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“You have to embrace yourself Jeff. We all have to embrace what we are; not to fear but to accept. I can teach you that.”


Prologue

Jeff Kobak was an only child who grew up without anyone as a role model. He had a small family; an older sister who moved away six years ago, got married, and now lives out of state. He had both his parents, and his cousins were much older than him; his mother being the youngest of five siblings, and his father was an only child as well. His father’s job caused them to move frequently when Jeff was growing up, and his books were his best friends.

He felt socially awkward, out of place. He had the idea that kids who had brothers and sisters were privy to secrets and ideas that he would never know. As he grew he scarcely had any male friends, but found the girls the easiest to talk to. The boys wanted nothing to do with him because they considered him effeminate, difficult to approach, and an embarrassment to be seen talking with.

Puberty was a rough time for Jeff. By the tenth grade, he had already moved with his family three times; changing schools, and all the stress and anxiety of a constant barrage of new things. Some of the boys, Jeff noticed were shaving already. Indeed, some sported beards and mustaches. He barely had any pubic hair, which caused him embarrassment during PE class, and the shower in the locker room afterwards.

The company he sought out with girls was a constant source of amusement to his male classmates.

His emotions were in turmoil along with his body, and so he excelled at really the only thing he could -schoolwork. He had a keen intellect, and by the time his high school graduation came around, he had already accumulated a whole semester’s worth of advanced placement credits.

College was the same social scene as high school, but with less overt ridicule. As for the girls he hung out with, they enjoyed his company, laughter came easily with them, and they often sought out his opinion on matters of dress and sometimes even on makeup.

He began smoking, finding it to be his sole means of sexual expression. It was easy for him to take up the habit because many of the girls he hung out with smoked. The sight of women smoking, especially all-white, long cigarettes, seemed to stir sexual feelings in him.

This only increased his anxiety because he thought it was a sick thing to have this association. He enjoyed masturbation while smoking, and secretly, he often wished to become the object of his fetish, but never acted on it.

The girls he was friends with did not take any interest in him romantically, and he was especially shy when it came to dating. There were occasions such as parties and school functions which he participated in and asked different girls to accompany him, and likewise girls selected him as a partner, but these “dates” went nowhere. He was, as before, alone.

So, his romantic life seemed to be a hopeless situation (with annoying ribbing from his friends) until his third year of medical school. He struck up a rapport with a female clinician, Dr. Donna Marie Parsons, who was eight years his senior. She liked Jeff because he was more mature than the other students, had some life experience working on the outside before coming to medical school, and had an appearance and demeanor that attracted her.

She started flirting with him in clinic, and he found her to be attractive as well, not the least reason being that she smoked long, white 120 mm cigarettes that were the object of his fetish. He found the combination to be irresistible.

There were tremendous issues of self-esteem and shyness to be overcome, but Dr. Parsons seemed to “get him” like no other woman had before, and went out of her way to put him at ease.

Their first date, a dinner at a local restaurant, was really his first actual date, unlike his other outings with women, and it was to be an evening that he would never forget, and steer his life in a most unexpected direction.

❤️❤️❤️


Part I - Point of No Return


Chapter I

There he was, holding onto Donna Marie’s cock with his fingertips touching the shaft, not really sure what he was supposed to do. One voice in his head said get dressed and run the hell out of the room, and the other voice said, she’s done nothing wrong - it’s your attitude here that’s wrong. He listened to the latter voice, and looked across the bed from her with uncertain eyes, waiting for her to say something.

“Jeff, sweetie, you are such a good man,” and she reached over and kissed him. “I’m still a woman, emotionally, mentally, and well . . . (and she grinned, and shrugged), I just happen to have a cock. I’m a Transgender Woman. You’ve heard of Caitlin Jenner, right?” I mean, who hasn’t, Jeff thought to himself. “I just choose not to have the full gender reassignment surgery done. I enjoy having a cock - but as a woman,” she added quickly. “Why don’t you just think of it as a large clit?”

Jeff was still in shock, but Donna Marie was very reassuring to him, and used his knowledge as a medical student help him to understand her better. Jeff had to choose his words carefully here because he really loved being with her so far, and wanted to get this relationship off the ground. Lucky for him, she was very understanding of his anxieties, and she did her best to reassure him. To Jeff, her insight was uncanny.

“You must have lots of questions. Let’s get those out of the way first. Here, let’s have a cigarette - I know how that turns you on,” she said and smiled. So she reached for the pack, and he had to take his hand off her cock which was very hard - and surprisingly big. He noticed too that her balls were the smallest he had ever seen, from being around men in groups all his life. She lit them both up, smiled and took a very seductive drag, and saw that his cock became aroused again. Looking at it, she said, “See, that’s a very good sign!” and she laughed.

He got the voice finally to speak now that he felt more relaxed. “Okay Donna, I mean if you’re comfortable, why don’t you tell me your story?”

“Sure Jeff, I have no problem sharing with you. It’s not as complicated as you might think.” Then she looked at him inquisitively, almost winking, and said, “you might even enjoy hearing about it, - for medical study purposes, of course.”

As she spoke, Jeff realized that her story was quite similar to his almost word for word – all the social aspects; identification with and friendships with girls – everything. The only difference was that Donna had undergone Hormone Replacement Therapy (HRT) in college, but drew the line on gender reassignment surgery. It intrigued him.

Like him, her sister was the only one in her family that felt any sort of sympathy for her. At fourteen, her sister showed her how to put makeup on, and let her wear some of her undergarments.

In high school, she started wearing makeup; eyeliner, eye shadow and even lipstick. Jeff was spellbound by the story.

Fortunately for Donna, and to the chagrin of her parents, she found a therapist who was supportive of her, and gave her the self-confidence and reassurance she needed to survive and feel comfortable being the person she was, was meant to be.

In college, she began dressing as a woman, and had her name legally changed to “Donna Marie,” from “Daniel Matthew.”

Before she entered medical school, in her junior year of college, she had facial surgery and breast implants; but surrendering her cock was not something she wanted to do. Because of the surgeries, she entered medical school a year later than she was meant to, but, as a woman, and it worked out okay.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

Moment of Truth

“What a story Donna. I’m sorry you had to go through all the bullying and ignorance. I really admire you, for sticking with . . . you know, standing up for your identity.”

“Jeff, what choice did I have? No one but you can tell you who are.” She took a seductive drag on her cigarette, quickly looked down at her cock still sitting in my hand, and moved her hips back and forth so that it was slipping through the loops my fingers had made for it. Then her attention was turned to me.

“Do what you feel like doing Jeff,” she said seductively. “Just go with it.” Its growing hardness in my hand turned me on. She saw a slight reluctance in my face, picked up on it right away, and held my chin with her fingers. “I know you want to be with me Jeff, nothing to worry or feel bad or embarrassed about.” I started to say something, but she put a finger against my lips and let out a “Shhhhh.”

Before I could say another word, Donna Marie had her eyes closed, rocking back and forth between my fingers, and waiting “for Act II” to start. What came next felt like the most natural and conflictingly strangest thing to happen in my life.

My head bent down and I softly kissed the tip of her “she-cock” (I didn’t know what else to call it. A “he-clit”, maybe?), wrapping my lips around the tip of it.

I pulled off for a second, running my tongue over my lower lip to give it some moisture, and then placed the whole tip of her cock in my mouth. I was becoming erect myself, even after two blowjobs that night.

Donna started to moan; her eyes closed. “That’s it Jeff, keep going, don’t stop.” My saliva was now over her whole shaft, which was eight inches long and thick. I was going up down it, my tongue curling around it, and I was sucking hard. It felt good. I couldn’t believe that I was really enjoying myself this much – sucking a real, live, flesh and blood . . cock!

Donna grabbed my head, pushing me down onto her lap. “Lick my balls babe,” she said. I reluctantly took my mouth off her cock and used my tongue to lick her balls and her moaning intensified. She guided my head back onto her cock and my sucking resumed; her moaning increasing. I had my cock in my hand, getting very turned on by what I was doing. “Faster Jeff, faster,” she said, the sound of desperation apparent in her voice. She sounded like any aroused woman would.

The bobbing motion of my head got faster and faster, and so her moans became longer, like a long, one word sentence. Her body stiffened, and I was greeted by a rush of a warm, salty sensation in my mouth, that I swallowed in maybe two gulps. It was her jizz exploding in my mouth, circling my cock. I was still sucking and moving my head up and down. It was my first time . . .

“Oh my God, I love you Jeff,” was all she could say. She pulled herself off me and kissed me passionately on my lips, her silky hair rubbing against my chest. Whether she could taste herself on me she didn’t say. It felt good being intimate with her like this, being held by her. Her hand reached down to my cock, and she said, “Hummm, now what are we going to do with this????”

“I know!” she said looking at me and playfully batting her eyes. She shimmied out of her panties, and right in front of me was her semi-erect, slick, she-cock, that just moments before was in my mouth. My mind was on autopilot. I didn’t get into any philosophical or moral arguments in my head, because, amazingly, I had none.

She got on all fours and her nice, firm buttocks were in my face, with her pink cherry “she-cunt” facing me. There was a tube of KY Jelly on the nightstand which she took and put a glob on her fingertips, then wiped it over her back door.

Squeezing the tube, she rubbed some more over my cock, moaning to herself as I got hard again. I wanted inside that hole badly.

“Take me honey, and pound the fuck out of me, please,” was all she said. Her rubbing, and cool feel of the jelly on my cock soon had me as hard as before. I was speechless, but I wanted her in the worst way. I grabbed hold of the sides of her buttocks, spreading them apart as best I could, and rubbed my now slick cock over her puckered, cherry hole. I told myself that I am with a woman. I believed it.

I inserted the tip of my cock, just the head, inside of her and she let out a sudden moan, being pleasantly invaded by me. Being a virgin, I had nothing to compare it to.

My cock was being squeezed down its whole length and I could feel her cherry door expanding a bit to accommodate me. Instinct with pure lust took over and I began a rhythmic pounding of her. “Faster Jeff, faster!” she exclaimed, almost out of breath. It was an exquisite feeling. I felt a ball rising up out of me, and I could contain myself no longer. I came like a fountain, and I felt my cock surrounded by the warmth of my own jizz as I filled her up. She moaned and just as I came, she did again too, shooting her jizz out onto the bed sheets. I kept pumping until my cock lost its erection.

She turned around, my jizz running down her buttocks, and hugged and kissed me all over my face and lips. Once again, our tongues intertwined, and I was overcome with her smoky breath, her perfume which was all over me now, and her sweat. I was no longer a virgin, but not quite the way I expected to be deflowered. It didn’t matter. I was fine with it. All my anxieties were gone. We had each other; total acceptance.

“So how do you feel?” she whispered in my ear. “It’s, I mean, Donna, you’re wonderful.” She smiled, and said, touching my nose; “I feel the same way.”

She took out two cigarettes, and lit us both up. She curled up next to me, her head in the crook of my arm. I loved the feel of her hair and the warmth of her body next to me.

“You know,” I said, “I never asked you how old you are? I realize it’s not polite to ask a lady, but, just for curiosity. I mean, it doesn . . . .” She cut me off because I was struggling with the question.

“It’s okay Jeff. I’m thirty-four, and so there is an eight-year difference between us, but so what? It’s still wonderful - you’re wonderful. Agreed?”

“Yes, I think I’m very lucky to have you in my life this way.” She gave me a grin, and asked me, “and not like a professor-student relationship?”

“Are you kidding? Better! Most guys would kill for a date like this”(well, maybe not most).

“Just so you know,” she said, squinting her eyes as she took a very seductive drag on her cigarette, “our ‘date’ as you call it isn’t nearly over yet. I need to conduct a little science experiment. You ready?”

My curiosity was peaked, and I thought I knew what she would asked, but it didn’t matter. I was completely into anything.

❤️❤️❤️

She lit another cigarette. “For this,” she lit up and made a snap inhale, “I have to smoke baby. Okay, get on all fours with your ass facing me.” Is this REALLY HAPPENING??? I couldn’t believe what my mind was willing my body to do now. She reached for the tube of KY and spread a good amount on my ass and then on her she-cock. “Jeff,” she purred, “you may feel a little fullness, but just keep yourself relaxed, and you’ll be alright.”

I said nothing, and was anticipating what came next - with pleasure. I took a look behind me, and saw that she was stroking her cock with the lube on it and getting hard again almost instantly. “Ah ah, no peeking!” she said, and I quickly turned my head forward.

I felt the smooth hardness of the tip of her cock penetrate my derrière, slowly at first, going in and out, in and out, very slowly, just the tip. I tensed up. “Relax, it will go easy baby.” So, I concentrated on relaxing, and she penetrated me more. I felt a sharp pain which quickly went away once she was inside me.

She began to moan. “This feels so good, and you’re doing a good job of relaxing, honey. Play with your cock.” That, she didn’t need to tell me. I was stroking myself all along the length of my shaft. Her pumping motion quickened, and I posed little resistance to her, taking all eight-inches of her thick, slick she-cock inside of me. Now I was moaning with pleasure. It was so good; it felt so much better than just jerking myself off.

Her rhythm quickened as did the depth of her penetration. I was stroking myself faster as well. Donna was cooing and making sounds of pure pleasure. I think she enjoyed this better than me sucking her off. This was truly a night of firsts . . . sort of.

I was on one arm, switching between right and left as I moved my thumb and index finger as an “O” up and down my dick.

The combo was too much for me and I shouted out, “I’m gonna  . . . cummmm.” She said nothing and kept thrusting. Soon I felt the liquid warmth of her jizz inside my ass, which was clenched over her cock. She let out a large sigh, and went even faster as she came. As soon as I felt her warmth, I had shot a nice load over her sheets. Before she pulled out, I felt a sharp “thwack” on my right butt cheek, and then another one on my left, maintaining my erection after I just came. It was a strange, erotic mix of pain and pleasure.

She stopped thrusting and pulled out. She turned me around and kissed my lips hard, twirling her tongue around mine. We were on our knees facing each other, and her arms were around my shoulders.

I grabbed and squeezed her tits, and played with the nipples between my fingers. That only made her kiss me harder. Then she pulled me down to the bed facing the ceiling, and she lie with her head on top of me, her hair feeling nice on my chest. I was absentmindedly playing with her hair with my fingers.

“Donna,” I said, “could I please have a cigarette with you?”

“Sure honey, after that incredible ‘experiment,’” and she laughed, “yes,” and she reached over me for her pack and lighter, giving me one and then taking one for herself. After she lit us both up, she had an elbow planted on the bed and looked at me quizzically. “Jeff,” she said, “can I ask you a question?”

“Sure,” I said, happily, “fire away.”

“When I just made love to you, I expected to find a lot more resistance to my cock, you know? It’s like, well I mean, I expected it to be a lot tighter than it was.” She laughed. “It’s almost like it was a ‘bit roomy’ in there. Have you ever . . . done this before?” I tensed because I knew this was coming, and to her defense, I was less than honest and a lot embarrassed that my little ‘secret’ would get out this way.

“Donna, there’s a confession I need to make.” She smiled nonchalantly, almost anticipating what I was to say. “Go ahead,” she said.

“When I told you that I was a virgin, and totally inexperienced with women or men, I was telling you the truth. But what I didn’t tell you was . . .” I couldn’t get the right words out. I needed coaching. Only four hours ago, this would have been impossible for me to tell anyone.

“Was . . . what?” she said, shifting on the bed and really looking at me now. She moved the ashtray onto the bed in the middle of us, and made a point of flicking her ashes, really concentrating on me with those piercing amber contacts she wore tonight.

I let out a sigh of resignation - busted. “I’ve sort of done this before.”

“Done what before, exactly? I thought you were a virgin.”

“Well I am, or was. What I mean to say is that I (never in a million, billion years, did I ever dream of making this confession) have a rather large silicone, self-lubricating dildo at home, which I bought on AMAZON about two years ago.”

Her eyes went so wide that I thought her contact lenses would fall out. “I’ve been playing with it, sucking on it while I jerked myself off, and even fucking my ass with it.”

“WOW!! Jeff, I never expected to hear that -“

“Hang on, there’s more. I have an older sister. When I was about sixteen, I stole some of her panties, an old blouse, and maybe a couple of short skirts that she was planning to give away. The night before the collection, I rummaged through it and took out some stuff from it. I started smoking and masturbating while I put them on. So, anyway, when you fucked me tonight, you found it easier because ‘I’ve been conditioned’ in that way, you see?”

My sense of shame and self-degradation were so intense, I thought I would cry. I fought back tears, all because I had not been totally honest with her, especially because she told me all about herself.

“Oh Jeff,” she said softly, “sweetie, come here,” and she hugged me tightly. I thought of the canyon-like distance between the reception I got now from Donna, contrasted with my parents. My sister was the only one who really accepted me, but she was married now, and I didn’t have anyone near to talk to about this.

I thought my friends in school, Dan, Ron, and especially Eddie, were beginning to suspect that ‘something was off,’ because I never mentioned dating any women. I didn’t think of myself as gay; I just didn’t now or ever consider myself to be a man in the fullest sense, apart from being a biological one.

I was sobbing lightly on her shoulder. “Jeff, you know that you’re only going to get full acceptance from me. I suspected something was ‘a little off,’ at how readily you accepted my she-cock in your mouth, and, well, you know. I was half expecting you to run out of the house without ever looking back. That’s happened to me before you know. I told you my story, so why are you so frightened about sharing yours? You know we are really very much alike.”

I think my tears were of joy more than of embarrassment, because now I found a kindred spirit, a hot kindred spirit, who I was really into.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

“Jeff,” she said. “For your own sanity we have to do something about ‘your situation,’” she said. “Of course it’s entirely up to you, but I care for you very much, and I know how much you enjoy being with me. You are the most honest and down to earth guy I’ve ever been with.” She looked at me with a steely gaze. “Now, I’ll cut right to the chase - have you ever thought about transitioning? Wait, let me rephrase this another way. Are you ready to become the person you were meant to be all your life? I can, and I will do everything in my power to help you with this.”

By this time I felt better, and I already knew what the answer was, so I just said, “Yes, yes I am. I’m not ready to start HRT yet, and at this point I definitely, like you, don’t want any surgery.”

“Well that’s terrific! You don’t have to think of anything like that yet. I know a therapist in the city who works with non-binary people, especially transgender women, like us.” In fact, I still see her. She is especially good with gender dysphoria, you know, like feelings of anxiety about their identity, and all.”

“Yeah, Donna, I know all about that, I’m well-read.”

“Well, yeah, I see you are. Look, I think you’ll like this. Do you think you’re ready to dress fem yet? I mean, I’m happy to have a relationship with you just as you are, but I get the feeling, and from what you’ve told me tonight, that you would be much more content, and settled, if you, forgive the cliché, ‘came out.’ You also have the body to look really, and I mean really hot – as a girl!”

So for the rest of the night we talked about all that, and came to the decision for now, that when I came over to Donna Marie’s house, I would dress at her house, and we would go out at night to clubs, parties, and dinner, with the “new me.” I just needed a new name for the new me.

“Tell you what, Jeff. I’ll do some shopping for you in the meantime, and next week when you come over, I’ll get you dressed really hot, do you up, and we’ll “take you out for a spin!”

I left that night, and my head was swimming with all that happened, but for the first time, I felt really good about myself. I knew that to be happy and to have some fun, I needed to let Donna Marie guide me.

❤️❤️❤️

One Week Later

On Monday, when I saw the guys in clinic, I told them that my date with Donna was just dinner, and that nothing romantic or sexual happened. The overall response was “tough luck for you,” and they let it go. The looks they exchanged were like we knew nothing would happen. Besides, she was working at another hospital and was our clinician no longer.

During the week she called me Wednesday night. “Jeff, I can’t wait to show you the things I bought you, and I can’t wait to see you put them on.”

“Wow, that’s really nice, and generous Donna. By the way, I don’t know how to thank you; you were so understanding and nice, and I really had a fantastic time.”

“Come on Jeff, your story was so much like mine in many ways - the older sister, not fitting in, not comfortable in your own skin; and like I said Jeff, I’m crazy about you. We are going to have so much fun!!! You haven’t seen anything yet!” I couldn’t wait to see what Donna had picked out for me; I could only imagine.

Thursday and Friday flew by and before I knew it, I was in my bedroom getting dressed for Saturday night. Donna mentioned something about us going out together, with me dressed in the clothes she bought for me. That sounded like fun!

Any doubts as to her intentions or feelings towards me were put to rest right away as soon as she answered the door. She put both her arms around me and kissed me deeply, sending her tongue deep into my mouth, roping around mine. After a minute or so, she pulled away from me, smiling, and said, “Hi Jeff!”

“This is a greeting I could get used to easily Donna. I don’t get this very often,” I said.

She cupped my cheeks in her hands, her long nails painted a very sexy looking red, and said to me, “New rule for tonight, and every other time we’re together, okay? No feeling sorry for yourself; forget it. Those days are over, do you understand,”

I smiled back at her. “Yes, yes, I get it. You won’t hear that from me anymore.”

“Good, now let’s get a drink in the kitchen, and then we’ll go upstairs.” We sat in her kitchen, both drinking Diet Cokes, and she lit up a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol and gave one to me and lit me up too. She did a snap inhale, and had her hand on my knee. “So what do you think Jeff? Are you curious to see how you would look dressed as a woman?”

“Donna, it’s amazing how much things can change in a week. I am totally ready.”

“That’s great Jeff. Now, I’ve been thinking of a name to call you. What do you think of “Julia?”

“Julia, Julia, . . . I like it.”

“No, just a minute.” I suppose that when she heard me say the name, she may have had second thoughts. “Sweetie, I want something more provocative, a bit sexier,” she said, looking at me up and down in my “boy clothes.” She thought another minute or so, and then said, smiling, “Joy. I think we’ll call you Joy. What do you think - do you like it?”

“Yes, I think it’s a bit sluttier.” I don’t know why I said that, but as soon as I did, I got very hard, picturing myself as a cum-faced, cock-riding slut.

She smiled at me. “Yeahhh . . . I think having you as a slut, and watching you fucking other men, and women would be a huge turn-on for me,” she said as her eyes lit up and a mischievous grin spread across her face. “Of course,” she said, with an obvious possessiveness in her voice, “you will always belong to me.”

“That goes without saying,” I said.

I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw what she bought for me. Upstairs on her bed was a wardrobe - a very exciting batch of clothes was laid out for me. There was a midi-length black leather skirt with a high slit up the side, a wide black vinyl belt, a pink knit, sleeveless blouse with a plunging neckline, a black laced bra with cups; and judging by the size of it, I saw it would pull the fat of my chest together to resemble real women’s cleavage. For my legs, she had black, laced-top, sheer panty hose with straps to hook onto the thong. The makeup, she had displayed on the bed consisted of false black eyelashes, eyeliner, a razor, lipstick, and cherry red fake nails.

The thing that aroused me most of all were the panties - the satin-red thong. There was extra padding in front; a gaff, to hide my very large bulge. Those, I wanted to put on first.

Donna was smiling as she watched me surveying everything. “Did I miss anything, ‘Joy,’” she called me for the first time.

“No, it looks pretty complete to me here.”

“Good. Now I want you to get in the shower and shave all the hair off of your body - including your cock and your balls. I’ll help you with your underarms and behind your knees. I don’t want you shaving your eyebrows off - yet. Remember, we’re going out after you get dressed up!”

❤️❤️❤️


Part II - Becoming Joy
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Chapter IV

I was waterlogged by the time I was done. After I washed all the shaving cream off me, and my legs were devoid of body hair, with some help from Donna Marie, she gave me a moisturizing body wash to put on. I was surprised at how smooth and shiny my legs were. Now I was ready to dress. Of course, I loved putting the thong on first. It felt delicious around my cock and balls, and gave me a “flat” appearance. I became very erect immediately, and my heart was beating rapidly.

“Ooooh, someone’s aroused I see,” she said with a playful smirk, touching my cock with her nails. She gave me a smoky kiss, which turned me on even more. “Your body is perfect for feminization, Joy,” she said. I next put the black, sheer, lace-topped pantyhose on, which strapped to the thong. The silky texture felt so good and smooth going up my legs. I loved it.

Next, I put on the black leather skirt with the smooth polyester lining, and then the bra, which closed in the back. “Here, let me help you with that,” she said. I put the bra on backwards, snapped it closed from the front, then turned it around, and put my arms through the straps.

It felt tight, but not uncomfortable. It squeezed my chest just enough and voilà, I had cleavage. “You know, Joy, you look so good, I just may keep you here tonight and fuck you myself!” The makeup, and nails took about another half-hour to do, when Donna announced, “I have a surprise for you now Joy.” She opened a box which contained gemstone green colored contacts to wear, which changed my eye color.

“Now I gave you these,” she said, “because the long wig I got you is deep auburn, and matches very well!” That was next. She took the wig out of a box. “I bought this online, and it comes with a stretching cap you wear underneath. It will make the wig fit better and flatten your own hair, and also keep the strands of your hair from sticking out. I felt it was easier than just perming your curly hair.”

“Agreed,” I said.

Looking at myself in the mirror with the makeup on was a huge turn-on for me, but when the wig and the green contacts went on, and I stood up to see myself fully in the mirror, hell, even I wanted to fuck myself!

“You look wonderful Joy! This calls for a celebratory cigarette and a glass of champagne my dear,” Donna said. “How do you feel?”

“Uh, different, very different . . . hard to describe,” I said softly. So she took out two cigarettes from her pack, lit us both up, and brought out a chilled ice bucket with a bottle of French champagne in it.

With her cigarette dangling out of the corner of her mouth, she cupped my new face between her two hands and said, “I know what you must be thinking and feeling, because it brings back my old memories for me!” She reached down and rubbed the outside of my leather skirt.

“Do you feel ready to go out to a club with me now, as Joy?” I answered, with another voice that didn’t seem like it was my own.

“Sure, sounds great, but, like, what will we do Donna.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll look out for you, we’ll be together. The point of this little exercise is to show you how easily you can now get guys to pay attention to you.” I didn’t argue with her, especially because my little secret was out about how I used a dildo to pleasure my “Jeff” self. I suppressed those thoughts for too long. It was time to act on the whole “thing.”

❤️❤️❤️

Donna even had a coat for me to wear. It was a belted navy raincoat, but short. My leather skirt stuck out from the bottom. We left her house and walked over to the two-car garage. “I’ll drive tonight Joy. This is a special night,” she said and kissed me on the lips.

There was a club out in Suffolk we went to that had a dance floor and a live band, one of Donna’s favorites. Since it was a Saturday night, the parking lot was full. My cock was stiff underneath the gaff that I wore. Thank God for that, I thought, otherwise I would most definitely have a boner peeking out under my leather skirt. The bouncer at the door nodded to Donna Marie because she had been there before, and she chatted with him for a bit, introducing me. “Hi Frank, this is my friend Joy.”

“Hi Joy, nice to meet you,” Frank said. He was built, and had a US Marine Corp tattoo on his right bicep, and a crewcut. Someone would have to be crazy to start up with him. “Where’s Rebecca and Sarah tonight?” he asked.

“They’re away on a vacation for a while,” Donna answered. “Joy is with me riding shotgun,” she said and laughed.

“Gotcha. Well, have a good time.” He dug into his pocket and gave Donna two chips. “Here you go, you get two drinks at the bar, compliments of the house.” Donna looked at me and winked.

“Membership has its privileges,” she said. It was very smoky inside, and Donna immediately took out two cigarettes, handed me one and lit us both up. My arousal was complete. I was now the object of all my fetishes, as we casually made our way towards the bar. There were two empty stools in the middle of the bar. “See Joy, they were expecting us!” I just smiled. As soon as we were seated, the bartender came up to Donna.

“Hi Donna,” he said. “Who’s your friend? She’s beautiful,” he said, eyeing me, not hiding the lust behind his smile. I actually blushed. Not two weeks ago, I would have just left, feeling shame, because I wasn’t myself. Tonight was a different story; it was the new me, out for a test drive. “Tucker,” she said, “I’d like you meet my friend Joy.”

“How do you do Joy,” he said and actually gave me a wink! In the most feminine voice I could muster without sounding too masculine (which wasn’t too hard), I said, “I’m good, it’s nice to meet you Tucker.”

“What’ll it be ladies?” Donna handed him the two VIP chips, and said, “two screwdrivers.”

“Two screwdrivers coming up.” He left to go make the drinks. “After we have the drinks what do you say we go out to the floor and dance dear?” Donna said.

“Sounds good. I just hope I’m steady enough wearing these pumps.”

“I think you’ll be okay. It’s like riding a bike. Once you get used to it, it becomes second nature. Then, once you’re used to them, we can get you higher, sexier heels.”

Tucker brought us the drinks. It loosened me up a bit, and when it was time to go out to the dance floor, I was thinking how, if at all, it would be different dancing with her with me being a trans woman - well, almost. I was about to find out as she just pulled me right out of the chair. “Let’s go darling,” she said. Before we left, she turned to Tucker and said, “two more of the same for when we get back, Tuck.” He nodded to Donna.

The music the band was playing was a slow dance, and the singer wasn’t half bad - it was “Country Night,” a monthly thing for the third Saturday of the month. It was a favorite of Donna’s, her being from North Carolina.

We started out slow, she held both my hands as we made our way through the crowd to the center. People were staring in our direction, and with pride, I noticed they were looking at me. She had her right arm around my waist, and we held our left hands up and together, Donna pulling me closer to her. “I love you Joy. Welcome to the rest of your life.” This gave me chills. I felt free for the first time, and I lusted after this woman. She put her lips on mine, her smoky breath and her perfume making me very hard; so hard that my cock, all eight, thick inches of it wanting to bust through my gaff. The back of the thong, which was just a string, really, felt so good rubbing between my butt cheeks.

We moved slowly to the music and kissed, her tongue digging a hole in the back of my throat, and I did the same. I could feel her tits pushing through her pink satin blouse and bra, pressing my newly shaved chest, further arousing me. I moved my right arm down to her ass, and grabbed a butt cheek, which made her moan. The more we danced, the more comfortable I became; me and my mentor, my trans lover. I wasn’t quite used to the pumps and my calves were beginning to ache a bit. I nibbled at her ear which made her giggle, and kiss me again.

“Donna, could we go back to the bar for a while, I’m not used to these pumps.”

“Sure honey,” whatever you want,” and we left the dance floor hand in hand.

Tucker had the drinks just under the front of the bar, and he put them in front of us, smiling at Donna, saying, “On me.”

“Why thanks Tuck.”

“Of course, for the most beautiful couple on the floor tonight.”

“You’re so sweet Tuck; as ever,” Donna said.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter V

We had just started our drinks when I caught sight of something at the door which made me stiffen, right away. “Oh my God!” I said.

“What is it honey?” Donna said.

“My three friends from school, Eddie, Dan, and Ron just came in!” Donna smiled a very wicked smile at me.

“Wanna have some fun? Are these the guys that tease you about not being masculine enough??” she said.

“Yep, that’s them. What did you have in mind?”

“I’ll shall we say, break the ice, and you will just happen to be my friend Joy. I will ‘reintroduce’ you.” She looked at me intently and asked: “Do you want to be a ‘nice girl,’ or would you rather be a total cum-slut??” I was so shocked, I didn’t reply, but I didn’t have to; I think she knew the answer. “Now what can we do to make your ‘cover’ more complete?” she said. “Do your friends know that you smoke?”

“No, you are the only person I’ve ever smoked in public with.”

“Oh that’s right; the whole fetish, masturbation thing - gotcha. Okay, here then, they won’t know you as a smoker, so they’re less likely to pick you out. Trust me Joy, it works.” With that, she pulled out two Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, and lit us both up. Studying me smoke she said, “It seems like you smoke like a woman, a very sexy woman, so no problem. It sure turns me on!” Pulling me off the stool, she said, “let’s go then, shall we?” She turned to Tucker. “Tuck, would you mind saving our seats for us?”

“No problem, Donna,” Tucker replied and put a “RESERVED” card on top of the bar in front of our seats.

Donna and I strolled over to the table where my three colleagues were seated. They never called me to go out with them even before I knew Donna, because they didn’t think of me as “one of the guys,” that they could go out with and go to bars. This angered me - just enough, to help me formulate a plan. A very dirty, and raunchy plan!

“Well, look who it is! Hiya guys!”

“Doctor Parsons! What a surprise. I didn’t think you . . .” She cut Ron off.

“Think what, Ron, that I socialized?”

“Oh no, it’s a nice surprise to see you here. How’s Cabrini?”

“I liked Brunswick better to be honest with you. I’m doing more surgical cases though at Cabrini.”

“Oh, where are my manners? This is my girlfriend, Joy.” They couldn’t take their eyes off me. I filled out my skirt well, and it only accentuated my feminine-shaped hips more. I held my cigarette seductively.

MY voice caught in my throat, and this was the acid test, which if I failed could cost me much embarrassment. I said, in my most feminine, soft voice, “Hi guys, nice to meet you.”

“Likewise,” Eddie said. He was supposed to be ‘the ladies’ man of the three of them. I thought I would die when Donna asked the group, “Where’s your buddy Jeff tonight?”

Dan answered. “Jeff usually doesn’t go out much to these kinds of places,” and the three of them laughed. This just angered me more, and made me want to be a real cunt!

“Oh really?” I said, with my most bitchy tone I could muster. “He sounds like a real loser to me.” I was hoping to get some protest, but Eddie chirped up, “yeah, he’s probably in bed making love to his iPad.” They all laughed again.

“Do you mind if we join you?” Donna asked. “I see a couple of empty chairs over there,” Donna said, pointing to the next table.

“Oh, not at all,” Eddie said. “That would be great. I’ll bring over two.” Dan got up to help him.

“Can we buy you girls a drink?” Eddie said.

“Sure, we’ll take two screwdrivers,” I said. Donna nodded her okay. Eddie got up and walked over to the bar. When he came back with the drinks we made some small talk. As far as my occupation, I was a Nurse Practitioner in private practice.

Donna looked at me, like we planned. It was time for me to make my move. This was going to be fun, and I was horny. I mean, I really wanted to suck Eddie’s cock! Especially from all the bragging he did. Now, I felt like I was in control.

“So Eddie,” I said, in my most alluring feminine voice, “would you like to dance with me?” Dan and Ron were glaring with jealousy at him.

“Sure Joy, let’s go.”

Then Donna said to Dan and Ron, “why don’t the three of us go join them?” It was some country tune about being in jail and having unpaid bills, an unfaithful wife, and a pregnant girlfriend; typical country – perfect!

So I took Eddie by the arm, and I became hard right away. I’d known this guy for three years, but never felt like this. We made our way to the floor and Eddie wasted no time. He put his beefy arm around my waist and pulled me close to him.

“Your perfume is really nice Joy.”

“Thanks Eddie. You’re so strong, I hope you don’t drop me!”

“Don’t worry Joy, it’ll never happen!”

He was holding me so close and actually grinding his waist into mine. I got nervous, thinking he could feel my bulge, but the gaff did it’s magic.

Donna, dancing with Dan and Ron shot me a wink. I smiled back at her.

I made the first move. I pulled Eddie close to me and hungrily kissed him, shoving my tongue in his mouth, and feeling his cock rise to the occasion. That was tonight’s mission – to get that in my mouth, between my lips.

I made some moaning sounds because I was super turned on. Dan and Ron were watching and drilling Eddie’s back with lasers from their eyes.

Eddie gently pulled off me and kissed my ear and then my newly hairless neck, giving me shivers. My cock was maximum hard, and if he didn’t catch on now, he never would.

He ran his hands through my hair and kissed me more. Then he started groping my ass, and cupped a handful through my skirt. I whispered in his ear, “Don’t try so hard Eddie, I’m a sure thing.”

He pulled away an inch and I saw a grin break out from ear to ear.“What does ‘a sure thing’ mean Joy?”

Trying to sound as steamy as I felt, I said it plain as day. “It means I have got to have your cock between my lips.” I made him speechless. Just like a complete cum-slut I said, “let’s go to the ladies’ room.”

❤️❤️❤️

He looked back at his two friends with a “look what I got” kind of grin; and look they did.

The ladies’ room was deserted, and we chose the handicapped stall because it was the roomiest one. He reached for the front of my skirt like he wanted me to hike my leg up and fuck me ladylike, but I would have none of that.

I pushed his hand away and while kissing him, I reached for his zipper. He pulled off me and made a surprising request. “Joy, uh, do you think you could smoke while you blow me. Smoky blow jobs really turn me on!”

I loved Eddie more now – a man after my own heart.

“Of course I will sweetie.” So I reached in my bag and took out a cigarette and lighter and placed my bag on the shelf inside the stall. His eyes were fixated on everything I did. Tonight was his turn. Fucking him would just have to wait; and I really wanted to ream his ass. As he watched me do my sexiest light up, he had his pants around his ankles and his boxers down as well, and began stroking his already hard cock.

Just like a seasoned professional, I said with my cigarette dangling from my lips, “Easy tiger, I got this.”

I spread paper towels on the floor in front of Eddie’s feet and knelt down, my skirt providing some cushioning for my knees. (Note to self: Buy knee pads!)

I pushed Eddie’s hands away from his cock which was bigger and thicker than I ever imagined – he was hung like a racehorse; I thought I would choke on it. It must have been ten inches.

Slowly, I teased. I took a deep drag and blew a jet of smoke on it, then gently placed my lips around the top, painting it cherry red with my lipstick. I went up and down just on the tip, adding my tongue for some moisture. He started moaning. I don’t know who was more turned on. For a moment I thought I would come.

I took another drag and exhaled right up into his face. He held my head and rubbed some of my hair on his cock tip. I pushed it away with my hand and went to full-on sucking. I had lots of saliva, and coated his cock with it.

I surprised myself how deep I could take him. He was just a mess of noise. I broke and took another drag and exhaled all over his cock, the smoke coming out the sides of my mouth and nose; my speed of sucking increasing. My fingernails grabbed his balls and he gasped. He loved it.

I felt his body tense as he was getting close to shooting his load. I had just got that thought when I felt his warm, salty cum shoot to the back of my mouth, almost choking me. Donna’s was nothing compared to Eddie. I gulped and sucked him dry.

His fingers, which were pressing hard on my head, were rigid and running through my hair as he came and moaned. It was kind of funny, because after all, this was Eddie, Mister Romance, the suave romancer, or so he claimed, being putty in my hands.

I loved the sense of control, of power. Now the question was how to get the other two “friends” of mine under my “spell.”

I combed my hair, and we came out of the ladies’ room. I did “the walk of shame,” proudly, as Joy – the total cum-slut! Donna was beaming at me; proud of me, “her creation.” The other guys had their mouths open after they realized where we had been.

Before we got to the table, Eddie asked me for my phone number along with a bunch of compliments about “what a gorgeous girl” I was. It made me laugh. Of course, I couldn’t give him my phone number, because he already had it – listed under “Jeff.”

Instead, I said, “Give me yours Eddie, Donna and I are planning a little party for next weekend, and you’re invited.”

His glazed eyes lit up! He gladly gave me his phone number which I already had. When we got back to the table, Eddie was “the man;” but he had to say nothing, it was written over his face. Our plan had gone well, and Donna smiled at me.

Now we had a party to plan! It would be unlike anything Eddie had ever seen.
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