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Chapter One

_______________________________________

_________________

Floppy Grades


Ever since I was a kid, my parents drummed it into my head that I had to be a lawyer. Both of my parents were trial attorneys, my older brother Mike, and my uncle Gene were all lawyers. Since Mike was five years older than me, I really didn’t have a choice but to be the target of their incessant “coaching;” I like to call it threats or arm-twisting.

I had low self-esteem, never had much confidence in my own decision making process, and I made it sound to my friends that law school was definitely something I wanted to do of my own accord. But that was far from the truth. I never really wanted that. I wanted to do something like go to the U of Miami and study Marine Biology; field trips with scuba gear, meet hot girls, party, and not spend my whole college career in a stodgy classroom or lecture hall.

Naturally, in college I was a political science major. In my junior year, there was a course on torts and contracts. In law school, that is regarded as a very difficult and painful subject. A good grade in this course, no, an outstanding grade in this course would practically assure me of a good recommendation letter from the head of the department, Dr. Emma Slade.

Her recommendation letters were coveted by every poly sci major on campus who had their sights set on the law. Now this is gonna sound crazy: My father even called her to check on my progress and see how I was doing, and if I needed any extra help would she give it to me?

You see, my dad and Dr. Slade were classmates at Stanford Law, and they were both on the Law Review together. My dad went into private practice and Dr. Slade went into academia. They had been in close touch over the twenty years or so since graduation, and I often wondered just how close their connection was if you get my drift.

Aside from being a brilliant professor Dr. Slade had guys salivating all over her. I had a front row seat in her class, and got a very telling view of her awesome forty something body. She had luscious, long, black hair, parted in the middle that she wore loose and reached down below her ample cleavage.

Her waist was thin and taut, and she loved to wear short skirts with a slit up the side. The real killers were her spiked four-inch heels that wrapped with straps around her ankles.

As for the class itself, I was barely hauling a C+, and it was mid-October already. The mid-terms weren’t that far off, and there was a lot I didn’t understand. Part of me wanted to spite my father and flunk the course, but I knew that if I didn’t reach out to Dr. Slade, I’d be on dad’s shit list. That would have many unwanted financial repercussions for me.

I met my friend Steve in the cafeteria.

“So what are you going to do Kenny?” Steve said.

“I have no choice but to ask Dr. Slade for help, I guess.”

“Why do you sound like it’s signing up for North Korean torture man?? What the fuck is wrong with you? Your biggest problem as I see it, will be how to keep your cock in your pants when you’re sitting across the table from her!”

I thought about it for a minute. He had a point, what could be so bad. It would get me in good with my dad because she would certainly mention it to my father that I went to see her. But it would also mean, that for me to ace this course at this point would require a freaking miracle - a divine intervention. So, it might not get me the grades I would need to pass or even get an interview at Stanford Law.

He was right about the other thing too. Suppose I got so distracted that I couldn’t concentrate on the work, and only thought about boning that excellent, slick, humming body. Even sitting here with Steve thinking about her was giving me a raging hard on. Shit, I was sitting here rubbing my legs together!

“Hey Kenny, I thought about something else. Are you sure that this course is that hard? I’m a history major, so I don’t know anything about poly sci, but your grades are a solid B+ in everything else, and you have the LSATs to take in the spring. Maybe it’s Dr. Slade that’s the problem. I mean every guy on campus knows how hot she is, so you’re probably distracted.”

Steve paused and continued. “Kenny, this is gonna sound really crazy, I mean out and out insane dude, but suppose you actually did let her seduce you? Wouldn’t that relieve some of the sexual tension and help you study better? Yeah that’s it! Why don’t you just tell her that she’s distracting you and you find her very attractive? You said yourself that she isn’t married, right?”

“Yes, I did tell you that. What I didn’t tell you Steve, was that I think my father may have gotten a piece of her too.”

“Wow, this is getting interesting. But so what? You’re father has nothing to do with you. Besides, it might even help you. I say, ‘Go for it!’ What’s the worst thing that can happen? She says ‘no,’ and you move on. The ground rules would be set.”

That’s why I liked Steve so much. He’s like my evil side personified. If I think of something shady or corrupt, or on the borders of decency, my friend Steve is there to help me along to do the nasty.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

________________________________________

_________________

Mrs. Robinson


The next day in class I was one of the first people in the classroom. This course wasn’t big enough to require the services of a large lecture hall like “Into to Poly Sci.” That course was taught by Dr. Slade as well. She showed herself much better in a small classroom setting.

As soon as she walked into that room, I was under no illusion about how much I wanted her. She looked especially HOT, even for her. Her hair was more raven colored than I thought at first.

Today she wore a long sleeved pink blouse with a high collar, and a black-laced bra underneath, with a good amount of that incredible cleavage showing. The skirt was a black polyester with a wide black vinyl belt that showed off her firm, perfect waist line, and her legs were crossed which if I didn’t know any better, I’d swear she was trying to seduce the whole class. She was doing a great job on me.

I didn’t take any notes or really hear what she was saying because I was thinking about how I would approach her after class, and fantasizing about that perfect body with no clothes on, wet and slick, with me ready to go.

Before I knew it she stopped talking and as people were loading up and getting ready to leave the room, I was still sitting at my desk with my chin resting in my palm.

After everybody left I saw her gathering up her papers and putting her laptop in her bag, and I approached her.

She smiled as I got closer. “Well hello Kenny, what can I do for you?” I took a deep breath and inhaled scents of lavender and some kind of perfume which made me perfectly erect. Thank God my jeans were tight or else I’d have a really big problem to explain. I think she knew anyway - about my boner that is. My face is not really very good at hiding things.

“I’m here, because as you probably know, my grades in your class are not very good. I’m taking the LSATs in April, and I need a really good score in your class so I can get an interview at Stanford, where you and my dad went.”

“Ah, I see. And how is your dad?”

“Uh, he’s fine. You know, real busy, in court all the time.”

“Of course. Stan hasn’t changed much after all these years. He is ferocious in the courtroom. I wouldn’t want to go up against him, that’s for sure.”

“Yeah, so, I was wondering what I could do to get my grades up. I need at least an A- in this course for Stanford. Can you help me, maybe with some kind of extra credit or something?”

Her smile changed to a smirk. “You really should have come to me before the first exam Kenny. I’m not really sure what I can do. I can recommend a couple of seniors who did really well here to tutor you for the midterm in two weeks.” I felt deflated. But what else could I hope for; her to baby me and sit by me while I studied?

She saw how down I looked, and she said, “There is a paper you know. I could perhaps make that count for some extra points, but I really do want you to see,” she stopped and scrolled through her iPhone for a second. “Ah, here it is - Roger Bowles. He aced this course last year and he’s really good. I want you to call him and tell him that I recommended him to tutor you.”

What else could I do? I saw her eyeing me, and it came out of left field when she said, “You know Kenny, you’re just as handsome as your dad was at this age. What are you, twenty?”

“Yes, I am.”

“Thought so. You know what? See how it goes with Roger, and maybe we can work out something extra, you know, between us. What would you say to that?”

I couldn’t believe it. She was practically inviting me to nail her. That image popped up into my mind again - her in the shower, completely wet . . . with me standing behind her and doing the nasty, with her mouth opened in a wordless scream.

“Sure, I’m down.”

There was no one else in the classroom, and if I said that she violated accepted norms of personal space, I would be correct. She leaned into me, just inches away from my face and said, “this Saturday night, I happen to be free. Why don’t you come over to my place about eight o’clock, and I can review some stuff with you for a few hours, unless you have other plans - I mean a handsome, strong guy like you probably has a busy social calendar.”

If she only knew. My free time was mostly spent on PlayStation 5 with Steve and a couple of other guys; the closest thing to my mouth a microphone and headset. I wasn’t that skilled in the mature woman department.

I was thinking with my “smaller brain,” my cock. Of course this violated professor-student norms, but we were both over eighteen. She was probably more than twice my age, a fact that turned me on to no end. I was putty in her hands. I would do anything she would ask of me - the proverbial older woman. My very own “Mrs. Robinson,” from that sixties classic, “The Graduate.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

________________________________________

_________________

The Tutor


Another thing. I know, I’m almost one hundred per cent sure that my dad had tapped Dr. Slade on numerous occasions, so shouldn’t that make me feel a bit weird about getting together with her? Normally it would, but I was having such a dry spell, it didn’t bother me one bit.

I called Roger. He seemed pretty eager to help me, so on Tuesday night we had a session in the library. I felt comfortable with him after a few minutes, and I told him about Dr. Slade’s invitation. He laughed.

“Oh, so Emma’s got her sights on you, eh?”

“What do you mean?” I said, completely oblivious to the obvious.

“Every year she’s got her little favorites among the cocks in the class, and I guess that this year you’re one of them.” He acted like this was no big revelation and continued nonchalantly flipping pages in the book he had open in front of him,

“One of them???” I asked, incredulous.

Now he took a deep breath and looked me over. “Yeah dude, I mean look at her. She’s the hottest thing on this campus. Shit, I heard the football team has some drawings of her pussy on some of the lockers. In fact I heard one guy mention he had a photograph! I mean, can you imagine??”

“Wow,” I said. “I can see that.”

“As long as we’re up close and personal here, I can tell you that last year, I did her, a few times in fact.” He was smiling - no grinning, from ear to ear like a Cheshire Cat.

“I even had a date with her about two weeks ago. I don’t think I’ll have any sperm left for the rest of the semester man,” he said laughing.

Now I didn’t just have a mental picture of my dad with Dr. Emma Slade, but the college football team, and my poly sci tutor Roger as well. It just made me hotter. Even sitting in the library now, I had pre cum on my boxers, and was shifting uncomfortably in my chair.

“So, my advice to you Kenny, is to by all means, get a piece - a BIG piece of Dr. Emma Slade!”

******

I dressed casually on Saturday night; new jeans, a nice sweater, and a button-down shirt. I don’t ordinarily do this, but I passed a florist’s shop on the way and bought her an assorted bouquet of roses. All week long I had been jerking off to her in my bed, imagining her sopping wet and begging me to fuck her. Now, it was actually within the realm of possibilities.

I pulled up to her apartment in a nicer part of the city. Her building had a doorman, and I had to sign-in. I wasn’t too crazy about that. I was looking at the long list of names, expecting to see my father’s name somewhere on there. Now wouldn’t that be something.

“Ken McNally here for Dr. Emma Slade,” I said as I approached the doorman’s desk on inside the lobby on the right of the doorway.

“Sure, I’ll ring her now,” he said, looking me over from top to bottom which I thought was odd. Was there some mysterious dress code I wasn’t aware of?

“Dr. Slade? A Mr. McNally her to see you.”

“Okay, send him up,” she said, her soft, velvety voice coming through the speaker.

“That’s 9-B Sir,” he said to me.

“Thanks,” looking at his nameplate, I added “Otto.”

My cock was hard on the ride up in the elevator, but when she opened the door, I almost passed out, and would have impaled myself on my cock if I did so. It was that hard.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

________________________________________

________________

Just Call Me Emma


Dr. Slade was wearing a skirt that would certainly be inappropriate for class, and the lingerie she had underneath I would expect to see on a pole dancer at a strip club or something. In addition to the stiletto heels that wrapped around her feet, she wore black sheer nylon pantyhose underneath the shortest skirt I’ve ever seen. She wore a white cotton top, with a very low bustline, so I was treated to an almost full-frontal view of her. The black-laced bra formed the top of a girdle, that hooked onto her pantyhose. I could see the straps underneath her skirt. This was not casual wear for a professor to wear when a student came for tutoring!

“Well, hi Kenny, come on in,” she said in a very sultry, seductive voice that actually made my cock ache. Even though my body was on the thin side, I was endowed with a cock that was rather large. Other women; college girls, had complimented me on it before, but I haven’t had much action at all the last year.

“Would you like a drink? I’m having a scotch and soda. You?”

“Uh, ok, I’ll take the same Dr. Slade, thanks.”

“No, no Kenny - please call me ‘Emma,’ tonight, ok? In fact, from this point on, even in class.” To bring that point home, she gently pressed her right index finger on my nose. I was practically trembling.

“Relax Kenny. Here, sit on the couch while I pour us our drinks, ok?”

“Sure, anything you say Emma.”

She shook her head, and her long, luscious raven hair shook over her shoulders. Her perfect, almond shaped lips barely moved when she spoke. They were painted cherry red. Hey eye makeup was perfect: deep blue eyeshadow to compliment her blue eyes, and deep, black mascara and eyeliner to really bring out an expression of . . . ‘do me now!’ I could never have asked for anything more perfect from a woman’s body.

My hands were shaking as she brought me my drink.

“Oooh, someone’s nervous a bit, I can tell,” she said.

“Sorry Emma, I’m not used to, to, be treated so . . .”

“Hospitably??” She said and laughed.

“Yes,” exactly,” I said. My inner voice saying what a dork!

“Well, let’s see what I can do to put you at ease Kenny. You are quite handsome, you know?”

“You really think so?” I said, in a mousy, wimpy tone.

“Yes, I do,” she said as she took a seat next to me on the couch.

She reached for her leather shoulder bag on the floor next to the couch. She pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes, and slowly took one out of the fresh pack, and lit herself up with a thin silver butane lighter. She took a very seductive ladylike drag, and held the cigarette high up between her index, and middle finger.

For a long time, I’ve had a smoking fetish, getting very turned on by watching beautiful women smokers who liked the long, all white, 120mm cigarettes. Watching Emma smoke and blow rings in my face was making me crazy, and she knew it.

She placed her free hand on my thigh and noticed my cock tenting up through my jeans. “It looks like I excite you, am I right?”

“Yes, you do. I guess studying is out for tonight, then.”

She laughed and said, “the teacher is very horny tonight.” And with that, she leaned in and kissed me hard on the lips, making a tight seal and sticking her tongue through them. I gently slid my tongue around hers, my mouth very wet, and pre cum forming on my boxers. I placed my arm around her shoulders and ran my hands through her hair, stroking the back of her neck.

“It seems like the student may have some lessons for the teacher tonight,” she said, rather coy.

She made cooing noises and reached down and grabbed my cock with her nails digging into it through my pants.

Then she pulled off me and quickly undid my fly and my belt, pulling my pants and boxers down below my knees. My cock popped out from the side of my boxers, and she began stroking it with the soft underside of her fingers. All of her delicious scents combined with what she was doing was too much for me to take.

I think she read my mind, because the next thing I felt were her lips around the head of my cock. I didn’t think I could last through this foreplay. She moved them around in a circle, sticking her tongue into the slit on my cock, and just toying with me, gradually moving her tight lips down to my shaft.

“Oh my God Kenny!” she exclaimed. “You’re soooo fucking huge - this is a monster!” I felt proud and fiendishly horny at the same time. I didn’t wait for her to say anymore, and I used both hands to push her head back onto my cock, her lush hair feeling cool and silky between my fingers.

She took all of me to the back of her throat, no protest whatsoever; she wanted more. I think that if I was twelve inches long she would gladly have all of me.

I began to feel my cock pulsing and my eyes were closed and fantasizing - all about the shower, and what I would do to her in there.

I was lying on the couch, and she was right on top of me, her body sliding up and down on me, and her crotch rubbing up against my thigh with a slowly heating fury, while her nails were digging into my shoulders.

I felt my cock being pulled off from its base by the sucking of her mouth. She went faster and faster, my hands still on the back of her head, and my pelvic thrusts going up to meet her up and down motion.

Her mouth on me was nothing like I remembered ever getting from any of the college girls I had over the last two years. It felt like silk - wet shiny silk. Every so often she would turn me on further by taking a cheek-hollowing drag of her cigarette and exhaling smoke over my cock while she licked and sucked.

I couldn’t take it anymore and I made a load groan and shot a huge wad of my jizz into the back of Emma’s throat. She actually prolonged my “blowgasm” by keeping the tight seal around my cock and her feverish sucking and sliding motion. I saw a few drops of my white jizz, running down the sides of her mouth - I was so “backed-up” from two dry years of nothing. I needed tonight - badly. I could tell that Emma sensed it too.

Suddenly, she pulled off of me and moved up and kissed me full on the mouth, giving me a taste of my own cum. It wasn’t revolting at all. It was a mix of salty and sweet, and it was all me, so why not. It really turned her on too, giving me a taste.

She slid her top off on the left side, completely exposing her breast, and wiggled out of her bra, which was open from the start. Its nipple found its way into my mouth, and I sucked on it, played with it, running my tongue around the base of it, all the while my hands on her shoulder and neck. She loved everything I could give her.

I really was dying to fuck her, that’s what I truly wanted, and she knew it.

She pulled away, and gently whispered to me: “Let’s go into my bedroom Kenny, we’re just getting started.”

“Sounds nice, and I kissed her on the mouth. Lead the way.”

Before we left, I finished the glass of scotch which was on the table. She did the same, looked at me and smiled.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

________________________________________

________________

The Water Slide


Let’s take a shower,” she said, looking at me, a devilish smirk on her face. “It’s time to get Dr. Slade off,” she said referring to herself in the third person.

“Sure Emma, why not? Sounds like fun.”

I remained still while she slowly took my clothes off and threw them on the bed.

Emma removed everything but her panties. I watched, getting hard again as she took off her pantyhose and girdle, just leaving on her black panties. She made a show of it, gingerly unstrapping her shoes , and placing them neatly next to the bed.

Without saying a word she led me into the shower, and facing me she turned on the water. She cupped my face in her hands and kissed me for a few minutes, as I ran my fingers over her breasts.

I was rubbing my hands across her tight tummy, just sticking my fingertips underneath the front of her panties and she stopped me. I was a bit confused as she slowly turned me around, facing the wall where the shower was.

She took a bottle of body oil out and massaged my shoulders and neck with it. It felt so good, and I was hard again. She put some on herself, and she slipped off her panties, kicking them against the shower head wall that I faced.

“EMMA! WHAT THE FUCCCKKK!!!” I wasn’t dreaming, as much as I wanted to be, but I reached behind me and felt an equally large . . . cock!” It was pushing up against the small of my back.

“Now listen Kenny,” she said in a pedantic tone, as if she was giving a lecture in class. “Yes, you are touching a cock. It’s my cock, my gurl cock, do you understand? I’m a transgender female. I’m a woman in every sense of the word, except that I have a cock. Think of it as a clit that squirts, just like a pussy would.”

I was thinking of what that meant exactly, when I felt it pressing against my asshole, while she spread my ass cheeks with her hands. “Trust me Kenny,” she said, “you’re going to enjoy this very much - I promise you. I haven’t lied to you yet, have I?”

“No Emma, you haven’t - “

“Well, to be fair, I haven’t told you the whole story. I was afraid that if I did, you wouldn’t have come here tonight.”

Truth be told, I was still so horny, and Emma turned me on so much I found myself answering her. “I still would have come. You are by far the most beautiful woman I have ever been with.”

“Ohh, you’re so sweet Kenny. Now, how bad do you want that A? You’re going to make your dad very proud,” she said as she gently kissed my neck.

“You mean my dad,” - 

“Oh yes Kenny. Your dad knows all about me. We have lots of fun together, and now you’ll get to experience it too! Now what do you say? How badly do you want that A? You can leave right now, and I won’t judge. This isn’t for everybody. I thought you were different, very handsome in fact, and I thought that if you were anything like your dad, we would it off really well. I’m going to turn you on to a whole new world of pleasure.”

She leaned in close to me, her cock sticking me at the entrance of my asshole. “You may feel a bit full at first, but we’re both slippery enough that this should go great. Now (she was laughing), bend over a bit. Pretend you dropped the soap in the shower.” I wanted to laugh but I couldn’t. I went along with it and did everything that Emma told me to do.

I felt penetrated, very painfully at first, like I thought my guts were on fire; but then it felt ok, even pleasurable to my surprise as Emma went in and out, as if I was a girl.

She was moaning, and she picked up her speed. I felt the curious mix of a stabbing pain and curious pleasure the deeper she went in. I thought she might have been as big as me. It wasn’t long before I felt a bit stimulated, and the feeling just grew and grew. I was really enjoying this.

“Emma, this feels wonderful.”

In between thrusts, she answered me. “Yes - I remember - my first time - it was great - though I had my doubts first.”

I bent over farther, my hands against the shower wall as the water continued to fall on both of us. I was hard as a rock. Emma moaned loudly. “Kenny, you’re so fucking tight, and this feels so good,” and she picked up her speed into high gear.

She let out a scream, I turned around and she was biting her finger, and I felt a warm load enter me. At the same time, I shot a huge wad of my own against the shower wall. I was amazed that I could get off like this without even touching myself.

“That’s right Kenny,” she said. “You’ve just had your first “sissygasm.”

I wasn’t sure exactly what that meant, but I had a pretty good idea. She pulled out of me, turned me around and we kissed deeply, the water still cascading down on us. What had me amazed was how I knew we would end up in the shower.

We both got out of the shower and Emma handed me a soft bath towel. She dried herself off, and then she dried me off, paying special attention to getting my cock completely dry.

“Now Kenny, our special help session is just getting started,” she said. “I cleared it with your dad, and you are going to be living here with me for the rest of the semester.”

“What do you mean?” I said, more curious, than angry. How could I be angry with Emma? I had the best time of my life, thinking of Thai Lady Boys and Shemales. Emma, as I found out later, had gone through HRT, but like so many transgendered women, had chosen to retain the services of her cock.

“Come into the guest room,” she said as she led me by the hand, in the nude. There on the bed, I saw women’s clothes, very sexy women’s clothes, and lingerie. She saw the look of total surprise on my face and laughed.

“Yes Kenny, you’re going to transition for me, so you’d better like it.” She looked at me closely. “I think you do like it, am I right?”

“Yes, I do,” I said, feeling like I was in some kind of a trance.

“You’ll still go to class dressed like Kenny, but here, at home with me, you’ll be ‘Carol.’ That will be your new sissy name, ok?”

“Sure, yeah, I can see that.”

“Also, you’re going to start smoking my brand - Virginia Slims 120s. I’m going to create the total sissy. You see, like you, I have an intense smoking fetish, and I don’t like to smoke alone - got it?”

“Yes Emma. This is something that deep down inside I always wanted. I guess I was just waiting for someone like you to come along.”

“Good Kenny, I’m glad you feel that way, because guess what?”

“What?” As if anything else could surprise me more than had already happened tonight.

“Roger is one of my little creations too! In fact, I have about six of you ‘wet girlie boys.’ We’re all going to have a party here in two weeks, and I’d like you all broken in before then. You’re going to become my own filthy little cum-slut. How do you like that? You want the A and my recommendation to Stanford Law, right?”

I had to be totally honest. I did, and I think I showed Emma how much I did want her help. “Yes Emma, I love it. I think I’m going to love living here with you.”

“Good Carol, very good. Now here, have a cigarette while I dress you up!” So I took one and my new life began.

❤️❤️❤️
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I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

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

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

AMAZON author page:

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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