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One

CASEY WAS LOOKING HERSELF OVER in the mirror with a quiet intensity before going out. The small bulb lights on her bathroom vanity cast subtle shadows across her features as she leaned in closer, her fingers carefully blending in a touch of rouge into her cheeks. She paused, then traced her lips with a bit more lip gloss, smacking them together gently. Her long auburn hair fell in waves, brushed to a deliberate perfection that hinted at control—and perhaps, at secrets.

Very pleased with herself, satisfied, and turning from side to side, she murmured just above a whisper, Damn girl, you’re HOT AS FUCK! With her studded and belted short leather jacket, “grunge” denim skirt, and leather boots that went up to her thighs covering them like armor, she slipped on her fingerless leather gloves. Casey felt powerful, dark, and deeply seductive. Tonight was a special gathering. It wasn’t a high school reunion per se, where you would be expected to spend about a hundred fifty for a catered buffet, and wear a dress gown, or see the guys in suits. No, this was as unofficial as they go. It was an “off-year” – two years to be exact since the five year reunion.

Social media had made this reunion possible; the ease in which people could stay in touch. The high school in Connecticut Casey attended was a large, but suburban-rural school, and most people had moved far away, but there was still a core of people who lived in the state, or in the Tri-State Area of New York, New Jersey, or Pennsylvania. These people would come. She knew they would. Casey was on the fringes of her group, keeping her FACEBOOK posts to one or two words, never volunteering photos or personal information. She liked it that way – private, personal. She had secrets.

Casey was the one people wondered about, the one whose life was a question mark, whose social media revealed little and whose presence always seemed to hint at something more. She shared her life with very few people since graduation. Her story was very different from that of her classmates. In high school, Casey was known as “Cliff,” and was a jock and a bully. She, or “he” back then made life miserable for a select few classmates who he enjoyed pushing around, physically and verbally. One thing was missing though. Guys like Cliff usually had a flock of female groupies hovering around them, all vying for attention – but not Cliff. He stayed with the guys from the football and lacrosse teams. No one thought much of it until Cliff showed up at the five year reunion as “Casey;” the transition having taken place during her college years.

After that reunion, there was a flurry of chatter on social media sites the class kept in touch through. Most offered praise and encouragement to the new “Casey,” but she never responded to them. She remained an enigma and was the subject of much rumor and speculation. Her life was a question mark, and was a person whose presence always seemed to hint at something more. No one even knew what Casey did for a living.

The reunion was to take place at a local sports bar – “THE BULLPEN.” It was usually a crowded place that had a party room off to the side. That’s where Casey’s class would meet. Maybe they were going to have about twenty or thirty people at this thing – no catering, everyone paid their own way, except for the rental of the party room. That was a ten dollar fee collected in advance by the reunion committee. The way Casey figured it: what the fuck – it’s just a night out.

Larry Ondress was another classmate who would be coming. Now Larry was a different sort altogether. He was a quiet, shy type in high school and never made a presence on social media. His FACEBOOK page didn’t even have a profile photo on it. He rarely answered messages and the only way he found out about the impromptu mini-reunion was from his two friends and high school classmates Jimmy and Ted Jacoby – identical twins. They were pretty much the only friends that Larry had, and they remained in touch. The twins were roommates in a small apartment they shared in New Haven. Both of them worked at an accounting firm. Larry lived in New Haven as well, but saw the twins infrequently. He worked for a company that offered services to dental labs, and the work was pretty much remote. He liked it that way.

As far as the social scene with girls, Larry wasn’t much for that. He never tried online dating sites and the few dates that he went on were set-ups from well-meaning relatives or friends from work. So at twenty-five years old, Larry was still a novice when it came to girls. It didn’t bother him because he had everything he, as an introvert needed: a gaming console and books.

Jimmy and Ted didn’t tell Larry one little piece of information about the reunion: The fact that Casey would be there, because if Larry had known, he likely would have passed on the invitation. That’s because Larry was one of the select few that Casey, or “Cliff” as she was known back in the day, beat up on pretty regularly. Jimmy and Ted were curious to see if Larry would even recognize his former bully and what his reaction would be. Truth be told, that was the main reason they even told Larry about the party. Larry had declined to go the five year reunion two years ago, and therefore had no idea about Cliff’s transition.

One night in their apartment the week before the Saturday evening reunion at The Bullpen, the twins were talking about it. “So how do you think Larry’s gonna react when the hottest girl at the place turns out to be ‘Cliff,’ Jimmy?”

Jimmy was laughing. “Well that all depends on whether or not Larry even cares that girls are at the party!” Now Ted was laughing too. Neither of them had dates to bring to the party, so they really shouldn’t have been making fun of Larry in the first place.

“Hey Jimmy, whaddya’ think would happen if Cliff tries to hit on Larry?”

“THAT I’d pay good money to see!!” Both of them were now in stitches. The plan was that the night of the party, Jimmy and Ted would pick Larry up at his apartment and the three of them would go to it in one car.

Saturday night Larry was in his apartment getting ready, and he was going over in his mind which of the girls from his class he’d like to see. He didn’t even know who was married or not. That’s how out of touch he was with his class. He was starting to feel sorry that he agreed to go in the first place. His phone buzzed with a text message: Jimmy and Ted were waiting outside.

Well, here goes nothing, Larry thought. Maybe the party would turn out to be a dud, and we could all leave. Yeah, that would be the best thing. He sighed and made his way downstairs and out the door to the twin’s car parked in front.

On the other side of town, Casey was all set. She wasn’t even sure why she wanted to go anyway, but she knew that she was the one people wanted to see the most because of her “transition” from being the high school bully.


Two

CASEY PULLED INTO THE BACK parking lot of The Bullpen, and stepped out of her red Maserati. It was Saturday night, and the lot was pretty packed. The Bullpen was part of a mall, and it was located up on the second level after you went into the main entrance. She lit a long, all white cigarette and stood next to her car smoking it before she went in because the health freaks didn’t allow smoking inside anymore in most places. In her long, leather boots, guys stopped to stare at her. She was a tall, good looking woman at a solid six feet. Slowly, she started to make her way to the mall entrance, her boots clacking on the pavement. God I hope no one fucks with my car here, she thought looking back at her ride. Normally she wouldn’t be caught dead at a place like this. But tonight was the exception.

She took a last drag and tossed the cigarette aside as she entered the mall and made her way to the escalator. She noticed a couple of old classmates on the companion escalator next to her. They saw her and turned away quickly, not wanting to stare. This made her smile inside. Bunch of chumps; they are all – limp dicks!

She made her way through the second floor, looking into the shop windows. Some of the stores were still open, trying to catch the last of the shoppers who might help them pay the rent this month. Then she came upon The Bullpen, with its pinstripe marquee and neon blue lettering on the face of giant white baseball. Casey gave her head a little confident shake as she entered, and looked around at the bar. She recognized a few of her classmates and wondered why they would be paying for drinks at the bar when they paid ten dollars to be at the party inside. Casey made a little deprecatory “tiff” sound, and was smiling confidently as she entered the party room. The open bar was facing her, and the well-stocked buffet tables and servers were all around the other walls of the room.

I’ll just get myself a drink at the bar and stay here for a while before I sit down at one of the tables, she thought. There were already groups of her former fellow classmates sitting in small clusters at the tables. The dance floor was empty even though the music, courtesy of the DJ was playing. He kept it lively, but not too overwhelming to discourage conversation.

After she ordered her gin and tonic and was nursing it, scanning the room for familiar faces, Larry, Ted and Jimmy entered. It took a little bit for their eyes to get accustomed to the lowered lighting, and Jimmy gave his brother a nudge, and pointed to the bar. “There she is, Ted – at the bar.”

Jimmy smirked and said to his brother and Larry, “Let’s get a couple of drinks guys,” and they headed to the bar. Jimmy and Ted purposely went to the other end of the bar, away from Casey.

“So Lar, you recognize anyone?” Jimmy said.

Larry looked around and nodded. “Yeah, there’s Ira, Joe Mitchell, Bernadette, and Nancy Gaines, with what looks like her husband. You guys came two years ago – do you recognize everyone?”

Before Jim or Ted could answer a big beefy guy with close cropped blonde hair came up behind Ted and put his head in a headlock. “Hey Russell,” Jim said. “After all these years you still fucking with my twin?”

Russell let go of Ted and said, “Nah, not really. Those days are gone.” He was smiling and noticed Larry. “Hey Ondress – we missed you at the ‘five;’ what’s doin’ bro?”

“Oh hi Russell, I thought you would have been an NFL star by now. What happened?” Larry asked.

“You may have heard about it. In my junior year at Duke I got my knee fucked up by a freight train from U Miami.”

Before Larry could respond, Jim cut in. “- Yeah, I remember! Sports Illustrated did a piece on you. I think it went ‘Promising potential draft picked gets career ending tackle,” or something like that.”

Russell turned to Jimmy and responded disdainfully: “Yeah that was me. So I stuck with engineering, and they were nice enough not to end my scholarship. Now I work for Comstock Power as a line inspector. What can I say? It pays the bills. And how about you guys?”

All three recited their jobs and what paths their lives had taken so far. Russell wasn’t married and came alone too. So he joined their little group.

“So I see you guys didn’t bring any dates with you,” Russell observed.

“No we haven’t, and we had to pull teeth to get Larry here to come with us,” Ted said.

“Still the shy, quiet type, huh Larry?”

“Yup, that’s me,” Larry said. He felt the need to qualify himself. “It’s tough being single nowadays. You know with social media and these dating apps, it’s so easy for girls to fake profiles with AI and stuff.”

Russell nodded his head – “Tell me about it. I was seeing someone for like six months and then I found her cheating on me – with her fucking GIRLFRIEND! Can you believe it guys? She was a lesbian!”

“No fucking way! After SIX MONTHS??? And you had no clue? Nothing gave her away?” Jimmy asked.

Russell shook his head and pulled his lips in tight. “Not a thing dude. She tells me over the fucking phone! Can you believe that?”

“Now that is really some fucked up shit,” Larry said. The other two just nodded their agreement.

“Say, how about we get a table and grab some food, huh guys?” Russell said.

“Yeah. I’m gonna start at the sushi,” Ted said. Of course, his twin followed him to the serving table. Russell and Larry found an empty table and placed their jackets on the chairs, and joined the twins at the sushi bar.

Meanwhile from the bar Casey was watching. She spotted Larry right away and her mind went back in time to all the torment she caused him in school as “Cliff.” I’ve changed since then, she said to herself. I never really meant him any harm. Besides, he’s changed a bit since high school – he’s even kind of cute. Maybe I’ll go over to him. I wonder if he’ll remember me. A thought then occurred to her, that sometimes people can be scarred from bullying. Maybe she did him irreparable harm. The thought of that was too awful to contemplate. She shook her head silently, marveling at how she changed since transitioning into a totally more empathetic person – a nicer person. Maybe it was the estrogen?

Ted and Jimmy had no intention of mentioning “Cliff’s” transition to Larry; it would be fun, they thought. Their plan was to steer him towards the “mystery woman” at the bar. They noticed that now she had a plate of food in front of her, preferring to eat at the bar by herself. The twins got Russell by himself.

“Russell. Do you know who that is sitting at the bar by herself?” Jimmy asked.

Russell looked closely at first not sure; but after a full minute of staring, he said, “Oh . . . oh yeah! Fuck, I almost forgot! That’s freakin’ Cliff from the football and lacrosse team! Yeah, now I remember. He transitioned in college and now his name is ‘Casey’ I think. Not exactly the very social type, is she?”

“That’s right,” Jimmy said. “Here’s the deal: Larry missed the five year and has no idea about Cliff, but remember how Cliff used to bully him all the time?”

“Yeah, so what about it?”

“Well, we’re not gonna tell Larry anything. We wanna see if maybe we can, you know, steer him to Casey, as he calls himself now.”

“Well damn! She looks fucking hot as hell. If I didn’t know any better, I’d try for her myself.” The way Russell said it, would give the impression that the fact Casey was a trans woman would not be off-putting to him. Jimmy picked up on it.

“You mean, you’d really hit on her?” Jimmy said. It was as if Jimmy and Ted were playing a game where it didn’t matter if Russell or Larry ended up with Casey. They just had a weird interest in watching a transgender classmate hook up with a straight guy.

Larry was busy talking to someone that he was mildly friendly with in high school, and they were laughing at an old joke while the other three were still talking.

“Yeah, I might. Fuck, after all, she just looks like a hot girl who happens to have a cock. I mean what’s the difference when you think about it? You’d go down on a pussy right?”

Jimmy and Ted looked at each other, seeming to get off on Russell’s sudden interest.

“Well to each his own. Personally, I wouldn’t do it,” Ted said, shaking his head. They watched as Larry and the guy he was talking to – Doug Newbury made their way to the table that Russell and him had saved. As it turned out they were joined by a good looking blonde that was wearing a wedding ring, who happened to be Doug’s wife.

Meanwhile Casey was still contemplating Larry. She decided that if she did go over, she wouldn’t tell him who she was. It would be an interesting experiment. Besides, she felt a bit of a “stirring” inside of her that told her she would probably go over to him – when he was alone. She also noticed Russell, her old football team buddy staring at her and she was pleased, although her sights were set on Larry. He looked interesting. Time was on her side – she knew. That was an advantage of being a girl. The guy was the one who usually made the first move. But she also knew that she could take control at any moment.

Couples were now on the floor dancing and the table where her “prey” was sitting at was still there, but there was some movement. A guy she recognized as Doug Newbury has himself a wife, and they went up to the floor to dance, leaving the four guys at the table. She calmly ordered another gin and tonic which she downed quickly and got up from the bar, making her way slowly across the room in the direction of their table. People were staring. Damn if I’m not the hottest bitch in this room! She thought with more than a small degree of satisfaction.

The guys were engaged in conversation, but Russell was the one who noticed Casey moving towards them. His eyes were wide open, fixated on Casey, but he kept quiet, not even paying attention to the banter at the table.

Larry was bending over to the table, talking to Ted at the end, when he felt a tap on his shoulder. He looked around and saw the gorgeous brunette from the bar smiling at him. “Hi,” she said. “Would you like to dance?”

Larry stared at her. “Do I know you?”

“Maybe, maybe not. Our class was pretty big.” That was true. It was about three hundred and fifty kids.

Casey jerked her head to the side. “Come on. I’m sure your friends will still be here when I bring you back.” Russell’s mouth hung open, and he looked like a wounded puppy. He was sure those thigh-high boots that walked over to the table were meant for him. Casey ignored the guys, but made brief eye contact with her old football team mate. Larry got up and Casey took him by the arm and walked him to the dance floor. Now Jimmy and Ted watched in fascination – their game going back to its original plan. So Russell wasn’t the chosen one, they both thought at the same time as the twins often did. Doug Newbury recognized who Casey was and said nothing to his wife as he watched her take Larry to the middle of the floor. He, like the guys, was amazed. Although he wouldn’t tell his wife, he was very jealous of Larry’s dance partner.

“So, what’s your name?” Larry asked as Casey took his hand and led him to the center of the floor. Now Casey clearly recognized Larry, and the guilt that hit her earlier was eating at her. Perhaps she thought, the estrogens had “softened the bully” out of her. He didn’t look too bad to her now either. It was seven years since she had last seen him and he had a body type that she found appealing in a man; not too muscular, tall, kind of on the thin side, and soft skin. Larry had all of these traits, plus he was on the shy side. Casey was a “take charge” sort of girl with a lot of power in business as well as in her personal life.

Once on the floor, she turned to Larry who was approximately her height and placed her arms around his shoulders, and pulled him close, so he tasted her breath. She tasted like alcohol and tobacco, and it flipped him out – he had a large fetish for hot women smokers dressed in leather and revealing clothing.

“I’m Casey,” she finally said, “and I don’t really remember you either.” She was a convincing liar, and good at setting a trap. Her gurl cock was stirring to life under her G-String.

Larry’s dick was getting hard too, and Casey’s waist was pressed up against his. How could she not feel the hard-on, he thought.

“Oh, I’m Larry, Larry Ondress.”

“Well nice to meet you Larry. Maybe you don’t remember me because I transferred into high school in the middle of senior year.”

“Really? Because I would have remembered you – you’re . . . HOT!” There. He said it. It felt as though it was someone else talking through him. Damn, he thought. What was I thinking?? He turned beet red.

She smiled at him and held onto him closer and tighter. Might as well have some fun, she thought. So she led and they started swaying to the fast music, but out of sync with it. She pressed her lips gently against his and they kissed. She worked her tongue inside his mouth, and it wrapped around and slid up against his.


Three

SOMETHING ABOUT HER LOOKS FAMILIAR, Larry thought. But from where? She just told me that she transferred into high school in senior year, and she was right – the class was huge. But Larry couldn’t think straight because he was being kissed by the most incredible girl he had ever been with! Oh, and what about the expressions on the faces of his friends? It seemed they didn’t know who Casey was either. So he just decided to go with the flow. Larry felt empowered in a way that he never had before. Now as they moved in semi-sync to the techno music, Casey was grinding her hips up against his – no question about it. He felt a drop of pre cum leak into his boxers. This was the real deal, and he could swear he heard her moan over the music.

She stopped suddenly and held him at arm’s length, studying him. Her eyes were moving up and down him and it looked like she was hatching a plan of sorts. Just then, any of Larry’s thoughts to the contrary were dispelled. “Hey Larry, let’s get out of here. How did you come here tonight?”

“Uhhhh . . . my friends over there drove me,” he said, nodding to the table, unable to believe his luck! Maybe tonight would be the night, he thought.

“Oh, you mean those guys who haven’t taken their eyes off of us?” Casey said. She was clearly loving the attention. Picking a guy up at this thing was the last thing she had on her mind, but she was bored as hell. So, why not?

“That’s them,” he said and shrugged. Casey was hanging her arms around his shoulders.

“Well, let’s give them something to think about before we get out of here,” and she leaned in and kissed him even harder. Larry was stroking her long, silky hair that ran down her to the small of her back over her leather jacket as they kissed.

She broke off after a full two minutes and said, “Tell them you’re leaving with me, and I’ll take you home later.”

“Wait! Where are we going?”

“My place silly boy,” she said playfully. “I’m feeling crazy horny tonight, and I’m not usually like that when I first meet a guy.”

“Okay, I’m in!” Larry said still in shock, and walked briskly over to the table.

Jimmy was staring at him with his mouth open. “Holy shit Larry! I’ve never seen you with anyone like that . . . I mean, like her – hot like her.”

Larry shrugged. Addressing the table of his friends, he said, “Yeah, her name is Casey; said she transferred into our school in the middle of senior year. Any of you guys remember her?”

The guys looked at each other. Russell was the most amused and almost spilled the beans to Larry about Casey’s true identity, but thought better of it. His lips curled up in a smile. Better let him find out himself, he thought. “No, I’ve never seen her before.” Jimmy and Ted caught on to Russell’s deception and said nothing. For sure they would have to talk to Larry about “his date” at a later time – like tomorrow!

“Well anyway guys,” he said, talking to Ted and Jimmy. “Casey is taking me to her place, and she’ll take me back to my apartment later.”

“Sure Lar, sounds good. Hey man – good luck!” Ted said, winking at Larry. When Casey and Larry were out of sight, the guys looked at each other and started laughing. Everyone except for Russell.

“I’ll have to talk to Larry,” he said. “If it doesn’t work out, hell, I’ll take her out!” The guys just stared.


Four

CASEY LIT A CIGARETTE as soon as they were outside the mall. “Want one?” she asked Larry and held the pack out to him. It was too much for Larry to resist, and as he took hold of the slender, white object of his fetish, his desire for Casey grew.

“Sure, thanks.”

“I can tell you’re not a smoker,” Casey said, observing him closely. Casey didn’t smoke before her transition, but it was just something that completed her self-image of femininity and toughness.

“Sometimes I do.”

Casey picked up on the way he said it, and her mind began working. He sort of reminds me of myself before . . . she thought.

She pushed the point farther. “Something tells me it’s kind of a turn on for you.” Larry’s expression turned to embarrassment at his secret being revealed. Casey caught on right away.

“Oh don’t worry about it. I’ve never seen a guy with a smoking fetish before, but I think it’s kind of cute.” This put Larry at ease right away.

“Wow, nice ride,” Larry said once inside Casey’s Maserati. This girl must have some bucks, he thought.

“Yeah, I like it. I feel that I owed it to myself, you know?”

“Can I ask what you do for a living? Or would that be too forward of me?”

Casey smiled as she drove with her eyes on the road and told him the truth. “I don’t mind – it’s a natural question. I own a modelling agency that I started myself. I have a studio and a bunch of girls who work steady for me and make good money. It’s just two years old and I keep getting more clients. I became really good at social medial videos and now I’m what you’d call a “hot commodity” in the business.”

“That’s really impressive. I like that – good looks and intelligence.”

Casey turned to look at him and said, “I’ll take that as a compliment.” Larry felt stupid immediately for having said that.

“Well here we are – this is me,” Casey said as they pulled up to her building and drove into the underground garage. The attendant nodded to Casey and took her keys.

“Hi John, I’ll be taking it out tomorrow morning early,” she told him. John smiled and nodded, giving Larry a tip of his cap.

They walked into the elevator, Casey taking his hand. “I live in the penthouse, but please Larry, don’t be intimidated.”

“Intimidated? Hell, I’m impressed as fuck! Seven years out of high school? That’s fantastic!”

“Thanks to some savvy internet skills, if I do say so – and luck,” Casey replied, liking the compliment. She was powerful and lapped up the recognition.

The door opened up and led right into Casey’s penthouse. The elevator opened into a small hallway, and just to the right was the expansive living room with a large picture window facing onto the city and the Long Island Sound in the distance. The moonlight shone through the window casting a soft glow onto the furniture and the fireplace. It took a while for Larry’s eyes to adjust to the surroundings, and it caused a sense of peace and tranquility to come over him. He remembered Casey’s words to the attendant, “I’ll be leaving in the morning,” and it made him feel good.

“So Larry, want something to drink?”

“Sure, I’ll have a beer if you have one.”

“Right this way,” Casey said, gesturing for him to follow her into her kitchen. It had a butcher block island in the center with chairs, and a large dining room off to the side. This was some serious luxury. It only deepened the mystery and left him wondering “Why me?”

They made small talk over the bottled German beer, and Casey talked more about her business, and Larry told her about his job at the dental lab. He didn’t tell her that he was barely scraping by. That could wait. What mattered was the evening about to unfold.

She stood up after they finished the beer, and Casey took him by the hands. “Come with me Larry,” she said smiling with her green eyes intent upon him, like a cat that caught it’s prey.

The bedroom was like the rest of the apartment – impressive as hell. It too had a picture window overlooking the city and the Sound. Casey pressed a button on a remote, and blinds came down and the lights came on with a soft luminescence.

“Larry, would you rather I left the shades up? I’m sorry I didn’t ask you first.”

“Oh no, that’s fine. It’s a beautiful room.”

She turned to him with pure lust in her eyes and threw her leather jacket off to the side on top of a chair. She grabbed him and forced him down on his back on the bed. Casey immediately started kissing his face and neck. “Here, why don’t you take these off?” she said, tugging on his belt. Larry quickly undid the belt and slipped his shoes and his jeans off. Casey smiled and stuck her hand under Larry’s shirt and began rubbing his hairless chest.

She leaned over him and pulled up his shirt, letting her long hair fall all over him. It sent chills up and down his back. He placed his arms around her, pulling her in close to him; kissing her deeply. She moaned through the kisses and came off slowly, kissing his neck and his chest. Her hand slowly made its way underneath the elastic waistband of his boxers and grabbed his cock, slowly sliding up and down its length.

“You have such a large, beautiful cock Larry,” she said looking at it intently. “I thought a tall guy like you would have one.”

“Thanks, I guess,” Larry said sheepishly. He could barely get the words out when he felt her moist, glossed lips over his tip, bobbing gently up and down.

Her tongue began licking all over the head. That, combined with her silky hair on his chest and belly made him leak pre cum. Larry was aching to explode in her mouth. His hands were digging into her shoulders as her elbows rested on the bed over him. 

Now her mouth was over him entirely, making a tight seal, and sliding up and down, gaining speed slowly. Instinctively, Larry bucked his hips up and down to her motion. He was the one moaning now at her artful manipulation of his manhood. Larry felt himself tensing up, a hot ball of fire welling up inside of him. Then came the release – sudden and full; like the storm surge of a major hurricane. He shot out a load not once, but three times, the feeling made so much more intense by her lips making a tight seal over his cock. Not a drop escaped from Casey’s mouth. She made sucking and slurping noises, and he could feel the sweet pulling of her velvet cheeks on him. She kept on licking and sucking until the warm sensation of the cum surrounding his cock abated.

When Casey came off him, she looked down at him with half-closed eyes and a shiny coating of his cum on the corners of her mouth. With a cat-like voice, just above a whisper she said, “I could keep you around for a long time Larry. This is the best cock I’ve had – ever.”

Then she moved up him and kissed him hard, giving him a taste of his own cum. He actually enjoyed it; the sweet salty taste. All the while her body came down on his, and she pressed her breasts into his chest. After cuddling and kissing, Casey slowly got off of him and reached for her bag at the foot of the bed.

“Let’s have a cigarette together now Larry – it’s so good after great sex like this.”

Larry didn’t need to be asked twice and took one from the pack held out to him. Casey lit them both up and they lied on the bed side by side smoking.

“There’s something I didn’t tell you about my modelling agency Larry. It’s kind of unique.”

“Unique? How so?”

She took a snap French inhale and sat up, looking down at him. “Well, I cater to clothes especially for transgender women, or as I like to call them, ‘shemales,’ you know, like they have in Thailand. Did you know that over there, shemales are considered in very high regard? I mean, there is a whole subculture surrounding them. Lots of mystery.”

“Yes I did. I actually have a confession to make Casey.”

“Oh yes? And what exactly would that be?”

“I uh, I kind of enjoy watching videos of Thai and Asian shemales in action. It’s been a fantasy of mine to be with one. You know, not that I’m gay or anything, but I’m curious, that’s all.” Now Larry didn’t think there was anything wrong with saying that. He was sure that a professional like Casey ran into all types in her business.

“Really! That’s actually very interesting Larry. Not too many guys would admit to that. Wait here a second,” Casey said as she stood away from the foot of the bed. Larry was now propped up on his elbows watching her as she slowly unbuttoned her white “boyfriend shirt,” revealing a red laced bra underneath. She placed the cigarette in the corner of her lips and seductively moved from side to side with her hands on her hips. Larry was watching, hypnotized by the sight, and very hard again so soon after cumming a lifetime’s worth of jizz.

Casey slid her thumb beneath the edge of her short, ratty denim skirt, swaying her hips with a playful confidence. She removed the cigarette from her lips, holding it elegantly between her fingers, the white filter marked with a thick coating of her glossy red lipstick. Then she delicately and slowly unbuttoned the top and shimmied out of the skirt, letting it fall to the floor, and stepping out of it.

Underneath she wore a matching G-String with a small silk bow in the front. She swayed back and forth and gently ran her hands over her bare navel and lower belly, shaking her head and throwing her hair behind her. She looked at Larry with pure lust in her eyes, biting her lower lip. Larry’s hand moved to his cock and began stroking it, making Casey smile. She would make up for all the grief she caused him as a high school bully, and then some.

“Do you like what you see Larry??” she asked in a soft, but firm whisper.

“Yeah, yeah!” Larry said. Who doesn’t love a sexy strip tease?

She playfully laughed as the finale was getting closer, driving Larry totally out of his head. Now Casey hooked her thumb like before, this time underneath the pouch of the thong. Slowly, slowly she pulled it down and revealed . . . A COCK!!

“Hoy shit Casey!! WHAT THE FUCK! I mean WOW! You never told me . . . I mean . . . I don’t know what I mean” Larry was getting dizzy, wondering if his mind and eyes were playing tricks on him. He sounded like an idiot. Casey was laughing at him.

“I only told you part of the story Larry. I told you that my company caters to shemales. I should have told you that me and my corporate officers are all transgender women, or as I like to call them and myself – shemales!” She saw his mouth was still open, and wanted desperately to reassure him and assuage any fears he might have. “Come on Larry. I gave you a terrific blowjob, right? Humm? Come on now, tell me the truth. You loved it right?”

Larry came back to reality and the room stopped spinning. After the initial shock faded, he embraced his desires and shared his true feelings with Casey. He felt totally at ease now and could tell her the truth. “Yes, Of course I did. I just didn’t expect . . .”

She came over to him and placed her finger over his lips, and made a shushing sound. “You don’t have to say anything Larry, just trust your instincts. What do your feelings tell you?”

“I . . . I want you Casey. I told you I liked that sort – I mean, I like women like you.”

“Good Larry, I want you too.” She held his chin in her hand and squeezed it as she moved inches from his face and demanded something from him. “Now you’re going to please me my dear. Are you ready?”

Larry didn’t answer right away, so Casey answered for him. “I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’” And with that she reached into her bag and took out a tube of lube gel. Larry’s eyes were riveted onto the gel. “Okay Larry, slip out of your boxers. Let’s see ‘the real you,’” she said. Larry did as he was told and Casey looked pleased.

“It’s so nice to see that delicious cock of yours out in the open Larry.” She stroked it up and down its length.

“Now turn around, get on your knees and stick your cute, tight ass in the air.” Larry did so without needing to be told twice. “Humm, someone’s ready I see,” Casey said laughing. “I promise you honey, you’re going to love this very much!”

His curiosity overruled any reservations he might have had and he trusted Casey completely. The videos he watched always turned him on, and now he was about to experience one in real life. He tensed a bit as Casey rubbed the cool gel up and down his taint. She placed some more on her hand and rubbed it around her own massive “gurl cock.” Next she placed the tip of her finger inside of his cherry asshole, or “boy pussy,” as he was to later learn the terminology. He hissed between clenched teeth as Casey rubbed and gently stretched him.

“You’ll feel some pressure Larry, but soon that will give way to some of the most intense pleasure you’ve ever experienced. I promise you.”

“I trust you Casey,” Larry murmured through half-open lips. This play continued for several minutes, and when Casey finally withdrew her finger he was disappointed; he wanted more. And more was soon to come. Casey did not disappoint.

She placed her hands in the sides of his buttock, nails digging into his flesh, and she placed the tip of her cock onto the opening of his boy pussy. Playfully, she bounced up and down against it. He eagerly backed into her and she entered him, just the tip at first. Casey played with him this way and went deeper and deeper, in and out. Larry hissed again, tensing and relaxing; his fists balling up on the bed sheets.

“Easy my love, relax,” Casey said softly, reassuringly. It dawned on Larry then that he loved her. All of her tenderness towards him was unlike anything he had ever felt before with a woman. And to Larry, Casey was indeed a woman. The fact that she had a cock was just a bonus. Soon the pain abated as he became used to this loving occupation of his entire body. Casey increased her speed and thrusted deeper and deeper until she was fully inside of him. Larry felt a ball of fire growing deep within him, getting bigger with each thrust. He heard Casey scream and tense and move faster and faster. At the same time he felt a wet warmth fill him up – it was Casey’s full load of cum. Some ran down the inside of his butt.

This triggered a response from Larry. He too came in a big wave and called out Casey’s name as he squirted out thick, white cum onto the bed sheets beneath him. The most amazing thing was that he wasn’t even touching his cock – it just flowed out. Casey kept thrusting and muttering sounds of pure pleasure from deep within herself.

Soon, she withdrew and forcefully grabbed Larry and turned him until he was facing her. They were both on their knees, arms around each other’s shoulders and locked in a deep, passionate., loving kiss. Larry broke off and placed his head on her shoulder, kissing her silky hair and her soft, white neck.

“I’m never letting you go Larry . . .” she said, her voice trailing off. Her smile could melt a glacier, and it melted Larry’s heart and cut through to his very soul.

“I love you Casey,” he said, feeling truly complete for the first time in his life.

“I love you too Larry. Now there’s one more thing.”

“Sure Casey, what is it?”

She laughed. “Well of course I want you to fuck me during the night, but I want something first.”

“Yes, yes, I’m all in.”

Now was the time she thought. This could be a deal breaker, but it had to be done. “I want you to look at me closer Larry.”

He did, but was puzzled.

“I want you to think. Open your mind to the possibilities. You know me, and I want you to tell me from where,” she said as she grabbed both of his hands.

Larry was surprised by this, but he did what she asked. He looked at her closely, and she turned her head from side to side, still getting no response from Larry. But Casey was patient and she smiled at him. She would give him a “hint,” sure that this would arouse his memory.

“Hey shithead,” she said, invoking her previous “Cliff voice” of long ago, as best as she could. “You’re going to pay for that fucking pass interception of yours!”

Larry froze; recognition hitting him. No, how could this be?? This is crazy! He felt a strange chill of dread run through his body. He looked closely into her eyes, and she said: “People change Larry. Trust your instincts, come on.”

“Casey? Cliff . . . . but how could this be,” he said, his voice trailing off.

She placed a finger on his lips. “Shush now my love. I transitioned in college and went to Thailand for the summer where I lived with a group of shemales. I wanted to keep my cock of course, but I had surgery on my vocal cords to give you this sweet voice my love, and I took an estrogen regimen.”

Larry was in shock, but now he was beginning to understand. “Okay, but did you know I would be there tonight?”

“No I didn’t. At first I wasn’t going to go, but then I figured ‘what the fuck,’ so I went. You weren’t at the five year, so what made you go now?”

“Jimmy and Ted called me. I haven’t exactly been a terrific online presence, but we’ve always been friends – the three of us that is. So they kinda’ pulled me out and made me sign up.”

“Yes I saw them five years ago and I was the talk of the reunion. I keep my personal online presence low and under the radar. You know it was a big shock for them – the big jock bully now a beautiful shemale. Earlier tonight they of course saw me, and Russell, my old teammate recognized me. But no one said anything to you when I came over to your table and asked you to dance, right?”

Larry thought about it. “Yes! They said nothing to me. I think they thought it was a joke! They saw your name on the guest list and wanted me to come, hoping you would somehow come up to me.”

Casey laughed. “I saw you and thought about how wrong I was years ago in school bullying you. And . . . and I realized how I really felt about you now. You looked different than you did seven years ago. I wanted to make things right between us, but now I feel it’s something more.”

“Yeah, something more Casey.”

“You know Russell was looking at me like he wanted to fuck me. I swear to God. I know that look from men.”

“Yeah! He looked disappointed as fuck when you asked me to dance!”

Casey laughed. “But I didn’t want him Larry, I wanted you, and only you.”

They both looked as if they found what they were both looking for a long time and finally found.

“So now what?” Casey asked, her nails drumming on Larry’s chest.”

“Well I suppose I give you that good fucking you’ve been dreaming of.”

Casey grabbed him and kissed him for what seemed like an eternity. She felt a redemption, and Larry felt like the luckiest guy in the world.

_____________________________

___________

So Casey and Larry became a “regular thing.” She told him about her modelling agency, and with some coaxing but not too much, Larry began his own journey. He also knew that he could make way more money with Casey than he could make with his daytime job. She introduced him gently to crossdressing, and finally to transitioning. Their love deepened and they moved in together in Casey’s penthouse. Larry, now Louise, and Casey became a couple in every sense of the word. He was Casey’s best and favorite model of course.

Louise and Casey couldn’t wait for the ten year reunion. Perhaps Russell would get a turn after all – from one of them (or both).
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