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Part I

________________________

___________

It’s Just a Thing


Chapter One

_______________

Busted


My name is Mike, and when I was teenager, I was living with my stepmother Barbara, and her daughter Debbie, my stepsister. My father just picked up and left one day without saying a word of goodbye. The rumors I heard said he had a girlfriend somewhere, or left the country with her, or some other crazy shit. I don’t know much; I was only about ten years old at the time. I got along great with Debbie and Barbara, just as if they were my natural mother and sister.

Debbie had just finished high school and was working for a local bank in town. She was personable, had somewhat of a “naughty girl streak” to her, and liked to date “bad boys.” I mean, they weren’t criminals or serial killers, but mostly they were blue collar guys, or even fellow bank employees with no college like her, and they liked to hang out , party, and sometimes she liked to stay out late, or in some cases, stay out all night with some of these guys.

This would earn her reprimands from my stepmother lots of times, but now that Debbie was making a salary and contributing to the family income, she stopped hounding her about her dating life. Debbie was almost a second mother to me; always looking out for me, helping me with homework, and later in high school with girl problems.

One day, when I was about fifteen years old, I came home from school to the usual empty house - Debbie and Barbara were both out working, and I was bored. Debbie liked to dress very provocatively; actually slutty, if we’re being truthful here, and she had the figure and appearance to make that work for her in getting dates. She usually locked her bedroom door, but this one day the door was open. I went inside and immediately went to the drawer where she kept her underwear. I took out some items of clothing - just as an experiment mind you, I wasn’t planning anything, I was just curious.

I took out a pair of black, satin panties with a lace top and a bow in front, and slipped off my jeans and my boxers, and put them on. I immediately loved the way they felt around my crotch and sliding up my hairless legs; so silky and good. I walked around the bedroom with them on, and they smelled fresh from the dryer.

This I did for a while for several years; never going past that stage, but when I was a senior in high school I became even more daring, and tried on some of her bras, with cups that gave me the illusion of cleavage, and a couple of her blouses. I loved the way that girl’s clothes felt on me. It was my secret, and no one would know.

I liked to date girls, (but never a serious girlfriend) and party; I just had this particular “thing” that I liked to do. Then I found black, sheer pantyhose from my stepmother’s room that fit me just right, and I became good at finding “outfits” that I would keep on for a few hours and then carefully put away before Barbara and Debbie came home from work.

Naturally, doing this turned me on immensely, and on a couple of occasions I found myself “leaking” a bit onto the panties. I panicked and took them off and went to lie down in my bed and pleasure myself. Debbie never noticed anything out of the ordinary or said anything to me about it. She turned twenty-two during my senior year, and got into really high-end slutty makeup, and even bought a brunette wig, that came down past shoulder length. When I saw the wig on top of the Styrofoam head in her room, I knew that would be the next thing for me to try, along with a couple of very short skirts I saw hanging in her closet. These became instant targets.

In the middle of the school year, I got busy with lacrosse practice, and I got home late, about dinnertime, so there wasn’t any opportunity for me to engage in my “hobby” or “experiment” as I liked to call it. I twisted my ankle in mid-season, and that rehab period meant that I could get home earlier like I used to. So one day, I put my books away, went into Debbie’s room, and got dressed like I usually did. I was always careful to put things away, so it didn’t look like anyone was messing with them.

The difference today, was that on top of the wig and the skirt, I would try the makeup as well. I watched some YOUTUBE videos on how to put on and take off makeup like a pro. My heart was beating so fast, and I became very hard just thinking about it - I couldn’t wait.

❤️❤️❤️

I had all the makeup on - the eyeshadow, the lipstick, mascara, blush, and then of course, the wig. Debbie had a pair of black boots that went up just below the knee and they were a little tight, but they would do for a few hours of fun.

Then, in her underwear draw, which I had left just a bit open, I saw something that got my attention and really turned me on; a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes! I should mention here that the sight of gorgeous women smoking turned me on like crazy to the point that I would never even date a non-smoker.

I was never a smoker, but standing in her bedroom, all dressed and made up, I couldn’t resist. It surprised me because I always thought that Debbie wasn’t a smoker. She certainly never smoked in the house, Barbara would never allow it, nor did I ever see her smoke.

Her car didn’t smell like smoke, and neither did she. Yet, here was this pack, and it was opened already, with a pink Bic lighter next to it. I had a raging hard on, and this just made it even more intense. I thought that I would make a mess right there on her bedroom carpet.

I still had at least two hours before they would come home, so I took the pack of cigarettes outside in the backyard - fully dressed and made-up. Now my backyard was concealed from any peeping Toms by tall evergreens on both sides and a large white PVC fence in the back, so I could feel free to do whatever I wanted. The only person who might come in the back was the guy who read the electric meter, but he usually came during the day; so I had nothing to worry about.

I took a big whiff of the open pack, and the menthol tobacco smell was very pleasant, and “girly,” and I loved the way the long cigarette looked between the tips of my fingers. I flicked the lighter to life and touched it to the tip of the long cigarette and inhaled it. I enjoy smoking joints and blunts from time to time, so this was very mild in comparison.

I was hooked from that moment on. I decided that I would never smoke in my male clothes, only when cross dressed, and . . . I would only smoke all-white 120 cigarettes.

I stood there smoking and rubbing my cock on the silky panties, and pushed them aside, and rubbed it on the nylon liner of the skirt. The feeling of being cross dressed and smoking like a woman was absolutely indescribable, and no matter what I told myself, or moralized, I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to; but of course, I didn’t. I was an adult now, having just turned eighteen, so I was able to buy my own cigarettes.

I had just taken about four drags, when I heard a car door slam from the front! I froze and my heart was beating at two hundred beats a minute. What the fuck was I going to do? Throw the butt in the grass and run inside the house? But I was completely dressed! Come on, come on Mike, THINK!

By the sound of the clicker, I knew it was Debbie’s car! Holy shit - BUSTED!! I could try to escape through the side gate and walk into the street away from the house. The way I looked, no one would know it was me, and I could sneak in later. That was no good though because I had left my cell phone in the house!

So I went quickly around to the side of the house farthest away from the driveway, between the house and the evergreens, and stood there, frozen. I heard the back door open up after a few minutes, and I heard Debbie call out, “Mike, are you out here?”

My car was in the driveway which didn’t help my situation one bit. I still had the cigarette going, and all Debbie had to do was to follow her nose. I heard the clacking noise of her shoes along the patio, coming closer to me. Then came the moment of truth, as she turned the corner, looking shocked, her mouth hanging open. Then, it took a second for her to collect her thoughts.

“WHAT THE FUCK . . . MIKE???? Is that you?? Holy shit! Since when, I mean how long?” - (she caught her breath, and her eyes were opened wider than saucers).

“Debbie I can explain,” I said, as I had my hand up, the other hand hanging by my side with the cigarette, her cigarette.

“You don’t really have to explain,” she said. “I mean, it’s kind of apparent from what I see, isn’t it? Say, are those my clothes?” She bent closer. “Yes, I can see that they are. We have to talk. Okay, spill the beans,” she said, her lips curled up in a smirk, and her arms folded in front.

I had my head down and I took a drag of the cigarette, almost defiantly blowing a plume over her head. “And smoking too?” she said.

“Uh yeah. These cigarettes I found in your drawer. Are you angry with me?”

She took a deep breath. “Never in my wildest dreams Mike did I think you would do something like this. All you had to do was come to me and talk to me. I would have . . .” she seemed at a loss for words. “I would have helped you. What I’m pissed about is that you went into my stuff without my permission.”

“I know Debbie, I’m sorry about this.”

“How long, how long have you been,” moving her hands around, “doing this?” she said, pointing up and down at me, from her wig down to her boots.

I took a deep breath. “First,” she said, “Give me one of my cigarettes. I’m gonna need one now!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

I opened the pack and pulled out a Virginia Slim and handed it to her. I used her lighter to get her cigarette going. I spoke in a low voice ringing with shame and guilt. “I started dressing in your underwear when I was about fourteen, I guess. I didn’t start with your clothes until this year. Umm . . . I guess I enjoy it, it gives me a thrill,” I said, keeping my head down. “I never knew you smoked either. How long have you been doing that Deb?”

“About one year, I suppose. I socialized a lot with the girls from work. It’s what we do, you know?”

“I’m wondering if I should tell mom about this,” she said.

“Please Debbie, don’t!” I pleaded. I started to cry. A look of total sympathy came over her face.

“Look, it’s okay,” she said, placing her hand on my shoulder. “I mean it’s 2023. I’m really not in a position to judge. One of the guys I work with, Patrice, is a transgender woman. She says she’s a lesbian.”

She came close to me and gave me a hug, using a tissue from her bag to wipe the tears from my cheek. “But you have to understand, I feel . . . violated in a way. I mean you went through my things and took them or borrowed them without my permission.”

I was still crying. “I’m so sorry. Please don’t tell mom. I’ll do anything to make it up to you, whatever you want.” I was really blubbering like an idiot.

“Okay, okay, don’t worry about that. Look, I get it. Patrice started the same way; I heard her say one time we spoke about it. I know you can’t help yourself. I mean, I’m not calling you a transgender, but you are a transvestite, and it must be very difficult for you, controlling your urges, I mean. By the way,” she said, a smile curling up on her face, and looking closely at me, “you did a real nice job with the makeup. Who taught you that?”

“I watched a lot of YOUTUBE videos I suppose.”

“Interesting. I guess you can find everything on there.” She stood there puffing away and looking at my cigarette. “So when did you start smoking?” she asked me.

I looked down sheepishly and answered. “Today.”

“Wow! I guess I should be honored. You started smoking with lighting one of my cigarettes - cool,” she said approvingly. I started feeling a bit better about myself. Debbie placed her hand on her chin.

“Let me ask you Mike,” she said and did a little squint with her eyes. “Are you a virgin??” I was a bit ashamed of this question, but like, how much more ashamed could I be? So let’s go all out.

“Yes I am. I’m only eighteen, but someday I suppose I’ll find somebody to, you know,” she cut me off.

“To fuck, it’s okay, you can say it.”

“Yeah, to fuck.”

“Well, there’s plenty of time for that. Look, here’s the deal: You have to promise me that you won’t ‘borrow things’ from my drawer anymore, ok? Next, you tell me everything, and I can take you shopping for clothes and accessories.”

By this point I was starting to feel better about myself, and my self-esteem shot up a notch or two. “Okay Deb, it’s a deal,” I said, extending my hand to her to shake on it. I thought at that moment that I had the coolest stepsister in the world.

We finished our cigarettes, and I did “the walk of shame” back into the house, looking at the clock on the wall. I had about an hour to get out of Debbie’s clothes and take my makeup off. I realized that I didn’t watch any YT videos about makeup removal, so I asked Debbie for her help, which she gave me.

“You know,” she said, “the makeup is the most expensive part of all this. Have you figured out a way to pay for that and the clothes?” I never really thought about that until now. Until today, this was a little secret side-thing, but now it was in the open; at least between me and Deb.

“I suppose I’ll have to find a side job. It shouldn’t be too hard. I’m planning to go to community college in the fall anyway. A boss won’t have to worry about me running back to an out of state college.”

“Alright, sounds good. Tell you what I’ll do. For your first wardrobe, I’ll spot you the dough for it; but then it’s on you, got it?”

“Sure, thank you, I appreciate it.” I still felt weird as fuck about it, but it was so nice of Debbie to offer it.

❤️❤️❤️

One Year Later

As far as my stepmom, Barbara went, she didn’t seem to date all that much, and I couldn’t figure out why. She stood at 5’8” tall, had a fantastic body, very attractive face, and a pleasant personality. Since I turned eighteen, she started to dress rather provocatively around me.

I remember once she made a comment to me and Debbie about online dating sites being “not her thing.” But still, she was only forty-three years old, and far from being put out to pasture.

Debbie kept her word to me that fateful day about not saying anything to Barbara, and true to her word, she took me shopping that weekend; and as I had more freedom to dress and express myself, I discovered more about my sexuality.

Even though I loved dressing like a woman, the thought of losing my virginity or having sex with a man was something I couldn’t do. Just because I loved dressing as a woman, didn’t mean I was actually excited by the prospect of fucking a man like a woman would do.

Right now, at this stage of my life, I was fine with being a transvestite. I didn’t even think I could be aroused by having sex dressed like a man, or certainly with another man, no matter how I was dressed. I was not homosexual. Debbie told me not to be so hard on myself, and not to overthink things. As I said I would, in the fall after high school, I attended community college, and got a part time job in lumber at the local Home Depot.

With my new influx of cash, I was able to splurge on new and really exotic women’s clothes and makeup. Now, when I was dressed and looked at myself in the mirror, I had the largest boner.

Shit, I looked more like a woman than a woman, and I was proud. I felt a sense of ‘control,’ like I would take this somewhere. Debbie was with me a couple of more times that I dressed, and I sensed a bit of a change in her attitude. She looked at me as kind of a best new girlfriend.

Then one day, my worries about Barbara finding out about my “proclivities” disappeared; but not the way I would have wanted them too. It was a Saturday afternoon, and I was watching football on TV at home, and Barbara came up to me in the living room. She had some credit card receipts in her hand - my credit card receipts!

“Mike, I found these receipts, and it looks like they’re from your credit card.” She was smiling at me. “Do you have a girlfriend I don’t know about?” she asked politely, and it seemed like she was happy for me, because she knew I was a virgin and never dated anyone- at twenty.

“Uh, no Barbara, I don’t.”

“You . . . don’t?” she said, the smile disappearing into an expression more of curiosity. She read the receipt as she spoke. “Then you want to tell me why it looks like you spent fifteen hundred and twenty dollars on shoes, a leather skirt, a blouse . . Whoa! Hold on here. Is this some kind of fraud Mike? Did someone use or steal your credit card?”

I tried to remain as stoic as possible, and in an even tone I just said, “Barbara, those are for me - everything on there is mine. I’m a transvestite, a crossdresser.”

“Come on Mike, I know what a transvestite is. Are you being serious with me?” She knew that I could have a strange sense of humor sometimes. Just then, Debbie came into the room. Barbara turned to her daughter and said, “Debbie, did you know anything about this?”

“Yes I did mom. I found out about it last year. I came home early one afternoon, and I found Mike in the backyard dressed up.” I was very thankful to Debbie that she didn’t mention that I borrowed her clothing, or, that I smoked. But that juicy tidbit was about to change. I mean, I was twenty, and Debbie was twenty-three.

Barbara was trying to process this information, but strangely, it didn’t seem to bother her. Quite the opposite in fact; she seemed titillated by the news. I was in the middle of it all, and strangely, I found myself getting very turned on, by two very HOT women talking about my dressing preferences.

“That’s not all mom,” Debbie announced. Barbara looked like she had about enough news for one day, so she responded, sounding tired.

“What else Debs?” Barbara said.

“Mike and I smoke cigarettes too.” Debbie and I expected an explosion, but instead we got this:

“Great! Well it’s about time you knew that so do I!” Debbie and I looked at each other, incredulous. Debbie said, “so that means -”

“Yes,” Barbara said, cutting her off. “Now the three of us can smoke in the house.” Just like that, Barbara went to her bag and took out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols - the brand preferred by Debbie and me, and lit up with her own silver butane lighter.

I was still lying on the couch with the game on, and since I was wearing my athletic shorts, my wicked hard on was quite obvious to those ladies. Flying on autopilot, I announced, “I’ll be down in just a few minutes.” My cock was actually pulsating with expectation; juicy expectation. The boner of boners was in the house and all thoughts of any morality were now leaving through the same door.

I picked out my sexiest outfit; one that I hoped I would go out in one night. Up until this time I had never dressed to go out of the house anywhere, except the backyard. I had a black leather skirt with a wide white leather belt, black fishnet stockings, and an auburn wig parted slightly on the right that went down past my shoulders.

I had a black satin longline bra with a white-lace top that I tucked into my skirt. For dramatic effect when I came downstairs fully dressed in makeup and all, I carried a white rose. I felt like a total slut, a slut with a raging, feverish boner that was in desperate need of relief. Things would never be the same in the house after that afternoon.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_____________________

Breakout


“My, don’t you dress up nicely!” Barbara said, a very approving smile on her face.

“I told you mom, she’s a natural.”

“She, speaking of she, what shall we call you Mike? I mean, the ‘new you.’ Have you given any thought to it?” Barbara asked. I never gave that much thought, but I wanted something with a little flair to it; a little power, you know. Then it came to me.

“I think I’d like to be called ‘Chantal.’”

Barbara repeated the name and looked at Debbie and shrugged. “’Chantal’ Debs. What do you think?”

“I think it has a lovely ring to it - ‘Chantal.’”

“Then ‘Chantal’ you shall be known as from now on,” Barbara said, satisfied, studying me. It was then that she had a ‘revelation’ of sorts.

“Debs, what would you say if I asked Chantal to always dress for us when we’re home? I think she looks really hot!” Barbara added.

“Great idea mom! Oh shit, I almost forgot. It’s five-thirty, and I promised Ricky I’d meet him for drinks at ‘The Stage Coach,’” a local bar in town. Ricky was Debbie’s new flavor of the month.

“Okay dear, go ahead. Chantal and I will discuss some future plans I think we can all have fun with as a family. Have fun!” My raging hard on was past aroused. Dressing all the time now at home, and smoking with these two gorgeous woman was incredible. I was thinking of enjoying my time with them, but then going off to my room to jerk off. Barbara was looking me over carefully; studying me, deep in thought.

“I’m not so sure I like the auburn wig, Chantal,” she said. I think you would look much sexier as a redhead. “As a matter of fact,” she said, “wait right here, I think I have just the thing for you.”

Barbara came downstairs, a wicked grin on her face, unlike anything I’ve ever seen before, carrying a Styrofoam head with a flaming, long-haired red wig, wavy, and curly, and parted towards the middle on top. I took my auburn wig off, and tried it on. It looked hot as hell, and went nicely with the green colored contact lenses I bought recently.

“Wow, don’t you look like something else, Chantal,” Barbara said, admiring me, placing her hand on my shoulder, and turning me around to look me over. She came closer to me, and was a bit shorter, but not by much. I felt her warm, smoky breath on me, and was very turned on.

“You know, Chantal, I happen to adore women as well as men. As sex partners, I mean.” Where was this conversation going? I wondered. I was flabbergasted, but going along with it. She continued; “Hot, attractive women - and young.”

She was standing right in front of me biting her lower lip innocently, and continued talking to me while rubbing the front of my skirt with the palm of her right hand. It felt inappropriate as hell, but also something that I wanted very much, even before this afternoon.

“I want you to know, Chantal, that anything that happens in this house stays in this house, understand?” And anything between you and me, Debbie doesn’t have to know about, okay?”

“Uh, yeah, of course, Barbara.”

“Good, good, that’s what I like to hear,” she said, looking sexy as fuck.

But truth be told, I fantasized about getting both of them at the same time.

“Nothing’s changed right? In your love life I mean. You’re still a virgin, correct?”

“Yes . . . I am,” I admitted, feeling quite ashamed, but then the next words out of her mouth made me brighten up a great deal.

“Humm . . . we’ll just have to do something about that. You see, Chantal, I have needs, very pressing needs that must be met.” Before I could react, Barbara leaned in and kissed me, lightly, exploring, rubbing her lipstick on mine, barely sticking her tongue through the small gap in my lips.

She broke off, smiling, and took me upstairs by the hand to her bedroom. She handed me a Virginia Slim and took one herself, lighting us both up. My hard on wasn’t going anywhere; it was pulsing.

She blew a cloud of smoke into my face, her cigarette dangling from the corner of her mouth, and loosened my white belt and opened my skirt, letting it drop around my ankles. Next, she put her hand, the first woman’s hand ever, underneath my black satin panties, on top of my cock, which was throbbing, veins visible, fully engorged. She grabbed it, wrapping her fist around it.

“Oh my, Chantal, you are certainly well-endowed I see,” she said, smirking. “I can barely wrap my fingers around you,” she said, smoke curling up her face.

In one swift move, she gave me exactly what I wanted, ever since I grew hair on my balls; speaking of which, I shaved all the hair off from my body, except my head and my eyebrows.

She got down on her knees on the bed, and I was lying down, my head on the pillow and my arms over my head, as her lips touched the tip of my cock. She stuck her tongue out, playing with the “fish eye” at my tip. She smacked her lips, tasting the pre cum which was already there, making an “ummm . . .” sound.

Now it was full on sucking, my entire length; but slowly. Her tongue circled my cock, her lips keeping a tight seal around me, going up and down slowly. I got into it, my hips thrusting to meet her lips. It was unlike anything I ever experienced before with jerking-off.

Now she started going faster and faster on me, her mouth getting even wetter, helped along by the pre-cum. I couldn’t take it any longer; all my pent-up frustration coming out in a giant fountain of jizz, hitting the back of Barbara’s throat. I felt no guilt at all. This was a woman my father had married, a man who had been absent from our lives a very long time.

Barbara sucked all of it up. I was still hard and her slurping and licking continued. She picked up her head to look at me, the glaze in her eyes turning me on again; cum dripping down the left side of her lips. She bent forward and kissed me hard, her tongue, slick with my jizz, curling around mine, giving me a salty taste of myself.

My first time. The question was: Could I do this with another man, even if I was dressed as I was? My base instinct was a resounding “no,” but I wouldn’t know until I was actually in a situation like that.

We kissed for at least five minutes without coming up for air. She made soft cooing noises, obviously enjoying herself, her skirt rubbing hard against my bare thigh. I could feel a dampness coming through her skirt. It then occurred to me that she wasn’t wearing any panties, and that maybe she had this planned out, even before Debbie left. Maybe Debbie was in on it too? I didn’t care.

“Now eat me out Chantal,” Barbara said with a smoky, seductive voice. Another first. Fuck! I couldn’t believe that I was still hard. She quickly slipped out of her skirt, her pussy dripping on my thigh. I slid backward off the pillow a bit, and she straddled me, her pussy hanging directly over my face; juices falling onto my mouth.

I stuck my tongue out as she pressed herself close to me, almost suffocating me and sliding up and down over my tongue, gyrating her hips and moving her clit round and round. I felt the knob of her clit, slick and firm, and also the fleshy hood. My tongue played with it, making her shudder and stiffen. Then she squirted right on top of my face, getting all of her scents and juices on me.

I kept going, licking the entire length of her pussy, and she angled her pussy, so the opening was right over my mouth; pulling my tongue inside her. She grabbed the top of my wig, and pressed down hard with her hands, stiffening, and shuddering again; moaning in total ecstasy. “Keep going, don’t you dare stop,” she said, dreamily.

I licked everything withing reach of my mouth, and she was getting wetter. A feat which I thought was impossible. “Now I want you to fuck me Chantal,” she said; and with that, she turned around and got on her knees, her butt turned up to face the ceiling. I was still hard, something which would be impossible were I just jerking off.

She reached back with her hand and grabbed my cock, pushing it towards the opening of her pussy, her body pushing back on it, causing me to enter her. I was a fast learner. She was so tight; so wet and slippery, it felt amazing. I began thrusting inside her, and she matched me thrust for thrust.

It took me a bit longer to cum this time, so soon after her magnificent blow job, but not for long. I felt her stiffen and close tighter around my cock; squirting onto my tummy. Now I lost it, and unleashed a tidal wave of jizz inside her, which made her go faster and faster, butt slamming into my groin. I don’t know how many times she came, but it was a lot.

We were both spent after that, and we lie next to each other, our heads next to each other at the head of the bed on the pillows.

“How does it feel Chantal, to lose your virginity in such a magnificent way?” she asked, curious; a rhetorical question.

“Uh, it, it was wonderful Barbara.”

“Just wonderful?” she laughed.

“No, it was more than wonderful. It was beyond anything I ever expected before.”

“Good, I’m glad. I think we are going to keep enjoying this for a long time, my dear. I meant what I said before. I want you to dress up always when we’re home together.”

“Even when Debbie’s home with us?”

Barbara laughed. “Yes, especially when Debbie’s around us.”

❤️❤️❤️


Part II

________________________

The Gentlemen’s Club


Chapter Four

The main reason that Barbara never went on any dates from either online contacts or in person, was that she was getting plenty from where she worked. Lionel Cashman was a very wealthy financier, a friend and donor to many prominent politicians and well-known personalities.

Barbara was his executive secretary, and was involved in a heady sexual relationship with him for the last ten years that she worked for him. They fucked in his plush office, hotel rooms, and she accompanied him occasionally on trips both inside the country and outside.

He owned multiple homes, in Palm Beach, California, in Aspen, Colorado, and on the French Riviera, to name just a few. Lionel was a man with few morals and had a trophy wife; a former model with whom he had three children, two of which attended boarding school in Switzerland.

For her troubles, Barbara received a substantial salary; partly on the books, and mostly off the books. The poorer she looked, the less likely there were to be any questions. Lionel was very careful to keep parts of his life a secret; especially after the Jeffrey Epstein debacle hit the news.

To make sure of this, Lionel had his own personal security agency, made up of mostly former CIA and FBI operatives who found working for Lionel Cashman much more lucrative than their former government jobs. Payoffs were made to politicians as well as media executives.

He maintained files on everyone he dealt with in case someone was stupid enough to try and blackmail him. No one did. His organization was like a country in itself, and he was the absolute ruler.

One day, Lionel called Barbara into his office. The headquarters of his empire was an entire skyrise building in the middle of the city, close to the centers of finance and power, and the people who ran it; or thought they ran it.

Barbara knocked on the door and Lionel answered, “Come in Barbara.”

“Hi Lionel, what can I do for you?” In spite of the sexual nature of their relationship, Lionel kept her at a distance - very professional, not allowing her to get too close to him, and certainly not emotional. This was their understanding right from the get-go.

“Barbara, next week I’m going to be entertaining a group of some of my closest business associates. We have important business to discuss during the days, and before they leave, I’m going to be throwing a rather lavish party upstairs in my pent house.

A number of these men are businessmen and politicians from Japan, Saudi Arabia, and also some famous local politicians. Not a word of this is to be spoken of outside this office. Is that clear?”

“Yes, of course Lionel.”

Lionel sat deep in thought behind his desk, his fingers in front of his face tented. Now, some of these men, have, how shall I put it; unusual sexual tendencies? Barbara started to interrupt him, but he raised his hand to head her off.

“I can’t very well get people; women, and er . . . trans women from the outside properly vetted and sworn to an oath of secrecy. There isn’t time for any of that, so I need your help.

“How many gentlemen will be attending Sir?” Barbara asked; all businesslike, which was just the way Lionel liked it.

Lionel laughed. “Approximately six. I wouldn’t exactly call all of my illustrious guests ‘gentlemen,’ Barbara.” Lionel studied his polished fingernails. “Some of them are downright sleazeballs. Still, they are sleazeballs with money and political favors to be doled out, so I need for you to help me and see to it that their needs are taken care of, do you understand my drift here?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Good Barbara. You have a week to get this done.” He shot her a menacing look. “I will re-emphasize one week.” Barbara swallowed hard. In her ten years with Lionel Cashman, Barbara was called on to perform very tricky operations, but this one seemed almost impossible to pull off.

“Now, to conclude our session today, I need one other thing,” Lionel said, standing up from his desk, unzipping his fly and calling Barbara over to the area behind his desk. He sat back down, placing his hands behind his head, interlocking his fingers, and gently rocking left to right, as Barbara concluded the business for the day.

❤️❤️❤️

Barbara was a bit later than usual in getting home tonight, and I chalked it up to the fact that she worked for a very powerful and influential company, and was an executive secretary to the boss. That was all she ever told Debbie and me about her business.

Her business, by the way, or what I should say is her job, coincided with the time my real father; Barbara’s husband, disappeared from our lives. To say it was anything other than coincidental would be a very difficult, if almost impossible thing to prove. Barbara never mentioned it, and I certainly never did; especially after all these years passed by.

When Barbara came home she was unusually quiet. Normally, she would come home cheerful, ask Debbie and me about our days, and be extra friendly to me. Something which I’m sure Debbie noticed the last few weeks. Barbara and I had several more “sessions” like the one we had on that first night.

Sometimes she would crawl into bed next to me while I slept. She asked that I sleep in very sexy lingerie which she bought for me from Victoria’s Secret, and in my redhead wig and makeup.

There was always a pack of Virginia Slims on my nightstand, and Barbara would usually announce her presence by lighting up before reaching under the sheets to grab my cock. This didn’t happen every night, and on the nights it didn’t, I missed them very much.

But tonight, things were different. We were all seated at the kitchen table, and I was dressed as usual in one of my sluttier outfits, wearing long, fake, red-painted nails for the first time. Barbra announced in an unusually ‘official’ tone: “After dinner guys, let’s go into the living room. There’s something I’d like to talk to you about.”

“Okay mom,” Debbie answered, looking at me like I wonder what this is all about?

“Sure,” I said, not making a big deal about it.

The three of us brought our coffee in, and gathered in the living room, lighting up cigarettes. “So what’s this all about, mom?” Debbie asked.

“It’s my boss, Mr. Cashman. Next week he’s throwing a very lavish party for a group of about six very influential men; all powerful financiers and politicians.”

“Okay,” Debbie said. “What does that have to do with us, or does it? What’s the problem mom?”

Barbara’s expression became serious, and she turned to Debbie and me. “His guests need to be entertained, if you get my drift, and it’s too important to let some, some call girl agency get involved, with future ill-repercussions.”

I was always ‘Captain Obvious’ when it came to these things, which was not really a strong suit of mine. It made me look stupid at times. “So you want us to fill in for what . . . enough call girls to satisfy six men?”

“Yes, something like that Chantal,” Barbara answered very mater-of-factly.

“Whoa, hold on Barbara! What makes you think I’m going to entertain men! You know for a fact that I enjoy fucking women, and that’s it!”

At that, Debbie looked long and hard, switching her glances between Barbara and me. I could tell that she had her suspicions about Barbara and me before, but now I was sure she knew because I never mentioned any girlfriends.

“Yeah, and what about me mom? You think you can just whore me out like that? To a group of conceited asshole corrupt politicians and businessmen - just to satisfy your boss?” Debbie said, well above normal conversational tone.

Barbara shrugged her shoulders, looking Debbie right in the eye. “Yes, yes I do.”

So that was that. It went over much easier on Debbie because she had been a slut for a very long time, having lost her virginity before she was even born. As for me, I wanted no part of dressing to please another man, let alone a group of them.

Later that evening, Debbie took a shower and left Barbara and me in the living room watching television. “Barbara,” I said. “You know what I like and don’t like, what I can and cannot do. This is one of the things I cannot and will not do!”

For the first time I saw a side of Barbara that I never knew existed before. She squinted her eyes and looked at me with a mix of both determination and urgency.

“Now listen to me . . . Chantal. You are not in a position to refuse me, understand?” Her conversational tone changed to a harsh whisper almost automatically. She leaned in close to me. “Some of these men at this party happen to really relish the thought of fucking transgender females, which - you are going to get a crash course on becoming. The best training for that is the actual thing, got it?”

I started to voice my objections, but Barbara quickly dismissed me. “Face it Chantal. You’re a SLUT! GOT IT!? I don’t give a shit whether or not you prefer cock or pussy, hot or cold, living, or dead. You’re going to do this thing. Now to help prepare you, you’re going to practice with these.” She left me sitting there, afraid to open my mouth. When she came back she was holding what looked like a few sex toys.

“Now you don’t have much time to prepare, so I suggest you start learning tonight!” Barbara said, very emphatically. The first object was a ten-inch long, and very thick, flesh-colored silicone cock. It even had “bulging veins” on it, was filled with a lubricant fluid, and even vibrated. The next items she gave me were three combination cock-rings with attached butt-plugs. Each was a different size. The biggest one looked like it could fit through the Lincoln Tunnel. My mouth just hung open.

“This is how your training will go,” she said. Her voice a little calmer now that she had a plan in place. But of course, I had to interrupt.

“No Barbara, I’m NOT going to be a pin cushion for some Middle Eastern sexual deviant who wants a dick up his ass!”

“I think dear, he or a few of them may want their dicks up your ass!” Barbara said, holding up the largest butt-plug to me.

“I don’t care! Not doing it! That’s final.” I really did look like a prissy girl at that point throwing a temper tantrum, and for no reason that I could think of, Barbara started laughing.

“What’s so funny?” I said.

“Because Chantal, you don’t have a choice! If you don’t do this, I’m going to force you to move out of this house. Do you think you can manage college by living on your own, paying an exorbitant rent and working at Home Depot parttime? I mean, no doubt, the sex between us is great, but (she sighed), if I have to do it, I will. I’ll put this another way. I could lose my job if I don’t come through with this for my boss, and I don’t think I can make what I do working anywhere else! So you, being the lowest on the totem pole, you have no choice but to obey me!”

She continued reading me “the riot act.” “You’ve heard the term ‘DOMINATRIX’ before, I assume?”

I wasn’t born on the Moon, but I thought it could mean different things; so I asked Barbara to clarify a bit. “Basically, you will do whatever I tell you to do sexually. See, I own you. You are mine to do with whatever pleases me. Whether or not you enjoy it is up to you, Chantal.” This almost made me wish I had never cross-dressed in front to Barbara. I wonder if she would have found out if she never saw those receipts from my credit card.

I’ll have to admit, she did have me there. She sat across from me, intently looking at me and holding all the toys in front of me in a plastic bag. “The choice is yours now Chantal. Oh, and don’t worry about Debbie. Like I said, she’s a real slut ho, and she’ll do what I tell her to do. If it makes you feel any better, this is not her first rodeo. I’ve been using her like this since she was sixteen.” I knew when I was beaten, and this certainly was one of those times. After I had conceded defeat, Barbara finished up.

“Now, for the next two days, you’re going to sleep with the small plug in your ass, and the cock-ring around your cock. Simple. Then the same with the next size. Two days later, the same with the third. I also want you to practice putting the large, fleshy cock here in your mouth, like you would be giving it a blow job, right?”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

The rest of that week, I stopped perseverating about Saturday night, and just did what Barbara told me to do with the sex toys. I mean, what else could I do. She had me. For Debbie it was just another gig. It wasn’t her first rodeo; having sex with a multitude of men. The bizarre thing was having her mother being the one to “pimp her out.”

Even more bizarre was her pimping out her cross-dressing stepson, who she was also fucking. She was extra nice to me the rest of that week. Our nightly fucking sessions continued, and she helped it along a little bit on the fourth night, when I had started using the larger butt plug, and something amazing happened.

Barbara fucked me with a rather large strap-on cock. In fact she did such a great job that I came when she did it! I didn’t know that such a thing was even possible. “See Chantal? You’ll be getting a lot of pleasure out of this, I promise you. There, see? I even proved it to you.”

“Are you coming with Debbie and me on Saturday night?” I asked.

“Of course I’m coming. I’ve been working with Mr. Cashman, since . . . since, your father went away.”

“Okay, so I suppose it’s like a family outing then,” I said, trying to inject humor into the situation.

“Good, now you’re getting into the spirit of it; I’m glad you’re beginning to see the light.”

“What will I wear Barbara? A slinky evening gown? I don’t have any dressy stuff.”

“No, you won’t need any. Just come with your black leather skirt, the longline bra, and that white leather coat, and four-inch heels. Oh, and I want you to wear your brunette long hair wig. The gentleman doesn’t care for red heads. Remember, you’re supposed to be a cock-sucking slut, not a princess, okay?”

“Okay, whatever you say.”

“Good. Besides, you’ve tasted your own cum before. This will be just like it.”

❤️❤️❤️

Saturday night finally came. Mr. Cashman, Barbara’s boss, sent a black, stretch limo to pick up the three of us. He spared no expense. Inside the limo was caviar, all kinds of liquor, perfume, elegant ashtrays, and a chauffeur who knew how to keep his mouth shut.

The last thing I felt like doing was engaging in any small talk with a stranger. The only other instructions Barbara gave me was to smile a lot tonight, and make sure the “gentlemen” were happy.

When we arrived and got out of the limo, people were staring at us, and Mr. Cashman’s aides wasted no time in getting us to the express elevator which shot us quickly up to the ninety-second floor. I had a couple of whiskies in the car, so I had a brief wave of nausea overcome me. I prayed that I wouldn’t barf over someone’s cock.

We got out of the elevator and there was a large double oak door in front of us. It just said “P1” on top, in white letters on a black plate over the doorway. We could smell cigar smoke and hear conversation inside. I hoped there would be food because I was hungry.

We were greeted by Mr. Cashman as soon as we got inside. Barbara was greeted by a kiss from her boss, which made me realize that the two of them were an item. Barbara didn’t make the family connection. She just introduced us as her two friends, Debbie, and Chantal. Cashman gave us “the look over,” like the salacious pig that he was.

There were six men present, seated at a table in the center of the large room. Two of them looked Japanese, two were definitely Middle Eastern, and the other two looked American. One of them was certainly familiar, but I just couldn’t place him.

There were four large couches on each side of the room, and a couple of bedrooms off to the side that I could see. A washroom with an attendant was also there. A couple of burly security guards with crewcuts, wearing white earpieces and suits stood like statues; arms folded low, in front, on both sides of the main doors. .

I walked over to the buffet table and got some food to fill a small cocktail plate to absorb the alcohol. I didn’t really have much of an appetite that evening. Debbie and Barbara were invited over to the table and Debbie was soon sitting on the lap of one of the Japanese guys. Barbara was pointing me out to one of the westerners. He looked at her, smiling, and walked over to me. Okay, I thought, here it comes.

“Well, aren’t you a gorgeous creature,” he said. It was then that I recognized who he was; Charles Schmitt, the US Senator from our state! Holy shit! I drew a deep breath, playing dumb.

“Why thank you Sir. It’s nice to meet you -“

“Please, he said. Just call me Charlie.”

“Okay Charlie.” He wasted no time and quickly I felt his hand on my right ass cheek.

“Nice and tight, just how I like it.”

“Well, I’m glad I could oblige you,” I said, in the best female voice I could project.

“And what should I call you honey?”

“You can call me Chantal,” I said, trying to maintain interest in this rube. I’ve seen department store dummies with more personality than this guy.

“You know Chantal, I’ve been in business meetings all day, and I’d really like to relax. Why don’t we go over to the couch and sit down,” he said, showing his hand to the couch on the other side of the buffet table where we were standing, far away from where Debbie and Barbara were sitting.

“Wait, how rude of me,” he says. “Would you like a drink. The bartender over there makes an excellent gin and tonic.”

“No thanks,” I say. “I’ll just have a club soda with a slice of lime and ice.”

“One club soda with a lime slice and ice, coming right up,” he says, and walks over to the bar. I’m a bit nervous, and I take out a Virginia Slim 120 Menthol and fire it up. I see across the room that Debbie and Barbara are smoking too, and this Charlie guy was smoking a cigar, so I knew that my smoking wouldn’t be an issue.

He comes back. “Here you go,” he says. He was holding two drinks. His was the gin and tonic he praised so highly a moment ago. He looks at the cigarette wistfully. I can spot a smoking fetish on a guy a mile away.

“You know,” he says, “if you had waited, I would have lit that for you.”

“Well, pardner, you were just a bit too slow on the draw,” I said, winking my eye. I was just anxious to get this over with as soon as possible, but giving him all the attention he wanted from me.

“Uh, why don’t we go over to the couch, relax a bit and talk,” he says.

“Sure, lead the way.

He takes my free hand, the other one holding my cigarette and the club soda glass with the red mixing straw in it. He shows his hand to where he’d like me to sit, and then he sits down next to me. There is a little table in front of the couch where I place my club soda after taking a sip. He’s looking at my cigarette and a fast glance at his crotch sees his cock bulging out.

“How’s the drink,” I ask?

He smiles at me. “Nice and stiff,” he replies. Oh God, this is my cue.

“You mean, just like that large, gorgeous cock you have,” I say in the most sensuous voice I can muster.

“Yes, exactly,” he grins at me.

Without taking my eyes off him, I reach down to his pants and grab the tip of it tenting through, with three fingers, my nails pressing into it. I also add a little swipe of my tongue across my lips for extra effect. He catches on and starts to stir a little. I take a long, cheek hollowing drag for effect, lean in close to him and kiss him, smoke billowing out of my cherry, glossed lips, and my nose - really hookerish.

Now I let the tip of my tongue enter between his lips. He meets mine and I press in closer, slowly, and gently roping my tongue around his. He growls softly as I maintain pressure on his cock, rubbing my fingers back and forth, exhaling smoky breath into his mouth. He is very turned on.

“Oooh,” I say. “Someone is very frisky tonight.”

“Yes,” he says. “Why don’t we continue this discussion in the bedroom over to the side?”

“I thought you would never ask,” liar! I say to myself.

I down my drink in a large swallow, and he leaves his, half-finished on the table, and takes my hand as he leads me into the bedroom across the room. Once inside the bedroom, I take off my white jacket and my top, leaving my longline bra on.

It’s pulled tight enough to give just the right amount of cleavage showing through. I kick off my four-inch heels on the floor. I go to work and unbutton his shirt and throw it on the floor. I take some time to run my nails over his hairy chest. He draws a deep breath and pulls me in closer to him, kissing me hard.

He was ravenous, sending his tongue straight into my mouth, wrapping it around mine. He started to reach for what he thought was my pussy, and I firmly pulled his hand away. I wasn’t ready to reveal myself just yet; or did he know? Barbara pointed me out to him, and not Debbie. Maybe this guy was into trans women. I would find out soon enough.

He ran his fingers through my wig, and touched my bare shoulders and my neck. Strangely, I began to feel like a woman. The part of me that was reluctant to engage this way with another man was leaving. I was making the jump from being a “simple” transvestite into a trans woman. I was getting into it.

I grabbed his cock and loosened his belt, undid his pants, and reached underneath his boxers. Now I could touch it in the flesh. I felt a bit of pre cum on my fingertips. I felt . . . proud of myself that I could turn him on. If I was going to be a “submissive” for Barbara, I was determined to be the best one I could be.

He started to moan with delight. I kissed his ear, and his neck. “Lie down,” I said. I straddled him, bent my head down, my hair falling down and tickling his belly. He pressed my head rather aggressively into his lap and for the first time in my life, I had another man’s cock pressed up against my lips.

My lips parted slightly, playing with him, teasing him. I stuck my tongue out and tickled his “fish eye,’ and the head around it. My cherry glossed lips now formed a seal over his cock’s tip, and I moved them around and around, circling it, giving it a shade and a scent of cherry.

“More,” he said in a harsh whisper. My mouth was nice and wet, and I took the whole of his head between my lips, forming a tight seal with my lips; then slid my mouth down, and took all of him. He reached to the back of my tongue. The only thing I had to compare it to was the fleshy dildo that Barbara gave me to practice on. Last night she ran through a “rehearsal drill” with me, to see my techniques for herself.

Before the rehearsal, she gave me a blow job and had me cum in a cup. Then she took my jizz, and mixed it with the fluid in the dildo. So after I had been going at it for a while, she squeezed it, and I got a good taste of myself. She told me if I could do that, I could easily take another man.

Now I was pumping him hard, and he thrust his hips up to meet the action from me. All the time, my tongue was slipping and sliding around him. At the same time, I was grinding my crotch on his thigh. That was a not too subtle way of letting Charlie know I had a cock. He didn’t react, instead concentrating on himself. It didn’t take too long for him to explode.

He let out a gasp, and a cute Oh my God, and my mouth was coated in a ropy, creamy, salty mixture of pent-up sexual tension. I increased my speed on him, not letting up, until I felt him go limp. When I came off him, his jizz was dripping down the side of my lips, and onto my chin. I had a glazed look in my eyes, made very sexy from the green contacts I wore.

He lied down next to me on the bed, spent, exhausted; but I wasn’t going to let him get off that easy. It was my turn to come now. I wasn’t sure the effect my rather large cock would have on his “bussy,” but I really didn’t care. He could do me later too if that’s what he wanted.

“Chantal,” he said. “You were magnificent. I’ve never had such a delicious blow job before.”

“Good, I’m glad Charlie,” I said as I massaged his sticky, limp cock back into hardness again. “I need a cigarette,” I said as I reached over to the nightstand for my pack. He was ready with his own lighter for me. “Oooh, what a gentleman you are,” I said.

“Are you ready for me,” I said a few minutes later. Charlie wasn’t much for pillow talk which was fine with me. Privately I detested him. The sight of me smoking turned him fully on, and he was ready. I sucked on his cock a little bit to get him ready.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

I was on my knees on the bed, and I pulled my skirt down, and dropped it on the floor next to the bed. I half-expected him to scream, run out of the room, or have one of those burly security guards beat the shit out of me. But instead, when he saw my cock bulging, and throbbing through my panties, he just grinned and laughed.

“I thought this would surprise you,” I said in my most innocent, feminine voice.

“I’m delighted Chantal, not surprised. I specifically asked for you. Barbara pointed you out to me.”

“Humph,” I laughed, grinning. “Then I guess we’re good to go.” I now did the big reveal: I pulled my black satin panties down with my thumb. My cock now shot out, veins and all, throbbing. I got the idea that he liked to be told what to do; that his kink was to be treated like a “cock-taking sissy.” So I pushed the envelope a little.

“Turn around Charlie! Put your ass in the air, and that pussy of yours facing me!" Humm, I thought. I could really get to like this; making other men serve my every beck and call. What a surprise!

He looked at my cock and was mesmerized by the sight. His boner stayed hard, and he was a good boy and did just what I asked him to do. I had a tube of K-Y Jelly in my purse, and I put a generous helping onto my cock and his ass. I stuck my thumb inside him, and he gasped.

I was on my knees, and I shimmied up closer to his backside. With my fingers I gently glided my cock into that cherry opening. As soon as I entered him, he gasped again, obviously used to the feel of this, and his bussy dilated for me to enter. I slid all the way in, and he moaned and gripped the bed sheets with his fist, saying “damn, damn,” over and over again. It felt really good. It was even better than Barbara’s pussy; much tighter. The K-Y helped a great deal. My own ass began twitching.

Soon a rhythm developed, and he met my thrusts with his backward thrusts. I loved the tightness, the warmth, the slickness of his tunnel. I was so fucking horny, and I couldn’t help it anymore - I shot my load deep inside of him, feeling my own jizz surrounding my cock. I kept going, and about thirty seconds later he gasped, and I saw that his hand was wrapped around his cock, and he shot another creamy load out onto the sheets.

As I pulled out of him, a trail of my cum leaked down the side of his butt and down the sides of my cock. Then I did something I never thought I could do in a million years. I bent in close to him and used my tongue to lap up my cum from around his bussy and his butt. He squealed with delight.

It was so cute to watch, and I loved it. I was still wearing my cock-ring and my butt-plug. He still owed a lady a favor. So after I smoked a cigarette, blowing smoky exhales onto his face, and kissing him some more, I asked him if he would “pleasure a lady.” He accepted my invitation. I wanted his cock in my ass. It didn’t take much to get Charlie hard, and he was.

I turned around, my dilated ass sticking up toward the ceiling. He wasted no time and found my opening right away, eagerly entering me and grunting with satisfaction. This was my first time. Barbara did a good job at prepping me with the silicone dildo, so I was ready.

Charlie thrusted and I met his slapping balls with my ass going back and forth. He knew what he was doing. So I grabbed my cock, and stroked it. In a short time, I gasped and shot my load out again, all over the sheets, and Charlie was still thrusting hard. He came inside me, and I felt the warmth of his cum all through my ass.

When he went a little flaccid, he pulled out, dripping jizz down the side of my ass, and being the gentleman that he was; returned the favor by licking my butt hole and ticking it with his tongue. We turned to each other and embraced. He liked a bit of affection too, which was okay with me. Of course, I didn’t tell him I was his first.

We were lying next to each other, and I was smoking, watching him get hard again. I felt like asking him a question which was ruminating around in my brain since I first laid eyes on him. I wasn’t afraid to ask him either.

“Say Charlie, can I ask you something?”

“Sure Chantal, what is it?”

“I thought I recognized you when you first came over to me at the bar, and I have to know. Are you the US Senator from our state?”

He smiled, looked at me, and said: “Why yes, as a matter of fact I am. It doesn’t change anything, does it? I know you’ll keep this evening’s events confidential. Barbara assured me of that, right?” I knew that if I said “no,” or revealed it in the future, I’d find myself with cement boots at the bottom of the Hudson River.

“Of course, Charlie, I like you, and I’d love to do this again sometime. I’m very comfortable with you.”

“Good,” he said. It just so happened that Charlie Schmitt was also the Democratic front-runner for the US Presidential nomination. In my mind’s eye I could picture the Secret service smuggling me into the White House through one of those mythic White House tunnels they talk about from JFK’s time with a certain deceased and famous blonde actress.

“I know that if, or should I say ‘when’ I want to see you again Chantal, all I have to do is ask Lionel to see you.”

“Right, that’s the best way. Would you like my phone number?”

He thought about it for a minute and said: “No, I think it’s best that we go through Lionel. Just for security purposes, you know. Believe me, it’s nothing personal.”

“Okay Charlie, fine with me.” It was then that he reached into the pocket of his suit and pulled out a roll of bills. He handed me five thousand dollars, like he was paying for a Snickers bar at the 7-11.

“Here,” he said. “This is my little way of saying “thank you.”

“Why thank you Charlie, but that wasn’t necessary!”- or expected.

We got dressed and went out front to join the others. Debbie was in the other bedroom with both of the Middle Easterners, and Barbara saw me come out with Charlie. She walked over to us.

“So how was she Charlie,” Barbara asked.

“Wonderful Barbara, absolutely wonderful.”

“Good, I’m glad. You know Chantal is one of my best girls. I’m sure she’d love to see you again the next time you visit Lionel.”

“Good, I hope so Barbara.”

That’s how I got started on my new path. A path I never thought possible a little over a year ago, when Debbie caught me playing “dress-up” in the backyard of our home. In the car ride on the way home, Barbara reminded me of my role in her burgeoning enterprise, which over the next two years became even more successful. I was even elevated to the role of “trainer.”

Barbara of course, retained her role in Lionel Cashman’s empire, frequently leaving with him to various points on the globe. Debbie and I were in charge when Barbara was out of town. “Chantal,” Barbara asked. “I think you owe me something. I get fifty per cent, remember?”

“Of course, Barbara.” I reached into my purse and handed her twenty-five hundred dollars, as Debbie did the same from her “clients.” I had crossed the line.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice from Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this story of an innocent young college man who happens to have a bit of a cross-dressing fantasy and a smoking fetish. However, his journey doesn’t just stop there! It’s always nice to have friends willing to help you do naughty things! – very naughty things. For a good cause, of course. The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in Mike’s journey. Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These stories are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the subway, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey

Here are a few really good stories from my collection available exclusively on AMAZON/KDP:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

[image: A person touching another person's face  Description automatically generated with low confidence]         [image: A picture containing text, human face, poster, eyelash  Description automatically generated]         [image: A person and person hugging each other  Description automatically generated with low confidence]

[image: A person in a red corset  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]          [image: A person and person kissing in shower  Description automatically generated with low confidence]         [image: A picture containing text, poster, human face, person  Description automatically generated]

[image: A person with her finger on her lips  Description automatically generated with low confidence]           [image: A picture containing text, human face, poster, person  Description automatically generated]         [image: A red sign with white text  Description automatically generated with low confidence]


About The Author

Jaclyn Dicey

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes. After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my email which is jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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