first time. Her ass tightened itself around him. Both of them were locked in an erotic spasm of pleasure as he went deeper and deeper with each thrust. “God you’re so fucking tight! This is so much better than any pussy I’ve ever had,” he said dreamily. Faster and faster he went. Painful at first, it soon gave way to absolute pleasure and Debbie gripped Samantha’s bedsheets with her fists.

She felt a huge orgasm welling up inside of her as his speed increased and she felt the power of a very strong and large cock. Then she felt warm, thick shots of cum enter her bussy; at least three of them. Immediately, she felt his overflowing cum leaking down the insides of her butt cheeks. He groaned and stiffened as he came, and didn’t slow down.

Then the “sneeze” Debbie felt welling up inside of her exploded into a large wad of cum which coated the entire inside of her G-String pouch. It was the most incredible orgasm of her life, and to think it came from the source of all her torture on campus. Now Clayton was in for the shock of his life.

He pulled out of her, his cock still stiff. Debbie turned around and faced him, bending her head down to lick all the cum off of his cock. He grasped her head and pulled it down on him until it was clean. She resisted his pull and picked her head up and kissed him, her tongue wrapping itself around his. Debbie’s cock was as hard as a rock; she wanted inside of the unsuspecting Clayton very badly.

She got off the bed and stepped back a few steps. Clayton was staring at her. His tongue was hanging out like a dog. She wondered what it was exactly that Slade put in his drink. Ecstasy maybe?
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SHE STARED AT CLAYTON, taking a drag off the cigarette that was smoldering in the ashtray on the floor, and biting her bottom lip. He watched as she hooked her thumb underneath the front of her thong and slowly pulled it down. She stopped and said, “Now it’s my turn to get off Clayton.”

He gave no reply, just watching the show. Placing her thumb back inside the thong, she pulled it down quickly until it hung at mid-thigh level. The biggest cock that Clayton ever saw was now facing him. His eyes opened widely, the expression on his face was one of amazement and horror. His lips mouthed something unintelligible.

“What was that Clayton?”

“You’re a . . . you’re a . . . guy?????”

His hands went up to his mouth.

“Not exactly. Well, technically. You see, I prefer the term ‘shemale.’ You just had the great pleasure of fucking a real honest to God ‘ladyboy’ Clayton.” She exaggerated a bit. “You see, I’m in the middle of transitioning.”

“But I never . . .”

She cut him off with a wave of her hand. “You never what? Expected such an excellent fuck before? Come on now, admit it. It was the best fuck of your life.” Now was the time to build his tormented ego. “I enjoyed it too. It was the best fuck of my life too Clayton. Now how do, you feel – honestly?”

“I guess I enjoyed it.”

“You GUESS??? I know damn well you did sweetheart.” She laughed. “I mean, Hah! The grunting and sounds of pleasure coming out of your mouth told me everything I need to know.”

He looked confused, and maybe a little ashamed of himself.

“Nothing to be ashamed of. You’re a big boy. Now it’s time to please me.” Debbie walked up to him, Her cock poking him on his cock, like two swords fencing.

“Wh – what do I have to do?” he asked so innocently. It was a far cry from the macho idiot who abused her male alter ego.

“Simple. I want you to put these on,” and she picked up the matching schoolgirl uniforms that Samantha had supplied for him and for his two friends. She wondered how Jade and Melissa were getting along with Doug and Tim down the hall. She heard footsteps on the wooden floor outside, and she threw all the clothes on the bed and opened the door of Samantha’s bedroom to look outside. She saw Timmy and Dougie all dressed like parochial schoolgirls being led down the stairs by Jade and Melissa. The girls looked at Debbie and gave her a thumbs up.

He hesitated. “Come on Clayton, it’s just this once. It really gets me off. Don’t you want to make me happy. She started pouting. It doesn’t make you any less a man. I enjoy it.”

Clayton didn’t recognize the words that came out of his mouth next. “Okay Debbie, sure. Anything for you.”

“Good boy! That’s what I want to hear. Now strip!”

In a minute, Clayton, the macho star quarterback of the college football team was stepping into a red G-String, white pantyhose with a red lace and red rose at the top of each leg, and straps that hooked onto a red-laced girdle. The skirt and vest were Catholic School plaid and fit him perfectly. Underneath was a red-laced brassiere, which went under a short, white cotton blouse. It pulled his chest together, giving him the illusion of cleavage.

“Now sit on the bed,” Debbie said. She painted his lips with red lipstick, and applied mascara and eyeshadow onto his expressionless face. Last to go on was a black ponytail wig. He looked like a large fourteen year old parochial schoolgirl. She tried very hard not to laugh, amazed at the power of whatever it was that Slade had slipped into his drink.

Debbie couldn’t resist. In addition to the nanny cam video, she pulled out her iPhone and quickly snapped four pictures of the “new Clayton.” Ahh, vengeance!

She made him stand up and pulled herself close to him and kissed him hard on the lips. “Now that’s a good sissy. I’m so proud of you Clayton.” Debbie was in disbelief at how well the plan worked. She had the best friends in the world.

“Okay now sweetheart. I want you to pull down your skirt and get on all fours on the bed like a good little sissy slut, ok?”

“Sure Debbie,” he mouthed like an automaton.

Once on the bed, she finished unstrapping the girdle and pushed the straps of the G-String away that sat nestled between his butt cheeks. She didn’t bother to use jelly. Instead she spat on her hands and rubbed her saliva onto his taint and shoved her index finger up his ass, coating it several times with her spit. She did however, apply the jelly to her girl cock, or “girl clitty.”

Spreading Clayton’s butt cheeks apart she said, “You’re going to have your first sissygasm Clayton. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Yes Debbie, that’s terrific!”

“Good boy!”

The tip of Debbie’s cock now lined up with Clayton’s sissy ass and went right in, meeting resistance as his ass clenched around her cock. He yelled in pain.

“Shush! It’ll feel great before you know it. I promise I’ll go really easy on you.” That was a lie of course. She pounded him really hard, like a battering ram knocking down the walls of a Medieval castle.

His tension eased up somewhat as Debbie’s pace picked up and she went faster and faster. Clayton backed up on her matching her thrusts, and his cries of pain were replaced by moans of pure ecstasy. Suddenly Clayton grunted out a long moan and his body stiffened, a large wad of cum shooting out of his cock on Samantha’s bed – his first and by no means the last sissygasm. This triggered Debbie and she let loose a torrential rain of cum all the way up Clayton’s ass. Some of it dripped down the insides of Clayton’s thighs.

“Oh my God, that was incredible Debbie.” She pulled out of him and patted him on the ass.

“That’s a good sissy Clayton. You were wonderful too. Such a good sissy you are. Now you’re my sissy, do you understand?”

“Yes Debbie. Anything you say. Can I have more please.”

“Certainly. But only when I say so, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Now I want you to get dressed. I need to retouch your makeup and take you downstairs where you can join Dougie and Timmy.”

“Ooh really? You mean my friends are down there?”

Debbie was in disbelief at how pliable this bully had become.

“Yes they are Clayton.” I think we’ll call you ‘Suzy.’ Now how does that sound?”

“You mean I get to have a girl’s name too!?”

“Yes, you sure do.”

***

Debbie took “Suzy” by the hand and gave him a Virginia Slims 120, and she lit them both up. Suzy greedily inhaled just like a pro. “Wow Suzy, you look just like a smoky teenage slut, you know?”

“How nice,” Clayton, now Suzy said.

“You really turn me on Suzy, and I’m sure my friends will love you too. In fact, I may let them have you too!”

“Oh would you?”

“Yes of course I would sweetcakes.”

They walked into the hallway and the sound of laughter greeted them as Debbie led him downstairs.

All three of them looked like parochial schoolgirl zombies: Clayton, Dougie, and Timmy. The three of them were passed out as soon as they hit the big couch in the middle of the common room, completely oblivious to the noise around them. Clayton, the tallest, was in the middle, and on his right was Timmy, and on his left side, Doug. All three had their mouths open, heads back, and were snoring away. A few of the girls walked by, looked at them and shook their heads, laughing.

Samantha came up to Debbie and Desiree and said, “From what Jade and Melissa told me, when these guys wake up, their assholes are going to be mighty sore! How about you Debbie? What happened with Clayton?”

“It was strange you know? At first he was little resistant, but then he took on a dreamlike quality and did whatever I told him too.”

“Oh I know! I miss that kind of fun. But you’re the first T-gurl that came to us for a sissy revenge project like this in several months. I’d forgotten how much fun it was!” Samantha said wistfully.

“It looks like the party is lots of fun – I mean everyone is having a great time,” Barbara said. “It’s too bad my college didn’t have a sorority like this one, or else I would have joined freshman year.”

Samantha eyed Barbara over with not a small amount of lust. “It’s not too late you know. To be a member you don’t necessarily have to be a student. We just live the whole goth thing, you know?”

“Well, if Debbie decides to join, then I will. We’re a couple.” Barbara moved closer to Debbie, and they embraced in a long, deep kiss.

“You know Cousin Sam, I really want to thank you for helping out my best friend Jimmy, er., Debbie here. It was really a horrible situation with all the abuse he took from these three,” Desiree said, nodding to the three sissies snoring away on the sofa.

“Anything for family Des, you know that.”

“Thanks.”

Slade walked over to the girls and said “Time to wake up the three ‘sleeping beauties’ over there. This should be fun. We should turn the music down first.”

“Yeah you’re right Slade. I’ll go do that now. Wait for me. I gotta see this!” Samantha walked over to the DJ laughing.

Slade was no slouch. Before she transitioned she was a US Marine, and she took no nonsense from anyone. The story of how she and Samantha got Melissa, AND her father, Dean Cowen to transition and join the sorority is legendary. So she came over to the couch with a pail of ice water. She turned to Debbie, Desiree, and Barbara with Samantha looking on and said, “No worries, we waterproofed the couch.” The five of them were laughing, and with the rest of the guests looking on, she threw the pail of water on Clayton, Doug, and Tim with a loud “SPLASH!”

The three of them came awake with a shock. Simultaneously, they looked down at their clothes, felt the pigtails hanging down their shoulders and Clayton yelled out “WHAT THE FUCCCKK!!??”

All the girls were laughing and pointing.

Samantha asked the three “What do you remember?”

Clayton spoke first, looking confused. “I, I was having a drink at the bar, and then I danced with Debbie,” he said, pointing at her. Then he looked at his two friends who were just as bewildered. The Doug shouted out: “WHAT THE FUCK HAPPENED TO US?? WHAT ARE THESE CLOTHES, AND THIS HAIR!?” he said, touching the top of his wig.

Timmy was too scared to say anything except, “Why does my butt hurt so much?”

That comment drew uncontrollable laughter from the whole room.

Samantha walked in front of them. “Let’s just say, that you three guys became SISSIES . . . for tonight and three of our girls had their way with you!”

Clayton, the leader, was getting angry now. “Did, did you drug us???”

It was Slade who answered. “I might have. You guys asked for drinks, and I’m pretty sure I gave you what you asked for, although I just may have given you something more.”

Clayton stood up, looked down at his schoolgirl uniform and balled his fists. Slade confronted him and said, “Whoa there cowboy. I don’t think you want to go toe to toe with me!”

Clayton came to the very wise decision that Slade was correct. What he said next made everyone howl with laughter. “Then why the fuck does my asshole hurt so mu . . .” His face turned colors, and his eyes opened wide in mid-sentence at a realization he definitely did not want to contemplate.

“Yeah, my ass hurts too!” Tim said.

Doug just shifted around on the couch uneasily. A look of panic on his face.

Samantha was the one who set everything straight, by facing them with Debbie and Barbara next to her. “Why don’t you tell them Debbie.”

“Tell us WHAT??” Clayton said, still angry, but not a physical threat anymore.

Debbie now had the spotlight and was grinning and looking at Clayton. She spoke in her Jimmy voice which made the three of them on the couch almost faint.

“Hi Clayton. I’m sure you recognize my voice now. I go by another name on campus – I’m Jimmy. You know, the guy you beat up a few times, and threw a football at my head.”

“But how? . . .” Clayton said, and Jimmy answered.

“I’ve been thinking about transitioning, so I was thinking about a good way to teach your asses a lesson – forgive my pun.” That drew snickers from the crowd. “In case you have any ideas, we have the three of you on videotape engaged in all kinds of let’s say ‘embarrassing sexual activities’ which I’m quite sure none of you wants exposed here on campus or all over social media. There are copies of the three of you SISSIES just ready to be uploaded to social media. Wanna see them?”

“NO! NO! I don’t want to see anything like that.” Clayton speaking for the three of them, knew he was beaten. He just had one question, and it was a reasonable one to ask. “Uh, what do we have to do not to let this ‘stuff’ get out. You OWE us that explanation at least!” There was an awkward silence and then Clayton continued. “Jimmy, er., Debbie. First I gotta say you’re really hot! I mean that, and I’m sorry for any trouble I caused you. I really am.”

“Why thank you. In answer to your question Clayton,” Debbie said, “You have to be at the beck and call of this sorority and when we call on you to ‘dress up,’ you MUST DO IT! That goes for the three of you. Or else, the videos go viral!”

The shock and horror on their faces was evident. Debbie and Desiree almost felt sorry for them. As far as Debbie and Barbara went, Debbie moved in with her. They were an inseparable couple now and that was that. Of course, being members of ALPHA GAMMA DELTA also had its perks. Whenever they wanted to, they had their pick of beautiful transgender goth girls. That was true for Desiree also. She developed a thing for transgender women, and Barbara was only too glad to let her join in on the fun with her and Debbie.

I guess that sometimes being a dirty little book thief can pay off.
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Joe Romano was one of those guys who was still in the process of “finding himself” at the age of twenty-six. He bounced around from job to job – lighting salesman, supermarket deli guy, and lately the most promising job, or so he thought – car salesman. However that didn’t pan out, so he was forced by his circumstances to move in with his twin sister Marjorie. She had a cramped one bedroom apartment in the city as it is, but she also had a decent amount of affection for her “little brother” as she liked to call him, so when he asked her if he could move in with her, she said okay.

Joe told her that it would just be temporary until as he put it, “I get on my feet.” Now in all fairness, Joe was going through some adjustment issues, having come back recently from a tour of duty in Afghanistan with the Marines. He was restless; college wasn’t for him, and he couldn’t do much with his experience in the service which was basically being a “grunt.” There weren’t many job offerings for that.

Joe had moved in on a Sunday, and he purchased a pull-out sofa for Marjorie’s living room which is where he would be sleeping. It was his way of saying “thank you” to her. Marjorie was ambitious. She went to law school part time at night and worked in an insurance office during the day.

“Any luck with the job search Joe?” Marjorie asked him on a Sunday morning at breakfast in their apartment.

“Not really. Maybe I should go to trade school and become an HVAC tech or something like that. The government would pay my tuition, but I’m not really the mechanical type.”

“Of course you are! Didn’t you operate million dollar equipment over there in the Marines?”

“Yeah, but it’s not the same as fixing something, you know?”

“Um. I guess so. I’ll keep my ears open for you Joe. Don’t give up hope and keep looking.”

“I’ll try my luck and look around today and see what I can come up with.”

“Good. I’m going shopping today with Beth and I’ll be home later. How about if I bring us in a pizza for dinner?”

“Sounds great Marge.”

Marjorie and Beth were at the food court in the mall, and they got coffees and were seated, exchanging gossip and the subject of Joe’s job search came up. Now Beth was a bit on the wild side, and she told people she was a “dancer,” when in reality, except for a little time each night “on the pole,” she was a cocktail waitress at a club downtown. The club was called “The Fox Hunt,” and it catered to an upscale clientele of business people and lawyers mostly, since it was around the corner from the county court house, and right in the middle of the financial district. Every club has bouncers, but the unique thing about “The Fox Hunt” was that the bouncers were women, and they were paid very well. The conversation shifted to Joe, and Marjorie asked Beth if there might be something for Joe at the bar, like maybe a bartender job or something like that. He would actually be a perfect bouncer she told Beth, but he wasn’t a girl.

“I’m sorry Marjorie. I mean I can ask Cliff the manager if they need a bartender. Joe’s a smart guy and I’m sure he could learn on the job but, I wouldn’t count on it.”

“Okay Beth. I won’t even mention it to Joe. He might get upset even more than he is about finding work.”

“All right. If something changes I’ll let you know for sure.” Beth was always the mischievous type, and a big grin ran across her face. Marjorie picked up on it right away and asked her.

“What Beth? Come on, I know you. What are you thinking?”

“Nothing. It’s too crazy; even for me.”

Marjorie playfully punched her friend. “Spit it out girl! I can tell when that twisted mind of yours is working overtime.”

“Well, okay. Remember girlfriend, you asked for it. Suppose we make up Joe really good . . . I mean really good – to look like a girl. His voice is a little on the high side. I remember he was a high tenor in high school chorus, and a good one at that. Plus, he’s really fit physically, not too bulky. I think he could pass as a strong woman. I know Cliff prefers transgender women as bouncers. In fact, we have one now. Her name is Violet. One girl just quit, so I think he might be open to hiring.”

Marjorie considered it – the whole crossdress-transgender thing. Joe didn’t date much, but there were reasons for that, none of which had anything to do with his self-image as a man she thought. The bouncers were paid really well. There was no way of telling if Joe would go for it unless she asked him; but she didn’t want to do it alone.

“Okay Beth. God help me, but I think it’s worth a shot. The money is good, and probably pays better than anything Joe could come up with on his own, except maybe working construction, but I don’t think he would go for that.”

“There you go! Look, I have a plan. Why don’t I come over tonight and the three of us can discuss it. If he likes the idea I can talk to Cliff on Monday. I won’t tell him he’s my best friend’s brother. He doesn’t know you, so real names won’t be a problem. Cliff likes hiring off the books, and if Cliff asks, which he certainly will, Joe can tell him he’s transitioning. What do you think?”

“I think you might have something there Beth. So yeah; come home with me. I’m bringing in Italian food and we can talk to Joe about it.”

“Fine. I’m in!” Beth said, smiling.

What did I do? Marjorie thought. How can I ask my brother if he’d like to pose as a female bouncer? Only one way to find out, and that would be to ask him.
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When Marjorie and Beth came back to the apartment, Joe was on the sofa watching a movie on NETFLIX. Since it was a Sunday, Joe really had nowhere to go to look for a job, and his laptop sat closed on the living room table.

“Hey guys, what’d you buy. Oh, hello Beth.”

“Hi Joe, what’s going on?”

Marjorie held up two bags, and Beth was carrying two pizzas and a couple of bags of other takeout.

“We shopped till we dropped. I still have some bags in the car. I got a couple of dresses, and Beth got a few outfits.” At the mention of that, Beth began to laugh, and Marjorie shot her a ‘shut up’ glance. “We’re starving. I know you like “Gina’s” ziti, so I got you some, plus salad, and of course brick oven pizza.”

“Sounds good to me, let’s eat!” Joe said and got up quickly from the couch and took the bags from Marjorie, and went into the kitchen. Marjorie opened a bottle of Merlot, and poured for everyone. She thought that her brother would need a drink after they unveiled their plan to him.

“So Joe,” Beth said. “Marjorie tells me you’re looking for a job while you decide what you really want to do with your life, right?”

“Yeah, I’m not sure if I want to go back to school, and what I would study even if I did.”

“That’s why Beth may have something good for you in the meantime that kind of pays pretty well Joe.”

“Oh yeah? Okay Beth, what’ve you got?”

Marjorie and Beth looked at each other, which got Joe suspicious right away, but he said nothing and waited for them to say whatever it was they had to say.

“Did Marjorie tell you where I work Joe?”

“Yeah, some kind of nightclub?”

“Well, yeah, sort of. It’s an upscale club downtown, right in the middle of the financial and legal districts. We get high class gentleman-like clientele – ‘The Fox Hunt Club.’ I’m a cocktail waitress and also a dancer.” That made Joe sit up straight and take notice.

“Okay, so what would I be doing? What did you have in mind? You know, I can’t afford to work for minimum wage.”

“I know, and I thought about it. A guy with your background wouldn’t be paid minimum wage. My boss, Cliff, the owner is looking for a bouncer right now. The club used to have two, but one of them, Colleen, quit.”

“Did you say ‘Colleen?’ Your club employs female bouncers?”

“Radical, right? Yeah, Cliff thought it would be a novel idea. After all, we have women cops, fire fighters, Marines . . . so why not use them as bouncers too?”

“I see. Well, that is pretty novel to me. So where would I fit into this environment?”

Marjorie put her hand up to her mouth, stifling a laugh, and Beth looked at her, doing the same. Joe was perceptive, and he backed away a little bit from the table and interrupted before either of them could say anything.

“Wait a second! You don’t think – I mean, what would you have me do? Dress up as a woman and go down there and apply for the bouncer job???”

“Exactly,” Beth said without missing a beat. “Colleen was a transgender woman, or ‘shemale,’ as Cliff likes to call them, and this is one of those cases where the strength of someone with a Y chromosome wouldn’t be a matter of political discourse – it would be an advantage, see?”

“So what am I supposed to do – transition?” he said, with a look of shock and disbelief.

“No, no Joe. You would just have to pretend. Look, Marjorie and I could dress you up and you could present yourself to Cliff. He doesn’t have to know you aren’t transitioning. I mean come on. Do you think that all female impersonators – drag queens are in transition?”

To tell you the truth, that is something I haven’t given much thought to.” Joe tented his fingers together in front of his face, thinking. “So how much is the pay exactly?”

“You would have to discuss that with Cliff, but I imagine it would be somewhere in the neighborhood of forty dollars an hour? Just guessing, because it would be off-the-books. Cliff hates taxes.”

“Uh, I don’t know guys. The part about dressing like a girl kind of creeps me out a little.”

Then Marjorie spoke. “Come on Joe. You know who you are. You won a Silver Star over there for God’s sake. You mean to say you couldn’t handle a skirt and some makeup?”

“And guys hitting on me? How would Cliff feel about me sending some of his customers to the hospital minus body parts?”

“Look, the clientele isn’t like that. I mean, just like any bar, some customers do get a little drunk and sometimes rowdy, but it’s nothing you couldn’t handle,” Beth said.

“Okay, let me think about it.”

“All right,” Beth said. “Maybe you could find something else in the meantime.”

A few days went by, and Joe found nothing interesting. He gave Beth’s offer serious consideration. I mean, how bad could it really be, he thought. Plus, she said the pay would be for straight cash – no taxes. Now that was something to consider. He looked at it in a different light now. Marjorie spent money buying clothing and accessories for him, and she gave him a place to stay rent free until he got on his feet. This was a chance to pay her back for her kindness. Besides, he would have done the same for her.

So, before she left for work one morning he asked her, much to her delight to leave the clothing laid out on her bed, and he would try them on. He spent some time looking at YOUTUBE videos on applying makeup, and thought to himself, shit this isn’t so bad, besides, it could be fun pretending to be a girl.

He was always curious about how he might present himself as a woman. Since he was a teenager in high school, it was something that kept coming up in the back of his mind, especially when hot girls walked by or he stared at them in class. In fact, unbeknownst to Marjorie, he did try on some items of lingerie when she wasn’t home. The first time he tried on a pair of satin panties his cock got hard immediately, as he felt the cool cloth go up his hairless legs and settle around his junk. He rubbed his cock on it with his fingers from the outside and he left a spot of pre cum on it, which he quickly wiped off with a tissue. It looked okay, but he often wondered if Marjorie ever found out his secret. Could that be why Marjorie even brought up the job offer to him? None of that mattered now as he stared at what was laid out on the bed.

His eyes were quickly drawn to a red G-String on top of all the clothing. He picked it up and began to rub it between his fingers. Immediately, Joe was drawn back to his high school days. He stripped off his jeans pulled off his t-shirt, dropping them in a heap on the floor. He put the G-String on the floor and slowly pulled them up his legs. The cool softness sent a tingle up his legs. Again, like the old days, when he centered the pouch around his front, and settled the back string in the middle of his butt cheeks, he felt an excitement he thought he would never experience again. Next, instead of a bra was a red corset with built-in cups that, when he pulled it over his head, it pulled his chest together, giving him the illusion of cleavage. It had a raised floral pattern on the top with small bows.

There was also a slim, red girdle that went over the G-String and it could be attached to sheer, black nylon panty hose with straps that he slowly put on, savoring the sensual feelings of the cool softness of them. He looked at himself in the long door mirror in Marjorie’s room. Wow, he thought – I do look hot! To complete his lower half was a short black leather skirt with a zipper up the side which was pulled all the way up. It was a perfect fit. To go over the top was a long-sleeved black, leather jacket with silver metal studs down the arms and on the wide collars.

Now came the chance to apply what he learned from the YOUTUBE videos he watched and drew lessons from. He took the makeup kit into her bathroom which had a vanity table and chair. First he shaved his face carefully. His legs and chest needed to be shaved, but he would do that before he went down to the club for an interview.

He turned the video on and started with the foundation. His eyes were blue, and his hair was a light brown, so he chose deep blue eyeshadow, and applied thick, false eyelashes Marjorie supplied. When he was done, he was shocked at the excellent job he had done. He wasn’t merely aroused; his cock was throbbing, and he felt a queer tingling sensation around his butt where the back of the G-String was settled. Best not analyze, he thought – just go with the flow. Trust your body Joe he said over and over.

The last thing was the hatbox on the bed. It could only be one thing – a wig. When he opened the cover he saw he was right. It was a light brown wig that sat on a Styrofoam head with a part down the middle, that went past his shoulders, and caressed his chest just below his breasts. It also came with a latex cap which he placed on his head, tucking his brown strands underneath it.

He placed the wig on, straightening it out, and it tickled the skin between his faux breasts. It made his cock pulsate. Why didn’t I ever try this before, he thought? Fortunately the black shoes that Marjorie and Beth got him were pumps. He supposed it was because a bouncer wouldn’t do well in a brawl wearing high heels. But according to Beth this was a gentlemen’s club, and the chances of a brawl breaking out were slim at best.

For several minutes Joe admired himself in the mirror, turning around and around. He talked dirty to his reflection in the mirror, saying “Hey Mister, can I suck your cock,” and “I want that big cock of yours to drill my ass really hard.” He lied down on her bed and pulled the skirt down and undid the straps of the pantyhose. He needed to jerk off really badly, and that’s just what he did. He started out by slowly stroking his cock on the soft satin of the G-String. He went faster and faster, and quickly grabbed a tissue from her night table and unloaded a huge wad of cum, careful not to get any on the new G-String. Marjorie would be home in a couple of hours, and he wanted to surprise her by staying dressed.

Joe laughed when he wondered what he would do if he didn’t get the position at the club. What would happen to the clothes. He know now that he didn’t want to give them up. Besides, they wouldn’t fit on Beth, and they weren’t quite Marjorie’s thing, even though she was his size. Better to have a positive attitude, and let Beth set up the interview with Cliff.

***

“Wow Joe. You look totally HOT!” Marjorie said as she walked in the door and looked at her twin brother dressed as a girl. “You know,” she said laughing, “I always wanted a twin sister!”

“Ha ha, very funny Marjorie . . .” he said, but was cut short, because right behind Marjorie was Beth.

“Oh, hi Beth,” Joe said sheepishly, surprised by her appearance.

“I asked Beth to stay for dinner tonight. We had a feeling that you might have tried the clothes on. Turns out we were right. How long have you been dressed anyway, Joe?”

“This afternoon – just a few hours ago.”

Beth was smiling. “So how do you like it Joe? Being a girl I mean.”

“Uh, I just hope I get the job. What else am I gonna use the clothes for if I don’t get it?”

Beth just grinned. “I don’t know Joe,” she teased. “You seem awfully excited.”

“Okay Beth, so you’ll speak to Cliff tomorrow night when you go to work?” Marjorie asked.

“Of course I will,” she said. “I think he, er, I mean ‘she’ looks great!”

“Wait a second guys,” Marjorie said. “Joe needs a female persona to go in with. “Joe,” while it could be a female’s name, I think he needs something more feminine.”

“Humm, you’re right Marge,” Beth said. “Joe, do you have any ideas?”

“I never really thought about that. I don’t suppose “Bruce” would do?”

“Ha ha, very funny brother,” Majorie said, while Beth rolled her eyes.

“Well, how about ‘Tiffany?’ Joe said. Marjorie and Beth looked at each other, and smiled approvingly.

“Yes! Perfect,” Marjorie said. “Okay, so from here on in Joe, you will be ‘Tiffany,” while dressed of course.

“Of course,” Joe said.

Two days later Beth called Marjorie with the news that Cliff had agreed to interview ‘Tiffany.’ Joe was pleased indeed. Not so much because he could possibly get a job that paid in cash, although that was part of it. Another big reason that he didn’t share with the girls was that he was excited to have an excuse to appear in public dressed as a woman. The interview was set up for two o’clock in the afternoon the following day. Of course, the next day, Joe dressed in Marjorie’s room by himself. He didn’t want his sister to see him without any clothes on. The outfit he wore was the same one he had on when the girls first saw him. He looked like a “tough woman,” which he was, in a way.
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Joe parked in the customer lot for the club, and walked around to the front entrance. The door was open, and a man in his thirties was sitting at the bar. He looked tough; a chiseled face, squat chin, and a brown crew cut, and muscular arms with tattoos. Joe had a Marine Corps tattoo on his right shoulder, but his leather jacket covered it up. The man looked Joe up and down, smiled, and said, “You must be Tiffany, Beth’s friend. I’m Cliff, the owner.”

“Nice to meet you Sir,” ‘Tiffany’ said. The ‘Sir’ was a holdover from his recent discharge from the Service.

“You want a beer or something Tiffany, cause I’m having one.”

“Sure thanks.” Cliff walker around behind the bar and popped the tops off two bottles of Corona Lights.

Tiffany took a seat at the bar, and Cliff came around and sat on the stool next to her. “Now Beth told you I don’t have a bar tending job, right?”

“Yes, she told me.”

“So what we need here is a third bouncer. It gets really crowded here Thursday through Saturday nights. By and large the crowd is pretty okay; you know, upscale clientele. But sometimes, as in any bar, some patrons can get rough, and we need a bouncer. I thought it would be an interesting touch to get female bouncers in here. So the girl that just left, Colleen, was transgender.”

“Yeah, that’s something I’ve never heard of before – a transgender female bouncer.”

“Now, from the looks of you, it seems you can do the job. Why do I get that idea?”

Tiffany never expected that line of questioning, so she thought she might as well be at least somewhat honest. “Well Cliff . . . I, uh, I know how to handle myself in a scrape.”

“I can see that about you. It looks like you work out. Am I right Tiffany.” The truth was, ‘Joe’ did such a convincing job with the makeup, that in the dim lighting of the bar it was not as obvious that “she” was a “he.”

“Actually Cliff, I am a Marine combat veteran, and I got back from Afghanistan about six months ago.”

Cliff did a double take, and looked closer at Tiffany, scrutinizing her Adam’s Apple, and smiling. “Ohhh . . . I see. Now, excuse me for being forward, but you are a transgender woman, correct?”

“Yes Cliff I am. Right now I’m transitioning chemically, HRT, but I went into the Corps as a transgender.” That sounded better than saying I just dressed as a woman to get the job. Besides, the HRT sounded convincing.

“Okay, well, that’s great. You know, Colleen was terrific. Actually it’s kind of nice to give the job to a vet, especially such a beautiful one. I myself was in the army and I did a tour in Iraq in 2007.”

“Wow, no kidding.”

“That’s right,” Cliff said, pointing to a framed photo of a younger and thinner Cliff and three other soldiers with a Humvee in the background, on the wall behind the bar. “The Big Red One.”

“Impressive.”

If Cliff was coming onto her, it couldn’t be any plainer, and it didn’t bother her in the least. She loved it. Her ass began to tingle where the G-String sat between her butt cheeks, and her cock was bulging under the leather skirt. Besides, she noticed that Cliff was eyeing her legs when he sat next to her. He had a hard cock under his pants to prove it too. But what the hell am I thinking, she asked herself. Could I be physically attracted – to a guy?? The obvious answer was ‘yes.’ This is something that was unexpected on the outside, but the truth was, dressing as a woman, and earlier in life, putting his sister’s lingerie on, made him feel like a slut – and he loved it. He remembered talking dirty to himself as a teenager in the mirror, and those memories, plus being so close to Cliff gave Tiffany a hard on. It frightened her a little.

“Thank you,” he said. “So of course we’ll need you Thursday nights through Sunday nights to start. After that, I may need you Tuesday or Wednesday, and I’ll be paying you off the books – forty dollars cash an hour, and you’ll work from five in the afternoon until two in the morning. Sound good?”

“Yeah, that’s fine.”

“Do you mind if I get a bit personal Tiffany?”

“Not at all, she said, stirring on the bar stool.

“You’re not in a relationship are you?”

“Why no Cliff, I’m not.” Then she said something that removed all doubts. “I’m open to a relationship if the right one comes along,” she said, rubbing her legs together.

Cliff finished his beer, and ran behind the bar to get two more bottles. He came back to the stool next to Tiffany quickly.

Cliff was smiling, and it was more of a suggestive grin, made all the more obvious by his hand wandering over to Tiffany’s crossed leg on the stool. “Do you think I could be the ‘right one?’ Tiffany?”

A voice came out of Tiffany that only one week ago, or less, would have been impossible to contemplate. “You could be Cliff,” she said, moving closer to his upper body.

Then, throwing all caution to the wind, Tiffany wrapped her arm around Cliff’s neck and pulled him in close and kissed him, her tongue slipping between her lips and entering his mouth, and wrapping itself around his. Her hands went right for the bulge in his pants and stroked it with her long, fake fingernails.

Cliff broke off and said, “Uh, I think we should continue this conversation in my office. Whaddya’ say Tiffany?”

“Lead the way.” Cliff took Tiffany by the hand and led her to the side of the bar through a door which led to a hallway. At the far end, toward the rear of the building was a metal door which led to Cliff’s office. It was done up  nice for a nightclub office with a large oak desk in the middle and red carpeting. Opposite the desk was a large love seat, covered in plush velvet. Tiffany got the idea that Cliff had a “thing” for transgender women and his office looked very accommodating.

“Nice place you got here,” she said, as he pulled in closer to her. They kissed some more, and Cliff led her to the love seat. Tiffany got on her knees, and shook her head, letting the long hair fall over her face.

One of Joe’s fetishes when he was dressed as Tiffany, or as a woman period, was that he liked to smoke the long, all white “girly cigarettes.” He especially loved the idea of giving smoky blowjobs, (and taking them as well) but as yet she was unable to find a transgender woman or a biological woman who could accommodate her desire.

Reaching for her bag on the floor next to the loveseat, she said, “Excuse me Cliff, but would you mind very much if I had a cigarette before we got started?”

“Oh no, not at all. In fact, I kind of ‘have a thing’ for smoky blowjobs.” Well that was fine with Tiffany. As she lit up she could see Cliff’s eyes following her every move. He was hypnotized as she did a quick French inhale, and grabbed an ashtray from the desk and placed it on the carpet next to the love seat. She was bending over Cliff and staring him in the eyes as she pulled down the zipper of his jeans and opened his belt and snaps. She tugged on his jeans, and he lifted his ass off the couch. Next to go were his boxers. His hard on made it a little difficult to pull them down, but she managed, so that he sat bare assed on the velvet love seat.

Tiffany took a drag, bent over and blew a stream of smoke over Cliff’s cock. Her mouth was very wet, and she stuck the tip of her tongue out and placed it on the slit of his cock, making him moan. Cliff’s cock was very big and very wide, and when Tiffany placed her mouth over his “helmet,” she used her tongue like a paintbrush, going around in circles, getting it nice and wet. She started to go up and down, sucking hard and making a tight seal with her lips. Cliff raised his ass off the seat and met her motion. She stopped and very nonchalantly took another drag and resumed, blowing smoke from her nose and her mouth over his cock.

Faster and faster they both went until Cliff stiffened and let out an unintelligible cry of pleasure and shot a big load of white, sticky cum all the way to the back of Tiffany’s throat. It felt to her that she was meant for this . . . not knowing where this feeling came from. She lapped up all his sweet, salty jizz, and when he shot again, some of it dribbled down the sides of Tiffany’s mouth onto her chin. She kept going, however because Cliff was still hard. When she pulled off him, she leaned into him and kissed him, giving him a taste of his own jizz. The way he licked it off her face told her that he’d done this before. But now, it was Tiffany that was ready to burst.

❤️❤️❤️


Four

______________

___

“Ineed to get taken care of now Cliff,” Tiffany said as she reached into her leather handbag and pulled out another Virginia Slims, lighting it with her silver butane lighter.

“Sure, let’s go!” Cliff said, as he stood up. Tiffany stood too, and they embraced in a long kiss. She came off him and touched the tip of his nose with her finger.

“So how horny are you boss?” Tiffany asked in a playful voice.

“Very!”

“Good. I want you to treat me like a real cum slut, ok?”

Cliff rubbed his hands together and a playful grin crossed his face.

The rubbing of the back strap of the G-String made Tiffany crave Cliff’s cock in her ass badly. She reached into her leather bag and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and tossed it to Cliff, as she positioned herself on the love seat.

Tiffany kicked off her skirt, unhooked her pantyhose, and left her thong in place. Cliff pulled the strap over to the side of Tiffany’s butt cheek and squeezed out a handful of the jelly and holding Tiffany’s cheeks apart, spread the cool, slick jelly all over her boy pussy, or “bussy.” Then he rubbed it into his cock and got hard again.

Before she could think about what came next, she felt Cliff’s cock knocking at her door. He playfully rubbed it up and down her crack, making Tiffany moan with pleasure. Just for good measure, he stuck a slick finger inside her hole and moved it around, going down to his first knuckle. It made Tiffany gasp. Now he grabbed both butt cheeks and held them apart and placed the tip of his cock right against her cherry, puckered, boy pussy.

He was a big boy, and as he stuck the head of his cock inside her, she hissed through her clenched teeth and balled her hands up into fists. He pulled out and went in deeper, showing no mercy. Tiffany felt a ripping pain, but her hunger for Cliff’s cock soon made it give way to pleasure; but not for several harder thrusts.

“My God Tiffany,” he said, almost out of breath. “You are so tight! It feels so good – FUCK!”

Tiffany was pleased at the compliment and was lost in the moment. Cliff went faster and faster, and Tiffany felt something like a sneeze welling up inside her. He hit a spot that made cum start to dribble out of her girl cock. She didn’t touch herself, but kept backing up on Cliff as he thrusted. She felt Cliff stiffen and going faster, gasping as he shot a warm, thick load all the way up Tiffany’s ass, making Cliff go even deeper. Cum started to run down the insides of Tiffany’s butt cheeks. Then Tiffany exploded and several spurts of her own jizz shot out with the most indescribable pleasure. It made jerking off seem like nothing. Never had she experienced anything like this before. Both of them slowed down and Cliff lied his head down on Tiffany’s backside, pulling his cock out. Cliff was on his knees and Tiffany turned around and grabbed Cliff’s slippery cock and started sucking it. She couldn’t help herself; Cliff was like a drug. He became an absolute need.

They left Cliff’s office and walked into the empty club. “So I assume I got the job then Cliff?”

“Yes you did.”

“I think I see why you like tough, transgender female bouncers.”

Cliff grinned and said, “Yes, but Tiff, you are the best by far. So when can you start?”

“Whenever you want sweetie,” Tiffany said, grabbing him and kissing him on the lips.

“How about this weekend. Come in Saturday night. Get here about five o’clock and I’ll introduce you to the other staff.”

“Okay, deal,” Tiffany said and headed out the door.
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Saturday evening came and Marjorie and Beth helped Joe – “Tiffany” get dressed for her first night. Tiffany told the girls of all the action that she had with her new boss Cliff. Beth smiled because now Marjorie was in on the big secret of that swanky big city bar – a club for transgender female workers and their straight male clientele and admirers. Beth was really just a cocktail waitress there, but most of the girls who worked there were trans. Besides Tiffany now, there were there was just one other trans female bouncer – Violet.

Beth told Marjorie, that “For your brother to earn a really hot bouncer slot at the Fox Hunt Club, as a trans woman, she must have made quite an impression on Cliff,” who loved them. Men, mostly lawyers and stock brokers paid a hefty yearly fee to be members of the club, where “all sorts of things” and private arrangements went on.

So Tiffany made her appearance at five o’clock and met Cliff, and the other staff. Some of the girls just stood around. They didn’t look like waitresses or bouncers. Tiffany assumed they were just assorted kitchen help. There were two bartenders, both transwomen, four cocktail waitresses, of which Beth was one; and she nodded and smiled to Tiffany. The other female bouncer, Violet was standing on the other side of Cliff – Tiffany picked her out right away. Cliff called out to her.

“Tiffany! Come over here and meet everyone.” Tiffany walked in with a stride like she owned the place, which in a way she did, after scoring big points with the boss.

“Tiffany, this is your other half – Violet. She’ll show you the ropes and point out the gentlemen to you and also some of those who may make trouble,” Cliff said and winked to Violet. Tiffany nodded to her, a tall redhead with a bob hairdo, very short, ass hugging one-piece white dress with sequins, and a plunging neckline with real cleavage. She wore pumps because it was hard to break up a fight in heels. Her makeup was on the heavy side; slutty, and Tiffany took a liking to her right away.

“Now come with Violet and me Tiffany, we’ll show you the ‘discipline room,’ where misbehaving clientele get to make amends before they get tossed out of the joint,” Cliff said laughing. They walked through the door in the back, just past Cliff’s office down the hallway and came to a big room with several large couches, and a pool table.

“Now,” Cliff said, speaking to Tiffany. “If some guy asks you for a ‘favor,’ you can take him down here and do with him whatever he wants. Of course he’ll pay you and you’ll be taken care of. I know you’re a horny cum-slut, and you want it. Just in case you don’t get any tonight, which I’m pretty sure you will, I’m always around to give it to you.”

Then Violet said in a very seductive tone to Tiffany, “I bet you are delicious girl. You turn me on right now,” and she ran her hand over Tiffany’s leather skirt, snaking it around the front to Tiffany’s bulging cock which was pulsing to get out of it.

Tiffany looked at her, smiled and said, “Maybe later we can make some time for each other.”

“I’d like that very much,” Violet said and leaned in close to kiss Tiffany. Violet smelled of lavender and menthol cigarette smoke. Tiffany was turned on right away. Violet made the rounds with Tiffany, introducing her to everyone and the doors opened at six o’clock.

“Come on over to the bar Tiff,” Violet said. Cliff lets us drink on the house while we keep our eyes on the action.”

“Sounds good to me,” Tiffany said, as Violet ordered for both of them – scotch and soda. Violet had a double, and lit up a long, Virginia Slims at the bar. Cliff didn’t discourage the nasty habit at the bar like other places did, because the gentlemen with money and power liked their cigars and the women their long, effeminate cigarettes. The place was known, among other things for catering to men with smoking fetishes – especially amongst transgender women. Behind the bar was a black and white photo of a nationally famous transgender woman enjoying a long, white cigarette.

Tiffany, drink and plastic straw next to her, took a Virginia Slim out of her bag and before she could grab her lighter, Violet got it going for her. Both of them were holding their drinks and cigarettes with their backs to the bar and looking out on the dance floor.

“Look Tiffany,” Violet said. “The men are dancing with women that were already here. You met some of them earlier when you came in. They all work for Cliff. He gets ten percent of the tips we make.”

“Yeah, I didn’t think the boss would let business get conducted under his roof without getting a cut.”

***

Just then, across the room, in spite of the music blaring and bodies gyrating on the dance floor, Violet tapped Tiffany on the shoulder and pointed out two men arguing heatedly, and a transgender girl from the club standing off to the side with her hands held over her mouth and looking frightened. One of the men was taller than the other one, and was muscular with a six pack trying to burst out of his pressed shirt, and his strong hands balled in a fist. The second man was a least a head shorter, and skinny, with an ashen, frightened look on his face.

Violet leaned into Tiffany and said, “The tall asshole over there is Dan Sickles, a real asshole. You might remember he was accused of shooting his wife’s lover, but the jury found him not guilty of manslaughter and ruled self-defense. Personally I think he did it for fun. He’s a real hot head, and was coming here way before that incident happened.”

“Oh yeah, I think I remembered something about that. It was all over the news.”

“Yeah, the only reason Cliff lets him come by is that he pays the sisters well for their services. I think we may have to step in – look.”

When Tiffany turned back to them, Sickles was grabbing the short guy by his tie and collar and was about an inch away from his face. He looked like he was about to explode at any second. The people around them stopped dancing and grabbing each other and gave them room. The frightened girl was named Lauren, and she was a regular waitress. Evidently, they were fighting over her.

Violet and Tiffany started making their way over to them and Violet said: “I think the short guy, can’t remember his name, got Lauren first, and Sickles probably had one too many and wanted to take Lauren away from him. So fucking juvenile!”

The girls picked up their pace and cut through the crowd into their circle. Violet was standing just to their side. Tiffany was right behind her.

“Hey, hey! BREAK IT UP! PUT HIM DOWN DAN . . . NOW!” Violet said.

“Why don’t you two chicks with dicks mind your own fucking business! I ALWAYS get Lauren, and I’m not gonna let her waste her time with this creepy piece of shit.”

With one hand Sickles picked up the shorter guy, Glenn his name was, and threw him into a table, sending him sprawling over the drinks and into the laps on the couple who were sitting there.

“That’s IT DAN! YOU’RE OUTTA HERE, NOW!” And then Violet started to push Dan back before he could pick up Glenn again and do some real damage. But Dan was fast and picked Violet up by the shoulders and hurled her to the ground. He then turned his attention to Tiffany with an evil smile.

But Tiffany, fresh from The Marines, and back from a combat tour was not easily intimidated. Before Dan, who was half in the bag anyway, had a chance to react, Tiffany had him from the rear in a choke hold and an arm pinned behind his back with beefy biceps, and said firmly and loud, “I’m gonna hold you like this until you CHILL THE FUCK OUT, or I’ll put you to sleep for a few minutes. What’s it gonna be Dan?”

Dan squirmed, the liquor not letting him calm down, and in the next second his legs gave out and he was on the ground. Violet was on the floor, back on her elbows and looked in amazement at what her new friend had done. As he lay there, Tiffany quickly pulled Violet up. “Are you all right honey?” she asked.

“Yeah, just shook up a little bit. I can’t believe what I’m looking at. Did you kill him?” Violet said with great admiration for Tiffany, and fear in her eyes that Dan might be dead or seriously injured.

“Naw, he’ll be up soon and I’m sure a little calmer.”

Dan sat up and shook his head. “What the fuck just happened?” Meanwhile Lauren rushed over to Glenn’s side and helped hm off the table.

Tiffany helped Dan up and said, “I think it would be a good idea if you called an Uber and went home now. In fact, I’m calling one now for you and putting it on Cliff’s tab. You can come back when you get better control of yourself.” Looking at Tiffany’s arms ready for anything in case he had any ideas, Dan nodded his head and let Tiffany lead him to the front door.

Violet came next to Tiffany and said, “Do you know who that guy Dan is?”

Tiffany shook her head. “No, and I don’t really care. He’s just an asshole who needed putting down.”

“Yeah well, he’s the President of the City Council! You did good, and I’m sure part of the reason he’s leaving is, so no one posts this on social media before they recognize him.”

Cliff came over to the two of them. “Hey, I saw what you did Tiffany. I’m sure the army would have done it better though.” Violet looked confused as Cliff and Tiffany exchanged a smile. “I’m giving you an extra bonus for tonight Tiff,” Cliff said.

“I’m sorry Cliff. Violet told me he’s a top customer here.”

“He is, when he hasn’t had too many. Don’t worry, he’ll be back when his wife doesn’t give him any.” Cliff said, patting Tiffany on the back.

Violet turned to Cliff and said, “Boss, my back is a little stiff. Is it okay if Tiff and I take a break and shoot some pool in the back,” she said winking at Cliff.

“Sure, sure Vi, go ahead, you girls deserve it after that.”

Violet hooked Tiffany between her arm and pulled her toward the pool room, and said, “Let’s go girlfriend. I need a cigarette and my girl cock is getting wet already!”
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Tiffany and Violet made a beeline for the door in the back of the club which led to the hallway and the pool room past Cliff’s office. All the time, Tiffany had the palm of her hand on Violet’s ass. As soon as they reached the doorway, Violet turned around and faced Tiffany and threw her arms around her broad shoulders and deeply tongue kissed her. “You know Tiff, you’re like . . . my fucking HERO!” Their hands groped each other, and you could cut the heavy scent of lust in the air with a sword. “I can’t believe how you picked that asshole up and took him out! He’s been making trouble here for the longest time, but Cliff likes him because he’s famous. I also think that he and Cliff have something going on, know what I mean?”

“Well I hope I taught him some manners! Well now your hero is gonna give you something you’ll never forget!” Tiffany said, and Violet giggled. Once inside the room, Tiffany suddenly picked Violet up and carried her like a groom carrying a bride over the threshold; Violet’s arms around her strong neck. She was giggling as Tiffany placed her on her feet in front of a long couch. She opened the zipper on Violet’s dress and took it off her, letting it fall to the floor. Violet was wearing a deep blue satin thong and a laced girdle that held it with straps to sheer, black nylon pantyhose.

Tiffany pulled out a cigarette for each of them and lit them up with the same flame from her silver butane lighter. After what just happened outside, they needed one, and collapsed in each other’s arms, silently smoking. Tiffany was getting very turned on. Her cock was hard to begin with, but this was unreal – unlike anything she’d ever seen before. Violet sat on her lap and could feel it. She gently started rubbing Tiffany’s cock giving her a smile. They shared a smoky kiss, and Violet stuck her free hand underneath the slit in Tiffany’s black leather skirt, playfully inching her way up to her cock. She pushed aside the satin pouch of her thong and grabbed it in her fist.

“Oh my Tiffany, you’re cock is like soooo fucking HUGE girl!”

“What’s the matter, too much for you?”

“No, not at all. I’ve seen bigger.”

“Oh yeah, well you’ve never FELT one like this before,” Tiffany said with a new air of confidence in her abilities she never had as a guy.

She started kissing Violet’s neck and gently biting it, making Violet moan. Tiffany was leaking pre cum into Violet’s fingers.

“Umm Tiff, I think we better do something about this cock before you explode in my fingers. Violet’s voice was smooth and cat like, making all of Tiffany’s body tense up with pure lust. Suddenly she picked Violet up and laid her on the couch on her tummy. She didn’t need to be told what to do, saying: “I need to be fucked hard right away Tiff – SOS,” she said laughing. Tiffany undid her leather skirt and dropped it to the floor next to Violet’s dress. Then she took off her leather jacket and was left with just her red bustier and thong.

Tiffany finished her cigarette, and reached into her bag and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, squeezing a generous amount into her hand. With Violet’s butt sticking high up in the air, she pushed away the strap of the thong from between her butt cheeks, and applied the cool, slick jelly all the way from her cherry boy pussy to her shorn ball sack. For added effect, she stuck her index finger into her “bussy,” causing Violet to moan. Tiffany had long fake fingernails on all her fingers except for her right index finger which she used just for times like these. Then she rubbed some of the jelly on her stiff, leaking cock, willing herself not to cum too soon.

Spreading Violet’s ass apart, she placed the tip of her cock right against her bussy, playing at the entrance, teasing her. Then, the sides of Violet’s bussy grabbed hold of Tiffany’s girl cock and practically sucked it inside her. It was so fucking tight and good Tiffany thought. It was so much better and broken in than Cliff’s. Tiffany teased her; going in just a little, not past the head, and grinding around it like a wooden stirrer in a mixing bowl.

Violet’s fists were clenched on the couch, her elbows digging into the soft fabric. Tiffany slowly slid all the way inside, going faster and faster, grinding with each stroke. Violet’s butt moved rhythmically back and forth on Tiffany’s cock. Tiffany threw her head back, her long brown wig falling over her shoulders onto her black leather jacket.

The two of them were like two violent storms melded into one; going faster and faster. Violet let out a moan and shot a huge wad of cum from her cock onto a cloth that was laid out on the couch for that purpose. She shot out two or three loads of jizz. That got Tiffany going and now she too shot her big load all the way up into Violet’s bussy, feeling the warmth of her cum surround her cock. Some of it dribbled down the insides of Violet’s thighs, making her ass a gooey mess. But Tiffany kept thrusting, she wanted more and more. Violet obliged her and kept pumping back on her.

Before she knew it, Tiffany shot another, smaller load up into Violet. It was the most incredible back to back orgasm of her life. Now she knew that she could never let go of Violet, just a total stranger not three hours ago. Totally wasted by the effort, Tiffany collapsed on Violet’s back, kissing her bare back, and licking. Now she had an urge to lick the cum right out of Violet’s bussy, so she pulled out and flipped herself over, placing her head underneath Violet’s rear.

Her tongue on her bussy made Violet squeal with delight, as stroke after stroke sent her into dizzying heights of pure, unbridled pleasure. The tip of Tiffany’s tongue entered her and licked every drop of cum off her.

Now it was Violet who got up and turned over, desperately wanting a taste of Tiffany’s cum. They locked lips and deeply tongue kissed, Violet making noises through it all. They were on their knees facing each other, holding hands, kissing each other’s face and neck.
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Both of them lit cigarettes and sat back on the couch, their hands on each other’s cocks and rubbing, when there was a knock on the door.

“Tiffany? Violet? You girls in there?” It was Cliff. He wanted in on the action.

It was Violet who answered. “Sure Cliff, come on in,” she said laughing her deep throaty laugh.

“Well, well, look what we have here,” he said. “Now which one of you cum sluts needs the boss’s cock in your ass?”

Violet laughed and said, “I think Tiffany does – first,” she answered with that last qualifier.

“Okay then, time to break the newbie in some more,” Cliff said eagerly, hurrying to take off his jeans, and POLO sweater.

Violet got off the couch and lit a cigarette, and sat on another couch facing the two of them. Tiffany eagerly got on all fours, facing the front and sticking her ass high in the air, unsnapping her pantyhose and pulling the girdle down and kicking it on the floor. She reached down on the carpet and picked up the tube of K-Y Jelly and handed it to Cliff. “Always treat a lady right,” she said.

Cliff grinned and said, “I always do.” He squeezed out a nice amount and rubbed it all over Tiffany’s ass. “My God Tiffany, you’ve really become a total cum-slut whore, you know that?”

“Yeah, lucky for you baby!” At that Violet laughed.

“Hey Cliff, when you’re done with the Jelly throw it over here. I’m gonna get off really good watching the two of you go at it.”

“Sure thing Vi,” Cliff said, after rubbing his own throbbing cock, giving it a thorough coating.

Then Cliff positioned himself behind Tiffany and placed the tip of his cock over her bussy and entered slowly, making Tiffany moan. “Oh God Cliff, I need your cock inside me badly. I want you to drown me in your cum,” she said.

Clif grunted as he thrust hard and fast as far as he could go, making Tiffany gasp. He meant business and went faster and faster, stopping to smack Tiffany’s ass for good measure. “I OWN YOU BITCH!” he shouted.

This made Violet on the other couch get really turned on, and with the cigarette dangling out of her mouth, she was rubbing her own slippery cock faster and faster.

Tiffany’s fists were balled up in front of her, her thoughts flying away into total ecstasy, as she swallowed up each thrust into her hungry little ass. I’m a total smoky cum slut, she repeated over and over to herself.

Suddenly Tiffany felt the pleasure welling up from deep inside her, and she could hold back no longer, spilling a huge load of cum onto the cum-catching cloth of the couch beneath her. She let loose with a loud moan.

“WHO TOLD YOU THAT YOU COULD CUM BEFORE ME BITCH!??” Cliff growled.

Now it was Cliff’s turn. He was holding it in all night, since he saw Tiffany and Violet heading for the back a couple of hours ago. He drained himself completely inside of Tiffany, one long pulse, filling her up and making her leak down the insides of her thighs. He kept thrusting until he was completely satisfied.

***

“Say girls, I was wondering.” Cliff said to Tiffany and Violet. “Do you think that uh, maybe sometimes I could borrow some of your clothes and you could dress me up once in a while. I think it would be fun. I always wanted to try.”

Tiffany and Violet looked at each other and started to laugh. “So, it seems the owner of a tranny bar wants to be one himself, hum?” Violet said.

“Well, not all the time. It just might be fun to dress up and come in here once in a while with you two – you know, like a threesome.”

“Sure Cliff, that would be wonderful.” Tiffany said.

“You know Tiffany,” Cliff said. “I think you’re gonna work out just fine here. I mean the way you handled Dan earlier was amazing.”

“Yeah, it really turned me on something fierce!” Violet exclaimed. “I couldn’t wait to fuck her myself!”

“My pleasure guys,” Tiffany said.

Then Cliff said, as an afterthought. “Well you know what we say in the tranny bar business girls – every tranny bar needs one tough sissy.”

The three of them broke out laughing. “Well ladies, shall we get out front and get back to work. The night is still young, and I need my two best bouncers out there.”

Tiffany helped Violet up from the couch. “Come on girl, let’s go. You heard the boss.”
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One

Call Me a Freak

________________

____

Call me a freak, call me weird. I don’t really care and it’s okay. My name is Ethan and I’m living my fantasy, but it wasn’t always that way. To people on the outside I’m just a normal twenty year old college junior. For as long as I could remember I’ve had a smoking fetish. Anytime I would see a beautiful woman smoking, I’d get extremely hard and become tongue tied around them. I especially adored the long, all white 120mm cigarettes like Virginia Slims Menthol, or Eves. As time went on, I gradually felt that I wanted “to become” like them, and I thought about cross dressing. There was a side of me that thought I was mentally ill. That was before the advent of social media sites that “educated” me that my “addiction” was entirely normal.

This is how I got started, as best I can recall. I have a sister, Joann, who’s four years older than me. When I was about thirteen, my mom caught her smoking outside in the backyard. She caught hell for it, but there was nothing that my parents could really do to stop her, since my mother was a smoker as well, as were my two aunts on my mom’s side. I, on the other hand, knew about Joann’s habit before my parents did, spying on her smoking in the backyard through my bedroom window, and I was sworn to secrecy by Joann. Of course I was delighted! I loved sneaking into her bag and pulling out her pack of Eve 120s and taking a good sniff of the fresh menthol., mixed with a hint of the smell of the other things in her bag like perfumes, and lipstick. She let me do that and watched me with a grin.

Of course, I became as hard as a rock when I did so, but I know for a fact she didn’t see that! (Or did she?) One day I asked her for one. By that time she was allowed to smoke in her room. Hesitant to give me one at first, she relented. After all, she was fifteen when she started. When I lit up I was a natural. I didn’t even cough. I loved the “high,” the dizziness, and soon I became hooked. Now I couldn’t really go out in public, or hang out with my friends smoking those long, ladies cigarettes, now could I? So, I kept my smoking habit a secret, and had Joann buy me my own little supply. I would smoke with her in her room for cover.

It wasn’t only girls my own age who turned me on by smoking. I was much more turned on by older women smokers, like my aunts and my mother’s friends.

When Joann or my parents weren’t home, I would sneak into her room and go into her dresser drawers and pull out a pair of G-String panties and slip them on, enjoying the cool silky feel of them going up my bare legs, and then settling them around my junk. At sixteen, this was a deliciously dirty little secret thing to do, because I would jerk off while wearing them, careful not to get cum stains on them, and make it obvious that I was messing around.

Little did I know then, but I was on a journey down a road I was powerless to prevent. I wanted more and more of what gave me pleasure. In college I would only date girls who smoked. As I mentioned, I thought in the back of my mind that maybe I was sick and I better “get rid” of this “thing.” So I dated non-smokers too, but I found they couldn’t satisfy me like smokers did. It was no use. I had to “surrender.”

I went to a commuter college. I couldn’t chance living in a dorm and having my secret get out. Joann went to an away school, and when that happened, I lost my access to my little “panty habit.” Funny though, I never smoked in front of my mother. However, I stole cigarettes from her bag for a while until I could afford to buy my own and smoke secretly.

I found tons of videos on YOUTUBE of cross dressing, and transgender women smokers and learned little tips about makeup, wigs, and clothing. The pressure on me was too much and I started buying my own clothing online from sites that catered to cross dressers and sissies – yes, that’s what I was – a sissy. It’s not a bad thing – it’s who I was. Being a member anonymously of online forums, I accepted it. Since my class schedule gave me plenty of time to be at home when my parents were at work, I was able to receive my packages in total secrecy. I stored my clothing and small wig collection in the tool shed out in the back.

One day, mother found an ashtray under my bed full of Virginia Slims 120s butts, and instead of yelling at me, I think she was actually glad that she had another smoker in the house. The same day that she came into my room and found the ashtray underneath my bed, scolding me for it, that same night she even asked me for a cigarette! Smoking with mom excited me beyond belief!

One day, a life-changing event happened. The elderly couple who lived next door moved out. The new owner of the house was a single woman named Cathy. She and mom became friends. The best part of it was that she was smoker too – of Virginia Slims 120s no doubt! I would spy on her from my bedroom window as she left the house to go to her car, or did work in her back yard. The provocative clothing she wore when she went to work was a huge turn on for me.

Cathy was in her late thirties, very attractive with long, thick eyelashes, and always wore lots of makeup which brought out her natural beauty. She had long, auburn hair that went down well past her enormous breasts, and I would fantasize about smoking with her, maybe even having her dress me up, and becoming physically intimate with me. As far as my parents and I could tell, she wasn’t dating anyone, male or female. She never mentioned anyone to my mom, and there was never a strange car in front of her house or in her driveway. She minded her own business, went to work and came home, and that was that. I had never met her personally yet, and my fantasies took me in all sorts of delicious directions. Meeting her became an absolute need.

After school one day my mom approached me. It turned out that Cathy needed someone to do some painting in her house, and asked my mom if she knew anyone reliable. It happened that I was pretty handy and did that sort of stuff around our house, so my mom told her that she would ask me if I wanted to make some money and do the job for her. Of course, I was more than delighted. I was on my way!
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Roleplay With the MILF Next Door

______________
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So the next day, I walked over to Cathy’s house when I saw her car parked in her driveway. I waited until after dinnertime, which was about eight o’clock that night. I was quite excited, and my head was spinning around in all kinds of crazy directions, not to mention my cock, which was as hard as a flag pole.

I rang the bell, and my heart was beating fast. When she opened the door, I became very self-conscious, and it seemed that all my courage deserted me. She was very intimidating. Maybe it was that she was older than me, or the fact that I was still a virgin at twenty, I’m not sure. However her manner put me at ease right away.

“Oh hi Ethan, nice to meet you! Your mom said you’d probably come over this week. You caught me at a perfect time. Please, come in.”

“Thanks. So mom told me you needed some painting done in your house?”

“Oh yes! I mean, look around. The Pettigrews kind of let the place go – who paints a living room chocolate brown?” she said laughing. She was right. Nothing in the house matched. The kitchen had some 1970’s era crappy floral wallpaper, and the carpet in the living room was a nauseating beige. “I think the first order of business should be the living room and the entrance hall. What do you think?”

“Yeah, I agree,” I said, looking around, trying to concentrate. It wasn’t easy. She was wearing a very short blue jean skirt with a high slit up the side, revealing gorgeous, long legs, and a white camisole top with a plunging neck line that made me crazy.

She was studying me. “So your mom tells me that you’re a junior in college, right?”

“Yes, I go to Midland, over in Chamberlain.”

“That’s a good school. Do you plan on moving out of your parent’s house?” she asked me rather curiously, studying me.

“No, no I don’t.”

“Well that’s good. I have a lot of painting that needs to done. Please, why don’t you come into the kitchen. I was just going to make some coffee. I’d love it if you could join me. Want some?”

“Sure Cathy, that would be nice.”

“Okay then, follow me.”

I took a seat at her kitchen table as she heated the water in the pot on the stove.

“I hope you don’t mind instant,” she said apologetically.

“Oh instant’s fine. I can’t afford STARBUCKS, and I drink a lot of coffee.”

“Well, maybe after you get started working here, you will be able to,” she said smiling.

She reached into her bag on the counter top and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120s from inside a blue leather case. She fumbled with the pack, and she placed one slowly and deliberately in the corner of her mouth, her moist lipstick covering the filter. I think she knew she was turning me on, conscious of me looking at her. She did a quick light up from a thin silver butane lighter, also from the case, hollow-cheeking the light up drag, the tip glowing orange, and doing a slow French exhale.

“I’m sorry Ethan, would you like one?” she said, looking at me curiously, placing one of the long, all white cigarettes in the corner of her mouth, the lipstick coating the bottom of the filter. My cock was pulsating at this point and my head was spinning.

“Oh yes, thank you, I would,” I said eagerly, my cock beating out a steady rhythm. She smiled and offered me the pack. She lit me up and watched me as I did a quick snap inhale, and held the cigarette tightly between my index and middle fingers low down. I realized that I smoked effeminately, because she looked at me smiling in a knowing kind of way.

“Do you like menthols Ethan?” she said in a low, sultry voice.

“Uh yes, I do.”

“Do you like to smoke ladies cigarettes?” she asked, cocking her eyebrows at me.

“These are okay.” I tried to cover up my affection for Virginia Slims by saying, “Some people may do a double take at a man enjoying a so-called woman’s cigarette, but I don’t care about that,” I said, trying to explain, but none too convincingly, adding, “I’m comfortable enough in my sexual identity,” another lie.

“Humm, I see.” I didn’t expect what came out of her next. “Are you seeing anybody Ethan?”

I was really taken aback by that, but turned on at the same time, so I answered truthfully, dying to get into her panties. “No I’m not. Not at the moment.”

“And why do you suppose that is Ethan?”

“Well I suppose I never found anyone that’s my type.” I didn’t of course tell her about my little fetish and that my effeminate nature which made me sort of a non-entity for the girls in my social circle, made them look at me more like a friend, or confidant.

“I can identify with that. I’m kind of ‘picky.’” We continued to smoke and talk about this and that. It turned out that she worked as a pharmacy technician for a local drug chain. When I thought about what she wore to work every day, I was in disbelief.

My imagination flashed before me. I imagined her pulling me up, giving me a smoky kiss and desperately grabbing for my cock.

“ . . . and that’s how I came to live here,” she finished saying. I didn’t hear the beginning of the discussion; my fantasy making me selectively deaf.

I was embarrassed, but I answered in a “neutral” way. “Well, everyone has to start somewhere.”

She looked at me like she knew my mind was somewhere else, but she smiled and went on, slowly nodding. “Let me ask you something. How would you like to go out sometime . . . on a date? You know, just a friendly thing. But your parents don’t have to know. I’m not sure they would take kindly to an older woman going out with their son,” she said, grinning seductively at me. There was something cool about Cathy. She was “cat-like” in many ways. Her voice was like a soft purr, and her movements and mannerisms were smooth, almost feline.

“Uh, sure . . . uh, where would you like to go?” I said, shifting nervously in my chair.

“Well, let’s see. You’re the man, so you tell me?”

“We could go to dinner and a movie?” I didn’t have a lot of money, and I didn’t know what to say. I thought we’d be talking about what color to paint her living room. She was laughing.

We finished our coffee and our cigarettes a while ago when she said completely out of left field: “That sounds fine, but I was thinking of something, something a little bit more adventurous.”

“Okay,” I said, ready to go ahead with almost anything.

“I need to get to know you a little bit better first.” Okay, here it comes I thought, my cock doing a happy dance.

She took both of my hands in hers, my heart beating like a drum.

She looked me right in the eyes and said, “This is what I’d like to do right now. I’m going to smoke in front of you, and I’d like you to jerk yourself off to me, and then I’ll do anything you want.”

I wasn’t sure I heard right. I thought maybe I had too much ear wax. “Come again?” I said after clearing my throat. She just laughed.

“You heard me,” she said again in that same low, seductive tone. She bent down and turned my chair with the back against the kitchen table. And stepped back towards the counter and her bag. “I know you have a smoking fetish Ethan. I know one when I see one. We’re just breaking the surface here, and we’ll both see what’s really down deep. I think it’ll be fun, don’t you?” She had me there. I was powerless to resist.

“In fact, I think you really enjoy secretly watching women smoke. I’ll bet it really gets your cock hard, right?” I had a shocked look on my face. 

“So why don’t we do this? Let’s do a little role play. I’ll pretend . . . I’ll pretend that I’m waiting for a bus, and you’ll be sitting in a car and watching me, and jerk off to me enjoying a cigarette. How’s that?” I could only nod in agreement.

“It’s a bit chilly out, so I think I’ll need an outer jacket, and some jeans. Don’t go anywhere, I’ll be right back.”

I had never expected roleplay, so I sat there, my hand slithering down my jeans and grabbing my cock in my hands. Then I went a bit further in my actions and undid my belt and jean’s button and pulled them down along with my boxers, so they fell around my ankles.

Cathy walked in a few minutes later looking like something out of my wildest fantasies. She had on a short, beige trench coat and black leather boots with a wide cuff that went just above her knees. Her thighs were visible below the hem of her jeans skirt. She put on fresh makeup and her hair was freely flowing down her front. The heels of her boots made a clacking sound as she walked over to the counter and picked up her bag and placed the strap over her shoulder.

Cathy wasn’t looking at me, but took her cigarette case out and handed me one, as she placed one in the corner of her mouth, dangling it and lit it up with the silver butane lighter. Next she lit me up, and the show was on.

She grinned and looked at my erect cock sticking up from my lap, bent over with the cigarette dangling from her lips, and gently rubbed the underside of it with her fingertips. This caused a bit of pre cum to leak from me, and she rubbed some on the tip of her finger and placed it between her lips, looking at me as she slowly licked her fingertip clean.

I began to stroke myself as she stepped back and ignored me, absorbed in enjoying her long, cigarette, oblivious, waiting for the bus. She placed the cigarette back in her mouth and bent the collar of her trench coat up, taking a cheek-hollowing drag and exhaling through her nose, the smoke rolling down the cigarette still in her mouth. It was like she knew exactly what turned me on, and I was going nuts. The illusion was working on me.

I was puffing along with her, caught up in the excitement of this “voyeuristic” fetish play. Then the unexpected happened, which broke her rules for the play.

She took a big drag, inhaling with her mouth and her nose, and pushed my hands off my cock, grabbing it in her fist, and placing her mouth over my cock tip, giving me a smoky exhale. She got down on her knees and began sucking on me, nonchalantly taking drags and blowing smoke over my cock, through her mouth and nose. But I thought that I was supposed to be jerking myself off – whatever!

She picked up her speed and I was looking down at her auburn hair, the silky ends tickling my bare thighs, and her lips forming a tight seal around my shaft. She broke off just when I was about to cum and said, “Oh excuse me, but I’m dying to take a drag now.” But it wasn’t her cigarette she dragged on, it was mine, getting lipstick all over the filter. After she took her drag, she placed her mouth back on me and exhaled with her mouth and her nose, covering my cock with the blue smoke. She went up and down me faster and faster, and when I took a drag on my now lipstick tainted cigarette, I exploded like I never had before, my cum shooting to the back of her throat. She sucked all of it up, not missing a drop.

When my cock was clean, she looked up at me, her eyes misted over and took another drag, some cum escaping from the corners of her mouth, and the filter glistening with the mixture of fluids. She blew the smoke right in my face.

She placed her mouth back on my cock, catching more drops of cum that escaped me. Then she came off me again and I bent over and kissed her deeply, my own cum that she hadn’t swallowed filling my mouth, giving me a taste of myself, and her smoky breath.

We finished and she stood up. “How was that Ethan,” she said rhetorically.

“Incredible,” I said, sounding far away.

She chuckled. “I thought so,” she said, quite sure of herself. Something told me that she’d done this before.

“Well, at least we decided on some colors for the living room!” and we both laughed. “Now you can go to the Home Mart and bring some swatches over for me to choose from, and then you’ll start painting next week.”

“Okay, so when can I see you again?” I asked, obviously not referring to the paint job.

“Why don’t you come over tomorrow night – same time,” she said.

“Okay, deal.”

She smiled and stood up, kissed me deeply on the lips again, grabbing my cock again for good measure, and saw me to the door.
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A Surprise
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Icouldn’t believe my luck. Tell my parents?? She must have been kidding, right? I told my mother after I got home that I accepted the job and was glad to make some money for the summer, and that we were in the process of selecting paint now for her living room. I told her that I had to go over tomorrow night and look over “some other details.” Of course as soon as I went to sleep, I jerked off over images of that incredible evening; replaying it in my mind again and again. I wondered what the odds could be that I found a woman who shared my fetishes; my deepest and most secret of desires.

So like last night, when eight o’clock rolled around, I went next door to Cathy’s house again. This time when I came in, she was dressed in the same black leather boots she wore last night, but instead of a camisole, she wore a black leather bodice that tied up with multiple eyelets in front, and black leather gloves that went above her elbows. She had on a black choke collar with what looked like diamond studs on them. I could barely contain my boner, and this time, she wasted no time and just grabbed my crotch before I even cleared the entrance hall.

“Well hello to you too,” I said, and we both laughed.

“I want you to come upstairs with me now Ethan,” she purred.

“Just so you understand the ‘ground rules’ here Ethan, I’m in control, okay?”

“Sure,” I said. Hell, I’d agree to anything. That was how badly I wanted her. She took my hand and led me up the winding staircase to the second floor. There were three bedrooms, and hers was the biggest. We went inside, and there was a brass bed with a bathroom inside, and a dresser drawers with a mirror on top, and a loveseat in the corner. This room needed a paint job too, but that would be for another day.

She pushed me down on the bed. “I think it’s my turn now,” she said as she took her cigarette case from her bag, and stuck one in the corner of her mouth, giving me one as well. She bent down to give me a light after she lit hers up. She wore a leather skirt with a high slit up the side, and a chain which she undid and let fall to the carpeted floor around her ankles. Underneath her skirt, she wore a red G-String with a laced top. Taking a seductive drag she looked at me and smiled, her free hand stroking my cock through my jeans again.

Tonight I wasn’t wearing boxers, and as she stuck her hand underneath my jeans and felt my cock immediately, she laughed and said, “You bad boy! Were you expecting something? That’s okay, but I told you tonight was my turn.” Then she looked deep in thought and said, “Umm, but not entirely.”

She quickly undid my belt and fastener and pulled my jeans down over my knees and I stood up, letting them fall to the floor. I also took my t-shirt off and tossed it on the carpet. Then Cathy backed up and smiled at me as she dragged on her cigarette. She let it dangle out of the side of her mouth as she hooked her thumb underneath the front pouch of her G-String. When she slowly pulled it down I couldn’t believe what I saw. I was looking at the largest cock I had ever seen!

“Cathy! What the fuck!!!!”

She laughed in a way that made me believe that she’d done this before with someone else. I was conflicted. On one hand, it was beyond belief to have my sexual smoking fetish satisfied, and then another thing to have it satisfied by a transgender woman? Did what we had done last night make me gay? I mean I thought she was a biological woman all along. But in that brief moment after my shock dissipated, I realized that it kind of turned me on. It made me think that I could be like her . . . My head was spinning, and I decided I would let her take me wherever she wanted to.

“What’s the matter Ethan? Never seen a cock on a girl before?”

“Uhh . . . to be honest with you, no.”

“And?”

“I don’t know – I mean you’re still hot, and I’m still turned on.”

“You wanna know what I think?” she said.

“Go ahead,” I said. I was curious if she really understood me, perhaps more than anyone else had.

“I, like you, have had a smoking fetish for as long as I could remember. It was tied in with a fascination of trying on women’s clothing, you know – crossdressing.” She stopped talking and looked at me, smiling.

“Sound familiar Ethan. Can you relate?”

There was no sense in covering up, in hiding anything from Cathy anymore. “Yes, yes I can.”

“Good. I’ve been crossdressing since I was about fifteen Ethan. My mother saw how I was excited by lingerie, and she encouraged me. She took me shopping for clothes, and she even forced me to smoke and drink wine with her at night. She would give me drags of her cigarettes, but wouldn’t give me one of my own, unless I dressed in lingerie in front of her. I guess you could say she force-feminized me. Eventually,” she purred at me in that cat-like voice, “I decided I wanted to transition to who I am today – all with mommy’s blessing. You know, I always think she wanted a daughter,” she said in a low voice, like she was sharing a secret with me. “I can help you Ethan. I like you, and we’ll have loads of fun, so relax.” She came close to me and held my hands in hers and kissed me hard on the mouth. Her cock was bent up, hard and pressing against my bare tummy. The tip was moist with her own pre cum.

She took a drag on her cigarette, and sat me down on the bed, pressing my shoulders. Then she moved forward and placed her big, fleshy cock against my soft lips. “Mmmm, so good. Your lips are so soft Ethan,” and she laughed.

My lips parted and she stuck the head of her cock between my lips. It was my first. My tongue began to wrap around her head, and I got chills – I loved it. I took a drag of my cigarette and exhaled all over her cock. She moaned, and moved back and forth on me, going deeper and deeper into my mouth. My mouth was wet and slick, and I bobbed my head just like a sissy cum slut – which was what I wanted to be all along. I wished I could be dressed and wearing makeup like my contacts on FLICKR did.

It didn’t take long for Cathy to stiffen and shoot a large, sweet/salty load of thick cum into my mouth. I swallowed every drop, and came off after she stopped shooting to take a drag off my cigarette. I had some of her jizz dripping down the sides of my mouth, and the filter was moist with it.

She kissed me, and licked all of the dribbling cum off of my face. I licked her cock clean, and held it with my fingers and my thumb. I realized then that I had crossed a threshold, and was on my way.
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Sissygasm
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Ethan, are you ready to take the next step? See, I have some things lying around here I think you’ll like.”

“Okay, bring them on,” I said. I was ready to go beyond just simple crossdressing.

“Just wait here,” Cathy said, kissing me, and going over to her walk-in closet. “Now remember something – I am your mentor.”

Domination. Now that was something I really wanted to experience.

“Does leather turn you on, or would you prefer something more conservative?”

Hell, I wanted it all. I wanted to be just like her.

“I’d prefer leather. I have my own clothes you know. I’ve been ordering things online.”

“That’s great, but you don’t have them with you here tonight, do you?”

She had a point. “No, I don’t.”

“Not to worry my dear,” she said reassuringly.

My hair was a dark brown, almost black, and it was cut rather short. She presented me with a black bob-style wig with purple highlights on the side curls, and a part in the center. She had gold hoop, clip-on earrings she placed on me. It happened to be another turn-on of mine, and I loved it.

For the makeup, she was a real artist and did a terrific job on me. I loved blue eyeshadow. As for the clothes, she had a red, satin G-String for me, just like hers, which she insisted on placing on me. I almost came right then when she slowly pulled them up my legs. She matched it with a laced bra that had semi-rigid cups and an elastic back band which gave the illusion of cleavage as she slipped it over my head, and it pulled my flesh together.

She looked me over closely. “Oh! I’m going to have to shave you dear, but not this evening. That can wait a bit,” she said as if privy to some secret. Instead of a skirt, my waist was slim enough for me to wear a pair of leather pants, with a flared, zippered, slitted bottom. Instead of a leather bodice she dressed me in a wide-collared white cotton long sleeved blouse.

“Here now, she said. Stand up, turn around and look at yourself in the mirror! I think you’ll be very pleased.”

I had never gone this far in dressing. I was amazed at the way I looked. Hell, I even wanted to fuck myself. The way the G-String felt nestled between my butt cheeks, I started thinking of what it would feel like to have a cock pleasure me. I would only think this way while dressed, or imagining I was dressed. But Cathy wouldn’t let me think for too long.

The cool satin kept my boner hard, and when Cathy gave me a cigarette and lit herself up too, the sight of me in the mirror all made up with a lit Virginia Slims dangling from my mouth, made my hard on start to throb. Cathy came close to me and stuck her hand underneath the pants and the G-String, and began to rub my cock.

“Come on Ethan. I want you to get on the bed, but first, pull down and take off those nice leather pants. You’ll have plenty of time to get used to them – I’m giving them to you as a present.”

Then, as an afterthought, she said, “You know Ethan, we need a girl’s name for you. How about ‘Evie’ humm? I like the way it sounds. Do you?”

I thought about it, and it had sort of a seductive appeal to it. My cum-slut appearance sealed the deal for me. “Okay, Evie it is. I love it!” It was perfect. I could even use it on FLICKR for my online persona.

I wanted to cum very badly now. I wished Cathy would give me another blowjob with a very cool roleplay again, but she had other ideas. So I took the leather pants off and got on the bed on all fours, facing the headboard like she told me to do. I loved being ordered around like a submissive.

She put some mellow jazz on which came out of speakers around the room, and turned the dimmer switch on the ceiling light down.

“Tonight is a night of discovery for you Evie,” she said. Gently, she pulled the back strap of the G-String to the side of my left butt cheek, and reached into her night stand and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. She lit two cigarettes and handed me one, placing an ashtray on the side of me on the bed, and she had one too. As she handed me the long cigarette she said, “This will help with your enjoyment and intensify your orgasm Evie,” she said laughing, as she took a drag off of hers. Then, without warning she smacked my butt cheeks really hard with the palm of her hand, going first right, then left. I howled with surprise.

“Evie! Ouch! That fucking HURT!”

“I said that you’re my little sissy cum slut Evie! This is just so you don’t forget, okay!? Now stay there, I’ll be right back.” I wondered where the hell she would be going with me in a position like this.

She went to the top shelf of her walk-in closet and came out with a pair of handcuffs with pink fur on the cuffs and a very mischievous grin on her face. “These,” she said, holding them taught in front of my bulging eyes, “are just so you don’t touch your cock during our playtime!”

Before I met Cathy I would have just run out on a situation like this, but now, I trusted her. She kept me supported with my elbows bent on the bed, and placed the cuffs on my wrists, attached to the brass headboard poles.

Keeping the cigarette dangling from her lips, she squeezed out the K-Y Jelly and placed a generous amount around my puckered, cherry asshole, and then a nice amount on her cock, moaning as she slid her hand along her length. Then she pushed my butt cheeks apart and the fun began.

I felt her fleshy cock tip make contact with me and just the tip of her head entered me slowly. I winced as it went in a bit farther. “Now don’t worry Evie, I’m sure in no time you’ll be a pro at taking a cock up your ‘bussy.’” She hissed out the word for a “boy pussy.” She went back and forth at this depth slowly, enjoying every moment.

“I love virgin pussy,” she said. “It’s so tight and good,” she cooed. The pain went away as my needs overpowered it, and I loved the feel of what it must be like to be a girl – a cum slut. “Evie and Cathy,” she said, sounding like the cigarette was still dangling from her lips. The only breaks she took from thrusting was when she flicked her ashes. She went faster and faster inside me, her hips slapping my butt cheeks. The feeling was indescribably good.

“You’re a great sissy Evie,” she said in staccato as she thrusted.

My cock was dripping pre cum and I wasn’t even touching it. My wrists pulled against the cuffs because I was dying to stroke my throbbing cock. Then I felt a stirring deep inside me as I experienced pure lightning pleasure. It was like the ball of fire of a star readying for an explosion, and an increase in size. I heard Cathy let out a long moan, and suddenly I was filled deep inside by Cathy’s cum. It was warm, and thick, making her thrust faster and faster. That sent me right over the edge and I shot two huge wads of cum onto the bed sheets below me, my wrists pulling against the cuffs. My first of many “sissygasms.”

Spent, Cathy leaned over my lower back, her silky hair flowing over me. “You’re delicious Evie. I’m never letting you go.”

Everything about her turned me on. The fact that she was at least fifteen years older than me was one of the biggest things I think.

“Umm,” I said. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Before I left for the evening, Cathy took me into the bathroom and shaved my chest and my legs. “Now next Saturday is going to be a special night Evie. Come over about six o’clock and I’ll dress you in a new outfit. I’m going shopping for you!”

“What is it? What’s so special Cathy, and why wait until next Saturday?”

“You’ll see,” she said with an evil, but playful grin. “I have a week off Evie, and I have to fly out to Chicago and take care of some business. I’ll text you while I’m away and see you next Saturday. No big deal. Think you can keep it in your pants and your cock hard until then?”

“Uh, it’ll be hard, er., I mean not easy, but sure,” I said, and she laughed at my choice of words.
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The rest of the week I kept dreaming about what Cathy bought for me. She said she was a pharmacy technician, and she was telling the truth because I saw a smock with her name on it hanging in a closet. Yet I wondered how she could afford such a nice house and spend all that money on my wardrobe. It wasn’t a main concern, but still I wondered, which is normal I guess – and none of my business. She loved to tease me. She sent me some pretty arousing text messages from her hotel room with pictures of her in all kinds of arousing poses and outfits – enough to keep me jerking off until our next meet-up. So I was practically out of my mind when I went next door on that next Saturday, late in the afternoon. There were a couple of strange cars parked in front of her house.

“I hope you don’t mind that I came over early; I couldn’t hold out any longer,” I said, as she quickly closed the door behind me and pulled me close and tongue kissed me. The delicious smell of menthol tobacco smoke and perfume made my boner even harder than it was, which is a feat that no one had ever achieved with me before.

“Umm, not at all. If it wasn’t for your parents being home, I’d have you living here.” She laughed and added, “Which you practically do anyway.” The thought of actually living with Cathy almost made me blow a load right there, but I was controlled.

“You do know I missed you very much Evie,” she said, her arms hanging around my shoulders.

“Likewise,” I said. “How was your trip?”

“We have plenty of time to discuss that. Let’s just say it was ‘productive.’” Always a sense of mystery with her. I let it go at that.

“Now, let’s not waste any time and get you dressed.”

“What’s the rush Cathy?” I asked, now more curious than ever.

She looked at me and seemed to choose her words carefully. “I’m going to be straight with you Evie. Remember when I said that I’d like to go out with you and have some fun?”

“Yes,” I said, inquisitively.

“Well I like to go to group get togethers of people like us. You know, crossdressers, transgender women . . . smoke fetishists,” she smiled at that last one. “You told me about those websites that turn you on, right?”

“Yeah, sure I remember.”

“I have a little side business going where I arrange those sorts of things, in other cities and locally. That was what my trip to Chicago was about. I make a decent side salary with the ‘pleasure clubs’ I start up and enjoy. I even have a name for my company.”

Now I was very curious and didn’t even realize that this could be a business. “Okay, what’s it called.”

She laughed and elbowed me playfully in the side. “It’s called ‘Madame Cathy’s Misty Pleasures.’ It’s really a smoke fetish club for transgender women and transvestites who like to dabble in the stuff we do part time.”

“Humm. I wasn’t aware that clubs like that existed, or that there was a demand for that, aside from the few I’ve seen online – you know, gatherings at people’s houses.”

“Oh, you’d be surprised honey,” she said.

“Nice. So what does this have to do with tonight – and with me?”

“I have guests coming over tonight. Sometimes straight men like to sample what we have to offer, and play games with us. So I have to ask you. Are you in?” she said, arching her eyebrows, almost pleading. How could I refuse.

“Of course I’m in!” The idea actually excited me. I did long to be a real smoky cum slut.

“EEEE!!! Great!” Cathy said, jumping up and down like a little girl, which made me laugh. “Let’s go then. My friends will be over about nine, so let’s get started!”

My eyes practically fell out as I saw what was laid out on the bed for me. It was all leather. She had a leather bomber jacket for me, with a black stretch bra underneath that gave a nice illusion of cleavage, the same highlighted bob wig, and a leather midi skirt with a high slit up the side. My G-String this time was black satin with a laced top. Cathy’s dress was similar, only her top was a sleeveless leather. Her cleavage was huge, because she had gone through her transition. She actually preferred the term “shemale” to transgender woman.

Both of us stood in the mirror looking at our reflections together after all the makeup and jewelry was put on. Cathy lit up two cigarettes for us, and she gave me some tips on smoking more effeminately than I had already done. My cock was throbbing, and she knew it, but told me to save it for our ‘guests.’

“I haven’t shown you my basement yet. I’m throwing a little party tonight. It’s part of my business and I’m hosting. There will be other smoky slut shemales here as well as just part time trannies and straight men who share our fetish. I told you it was big business, and I want you in on the fun!”

“Well if you put it like that, I guess it will be.”

“It will be! I have a couple of people setting up downstairs now.” So that accounted for the two cars parked in front of her house.

“Come down, relax. Let’s have some food and wine before the guests start to arrive.”

Cathy’s basement was pretty large, and the lights were turned down low and there were at least four big loveseats scattered around the room, with a well-stocked bar and bartender (who was also a transgender woman named Sophie), and mellow jazz music playing. I was standing around and walked over to the bar and got myself a scotch and soda. A blue haze of cigarette smoke hung underneath the high hat lights in the ceiling.

By eight o’clock, most of the guests arrived. “Go around and mingle Evie. Find some guests who turn you on. I’ll even introduce you to them.” There were several who were eyeing me, and I saw Cathy talking to a couple of them, pointing me out. I wanted to grind my ass, get a large cock up there, and suck all the cocks in the room. Cathy had created a monster, and I could never have dreamed a scene like what I saw in front of me.
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Iwas nonchalantly smoking a freshly lit Virginia Slims at the bar, nursing s scotch and soda when I got a tap on the shoulder. I turned around and there was a beautiful redhead with a nice one-piece emerald green evening dress on. She said, “Hi, I’m Tina. Are you new here? I’ve never seen you before.”

Cathy was on the other side of the room, chatting with some guests, and she saw Tina come up to me and she gave me a quick “thumbs up.”

“Yes, I’m a friend of Cathy’s. I live next door. I’m Evie.”

“Well Evie, I think you look stunning. I’m gonna order a drink.”

“Thank you,” I said, getting a large bulge after a quick look over. So both of us stayed at the bar, chatting. It was my first time with a strange transgender girl. She lit a Virginia Slims 120 as well, smoking seductively and looking me over from top to bottom, and licking her cherry glossed lips. She moved closer to me, pressing, and I felt a “bulge” from under her silky dress.

“What do you say we take these drinks over there,” she said, nodding at an unoccupied loveseat with a table next to it.

I smiled back at her and said, “Great, yeah. Let’s get comfortable Tina.” I had a black, studded shoulder bag I kept my cigarettes in and some makeup accessories. I got it from Cathy, and I kept it in the shed in my parent’s backyard, along with my other clothes. It was slung over my shoulder as we walked over to the seat arm in arm, and I felt like a real, smoky cum slut, dying for cock. In fact, I wanted Tina to cum all over my face.

All my inhibitions were gone. The alcohol helped loosen me up a bit too. 

We sat close together on the loveseat, our bags and drinks on the table. I moved back and forward slowly, rubbing my cock against the silky fabric of the G-String. I learned to squint my eyes and look like a real bitch, the way Cathy taught me to. I took a nice gulp from my glass and finished my drink. A short, skinny, wimpy looking guy with thick, framed glasses carrying a tray came over to us and said, “Can I get you ladies a refill?”

Tina looked at him with a small amount of disgust and said, “Yes Paul, fill them both up – scotch and soda please, heavy on the scotch.”

“Right away ladies, coming up.”

Tina grunted and looked at me. “That’s Paul. He’s one of the sissy subs. His fetish is being abused by us TG girls and being used as a human ashtray. He also loves getting cummed on in the face,” Tina laughed.

I exhaled in Tina’s face and said, “I hope we have enough cum left to pour it all over him!”

“Oh, you mean ‘cream pie’ him?” Tina said, laughing.

“Exactly,” I said, as if I did this all the time.

Tina leaned over to me, and gave me a smoky kiss, grabbing at my crotch and making a “cooing” sound as she felt my cock. It was ready to pop out of my skirt. Then she reached through the slit of my midi skirt and grabbed my cock tightly through my G-String, stroking it against the cool satin of the pouch. Likewise, I felt hers through her emerald dress.

We spoke dirty to each other through the kisses, each of us telling the other what we wanted to do to each other. My tongue wrapped itself around hers and we made a very tight seal, our lips rubbing over each other’s. Just then, Paul returned with our drinks.

Condescendingly, Tina said to him, “It’s about time you returned here. Why don’t you pull up a chair and watch us suck each other’s cocks? If you’re a good boy, I’ll give you a drag of my cigarette and put ashes on your tongue.” We both laughed as Paul practically tripped and ran to get a chair and bring it over to our love seat.

Tina put her face into my skirt and sniffed. “Oooh, Evie, I love the smell of leather.” My hand stroked the back of her silky red hair. When she bent down, I could see her cleavage. Like Cathy’s it was the real deal. I think Tina was in her late twenties. I was the youngest “slut” there. Tina maneuvered her hand between my slit and pushed the skirt away, exposing the pouch of my G-String. I lay back on the love seat to accommodate her.

Paul arrived with a chair and sat in front of us watching. “I’ll show you how to handle Paul, Evie,” Tina said, as she began stroking my erect cock. Looking at Paul, she took a cheek-hollowing drag and blew smoke in his face. “Good boy Paul, inhale it all, and open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”

Paul obeyed. “Now get down on all fours.” He did so, sticking his head forward, and Tina casually flicked a long stem of ashes onto his tongue which he greedily swallowed. We looked at each other and both laughed. “Well Paul, don’t just kneel there, get back on that chair and take out your cock. If you’re a good slave, maybe you’ll get a taste!” Tina said.

Both of us clinked our glasses in a toast and took a nice swallow from our drinks. With her cigarette dangling from her lips and her eyes squinted Tina said, “Now I really want that cock of yours, Evie.”

She handed the butt to Paul and said, “Go crush this out and light me a new cigarette . . . and light a new one for Evie too.” He put Tina’s cigarette to his lips to take a last drag and Tina slapped his face and said, “I didn’t give you permission to take a drag, now did I?”

“No Mistress Tina, I’m sorry.”

“Good boy.”

Tina placed her mouth on top of my cock and began to lick around my tip as I sat back against the padded arm rest, my head swimming with pleasure. Then Paul took my cigarette and handed us each a freshly lit one. He was on his knees in front of us, ready to accept the flicks of ash from our cigarettes or anything else we wanted him to do.

Tina was on full sucking mode now, slurping and going up and down my shaft faster and faster, taking quick breaks for a drag to blow smoke over my cock which made me insane. I pressed Tina’s silky hair with my hands, and ran my fingers through her strands, tickling the back of her neck. She picked her head up after tasting my pre cum and said with a husky voice, “I want you to cum all over my face, Evie.”

She didn’t have to wait long. After a couple more trips down to the base of my shaft I was ready to blow a thick creamy load. I quickly withdrew my cock from her mouth and grabbing the shaft, her face accepted my jizz which went over her eyes, forehead, cheeks and mouth. Her mascara was running with cum after I shot two more loads.

She moaned, and placed her face next to mine and I licked up all my cum, cleaning her face. Our cigarettes were finished, and we sent Paul to light two more and we switched places. Now it was I who was leaning over Tina, pushing up her dress over her tummy. She was wearing a black G-String with her massive cock tenting through the satin.

We kissed some more and took turns exhaling smoky drags into each other’s faces, using Paul as the ashtray. I looked around the room with the lighting subdued and Cathy was being sucked off by a long haired blonde named Cassandra. We made eye contact, and she smiled at me.

Turning my attention back to Tina, I pushed her pouch aside and a seven inch veiny cock with a very thick girth popped out. My eyes were wild with delight, and Paul was rubbing one out furiously. I felt sorry for him and placed my mouth over his cock and gave it a big lick – kind of a “tip” for his services as our ashtray. He moaned, meaning to shoot his load into his palm – but I stopped him. I grabbed his cock, slid my hand down his shaft once, and took his cum all over my face. Tina pulled my face close to her and licked all of Paul’s cum off me. Then I resumed sucking on her.

My tongue went faster and faster around her head, and then I took all of her into me, slurping and sucking as I bobbed my head up and down. She bucked her hips off the seat, and I tasted the sweet/salty mix of her pre cum. I went twice more down her length, and she let out a loud moan. I quickly took my mouth off of her and she shot her load all over me, covering my face and mouth just as Paul had done. Now it was Tina’s turn to lick all the cum from my face. She made “umm” sounds as she got her treat. “You taste so good Evie,” she cooed. “I could get addicted to this fast.”

“You too Tina – you’re delicious,” I said.

We licked each other clean, and sat back close to each other, sated, finishing our cigarettes, arms locked around each other.
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Ladies, can I have your attention please?” Cathy announced. Everyone stopped what they were doing. She continued when the room was quiet. “We have a new member with us here tonight. Evie, stand up please.”

I stood up, surprised. Cathy hadn’t told me anything about this. “Evie, tonight is your initiation into our little club here. As a way of welcoming you, you get to suck off everyone here, and they get to cum all over your face. By the time you’re done, you will officially become the smoky cum-slut of your dreams!” Everyone whooped and applauded. “Congratulations” came from different parts of the room.

“And girls,” Cathy added, “Evie is REALLY GOOD!” There were more applause. Ten of the girls formed a circle, and they pulled me into the middle. There were brunettes, red heads, a couple of blondes with short bobs like mine. One middle aged lady had silver/gray curled hair done up high, and they had all different sorts of attire – short business skirts, denim, jeans, and leather outfits. Eagerly, they dropped their slacks, pulled their cocks out through zippers, or took their skirts off altogether, and some stood with their cocks over the tops of their thongs.

Even Cathy was part of the circle. Some girls didn’t participate – they were still locked with their partners and busy ordering Paul around. Cathy mouthed to me, “You can do this Evie!” I knew I could. This was the culmination of all of my fantasies.

I got on my knees in the middle of the circle and really, I was just gonna choose a cock at random, when I had one thrust at me. It was from a girl with shiny, long black hair, and tons of makeup. I noticed her when I first came into the room, before Tina walked over to me. She simply placed her cock up against my lips, and took a long drag off of her long, all white Eve 120 Menthol and blew it in my face. Outside the circle, Paul was crawling around on all fours with his mouth open and taking flicks of ash from the girls. Occasionally if one felt like it, they would shove a cock in his face to pacify him. He was like a house pet of sorts.

I parted my lips and let her thrust her cock deep inside my mouth, and keeping my lips tightly sealed I sucked and twirled my tongue around her shaft. At the same time, I felt cocks hitting the back of my head, begging for attention. The pressure from the others was a lot to bear and I reluctantly pulled off “shiny black hair,” and turned around for cock number two. Shiny hair understood as if this was perfectly normal. The music that came on in the room was “Bad Girls,” my favorite song for cum-slutting.

The next cock was a bit shorter and thinner, but I still gave it my full attention. It belonged to the girl with the silver/gray hair. She wore red high heels, and a white dress slip that she pulled out of the way to expose her cock, and she thrust her hips into my face as I sucked and twirled my tongue. I tasted pre-cum and ignored the other cocks poking my head from every direction. I was just about to go onto my third cock, when she started to shoot a load into my mouth. I quickly pulled my lips off her and held her shaft in my fist pointed at my face. In a split second my face was covered with white, sticky cum that covered my eyes and cheeks with a blinding film.

I was as hard as a rock, getting off like I never have. With my face full of cum, Paul was there to light me a fresh Virginia Slim. Half blind, and puffing the new cigarette to life, I had a new cock thrust in my face. I covered it with a smoky exhale, and placed my lips around it. I think it was Cassandra – the blonde girl that Tina was doing earlier. My mouth was nice and wet, and her cock was slippery enough that I was going pretty fast. I had my cheeks hollowed and my eyes practically pasted shut as I gave it all my concentration, full throating this beauty.

Soon I felt her cum, and it came so fast I began to swallow the sweet/salty mix, but pulled away just in time to have the rest cover my face. Now, even my hair was a mess of cum. After each cock came, Paul lit me up a new cigarette. All the girls were smoke fetishists which was very cool.

After about three more cocks, the throbbing against my thong was too much to take, and through a face, head, and throatful of cum, I managed to croak out: “Can somebody suck me off too, please???” Cathy was right there, and she got inside the circle, and I felt the familiar feel of her lips, aggressively take my throbbing cock into her wet mouth, sliding up and down me giving me chills, the smoky exhale covering my cock. With the Virginia Slim dangling out of my mouth, and my cock being sucked by Cathy, I reached out and gave hand jobs to the other cocks in the circle. Paul was Johnny On The Spot with the K-Y Jelly he placed on my palms.

The first two cocks I held came right away, getting the length of my cigarette full of cum too, as it splashed on my face. I laughed through it. It didn’t take me long to stiffen and cum from Cathy’s mouth on me. Then, with a mouth full of my cum, she shouted out: “Look at Evie, our new bitchy cum slut!” My eyes were squinted in a “who’s the boss,” bitch face attitude. For the first time in my life I truly felt as if I was in control, and all my fantasies were satisfied.

When it seemed as if the room had no more jizz to give, I finally stood up, and wobbled in my high heels, blindly to the loveseat, to the cheers of all the girls. I couldn’t tell you how many cocks creamed on me that night, but I was hooked. I was a true cock seeking and sucking hose monster.

I looked at myself in the mirror – my hair, eyes and face was a sticky mess when I felt Tina pull me over and face me, licking all the cum (and makeup) off my face which was frozen from the layers of cum on it, and I was glad she came along to do it. I couldn’t help but repay her, so naturally I sucked her cock again too. But this time I took it all in my mouth and swallowed every drop.

❤️❤️❤️
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Now there was no excuse, and I needed the money, so I actually did paint Cathy’s house that summer, in between our frequent romps in her bedroom, and more socials in her house. I even got to break in a couple of new members. By the middle of my senior year I decided to transition to the shemale of my dreams. My father was indifferent, but my mom and sister were overjoyed. My mom always wanted a younger daughter anyway.

I think my sister was jealous of the real bitch I became. I was no longer the effeminate sissy I was since puberty. Now I was finally free to be my true self. I never told my sister or my mother about Cathy. That was a closely guarded secret.

After graduation, Cathy made me a partner in her business, and we established more social clubs like “Madame Cathy’s Misty Pleasures,” all over a three-state area here in the Midwest. They were a hit, and with membership at a modest fifty dollars a year, we did okay.

Of course, along the way, we picked up other guys like Paul. I guess some men enjoy being dominated by smoky, cum-slut whores. Who knew?

❤️❤️❤️
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Acting was something that twenty year old Gordon Meade, or “Gordo” to his close friends, lived for. In high school he was a terpsichorean, and always had lead roles in plays and such. When he went to college he got a rude awakening, because although he was good, he wasn’t great. He figured that something was better than nothing, so he accepted whatever Ms. Ewell, the theatre director threw his way. Now in the beginning of his junior year, he stopped expecting great roles to come his way and began to think of another major unless something really great happened. Most of his friends were outside of the theatre community. This may have been part of his problem; there were several cliques that Gordo didn’t fit into, and usually those people who sucked up to Ms. Ewell got all the good parts in plays.

So a week before the auditions, he was quite surprised when Ms. Ewell asked him to stay after his acting methods class. She told him to come to her office in the north quad at four that afternoon, because she “had something” for him that he might like. Gordo went to the campus coffee shop with an hour to kill before his meeting thinking about what Ms. Ewell could possibly have in mind for him.

The walk to the north quad was twenty minutes and Gordon remembered that the stage crew was down two lighting people; great. That meant he was anxious over getting to be a support guy; from second-tier actor to a lighting technician. But you never knew, he thought, better to go in with an optimistic attitude.

Besides, Ms. Ewell was HOT, a thirty-something, drop dead gorgeous redhead. She was an enigma to the students, mostly the guys whose eyes were undressing her at every turn. Rumors floated that she was divorced and probably slept around a lot. Some said she had a rich older boyfriend, or that she used to be a dancer at a strip club – that one was crazy, no one knew how that rumor started. At any rate, mysterious and sexy was enough to get young college age males in her classes crazy.

She was tall at an even six feet, and the stiletto heels she wore to every class, even on stage, made her long, flawless legs a sight to behold. She loved wearing cotton blouses with the top three buttons opened, revealing a magnificent cleavage that sent subliminal messages to guys. Even with a bra, usually red laced, her tits stood out like two dart tips. With her height, coming face to face with her, you could be accused of staring and would probably be guilty as charged.

Gordon suddenly got nervous as hell as he entered Culp’s Hall and walked up the two flights to Ms. Ewell’s office. He was five minutes early and raised his hand to knock on the door, but suddenly the door opened just as his fist was raised, and there stood Ms. Ewell, her piercing green eyes burning a hole in his head, and making his cock stand on end. Gordon was on the short side, and stood at five-feet, eight-inches tall, which put his eyes at the same level as her tits, and it seemed as though they were right there for the taking.

After an awkward second or two which seemed like an eternity to him, Ms. Ewell brought him out of his trance. She spoke like she was used to being stared at, and said with a deep, sensuous voice, “Hi Gordon, I was just going to go to the office for a second and I was planning to leave this note on the door,” she said, smiling, holding up a pink POST-IT note in her hand that read Gordon – be back in five minutes! “but you beat me too it.”

“If you’d like, I can wait inside if you have to do something.”

“No, it can wait. Besides, I’m really excited about what I wanted to see you about.” Now Gordon’s curiosity was peaked; she wouldn’t be ‘excited’ if she just wanted him to replace someone on the lighting crew.

“Come in, have a seat.” Opposite her large, mahogany desk, there was a plush red velvet couch. He’d been in several faculty offices before, but never one like this. It gave off a “vibe,” that said out of place . . . Strange, but he took a seat and sunk in, his eyes roaming around the room.

“Well, as you know, the committee just finished the process for choosing a play to put on in December, and I’d like to offer you one of the leads.” Wait, Gordon thought. Did he just hear right? He was being offered a lead??? It was almost too good to be true. He wondered immediately what he did to deserve such an honor. She saw how shocked he looked and smiled, giving what she just said a chance to sink in a little bit. She tilted her head down, and looked at him over the top of her oval shaped, black frame glasses.

“Uhh, yeah, I mean, wow, that’s nice – I mean yes! It would be my pleasure! Can I ask Ms. Ewell, what I did to deserve the LEAD??”

“Sure. Oh! It’s ‘Professor Ewell,’ now. I finished my doctorate in theatre, and I like that term much better than ‘doctor,’ don’t you Gordon?”

“Well congratulations, Professor Ewell. That’s quite an achievement.”

“Yes it is. You know, I wonder if it had anything to do with the blowjob I gave President Chamberlain a couple of months ago just after the committee reviewed my thesis.”

WHAT DID SHE JUST SAY!?? – and say with a straight face! Gordon wondered if he heard her correctly. Did she just say what he thought he heard her say??? A blow job?? If that was so, now he knew where some of those rumors came from. Now he had one of his own to add to the list! He was stunned and just sat there smiling like an idiot, a blank expression of shock on his face. But Ms., Doctor, or “Professor” Ewell, said nothing, nor did her expression change, making him feel both crazy and uneasy. It also gave his cock a perfectly good reason to stand up and shout “me, me, meee!!! . . .”

“So Gordon, I thought your supporting role as Clyde in ‘Spangler’s Spring’ last April was really outstanding. In the two years I’ve known you, your skills seem to really have grown.” That wasn’t the only thing growing in that office.

“Thanks Professor.”

“Now, the play we’ve chosen is a new play by a young playwright whose latest production is actually an off-Broadway show this year. Maybe you’ve heard about it. It’s called ‘River’s Ride.’”

“Uh no professor, I haven’t.”

“That’s okay. I think we’re going to be hearing a lot about John Reynolds in the very near future. The critics are crazy over him. I’m very excited. Now I have to ask you something about the role I have in mind for you Gordon. First let me tell you about the play. It’s the story of a young man who’s confused about his sexual identity, and with the help of an understanding friend, he decides that he’s much more comfortable about transitioning to a transgender woman, or ‘shemale,’ as I prefer to call it. He’s kept his desires a secret for a long time, and decides that now is the right time for him. He just needed help from someone to guide him on his journey. As you may have guessed, his name is ‘River,’ which is like a metaphor for his journey, or ‘ride,’ you see.”

“Yeah, I get it.”

“Good. Now, I’d like you to consider playing the lead role of ‘River Warren.’ What do you say Gordon? It will involve you dressing and acting as a man in transition, and there are some very suggestive sexual love scenes in it. Are you okay with that?” Wow, what a question that was! Gordon was certainly not prepared for anything like that.

Truth be told however; the idea did intrigue him. He wondered what it must be like to see and feel things from the “other side.” In fact, as a young teenager, Gordon was curious about the things in his older sister Valerie’s dresser drawers. He even “experimented” a little bit by sneaking “feels” of lingerie, and even trying on her panties, and getting a thrill run up his legs when he slipped them on and over his junk. He loved to pose in the mirror, even going so far as to put on a bra and lipstick. Of course these were intensely private moments for Gordon and took place when no one was home.

Another thing attracted Gordon very much. Valerie started to smoke at sixteen years of age; the all-white “girly cigarettes” like Virginia Slims 120mm size. One afternoon after school when no one was home, the then fourteen year old Gordon, dressed in his sister’s lingerie lit up one of her cigarettes and stood in front of the mirror in Valerie’s room, ogling himself. His cock was very hard, pointed upwards, and as he rubbed it through the cool satin, he leaked a bit of pre cum out. That was it. As soon as he was finished with his first cigarette, he had to lie down on her bed and “rub one out,” which gave him so much pleasure – better than any autoerotic session he ever had. The pull of this newly discovered fetish was so strong, he was unable to resist any time the opportunity presented itself to him, and it presented itself a lot until Valerie went away to college when Gordon hit eleventh grade.

So now, he became giddy with excitement at a chance to actually “dress for real,” even though it was just a play. He assumed he would be given a costume, but he wanted a bit more – he wanted the lingerie that went underneath the costume. He could barely hide his excitement from Professor Ewell, and he was sure she could tell.

❤️❤️❤️
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“So Gordon, what’ll it be?” Gordon was lost in a reverie and longing for the “old days” at home and didn’t quite hear this question from Professor Ewell who was smiling.

“Gordon? Hello? So what do you think? Would you like the part?”

That snapped him out of his trance. “What? I mean YES!! Professor Ewell, that will be great. It will give me a chance to expand my skills tremendously!” Something about how that came out struck her as funny, and made Gordon blush. She laughed.

“Oh I see. So might I be so bold as to say that the idea interests you on kind of a personal level Gordon?”

This he did not expect, but he knew he was dealing with a very perceptive woman, and he did want the part. Other people in the cast or audience could think what they wanted, but as long as he acted the part well he thought he had nothing to worry about. He shifted on the couch uncomfortably.

“Yes, no?” she said, getting up from behind her desk and walking slowly around the corner of it and towards him, grinning. She was wearing a high, short, black leather skirt with a slit up the side, and her gait was like a strut down a runway. She looked like she belonged on one. His eyes went up to her open, long sleeved white blouse, and the red-laced bra underneath it; her tits looking like two penicil points as they poked through the cotton of the blouse.

He swallowed hard as she stood in front of him and picked him up by the sides of his shoulders. The bulge of his cock was obvious through his jeans, and she could clearly see it, and without looking down, her right hand made its way to the bulge, her long, red polished nails stroking it through his jeans. Gordon could feel the pre cum escaping into his boxers as he smelled her warm, tobacco-scented breath on his face, and saw pure lust in his professor’s deep green eyes.

“Consider this to be part of your tryout for the part Gordon,” she said in a warm, seductive tone as she leaned into him and kissed him hard, sticking her tongue through his lips, and wrapping it around his. She moved her lips around, getting cherry red lip gloss all over him. It smelled and tasted like apples, and Gordon was hooked. She pulled him towards the office door walking backwards and closed the lock on the doorknob. She gave out a little laugh from their locked lips as she did so.

“Now we’ll see if you have what it takes,” she said, backing him up to the couch and pushing him down by the shoulders. She resumed kissing him and reached for the buckle of his jeans, and undid the snap, pulling his jeans down below his knees. My God, thought Gordon, how many guys in that class, or the whole college for that matter wouldn’t trade anything to be in my position now? He also wondered how many guys had been in his position on that very same couch?

With a swipe of her hands, she pulled the top of his shorts down and his cock sprung to life. She pulled off to look, holding it up with the fingers of her hand. “My how big you are Gordon. You have such a beautiful cock!”

The kissing stopped and Professor Ewell got down on her knees on front of him and grabbed his cock, pulling it up to her lips. She licked his slit, tasting a bit of pre cum that had leaked out, and smacked her lips, purring like a cat enjoying a saucer of milk. “Umm Gordon, so delicious and sweet you are.”

He felt her glossy lips sliding over the head of his cock, and her tongue moving around it like a paint brush. He was moaning and his head was thrown back. She slid her hands underneath his t-shirt and began massaging his chest. Her mouth was nice and wet, and he heard slurping noises and felt the powerful suction go to work. Her cheeks were puckered as she went up and down on him faster and faster.

Gordon couldn’t take it any longer and he made a hissing noise between his clenched teeth, shooting a large wad of cum which hit the back of her throat. Professor Ewell slurped and swallowed all his cum, but he kept squirting and some cum began to run down the corners of her lips.

She came off him and pulled his head closer and kissed him, giving him a good taste of his own jizz. It was his first time; first blow job, first sexual encounter with anyone, and he loved the sweet, salty taste of himself. She licked his cock clean until it shined. 

She stood up and stared at him sitting on the couch. He felt satisfied, yet helpless and under the spell of this mysterious woman. “You know Gordon,” she said in that same catlike voice, “I think I’ve made the right selection for lead actor in our little production.”

She looked him in the eyes as she spoke. “You’re going to need some coaching for the role itself – you know, the transgender part. So here’s what I want you to do. I’d like you to come over to my home Saturday evening about eight o’clock and I’ll give you some ‘pointers.’ Now how does that sound?” It might as well have been a rhetorical question because Gordon didn’t respond to that.

Professor Ewell sauntered over to her desk and took out some tissues and patted her lips, and applied more gloss. Then she took out a long, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette and lit it, staring at him. Naturally he got hard again dressed only in his boxers, so hiding an erection was out of the question. She smiled knowingly to him. “Oh by the way Gordon. The main character, River, has a little fetish about smoking ladies style cigarettes like this,” she said, pointing to her Virginia Slims. “So you’re going to have to learn to smoke unless you already do. It’s up to you of course, but it just wouldn’t be realistic if you didn’t.”

She stood in front of him taking a cheek hollowing drag, blowing the smoke out through her nose and holding the pack up to him. Without thinking he grabbed for it. Did Professor Ewell know she was feeding his secret fetish? He wondered. She laughed lightly as she lit him up with her slim, sterling silver lighter. The way she looked to him was like every fetish fantasy he’s ever had. Now, he was truly excited to play this role. To Gordon’s way of thinking, he was getting away with acting out on his fetish without getting caught. It was like a dream come true.

“I’m curious Gordon, have you ever dressed like a woman before?” What kind of question was that?? How could she know? He was shocked. “And if I may be so bold Gordon, I also think that you’re a virgin – correct? Nothing to worry about. I told you that I’d take care of you.”

Here, he decided honesty was the best policy. “Actually, when I was a teenager I lived with my parents and my older sister, and occasionally I ‘experimented’ with items of her clothing.” He tried to make it sound as though every teenage boy did that. “And yes, I’ve never done it before.”

“Oh, I see. Well if you don’t mind me asking, how far did you go with the dressing thing?”

“Uh, not too far – just lingerie.”

“Ah. Well, Saturday night we’ll revisit those days Gordon. How does that sound?”

“Great!” he said. He didn’t really need to say anything because his cock was doing the talking for him.

“Professor Ewell?”

“Yes Gordon?” she said, seductively dragging away in front of him.

“Thanks for choosing me. I was almost going to drop out of theatre because I never got any good roles, so I thought . . .”

She interrupted him quickly and held the hand with the cigarette up. “Oh no Gordon! I always thought you were talented. The right role never came up for you, so I thought this would be a great one for you! Don’t ever think of dropping out again. We have two years to go before you graduate. You really do have talent Gordon.”

“Thank you Professor Ewell.”

“Please Gordon, call me Beverly.”

“Okay, thanks Beverly.”

She leaned in close, and tongue kissed him again, his cock throbbing harder this time, beyond all his expectations.

“See you Saturday night. Now take your phone out, and we’ll exchange contact information, okay?” she said softly.

“Sure.” After that, Gordon left the office, dazed.
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The next day in theatre class, Professor Ewell, or ‘Beverly’ as he was privileged to call her announced the play to the class and handed out copies of the manuscript. They discussed it, and she handed out the roles to the class. There were just enough students for the roles and the stage help. Other theatre majors from other years filled in for lighting, stage design, publicity, etc. There were a lot of disappointed faces, and everyone was looking at Gordon like how the hell did he get the lead role?

In the plot of the play, the part of “John Buford,” River’s male love interest was to be played by a guy in the class he was very familiar with – Harry Heth. In fact, Harry and Gordon were roommates and best friends. Gordon was friendly with Harry’s girlfriend Gail, and she had tried to set up Gordon numerous times with her girlfriends, but nothing clicked. The three of them even went out to the college bars sometimes, and Gail was always on the lookout for a potential love interest to pass Gordon’s way. Harry came up to Gordon after class.

“Hey Gordo,” he said, nervously laughing. “Are you okay with this role? I mean I’m not gay, and, I certainly know you aren’t, right?” Now Harry was a serious theatre guy and wanted to be a professional actor after college. He even planned on applying to USC grad school after he graduated from here.

“No Harry of course I’m not! But I look at it this way, okay? If we’re going to be actors, these kinds of roles will come up. We are going to have to learn to separate how we are in real life from the stage.”

Harry looked at him and laughed.

“I guess you’re right Gordo. I’m just wondering how my girlfriend is going to accept this role – I mean, watch me making out on stage with another male, especially a guy she’s tried to set up numerous times and who also happens to be her boyfriend’s roommate!”

“She should understand Harry. You’ve been a theatre major as long as you’ve known Gail. I would think she’d know romance scenes would come up.” Gordon couldn’t believe he said that. I mean shit – he was talking to his same-sex roommate and best friend here. Could he possibly be hitting on him?? Come on Gordo, get those thoughts out of your mind for Chrissakes. Fortunately, the way that sounded just went right over Harry’s head. He wasn’t ready to have that kind of a discussion with him – just yet.

“Sure.”

Of course, Gordon didn’t let on how much this shit turned him on. Rather, how much Harry turned him on!

“You can tell your girlfriend that it’s okay, and you just thought I was another girl!” he said laughing.

“Oh sure Gordo, that will go over really well!”

After class the other students wondered how Gordon would be able to practice for the role. In fact some of the female members of the ensemble, cast members and crew came up to him and offered their help with anything he needed; clothes and makeup and such. Some of them thought it was funny and were very curious to see how this would play out. That was comforting, but unbeknownst to the others in the class, Gordon had the “expert,” Professor Ewell, who was more than willing to show him anything he needed.

***

On Saturday evening after a quick fast food dinner, Gordon hopped into his car and drove the six miles to Professor Ewell’s condominium in the Shoreham Lakes area, a well-to-do suburb with gated communities and malls nearby.

His car stopped at the security booth at the main entrance. After giving his name to the guard, he picked up the phone and a moment later, the gates flew open letting him in. Gordon found her condo, and parked in one of two parking slots in front. It was just before eight o’clock.

His heart was beating fast as he rang her buzzer. “Hi Gordon, come in, come in, welcome!” she said, barely opening the door and grabbing him, pulling him inside, and kissing him deeply on the lips. She was more like an excited co-ed as opposed to a thirty-something professor of theatre arts. “Here, let’s go into my living room. Would you care for a drink Gordon? I have this really good Merlot. Want a glass?”

“Sure Beverly, thank you.”

“Wait till you see what I have for you! Your eyes will pop out of your head, and your cock will be so hard, you’ll be able to hang a bulky winter jacket on it.” She sure didn’t mince words, that was for sure. Tonight she wore a short denim skirt and sandals. Her radiant red hair fell low over the curves of her breasts, and in the middle of her cleavage. One thing was different – she wasn’t wearing a bra. Holy shit! He did a quick double-take. Not only could he see her tits poking through like two darts, but the flesh color of her breasts was visible through the thin cotton material of her white sleeveless tank top.

She took a Virginia Slims out of her bag and offered one to Gordon who eagerly took one. Without realizing it, he held it effeminately between his index and middle fingers. Beverly noticed that and smiled at Gordon as she lit them both up with the same flick. She did a quick French inhale and Gordon did the same. “Good boy, that’s perfect,” she said.

Gordon felt a sense of suppressed excitement and anticipation, as he watched Beverly set down two crystal stemware glasses, pouring them both full of Merlot. “Oh! I almost forgot,” she said as she ran into the kitchen bringing out a tray of cheeses and crackers. “Here,” she said. “Let’s relax a little bit and I’ll tell you what I’ve got.”

“I did something that I never do for students – I went shopping just for you Gordon.”

“Wow, I’m honored Beverly.”

“In the first place Gordon, I like you.” Laughing she said, “But I think you know that already. Next, I want this play to come off great and without any hitches.”

He absorbed what she said, but couldn’t help but feel that there was more than just the play at stake here. They finished up the wine and cheese. He lost count of how much he drank, but soon the bottle was empty, and all of his inhibitions were gone. He was as hard as a rock, and more than willing to get himself sucked off again, or perhaps something new . . . and a bit more.

“What do you say we go upstairs and get you ‘in costume,’” she said with a suggestive squint in her eyes.

“Okay, let’s go,” he said and followed her up the stairs to her bedroom.

Her bedroom was expansive and had a screened-in terrace which looked out onto the golf course of the development. It was a typical South Florida condo. Her bed was a nice queen size with four posts and a canopy over it. A large vanity table and dresser drawers with a mirror on top stood on the wall opposite the bed. She had a huge walk-in closet, that was pretty full it seemed for just one person.

He sat on the bed and watched as she moved cat like over to the closet and picked up a couple of boxes from the floor and one large hat box from the top shelf. She was smiling and humming to herself. Then she reached into her black leather bag and pulled out a fresh pack of Virginia Slims 120s. “Oh here Gordon, these are for you. Or maybe I should call you ‘River’ to get you in character. Yes, that seems good. From now on, when we’re doing things related to the play, you’ll be ‘River,’ sound good?”

“Sure Beverly, fine with me.”

“That’s a good boy,” she said, pulling out a cigarette of her own and lighting them both up. “Now I want you to strip for me,” she said smiling. Just last week, a request like that would have seemed insane.

Seeing him for the first time fully naked she walked around him, looking at him carefully, hand under her chin and said, “humm . . . it seems I need to shave your body. Your chest and legs.”

“Do I have a choice?” he asked, thinking of how stupid he sounded.

She smiled at him in a way that answered his question, and crooked a finger at him to follow her into the bathroom, where she ran the water in the tub.

“This is necessary River, and will be a very pleasant experience for you, I promise,” she said.

She looked at his hard on as she spoke, and he had a feeling she was thinking about plans for his stiff “member.”

While he sat in the soapy water in the tub, she grabbed onto his cock with one hand and dragged on her cigarette with the other. It didn’t take long for him to cum into the bathwater. She laughed at him, her red hair, hanging low over her face. The shaving was over with quickly, except for the scrotal part. That, she took her time with. All the time he was in the tub his eyes drifted to the sight of her breasts pressing against the blouse.

After he was dried, she dressed him with the ensemble she laid out on the bed. He felt like he was under a microscope as he put on the items of clothing she handed him; studying him closely for his reactions and even getting off herself it seemed.

The best part for Gordon was the lingerie. It took him back to the days of his adolescence in his sister’s room, trying on her clothes and the thrill he got from it. Gordon couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but it seemed that Beverly knew exactly what he was thinking and feeling.

She watched as he stepped into the red satin G-String and slowly pulled it up his newly shaved legs, and saw the expression of happiness on his face, as the silky feel excited him into an even stiffer hard on. He settled the front pouch around his cock, and it was just the right fit. Beverly knew her sizes well.

The bra he put on next had an elastic band in the back that pulled his chest in together, giving him the illusion of cleavage. Then there was another item he had never put on before; the sheer, black nylon panty hose with the straps that hooked onto the laced girdle he wore over the G-String. These two items made him feel more like a girl then any of the other clothing items. A thought ran through Gordon’s mind. He didn’t just want to dress as a girl – he wanted to become an out and out slut! It became obvious that Beverly knew this about him, and was just letting things play out.

“Oh, one very important thing Gordon,” she said with the long cigarette dangling out the corner of her lips and her eyes squinting from the blue smoke curling up to her nose. “It’s very important that you think and ACT like a real cum-slut whore, okay?” This got him even more aroused.

The skirt was the kind Beverly often wore to class – black leather and short – with a high slit up the side. “Now River, there are just two items left. Here, have a seat at the vanity table. I’ll bring the makeup and accessories from the bathroom.”

Gordon’s hair was brown and on the short side, so when he saw Beverly reach the top of her closet for the hat box, he knew there was a wig inside. Gordon’s cock was now tenting up through the skirt. She laughed when she that. “We can fix that,” she said with a smile. “It’s something called a ‘gaff,’ and it goes inside the front pouch of your G-String. It does a nice job of hiding your cock bulge.”

The wig was another fetish item Gordon craved. It was the one thing he thought, more than anything else that would make him truly look like a woman. Beverly looked at him and smiled as she removed the wig from the box. It was jet black and shiny. It was long down the sides, going well past his breasts and was styled high on top with a semi-part on the right side. She placed it on his head underneath a cap and combed it out.

She was an artist with the makeup, skillfully applying the facial makeup. She told Gordon to keep his head turned as she made him up. His heart was pounding, and he was getting antsy to look.

“Now, don’t look until I’m done with the finishing touches,” she told him. “I can see how turned on you are dear. But it won’t be long,” Beverly said as she finished applying the lip liner on top of the cherry red lip gloss. She did his eyelashes with a thick layer of mascara, and eyeliner. At last she was done.

“Okay River, you can look now!”

When Gordon spun around in the chair facing the mirror he couldn’t believe what he saw. He was absolutely stunned and couldn’t believe it was him who looked back at him in the mirror.

“Wow Beverly! I never in my wildest dreams ever believed I could look like this. You are incredible!”

“Thanks honey – You do look gorgeous if I may say so myself. Here, have a cigarette and see if that doesn’t turn you on more!” She lit him up and then lit one for herself. Gordon stood up and walked to the long mirror on the back of the bedroom door and held the cigarette effeminately and turned around admiring Beverly’s work.

“Now this will be the finished version of River after he completes the journey into trans womanhood.”

“I take it this will be the look I’ll have when I do the sex scene with Harry, right?”

“Exactly,” Beverly said, excitedly. “Oh one more thing. How silly of me. Here,” she said opening a shoebox and handing Gordon a pair of red stiletto heels. “Now these may take a few days for you to get used to, but I expect you to practice every day with them for a few hours at least, okay?”

“Okay Beverly. I always wondered how women mastered wearing these.”

“Look here River,” Beverly said laughing and pointing to her breasts. “It’s all about balance. But don’t worry, we can fix that,” she said. “Until you grow your own breasts, you’ll feel a little unsteady in your shoes.” Did he hear her correctly? What the hell did she mean by until you grow your own breasts? He kept quiet because he was being led down a path he would eventually have chosen for himself. Of that, he now was certain.

Gordon barely had any time to process further what she said when she grabbed him, pulling him close and kissing him. Then she gently sat him on the bed and stepped back. Something about being dressed as a woman made it feel so much more real, he thought. Something told him that tonight was more than just dressing up for a part.
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Now River, it’s time for you to please me,” she said in her seductive cat like voice. This was music to Gordon’s ears. He would finally get laid! The fact that he would be doing it dressed as a woman was beyond his wildest expectations. She stepped back, away from the bed, looking at him with her piercing green eyes filled with lust.

She took off her tank top and then unbuttoned her denim jean skirt, letting it fall gently to the floor. She struck a pose in her lingerie, cigarette held up at shoulder length between her two fingers. Without realizing what he was doing, he stuck his fingers down the front of his leather skirt and grabbed his cock. Pre cum was leaking out the tip.

She laughed. “Slow down there guy, plenty of time for that,” she said and began to sway from side to side turning him on even more. She bit her bottom .lip and faced him, sticking her thumb down the front of her thong, slowly pulling it down. Nothing that Beverly could have said could have prepared Gordon for what he saw next – Beverly had the biggest, thickest cock he ever saw. Bigger than any of the cocks on YOUTUBE videos or FLICKR he liked to look at. His eyes almost rolled back into his head, his mouth opened wide, and Beverly laughed.

“What’s the matter River  . . . Never saw a girl with a cock before?” He wasn’t ready yet to tell her exactly how much that turned him on.

“Uh, no, not exactly?” The words escaped him.

“Well, here it is, this is me. I prefer the term ‘shemale’ to transgender, River. After all, this is kind of what the play is about, right?”

That statement made him suddenly realize why his theatre professor wanted this particular play to be their class’s production. But why exactly did she choose him? Unless she sensed what his secret fetishes were. He suddenly remembered a saying on one of the transgender, smoke fetish chat forums he saw: “Behind every crossdressing male there is an underlying smoking fetish.” 

“Yeah, it is Beverly.”

“Well, how do you like me? Are you still horny as fuck? DO YOU want to suck my cock – now??” she asked, batting her eyes. She walked over to him sitting on the bed, took a drag of her cigarette and blew the smoke right in his face, as her cock touched his lips.

Gordon definitely, without question did want to do anything to Beverly that she wanted. In fact, he wanted to ravage her. He needed that cock in his mouth. Everything about her turned him on – the age difference, the smoking fetish, and dressing as a woman.

Her cock pressed itself softly against his lips. She playfully bumped against his lips, and he could taste the sweet and salty mix of her pre cum. Instinctively, he stuck his tongue out through his lips and bumped the slit of her cock, and moving it in a circle around her head. She moaned and threw her head back, saying, “Good River . . . yesssss . . . come on honey . . . don’t stoppppp . . .” and her words became unintelligible. She placed a hand on top of Gordon’s head, and moved herself closer into him, forcing more of her cock to go inside his mouth.

Gordon wasn’t even thinking of what he was doing now, it all seemed so natural to him, as if he was living for this exact moment, as if this is how it was always meant to be. He felt a shiver run down his back as her cock went deeper and deeper into his mouth. He felt his lipstick smearing itself over her cock, tinging it red. The taste of her pre cum and the lipstick together was a very tangy, potent mix of delight he never thought possible. Strangely, he also felt a “tickle” on his ass, just where the back of the G-String nestled itself between his butt cheeks. Her thrusting became faster and faster, and he went in-sync up and down over her entire shaft – as far as it could go without making him gag. Her cock was so wide, his mouth was open all the way.

Gordon’s tongue was rubbing the sensitive tuft of skin on the underside of Beverly’s cock and she stiffened and let out a loud moan as a deluge of sticky, warm cum entered his mouth. He swallowed and slurped every bit of it, and was himself, hard as a rock. In his mind, the words you’re a reeky fucking cum-slut kept coming over and over again. As much as he could swallow it wasn’t enough because with a couple of extra spurts, her cum dribbled down the corners of his mouth onto his chin, just as his had the other day.

She pulled out of him when her cock had been licked clean and she wasted no time in pulling him up and kissed him in a passionate embrace. Her tongue wiped his face and licked his eyes, causing his mascara to run. She cooed softly and threw her arms around his shoulders.

“Umm, that was fantastic River,” she said as she reached for two cigarettes, lighting both up at the same time in her mouth with a flick of her lighter. She exhaled quickly and sat next to him on the bed, rubbing his back.

“God, you are such a slut River.” She laughed. “I don’t think Harry has any idea of what’s coming!”

He hadn’t even thought of acting the part for the play. This was so real; the play became a part of who he actually was. It was his story.

“You’re a natural Gordon., er., I mean River. I think this is going to go way beyond the play, what do you have to say?”

Gordon shook his head. “Yeah Beverly, I think you’re right.”

“River dear, I have a secret to tell you.”

“Oh, and what’s that?” Gordon asked, fully attentive.

“Before you, I approached Jason about acting out the part of River.” Gordon was stunned. He thought he was the first choice for the role - the perfect pick.

She saw the look of hurt on his face. “Oh no, no, River. Please don’t be upset. He wanted nothing to do with it. In fact when he came to my office I realized immediately I made a mistake asking him. I knew right then you would be perfect. And in case you’re wondering,” her eyes opened wide, and she was smiling, “No, I didn’t suck his cock either.”

“Well, that certainly makes me feel better.”

“Come now River. I know I’m a slut, and I know you are too. That’s why we’re so ‘sympatico,’ and I know we’ll be together for quite some time – even after this play is done!” Gordon didn’t answer right away, and thought about it.

He huffed out a “humm,” and said, “Okay Beverly, that’s fine, I get it.”

“Now there’s something else I never did with Jason or anyone else on campus.”

“What would that be?”

Beverly smiled and said, “I want you to slip out of that sexy leather skirt and unfasten the pantyhose for me.”

Gordon stood up and did as he was told, excited at what he was sure was coming next. He wasn’t disappointed.

“Okay good River. Now please get on the bed and face the head board.” He got on all fours. “Good. Now stick that beautiful ass high in the air.” As he did so, Beverly reached into the drawer under the night table and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. After she moved the G-String strap away from his butt crack, she applied a generous helping of the jelly to his asshole all the way down to his newly shorn ball sack. “This River is called your ‘bussy,’ or boy pussy, got it?” she said as she placed her index finger just inside him, sending an electric bolt through his body. The rest of the jelly she smeared over her hard again cock.

“Sure, okay.”

“River Honey,” Beverly said gently. “Please loosen up, okay? You’re much too stiff. It’s okay. I remember my first time too.”

He did as she asked and with her hands, she spread his butt cheeks apart. “That’s much better – good girl. I’m going to make you into the cum slut of your dreams baby.”

That was the first time he was referred to in the feminine gender, and he liked it. The whole evening seemed surreal.

It seemed he had been craving all his life for what came next. He felt the fleshy tip of Beverly’s cock touch the puckered cherry opening of his “bussy.” He didn’t wait for her to thrust. The greedy little cunt that Gordon thought himself to be, forcibly backed up on Beverly’s stiff cock, and through searing pain, he took it all. “Ohmygod” Beverly shouted in one word.

Now Beverly began thrusting herself, going up and down, her cock being swallowed by Gordon’s nether region, and to Beverly it was incredibly delightful. She was no novice of course, but Gordon, her little creation was without a doubt, the best piece of ass she ever had. ]

The first pain that Gordon had was quickly replaced with an intense feeling of pleasure that seemed to center in Gordon’s midsection, unbridled pleasure the likes of which he had never known. Masturbation was for losers – the thought briefly crossed his mind and made him laugh.

Beverly went faster and faster and began to humm with delight. She stiffened and moaned something unintelligible and shot a huge wad of warm cum all the way up Gordon’s bussy. That triggered him and without even touching his cock, Gordon shot out a huge wad of his own warm jizz onto the bedsheet – his first “sissygasm.”

Beverly kept thrusting, long after she came, and then Gordon felt the same feeling and shot another load onto the bedsheets. Beverly too, came again, though not as much as the first time, but still Gordon could feel the wet warmth enter him. His ass belonged entirely to Beverly. He was her slave and would do anything she asked of him.

Now Beverly stopped thrusting but remained inside of Gordon, and relaxed her body across his back. Slowly, she withdrew from Gordon’s now busted cherry and sighed.

“River you are fantastic. I mean it honey. You’re the best I’ve ever had. In fact I wish I could play Harry’s part John in the play, but I can’t,” she said laughing. “Here,” she said. “Let’s have the proverbial post-coital cigarette dear.”

Gordon really wanted one now. He was instantly addicted. He never thought he would be a smoker, and only resolved to do it while dressed as River. Of course, when Beverly sat next to him and lit up, he became hard again immediately.

“You know River, I think you’re going to be fabulous in the play. We have our first table read on Monday at four, so you’ll need to learn your lines.”

“Of course, Beverly.”

“Now Harry is doing the same. But as you know his preparation is much different than yours. By the way, have you discussed your part together with him?”

“Yes, we did.”

“What did he say?”

Gordon laughed. “He said he was fine with it, but he wasn’t so sure how his girlfriend would take it.”

Beverly smiled and nodded. “I see. Well, it should be interesting. This is the first time our department has ever done anything like this before. Before you leave here Gordon (he was out of costume now), I’m curious – do you have any romantic thoughts about Harry? I mean, he is your roommate, right?”

“You know Beverly, that thought had crossed my mind. I think that since we’ve been ‘practicing,’ I think my feelings for Harry, and my excitement about this role have increased.” Gordon thought about what he just said – having his roommate of two years suddenly become a love interest. He’d been ruminating over that since the first meeting with Beverly in her office.

“Really? Oh, then this should really be interesting.”

Gordon could tell Beverly was very excited about the fact that she may have even enabled a real romance to take place.

After a little while longer downstairs in Beverly’s house, Gordon cleaned his face of all traces, taking the clothing and makeup with him, and left. He didn’t sleep that night at all; staying awake replaying the events of the night; and thinking more about Harry.
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At the reading on Monday, Professor Ewell sat at the head of the long table, and as the students came in they gradually took their seats, and from what Gordon could tell, they were pleased with the play. It was kind of a tear jerker – a transgender coming of age story with of course, some very steamy scenes. The question was: exactly how steamy. Professor Ewell said she would leave it to the actors as far as how realistic they wanted to make it.

Something unexpected happened to Gordon as they were seated around the table. As he was reading lines out loud with Harry, the play took on a surreal quality, and Gordon found himself with an erection. Beverly was looking at him with interest as he was reading; at the inflections in his voice, the subtle shifts in his position around the table. She knew! Gordon knew she did. But to Harry it was all academic – straight theatre. Gordon wondered how Harry would take it when he appeared in costume on next Monday, after a week of table reads and line memorizations.

After class, Harry caught up with Gordon. “So Gordo, have you been able to, uh, what’s the word I’m looking for here – practice? In girl’s clothes I mean?” Now the last thing Gordon would do would be to tell his roommate and best friend that their professor had actually dressed him and seduced him – and he liked it; loved it in fact.

“Yeah, it’s no big deal. Professor Ewell had a girl from one of her other classes in costuming and makeup have a go at me. She set me up just fine, no worries.”

“Oh cool. I’m glad. Now as far as the romance scene in Act Three at River’s house, are we going to be suggestive as hell?” Harry said with a nervous laugh. “I mean, you’re not going to actually seduce me are you Gordo?”

“Well what do you think Harry?”

“Ha, ha, very funny Gordo! I don’t think Gail would appreciate that very much.”

“No one has to tell her. She doesn’t have to know.” Harry looked at him; deadpan expression on his face.

“I’m kidding Harry! Jesus. You didn’t actually think I was serious did you??”

Harry laughed. “Of course not! Hey, I’m starving. Let’s go the SUBWAY and grab a sandwich.”

“Good idea, let’s go.”

Later that afternoon Gordon called Beverly at home.

“Hi River honey. What’s up?”

“Uh, this is what I think I’m gonna do with Harry. Some night this week, probably Thursday night, Harry has an evening economics seminar, and I think I’ll dress and wait for him in our  room, and see what happens.”

“Really! Ooh, tell me more.”

“I think Harry was a bit nervous earlier about how far I wanted to take this thing, you know, the sex scenes. So I thought that I would dress for him before next week and see how he reacts to the way I look. If he’s not interested . . .”

She cut him off, knowing what he was going to say. “ – If he’s NOT interested, then no big deal. He’ll know what to expect on Monday and you’ll have a ‘strongly suggestive’ scene with no harm done. And if he is interested, then you’ll have a good time. But just remember something Gordon – I have first take on you from now on. Remember that. You belong to me.”

Gordon’s face turned white, and there was an awkward moment of silence. “Come on Gordon,” she said. “I’m not jealous and I know that what we have is special and nothing will ruin that or come between us, okay?”

“Whew, Beverly. You had me going there for a minute.”

“It’s okay sweetheart. Have a good time, and let me know what happens, all right?”

“You know it. I’ll see you at the read.”

“Okay honey, good night.”

“Nite.”
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That Thursday Harry and Gordon had dinner at the school cafeteria and Harry went off to his economics seminar. “So what are you doing tonight Gordo?”

“I thought I’d read through the script some more and then do some studying in the room.”

“Okay cool. Call me if you want me to bring over a sub or something.”

“Sure Harry.”

At last Gordon was by himself in the room and he opened his trunk and took out the outfit that Beverly had gotten him. He had to stop in the middle of dressing – just after he put the pantyhose on, to light a cigarette and jerk off into a tissue. Harry didn’t know he smoked, but he would know tonight.

Gordon, or “River” was now completely dressed, and his makeup was extra slutty. He went heavy on the mascara and deep blue eye shadow, and combed out the wig. He put on the fake, red nails and even combed out his wig. The heels were comfortable, and he walked, or rather strutted back and forth in them. He smoked in front of the long mirror on their door and admired himself, and his desire for Harry’s cock grew. He would be in their room in an hour or so, and he waited, listening to some music, fantasizing about what Harry would say.

At eleven-fifteen the key jingled in the door and Harry walked in. Gordon was standing in the middle of the room. “Who . . . who are you . . . and how did you get in the room?”

“Hey, shit head, it’s ME! You know, your roommate, Gordon?”

“Holy shit! Gordo??? I didn’t expect – I didn’t . . .”

“Didn’t what?” I thought I would give you a little preview of the new me – for the play, anyway.”

Harry’s eyes were bulging, and he swallowed deeply. “I didn’t expect, I mean I didn’t think you would have your costume on before next Monday is all.”

“Well,” Gordon said, twirling around, “how do you like the way I turned out?”

Silence. Then Harry said, “Wow, you look HOT! I mean, hot for a girl. Yeah, hot if you were a girl that is.”

Harry sniffed the air. “Hey, was someone smoking in the room?”

“Yes Harry. ‘River’ was smoking in here. You can thank Professor Ewell for that. She’s the one who outfitted me and taught me everything I know about being a real shemale cum-slut.”

“You mean SHE did this to you, I mean for you??”

“Yup. I’ll let you in on a secret. Did you know Professor Ewell, or Beverly as I call her is a transgender woman?” Gordon was also speaking in his best feminine voice which Harry picked up on.

“What happened to your voice Gordo? Did she help you with that too?”

“She did. Do I sound seductive Harry?”

“Yes, I mean, NO! NO! You do not sound ‘seductive!’”

“Relax Harry, it’s okay,” Gordon said laughing. He pointed to the bulge in his roommate’s jeans. “I can see you are turned on by how I look Harry.”

Gordon moved closer to Harry, and his face was a picture of embarrassment and fright.

“Harry, I just want you to know that whatever happens here stays here,” he said in a low, serious voice.

“Whatever happens here???? What do you think is gonna happen here Gordo? Stop it. You’re scaring me!”

“Don’t be scared Harry. Beverly transitioned and look how hot she turned out. I’m going to do the same thing. Of course, I’ll keep my cock. I mean, I like having a cock.”

“Oh gee, that’s good.”

“Relax Harry. We can have our own little thing, and Gail doesn’t have to know a thing.” Harry’s eyes bulged as Gordon walked closer to him. Yet strangely and much to Gordon’s pleasure, he didn’t back away.

Gordon knelt down on his knees and said, “By the way, you can call me ‘River.’ That’s going to be my trans name. You like it?”

“Uh sure, I guess so. What are you doing?”

“Shushhh! Just stay still and relax. Close your eyes and fantasize – about the girl I look like, and am in the process of becoming.”

“Okay, Gord – er., River, but this is so fucking out of left field man!”

Now “River” referred to herself as a “she” and “her.” Gordon opened Harry’s fly and fished around inside his jeans, reached into his boxers and pulled out Harry’s cock. River left Harry standing there and reached into her own new black leather hand bag that Beverly bought for her and took out a pack of Virginia Slims 120s, and flicked her own silver butane lighter and did a French inhale to an astonished Harry. Right away, River could see Harry’s cock get larger. “She” now laughed. “I see this turns you on. Now, what shall I use for an ashtray. Ah! I found one.” It was a clay ashtray on top of the refrigerator the guys used for joints. River sashayed over to it, Harry’s eyes glued to her, and flicked the ashes into it, and set it on the floor next to where Harry was standing.

River blew out a cloud of smoke over Harry’s cock and soon placed her lips on the tips of her roommate’s cock for the first time. Harry started to moan, and softly got out “No one can ever know about this . . . oh God, it feels so good.”

She didn’t answer and instead made a tight seal around Harry’s cock, and held the shaft with her fingers, the nails digging into the flesh very softly. River was playing with just the head, and running her tongue all around it in a circle. Harry was hissing between his teeth and placed his hand on top of River’s head. River now moved faster and faster all the way down the length of Harry’s cock and Harry bucked his hips into River’s mouth. Harry’s cock was big, but not quite as big as Beverly’s. The idea, however was the same.

River’s mouth was very wet, and her tongue slid easily along the entire shaft of Harry’s cock. River came off every so often to take a drag off her cigarette., and exhaled over Harry’s cock and out her nose. It wasn’t long before Harry stiffened and shot out a huge wad of warm, sticky cum which hit the back of River’s throat. He came not once, or twice, but three times and some of it dribbled down the corners of River’s mouth.

Harry moaned, “God you are such a cum slut Gordon.” River didn’t bother correcting Harry, but kept on sucking away. Now, after licking Harry’s cock clean, River stood up and pulled Harry in close and kissed him deeply, letting Harry lick his cum off the sides of River’s mouth. Harry did just fine, not stopping or hesitant at all. The best was yet to come. River wanted desperately to be fucked by Harry, and maybe do it all night in the privacy of their room.

After a nice long kiss, River said, “Now Harry, I want you to fuck me like the bad, bad, cum slut that I am. I don’t want to have to go looking for cock in the street, not when I have such a delicious cock right here in my own room.”

Those words cast a spell over Harry, and he was fully into it. Somehow it didn’t feel like he was cheating on Gail at all. It was different. Gordon was a . . . male. No! Gordon was a shemale. That was how he justified it. And it was their delicious secret. Now Harry was crazy with lust after getting the most intense blow job of his life.

River stood up. Harry watched spellbound as his roommate unzipped her black leather skirt and opened her cotton blouse, revealing the tight red-laced bra, showing “tits,” which made him crazy and out of his mind.

The skirt fell to the ground and River unsnapped her pantyhose, letting the straps, and the girdle over the G-String fall to the ground. River reached into her bag and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, placing a small amount over Harry’s cock, and handed him the tube.

Harry watched in amazement as his roommate of two years got on top of his bed on all fours with his but raised in the air.

“Okay Harry, you know what to do I assume?”

It was a rhetorical question and before River was able to turn her head around, Harry was behind her, jeans and boxers in a heap on the floor next to the bed. He was still as hard as a rock, and just for good measure River reached around and stroked Harry’s slick, hard cock.

Harry easily spread River’s butt cheeks apart and before she knew what was happening, Harry’s cock was at the entrance of River’s bussy. Penetration was easy because River had been stretched by Beverly (several more times that week) and that made Harry’s entrance slick.

“I’m gonna fuck you good and hard you little sissy cum slut!” Harry yelled, getting into the mood which River loved. He loved being a slutty “sub.”

Harry groaned in delight as River’s tight walls closed in around his cock. Harry started out slow, savoring every second, and then he got into a fast rhythm and went faster and faster. River moaned and gripped the bed sheets with her fingers.

“What a fucking cum slut you are River,” Harry said over and over again. That was music to River’s ears. Harry went faster and faster and let out a loud moan as he spilled a gallon of cum all the way up his roomie’s asshole, loving every second of it. Now River let loose without even touching herself, and spilled an equal amount out onto the sheets. She felt used, fucked like a rag doll; an ordinary street slut. Harry kept pumping, and River felt Harry’s jizz run down the insides of her ass.

Soon Harry was spent and spread himself over River’s lower back. He loved the soft, silky feel of her hair on his face. The smell of smoke and perfume in her hair was a big turn on for Harry and he began pumping again and again until both of them came a second time.

Then Harry stopped and gently pulled out of River’s ass. “Wow, that was something Gordon – I mean ‘River.’ I don’t think I can ever call you Gordon again, I mean, when we’re alone together.”

***

Epilogue

There was nothing to be said between them. It was their secret (and Beverly’s), and would stay between them. Beverly was very happy to learn of their little tryst and the play turned out to be a big success, The dreaded love scene in Act Three was suggestive. After all, the play was supposed to be “PG Rated.” Gordon was complimented on how great a role he played, and so was Harry.

Shortly after the play, Gordon began an HRT transition into becoming “River,” and she still remained roommates with Gordon, leading some to speculate into what was really going on. But Gail was the trusting type, and she didn’t notice how her boyfriend and the transgender woman River looked at each other. Or maybe she did know and didn’t care. It is also possible that she joined in with River, Harry and Beverly into some wild foursome. But it was all just speculation anyway. No one outside the four of them knew the actual truth.

One thing was very true however: River became the most beautiful transgender woman on campus, and the main love interest of Professor Ewell – and Harry.
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Marsha McClellan liked to live the good life. Married, and thirty-six years of age, she was anything but the stay at home housewife. She and her husband Jack were college sweethearts and got married at twenty-two, but as the years passed, and with no children to tie them down, Marsha became “restless.” She had a body to die for, and kept it for every man in her life except for poor Jack. She couldn’t pinpoint exactly when she got the urge to “spread her wings,” but now there was no going back. The marriage was one of financial convenience; from Jack’s side anyway.[

You see, both of them grew up in west Texas just outside of El Paso, then met in college where Jack was the “dumb jock” stereotype – six pack abs, huge muscles, little grey matter, and the winning QB on the school football team. He was destined for a pro career, but a torn meniscus in his senior year shattered that dream. Still, he and Marsha were in love; or maybe they thought that incredible sex meant love.

When they decided to marry a year out of college, money or a career was no problem. Marsha’s parents were FILTHY rich – old oil money, and Marsha, the only child of the Longstreet family would never want a day in her life. That meant neither would her young, now injured husband. But Jack had an unfortunate character trait. He was lazy and over the years had let himself go physically and intellectually. The six-pack of his college football days had turned to a plain, untrained middle, and he wallowed in self-pity, becoming less and less attractive to Marsha. He was content to sit at home and suck on the teat of his wife’s family’s wealth. As the marriage, still childless, dragged on into their thirties, Marsha began to stray. At first, it was one-time hookups during “girl’s nights out,” and then short affairs, progressing to mixing her sexual prospecting with work.

Jack saw signs; the change in Marsha’s attitude towards him, yet he said nothing. He didn’t want to rock the boat of his financial and domestic security. The last thing he wanted was a divorce which would mean – God forbid – going out and getting a real job. Yet, to keep himself occupied, Jack was a sales clerk at a local electronics chain store. The pay and responsibilities were minimal and was just perfect for him.

Marsha on the other hand, was ambitious; climbing and screwing her way up the corporate advertising ladder using her “natural talents” rather than any real skill at her job. I guess you could call both of them “white trash” but with money. Despite Marsha’s family pedigree, that’s what she was. You can take the girl out of the trailer park, but you can’t take the trailer park out of the girl. She would throw Jack a tidbit here and there; a wild night in bed and then nothing for a month. She did just enough to satisfy her ravenous sexual appetite in between hookups, although it disgusted her to touch him.

They had a nice house in the Oberland Park section of Dallas, but Marsha was rarely home at the end of the workday at five o’clock. She had more exciting places to be. Her excuse to poor Jack was that she was always “working late,” and Jack accepted it. He felt he had no choice.

On this particular Tuesday afternoon, the exciting place for Marsha to be, was spread eagle over the desk of her employer, the handsome Black CEO of Delbert Ad Corp, Lawrence Delbert.

“Come on Marsha, spread that butt a yours on top a’ my desk now!” he barked out as he paddled her ass through the tight red skirt of her business suit. He stood behind her, and her head was on the desk turned to the side, resting on the green felt ink blotter, her mouth was opened, and her arms were gripping the edge of the back of the desk, knuckles bulging with each whack of the paddle. Her wild, dirty blonde hair was almost covering her face, and the nape of her neck was exposed. They were playing their favorite roleplay game for after business hours – “Office Bimbo.”

“Oh my Mr. Delbert, whatever must I do to get that raise?” Marsha said in her best ‘damsel in distress’ voice, with a west Texas accent.

“Humm, let’s see. Hows about if I spank your butt some more while you come up with some ideas?”

“Oh thank you Mr. Delbert!”

And with that, as Marsha drew a deep breath, Larry took his small wooden paddle and smacked her twice more; hard, once on each side.

“Oh, okay,” Marsha said, panting and out of breath. “I want you to drill me right here and now with that nice big Black snake of yours!”

“Well, since you put it like that, I guess I’ll just have to,” he said, and with that, Larry undid the belt and snap of her skirt, and pulled it down her legs, where it landed just on top of her red high heel shoes. Her thong was red laced satin, and Larry gripped the back string from between her butt cheeks and pushed it off to the side of her left butt cheek. Larry was a gentleman, sort of, and he had a tube of K-Y Jelly which he liberally applied onto Marsha’s asshole and onto his large snake which was already out of his pants and gripped in his fist. Today would be quick and hard.

“You’ve been a bad girl this week – only two new accounts, so you’re gettin’ it this way,” he said as the tip of his cock pressed itself to the top of her warm, pink fleshy asshole. He had Marsha spread apart with both his hands and entered her slowly at first, and then slid in all the way, the gentle friction of her back door making him leak from the tip of his cock, and softly moan. Marsha let out a large gasp as he entered her, making her swear and stiffen.

Her sounds only excited him more and he went faster and faster in and out, his hips smacking against her butt cheeks. He grunted about three times and shot a big, white creamy load deep inside of her. That only made him keep going faster and faster, and it made Marsha leave a puddle on the carpet of the office. Spent, Larry bent over and took nips of Marsha’s ear lobes and ran his tongue over the nape of her neck which made her shiver.

“Oh I do hope I can get that raise now Mr. Delbert,” Marsha said, having given her all for the company exec.

Marsha stood up and gave her head a shake, making her hair fall to her front, covering her face. There was some of Larry’s cum dripping down the middle of her thighs. Prior to this little episode, she gave him a blowjob on her knees behind his desk, and he came all over her face, causing her mascara and blue eyeshadow to run. She bent down and picked her skirt up and adjusted her G-String. The red jacket and white blouse of her business suit was rumpled, and she tried to smooth the front of it down with the open palm of her right hand. Larry stood back and laughed.

“My God Marsha, I can’t believe you just go home looking

like . . .” Larry said as he walked around to his chair.

“Like what Larry?” she interrupted him in mid-sentence.

“Like a total slut, that’s what I said woman. Don’t you have any sense of self-respect?”

Of course they were just kidding around with each other, like they did every time, and laughing.

“Well, I’m only going home to Jack,” she said, looking in the mirror of her compact, pushing her dirty blonde bangs away from her eyes. They were sticky with Larry’s cum, so she would have to go to the ladies room and freshen up a bit before she went home. “I need a drink and a cigarette Larry. You got any of that bourbon lyin’ around here?” she asked.

“Of course I do,” Larry said, rolling away from his desk and opening the bottom drawer and pulling out the ever-present bottle.

Marsha reached into her bag and lit up a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette with a silver butane lighter, and took a cheek-hollowing drag. She sat on the edge of his desk, her long legs crossed, puffing away and looking around the room. Larry poured a glass of bourbon for himself and for her. They both drank in silence for a while, Marsha swinging her long legs off the desk.

“What are you thinking about,” Larry asked her.

“I’m bored,” she said, shifting her ass on the desk. “I’m thinking about what I can do with Jack.”

“Like what?”

“Like totally subjugate him and make him watch us as we fuck. You know, something different, out of the ordinary, I don’t know. Would you be in?” That took Larry a bit by surprise. Cuckolding a man was one thing, but rubbing it in his face was something else altogether. Then again, Marsha was wild and who knows? It could be fun.

“Uh sure,” Larry said, sounding a bit hesitant. “If you come up with something, let me know and we’ll talk about it.”

Marsha finished her cigarette and gulped down the rest of her bourbon. She set the empty glass on the desk, got on her feet, and clacked her heels on the wood floor and went over to Larry’s side of the desk, where she bent over and kissed him. “Okay boss, I’m outa’ here now – gotta go home to the sorry excuse for a husband of mine,” she said laughing.

Larry grunted and smiled. “Sure, and come in early tomorrow morning. I usually wake up with a hard cock.” Larry was divorced, forty-something, and lived alone. Marsha turned to him and smiled.

Before she left, Larry called after her. “Hey Marsha.”

“What Larry?”

“Seriously, why in the hell do you stay with that guy?”

“Because . . . it’s fun to humiliate him Larry!” Larry nodded in understanding. It made him glad he was divorced.

Marsha smirked and stuck her tongue out at Larry as she left the office. The receptionist, Beatrice, a silver-haired woman in her late fifties gave Marsha a disapproving look over the top of her half-frame reading glasses as she walked out of the office looking like the Dallas Cowboys had just ridden her bare ass all over the field.

“What the fuck are YOU looking at Beatrice?” Beatrice’s mouth dropped open as Marsha made her way out of the main office and did the walk of shame into the ladies room to make herself halfway decent before going home. Heads stared out of cubicles at the sight of her tight ass sashaying by. She just screamed slut. Everyone knew that the highest paid sales associate was banging the boss – and more.
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Since Marsha had stopped having regular sex with him a few years into their marriage, except for the occasional “freebie” she threw him out of pity, (and even that he had to work for) Jack had to pretty much rely on himself for sexual gratification – if you could call it that. A thirty-five year old married man forced to masturbate for release all the time was pretty pathetic. Since the knee injury that sidelined his potential pro football career, Jack’s self-esteem and depression grew worse each year. Adding to that was the fact that he had gained a lot of weight and just let himself go. The thought of finding a woman outside the marriage for himself wasn’t a viable option because he knew he was unattractive and nowhere near what he was in college.

In a sick way, his wife’s cuckolding behavior, which he never brought up with Marsha, turned him on. It aroused him to see her come home all disheveled from a romp with whoever. Lately, he had a feeling it was her boss at the ad agency she worked at, but as long as she brought home good money, he didn’t really care too much.

Over the last several years, Jack developed a little pastime. This is how it began: One afternoon when he was home alone, he went into the master bedroom (which was Marsha’s since he slept on the couch in the living room), and wondered what he would find in Marsha’s drawers. Feeling a little guilty, yet drawn to it, he opened the bottom drawer and saw an assortment of her panties – mostly thongs of bright colors with lace, and made of satin or silk.

He picked up an emerald green pair and was instantly aroused. He sniffed it – and it had the heady smell of pussy on it. Jack’s cock got hard right away. Then he rubbed the cool satin material between his fingers and loved the way his skin slid over it. A glance at his cell phone told him that he had a good three hours until Marsha walked in the door. Well, what could it hurt if I just see how they feel around my cock? he thought. Just once.

He had always wondered about the sensation women got when they put their panties on. 

Before he knew it, Jack’s trousers were down around his ankles along with his XX size briefs. He carefully stepped into his wife’s panties on the floor and slowly pulled them up over his legs loving the cool, satin feel of the forbidden garment going up and over his junk. They were tight, but he still had enough wiggle room from the elastic lace band to get a good rub on his cock. Now Jack took off his shirt and threw it on the bed. Underneath the folded panties were her bras. He picked a black one with an elastic stretch band and pulled it over his head. When it settled on his chest, the pull of the elastic caused the illusion of cleavage to appear. He looked at himself sideways in the mirror and turned himself around. Jack felt giddy. Why didn’t I ever think of this before? he thought to himself. It was . . . liberating, naughty, and a helluva turn on! Now he was really onto something.

Jack also had a bit of a smoking fetish. Since middle school, and starting with a couple of aunts and his mother’s friends, he got hard watching attractive women lighting up the long, all white 120 mm cigarettes like Marsha smoked. He saw a pack on top of her dresser and placed one between his lips. Jack never really took up the habit, smoking now and again in college, especially after his knee injury, but now, wearing his hot wife’s bra and her panties, the long cigarette between his lips was getting him there. There was just one thing left for him to do – add lipstick. He could easily wipe it off afterwards and flush the tissue down the toilet – Marsha would never know. So he took a tube of her cherry red Revlon lip gloss and slowly placed it first on his bottom lip, then on his upper lip, and rubbed them together. When he placed the cigarette between his lips he loved the sight of the lip gloss on the long, white filter, and his hard on began throbbing. So he replaced it in his mouth, lit it up with a Bic lighter from her dresser top, lied down on Marsha’s bed with a box of tissues and jerked himself off.

This became a regular routine, but fast forwarding to today, Jack was getting a little bored with the routine. He was looking for something “a little more.” But what could he do? He needed a solution.
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Marsha pulled into the driveway and let out a disappointing sigh when she saw Jack’s car in front of the house. She straightened herself out from her fling with Larry, but not enough so that Jack couldn’t tell what she had done. When she walked in Jack was stretched out on the couch in the living room watching football.

“Well, well, look who it is. Mr. Touchdown himself. Hey loser, how was your day?” Marcia said, giving an obvious dig to his forever lost football career. She knew it ate at him, but she loved doing it.

“So why don’t you make dinner?” she said, her arms folded in front of her. When she got no response, she clicked the remote and shut the TV. That got Jack’s attention. “Hey! I’m talking to you.”

“Gee Marsha, where have you been? It’s almost seven o’clock.”

Her makeup was streaked, and she had mascara smudges on her cheeks, and her hair was undone from the way it was when she left in the morning. She smiled sarcastically at Jack and said, “I’ll give you a hint,” and threw off her heels. “My ass is a little sore when I walk. How’s that?”

Jack paid no attention to that, but it did excite him. “Who was it this time?” he asked sheepishly.

“Someone with the biggest, thickest cock you ever saw!” Marsha said, exaggerating each word.

“Thicker and better than mine??” Jack said hopefully.

Marsha looked at him in disgust and said, “Please Jack. Don’t make me laugh.” She threw a Chinese takeout menu at him. “Here, make yourself useful. Order something.”

Seeing Marsha as she was, tight red skirt riding high up her butt, and white blouse, top buttons open showing her incredible cleavage only excited him more and he hoped that perhaps tonight she would “throw him a bone.” Actually, that was pretty close to what she had in mind after they finished eating; just not the way Jack expected.

“You know Jack,” she said in a voice full of pity, “I think we can have some fun tonight. What do you think?”

Jack was incredulous. “Okay, I’m in! What did you have in mind.” She was never this benevolent towards him in satisfying his needs, so he was curious as hell.

“Here Jack, follow me upstairs to my bedroom,” Marsha said laughing. She wondered even after all the years of their married life if Jack could really be so naïve. Unbelievable.

“Now, strip for me,” she told him, amused that he was as hard as a rock. She knew that her smoking turned him on too. So she reached into her bag and took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s and lit one up with her silver butane lighter. Jack was intently watching her every move. Something was different this time, she had to investigate.

“Would you like one of these Jack?” she said, half serious, holding a long cigarette underneath his nose.

“Really Marsha? Yes, yes I would, very much.”

Very interesting she thought. “Really? So prove it. Get on your knees and stick out your hands; just like a good doggie, Jack.”

So there was Jack, clad just in his boxers with his pitiful body frame, on his knees begging his wife for a cigarette. “Oh no! Wait a second. Don’t move, and hold that pose.” Marsha got up and went to her walk-in closet. On the top shelf she pulled out a big box and placed it on the floor next to the bed. She pulled out a long dog leash with a large, man-sized collar.

“Here Jack, stick your neck out.” He obeyed, and Marsha fastened the dog collar around his neck. The “doggie thing” was a favorite of Marsha’s. Whether Jack liked it or not she didn’t really care, but apparently tonight he did. She saw his cock tenting up out of his boxers and couldn’t resist giving it a squeeze. It made Jack moan, and she saw a bit of wetness appear on the outside of his shorts.

After she fastened the steel rivet studded collar to his neck, she gave it a jerk, and his head came forward. She took a cheek-hollowing drag off her cigarette and blew the smoke into his face. He greedily inhaled as much as he could. This could be fun, Marsha thought, so she finally placed the cigarette between his lips and lit him up. To her surprise, Jack didn’t cough. “Uh, uh Jack. no hands!” and she let him take his first drag and took it out of his mouth.

Marsha unfastened her skirt and let it drop to the floor. Then she hooked her thumb underneath her G-String, the same one that Larry’s cum painted just a few hours ago. She was a sight to be sure: Wild dirty blonde hair, still sticky with Larry’s cum hanging in front of her face, and just the last two buttons of her blouse opened. She loved rubbing it into Jack’s face. “Oh my! Look at my panties. It seems as if someone’s jizz is already on them,” she said laughing.

Jack moved his head toward his cigarette that Marsha held in her hands. “No you don’t. You don’t get another drag until you lick my pussy with your tongue!”

Jack obeyed and placed his face against his wife’s mound and inhaled the musky scent of a woman’s post coital pussy (It wasn’t only her ass that got a good pounding today from Larry). His tongue stuck out like a point and licked around her clit, pushing aside the hood and getting access to her swollen knob. Marsha stiffened and moaned, holding tight to the leash and not letting Jack’s face travel far.

“That’s a good boy – here you go,” she said and placed the cigarette between his lips and let him have another drag. There was no way he could do this, she thought. Jack had to have been smoking on his own. She wondered what else he could possibly be doing.

“Now get me nice and wet and maybe I’ll let you have a nice reward,” she said. Jack obeyed and placed his whole mouth on top of Marsha’s pussy and slobbered over it all, adding to Marsha’s wetness. She stiffened and squirted all over Jack’s face. “This is going to be a night of firsts for you Jack. Consider yourself a very lucky slave! Now don’t move.”

Marsha left Jack on the carpet by the bed on all fours as she walked over to the box. This time she pulled out a big black silicone dildo with a strap that she fastened to her waist. It had a hook on the base that would enter her pussy while she thrust forward.

“Here Jack, do you know what this is?” she asked him as he looked up at her curiously. “God you are so dumb Jack. I don’t know why I even bother with you. But no matter. Get on top of the bed on all fours.” To help him along, she yanked on the leash, pulling him up onto the top of the bed. Once he was in place, she spanked his butt with the leash – hard, which made him yelp.

“That’s right you big, dumb shit! You know who the boss is in this house, right??”

“Yes Marsha,” Jack answered.

“And you know what happens if I get tired of you, right?” Jack nodded. “Yes Jack – out in the street you go!”

She went to the draw on her night table and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, applying it to the dildo, and then in between Jack’s butt cheeks. Jack stiffened.

“Oh I’m sorry Jack. It must be a little chilly.” Laughing, she said, “But that is the least of your problems now.”

Marsha used the dildo without the strap to satisfy herself, which was pretty often, but she never used it on Jack before. This seemed to be the right time.

Then she spread a bit of the jelly on the back silicone prong and some inside her pussy, although she was already wet and didn’t need it. She spread Jack’s butt cheeks apart with both hands and got closer. The dildo was a good eight inches long, and thick too. Jack was in for a world of pain tonight, Marsha thought, although perhaps, he might even enjoy it. Whatever, she was ready.

“Okay Jacky boy here comes your punishment. You continue to disgust me, and this is what you get; so ready or not . . .” Jack tensed up as he felt the soft head of the dildo make contact with his puckered asshole. The last time anything had been up there was his doctor’s finger, but this was surely thicker and bigger than that.

Marsha bit her bottom lip and went in slowly with just the head of the dildo, rocking back and forth on the back prong. A chill ran through her – humm . . . not bad she thought. Now she went in deeper, and Jack cried out. “Shut up and take it wimp!! God you are so pathetic. Now shut the fuck up and let me enjoy myself!” she barked at him.

Marsha went faster and deeper into Jack, causing him to grab the bedsheets with his fists closed. “That’s it Jack, you might even enjoy it,” she laughed. Strangely, Marsha was right. Jack’s intense pain was soon replaced by an odd sensation of pleasure. He linked it together with trying on Marsha’s lingerie and his smoking fetish.

Of course he would never let Marsha know, but feeling like a woman getting fucked was very satisfying to him, and this fake cock was bigger than any real cock he could ever imagine, except for those YOUTUBE videos he watched.


Marsha’s eyes were closed as she moaned and went faster and faster inside of Jack. The back end of the dildo felt so good inside of her, putting pressure on the right spots. She leaned forward on it to get it to massage her clit, and it sent her into orbit. Jack was now all about pleasure after feeling tortured for the first few minutes. He felt a ball of tension deep inside of him suddenly become pleasure as the tip of the dildo hit his “p spot,” and from there it was all insane delight. This was better than jerking off or fucking any woman. His cock was throbbing, and without even touching himself, he exploded a huge wad of cum bigger than anything he had ever done. He moaned loudly with pleasure.

Marsha too, was caught up in unimaginable pleasure, even better than her previous play with the silicone cock. However, nothing was better than being fucked roughly by Larry and the roleplay that went along with it. Her climactic reverie was briefly interrupted by Jack’s loud cumming noises.

“Good for you Jack! How was your first ‘sissygasm?’ That’s right Jack, I’ll bet you like getting it up the ass! In fact, I think I’ll dress you up and make you a sissy slut. How would you like that? I know I’ll enjoy it!” Then her thoughts went to getting Larry in on the fun too. “I wonder too Jack . . . how would you like to be ridden hard by a big, Black man’s cock??” she said rhetorically.

She rocked slower and slower to come down easy from her incredible climax. She leaked like a sieve onto the bedsheets. Larry shot out three large loads on the bed. “Okay Jack, that’s enough for you tonight,” she said as she slowly pulled out of him.

Satisfied that he was totally humiliated, she stood up from the bed and pulled Jack’s leash and got him down off the bed. She saw his cock dripping cum.

“You know Jack, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you really enjoyed this. Didn’t you? Come on now, there’s no shame. Did you like it?” There was no use hiding it.

“Yes Marsha, I did.”

“Good doggie. I think I’ll reward you and take this a little farther,” she said with a twisted laugh.

❤️❤️❤️


Four

_______________

___

Monday morning, Marsha was very excited as she went into work. She went straight to Larry’s office through the stares of disgust of Beatrice, and found Larry behind his desk.

“Good morning Larry,” Marsha said, grinning ear to ear.

“Uh oh. Something’s up,” Larry said.

“You mean besides your cock?” Marsha said, her mouth watering for a taste of Larry’s big, black snake. Slowly, she made her way behind his desk, and pulled his desk chair out and turned it around till it was facing her. She sat on his lap facing him and felt for the huge bulge beneath his pants. “I just had the most wonderful idea,” she told him.

“And what might that be?”

“Remember how I told you I wanted my poor excuse for a husband in on our play?”

“Yeah,” Larry said, his eyebrows raised.

“Well, as it turns out, I’m turning my hubby into a sissy that we can play with.”

“What do you mean?”

“I fucked his ass with a big, black silicone dildo that reminds me of you, and I’m sure that he liked it. How would you like to get in on the fun this weekend?”

“Wait a second,” Larry said, thinking of getting a cock up his ass. “I’m uh, not into that Marsha.”

“Oh well, suit yourself. So how about if you just watch, and maybe you’ll get off on seeing me peg the pitiful sissy!?”

“When did you have in mind?”

“ Ohhh, so now you’re interested? This weekend on Saturday night. Why don’t you come over say, at eight o’clock?”

Larry considered it. What the heck, it might be fun fucking Marsha in front of her husband. Of all the women he’d been with since his divorce, Marsha was certainly the wildest one, and the most fun.

“Okay, sounds good. I’ll be there. Now, how about you brighten up my first day of the work week?”

“Oh, you mean like this,” she said as she got on her knees and yanked open Larry’s zipper and went “to work.” Nothing like cum on a girl’s face first thing in the morning. She’d been getting so much lately, it seemed like it was doing good things for her skin.

***

Marsha left work early and went shopping for some goodies she would spring on the unsuspecting Jack that night. She had his size down pat so that wasn’t an issue. The question was how did she want to approach the sissy feminized version of her husband.

She bought him a black, bob wig with bangs over the forehead, a black stretch bra and the shortest plaid skirt she could find. She was sure he would love the lingerie. All in all, the shopping was an exhilarating experience for her. Besides, Jack had no choice anyway.

Marsha walked into the house carrying all the bags and a wig box. Jack looked at everything wide-eyed. “What’s all this?”

Her expression changed to a what are you stupid kind of look. “What did we talk about when I introduced you to the ‘back door world’ Jack?”

“Oh, okay,” Jack answered trying to hide his excitement from her. She looked at him and nodded through squinty, slut eyes.

“I have some good news for you Jack! It’s pretty exciting, and I don’t really care if you like it or not, but it’s happening.”

“What’s that?”

“This weekend, my boss Larry is coming over. He’s responsible for my breadwinner’s income . . . and then some,” she said laughing. “You’re going to finally experience a real cock in your ass. Just think of it! You’ll become a full-fledged sissy ass girly girl!” Marsha said, smiling and clapping her hands together.

“Now after you make dinner, we’ll go upstairs and try this stuff on!”

“Sounds great Marsha!” She didn’t know whether to take him seriously or not, but she was sure that something changed in him over the last couple of months.

“Just think Jack. You can watch another man; a really well-endowed Black man do your wife! Right in our bed. You know I have a thing for interracial sex.” Jack stared blankly at her. “Well maybe you didn’t know. No matter. Here’s let’s get this stuff on. I want everything perfect for Saturday night. But first I have to shave you.” She took Jack into the bathroom and shaved him before putting on several different outfits. Secretly Jack was delighted and very turned on by the whole thing. Maybe becoming a sissy would actually “flip things,” and give him some control over Marsha.

Marsha pulled out a black satin G-String for him and when he pulled it up over his newly shorn legs, and the strap nestled comfortably between his butt cheeks, he was filled with a strange desire. His ass began to tingle, and he felt a deep need arise from within – a desire for a real cock to be inside him. He questioned nothing and just went with it.

She saw how delighted Jack seemed to be wearing the thong, and saw the expression on his face change to pure joy and excitement when she put the elastic band bra over his head. Now it was time to reveal to Jack what she knew.

“I know some things that may surprise you Jack,” she said, pulling him by his bare shoulders closer to her.

“Oh, and what’s that?” he said, feigning innocence. What he heard he certainly was not prepared for.

“I know that you’ve been secretly going through my ‘personal items’ when I’m out of the house, and I know that you’ve been wearing them and doing . . . and doing ‘naughty things’ with them for quite a while now Jack.”

His eyes bulged and of course, with a woman like Marsha he feared the worst.

“Come on now Jack. We both know you have a smoking fetish, and curiously connected to it is a fascination with my, or in more general terms, women’s clothing. I see how hard you get – so don’t try to deny it. You even admitted to enjoying the punishments I hand out, and the best part of it all – was watching you getting pegged by my big, black silicone friend. So there’s no need to pretend you don’t enjoy it.”

“Marsha, I swear I haven’t been into your things.”

“Really Jack, really?” then how do you explain . . . this?” From her large leather shoulder bag she pulled out a pair of boxer satin panties she had, and there was a quarter-sized dark stain on the front. It could only be one thing. When Jack saw that, he hung his head in shame.

“You know Jack, in general I despise you – your laziness, your lack of attractiveness, lack of fun – you’re dull, and I have no respect for you as a man. But as my personal sissy husband, I think there may be hope for you yet! Actually, your little games are starting to turn me on.” Now this was something that Jack was not prepared to hear. He was thinking divorce court and actually having to work for a living.

Marsha picked up his chin with her fingers because his head hung down in shame. “Don’t look so sad. I think we’re entering a new phase in our relationship Jack. Oh, I’ll always be a slutty, cum sucking bimbo because that’s just who I am. But now, you can be a nice “accompaniment” to my adventures!” 

Now after Jack was fully dressed and Marsha applied the whorish looking makeup to him, he was stunned when he looked at his reflection in the mirror. “Wow Jack! Look at you. Did you ever think you could look this sexy? This powerful?”

He had thick mascara and eyeliner, deep blue eyeshadow, cherry red lip gloss, lipliner, and the perfect balance of face makeup that brought out the perfect illusion. Now, lighting a cigarette in front of the mirror made his cock start to leak.

“Umm,” Marsha said. “I think our guest Saturday night will be very pleased.”
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On Saturday night, Marsha was in full slut mode, with her signature office business suit, a red laced bra, and her hair high and wild. Jack was like a “naughty teenage daughter,” a roleplay that excited Marsha greatly. The only thing that Marsha changed on him was the wig – she replaced the short black one with a long, braided one, with a part in the middle. He had on his “parochial school” plaid skirt and white blouse with an emblem over the right breast pocket. He looked like one of the porn site characters he watched on the web and fantasized over. Marsha knew about those two because naturally she had access to his entire web browsing history.

She held Jack at arm’s length and looked at her work admiringly; a big smile on her face. “Wow Jack, you look absolutely stunning. I think Larry will be very pleased indeed!”

She eyeballed him up and down. “It looks like the skirt does a nice job of hiding your boner too. That’s good.” She thought a moment and said, “We need a sissy name for you Jack. Why don’t we stick with the “J’s?” Let’s call you ‘Jaclyn.’ What do you say?”

“Jaclyn sounds fine! That’s a real cum slut name!”

“Okay, from now on, whenever you’re dressed with me your name will be Jaclyn.”

It was getting close to eight o’clock and the doorbell rang. Marsha went to answer, and Larry stood tall in the doorway. He wasn’t sure how to greet his bimbo secretary in her own home, but Marsha solved the problem. She grabbed Larry around the shoulders, pulled him in close and kissed him hard on the lips – tongue deep inside his mouth, and her fingers rubbing the bulge between his legs. This was in full view of Jack who was standing in the entrance hall just off to the side.

“Hello boss, come on in. I’d like you to meet my sissy ass husband, Jaclyn. Jaclyn, this is my boss, Larry.”

Larry’s eyes popped open at the sight of the husband . . . of an employee of his who he’d been banging and having all sorts of deviant sexual activities with for the better part of two years now. Shit, he wondered. What do I say to this guy, er, girl? He was totally confused. It was a very awkward moment. Marsha broke the tension.

“What say we all head into the living room and I’ll get some drinks and snacks ready for us, okay.”

“Sounds fine with me,” Larry said, relieved to be out of the entrance hall.

Jaclyn looked Larry over and couldn’t believe what he was feeling. He looked at the large bulge in Larry’s pants and he actually wanted to suck what he could plainly see was a big, Black cock tenting up and pointing right at him in his “schoolgirl’s uniform.”

In a feminine voice, which was a surprise to both Marsha and him, Jaclyn said, “It’s really nice to meet you Larry. I can certainly see how Marsha finds you attractive. I can’t blame her.” Marsha almost dropped the tray of pigs in a blanket (typical White trash food which she was accustomed to) before setting them down on the table in the living room.

Larry felt the immediate attraction too and his mind was going off in all kinds of inappropriate directions. Jaclyn seductively lit the cigarette, and in a roleplay mode he said, “Marsha lets me smoke when we have company. I hope you don’t mind Mr. Larry.”

“Uh please Jack, er., Jaclyn, really I don’t mind,” Larry said.

“Yes Larry, Jaclyn here is a total cock sucking bimbo. Sometimes she gets out of control,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Bad Jaclyn! Stop trying to fuck every man I have over to the house.”

“Oh I’m sorry honey, it’s just that Larry’s cock looks so irresistible!” Marsha laughed and they made some small talk before Marsha decided that it was time for the fun to begin. She felt her pussy getting wet and both Jaclyn and Larry’s cocks were tenting and throbbing.

“Okay everyone, let’s go upstairs. I’ll give you a tour of the house Larry.”

“We can dispense with that Marsha. I don’t want to appear rude, but let’s GET IT ON WOMAN!!” Larry shouted.

The three of them then practically ran up the stairs with Marsha in the lead, and Larry following looking up Marsha’s tight, red, short skirt. Once inside Marsha’s bedroom, she said, “Let’s do some roleplay. My teenage ‘daughter’ Jaclyn is an absolute slut and can’t keep her hands off of any man I bring home to the house.”

Larry was laughing and said, “Damn Marsha, I love these games of yours!”

“Oh just wait Larry. You haven’t seen anything yet!”

Before another word was said, Jaclyn was down on her knees in front of Larry and working open the zipper to his jeans. “Damn girl, you’re fucking HOT!”

“She’s great Larry. In fact I’m a little jealous of her talents – what she can do with that tongue of hers.”

“Yeah! I can hardly wait,” Larry said, his cock already dripping pre cum into his boxers.

Getting fully into the roleplay mode, Jaclyn said, “Is it okay if I suck your boss’s cock mommy?”

“Well, okay Jaclyn. I would rather have you sucking cock here at home instead of seeing you run all over town to get it!”

“Thanks mommy!” To Jaclyn’s astonishment, this was great. He never felt so empowered as Jack.

Jaclyn had Larry’s zipper down in no time and stuck her fingers inside his jeans and felt the huge bulge underneath his boxers. Goldmine! She moved her fingers around and pulled his cock out from underneath the clothes. It popped out like a Jack-In-The-Box, and it had to be at least eighth inches long, Black, and thick. Jaclyn looked up at Larry only to see him grinning down at her.

Jaclyn held it in her fingers like a flute because it was too thick to wrap her fingers around. Then, for the first time in her life, as either a sissy or straight guy, she placed another man’s cock up to her lips. It was wet, and Jaclyn tasted the sweet salty mix of pre cum. Now she wrapped her lips around the head of Larry’s cock, and made a slurping noise as her tongue circled around it like a paint brush. She bobbed up and down, each time going a little bit farther down the length of Larry’s cock, putting more and more of it into her mouth. She did a cheek-hollowing suck and Larry felt himself being pulled inside of her mouth and stepping closer to Jaclyn. He hissed between his clenched teeth and placed his hands on the top of Jaclyn’s hair. “Oh wow, what a SLUT you are Jaclyn.”

Jaclyn made no sound other than large slurping noises. Marsha sat on a plush armchair and her leather skirt was off, and her blouse was unbuttoned. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath and her tits were sticking up through the cotton like two pencil points. Her hands were stroking her nipples, and pinching them between her thumb  and forefinger. One hand now went under her skirt and her legs were spread fully apart. She pulled down her skirt and stuck her finger underneath the pouch of her G-String, rubbing her clit with one finger furiously and moaning to the scene in front of her.

Jaclyn’s lips were stretched open as far as they could go, Larry almost choking her, but Jaclyn was an ace and didn’t come up for air even once. She went faster and faster – total concentration and Larry let out a gasp and shot a huge wad of sticky, white cum that hit the back of Jaclyn’s throat. She swallowed some and before Larry blew another load, she pulled his cock out of her mouth and let him shoot it all over her face and eyes – like a total slut. She turned around to look at Marsha, and with a little girl’s voice and a face full of cum said, “Am I doing okay mommy?”

Marsha who rocketed herself into another dimension from watching events unfold said, “That’s perfect darling. Now go finish enjoying Mr. Larry’s cum.”

“Thank you mommy,” Jaclyn said, her speech garbled by an acute case of “cock mouth.” She sucked up as much as she could, licking Larry’s Black snake clean. Now she stood up and kissed Larry on the mouth, giving him a taste of his own jizz. Larry’s tongue swept over Jaclyn’s face, the cum making her thick Mascara run and making a mess of all the facial makeup.

Larry said, “Umm Marsha, your little girl here is quite a good cum slut.”

“That’s great Larry, but that’s not all she can do. How would you like to give her little cherry boy pussy a good pounding. Believe me she can take it. What do you say; are you up for it?”

“Oh hell yeah,” Larry said.

“Go ahead dear,” Marsha said to Jaclyn. “You know what to do just like mommy taught you.”

“Sure mommy.”

Jaclyn slipped out of her G-String and hopped on the bed on all fours just like she did with Marsha. Marsha took out her tube of K-Y from her bag and threw it to Larry. Then she took out a cigarette for Jaclyn and herself. “Here darling,” she said to Jaclyn. “You’ve been such a good slut. Have a cigarette as a nice reward. But only if you promise you won’t go out on the street looking for cock to suck. You can only do it here in the house with the men that mommy brings home for you, okay?”

“Okay, thanks mommy.” Jaclyn gave into her nicotine addiction, which was pretty strong now and did a cheek hollowing drag and blew it up towards the ceiling. The site of that, surprisingly enough made Larry hard again, so soon after he shot such a massive load. Someone else had a bit of a smoke fetish going on too.

Larry very aggressively took hold of Jaclyn’s butt and flipped the short plaid skirt over Jaclyn’s backside. He grunted like a cave man which made Jaclyn’s throbbing cock even harder. Larry rubbed the K-Y Jelly all over Jaclyn’s ass between her butt cheeks all the way down to her newly shaved ball sack.

“Oh wait just a second you two,” Marsha shouted as she got up from the chair and ran to her walk-in closet and pulled out a small box. She stood in front of Jacklyn “This is called a ‘sissy cage,’ or ‘cock cage.’ It will make you feel like a real girl who cums when she’s fucked!”

Jaclyn got up on her knees and Marsha fastened the pink silicone securely around her balls and cock. Jaclyn was erect and it was quite painful when it was applied and then the small gold padlock applied. “There we go, nice and tight. Just get back on your elbows and let Larry hammer you into oblivion!”

Larry was all ready to go. After applying the jelly to his cock, he pressed his meaty head up against Jaclyn’s cherry butt hole or “bussy.”

“Now you little cum slut sissy, I’m gonna pound you into outer space!”

“Oh yes, please Mr. Larry!” Larry stole a glance at Marsha who nodded approval.

Larry didn’t waste time on formalities or anything like showing human compassion and started entering Jaclyn right away. He went in slowly enjoying the tight, slippery feel of Jaclyn’s ass on his cock. At first, Jaclyn had some discomfort, but then it all turned to pleasure as Larry went faster and faster. He pounded away at the sissy’s ass, his thighs bucking against Jaclyn’s butt cheeks. Jaclyn pushed back and they went faster and faster.

Larry was moaning and soon shot another massive load of hot cum all the way up Jaclyn’s bussy. So much that Jaclyn thought it would make its way out of her mouth. Where did Larry get his strength from she wondered? At the same time, Jaclyn felt the same intense feeling of an impending explosion, and even though she was unbale to touch her cock, she spurted load after load of cum onto the bed, the same as with Marsha’s dildo.

Larry slowed his thrusting, and collapsed on Jaclyn’s back.

“Good girl Jaclyn!” Marsha said. Now someone’s gonna have to fuck me! I’m worn out from playing with myself. Both Jaclyn and Larry looked tired, so Marsha said, “I know! I’ll use my Larry substitute,” and she reached into her closet for her black silicone dildo and took it back to her chair and placed the jelly all over it and began hammering her pussy with it.

After they were done, and Marsha had her intense orgasm, after watching the two of them go at it, she said, “Let’s go downstairs and order some food. How does everyone like Chinese?”

Both Jaclyn and Larry were a bit spacy and nodded their assent.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

_______________

____

They sat quietly in the kitchen finishing their food. “That was a helluva good time. We have to do this again soon!” Larry said.

“Oh Larry?” Marsha said.

“Yeah Marsh, what’s up.”

“I have some papers here for you to sign.”

He looked at her quizzically, and Marsha winked at Jaclyn who was in on the “surprise.”

“What are these?” Larry asked, looking intently at the legal style document.

Before he could say anything, Marsha said, “I think I’m going to like being a full partner in your business Larry. You know, fifty-fifty.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” he asked.

Marsha held up her iPhone. “You remember when we played the “office rape game” last month, don’t you Larry?”

A look of shock appeared on his face, and he began to sweat. “Yeah, but that was only our game, so what?”

“Well, I happen to think it was one of my best acting performances.”

“Oh do you?”

“Yes I do, and you know what else I think?”

“No, what?” Larry said, now clearly terrified.

“I think that human relations and a court will find it very compelling as well. You see, my demands are simple Larry. Either you consent to make me a full partner of the firm, or this video of that day will be over every social media outlet you can name, and your career will be ruined. Now I had a very good attorney draw these papers up. The way that “my excellent job performance” had made me climb the corporate ladder all these few year will make my transition to partner seem very plausible indeed. Don’t you think?”

“Why you little conniving slut! Do you think you’ll get away with this?” Larry said, now on his feet yelling.

“Oh yes Larry, I showed the video to the lawyer, and if you don’t agree to my terms, you could be looking at real hard prison time. So what do you say?”

Larry looked over at Jaclyn, but Jaclyn who was in on his wife’s plan couldn’t help but feel a sense of justice over the man who had cuckolded him for so long. So she just smiled back at Larry.

“Don’t even think about destroying these videos Larry because they are on the Cloud and also on a thumb drive I have tucked away for safe keeping. Yes, and in case that’s not good enough, I also have the video of your actions here with my new transgender husband too. How would you like your friends at the Rotary Club and the Baptist Church you belong to seeing these videos?”

“No, you wouldn’t!”

“Yes I would Larry. So you gonna sign now, or what?”

Larry realized he was out connived by the office bimbo. His head was spinning. So he signed the document. He should have realized Marsha was trouble the moment she foot in his office. But hindsight is a bad teacher – the test comes before the lesson.

So Marsha had a new respect for Jaclyn – he, or “she” became the transgender sissy husband she always wanted. And Jaclyn felt a new respect for herself. Plus, she now had a corporate executive as a wife. Of course, Marsha was and would still aways be an office bimbo.

❤️❤️❤️


SMOKED INTO TRANSITION

Taken by a Smoky MILF

Jaclyn Dicey
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One - Debbie

________________

____

Ihave a fraternal twin, so after a childhood of doing everything together, when it came time to go away to college, we decided it would be best if we went to different schools. So Chelsea went off to Bucklin State, and I went away to the Midwest to a small liberal arts college – Harleyville Center College. Now both of us were home for our first summer vacation. Chelsea got a job as a lifeguard at the county public pool, and I couldn’t find work.

Please don’t judge me, but I wasn’t exactly what you would call a ladies man. I was shy, with kind of an effeminate build and I was teased all through high school. The jocks at school that got all the hot girls said some rather nasty stuff about me. “If Brandon was dressed up like his sister, you wouldn’t be able to tell them apart! He’s such a ‘femboy!’” Another favorite of theirs was, “Yeah, too bad he isn’t a girl! That got me thrown into several lockers, knocked around, and generally ignored. Chelsea, on the other hand was considered “cool,” and always had boys coming over and taking her out on dates. The other kids would always ask her, much to her annoyance, “How could such a cute girl like you have such a ‘dweeb’ for a twin brother?”

Chelsea was gorgeous, with an incredible figure and a beautiful face, but being the male version of a beautiful twin sister was like a curse for me.

It wasn’t that I didn’t like girls – I did, sort of, but my self-esteem was in the gutter, and I thought that I’d be alone the rest of my life, and probably die a virgin. I also had a secret, which until I looked into it, and did some studying up on it, made me think I was mentally ill – I had a fascination with, and was turned on by women’s lingerie. Starting in the ninth grade, I would sneak into Chelsea’s room and take her undergarments out of her draw and feel them, rubbing her panties between my fingers, and eventually, I tried them on. I can’t explain it other than it gave me a sense of calm, of confidence. The way her satin panties felt when I would step into them and pull them up my legs was incredible. It aroused me like nothing ever did. I wanted to be what I wasn’t – a beautiful duplicate of my sister, not just her male twin.

I hated college because I no longer had access to Chelsea’s or another girl’s clothes for that matter. So I was left feeling “incomplete.” After doing my “research,” I suppose that I was just a guy who loved to cross dress, or a “transvestite.” I had no idea where that would take me. If my sister or my parents ever found out my secret I would be ruined.

There was another aspect of my libido: I was also incredibly turned on by attractive women who smoked the long, all white 120 cigarettes, and on the occasions where I did go out on a date, I preferred smokers. All they had to do was light up and I would get as hard as a rock. Even just the smell of smoke on them was a turn on. So I discovered groups of smoke fetishists on social media sites. At last! I found kindred spirits, and I was envious of them, because they had the freedom to dress up and act out on what I could only fantasize about. “Live your fetish” said one of them.

I needed to find a safe place where I could dress up, or find a group of like minded guys (transgender women??) who liked that stuff - just for the summer to start with. The trouble was, they were all older than me. I was only nineteen, and they looked to be in their thirties or early forties.

These next couple of months would be the perfect time to make my move. I wanted to find a group near my home, join it, and have them dress me up. I couldn’t afford clothing or makeup. That was another problem. So, when Chelsea was at work, and I was home alone, I became “reacquainted” with her stuff. I took it a little farther too – applying makeup and lipstick. I watched YOUTUBE videos on makeup and became rather good at it. However, I didn’t have my own kit, and I needed to be sparing with hers lest she point the finger of suspicion at me.

I needed money. So the first week I was home, I tried really hard to look for a job, and I finally found one; at a local big chain home electronics store. I impressed the managers because I was a nerdy kid who was into video games, electronics, and I could even take apart the “guts” of PCs and repair them. They loved me. By the end of the third week I was starting to know the regular customers.

My big break came on a Tuesday afternoon. I had a customer who called herself “Debbie.” Now Debbie, if you looked really close at her, you might be able to tell that she was a transgender woman. I say that she was, as opposed to a cross dresser because she had real breasts – large ones, and a nice curvy figure. I think her hair was real as well. It was long, jet black, done up on the top, and it went down well past her breasts. She had lots of mascara and thick eyelashes. From her driver’s license I could see that she was thirty eight – twice my age. In addition, I saw a pack of Virginia Slims 120s in her bag. I was instantly attracted to her, and I always chatted her up about mindless stuff. I think she knew I was into her. Her voice was deep and sultry, good enough to pass as a genuine female – a very sexy female.

So, this particular Tuesday, after I rang up a package of batteries for her, and she left the register, I held eye contact with her, and I think she left knowing that I wanted to speak to her. I desperately wanted to talk to her about my “predicament,” but there was a long line of customers behind her, so what was I to do? I’d have to call her. Then my mind started going in crazy places – how could I justify calling her - it sounded creepy, you know? But I had to. It was an absolute need.

So that night when I was in my car in the parking lot after work I dialed her number. My heart was racing so fast that I could almost hear it thumping in my chest, and my cock was super hard.

“Hello? Who is this please?” Shit! I couldn’t hang up – she had my number now, and if I did speak to her I could lose my job and be outed as some kind of a sex predator. And . . . what if I was WRONG!? What if she actually was a biological woman and I made a horrible mistake?? Too late, the dye had already been cast.

I cleared my throat first. “Hi, Debbie? This is Brandon Buford. I work at the ‘Pixel Mart’ in the mall.” My voice was trembling.

“Oh yes, hi Brandon. To what do I owe the pleasure of this call? Did I leave something at the store?” So far so good. She didn’t start grilling me about how I got her phone number. I heard a lighter click in the background and got fucking hard right away; picturing her in some slinky, high cut dress with a plunging neckline, the kind she sometimes wore to the store.

“Uh no Debbie, you didn’t. I feel like such a jerk. I thought maybe you could help me with a . . . a kind of personal problem?” There was an uncomfortable silence on the line.

“Ohhh, I see. You know Brandon, I can tell you’re all tied up in knots. Actually I admire you. I know it must have taken some amount of courage for you to pick up the phone like this and call me. I mean, you’re always so busy at the register at work.”

“Wait a second.” My voice became very low, so low that I thought that she would have trouble hearing me. “You know why I’m calling?”

“I think I do. I have a good intuition. Wanna know what I think?”

“Yes.”

“I’m sure you know that I’m a transgender girl, right?” I heard a deep exhale into the phone. I imagined her sitting at a table, probably heavily made up, (another turn-on) holding her cigarette high and tight between her two fingers, pursing her lips into an “O” and slowly exhaling smoke rings into the phone. My cock was throbbing.

What was I supposed to say? Uh, you kind of look like a man? Your deep voice gave you away? At this point, honesty was the best policy.

“Yes I did, er., I mean yes I do know. I do know that you’re transgender. What I wanted to say was that I’m wrestling with my own problem of identity, and I get really turned on by videos of transgender women kissing, showing themselves, and just free to be who they are.” Whew! I said that faster than an AI typing program. I sounded so stupid! “I thought maybe I could speak to you about it, and maybe get some . . .”

She cut me off. “Pointers? You want some advice? You want me to be kind of a ‘mentor’ to you?”

Another awkward pause dammit! “Uh, well, if you put it that way, yes. I mean, like how did you know?”

“Brandon, I wasn’t born yesterday. I see the way you look at me whenever I come into the store. I figured there was something up with you. Besides, to be perfectly honest, I think you’re kind of cute.” I was pretty sure I was gonna fall off the car seat.

“You do?”

“Yes, why? Do you find that hard to believe?”

“Uh, I have a twin sister, and in high school she was always the popular twin, getting dates and asked to parties, and I was always bullied for being the effeminate one.”

“Sounds familiar Brandon, although I don’t have a twin. I grew up as an only child. Tell me something. What are you doing right now? I imagine you just got off from work. It’s nine fifteen.”

“Nothing. I’m here in the parking lot of the store.”

“You probably didn’t have dinner yet, did you?”

“No I didn’t. I usually go home for that. I live with my parents. I’m home from college for the summer.”

“Well tell you what. I can order some Thai food. I know a great place. Why don’t you come over and we can talk. How does that sound?”

“Sure. I’m on my way now!”

I couldn’t believe my luck! I actually pulled it off. I got her address and Googled it. I probably could have used my cock on autopilot to find her house!

❤️❤️❤️


Two – The First Night

_________________

____

Debbie lived in an exclusive neighborhood which made me wonder what she did for a living. It took me about twenty minutes to get there, and I pulled up into a circular driveway and parked on the side of the front entrance way. Her car was a late model Mercedes sport, and my stupid Honda looked like shit parked next to it, however, she didn’t seem the type to be judgmental. I walked up the four granite steps and rang the bell. I never expected the site that greeted me.

Aside from the heavy makeup, thick eyelashes, purple eye shadow and crimson lip gloss, her long, jet black hair had purple highlights. In short – she was drop dead gorgeous. Now I had a rather nice sized cock which stuck up through the heavy material of my blue jeans. As soon as she opened the door, before any words came out of her mouth, she noticed my erection, and just smiled at me.

She had a leather outfit on with a jeweled black choker, short black leather skirt, red high stiletto heels with straps around the ankles, and black leather gloves that went up to her elbows. Her top was a black bodice that showed her cleavage, and it tied in the front with leather laces.

“Well hello Brandon! So glad you could make it. You must be hungry.”

“Yes, the Thai smells great.” She turned around for me to see.

“Like my outfit? It’s new. I plan to wear it out to clubs and parties. I live alone in case you’re wondering.”

“Yeah, I mean it’s, you’re – it’s beautiful.”

She smiled at my choice of words and quick bounce back.

She kissed me on the cheek, lingered a bit, and my chub did a happy dance in my jeans. She smelled from a sweet mixture of perfume, smoke, and strawberry shampoo.

“Come into the dining room while I bring the food out - I’m starved,” she said. I settled in and she sat next to me at the dining room table after bringing the food and paper plates in.

“Would you like some wine?”

“Yes please.

She stood examining a bottle she got from a cabinet. “It’s a Merlot, I hope you like it.”

Now being all of nineteen, what the hell did I know about wine? Nothing really. She poured us both a glass in expensive stemware. “So what shall we drink to?” she said, looking at me intently. I shrugged my shoulders. I was very nervous, and I was tongue tied which usually happens to me under these occasions.

“I know, here.” We clinked glasses and she said, “To new discoveries, how’s that?”

“Perfect,” I said. The wine went down smoothly, and I hoped it would loosen my tongue a bit and relax me because I had lots of questions.

“So let me ask you Brandon. Where are you with girls, or guys? Are you seeing anyone?”

Now I would unburden  myself of my tale of woe and misfortune. “Not at the moment. I knew I had some sort of a, a fetish? An interest in women’s clothing and dressing up. I borrowed some of my twin sister’s underwear, you know, lingerie (God what an idiot I was!), and tried stuff on, on the sly when I was alone, and now in college, I had no opportunities to dress, and explore things more.”

“I see. Well, do you like men?”

“You mean, am I homosexual?”

“Yes, and it’s okay. I don’t judge.”

“I don’t think so, but I seem to be attracted to transgender women. I watch a lot of YOUTUBE videos, and I belong to some Flickr groups, and I follow discussions on there, and go to transgender web sites, stuff like that. I have an internet persona for Flickr – I call myself Kaitlyn, and I discuss fantasies on there with them.”

“So I guess I turn you on then, huh?” My face was a beet red, maybe from the wine, or maybe from being read so accurately by her.

“Uh, well, yeah . . . I need someone to sort of help me get started I suppose. Someone who I can explore myself with?”

“I see.” She smiled and said, “I can help you with some things. How far we go is really up to you ‘Kaitlyn.’ I’m not seeing anyone at the moment, so I’m free.” That bit of information made me pleased and gave me some hope.

We finished our food and made small talk. Debbie never told me what she did, but she was very curious about me and seemed to soak in everything I said. After gathering our paper plates and straightening up, she reached into her black leather bag and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and slowly and seductively put one in the corner of her mouth, and flicked it to life with a silver butane lighter. She did a snap, French inhale and blew the smoke in my face. I was mesmerized by the sight. She saw my interest and smirked. “I think you want one of these, am I right Brandon?”

“Yes please.” I smoked a little pot in school, and I knew I wouldn’t choke and embarrass myself. My cock was dying for some relief, and she knew it.

She dangled her freshly lit cigarette in her mouth and handed me one slowly from the newly opened pack. Using the same lighter she lit me up, watching me intently. I puffed it to life and inhaled, just like her – a French inhale. She looked at my crotch and smiled. I held the cigarette like a girl without even thinking about it – very low to the end of the white filter between my index and middle finger.

“You know what I think Brandon? I think you have just a bit . . . (she was grinning at me, pinching her index and middle fingers together) of a smoking fetish.”

I looked like a deer trapped in the headlights of an oncoming truck. “Don’t worry about it dear. I do too. In fact, before I transitioned I used to dream about being a real, smoky slut. I believe we have that in common Brandon. I think lots of guys who start out cross dressing have a smoking fetish. I think it makes the sex better,” she said, giving me a knowing look.

“Debbie, when I went on Flickr, I noticed that too! Before I went on there, I used to think I was mentally ill!”

“Well, “Kaitlyn;” is it okay if I call you that?”

“Yeah, sure it is.”

“It’s nothing unusual and you are NOT mentally ill. All of the girls I hang out and party with have smoking fetishes. It’s just who we are – nothing to be ashamed about.”

She was right. I looked at her clothes with a real longing, a strong desire. Yes, I wanted to be a slut. I wanted to suck cock badly. I wanted to be taken apart by a transgender woman and ravaged.

We finished our food and Debbie stood up from her seat and slowly walked over to me. She took a big, cheek hollowing drag from her cigarette and leaned in and kissed me hard on the lips, exhaling her smoke into my lungs. I felt pre cum leaking from my cock, as her tongue worked its way around mine. She held me by the shoulders and picked me up, so I was standing right in front of her.

Debbie held her cigarette in one hand and the other hand was rubbing my cock through my jeans, as she kissed me. She moaned through the kiss. I was powerless to resist, and besides, why would I want to. This was filling in a missing piece of the puzzle.

She broke off me and said, “Let’s go into the living room, Kaitlyn.” She walked me backwards, still holding onto my shoulders and sat me down on the couch. Grabbing an ashtray and placing it on the coffee table, she continued kissing me. I pulled away and took a drag from my cigarette which had a long taper of ash on it. I did another French inhale. Debbie laughed and said, “When you’re nice and hooked Kaitlyn, you’ll feel like a real slut, and will love dressing . . . and fucking!”

I think she was right. Debbie clapped her hands, and some mellow jazz came on from speakers. The wine was doing its thing, and I was powerless, and she lay me back on the couch and opened the buttons on my shirt, running her gloved hand over my chest. The feel and smell of the leather was another turn-on for me.

We both crushed out our cigarettes in the ash tray, but before Debbie crushed hers out, she took a last drag and blew the smoke through a long strand of her jet black hair. She moved into me and kissed me with her smoky breath, then moved my face into the hair falling down over her bustier, giving me a nice close-up of her cleavage, and a sweet scent of a mix of strawberry shampoo and tobacco smoke. She stared at me intently with her emerald green eyes, and removed her gloves, revealing long, ruby red painted long fingernails.

“I want that cock of yours . . .” she said in a deep sultry voice, while slowly moving the zipper of my jeans down and unbuttoning them.

“Come on Kaitlyn,” she cooed. “Pick your ass up for me like a good girl. Remember, I control you now.” Whatever the game she was playing, I loved it and was helpless against it.

As I picked up my ass from the couch, she pulled my jeans and my boxers down to my ankles. Kneeling in front of me, she looked me in the eyes while slowly grabbing my cock in her hand, encircling it with four fingers against her palm. “Ummm,” she moaned and slowly brought my cock up to her closed lips; the soft texture of her lips causing another drop of pre cum to leak out from me. She pulled her lips off me, wet with my pre cum, and rubbed her finger over it, placing it into my mouth, giving me a taste of myself. I moved my tongue around the inside of my mouth, the sweet saltiness making me even more aroused.

Debbie reached into her black, leather bag and pulled out two more cigarettes, lighting them both up, puffing them to life and handing me one. The lipstick on my filter was another turn on, and I dragged on it, and held it in the same feminine way. Debbie took another drag and now placed her open mouth on my cock, her saliva making her slide easily over me, but only over the “helmet” of my cock. Smoke came out the sides of her mouth as she did so. Her tongue went up and down over my slit, and then encircled the helmet, rubbing farther down to the sensitive tuft of skin on my underside, going back and forth.

Her head now started slowly bobbing up and down over the entire length of my shaft. I felt the front of my cock hit the back of her throat, yet she took all my girth and length inside her seemingly effortlessly. I took another drag and placed my hand on the back of her head, reveling in the silky softness of her thick hair. I bucked my hips off the couch keeping in time to her head bobs.

The combination of this assault on all my senses was too much for me and I stiffened and shot a huge wad of cum into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. She made sucking and slurping noises, not wanting to lose a single drop. I shot not one, but three times into her. It was too much for her to handle and some of my jizz dribbled down the corners of her mouth. She continued sucking me until my cock was clean of cum. Then she came off me, staring at me, taking another drag of her cigarette and kissing me, giving me a taste of my own jizz even more. I used my tongue and licked the corners of her mouth, getting all the cum that didn’t go down her throat. We stayed kissing like that for a while, only coming off to take drags of our cigarettes and exhaling into each other’s mouths.

“Umm, you taste so delicious Kaitlyn. I may just have to keep you around for a while.”

“I’d love that Debbie.’

She dangled the cigarette from the side of her mouth and pulled me up off the couch. “I’m not quite done with you yet,” she said, laughing, and led me to the ornate staircase at the end of the living room. I wasn’t sure what would come next.

❤️❤️❤️


Three - Awakening

________________

____

Her bedroom was expansive. There was a red velvet loveseat in one corner, a bathroom attached, and an ornate dressing table with a mirror opposite her bed. A terrace with a sliding door overlooked a large backyard with a pool and a tennis court. I just had to know what she did to acquire such wealth.

“So how far have you gone with dressing Kaitlyn? I think you told me just your sister’s lingerie?” Just hearing that made me cringe. I still held onto some shame.

“Yeah, I never took it any father that that – but I enjoyed it so much.”

She laughed. “I bet you did. Let’s see if we can improve on it a bit.” Debbie walked over to her bureau of dresser drawers and pulled out a green satin G-String thong, and a bra that stretched in the back. Holding the bra in her hand she said, “I kept this one from when I first transitioned. It pulled my chest together and gave me the illusion of cleavage, but now with the aid of HRT you can see I no longer have the need for that.”

“Come on Kaitlyn, take your clothes off – all of it.”

I did as she told me and soon I was naked as a J Bird. Debbie came closer and inspected me. “Humm,” she said, with a hand studiously under her chin. “I’m going to have to shave you. But we’ll save that for the next time.”

She watched intently as I stepped into the G-String. The memories of my early adventures in my sister’s room quickly and pleasantly came back to me. My cock became rock hard again, so soon after cumming into her mouth, as I slowly pulled the silky satin up over my legs and placing it squarely over my junk. I adjusted the back string between my butt cheeks and felt “different.” I actually felt like I wanted cock. I wanted to be handled roughly and fucked into submission by a transgender woman while dressed. I was aching for it. Debbie watched me closely and smiled an evil, amused grin.

Next, I took the matching green laced bra and placed it over my head, feeling it pull my chest together. Looking down I saw what looked like cleavage appear where before there was none. It both fascinated and thrilled me.

“Good, good Kaitlyn. You’re about my size. Let’s put some makeup on you. I will have to get you a wig. I think I have something here for you,” she said as she walked over to her walk-in closet and reached for a box on the top shelf. She pulled out a long, pre styled auburn wig, with a part on the right side that made bangs go across my forehead. The hair flowed down to the small of my back.

She took me into her bathroom and made me sit in the chair in front of the vanity mirror. “No peeking. I’m keeping you sideways. I want to see your reaction after I’m done making you up.”

“Okay, sounds good. Let’s do it.”

She took out an elaborate, jeweled makeup kit with an assortment of brushes, and liquids. My boner was now about ready to break. Debbie seemed to read my mind and said, “You don’t get a cigarette until after I’m done with you.” She knew.

She took out a couple of bottles, thick, fake eyelashes, liquid mascara, eyebrow pencil, lipstick, even long, red fake nails – everything needed for my transition.

Debbie was a master at her work. She worked methodically and efficiently, and when she was done, she took the wig from the bedroom and placed it on top of my head. Electric shocks went through me as I moved my lips together, feeling the smooth moist lip gloss cover me, and the silky, long hair tickle my back. The main sensation was the G-String between my butt cheeks. I didn’t just want, but I craved cock. 

After she was done, she saw me moving around on the chair and admonished me to “be patient.” She pulled out the pack of Virginia Slims 120s and again lit up two at the same time, handing me one. I looked at “my mistress” and took a long, cheek hollowing drag, doing another French inhale.

“Okay Kaitlyn, you may look now,” she said like a master painter inviting a first viewing of a masterpiece. I doubted I would end up in the Met, but I knew she did a terrific job. That was an understatement. I was blown away by what looked back at me in the mirror. Hell, I looked much better than my sister Chelsea ever looked. I looked like a slutty version of her. A real, dick in the ass bimbo. My eyes, full of eyeshadow, mascara, and heavy, false eyelashes were opened wide.

“Debbie, I’m shocked! I don’t know what to say. You did a magnificent job. Truly wonderful!”

“Good, I’m glad you like it. You look good enough to fuck . . . what do you say?” she said as she took a perfect effeminate drag.

I smiled and nodded my head up and down. 

❤️❤️❤️


Four – All In

________________

____

Iloved feeling like a slut. The cigarette added a new dimension to the new me. I would only smoke while dressed. At least that’s what I told myself.

“You must be a bit chilled. I’ll get you something. Hold on, I’ll be right back,” Debbie said as she went downstairs. I kept admiring myself in the mirror and even put my hand down the front of my G-String. I took out my iPhone from my jeans pocket on the floor and took a selfie, with my eyes squinting from the smoke, and the cigarette dangling out the side of my mouth. I posted it on Flickr right away. I would look later and see all of my friend’s comments. I talked the talk, and now I was ready to walk the walk.

Debbie came back upstairs holding a beige, belted trench coat over her arm. “Here Kaitlyn, this should keep you a bit warmer and also arouse you. Am I right?”

She was. The silky polyester lining felt so good against my bare skin. As Debbie looked on, I took my cock out and rubbed it against the cool, smooth material. Debbie smiled. “Yeah, I thought so. I have a thing for these trench coats too.”

I took a drag, looking at myself in the mirror and took another selfie for posting.

“What’s that for Kaitlyn? Can’t believe it?”

“Oh no, that’s for my Flickr friends.”

“Okay, nice. I get it. You want some positive reinforcement.”

“Exactly,” I said smiling.

“How about a little roleplay?”

“Sure. What did you have in mind?”

“Let’s pretend I caught Brandon smoking, and masturbating in the bathroom, and now I’m going to teach him a lesson, by dressing him up as Kaitlyn, force him to keep smoking, and learn what it feels like to be a real slut!”

“Okay, and who are you supposed to be Debbie?”

“I’m your wicked transgender auntie Debbie, and you live in my home. How’s that?”

My cock was vibrating on its own I was so turned on.

“Ready?”

“Totally,” I answered.

Now the roleplay began.

“For the beginning, go in the bathroom with your cigarette, and we’ll pretend you aren’t dressed or made up yet.”

I did as I was told, shivering with excitement.

Debbie knocked on the bathroom door. “Brandon, what are you doing in there? It’s been twenty minutes!”

“Okay auntie, sorry. I’m coming right out!”

“Brandon, I SMELL SMOKE! ARE YOU SMOKING IN THERE?”

Debbie pushed the door open and caught me with my hand around my cock, and holding a cigarette with my other hand.

“So, I see you like smoking like a girl! Let’s see how you like being a girl.”

“If you want to live here, you’ll do as I say. Now sit down and let me put your makeup on.

I had a “defeated look” on my face and Debbie quickly pretended to make me up. Then she made me crush out my cigarette. She grabbed me by the wrist and led me outside the bathroom into the bedroom.

“Now how do you like yourself. Here,” she said taking out a cigarette – one for her and one for me. Instead of lighting them both simultaneously, she lit herself up and then “angrily” lit mine up.

“Now smoke it – nice big drags my little slut!”

I pretended to cry but was enjoying every moment.

With her cigarette hanging out of her mouth she said, “I’m going to fuck you silly, and eventually, strange men will come here and fuck you too!” she yelled. Just the thought of that almost made me cum on the spot.

“Now get on the bed on all fours, slut!”

I did as I was told, facing the front of the bed.

Without a word, Debbie flipped the bottom of the trench coat over my back. “Now prepare yourself,” she said.

She hopped on the bed behind me, and took her leather skirt off. She was wearing a G-String like mine, which she pulled down below her knees. Reaching into her night stand table she pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and began to smear it all over my ass, and down to my balls. For good measure she stuck her index finger full of jelly into my cherry asshole. I straightened and an “ooh” came out of my mouth.

“I’m being extra polite to you now Brandon by using the jelly. Next time, maybe you won’t be so lucky.” She took some more of the jelly and placed it on her massive cock.

“Keep your eyes facing front, sissy!” she ordered.

I felt the tip of her cock playing around at the entrance to my boy pussy. Very slowly, and with great care, like a tease, she entered me just enough, so her head disappeared up my ass.

“I am going to turn you into such a SLUT!!” she yelled. This was turning her on too. We were birds of a feather.

I felt a strange fullness, like I had to go, every time she pulled out of me. Then she rammed me about half-way in, holding my butt cheeks apart. I clenched my fists and grabbed the bed sheets in pain. She pulled out and went in again. This time the pain was less, and it felt – different, pleasurable.

“Now how do you like this, my little sissy!?” I didn’t answer. I was beyond words, and she picked up her pace and went faster and faster.

“Oh God, you’re so fucking tight, Brandon. You really know how to please your auntie!”

She went faster and faster inside me, and I felt her stiffen, hands pressing tight against my butt cheeks, and shoot a huge wad of cum all the way up, inside me, filling me with an exquisitely pleasurable wet warmth. At the same time, I felt a feeling welling up from deep inside me, like a sneeze that was dying to come out. I tensed up, grabbed my cock, and shot another load out onto the sheets. It was incredible – my first “sissygasm,” as I was to learn it was called. It was more intense than any orgasm I could get from jerking off.

Debbie kept going faster and faster, and I could feel her cum dripping down the inside of my butt cheeks. Then, after a few minutes she pulled out of me.

“I hope you learned your lesson! Here – time for you to smoke again. You’re going to become an insane, smoky bimbo. That’s your punishment. This is going to happen every day. I am going to enjoy watching you get rammed by a whole host of different men each night until you become the cum slut you were meant to be!”

She “forcefully” pushed another cigarette on me and lit me up.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

________________

____

“Whoa, that was fun Kaitlyn. Did you enjoy yourself?” It was more of a rhetorical question. I knew I found something I loved, as well as the answer to the puzzle of who I was. The fact that Debbie was twice my age, and I could please her, turned me on too.

“Yeah, very much. I’m just a little sad because at the end of the summer I have to go back to school, and I won’t see you until I can come home for vacations.”

“Well, maybe that won’t be the case,” Debbie said, deep in thought. I told her where I went to college, and she was well-acquainted with the area. “As you can see dear, I do quite well for myself. I have an online finance business that I do from home, and I can pretty much go where I want, when I want. So it wouldn’t be a stretch to say that I could come visit you on weekends at school, and we could get a hotel room – a luxury hotel room, and continue our relationship.”

“That would be wonderful,” I said, quite pleased.

“Besides,” she said smiling, “we still have the rest of the summer.”

Our relationship lasted, year after year while I was in school. After I graduated, I decided, with Debbie’s help to transition in full. I, like her, used HRT. I kind of liked having a cock! It was great, she helped me out with clothes, makeup – everything. She was like a sugar momma to me and mentor in every way. Also, I was able to go with Debbie to different T-Girl meetups and have loads of fun. I mean that quite literally!

I felt much better about myself, and indeed became the smoky, cum-slut of all my fantasies! The best was yet to come.

❤️❤️❤️
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One

_____________

__

A New Hobby

Everyone keeps secrets. One thing I’ve learned in my twenty-six years on this planet, is that some secrets are easier to keep when you live alone by yourself. My name is Trevor Caine, and I’m an organizational planner. It’s pretty self-explanatory, I think. I plan events for big and small companies, different venues, all kinds of events, entertainment, food, the whole nine yards. If your party sucks, it’s my fault, and I get canned. I’m self-employed, so getting canned means I don’t get to eat. I like to eat.

Last week, I got an interesting e-mail. It was from a private group that meets once a month in someone’s home, and they do social events and catered meetups, stuff like that.

They sent me a link to their website. It was a private, invitation only, LGBTQ+ group. This was always something that interested me, but in a roundabout way.

You see, ever since I was thirteen years old, I’ve had a fetish for beautiful women who smoked. As I got older, I toyed with the idea of pretending to be a girl that would serve my needs. When I was fifteen, I “experimented.” I “borrowed” clothing, mostly panties; soft, satin panties from my older sister, Caroline. I would take and hide them in my sock drawer, so my mother, and anyone else who went snooping through my things couldn’t find them.

I was home alone one day after school, and my parents wouldn’t be home until six o’clock, and Caroline had college classes until eight. Plenty of time for me to play.

The first time I stepped into those boxer satin panties, and felt them go up my legs was an unbelievable experience. They felt so good - nice and cool against the skin of my legs. Now, once I slipped them over my cock, that was a whole other experience. I got hard immediately, and thought I would stay that way forever. I knew I found a passion that would stay with me for the rest of my life.

It didn’t take long for me to start doing this every day after school, on weekends, and whenever I could. I even sized up the situation and kept a pair of my sister’s for myself. Unfortunately, I picked one of her favorites, and when she announced that one of her favorite pairs was missing, she immediately thought my mother had taken them by mistake.

Little did she realize that her little shit of a brother did the nasty deed. Looking back on it, she may have suspected me, but nothing was ever said about it; so I got away clean. My sister and I at that time didn’t have the closest of relationships.

For the last two years since I started my own business and moved out of the house into my own apartment, I became more consumed by my fetish, and my “peculiar” desires. I was a regular as far as watching different YOUTUBE videos, FLICKR photo collections of crossdressers and transgender women, even becoming jealous at their apparent freedom to dress and do as they pleased. I even got a fake screen name and joined a couple of these FLICKR groups.

I didn’t have a girlfriend, although I wasn’t a virgin. I entered into some discussion groups and got tips on makeup, where to buy clothing and intimate apparel online, things like that. I had a little “back and forth” thing going with them.

I was fascinated watching videos of parties and social hook-ups at people’s houses, where the transgender women and cross dressers had sex, and seemed to have a blast doing it. There was no shame, everyone was together. I wished that I could be part of a group like that, but as much as I wished, I never acted on it.

Yet I was tired of creepy bars, and going after drunken sluts, and having brief affairs that went nowhere. I knew deep inside that I would never be happy with a straight girl. Funny though, I didn’t consider myself to be homosexual. I decided that I would have sex with a cross dresser or a transgender female. Names and categories were unimportant to me, and to most of the people that I met online.

Then one day, I acted out. I purchased a wig online, a bra that pulled the fat of my chest together and some makeup from an online store that catered to cross dressers. Since I lived alone, I didn’t have to worry about anyone poking around in my stuff, asking questions.

I had a nice, slim, body type and regular good looks that would make me look like an attractive woman. I even started smoking; long, all white, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes.

So one evening, I put everything on, and looked at myself in the mirror. Hell, even I wanted to fuck me! That’s how good I looked - just in lingerie. I would need some actual coaching and practice before I would go out in public dressed up - plus I lacked the outer clothing. I decided to pick a female name for myself. I thought about it awhile, and came up with “Tiffany,” which I got from my real name Trevor. I guess keeping the “T” made sense at the time. Tiffany became my new online identity, complete with e-mail address and Facebook Page.

I walked around my bedroom and stood in front of the mirror mounted on the back of my bedroom door. I “talked” to it. Hi sexy, I bet you just wanna come over and fuck my brains out, right? I made my tongue go around my lips, and reached in and massaged my cock while I was admiring myself. After I took everything off, I went and jerked off, a Virginia Slim clenched in my teeth.

I can’t explain the release, the absolute pleasure that acting out gave me. It was like a drug -this cross dressing, smoke fetish thing; and I was hooked.


❤️❤️❤️

Two

_______________

___

The Client

The client e-mail that I mentioned before came from what looked like a small social group; the type that I’ve seen on Meet-Up, the social platform for bringing together people with similar interests. They were throwing an event, for about fifty people, and needed a venue, and food, etc.

They described themselves as “a safe place where cross dressers and transgenders of all types could meet, socialize, plan events, and make new friends.” That was exactly what I needed. I bypassed my regular business practice of e-mailing them back, and instead decided to call the contact person; the head of this group, since my interest was also personal.

The leader of the group was a woman named Lynn, who lived not far from me, maybe a few towns over. They had some pictures on a FLICKR account, which peaked my interest: Transgender women on couches kissing, smoking, giving blowjobs, always smiling, and having a good time overall. The part that had me excited the most was a statement that “new members are always welcome, and clothing and makeup will be provided if you don’t have your own.” This was perfect for me! Right away, my anxieties and sense of shame were lifted. I wouldn’t be required to give my full name, or personal details.

Lynn would be the only one who knew that I was the planner of the event. So I called her. The group called itself, interestingly enough “Women of Discretion.”

So, I got the courage and picked up the phone and called.

“Hello Lynn?”

“Yes, speaking, how can I help you?

“This is Trevor Caine, of ‘Event Planning Centre.’ Normally, I would have responded by e-mail, but this is also personal, so I felt I needed to call first and introduce myself.”

“Go ahead Trevor, I’m listening.”

“Uh, this is a bit embarrassing, but here’s the situation. I’m, uh, I guess you could say, a transvestite, but a beginner. I’m twenty-six years old. I’m interested in joining your group and checking it out, as well as my business interest in planning your upcoming event. Also, I don’t have any clothing of my own, and was hoping you could help me out with that.”

“That’s fine Trevor, it’s not a problem at all,” she said. I went on to explain exactly where I was at now; what I had done so far as dressing, and also my “experiments” while I was a teenager. I didn’t leave any detail out. I felt like I was pouring my heart out and “confessing” to a very understanding person.

“You know, Trevor, many of us started the same way you’re doing now. We can definitely help, and you’ll find this a very friendly, welcoming atmosphere.” Next we went on to discuss the business part of my call, and to my surprise, she said “yes” on the spot! I suppose she believed that since I wanted an “in” to the community, that my company would do a terrific job at her event.

She asked me if I would like to come to the next get-together at her house, which would be this Saturday evening. Since my “busy” social life had an opening I said “yes!” I asked her what I should bring, and she said, “bring whatever you like, we’ll supply everything else.”

******

The only things I brought to Lynn’s house were the lingerie I had; my favorite blue satin panties with the string going down my butt crack, the forming bra that pulled my chest fat together, and the black, sheer, above-knee, strapped pantyhose with a girdle. In other words, I was ready to play. I knew I would have a boner wearing the stuff. Hell, I had one on the way over just thinking about it all.

I walked in, and Lynn welcomed me with a hug and a kiss, which was nice indeed, and she introduced me to the group. My role as the event planner, she didn’t mention.

There were four other, I assumed cross dressers there. Two of them I could spot as men, the other two, including Lynn, I couldn’t tell at all. As for myself, I knew I could pass easily as a woman. I had “feminine” hands, not a big Adam’s Apple, and my figure was fine. I had more rounded hips than a typical guy - a fact which caused endless bullying in middle and high school. Here, I sensed immediately, was no fear.

“Ladies,” she said, “I’d like you all to meet ‘Tiffany.’ She’ll be joining our group.” I told Lynn my feminine persona name ahead of time. They all came over to me, and we made small talk; all of them very reassuring. One of them caught my eye and gave me a rather intense look - that was Faye; the most attractive and feminine creature there.

Now, Faye was a gorgeous brunette with hair that reached down to her ample cleavage, brown eyes, long legs, and dressed provocatively in a long, black satin skirt with a high slit up the side, a white satin, long sleeved blouse and stood about five feet nine inches tall in four-inch stiletto heels, that strapped around her ankles. Her lipstick was cherry red, and her eye shadow was a dark purple with heavy black mascara and black eyeliner. I was smitten right away.

“Ladies, I’m going to dress Tiffany, and make her more comfortable,” Lynn said. Faye gave me a ‘fuck me now’ look. I was incredibly hard. My mind was racing, and I was hoping that my looks would turn her on the same way, if not more.

So Lynn took me upstairs to her bathroom on the second floor, which looked like a beautician’s shop. I had dirty blond hair and brown eyes, and Lynn was working with that.

We, or rather she decided that I would look best as a total blonde, long hair, peach lipstick, brown eyebrow pencil to fill in my brows which were thin anyway, black eyeliner with black mascara, and a white dress - a hot white dress which went to about mid-thigh level with thin shoulder straps, and three-inch high heels.

The bra helped to give the illusion of cleavage, which the low cut of the dress helped to show off. My eyes, which were brown, she accented nicely with bronze eyeshadow. I practiced with other shoes I had at home, and not only did that develop my calf muscles, but the shoes, combined with the dress, really made me something to look at. I hoped Faye would think so.

The only problem was my big, hard, cock. “Oh no, that won’t do at all,” Lynn said as she looked at my hard-on tenting up through the dress. She disappeared into her bedroom and pulled out a piece of clothing she said was a “gaff,” an extra padding in my panties that would hide an erection. As she handed it to me she smiled and said, “we can use this, unless you’d rather have a “chastity cage” on your cock and balls. When you get hard, it will hurt!” she said with a mischievous grin.

“No thanks Lynn,” I replied. “I’ll take the gaff.”

Lynn smiled and said, “Yeah, I thought you would.”

When we went downstairs everyone applauded. For the first time in my life, I felt complete. No doubt at all how great I looked. One person in particular seemed to be really “wowed” by my presence - that was Faye.

She walked over to me, her heels making a sexy sounding “clack clack” on the floor. “Wow Tiffany,” she said, “you sure do turn out good!”

“Why thank you,” I said, harder than a rock. The other three girls and Lynn were seated on the couch having drinks and talking with one another.

“So let me ask you something, Tiffany,” Faye said. “I assume that you’ve never been with a trans woman before, would that be accurate?”

“Yes, that part is true, “ I said. “Now it’s my turn.”

“Sure, anything,” and she smiled.

“Please don’t take this the wrong way, but did you transition; I mean, HRT, drugs?”

“Well, yes. I’m thirty two, and in my mid-twenties I took HRT, but no surgery - you see, I love having a cock,” and she stuck her tongue out and licked around her lips.

“By the way, Tiffany, if you decide that’s what you want to do, I know a really good doctor in the city. She’s a trans woman herself and can help you.” Then her mood changed, and she studied me up and down. I had no idea what to expect.

She reached into her bag and took out an all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette with a thin, silver butane lighter, lighting herself up. “Oh forgive me, how rude! I was going to ask if you wanted a cigarette, Tiffany. There is something highly erotic about watching very hot women smoke, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes, thank you Faye. I’ll take one, thanks. I happen to have a very big smoke fetish.” Faye did a snap inhale, nodding her head in agreement, and I watched her exhale a perfect plume overhead towards the ceiling.

“Yeah, I love the way the smoke smells in a girl’s hair, her body, and kissing her deeply; getting a taste of her smoky breath,” she said.

We both sat there, smoking and each taking a glass of wine from a bottle on the table next to us. Now the only question was where we would take this to.

“Tell you what Tiffany. I’d like to be the first transwoman to, uh, God this is going to sound so ‘high schoolish,’” and she rolled her eyes up at me, which only made me want her more, “to make out with you.” I started to get up, meaning to go upstairs to find a bedroom, then I sat down as she gently placed her hand on my forearm holding the wineglass.

“Yes, Faye, I’d like that very much.” And just like that, this beautiful woman and me locked lips, moving slowly at first, gently, like an experiment. She parted and said softly: “There’s no reason to go upstairs. The girls do practically everything here.” Sure enough, looking around the room, I saw Lynn on the other couch with the other three girls. There was soft music playing, and Lynn set the lights to dim a bit, making things cozy.

I grabbed Faye around the shoulders and kissed her, sticking the tip of my tongue into her mouth, her lips parting just enough to let my tongue inside. She was playing with it, sucking it. Then she pulled off me, took a deep, cheek hollowing drag from her cigarette, kissed me again, and exhaled her smoke into me.

I was beyond hard, and thought I would come in my gaff. The feelings I had were indescribably luscious. I decided then and there that this was too good, I would have to transition. But this was a good start.

Now our tongues were wrapped around each other’s; deep, passionate. She took my hand and placed it on her right breast. I could feel her nipple getting hard, almost poking up through her satin blouse. These were real women’s breasts! I had trouble wrapping my head around that one, but it didn’t make me want to stop. I was too deeply into this. She wasn’t wearing a bra either, making it easy.

Faye began to moan as we continued kissing, and I moved my hand under her blouse to her other breast, pinching the nipple gently between my index finger and thumb.

Her hand reached down and touched my boner through the dress. The gaff hid it well, but she definitely knew it was there. The tips of her painted fingernails were pressing it, and I could feel it - a tingling sensation running down my body. She got close to me and whispered: “I want to suck on your gurl-cock, right now, please Tiffany.”

So I hiked my dress up to mid-thigh level and worked my cock free from the side of the gaff and the thong, and it was free. I was a beautiful shemale, like some exotic Thai. Now she reached down and grabbed my cock, and was impressed by its girth. I did have a rather large cock at eight inches long, and wide. Her whole hand grabbed it, and gently slid up and down the shaft. I could now feel a bit of pre cum leaking out.

She took a last drag of her cigarette - I still had mine, burning in the ashtray, and she let out a smoky exhale right onto my cock, as she took it between her lips. She played with the head of my cock, sliding it between her lips. Then she took all of me, sliding her wet tongue up and down my shaft, and bobbing her head.

I met each of her head movements with hip thrusts. It was the best blow job of the limited ones I’ve had in my life - I know, sad. I couldn’t contain myself any longer and I shot a full load into Faye’s mouth, my cum dripping out of the sides of her mouth.

She broke off and kissed me, giving me a taste of my own jizz. I wasn’t thinking anything other than that a woman had given me the best blowjob of my life, and I wanted more. I wanted more of Faye, I had to see her again even after tonight. I think she felt the same way. If anyone was going to help me on my journey, I knew it would have to be Faye.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

_______________

___

Don’t Analyze, Utilize!

Lynn’s doorbell rang and maybe five new girls came in. I had asked Lynn and she told me that this was every Saturday night. The special event that she needed my service for was two months away and it would be for club members and their significant others. If that event was for significant others, I wondered who all these women were hooking up with tonight? But that was none of my business.

I was surprised when Lynn announced, “Ladies, I’d like you to meet our newest member, Tiffany!” I got red-faced right away, because I am the shy type, and not used to receiving lots of attention. They came over to me with smiles, and kisses; really a nice group.

The doorbell rang again about fifteen minutes later and a middle aged man was greeted at the front door by Lynn. They hugged and chatted for a while; obviously they were more than just casual acquaintances. Could this be a new cross dresser like me? I got my answer soon enough. Lynn walked into her kitchen, dimmed the lights, and came out with a cake with three lit candles on it.

“Okay girls! Listen up! In honor of our newest member, Tiffany, and her first appearance in dress, we are having a cake to celebrate her arrival on the scene!” All the girls, and the middle aged stranger in the room applauded, and some of them even whistled. I couldn’t have been more embarrassed, but Faye stood right next to me; her arm reassuringly around my shoulder.

The middle aged guy looked like the actor Fred MacMurray from the Sixties sitcom “My Three Sons;” a spitting image in fact, minus the pipe. Lynn continued. “Also ladies, some of you are acquainted with our other guest - Eddie.”

I whispered into Faye’s ear: “Who’s Eddie? What’s the deal?” Fay looked at me and smiled.

“Let’s see. Oh, Eddie’s like a tradition here, like a team mascot you might say.”

“Okay,” I said, “but what does he do. I mean, like, what is his purpose here?”

Faye smiled at me; more like a mischievous grin. “You’ll find out soon enough. It’s like . . . well let’s just say it’s part of your initiation into the group! We’ve all done it honey, so don’t worry about it. Besides, I’ll be with you the whole way. In the meantime, let’s get some cake and socialize,” she said, grabbing a Virginia Slim from her bag, offering me one.

Both of us lit up, and Eddie was staring at me and Faye. I could spot a smoking fetish in a guy from a mile away. In a way, I almost felt sorry for them. The “new me’ - Tiffany, had like a super power over these guys.

“Here Faye, Tiffany, have some cake,” Lynn said, holding out two paper plates and a fork -  “it’s really good - chocolate mousse.” We each took a plate and sat back down on the couch, watching Eddie mingle with the other girls. He was seated on the couch on the other side of the room, and looked right at home. Then, we watched as he got up and walked over to us.

“Good evening, ladies. Faye, why don’t you introduce me to the guest of honor tonight?”

“Oh sure Eddie,” this is Tiffany. She’s new. I mean really absolutely green new.”

“Well, well, nice to meet you Tiffany. I’m sort of, well let’s just say Lynn’s business partner and an ‘advisor’ of sorts to the group.” I didn’t question any of this, but it appeared that this was more than just an innocent social group. What exactly, I would find out soon enough.

Eddie kind of creeped me out a little, but I trusted Faye and Lynn. Then Eddie turned to us. “Tiffany, Faye; how would you girls like to come upstairs with me now?” I could see through Eddie’s pants and saw he had a nice hard-on going. Faye took the lead.

“Sure Eddie, Tiff, let’s go!”

I looked around the room and saw Lynn giving a blow job to Marilyn, and Daisy was blowing one of the newer girls. I surprised myself by how hard I was, even after getting the excellent head from Faye. I remembered an old saying: Don’t analyze, utilize!

❤️❤️❤️


Four

_______________

___

Tricks of the Trade

The upstairs of Lynn’s house was spacious. There was a master bedroom with sliding doors that opened onto a terrace overlooking a backyard with a lighted swimming pool and tennis courts. She evidently had money, and lots of it. I wondered if it was tied in somehow to this “social club.” There were a total of four bedrooms in the house. Two of them were being utilized judging from the sounds of pleasure coming out from behind the closed doors.

Eddie led us into the master bedroom. On the table in front of the dressing mirror was a variety of sex toys laid out: cock rings, butt plugs, and three silicone dildos of assorted sizes. They aroused me. My cock was just waiting for the right moment to bust out of the gaff that was holding it in.

Eddie went to the side of the bed and sat himself down in a chair that was next to the wall past the foot of the bed and started undressing down to his boxer shorts. Faye turned to me, and took a drag of her cigarette, and exhaled a smoky kiss into my lungs. I was going to come any second. I think she knew the effect that would have on me. It certainly turned Eddie on. He had his hand down his boxers stroking himself.

“Okay sweetheart,” Faye said. “Let’s get comfortable.” She led me over to the bed and lie down, pulling up her black, satin skirt. She kicked off her thong, and for the first time I got a good look at her gurl cock. She saw me looking with interest and said, “See Tiffany, why would any of us G U R L S (spelling it out) want to not have a cock? They come in very handy don’t you see?”

“Yes,” I said. “They certainly do!”

“Don’t mind Eddie,” Faye said. “He’ll get his turn soon. He’s busying himself now!” and she laughed. I still had my cigarette, and I took a drag and put it in the ashtray on the night table. I grabbed Faye, getting on top of her and exhaling into her mouth. I felt her cock, and I wanted it, badly.

I straddled her and put my peach-glossed lips over her cock tip, and I could already taste her salty pre cum. I loved the way it felt between my lips. This was a night of firsts - The first time I ever had a cock in my mouth, and I was so glad it belonged to Faye.

“Come on my little sissy cum slut; that’s it, take me inside those delicious lips.” I sort of played with her cock a little bit; kissing it softly, getting a feel for its texture, its taste. I played with the shaft, running the tips of my painted nails over the surface of it.

Faye started to moan which made me even harder, I thought I would poke a hole through my gaff. Now I took all of her inside me. For my first time I was glad I got Faye’s cock. It wasn’t as big as mine. At least I wasn’t choking on it! I got it nice and slippery. I ran the top of my tongue over her sensitive bottom, going back and forth slowly; a tease really. Faye pressed her hands on top of my silly hair, “Oh fuck, Tiff, you’re killing me! Don’t stop!”

I went faster and faster, teasing was over - this was all out sucking. She bucked her hips up to meet the motion of my head on her. She let out a grunt, grabbing my hair with her fists, and I felt a hot, wet warmth encircle her cock inside my mouth. She kept coming like this was her first time all year. I couldn’t help it but some of her delicious jizz ran down the corners of my mouth. The sluttier I perceived myself to be the harder I got.

I kept on sucking like a kid who didn’t want to surrender a lollipop. I felt Faye lose some of her hard on, and I pulled off her and kissed her, giving her a taste of her own jizz, which she happily drew out of my mouth. She licked the corners of my mouth and my chin where there was still some of it left.

“Okay, wow Tiff; that was sooo good. You are mine! You hear that? I’m gonna be yours forever.”

“Let’s have a cigarette,” I said. I needed to celebrate my first time as a smoky cum-slut, and I loved it. So I lit us both up and I was looking at Eddie in the corner. Both Faye and I were laughing at him. He looked like a dam that was about to burst.

“What’s the matter Eddie? Feeling a little frustrated?” Faye said. Then turning to me she said, “Men!” and we both laughed some more at Eddie’s predicament.

But Eddie was quick, he was out of his boxers, and I was dying to come again. “Okay Tiffany, it’s my turn now,” the lecherous bastard said. I looked at Faye for support, and she put her hand on my shoulder. “Don’t worry honey, you’re going to love this!” What “this” was, I had an idea. Liking it, I wasn’t quite convinced.

******

“Come on sweetheart,” Eddie said. “Hike up that dress of yours.” I did as he asked, and with his hands, I could swear they were shaking, pulled the g string out of my ass and pushed it aside. There was a jar of coconut oil and Faye took some in her hand, and put a generous helping on my ass, even sticking her finger inside me to do it. I got a jolt of electricity when she had her finger in my ass. She was careful not to tear me with her nail.

Then she coated Eddie’s starving cock with it too, and stood up and walked over to the chair where Eddie had been sitting, lighting a cigarette as she did so. “Okay Tiffany,” Eddie said, like a horny school principal, get on your hands and knees.” I did so, and he said, “that’s it - nice! Ok.”

Now was a time for another first. I felt another man’s cock against my puckered asshole. He grunted and inserted the tip of his cock inside me, and I felt a fullness, like, you know. He played a bit at the opening, just putting his head in and out of me. It started feeling, well, it felt good. I was hungry for it. The words that came out of me next surprised Faye, and they sure as hell surprised me! “Come on Eddie, ram me! I want you to enjoy yourself. My ass is all yours.”

“Okay angel, that’s what Eddie wants to hear,” he said, referring to himself in the third person. He went farther in, but slowly, pulling out each time, then going in again and again, until he was all the way inside me. He groaned, and sizzled. At the same time, I was getting as hard as a rock, and I grabbed my cock, and started rubbing it.

Faye came over, surprising me, kissing me on the mouth, and smearing some coconut oil on my cock as well. Now I really had a good grip on my slippery pole and began stroking myself in earnest.

Eddie kept pumping me from behind, going faster and faster. I felt a very pleasant new sensation, like I was going to come. I didn’t think that could make me feel this way, but I just went along with it. I loved the way my ass just swallowed up Eddie’s cock and made it disappear. His balls were smacking my ass, or as Faye later called it, my “boy pussy.”

Eddie now groaned and I felt a hot jet of cum driving deep inside of me. The feel of that made me cum as well into my hand. I gripped my cock harder, really enjoying my orgasm. Eddie smacked my ass a couple of times, and I loved it, being treated like a total slut. I wanted him to cum on my face.

The three of us stayed in the room, and eventually that’s exactly what happened. I gave Eddie a blow job later after we both played with Faye, and he pulled out and shot a hot load right into my face. I now had residual cum dripping out of my ass, and on my mascara and eye shadow, making my carefully made up face run. I felt great, like I had overcome some hurdle; like I had finally arrived.

Eventually we came downstairs, and the girls were still busy with themselves, but when they saw me come down with Eddie and Faye, they all applauded and cheered me. It was like they had all been there before, and done the same thing. I passed the group’s initiation.

Lynn walked over to us smiling. “So Eddie,” she said. “How did our new girl do?”

“Oh Lynn,” he said. You have nothing to worry about. This one here,” and he squeezed my shoulder, “is going to be a very welcome addition for our  . . .” he was struggling for the right words. “ . . .for our club!”

Epilogue

Needless to say, my company got the contract for Lynn’s party, of which I was also a big participant, and that job led to many others for similar social organizations. But I belonged to Lynn’s. I was officially a member of “Women of Discretion.” Also Faye and I stayed together as a couple, and she eventually moved in with me. In no time, we had enough income to move into a bigger place. Each of us had different “dates” from time to come, but Faye always came back to me, and I to her.

❤️❤️❤️


GET MORE STORIES!

I truly hope you enjoyed this series. Follow me from my AMAZON AUTHOR Page, to get updates whenever I come out with a new story – which is usually weekly!

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica
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