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“VERUM FUNDATUR IN FABULA”

Based on a True Story


BOOK 1 of The TURNED Series


Chapter I -

I was in my third year of medical school, and doing my orthopedics rotation in one of the area hospitals. There was one doctor in particular that myself and the rest of the guys in my class would fantasize about sexually, since this woman was hot; I mean third degree burn hot! Dr. Donna Marie Parsons always wore a long white lab coat, and a short, black skirt which gave us all a terrific view of her magnificent legs. She had long, auburn hair which she kept up in a bun on the back of her head, blue eyes, and what I like to call “the look.” The “look” is a nebulous term that when you look in a woman’s eyes, a “sixth sense” takes over and you just know that she’s checking you out.

One day in clinic, an incident happened that removed all doubt for me about “The Look.” I was giving an injection to a middle-aged man in his ankle for acute pain. There is a technique that’s used so as not to cause the patient any discomfort. It involves spraying a freezing liquid on the skin and then injecting the “medicinal cocktail.” Doctor Parsons was walking through the hall and stopped by my exam room to critique my procedure; normal routine.

A little bit more about Dr. Parsons. Between patients, she would sit at a desk in a room just outside the clinic area, and smoke Virginia Slims 120 Menthols - I know, in a hospital; disgusting, right? But she had an attitude like “screw authority,” you know, a rebel. I liked that “wild” aspect of her. She was also known to be the one at parties and functions to drink a little bit more than everyone else, and disappear with a guy, or two, and then come back looking a little bit disheveled.

So back to me with the syringe. I was in the middle of giving the shot, and Dr. Parsons looked at me, and in front of the patient she said, “Doctor Kobak, your wife may appreciate it slow and steady like that, but I don’t think the patient does.” It was a clear reference to fucking. Now, I wasn’t married. I was twenty-six years old, and didn’t even have a steady girlfriend. The truth is, I was always shy around girls. I didn’t consider myself to be any kind of ‘macho guy,” you know, all muscular - a hard body- that - most women would give their right tit for. Most of my free time, I kept my head in the books. I mean, that’s how I got into med school in the first place. So, as far as dating women went, I was a total zero.

Dr. Parsons wasn’t married either as far as I knew, and I knew nothing about her dating proclivities, except for her storied debauchery at parties, and, as was just proven to me, she enjoyed flirting with her students; mostly male - I don’t know if she had a thing for women or not, and I didn’t really care. To even entertain the smallest thought that she might be interested in me was beyond my wildest expectations.

So, I was a lot taken aback by what she said, but also very turned on. After she left the room I had a full-out hard on!

Later that day in the cafeteria I told my friends about what happened, and since we were all men we could speak freely amongst ourselves. “Come on Jeff, she really said that to you? ‘That your wife might like it slow and easy?’”

“Yes Ron, she did; and I’m not even married, or have a steady girlfriend.”

“Well lucky you,” my other buddy Dan said, who was married. “She wants your cock!” They all laughed, and I turned beet red.

“Why don’t you ask her out - on a regular date; like dinner?” Ron said.

“Because she’ll never go out with me.”

“Jeff, you won’t know unless you ask her.” Dan said.

“I don’t know guys. Isn’t there some kind of rule about faculty not dating teachers,” I said, hoping for a way out.

“Maybe there is and maybe there isn’t Jeff. But if you don’t ‘test the waters,’ you’ll never know!” Ron said.

Eddie was the one to laugh and say what the others were only thinking - This dork is a total loser. He’s still a virgin, and hasn’t mentioned women once since we’ve been in school together!

I thought about it that night after I went home. It really distracted me from my studies, but all I could think about was tomorrow when I would see Dr. Parsons in clinic again. I took some deep breaths and thought about how I would approach her, what I would say.

I stood in front of the mirror and made some shit up, but it just made me crazy - getting all turned on, and then realizing I didn’t have what it takes. I went to bed thinking that it was all a stupid idea, and just let it go. However, I did jerk off. I mean, I had to.

It was the only way I had of letting my intense frustration go. I kept thinking of the way she looked at me when she spoke to me; the small, knowing grin on her face. She knew exactly the effect she was having on me, and enjoying it! It was a game of cat and mouse, and I was the unwitting mouse. Any of my friends; Dan or Ron would gladly have changed places with me if they could. I knew that they would embarrass me in front of her any time we were in clinic together, hoping to score points with her, especially after I told them what she said to me.

The next day there was no clinic, only grand rounds, and presentations; so it was a short day. I did something for myself that I had been putting off for a very long time. I finally made it to the eye doctor and got fitted for contact lenses. The tortoise-rimmed glasses I wore with the thick lens, combined with my thick head of curly hair, skinny, unmasculine body, made me look like a total nerd. What could a knock-out like Dr. Parsons see in me anyway? Maybe the contact lenses would help.

The next morning I was in the hospital cafeteria with Dan and Ron having coffee before we started what was supposed to be a grueling day. Ron spotted Dr. Parsons on the checkout line with a tray of food. “Jeff, look who’s on the checkout line.” My eyes went wide, and I was ready to whip my head around when Ron stopped me.

“Hey Jeff! Be cool man! Not so fast.” The guys were both laughing. Sure enough, there she was. She was carrying her lab coat, and she wore the same really short black skirt, black stiletto heels, with straps, and a sleeveless knit blouse, that was cut low enough to show her enormous cleavage. “Holy shit! Dan said. “Thank God I’m married, or I’d be hitting that up right now!”

Ron said, “look Jeff she’s sitting alone! Why don’t you go over there and sit next to her, talk her up!”

“Nah, it’s too early in the day, she probably wants to be alone before the day starts. Forget it.”

“You won’t get her alone like this for the rest of the day man,” Ron said.

It was just then that Eddie Boyle joined us. Eddie was a tall Irish kid with thick red hair, who always made everyone laugh. There’s one in every bunch. I think if they had elections for ‘most unlikely to graduate,’ Eddie would win, hands down. “Morning doctors, ready for another day in paradise?” Eddie said with his usual glibness.

“Just like any other day Eddie,” Ron said.

Dan broke in: “Now that’s where you’re wrong. Go ahead Jeff, tell ‘Bob Hope’ what happened in ortho clinic the other day.” That’s just what I needed; more jabs from the guys.

“What happened in ortho the other day, Jeff?” Eddie asked with a jester’s grin from ear to ear. I didn’t respond.

Ron said, “C’mon Jeff, you tell him, or I will!”

“It was nothing, really. Maybe I imagined it.”

“No, you didn’t imagine shit! She told you that man,” Ron replied.

“Now this is getting interesting. C’mon Jeff, spill the beans!” Eddie said. I knew it was a losing battle, taking a deep breath. “I was in ortho on Monday morning and Dr. Parson’s supervised me when I was giving a patient a Posterior Tibial Nerve block. She leans over and says to me, ‘Dr. Kobak, your wife may like it slow and easy like that, but I don’t think the patient appreciates it.’ I didn’t say anything, I just looked at her. When it was done, she left the room.”

“Whoa! Holy Shit! She was coming on to you Jeffy boy! All the guys in this hospital would give their left nut to be in your shoes! Wow!” Eddie said, eyes wide. “So what are you gonna do about it?” He smirked and looked at Dan and Ron. The last thing they could imagine was me with a hot woman like Dr. Donna Parsons - or any woman for that matter.

“We’ve been trying to get him to go over there to where she’s sitting and just talk to her,” Ron said. “But Mr. Stiffy without a prayer here doesn’t want to. He’s embarrassed.”

“You should do it now ,” Eddie said. “I guess you guys haven’t heard.”

“Heard what?” I said.

“Dr. Parsons is going to Cabrini for the rest of the rotation. This is her last week here,” Eddie said.

“There! See that? Jeff, if you want any hope of getting anything from her, you better act fast, my friend!” Dan said.

“Forget it guys. Jeff hasn’t reached puberty yet!” They all laughed at me which made my blood boil.

Much to their surprise, I took a deep breath and got up slowly from the table and started walking over to Dr. Parson’s table. She looked up, a bit surprised to see me. “Hi Dr. Parsons, mind if I sit down.”

“No, not at all Jeff. Good morning, how’s it going?”

“So I heard through the grapevine that you’ll be going to Cabrini next week.”

“Yes, they have an unexpected absence, so they want me to fill in there.” She studied my face for a moment, and said, “There’s something different about you Jeff, I’m just trying to figure out what it is.”

“I got contact lenses yesterday.”

“Very nice Jeff, you look really good. I like it.” I turned beet red.

“Thank you very much doctor.”

“Please, you can call me Donna Marie.” I felt the conversation was off to a good start, but I wasn’t sure exactly in which direction it was heading.

“Jeff,” she started off. “Is it okay if I get a bit personal with you?” This was better than I expected; it also made me nervous. She was leading the conversation which was great for me. I was just going with the flow, and my dick was getting hard. I would have to be crazy, or physically ill for it not to be.

“Sure Donna Marie,” it did feel funny calling her by her first name. After all, she was a member of the faculty. “What did you have in mind?”

She looked at me with those piercing, seductive blue eyes. “You’re not married are you?”

“No, no I’m not,” I answered. I could feel the eyes of my friends boring into the back of my head from their table. I was glad I wasn’t facing them or else I’d be blushing.

“Okay, well, do you have a girlfriend?”

“No, nothing there either.”

“Well, a guy like you must be dating, am I right?” I had to lie. What did she mean by ‘a guy like me?’

“Here and there, but nobody special.” I lied.

“I’m going to be totally honest with you Jeff. I like you. I find you attractive. Let me be more specific, and please don’t take this the wrong way.” She took a sip from her thermos of coffee.

“There’s, I don’t know, a certain ‘innocence’ about you that I find refreshing.” As she spoke, she had her right hand balled up under her chin, like she was in intense concentration. “Look, I’m thirty-two, and the guys out there, are for the most part, either divorced and carrying around a huge amount of baggage, or just fucked up in some way. People are getting married later today, and it's really hard to find someone out there that I can just have fun with and be myself. The bar scene is so not for me. Understand?”

“Yes, I think I do,” I said. “I don’t like bars either and the girls I meet through introduction just see me as ‘a doctor,’ a meal ticket. I haven’t found anybody who likes me for me; and let’s face it, social media dating apps are all phonies anyway.”

“Exactly! Well, those women are just stupid and immature. I’ve dated other doctors, lawyers, what have you, and I find empty shells. I’ve watched you in clinic; I see the rapport you have with your patients, and I think there’s a lot more to you than meets the eye.” By now I was blushing, and she could see it and she gave me a smile.

This was the first time any woman had thought of me as ‘attractive’ or worth spending any time talking to. I was stunned. It just had to be noticed by her the effect she was having on me. It was other-worldly.

“Relax Jeff. I can see you’re a bit nervous. How old are you?” She placed her hand on my wrist and it felt a bit odd to be doing that in a public place, but I didn’t object, I liked it. I got a tingling through my body; my trousers were stirring. Then she took out a Virginia Slims 120 and lit up.

The cafeteria was one place they allowed smoking. I was fixated on the way she smoked; the snap inhales, the hollow cheek drags. I wasn’t really paying attention to the entire conversation. I needed a cigarette, but I was embarrassed about my addiction to nicotine, and the other part which I will get to shortly.

“I’m twenty-six, just turned.”

“Oh, so you didn’t go to medical school right away then.”

“No I didn’t. I worked as a microbiologist in a lab for about three years before I decided I wanted to become a doctor.”

“Interesting. Do you know what you want to specialize in yet?”

“Yes, I think I’d like to go into anesthesia.”

Oh no! I think she notices me staring at her the way she smokes. This will ruin everything; now she will definitely think I’m no more than a lost puppy dog, or some kind of freak, I thought to myself.

“Wow, that’s a tough, but very rewarding career. My brother’s an anesthesiologist down at Emory, in Georgia. I grew up down south; in Fayetteville, North Carolina.” I was beginning to feel a bit more relaxed at this point.

I smiled. “I knew your southern accent came from somewhere near there, I just couldn’t place it.” God, what a dumb shit thing to say!

“Well, I always tell people up here, that ‘it’s you who talk funny!’” With that, we both laughed. It was an awkward moment, not knowing if I was expected to respond or not. What was I supposed to do now? Before I could say anything, I guess she sensed my unease, and just came right out and cut to the chase.

“Tell you what,” she said, smiling. “I’m going to give you my phone number. Why don’t we go out to dinner this Saturday night. Is that good for you? I’ll be transferred by Monday, so we won’t be seeing each other during the week.” My heart was racing, my cock was hard, and I couldn’t believe what luck I was having; me of all people! She took out her cell phone, I gave her my number, she sent me a text, and I added her to my contacts. Simple.

“Sure, that would be great. I’ll call you and we can talk about where we’d like to go,” I said.

“Maybe I’ll just call you first,” giving me the same look she gave me in clinic the other day. Then she noticed the clock, and said to me, “it’s time for me to be going. So I guess I’ll see you in clinic in a little while.” Then she flat-out gave me a wink. I hope nobody else saw that!

I stood up from the table, said “see you later Donna Marie,” and went back to my friends, redder than a beet.

“So stud, what did she say?” Ron said. I didn’t answer right away, I was still blown away, pinching myself to see if I was dreaming or not.

The Eddie chimed in. “C’mon guys, cut him some slack; he clearly isn’t used to speaking to beautiful women.”

“Well, are you, Romeo???” Dan said. We all laughed at that. Everything Eddie did was public knowledge, and funny!; even his love life, in which now, he was dating a freshman girl.

I wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible. “We talked a bit, and she gave me her phone number and said I should call her. I think we may be going out to dinner on Saturday night.”

“Oh my God! Did you hear that? Our little buddy here, who hardly ever dates anyone, is going out with the hottest professor, no, the hottest woman in the school! Shit! How lucky can you get!” Ron said.

“I’d appreciate it very much if you guys kept this amongst us since this might just be a tad unethical, you know. Both of us could get in very serious trouble.” I said.

“But after Monday, our friend here won’t have to worry about that - she’ll be at Cabrini!” Dan said. “How much of an age difference is there between you two anyway, Jeff?”

“I’m twenty-six, and I would say that she is at least in her mid-thirties.”

“That’s like, any guy’s fantasy come true - the sexy older woman thing. You lucky dog, you,” Eddie said. The other guys nodded and smiled at me. The whole day I was getting little wise cracks, and hoping and praying that none of this would ever get out. Maybe I won’t even tell them anything. I should just tell them on Monday that the whole date was cancelled. Yes, that would be the smartest thing to do.

❤️❤️❤️

I lived with my parents in our small home on Long Island, about an hour’s commute from the med school in the city. It was great for me, because I had home cooking, plus the emotional support from my parents which I needed for the extreme pressure I was under with my studies. I have an older sister who is married and lives out of state with her husband. We used to be close, and I shared many secrets with her - about everything. Since she moved out about six years ago, our conversations became less and less frequent. Academically, I was in good shape. About eight-thirty on Wednesday evening, the phone rang. It was Dr. Parsons.

“Hi Jeff, how’s it going. You must be studying, so I won’t make this long. I know a nice Italian place near me. Very casual, and the food is pretty good. Sound okay to you for Saturday night?”

“Hi Donna Marie, yeah, it sounds really good.” My tone was a little unsure. Like I said, I had very little experience with women since I was also a virgin. The opportunity for “doing it” just never presented itself to me. I wondered if this was obvious to her in the short time we had gotten to know each other a little bit better. I really knew nothing about her, other than the way she presented herself in clinic. I was about to learn more.

“Okay Jeff, get your Google Maps out and I’ll text you my address.

“Sounds good.” Within minutes my iPhone had the course plotted to her house.

“Great. Jeff, you sound, I don’t know, a little hesitant - is everything okay.”

“Yes, it’s just that I’m, well, like I said - a little ‘inexperienced,’ when it comes to women.” The tone in my voice had dropped considerably; from shame.

“Jeff, Jeff. You don’t have to worry about anything. I’ve got you covered, and I understand everything. Just leave it to me, and we’ll have a very enjoyable time, I’m sure.” Ah, but did she understand ‘everything’? She couldn’t.

“Sounds good Donna . . . I’m sure we will. I’m looking forward to it. Thank you.” She laughed.

“You don’t have to thank me Jeff, really.” I must have sounded like a real charity case to her. I’m such an idiot. It just blows me away - what the hell could she possibly see in me? Those were the thoughts running around in my head. I should elaborate a bit here that I have a big smoking fetish. It really turned me on when I watched attractive women smoke. I kept it a big secret from everyone that I smoked occasionally too.

I enjoyed the long, all-white women’s cigarettes, like Dr. Parson’s smoked. I would smoke and masturbate to the thought and the picture in my mind of women like Donna Marie. When she smoked in the clinic office, I got very hard just watching her light up. Sometimes I would imagine how I looked and felt if I was one of those sexy women that turned me on . That thought caused me unbearable anxiety. Now imagine, I was actually going on a date with my ultimate sex (and fetish) fantasy! Unbelievable!

All throughout high school I was bullied because I didn’t participate in sports, I was clumsy, and my body had no distinguishing features of early puberty that the other guys had. My body was flat. Shit, I mean in tenth grade, some guys were shaving regularly. My best friends were girls. I felt easy, more comfortable among them. I also sat with a group of girls at lunch, and you know how cruel high school kids can be, especially to someone who they perceive as “different,” or “out of sorts.” There was much less tolerance than there is today.

My next problem was what to wear on Saturday night. She said it was casual. That meant nothing to me, because I didn’t think I looked good no matter what I wore. My self-esteem was truly ‘in the gutter.’ The rest of the week was uneventful, and the teasing abated, thankfully, because were all working to the bone. This clinical year was a pressure cooker and several students dropped out because they couldn’t handle the rigors of med school anymore. As far as that went, I just kept my eye on the prize - a career in anesthesiology.

Before I knew it, it was Saturday night. I wasn’t expecting much. It would be a one-night date, a good night peck on the cheek and that would be it. I would get it out of my system and be done with it. No harm, no expectations, no disappointments. Besides, I wouldn’t have to worry about running into her again. She was transferred out. Then why was I so anxious about tonight? I did know that I would get turned on by her smoking, and then have to go home and masturbate. That was the story of my life.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

The trip to Donna Marie’s house, my professor’s house, (now that sounded incredibly suspect! I was smiling nervously) was only about twenty minutes. She lived in a nice, gated community with a security guard in the booth. Great! Now there would be security camera footage of me. My embarrassment, as crazy as it sounded, was real. The guard rang her building and they spoke over the phone, the security feed going to a monitor in her home, and then the gate suddenly went up and I was free to proceed.

Something I remembered about this little community. A few years ago, a member of the Russian mob was murdered with his entire family in one of these houses. Since then, they installed the “cop-in-the-box” with the whole video security system.

The fist in my stomach was turning over, and I actually hiccupped. C’mon Jeff, deep breaths, deep breaths. For once, the Google Map worked in my car. Once through the gate I proceeded slowly so as not to miss her house. The map chimed in, “your destination is five hundred feet on the right.”

So she had money, and by the looks of the house and the location - lots of it, and why not? Aside from being a part-time clinician at the college, she was also a practicing orthopedic surgeon with a large group practice in Manhattan.

“You have arrived at your destination.” There was a circular driveway, and I parked my red, 2018 Toyota Camry in front of her garage. The five steps in front of the house led to a little porch, with a magnificent oak door, with brass handles and a nice colored-etched glass window in the middle. I rang the bell, and took several deep breaths.

❤️❤️❤️

I heard footsteps approaching, high-heeled footsteps, and there she was; a nice smile beaming across her face. Her auburn hair fell across her forehead and down her shoulders, just past her breasts. She wore a stunning royal blue dress - low cut to show off her ample cleavage, and it was sleeveless. That day in clinic and in the cafeteria, her hair was tied up in a bun in the back, with a beret. She wore her long, white lab jacket, had on black, four-inch heels that strapped around the ankle - hardly clinic attire, but she looked stunning.

“Well hi Jeff! Did you have any trouble finding the place?”

“None at all. You know, perfect directions.” God I felt like such a nerd, a nobody. Might as well say goodnight now.

She leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. She smelled so good. Her nails were painted a bright cherry red, and she was wearing peach lipstick, but something was off. Her eyes! They weren’t blue anymore - they were a bright amber. She was wearing those contact lenses that changed eye color. She looked really hot.

“Oh, where are my manners? Come in, come in, make yourself at home. Would you like something to drink? I have everything.”

“Uh, a Diet Coke would be nice.”

“I do have that. Follow me into the kitchen.” On the left was a living room with a fireplace that was lit, paintings on the wall, and a Persian rug in the middle on top of a stained hardwood floor. I couldn’t believe that she was never married and lived in this big house all alone. She made herself a scotch and soda. “Since you’re driving, I guess I can drink,” she said and laughed.

“Right, tonight I’m the designated driver.”

“C’mon, let’s take these drinks into the living room. It’s much comfier than the kitchen.”

“Donna, excuse me for asking, but do you live here alone? I mean it’s such a big, elegant house. It’s big enough for a family of six!” There I go - prying! I wanted to shoot myself in the foot.

“Well no, actually I don’t live here alone. I mean I do own the house, but I have two friends who live here with me; two girlfriends from high school in Fayetteville; Sarah and Rebecca. They are both away for a couple of weeks. It’s their second wedding anniversary, and they went on a well deserved trip.”

“Nice,” I said. She looked at me closely and I hiccupped again. Also, my right foot was tapping, and I wasn’t aware of it. “Oh dear. Jeff, I want you to relax and feel at home, feel comfortable with me. Put down the drink.” I put the drink down on a coaster on the coffee table. “By the way,” she said smiling, “You look very sharp tonight.” Both of us sat next to each other on her very expensive, long leather sofa.

“Thanks Donna,” I answered, rather meekly. I was just wearing casual trousers and a short sleeve Polo knit shirt. I was wearing a leather jacket when I came in, but I left it in the kitchen while she was getting the drinks.

“We have to do something - non-pharmaceutical, and non-alcoholic about those nerves of yours. What can I do to put you at ease?” She said, reassuringly. Before I knew it, she lit up a Virginia Slims and just looked me over, like thinking about what she could do. She saw the way I looked at her cigarette, and asked, “would you like one? Do you smoke?”

“Yes, I do. Not a lot, but it relaxes me.”

“Well, okay then, here.” She was smiling; her cigarette dangling at a sexy angle from her mouth, peach lipstick on the end of the long white filter. She pulled a new one out from the pack and lit me up with a silver butane lighter. I took a long, welcome drag, really savoring it, feeling immediately better. I also got a gigantic hard on that was busting through the seams in my Dockers.

“You seem a bit better Jeff,” she said, sounding concerned. She smiled at me, and I watched the smoke curl out of her nose and rise into a blue cloud above us; her smoke and mine mixed together.

“You know what I think, Jeff?” She said with a squinty grin.

“What,” I asked, feeling like a deer caught in the headlights, or a kid caught masturbating, because I had nice-sized hard on; looking at this beautiful, amber-eyed woman with a long, white cigarette dangling from her lips.

“I think you’re one of those ‘closet-smokers,’ who only smoke when they’re out or alone, am I right? Really, it’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

“Uh, yeah, I suppose so. I don’t smoke all the time.”

“But it turns you on a lot when you watch me smoke, am I right Jeff?”

I felt a chill of embarrassment go up my spine. Before I could answer her, she took a big drag, stubbing out the butt in the ashtray, while I still had mine going. She exhaled right into my face, and then leaned in close to me and kissed me, a nice lingering kiss on my lips. She was sliding her lips against mine, and placed her right hand on the inside of my thighs and rubbed. She pulled her face away just a bit, and she put her index finger over both of my lips. “Shhhh” she said softly, and then resumed kissing me, but this time, she stuck her tongue between my lips and just probed the inside of my mouth. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders.

I just went with the flow; my cock was pulsating inside my pants and our tongues were roping around each other. We must have been kissing unabated for like five minutes straight without detaching, and soft moans came out from her lips. She then reached for the bulge in my Dockers and placed her nails on top, digging into my cock through my trousers.

We broke contact and she whispered into my ear, her smoky breath a huge turn-on for me. “I think you’re starting to relax now Jeff. I can feel it,” and she let out a soft giggle. This woman was like a cat, and I was her prey. “I’m going to complete your relaxation now Jeff,” she said, as she reached for the zipper of my slacks. She resumed kissing me, but this time, harder. Her fingers grabbed hold of the zipper top and she pulled it down, slowly, teasing me, then fished inside my boxers, and my cock popped out like a Jack-In-The-Box. She laughed. “Oh, there we are,” she said.

She was right; I was starting to relax. The warmth from the fire in the fireplace helped a lot, and so did the cigarette. Donna reached for another one, and without even asking me just gave me one too from her pack. In a smooth motion she lit us both up. I hollow-cheeked it, and she did too, keeping it dangling down at an angle from the right side of her lips.

She was staring at me, not taking her eyes off me and gripped my cock with her whole hand. Now, I may have not been big in the self-esteem or the courage department, but I was certainly big and thick enough for her to get her handful’s worth. My cock was my anomaly; body type effeminate - cock huge. Her eyes squinted from the cigarette dangling at an angle from her lips, smoke coming from the orange tip, and she said, “Oh my, you certainly are well-endowed, Jeff. Smart, and hung really big!”

To say I was flattered would be an understatement. This was far beyond anything I could have expected. She opened my belt, and tugged my pants and boxers down. Then she pulled my shirt up exposing my bare chest. Here it comes, I said. I had no chest hair; another thing that caused me great shame because I knew that this was a “lack of masculinity” that women would notice and turn them off. She said nothing, but bent over and washed the silkiness of her hair over my belly and the tip of my cock. With her hair almost blocking her face, she took another drag off her cigarette, and exhaled into my face. I was sure I was going to die right then and there.

With her cigarette in one hand, she swiftly bent down to my lap and took my eight inches in her mouth; first swirling her tongue around my cock tip, and then pressing her lips against its fleshy head. I wasn’t sure how long I would last before decorating the inside of her mouth with a fresh, white, undercoat of my jizz. She pulled off of me, took another big drag off her cigarette, and said “should I stop here, and wait until we come back from dinner, or would you rather I keep going?” She had an evil smirk.

My eyes opened wide from the question. I knew I could never make it through dinner if she stopped, not to mention how fucking cruel that would be. But she had me; I was powerless. “I would prefer if you kept it up . . . please Donna Marie,’ I squawked. “Please don’t leave me like this, I beg you.” Yes, it sounded cliché, but I was desperate; I was going to explode.

“Jeff, Jeff,” she said. “Did you really think I would do something so ghastly as to stop?” and she laughed, and was still giggling as she again placed her peach-glossed lips on top of my rod. I took a drag off my cigarette and I was very close to cumming there, but I suppose my curiosity, plus years of practice delaying my orgasm through masturbation helped me retain my composure.

Now she withdrew her tongue and placed it back inside her mouth to add some more wetness to it, and put it back and started working it all along the length of my cock. She was moving her head up and down, I could feel the sucking, and I couldn’t help but place my hand on the back of her head and press it further into my lap. My hand moved in sync with the up and down motion of her head. I felt my cock swimming in the copious amounts of saliva in her mouth.

Her friction increased in intensity as she puckered her lips more, closing in on my cock, and using her tongue to press up and down on my shaft. She was straddling my thigh and rubbing her crotch against it, and moaning; increasing that motion. I could take no more, and thought to prepare her, saying quickly, “Donna . . I’m cumming!! Ahhhhhh.”

That proved to be unnecessary. She kept going as I unleashed a torrent of virgin hot, thick cum inside what I knew to be a very experienced mouth. My cock was surrounded by my liquid warmth, and she didn’t make a sound, except for moans. There was no sound of gulping, as she just swallowed the entire load in one shot. She kept sucking, until she swallowed every last drop of my jizz.

She pulled off me after a thorough cleaning, so nothing dribbled down her chin, although seeing that would have been a turn-on in itself. In fact, I wanted to paint her face with my jizz and make her mascara and eyeliner run. Reluctantly, she stopped her up and down motion on my slacks, and looked up at me with glazed eyes. Saying nothing, a smile curled itself around her peach lips and she deep kissed me again, my arms now around her and her silky hair.

“Jeff, you are wonderful,” she said. “Your cum tastes so good . . . and clean.” What she meant by that I don’t know. We stayed like that, kissing for a while, and she closed her eyes for a bit holding me close. I thought I was having an out-of-body experience, and also the self-deprecating thought that, I don’t deserve this/her.

She lifted her head off my chest, and said, “You must be hungry, let’s go and eat.”

“What time did you make the reservation for?” I asked.

“Nine o’clock. I knew that we’d spend some ‘getting to know each other’ time here, first,” she said with a mischievous grin, while tapping her painted nails on my chest. She really had everything planned out well, I thought.
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Chapter III

The restaurant was as she told me; a nice, quiet place, with subdued lighting and murals on the wall of Italy, more specifically, Naples, which seemed to be the standard panoramas in Italian restaurants everywhere. This place was actually an Italian steak house. It had a reputation for being where Mafia wise guys met. Now you can’t really call a place “sexy,” but that reputation made it exciting. It was nice. We ordered drinks first. I thought it best to have wine, because she could drink all she wanted, and I would have just a little bit. Whatever was left over from the bottle, we’d bring home.

“Oh before we get started, Jeff, please let me pay for this evening. I know that being a medical student is not what you would call ‘a good paying job,’ and you must have a mountain of student loan debt. I am an orthopedic surgeon when I’m not teaching.” This was true, but I was of a chivalrous nature, and I said, “No, I’m old fashioned and I believe the man should pay after all.”

“Nonsense, Jeff! I insist. You’re very sweet, and there will be plenty of other opportunities, but right now, I’ll take care of this. Let’s just concentrate on having a good time.” I don’t know what she meant by that, but it seemed that tonight was not to be a one-night stand.

“Okay,” I said. “If you insist.”

“I do. Now let’s see,” she said as she perused the menu. “What are you in the mood for?”

“I’m partial to veal scallopine, here it’s number fifteen.” She found it on her menu, and said, “yes, that sounds very nice. Now let’s order a nice table wine.” So we settled on a nice Chardonnay, and talked about everything; from medical school, to residencies, to her practice, and movies, and music. It turned out that we had a lot of the same things in common, and it made me relax. However, what happened back at Donna’s house didn’t make me feel any more like a “real man.” The oral sex was great - it was my first time, truly, but I was still a virgin, and I could tell that Donna knew it; but the way she spoke to me, specifically saying ‘plenty of other opportunities,’ made me feel reassured.

Then here it came, and it felt like a bomb dropped. “Jeff,” she said, “I’m going to ask you a personal question.” I sort of knew what was coming and I said to her, “sure, ask away.”

“This is not meant to upset

you or anything, but . . . are you a virgin?” It did bother me, but I tried not to let it show.

“Oh no. I’m sorry,” she said, noticing the crestfallen expression on my face, and she reached across the table and took my hand. “Listen, you may find this strange, but I think it’s wonderful!” This blew me away. It’s like someone telling somebody in a wheelchair, “I’m so glad you’re handicapped, I think it’s wonderful.”

I said nothing and let her do the talking. “I think it’s wonderful - for our relationship. You won’t have any preconceived ideas about sex, or anything to compare me with; and believe me when I tell you - there is no one to compare to me. We will have an awesome time together.” She was smiling, and I could tell it was genuine. I knew that there were things ahead that would change my perceptions about women, about her.

In that one smile, that one moment, I felt closer to Donna Marie than I had ever felt with anyone. She reached into her bag and gave me a pack of cigarettes - her cigarettes, the Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. “Here Jeff,” she said, “these are for you. You’ll get used to them. What do you normally smoke?” I wanted to lie and tell her something else, any other brand, and not the girlie cigarettes she had, but I couldn’t lie. “I, uh, like these.”

She looked at me and thought for a second, and smiled. “Well, okay, that’s just another thing we have in common.” She lit us both up, took a reflective drag and looked me in the eyes. “Jeff, I also know that you have a smoking fetish.” I was horrified. “Calm down,” she said. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. In fact, I find it kind of kinky. There’s lots of fun we can have with that.” Now, I was mega turned on.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

So we finished up with a nice dessert; an Italian platter with Tiramisù, and fresh cannolis, and espresso. I couldn’t eat anymore. The drive back to her house was nice; after a good dinner and pleasant company, I felt really special. I had a feeling that I wouldn’t just be kissing her goodnight at the door. We went inside her house, and I took my jacket off, and she took me (almost dragged me) to her bedroom on the second floor. When we reached the landing she said, “my friends Sarah and Rebecca that I told you about live over here,” she said pointing to a room opposite the stairway.

“Loneliness is never a problem for me here,” she said, “and I don’t think it will be a problem for me going forward, nor for you,” and she smiled. She took my hand and we walked toward her bedroom. On the way was an open door, and inside the huge room was an utterly fantastic library, books along all four walls, and a long, oak table with a laptop on it in the center of the large room. It was something like you would expect to see in a professor’s house; a very well-off professor’s house. A padlocked cabinet stood in the opposite corner of the room from the entrance. It wasn’t a safe, but I wondered what could be in there, like, why would it need to be locked up? I didn’t think this was an appropriate time to ask her what was inside; Jimmy Hoffa’s body perhaps?

There were books of every sort, a whole wall devoted entirely to medical texts, almost to the ceiling, and there was a ladder on wheels since the top of the bookshelves was ten feet tall. Curiously, in one corner was a complete human skeleton hanging by a metal hook. I noticed it and I asked her jokingly, “Donna, is that what happens to all of your lovers?”

“No, only the ones who don’t do as they’re told!” and she and I both laughed. Across from each other, at right angles against two walls, were two large sofas that looked like pull-out beds.

We entered her bedroom, and there was a sliding door that led out to a little terrace which overlooked a very well-manicured garden, with a swimming pool and evergreens alongside it. Floodlights provided illumination.

“You can’t really see everything like this, even with the floodlights. My property is three acres, and there’s a little path that leads through a wooded area. Sometimes I go through there to a little clearing where, during the spring and the summer to early fall, I bring a blanket, my cigarettes, a bottle of wine and a good book. We were holding hands and she ran her fingers across my forearm and said, “it’s still lonely, but perhaps we could go out there together sometimes.

Rebecca and Sarah don’t even know about that place. It’s my, and now your little secret,” she said, and then looked me squarely in the eyes and kissed me deeply. What’s happening here Jeff? You went from zero to hero in one night, and the night is just getting started, I thought to myself, finding it all so hard to understand. So, I just surrendered to the night and to her hold on me.

She wasted no time and shimmied out of her blue dress. She was wearing black, sheer pantyhose, that clipped to her black-laced top, satin skirt panties under which was a black thong, and a black laced bra. I was as hard as a rock, and it was obvious - the tent pole sticking through my trousers. Her body was perfectly sculpted, and I could tell she worked out, as evidenced by the weights and the stationary bike in the corner of the room by the sliding doors.

I think the fact that she was still wearing her black high heels contributed to my arousal - just a bit. “Oh my,” she said. “Someone’s excited, I can tell.” She stood there in front of me, and asked, “do you like what you see?” turning herself around, and smiling with a coquettish grin across her face.

“Yes, I like it very much,” I said. The floor was a stained hardwood, and she made a clicking sound as she walked over to the night table and took out two of her cigarettes. She put hers in her mouth and gave me one. As it dangled out of the corner of her mouth, she said to me, “I know this makes you crazy as fuck!” and she lit us both up. She savored it, as if she hadn’t smoked the whole day, took a long drag, and while exhaling into my face she kissed me again, and put her arms around my shoulders.

“If you like what you see, then prove it to me.” She was gyrating against my erection with her hips. I may be a virgin, but I knew when opportunity was knocking, so I took my shirt off, then my slacks and while sitting on the bed, my socks, and shoes. I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror over her vanity table. I hated what I saw - a skinny nobody with a huge cock. It took me three or four days to even show signs of growing a beard. I might as well have worn a poster board that said, Get this poor guy to a gym. I was very embarrassed, and it showed on my face. My erect, virgin cock almost went flaccid.

Donna could see my distress. She came close to me, very seductively. “What’s wrong Jeff? Are we playing ‘peek-a-boo,’” referring to the embarrassing telescoping of my cock. “Here, let me fix that.” She grabbed me by the shoulders and said, quite firmly, “Relax, relaxxxx . . . you have only an ally here; someone who is really into you. Absolutely no need to worry, okay?” she said, making an exaggerated pout for emphasis. She ran her fingers through my hair, and studied my face. “I think you would look really good if your hair was straightened out. Your contact lenses show off the beauty of your eyes.” I smiled.

“There now, feel better?” she said as she gently stroked my cock with her fingers. I did feel better, and my cock began to get hard again. This pleased Donna very much, and she smiled at me. “See,” she said. I composed myself again, and let the lust that I felt for this beautiful creature take over me. The thought came to me that why not? Of course you deserve this. Trust her, trust your feelings Jeff.

I held her close to me once more and we kissed deeply. It was as before, but stronger. She was more familiar to me now; as if I had known her and was destined to meet her my whole life. I needed only to breathe in her delicious scents: her perfume, her strawberry hair, mixed in with her female arousal, and the smell of smoke on her body which turned me on so. She said through our kiss, softly, but firmly, “take me to the bed.”

She got out of her shoes and pulled herself down onto the bed over me. She slipped out of her dress, loosened the fasteners of her bra from behind, exposing her breasts, which were like two firm melons. I touched each one gently, and began to suckle each nipple alternately. This made her moan and she rubbed herself once more against my thigh. She was on her knees, and she stroked my now firm, thick cock with her hand, her fingers barely able to close around me.

I ran my tongue over her breasts, like I was whitewashing a fence. I was full of saliva, so this only increased her pleasure at what I was doing. Her thick hair fell on my bare chest, tickling me as it did so, and made precum leak from the tip of my cock. She sensed it and immediately took my entire cock once more into her mouth.

Only this time, she started sucking really hard, almost violently, up and down, her tongue playing its part, adding to my pleasure as it moved underneath my shaft. Her moaning intensified, and I thought she would cum, but she didn’t and kept concentrating on me. I had no idea how the game was played and so I went along with what she was doing to me.

She pulled off me and looked at me. “You must know by now that I’m completely crazy about you, right?”

I was in a state of pure euphoria, and I said, “yeah, it seems like it.” With a mouth full of my cock once more she said, “It doesn’t seem like it Jeff, I am . . . “ It wasn’t long before I came completely in her mouth once more; the familiar warm sensation of my jizz in her mouth enveloping my cock again. This time, however, it was a bit different. She got off my cock and didn’t waste a second and kissed me with a mouthful of my jizz. I was so turned on that I said nothing. It tasted a bit salty, and she gave me no time to think about the fact that I was slurping my own cum from her mouth.

She stayed on me until only saliva remained, both of us sweating now; her delicate fingers stroking my body and making soft cooing noises - pure contentment. She broke it off and started kissing my face, my neck, which aroused me again; and she swiped her hair across my chest once more.

She lay quiet on top of my chest. We listened to each other breathing. Her eyes were glazed over, and she looked like a hungry huntress. Over time I learned to recognize that look as being one of needing to get off. She reached for her cigarettes and gave me one also. “We always smoke after an orgasm, it’s so much better, don’t you think?”

I said, “Yes, but you haven’t cum yet. I mean you were moving against my thigh . . . “ I didn’t know how to finish the sentence. She dragged on her cigarette and looked at me with an intensity that I hadn’t seen before.

“Jeff,” she said, “I want you to forget about everything you know about human sexuality for the moment.” Not knowing where this was going, she said, “I want you to keep an open mind.” She got up over me on both knees and had her cigarette dangling out of the corner of her mouth again, the amber contacts shining in her hypnotic gaze. What was she doing? I wondered.

In the next three seconds, my world changed forever. Using her thumb, she lowered her panties, and out came what looked like an enormous . . . cock! I thought it was a joke. I was in shock. No, I was mortified, and I looked at the sight with my eyes wide open; my mind not comprehending what I was seeing. I looked at her waist to see if this wasn’t some artificial appendage that she wore with a strap, like a joke. I mean, she did have a cutting sense of humor. No, it looked too realistic to be fake.

“Donna! What the fuccccckk????”

She softly said, almost apologetic, yet firm. “I said to keep an open mind, Jeff. Yes, I have a cock. I’m a transgender woman.”

“Here Jeff, I want you to feel it,” she said, almost pleading. I could tell she was scared I was going to get dressed and run out screaming, but if that was the case, she made no move to bar my escape. “Jeff, it doesn’t change who I am or my feelings for you. I’m still Donna Marie, a woman who,” she took a deep breath, “a woman who loves you. I can give you everything any other woman can give you. Will you accept me for who I am?” She took my hand and placed it over (I couldn’t believe I was even thinking it - her cock) her cock. It was a very hard cock, and big. As I held it in my hand, she leaned over and kissed me again. I think she realized I needed a little time to process this, because I did. . .

❤️❤️❤️


Some other great books to check out from the author!

[image: A picture containing text, person, person, female  Description automatically generated]    [image: A picture containing text, floor  Description automatically generated]    [image: A person holding a red sign  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]


BOOK 2 of The TURNED Series


TURNED

A Naughty,

First-Time Transgender Erotic Tale

Book Two of Three

By

Jaclyn Dicey


“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.”


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.

❤️❤️❤️


BOOK 3 of The TURNED Series


TURNED

A Naughty Transgender Erotic Tale




Book Three of Three

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter I

Foreplay

On Monday morning, Jeff took his tray, found the guys, and walked over to where they were sitting and talking. He noticed a difference in their moods because they were too excited for a clinic day. Jeff knew what it was they were all excited about, and was going to enjoy this.

“There he is!,” Dan said. “How was your Saturday night Jeff? Did you have a date?” The three of them laughed, mockingly.

“No I didn’t,” Jeff answered, appearing crestfallen. “I studied the surgical slides for this week’s lectures.”

“Too bad,” Eddie chimed in, all smiles. “You’ll never guess who we ran into Saturday night at the “Mustang Inn.”

“Isn’t that the country-western bar out in Suffolk?” Jeff asked, of course feigning ignorance.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Eddie said. “So guess who we ran into?”

“I give up guys, who?” Jeff answered.

Eddie cleared his throat and the three of them were all leering at Jeff with that expression of pity he detested so. “Why, Dr. Donna Marie Parsons! - your ‘hot date’ from the other week.” They snickered.

“No shit,” Jeff replied.

“Yeah, and that’s not all. She brought a HOT girlfriend with her; and if I tell you she was hot, oh man, she was unbelievable!”

Ron chuckled. “Romeo here got lucky with that girl in the ladies room!!!”

“I think we’ll call you “Sleazy Eddie,” from now on!” Dan laughed.

Jeff just grinned at his little ‘secret.’ “So what happened exactly? And by the way, how come I wasn’t invited?”

“C’mon Jeff, you never go out to places like that. In fact, I don’t think you’ve ever mentioned a date to us,” Eddie said.

“Well, maybe if you had asked me, I would have come.

“Okay stud,” Ron broke in. “Maybe next time we will ask you. But we already know what the answer will be.” They all laughed.

“So Eddie, tell me the juicy details,” Jeff said.

“Well, the girl’s name was Joy, and she was stunning, dude. She had green eyes, a figure to die for, long, raven hair, and . . . she wasn’t that great in the breast department, but she was okay.” At that, Jeff winced a little. I must do something about that eventually, if I’m gonna take this all the way, he thought. And I will! “So she asked me, no, she pulled me up to the dance floor, and it was a slow country number, you know. Before I knew what was happening, she put her arm around my waist and pulled me in and started tongue-kissing me.”

“He’s right, Jeff,” Dan said. “We all saw it.”

“And what did you two guys do?” Jeff asked.

“Dr. Parsons took the two of us out to the dance floor and danced with us,” Ron said. “But I tell you, every guy’s eye in that place was looking at Eddie, and Donna’s girlfriend Joy.”

Eddie continued. “So then, I was as hard as a rock, and Joy was digging her snatch right up against my crotch; I mean grinding! Then she tells me, something like, “I want to suck your cock in the ladies’ room!”

“WOW! What a slut!” Ron said.

“Yeah, that’s where we went. Guys, I’ve never had a blowjob like that before!”

“Sounds too good to be true, Eddie,” Jeff said.

Then, with a fake sympathetic look, Eddie said to Jeff, “Well, maybe someday, you’ll get lucky like that. I mean, this woman was all over me man! She even asked me for my phone number, and something about a party at Donna Marie’s house next weekend!

Maybe if you’re lucky Jeff, Donna will ask you; but from what you told us, your date the other week was a dud!” The three of them laughed. “Poor Jeff,” Dan said, and the others laughed. “Hey wait a second! What about US???” Ron asked; obviously jealous of Eddie.

❤️❤️❤️

Jeff wanted to make his friends sweat a little bit. Donna Marie found the story of his encounter with his friends amusing.

Monday night, Donna called Jeff. “So, ‘Joy’,” Donna asked, referring to the female version of Jeff that she had created. “They really think you’re a hardcore slut, huh? How does that make you feel.”

“I actually like it. I’ve never done something sexual that felt so natural before.”

“I’m very glad to hear that Joy. So what’s the plan now?”

“I think I’d like to ask Eddie out, and show him ‘the real me,’ she-cock and all, and hook him, and reel him in.”

Donna was laughing. “Good for you Joy! Would you be comfortable asking Eddie over to my house?”

“Sure, I can’t very well take him back to my place, and he shares an apartment in Long Island City with Dan and Ron.”

“Okay honey, that’s fine. So we’ll do my house on Saturday night. We can ‘double team’ him.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

Tuesday evening, “Joy” called up Eddie on his cell phone. He got a burner phone just for that purpose because he couldn’t use Donna’s phone or his own phone which would come up “Jeff” on the caller ID.

Since last Saturday, Joy was able to practice her female voice even more with some coaching from Donna and a few YOUTUBE videos. On Tuesday night, with Donna sitting next to him, sharing a cigarette and a bottle of wine at her house, Joy called Eddie.

“Hi stud, how’s it going?

“Oh hi Joy!” It sounded like Joy caught Eddie by surprise. No doubt he’d probably jerk-off after the phone call! Joy thought.

“I’m so glad you called me. What’s up?”

“You mean, aside from your cock?” Joy was laughing, and she put the call on speaker, so Donna could listen in. She was smiling while stroking Joy’s cock.

“Uh, yeah. So will I see you this weekend?”

“Well that depends, Eddie. Do you want to see me Saturday night?”

“Of course I do!”

“Well, I think Donna is having a few friends over at her house; sort of an intimate little gathering, and I thought I’d invite you over.”

“What about Dan and Ron . . . and my other friend, Jeff?”

“Oh, you mean the guy you said was a loser. No, I definitely don’t want him coming, or your other two friends - just you.” Donna held her hand over her mouth to stop from laughing.

“Sure, that sounds great. Give me the address, and I’ll come over.” So Joy texted Eddie the address, and they made the date for eight o’clock on Saturday evening.

“Oh Eddie - one more thing.”

“What?”

“Get ready to fuck your ass off!” Joy thought she heard the phone drop. Eddie’s response was unintelligible, and that was that.

“My, my,” Donna said. “Look who’s become so popular all of a sudden! How does it feel Joy - to be a real slut, I mean?

“Unbelievable.”

❤️❤️❤️

Donna Marie put on her “killer outfit” Saturday evening. She had a really short black leather skirt on, with a black vinyl belt and shiny gold buckle on it. The skirt had a nice, high, slit up the slide, and she wore fishnet stockings up to her thigh with a lace top, with straps that hooked up to black satin skirt panties, with, of course, her black thong with the gaff in front to hide her massive cock. She wore black, four-inch-high heels with straps around her ankles. Her blouse was a low-cut white satin that showed her ample cleavage with black-laced bra underneath. She had a long, straight black-hair wig, with thick black eyeliner, black lipstick and deep purple eye shadow which matched the purple highlights in her wig.

She noticed Joy’s boner sticking through his khaki slacks, and said, touching it with her black painted fingernails, “I think we’ll wait for Eddie to take care of this, as much as I’d like to. Now, let’s get you dressed and made-up!” This time around, Donna picked out a nice Goth outfit and makeup for Joy to compliment hers. After all, they were like sisters in a way.

- Joy -

This time, I wore the same black-laced bra but with a black leather under bust, laced up the front which showed some nice “fake cleavage;” same as the night before. Of course, since last weekend, I needed another shaving, so I spent a good hour doing that with Donna Marie checking out my work. I wore black fishnet stockings and black combat boots. My makeup was black lipstick, heavy black eyeliner, and this time, she got me a black wig with purple highlights, instead of the auburn, the same as she wore. The contacts I wore were the same green ones.

We had about an hour to kill until Eddie showed up, so Donna pulled me over to the couch in her living room. “Let’s do some work on your cock-sucking skills Joy.”

“Why, didn’t you like them the last time?” I asked, a bit hurt by that.

She looked at me. “C’mon now, don’t be disappointed honey. You know I love you to death, but I just want you to be the best slut you can be.”

When I heard that, I felt my cock come to life, smothered in the gaff and thong. I knew then that giving as well as receiving could be just as much as a turn on for me.

She pulled me close, and we kissed, her tongue wrapping itself around mine, and I was past the breaking point, my cock fighting to burst free of its confines. Donna broke off to get us both cigarettes.

The smoky exhales were the best, and being dressed they were even more of a turn on for me. The both of us wore perfume - not too much, just enough to excite ourselves. Donna leaned in close to me and whispered, “I think you’re going to spend the night here with me, because I’m going to want you for myself, Joy.”

After some more kissing, Donna pulled her leather skirt up, slipped out of her gaff, and I could see her huge, thick, she-cock pointed right at me; it’s fleshy tip glistening with a bit of pre-cum at the tip. “Okay Joy, try to be ‘creative’ this time. Go with the flow; whatever you think a guy would love and what pleases you the most.”

Just like a duck taking to water, my lips placed themselves on the fleshy head of her steel appendage. My tongue traced around the head, and I placed its tip right at the slit in the middle of her she-cock. I could taste the saltiness of her pre-cum, and it aroused me further; made me hungry for more. I took all of her in my mouth, just the tip at first; and she started to moan. “That’s it Joy, keep doing that, my sweet.” My tongue circled the head, and then the sensitive part on her she-cock’s underside.

I couldn’t wait to get Eddie’s in my mouth - period. Now I was going up and down, all along her length and I found she enjoyed it the most when I kept my lips wrapped as tight as I could around it. In that respect, I imagined that oral could be just as pleasurable as anal. I had zero experience with vaginal sex at this point. Donna’s hands were pressing my head down into her lap and she was running her fingers through my hair, digging with her nails.

Just as I was enjoying the feeling of her taking charge, she exploded inside my mouth; streams of warm, ropy cum squirting in my mouth. I swallowed it whole, the salty taste lingering in my mouth as I licked her clean. I felt her hands relax around my head, and she let out a large moan. I pulled out and she grabbed me around my temples with her palms and drew me close to her, kissing me, sucking my mouth, her tongue exploring the inside of my mouth for every taste of her cum.

“That’s it Joy,” she said softly, “you’ve really got the hang of this now. You, my dear, are a full-fledged salty cum slut!” I loved it. “Okay, let’s get you cleaned up before Eddie arrives.”

“Yes, I wouldn’t want him to think that we spoiled his ‘special’ evening with Joy!” We both laughed at that.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

HI Eddie,” Joy said as she opened Donna’s front door. He walked in, looking around at the expansive downstairs of Donna’s house. “Hi yourself,” Eddie beamed, his usual cocky, lady-killer smile. Joy grabbed him around the shoulders and kissed him deeply on the mouth, her tongue going straight for his. Joy could feel Eddie’s erection go from zero to sixty in about three seconds. She pulled away and he took a step back, and said, “wow, you look . . . (fumbling for words) stunning tonight!”

“Why I’m so glad you think so. You look so handsome tonight,” Joy said as she held Eddie’s hands in hers. “The reason we’re here at Donna’s tonight is that I have two roommates who can really be a pain in the ass when it comes to privacy. I had more of that when I used to live with my parents growing up,” Joy said, laughing.

“Yeah, I got you. So, how long have you known Dr. P - I mean Donna,” he said, correcting himself.

Practicing the rehearsed story, Joy said: “Donna Marie and I met each other while I was working as a nurse at Columbia about five years ago, before she started teaching at the college. We hit it off right away, and I spend lots of time here.”

“Oh, okay. So who else is coming tonight?” Eddie asked. “No one else - except Donna will be here.” Eddie was taken aback but he thought to himself, this could be fun! I’ve never had two beautiful women at the same time.

“Well, that makes it interesting.”

“Yes, it kind of makes it ‘special’ Eddie, don’t you think?” Joy said while looking right into Eddie’s eyes.

“Oh, where are my manners?” Joy said. “Let’s go into the kitchen and have something to drink. Would you like a beer?”

“Sure I would,” Eddie said. Just then Donna came into the kitchen. “Hi Eddie, how’s it going? Donna asked. Eddie couldn’t take his eyes off Donna Marie; especially her hair, which was now black instead of auburn. She took out a cigarette, handed one to Joy, and lit them both up.

Eddie felt privileged; that of all his friends at school, he was the one chosen to be invited over to the house of the hottest professor in the school, who was maybe ten years older than he was, and who also happened to be the friend of a gorgeous woman who seduced him in a bar of all places! He now had both of them under the same roof.

“You look a bit tense Eddie,” Donna said. Let me give you a shoulder massage, and release some of that tension that’s inside of you. Eddie thought that’s not the only part of me that needs a release from tension.

With more than just a bit of amusement, Joy noticed that as Donna was standing in back of Eddie and giving him a shoulder rub, Eddie’s eyes were glued on her. He couldn’t take his eyes off of the beautiful trans woman Jeff had become, or was on the way to fully becoming.

“Joy, why don’t you help Eddie to relax a bit further. I’m sure you know what to do, right?”

“Of course Donna, anything for Eddie,” Joy said in the most seductive voice that she could. So as Eddie was in dreamland, slowly relaxing from Donna’s ministrations, Joy leaned over, and did a smoky exhale right in Eddie’s face. She could see the little “pup tent” rising in his slacks. “Ooooh, it looks like someone wants to come out to play,” she said in the sultriest voice she could muster. Then Joy started kissing Eddie full on the mouth, not breaking contact, but opening her lips a bit to let her tongue slide through and go into his mouth. His tongue was willing, found hers, and they rubbed them together as they continued their deep kiss.

Joy’s fingers, with their long, black-painted nails, touched his erect cock through his pants, and he started shifting a bit. “Does Eddie want a release for his trapped little friend?” she asked just above a whisper.

“Uh huh,” he said through his closed lips. Donna and Joy made eye contact, and it was she who spoke next.

“What do you say we continue this upstairs, in a more comfortable place; say, my bedroom?”

Joy broke contact from Eddie and said, “I’ll go along with that.” She didn’t wait for Eddie to reply; she pulled him up by his arms, and they stood, facing each other. “Come on now stud, let’s go,” she said, moving her hand and pulling him towards her by his belt buckle.

Joy led the way, facing Eddie and going up the stairway backwards, him being pulled by her hand under his belt, and Donna right behind them. They passed her housemates’ room, the two lovers, Rebecca, and Sarah, and went straight to Donna’s bedroom down the hall. Once inside, Joy sat Eddie down on the bed and took off his shoes, socks, opened his belt and slipped his pants off, and could see the large cock she remembered from a week ago, sticking up through his boxers. She was getting hard, and remembered how good it felt to suck a guy’s cock; Eddie’s cock, for the first time. She was so fucking horny; she could take it no longer. She pulled Eddie’s boxer’s down to his ankles and got on her knees in front of him, just like last week; but this time Eddie got a bit of a welcome surprise:

Donna moved from behind Eddie, and both she and Joy moved Eddie’s legs along the length of the bed. Joy spread Eddie’s legs apart and Donna lied down next to him, turning his face towards her and she started kissing him; a squeal of surprise escaping from his lips. Donna and Joy were “double-teaming” him. (They would laugh about his shock much later.)

A small drop of precum was glistening at the squinting tip of his cock. Joy started sucking it, in a slow, nonchalant, teasing way; kissing the tip of his cock slowly, and licking the tip and the sides of his “helmet” with her wet, slippery tongue. She pulled her mouth off slowly, and then put it on again, this time taking all eight, thick inches of him into her mouth. Her carnal desire was what held her gag reflex at bay, and she sucked and licked. Joy was proud of herself; the way she had mastered the art, taking tips from Donna, who already had her countless times, and vice-versa.

Donna was kissing him deeply and rubbing his hairy chest after having opened the buttons of his cotton shirt. He was moaning from the action he was getting from both ends, and his moans were getting louder, and Joy felt his body tense up on her. She didn’t think Eddie expected any of this at all, and she was amused to think of his ignorance that two transgender women were doing him at the same time!

Joy was going hard and fast on Eddie’s shaft when he let out a loud moan. At the same time, her tongue was coated with a ropy, thick shot of his pent-up cum, flooding her mouth with its saltiness and warmth. She loved the feeling, the taste. In that respect at least, she felt like a full-on slut, the object of all her teenage fantasies come to life. She kept on sucking him, till he was licked clean. Joy looked at Donna Marie, and it was a signal. They switched positions, and now it was Joy who was lying next to Eddie and kissing him, and Donna taking his semi-erect cock in her mouth; which didn’t stay that way for long. In another instant, Eddie was hard again.

Eddie said nothing about tasting his cum on Joy’s lips, he kept kissing her, his tongue roping itself around hers like before. Donna had herself a nice, slippery cock to work with, courtesy of Joy.

She took her mouth off of it and stuck her black-polished fingernails into the sensitive underside of Eddie’s eight-inch monster, and he made a hissing sound through his occupied mouth. This was where pleasure and pain mixed; the two feelings like opposite sides of the same coin. She teased him like this for a while, then resumed sucking on it like a piece of candy in a child’s hands.

While Joy was kissing and tonguing Eddie, she dug her fingernails into his chest and scratched his chest up and down, eliciting moans from him again. As Donna was busy suckling his cock, and Joy was kissing him, Joy put her hand over his balls, rubbing them, and scratching them with her fingertips. He sighed with pleasure, and tensed up again.

When he began to cum, Donna grabbed his shaft and pumped it, her mouth open, taking Eddie’s squirting jizz into her open mouth and on her face. She enjoyed that - covering her face with cum. We switched places again, Donna’s face up against Eddie, and he didn’t need to be told what to do. He enjoyed licking his own cum off of Donna’s face. It was fascinating for her to watch, and she was getting jealous. She wanted to be licking her cum off of Donna’s face. All in due time, for the night was still young.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

- Joy -

We heard the front door opening. Donna rose from the bed with a smile. “It looks like my two housemates are home. I expected them tomorrow, but they told me yesterday they might get an earlier flight! This is so exciting. I can’t wait for you to meet them. Now, the party can really get started!” Donna jumped down off the bed and quickly got herself together and ran downstairs to greet her roomies.

I turned to a mostly satisfied and surprised Eddie. “Donna, you heard her say, has two roommates, Rebecca, and Sarah, who were away on vacation. Both of them are lovers, but I believe they are also bisexual, so it looks like you hit the jackpot tonight Eddie! Excited?”

“Shit yeah, I am!” This really sounds like fun.” I looked at Eddie, with suppressed glee.

“Eddie, you have no idea what fun is!” I should say that at this point, Donna knew beforehand that Rebecca and Sarah would arrive, and they were in fact bisexual; the three of them often sharing the same bed, and gladly taking turns snuggled and fucked by Donna Marie’s she-cock. Donna also told them about me, and so they would play along with Donna’s ruse about us all being old friends. Unbeknownst to him, Eddie was the center of attention (and my revenge?) for the evening for his history of insulting behavior to my male alter ego.

They came upstairs with their bags and were both striking black women. Both had voluptuous figures, straight hair, and Rebecca was more on the Mulatto side. They had just arrived from a vacation in Costa Rica. Rebecca had striking green eyes, and Sarah’s were brown. About the same height, five-feet-eight-inches tall, they made a gorgeous couple. I got an instant boner, which wasn’t surprising since my cock had yet to make its debut this evening, and my pipes were getting backed up.

They were both dressed in tight-fitting jeans and tank tops, ample cleavage quite visible. By the time they got upstairs, Eddie had pulled his boxers and pants up, but his shirt was still open.

“My, my,” Rebecca said. “Who’s the stud with the hairy chest?”

Donna jumped in. “Please forgive my manners, but this is our friend, Eddie.” He’s actually a student of mine.”

“Oh I see. A doctor too!” Rebecca said, a look of admiration on her face as she was scoping Eddie out.

Playing along, Sarah said, “I missed you Joy! How have you been? Were you taking good care of Donna Marie?”

“Oh yes,” I answered. “I certainly was, am,” I said, quickly correcting myself.

“Why don’t you two get settled, and we’ll meet downstairs for some drinks. You must be exhausted from your flight,” Donna said.

“Sounds good,” Sarah said. “We’ll see you in a bit,” and they carried their bags across the hall into their bedroom, and the three of us went downstairs.

“So Eddie,” what do you think of my two beautiful housemates? I think they like you. Have you had enough for the night, or would you like to stick around,” Donna said, shooting me a wink.

“Oh, of course I’m staying!” Eddie said, with a grin from ear to ear. Now, I was never a hunter, but I loved our little game and couldn’t wait to see Eddie’s reaction of surprise when he saw Donna Marie and I for who we truly were. The trap was soon to be sprung!

Rebecca and Sarah came downstairs, and both were dressed casually with the clothes they came in with. They could have worn rags, and both would have looked stunning. We were seated in the living room and Donna Marie said, “Why doesn’t everybody help themselves to the bar. I have beer, wine, hard liquor, soda, whatever you prefer.”

“Well, Rebecca and I had a couple of drinks on the plane, so we’ll stick with Diet Coke,” Sarah said.

Rebecca had almost golden hair that was long and braided. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her nipples were showing through her cotton tank top as sharp as pencil points. It didn’t escape anyone’s notice, especially Eddie, who was our ‘guest of honor’ tonight. She and Sarah were seated on a larger couch opposite the one I was seated on with Eddie and Donna Marie. Both were folding beds and Donna dimmed the lights in the room and unfolded the couches; sheets already on them.

Music was playing from speakers scattered around the room. It was mellow jazz, that set the mood and really no one could object to. Donna, Rebecca, Sarah, and I had discussed a “playbook” as to how the evening would play out. The two roommates had their arms around each other, as Sarah swooped in and began kissing Rebecca. Eddie looked just a tad uncomfortable, and Donna and I shot each other little smiles.

The two of them were giggling and Rebecca ran her fingers tenderly along Sarah’s beautifully sculpted face. I was getting hard watching the two of them, and Donna helped things along by touching my emerging cock through my leather skirt. She was seated between Eddie and me. He was transfixed by what Sarah and Rebecca were doing, (by now, both had their tops off and were squeezing and touching each other’s breasts through their kisses) and he didn’t see Donna Marie touching me. I felt that Eddie needed a little distraction, so I reached over and started stroking his cock through his pants, and digging the tips of my nails into his trousers. When he turned towards me I started kissing him, a deep, hungry kiss, which sent a signal that I wanted more.

Donna reached for the table in front of the sofa bed we were on and grabbed a remote which dimmed the lights in the living room. I was leading Eddie to the edge where he either expected me to let him fuck me or let me give him a blowjob. Donna Marie wanted to have some fun with him first. She got up and got down on her knees in front of Eddie. “How would you like to make it with the teacher, Eddie?” she said in a sweet, innocent voice.

“I’d like that very much,” he said, sounding a bit shy.

“I think he’s shy Donna. C’mon Eddie, you weren’t shy with me last weekend were you???”

“He needs some prompting is all, Joy,” Donna said as though she had just solved a puzzle.

“So let’s give him some,” I said.

❤️❤️❤️

Donna and I stood up in front of the sofa bed and Eddie, and we began kissing. I left Eddie a little disappointed, but horny, which is just what I planned to do. She had a way with me that turned me on beyond anything I even thought was possible. We were locked in an embrace, and I removed Donna’s white satin blouse exposing her large breasts, with her beautiful nipples which were pointed straight at me. I caressed and kissed her breasts, squeezing her nipples, eliciting small coos of pleasure from her.

Eddie’s attention was divided between watching Rebecca and Sarah, and then Donna and me. Donna broke off from me briefly and lit cigarettes for both me and her. She took a large hollow cheek drag and exhaled into Eddie’s face which caused him to stir and start touching himself. Donna and I looked at each other and smiled. We resumed kissing and exhaling smoke into each other’s mouths, bringing Eddie’s obvious smoke fetish to life.

“Eddie,” I said, “You look a little uncomfortable. Would you like a cigarette too??”

“Uh . . . sure, why not?” Donna smirked at my skill in turning him on. She was proud of me, her ‘creation.’ So I leaned over and gave Eddie a cigarette and lit him up. He coughed a bit when he inhaled, causing Donna and me to laugh. His fetish overcame his body’s resistance to nicotine, and soon he was puffing along nicely, but turning green also, which made us laugh even harder.

❤️❤️❤️

The Reveal

Donna and I thought that by revealing her true self to Eddie first would smooth the way for me. It would be less of a shock when I turned myself loose on him; so we thought. So, I pulled Donna closer to me, and then, looking at Eddie, I opened Donna’s belt and reached in through the open zipper of her skirt. This caught Eddie’s full attention. He assumed naturally that I was stroking her pussy, just like Rebecca and Sarah were doing on the opposite sofa bed. Speaking of which, Rebecca and Sarah were now in total states of undress and in a classic “69” position and thoroughly lost in each other.

Donna’s skirt was now in a bundle on the floor around her ankles. Her thong and gaff were visible to Eddie, but he said nothing because it covered Donna’s ‘package’ very well. I wondered how Eddie would react. Would he get dressed and run out of the house in terror, or would it turn him on? Would he wait for the coup de grace, and see my package? I was about to find out.

I gave Eddie a sly glance as I slowly moved Donna’s thong down. Her snake sprang free of its confines, all eight, thick inches of it, proudly on display for everyone to see.

“Hey Donna sweetie, leave some for us!” Sarah yelled out, laughing, and looking at Eddie. Eddie was a kaleidoscope of color, from green from the cigarette, which was almost finished, to canvas board white. His eyes were wide open, and he made no move to run out of the house. He was transfixed on what was happening in front of him; his mouth making an “O.” I heard a small holy shit . . . wtf come out of his mouth.

I greedily took Donna’s she-cock in my mouth and didn’t care about Eddie - he would get his turn. Maybe I’ll let him taste Donna first, I thought, wondering what that would be like for him. So I hesitated, but not for long. I played with her tip; caressing it gently with my tongue, licking all around the ‘helmet.’ Donna pulled me down to the bed and her hands were pressing my head, not giving me any space to move, except for my mouth and tongue. Her pressure was like a signal, mixed in with her moans for me to ‘deep throat’ her and take all of her in my mouth. She threw her head back as I closed my lips tightly around her and very gently put my teeth around it, making her hiss and moan. I increased my speed and tasted the saltiness of her precum.

My tongue was licking the underside of that huge she-cock, and I felt her stiffen and grab my head harder, her nails digging into my scalp through the wig and the cap. Soon, the pleasant and familiar sensation of Donna’s explosion filled the inside of my mouth and throat. I pulled my lips off and grabbed her cock with my hand, jerking it and letting the rest of the torrent of cum spray my face and my eyes. I turned to Eddie to let him see my coated face, but only for a second because Donna pulled me up, facing her, and kissing me and licking the rest of her cum off of me.

My lips now moved to her breasts, and I made them slick and shiny with the wetness of my own spit and her cum, polishing her nipples, making her weak in the knees; so much so that I had to support her. A final long kiss and I sat her down at the far end of the sofa bed from where Eddie was. Eddie wasn’t moving, still transfixed on Donna and what was just revealed to him.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter V

I gingerly moved next to Eddie, my face shiny, and my eye makeup running from Donna’s jizz and licking. He looked at me in amazement and asked me in shock, “How long have you known about her?”

Playing innocent, I wanted him to say it. “Known about what?” He got a little choked up and I was enjoying every moment of it, just watching him.

“I mean, (he cleared his throat) knowing that she was a transgender woman,” he said.

“Oh, just after we started dating. I’m bisexual, and I had no trouble accepting the fact she had a cock.” And with that, I leaned over and started kissing Eddie full on the mouth, my tongue expecting to find him a bit hesitant, but he wasn’t. I felt him getting aroused after I placed my fingertips over his cock. The tent was being pitched, and the stage was set.

“Eddie,” I said. “I don’t want you to feel funny about anything. Donna and I have a completely open relationship. I mean, she’s with Rebecca and Sarah, and she’s also with me. How would you like to join us.” To me, this was an offer that no man could refuse. I made no expectations that Eddie was looking to become trans. In fact that was the fun of this whole evening - just to see what his reaction might be.

My fingertips skillfully unbuttoned Eddie’s shirt and I opened his belt, pulled his fly down and went to work on his cock. He wasn’t going anywhere, at least not yet. He was still in shock from seeing Donna Marie. My mouth was still wet and slippery from Donna’s she-cock, and it gave Eddie much pleasure, especially when I closed my lips tightly around his massive appendage. Donna moved behind Eddie, distracting him, and kissing his neck, and flowing her hair over his face. Next, she turned his head sideways and kissed him full on the mouth.

Eddie’s head was turned towards Donna’s, and he couldn’t see me unfastening my skirt. I stopped doing my up and down motion, but he was still twisting tongue with Donna, so he didn’t see me reach for the tube of K-Y Jelly in the drawer under the sofa bed. I squeezed a bit out, just enough to coat my fingertips, and spread it over my asshole - my ‘he cunt.’ With a quick motion, I pulled off that choking gaff I was wearing, and Donna broke contact with Eddie and softly said, “look Eddie, Joy is all ready for you.” He may have known what was coming - a good fucking - but I’m quite sure it wasn’t what he expected at all. His cock was still throbbing with arousal from the skillful use of my tongue.

When he turned around he gasped. All eight inches of me was on full display for our little gathering to see. Rebecca and Sarah on the opposite sofa bed started giggling at watching Eddie’s reaction. “Don’t worry Eddie,” I said in the sweetest voice I could muster. “I’m not going to fuck you just yet; but you’re going to fuck me!”

“Whaaaaaat??? You, you’re kidding me, right?”

“No Eddie, I’m not.” I grabbed him on both shoulders. “Just think of my ass as a very tight, juicy pussy! Believe me, you have never had such pleasure in your life. After all, I’m still a beautiful woman who wants you; (I shrugged) it’s just that I happen to have a cock.” It took a while for the thought to register with him. I could sense his confusion between what he grew up with, and the lust that was building inside of him now. Of course I understood it. After all, it was me who was faced with the same dilemma a few weeks ago; and I haven’t looked back since.

I kissed him deeply and his erection was pressed up against me. I took some of the jelly and slathered it on his cock, rubbing the underside of it with my fingers. Before he could cum I stopped what I was doing and turned my backside towards him. Almost instantly, I felt a fleshy knob exploring my cherry, the tip rubbing itself around me, slick from the KY.

In the sweetest voice I could muster, I said, “c’mon Eddie, let’s see what that huge cock of yours can do!” I didn’t even wince like the first time Donna Marie penetrated me. Eddie was making sounds of pleasure because his baser instincts took over faster than his mind could process what was going on, and I felt the head enter me, and slowly, the rest of his. “Oh God, oh God, this is sooooo good,” was what I heard him say over and over again.

“C’mon Eddie, faster, harder,” I said. At the same time, Donna was over on the bed with Rebecca and Sarah. Sarah was on her knees, butt pointed up to the ceiling, and Donna’s big she-cock was fucking her from behind, and Rebecca was behind Donna, licking around her ass and playing with her ball sack. I watched from the side, and Donna and I made eye-contact; her smiling at me like we had scored a victory of sorts tonight.

Eddie was good at taking directions, although he didn’t need any. I supposed the psychological part of the exercise would take place later. This was only the beginning. His grunting and thrusting increased. Out of nowhere, he started slapping my butt cheeks, one after the other - really hard! but I loved it, the exquisite mixture of pain and pleasure. Tears of pleasure ran down my cheeks.

My cock was as hard as a rock, which only reinforced for me the idea that I would never (or hardly ever) want to have sex with a biological woman again; well, maybe Sarah and Rebecca.

Then I felt a warmth and wetness of Eddie’s jizz deep inside me as he grunted out sounds of pleasure. This triggered me, and I came like a flood all over the sheets on the sofa-bed. On the other side, Donna Marie was still going with Sarah, Rebecca fingering herself rubbing her shiny wetness all over as she played with Donna’s balls.

Eddie finally pulled out of me, and I turned to him and asked, “How do you feel stud?”

“Wow Joy, you are . . . are simply incredible. I have to admit, I never thought that could be so pleasurable.”

❤️❤️❤️

I stood up from the sofa-bed, and told Eddie that I had to go and clean myself up a bit. Before I left, I lit a cigarette and exhaled into Eddie’s face. His wet cock was getting hard again. I looked back as I gingerly made my way to the bathroom next to the kitchen, and I could feel Eddie’s eyes checking me out as I made my way. What happened next, I don’t think Eddie could have prepared for in a million years.

In the bathroom, I took my wig and cap off, and my emerald contacts. Now I was Jeff, if you considered the skirt and the leather underbust I was wearing to be Jeff. When I came back into the living room, Donna, Sarah, and Rebecca were smiling at me, and Eddie . . . well, let’s just say that his look was like he was in a science fiction movie and watched someone turn into a werewolf or a bat! His eyeballs were practically sticking out of his head, his mouth was open, and he was speaking without moving his lips.

No way . . . NO FUCKING WAYYYYY! JEFF?????” As I walked towards him, he backed up on the sofa-bed, trying to get away from me.

“What’s the matter Eddie? You act as if you’ve never plowed one of your classmates in the ass before - especially the classmate you thought wasn’t sexual at all! The classmate you made jokes about behind my back to Dan and Ron about? The classmate who sucked you off in the ladies room of a country-western bar.” Eddie was speechless. “I have no problem with my sexuality Eddie; I’m a trans-female, so is Donna Marie, as you very well know. But what are you Eddie?”

Eddie looked like he was trying to diagnose himself. I tried not to be too hard on him, remembering how terrified I was at first, when Donna Marie revealed herself to me. But I knew that I was a trans-female just waiting for the right teacher to come along. Actually, that’s why Donna Marie was attracted to me. She knew what I wanted, and what a beautiful woman I would make with her help.

Eddie was fumbling for the right words; Donna and the girls were laughing. “I am a male, I am not a homosexual, (he didn’t sound too sure of himself) but, I enjoyed fucking you Joy, I mean Jeff, I mean . . . I don’t know what I mean,” and his voice trailed off. It was hard not to pity him - after all, he’d been duped, and I have to admit it was fun!

“Forget about ‘the identity thing’ Eddie,” I said. “Let’s get some things straight.” I enjoy sucking you off, and being fucked by you. I never thought I would say this, but you’re really very sweet.” I was laughing. “You try so hard to be such a stud, and you can certainly continue to fuck me. In school and the hospital I will be Jeff, like always, but when we go out at night, I’ll be Joy - got it? And should you decide to tell anyone about our little arrangement, or try to embarrass me or harass me in front of our friends again, Dr. Parsons and I will make sure you can never show your face anywhere until you graduate. Got it?”

Eddie could only shake his head yes. I picked up his chin with my fingertips. “You know Eddie, ‘membership’ has its privileges.” I looked over at Donna, Rebecca, and Sarah. “I’m sure these ladies would love to have you come over anytime and party with us, am I right girls?”

Donna spoke up. “Of course Eddie, you’re welcome any time. You know Joy here is going to fully transition; well, all except for the cock surgery that is. Isn’t that right Joy?”

“Yes Eddie,” I said. “I’ll be doing HRT, and get much nicer curves on my body than I have now, have lovely breasts, my face will have some ‘cosmetic surgery’ done, and I will definitely keep my cock, because I love using it too much.” The girls were laughing. “Now how does all that sound. You just have to be a good boy!”

“Let me get Eddie a drink,” Donna said. He looks like he could use one, or maybe two? What kind of a hostess would I be if I didn’t offer? What will you have Eddie?”

“A scotch and soda would be nice – make it a double, please. All of us laughed; it was just too funny.

“Plenty of that; I’ll be right back.”

“You know what Eddie dear,” I said.

“No Jeff, er, I mean no Joy.”

“I’m going back to the powder room, and become Joy again for you, a very sexy Joy. You see, you’ve made me very horny with our little discussion here, and I want to take your ass and fuck the hell out of it! Now how does that sound?”

“But I’ve never . . . “ I put my finger to his lips. “Shhhhush. I’ll make you nice and slippery. All you have to do is relax and enjoy, ok?”

“Okay, it sounds okay – like it might be fun.” His voice trailed off.

“Trust me Eddie – you’ll love it, and oh! I won’t tell. You see, it goes both ways.”

Donna came back and handed Eddie his drink. He downed it all in one shot.

“It’s like your re-birthday Eddie!” Sarah said, laughing.

I came back from the bathroom, and I was Joy again – my true self again, and walking towards Eddie. Donna grabbed me, turned me towards her and kissed me deeply.

I didn’t have to tell Eddie what to do. I don’t know if he was horny or  just curious, but he got on all fours on the bed with his ass high in the air pointed towards me. I took the tube of KY Jelly and smeared the cold gel on his ass and my she-cock, and I was nice and hard.

“Okay Eddie, prepare yourself for the ride of your life.” I played with the outside of his tight little hole, rubbing my fingers around the opening, and inserting two fingers gently, going slow and easy, stretching it, and it closed around me. Eddie was mumbling, and he said, “It feels . . . different, almost nice.”

“Just you wait, sweetheart,” I said in the tenderest way I could. I wanted to think he would enjoy it, and a part of me also felt like I wanted revenge for all the teasing, and the mean things he said about me. This was to be a “victory fucking.”

Now it was the tip of my hard she-cock that played with his little cherry, nice and slick. The head went in meeting little resistance. By the way, Donna and the girls were watching intently, shouting encouragement to Eddie, fucking with his head. It was actually funny, and I was laughing.

Lust took over and I rammed my full eight inches inside, making him squeal, and I felt his muscles tighten around me. Donna felt different, much more accommodating, as I must have felt to her, from all of our “practice.”

I went in and out faster and faster; it felt so damn good, and I wondered what pussy fucking would feel like. Something told me that later tonight, Rebecca and Sarah would show me.

I spanked Eddie’s butt with my palm, and when Donna saw, she pulled a wooden paddle out from that locked cabinet of wonders of hers, and handed it to me. I didn’t say anything to Eddie who stopped squealing and settled into an acceptance.

It changed when I spanked him with the paddle. He shouted out a cry of pain, but he didn’t tell me to stop. Quite the contrary, he got a boner of his own. “C’mon Eddie, play with yourself! You’ll cum faster.

I was right. I was going faster and faster, when I exploded inside of him, shooting my jizz so that some of my creamy, thick soup leaked down his ass and onto my balls.

His shrieks of pain gave way to cries of absolute ecstasy; and with his cock gripped tightly by his fingers, he shot his load onto the bed.

“How was that Eddie?”

“Different,” he said with a subdued voice.

“You were great Eddie,” and I turned him to face me, and I kissed him like I always had. I wondered if he thought he was kissing Joy or my soon-to-be gone male alter ego, Jeff.

Donna said, “You know Eddie, you can come over here anytime you want – your ‘secret’ is safe with us, and you can ‘taste’ Rebecca and Sarah too! Isn’t that right ladies?”

“Oh sure Donna. I think I may want this White boy all to myself – that is if Joy has no objection,” Rebecca said.

“No, I’m fine with it.” I looked over at Eddie who still looked like a deer caught in the headlights, especially when he realized this ‘party’ tonight was all for his sake.

As for me, things had definitely changed for the better. Donna stood me up and kissed me and told me, “You’re moving in here with us as soon as you can.” I felt so good, like I was home. She kissed me again. “I love you Joy.”

❤️❤️❤️
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