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Chapter 1

______________________________________

________________

Ihad a crush on this girl in my sophomore poly-sci course. Her name was Judy, and she was HOT! I mean, totally. She was different than the other girls from my dorm or on campus for that matter. She had a sophisticated air about her. I mean, if you met her and didn’t know she was in college you would think she was a MILF waiting for the right horny guy to bust one out.

She made me dizzy every time she came into the class. She didn’t just walk in, she floated in. It was hard for me, and I’m sure other guys to concentrate on school when she was around. Tell me, who the hell wears four-inch black stiletto high heels to class, has the cleavage of a thirty-year-old, and tons of lipstick – on a college campus? She wore skirts that looked like they were custom-made just for her, while the other girls all wore jeans.

Her hair was a luscious auburn, that fell just below her generous breasts. Her eyes were done up like a model’s; eyeliner, heavy mascara, and either sea green or blue eyeshadow. Today, she happened to be wearing a white satin blouse. Even the old fossil who taught the course, Professor Stout, could barely keep it in his pants when she walked in. This usually prompted lots of snickering from the guys in class.

Besides, I didn’t think I had much of a chance with Judy. I wasn’t exactly a cover candidate for GQ, and I dressed, well, like a college sophomore. I was of a rather slight build, wore my hair shoulder-length, and liked heavy metal music. I thought of myself as just another faceless college kid trying to get into law school one day.

I never saw her hang out with the other girls much. Compared to her, they were children. Judy remained an enigma. Her roommate Debra was a friend of mine, but I never got around to asking her about Judy. I think Debra liked me and she was cute. I think she wanted me to ask her out, and I didn’t want her to know I was crushing on her roommate.

My roommate Jim, and my corridor buddies, Pete, and Axel, knew Judy from a distance. They didn’t have any classes with her, or really any interaction. Judy never or rarely showed up to our dorm parties. She was only seen coming and going to classes and leaving, or entering the dorm.

My buddies knew I was crazy about Judy, and they constantly teased me about her. “She’s out of your league, Bryan. You’ll never get near her,” my roomie Jim said to me one day when the four of us were in the late night snack bar on campus. “Forget about her buddy. No one knows how old she is, and she’s probably got some baggage.”

“I don’t think she likes men, Bryan,” Axel said.

Jim, Pete, and I turned to Axel with an astonished look. “Hey

Axel – what makes you say that?” I asked.

“Well, I didn’t see anything myself, but some guy I know is friendly with a girl on Judy’s floor, and he claims that she saw Judy getting it on with some chick at a party.”

“HERESAY! It’s gotta be bullshit,” I said in my best pre-law voice I could muster in defense of a potential love interest that I had never even spoken to before.

Axel put his hands up in defense. “Look Bryan, I’m just repeating what some guy told me. Like I said, I don’t have any more information.” It struck me as nearly impossible that such a beautiful girl could be a lesbian or even a bisexual. I always pictured lesbians as looking, I don’t know, “man-like,” with short hair and pudgy bodily features – not like someone who could easily be on a model runway. I was left shaking my head.

“Hey Bryan,” Jim, my roommate said, “Why don’t you ask her out yourself and see what happens. We have a dorm party this Saturday night, and you can ask her out then.”

“I, umm, I’m not sure,” I said, waffling a bit.

“What’s wrong Bryan, you got cold feet or something?” Jim said.

“No, it’s just that Judy’s roommate Debra is a friend of mine, and I think she likes me. I think she’s waiting for me to ask her out. What’s she going to say when I tell her I want to ask her roommate out?”

“Oh this is news,” Axel said with a smile. “So, Judy gets your dick hard, but Debra, her roomie is a girl who’s crushing on you. You have a problem there my friend. As far as the dorm party goes, you know that in the five keg parties we’ve had so far this year, Judy never came to one.”

Pete said, “I have an idea. Bryan, why don’t you pay a visit to Debra and Judy’s room and ask Debra if she’s going to be at the party on Saturday night – you know, ask like you’re interested. Debra isn’t a sure thing, and maybe you could get the dirt on her roommate. Meanwhile, Debra’s a cute girl – you might even get lucky. Really, what else can you do? Hire a private detective to follow Judy around and see if she hooks up with any girls?” He hesitated a bit, and then said the only thing that mattered. “What have you got to lose my friend?”

I thought about it. I also knew that I wasn’t the only guy who was interested in getting a piece of Judy, and that if she actually did show up at the party Saturday night, she’d have a whole load of guys after her. But Pete’s idea had some merit to it. I mean, I wasn’t dating anybody now. I did like Debra, and who knows? Maybe she would be okay, and she would even solve the “Judy enigma.”

*****

The next day I was done with my classes early, about two o’clock, and I went to my room to do some studying before dinner. I thought that maybe I should go up to Debra and Judy’s room and see if Debra was around. I knew that Debra’s last class on Tuesday also ended about the same time. Then I could ask her about Saturday night. The guys and me lived on the basement floor east, and Debra and Judy lived on the third floor West. So I left the room and went across the dorm and upstairs to the girl’s room.

As I climbed the stairs up to three-west, my heart started beating out of my chest, and it wasn’t because of the stairs. I didn’t have much experience with girls, I just watched them get snatched up by “cool guys,” of which I was definitely not one.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_____________________________

________________


My palms began to sweat as I walked down the hall to room three nineteen. This was “do or die,” so I knocked on the door, not lightly, and not trying to break the door down; just a casual knock. When the door opened, my eyes were as wide as saucers. It was Judy who answered!

“Oh, uh, hi Judy. I’m Bryan from three – pit (what we called the basement floor). I was wondering if Debra was around.”

“I know who you are Bryan.” Now this was incredible. She actually knew my name! “We have poly-sci together,” she said. “Debra’s not around, but as long as you’re here, I have a problem with the constitutional law chapter, and I was wondering if you could help me out a bit. I mean, you always have the brightest answers in class, and I’m really struggling with this stuff.” I turned a bright red at the compliment.

“Umm, I mean, uh, you think I’m smart?” I said feeling a bit embarrassed, but good at the same time.

She laughed a throaty, seductive laugh. She had to be older than the other girls on campus.

“Relax chief,” she said, patting the bed. “Why don’t you come in and sit down. I was making a pot of instant, want some?”

“Sure,” I said. “That would be nice, thanks.”

“I have couple of hours until I have to be at work anyway.”

“Oh? You have a job, and you have time for school?” Now, for a “smart guy,” it came out as the dumbest most idiotic question anyone could ever ask.

“Yes Bryan. I’m paying for my college with my job. I have no loans. You know, not all the students here come from wealthy families.” Wow, that must be one hell of a job, I thought to myself – one that paid for her college tuition? I had a lot of respect for that. It turned Judy from being a stuck-up snob to someone I really respected. Matter of fact, I was starting to like her already. Maybe I’d ask her if she wasn’t busy Saturday night instead of Debra. Judy made all the other girls on campus seem like, like girls. Judy was a woman.

“That’s very impressive Judy. Can I ask what it is you do?”

She smiled at me, and stuck out her index finger and placed it on the tip of my nose. “Well, let’s just say, and I know you and everyone else are curious about why I ‘dress up’ for class every day.”

“Oh no, I wasn’t curious about that!” I said defensively.

“Come on Bryan, I see the way you and the other guys ogle me in class every day. But you, you’re different. You’ve got a good head on your shoulders, and I can tell you’re going to make something out of your life.”

At this point, my cock was harder than ever. “Uh, do you mind if I ask you a ‘personal’ question?” I said, in a timid sort of voice. It was actually one of the mysteries that I had about Judy, and I’m sure a lot of other guys did too. Judy read my mind.

She laughed. “Not at all Bryan. I’m twenty-six years old.”

“Oh wow, so what did you do before you came to college here?”

Her straightforward manner surprised me. I was starting to like her more and more. “I was in the US Air Force; a pilot actually.”

“You’re shitting me! A pilot? Wow. What did you fly?”

“I flew F-16s and the F-22 Raptor. I served two tours in combat.” At this point I thought I might collapse.

“Here, take a look.” She turned around to her dresser and showed me a photo in a frame of her kneeling in the front row of her squadron. In the background was sand, lots of sand, and an F-22 Raptor. My mouth hung open as I looked at the photo. Yep, that was Judy all right, but her long hair was hidden by her cap. The caption read “422nd Fighter Squadron, Eagle’s Claw.”

“At first I was based in Iraq, and this picture was taken in Syria. I retired at the rank of Major.”

“Oh wow, so the military helps with your education, and you work.”

“That’s right, and I’m damn proud of it too.”

“You certainly must be,” I said, in total awe of her. I was in love and ready to bust my pants, but a little voice inside of me said she’s out of your league, dude. . .

“With a background like yours,” I asked, “How come you didn’t go into engineering, or physics. I mean to learn how that plane works, and the avionics and all?”

“I thought about it, but I really want to go to law school instead . . . so, I need your help.” She looked at me, anticipating my next question. “So, you want to know what it is I do, right?”

“Um, yeah, if you don’t mind talking about it.”

“Not at all Bryan, it’s really very simple. I get paid to be an escort.” She saw the look of astonishment on my face. “Now, we happen to be a very high class agency; no mob ties, no sex slaves, just ‘escort.’ You know, some high standing guy comes to town and needs a date, someone to go to a show or party with, stuff like that.”

I couldn’t believe I went there, but I did. “Suppose one of your clients wants sex. What about that?”

“Well, it does happen sometimes, but it’s never mentioned in any of our literature or on our website. The sex, is entirely consensual, and if I happen to agree, then the financial arrangements are strictly in cash and strictly off the company records.”

She saw the look on my face, and I was thinking “high-class prostitute,” but really, I had no right to judge.

“Hey Bryan, I have an idea. You wanna see where I work? Aren’t you even a bit curious? We have some nice looking girls there. Come on now, you’re twenty years old. I’m sure you must be curious, no?” Great, she was inviting me to come down to a place where I could catch some horrible STD. Then, maybe my cock would fall off and I wouldn’t have to worry about anything anymore.

There was an awkward silence, and Judy went to the hot plate and brought the boiling water for the instant coffee. As she was pouring me a cup, and got the sugar and milk out, I have to admit I was curious, so I said, “Okay Judy, sounds good. Sure, I’d love to come down and see where you work.”

“Great Bryan. You know something? I think you’re kind of sweet. How would you like to go out - on a date? Really casual, maybe like a movie or something. Consider it a little friendly reimbursement for tutoring me.”

I couldn’t believe this was really happening. I would tell the guys, and of course they would all fall on the floor, but I certainly wouldn’t tell them certain ‘aspects’ about Judy, her past, or what she did for work.

“Well, see, there’s this dorm party on Saturday night. I thought maybe we could go together.” Now, I don’t know what made me to say what came next. “I was thinking about asking Debra, but I don’t feel the same connection as I do with you.”

“I don’t think Debra would mind, really. However, I know

she’s going home for the weekend.” Now that changed things – a lot.

“Okay, great! So I guess I’ll see you downstairs Saturday night in the common room, then.”

“Sure, now first, let me get my notes out and you can help me understand this stuff in chapter four.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

______________________________________

____________


Hey guys, you’ll never guess what happened!” I said to Jim, Pete, and Axel, in the snack bar that night.

“Let me guess: You got laid between yesterday and today,” Axel said laughing, with his usual sarcastic sense of humor.

“No, but it’s almost as good,” I said.

“Okay, Bryan – tell us already before we graduate for God’s sake!” Pete said, obviously in no mood for humor today.

“I got Judy to go to the dorm party with me!”

My friends were all silent for the moment, as if I vanished in front of their eyes and came back again.

“How the hell did you manage that?” Jim said, still in disbelief. I knew what they were thinking; how could a ‘below average’ guy like me, no six-pack, no special talents, ever manage to land a smoking HOT woman like Judy, but they would never say that to my face. I didn’t play it up, I just told them the truth.

“I went up to Judy and Debra’s room looking for Debra. I wanted to ask her to hang with me at the dorm party Saturday night, but she wasn’t in the room. Instead, Judy was in, and as it turned out, she wanted my help with a poly-sci chapter. So, we got to talking, and she really is a down-to-earth type of girl.”

“Girl?” Axel said. “She looks like she’s in her mid-twenties at least.”

“Twenty-six actually,” I said. “She was an air force combat pilot before she went to college, and yeah, she was deployed overseas.”

“NO FUCKING WAY,” Pete said, his eyes bulging. Then Axel and Jim’s mouths hung open.

“Yeah, and she’s working her way through school, plus a military scholarship. She wants to be a lawyer.” I was careful not to tell them that she worked for an escort service as the reason for the way she dressed up to go to class every day.

Saturday night, when the dorm party was on, Judy was there, hardly recognizable without the heavy makeup she wore to class. I wondered how she got Saturday night off from work, given the type of work she was in. She wore jeans and a simple sweatshirt. We weren’t there as a couple, but she stayed close to me and was interested, that much was obvious. We had a few beers, and she spoke to some of the girls from her floor. After about an hour, she was looking bored, and she turned to me and said, “Let’s get out of here Bryan. Come upstairs with me.” I remember her saying to me that Debra was away for the weekend.

My virgin cock was doing a dance. I thought if this was how I was going to break my cherry, it was the best way to do it. I was in a trance walking up the stairs to her room, our shoes making a “squish” sound from all the beer on the floor of the common room. The whole way upstairs I was stuck in disbelief about why such a hot girl would even be interested in a guy like me. It didn’t take long for that question to become moot.

When we got to her room, she locked the little button on the doorknob and turned around to smile at me. She reached into her bag and pulled out a long, all white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol and nonchalantly lit it up with a silver butane lighter. I’d seen her smoke downstairs at the party and was surprised at first, about how an ex-pilot like her, in top physical shape could smoke. She told me that she was “a late bloomer” with the habit, and got into it after she went into the escort business.

To be honest, I always had a fetish for beautiful women who smoked those “female” cigarettes. I also had somewhat of a fetish for lingerie, although in all my years I never acted out on it. I would just get hard and jerk off after spending some time online looking at photos of women in revealing lingerie. I figured that was a secret I would take with me to my grave.

Judy slipped out of her hoodie and was wearing a black-laced bra with ample cleavage. Under the top of her jeans I could see a black-laced girdle. She wasted no time, and put her arms around me, holding the cigarette in her right hand, and moved in and kissed me hard on the lips. Her tongue poked at the opening of my lips and went through, curling itself around mine. This too, was a first for me.

Her waist pressed up against mine and she let out a small laugh through the kiss when she felt my monster boner. Although I wasn’t endowed with muscles or a gym rat’s body, I did have a larger than average cock size, and being the sophisticated woman Judy was, she felt it, and it pleased her.

She broke off the kiss, and in that warm and sultry voice that turned me on so well, she said, “I think we have to do something about that, don’t you Bryan?”

I let out a barely audible “um hum.”

Judy pushed me onto the bed and undid the zipper and the belt of my jeans, pulling them down around my ankles. She moved my boxers down enough so that my cock popped out like a jack-in-the box. Judy straddled me with both her knees over me, facing forward, and pushed my t-shirt up. I felt her luscious, shiny hair wash across my chest. She took a last drag of her cigarette and exhaled into my face, making my cock pulse, and she crushed out the half-smoked cigarette in the ashtray on the stand next to the bed.

I felt her lips gently flirt with the tip of my cock, her tongue sticking out and pushing into my slit, making a circle around the head.

“Oh my Bryan,” she said, gripping my cock in her fist, her fingers barely coming up to half my boner. “You have such a big, thick . . . cock. This is good because Judy (referring to herself in the third person) is hungry tonight.”

“Roger that,” I said, sounding stupid, but trying to sound military.

I thought I would have to smack myself that this was actually happening to me.

Still holding onto my shaft with her fist, she looked up to me with a dreamy gaze, and said, “You’re mine tonight . . . all mine.”

She put her mouth on my cock now, going all the way down my shaft, slurping, and licking, closing her lips tight around me, making a perfect seal. She began bobbing up and down. I was bombarded with a new and delicious assault on all my senses; the feel of her hair on my tummy, the taste of her smoky mouth, and silky exquisite feel of her mouth on my cock, and the sight of this beautiful woman who made me her prisoner tonight.

My hips met her bobbing mouth, thrusting upward towards her throat until we were in-sync, perfectly. I always thought that my first time I would have to concentrate on what to do, but my instincts took over completely.

Harder and harder she went, more slippery with each bob until I couldn’t take it any longer and I shot a huge load right into Judy’s mouth, but instead, she yanked my cock out of her mouth and let me cum all over her face. She loved it, making it run down her face, causing her mascara to run. She squeezed me and made even more come out; jizz drooling down the sides of her mouth, a misty, faraway look in her eyes. She was rubbing my thigh with her crotch, and I thought she had come already too.

She took her mouth off my cock and kissed me, giving me a taste of myself, and I found myself licking my own jizz off her face. I actually liked it. I licked the sides of her mouth, her eyes, tasting the running mascara and eye shadow. There was even cum in her hair which I licked off. Her hair smelled like smoke and honey. This was certainly a night of firsts, but I didn’t realize that I was only getting started.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_____________________________

________________


Ilicked her clean, and she looked up at me and smiled. “Now it’s my turn Bryan. Think you can handle me? Would you like to taste me?”

“Hell yeah!” I said, regretting it because I thought I sounded like a high school kid, but Judy didn’t say anything. She just smirked a bit, and said, “We’ll see.”

What the hell did she mean by that? I thought I was missing something, but I went along with it.

“I need a cigarette after that,” she said. As soon as she lit up, she noticed I got hard again. She smiled and said, “Oooh, lookie here, Bryan has a smoking fetish!”

There was no use trying to hide it. I certainly did. I was tempted to take one myself, but instead, I watched her, mesmerized as she did a very seductive French inhale over my face.

Nothing in my twenty years on God’s green earth could have prepared me for what came next. Judy stood up at the side of the bed, smiling at me, and unsnapped her jeans, pulling them down, and then unsnapping her girdle from the black, sheer, nylon pantyhose, and then she dropped her G-String panties down, revealing a huge . . . COCK! My mouth hung open, and my eyes were fixated on Judy’s surprise. She was, I suppose, waiting for me to say something, but she was the one to open the conversation.

“What’s the matter Bryan, cat got your tongue?” and she laughed.

How could I have ever prepared myself for what to say in a situation like this? “No, it’s just that, how did you, er, I mean, you’re a transgender woman?”

“Actually Bryan, I prefer the term ‘shemale’ to describe myself. I spent some time in Thailand where the idea first interested me. You see over there, women like me are even considered a third gender. They are very respected in the Thai culture.”

“Oh, I see. So you, you decided to change, I mean to . . .”

She cut me off in mid-sentence. “Don’t judge until you try it. Besides, I’m a big hit with my clients. They really prefer me to a biological female. So, you gonna run out of this room screaming or something?” Now she was laughing.

“No, no, of course not. I love . . . er, I liked the experience very much. I would never have known.”

“You know Bryan, I’m in awe of you, really. You are one of the few men, I’m sure on this campus, that would see things the way you do. You’re so mature.”

“Well thank you Judy.” Now the shock wore off and I was really interested in what she was all about. I really didn’t think about what was to come next, when she said It’s my turn now. It just happened.

“Here,” she said. “Why don’t you reach over and grab my she cock. Look it’s throbbing for attention. I almost came through my jeans on you!” This was true; she was rubbing herself very hard on my thigh.

I was hesitant at first. After all, a cock is a cock, right? I didn’t know what to think. From the waist up, Judy was a stunning woman, not a college girl; but a woman. But then, just below the waist, I saw a beautiful, long, thick, hard, fleshy cock. Her balls – all shaved along with the rest of her pubic area, were a bit smaller than I would have imagined with a cock like that, but I believe it had something to do with the HRT she told me she underwent when she decided to change for good.

She just enjoyed her cock, telling me all about “sissygasms”- how it was possible to cum without even touching your cock, and cock cages and gaffs. I had a lot of information to process, but not now. Now it was time for me to please her, and in a way, after the unbelievable blow job she gave me, I wanted to please her.

She moved closer to me on the side of the bed, her cock level with my head. Without saying a word, for the first time, I had a she cock pressing up against my lips, and damn – I was hard as a rock again. This caused Judy to smile again as she leaned in closer to me. My lips parted slowly, and the fleshy head of her cock, moistened with a drop of pre-cum was circling my semi-closed lips. I stuck my tongue up to her slit, and tasted the sweet/salty mix of shemale cock.

I was aroused. I was starting to . . . starting to feel like a girl! It may not be that way for everybody, but it was for me. My mouth was wet and full of saliva, and I opened my lips wider, and she leaned in closer, until I was sucking on that massive boner. I copied what Judy did to me, and I swirled my tongue around her head, and then her shaft.

All the while, between her moans and hisses of pleasure she was telling me how much I would enjoy dressing up and taking cock like this from men and making a ton of money at her club. She told me they were looking for ‘new talent,’ and I guess that meant me. I was into it now, my conflicting emotions aside, and just going with the flow. What would my friends say? Well, I wouldn’t tell them, that’s all.

She thrusted deep inside my mouth, my urge to gag suppressed when I just pulled back a little. My lips closed tightly around her shaft and my tongue I used like a paint brush.

“That’s it Bryan, come on, you’re doing great, don’t stop,” she said in a dreamlike state. I looked up and her eyes were partly closed, her head thrown back in pleasure. She thrusted faster and faster, until she let out a moan and stiffened, pushing down on my head with her hands. I felt a hot, sticky jet of her jizz filling my mouth in spurt after spurt. I relished every drop, swallowing and continuing to suck, until there was no more coming out. Finally, one last thrust deep into my mouth. She pulled out slowly, and picked me up with her strong arms and kissed me.

We were standing, facing each other, and locked together in an embrace. She licked all of her cum out of my mouth, and kissed me again with her cum-slickened lips. We kissed like that for several minutes. She was giggling, and seemed satisfied. Meantime, I was still hard as a rock, and I felt a deep aching which I didn’t understand. She could tell I was frustrated about something, and she placed her finger on my nose. “We’re almost there Bryan,” she said.

She reached down into her bag and pulled out a silicone ring, and a tube of cocoa butter. She slipped the ring on her cock, and it maintained her erection which was starting to sag a bit.

“Okay Bryan, here’s what I want you to do, and I promise I’ll go easy on you.”

“Okay,” I said, more curious than anything else, but I had an idea in the back of my mind of what was to come next. I was clad only in my t-shirt, and she told me, “Now get on the bed, facing the headboard on your knees.”

I complied right away, powerless to resist. If I had more time to think about it, I probably wouldn’t have, but I was totally powerless over what was coming next. Once I was on the bed, she squeezed out the sweet smelling cocoa butter and applied it to my cherry asshole. As she did so, it dilated and contracted. I loved this new sensation. She smeared it around my hole, in front and a little behind it, until it covered all of me.

“You’re going to feel a little ‘full’ at first, honey, but then you will experience pleasure like you have never had before, I promise.”

I said nothing, eagerly anticipating what was to come next. I felt the tip of her she cock pressing up against my “boy pussy” as she called it, or “bussy” for short. It tickled at first, and then I felt full as the tip of her she cock entered me. I was in pain at being stretched like that, so she pulled out and went in again, slower this time. It still stung, but not as bad as before. I was starting to enjoy it.

She went inside me again, this time farther each time then before. It was a strange, exotic mix of pain and pleasure, getting better with each thrust. She moved her cock in a circle, all around my insides. I wanted it, like I’ve never wanted anything so pleasurable before. I even backed my ass up to meet her thrusts as they came one after another. I felt a deep sense of a ‘sneeze’ coming on from deep inside me. I grabbed for the cocoa butter and quickly squeezed a gob onto my hand and smoothed it into my cock, which was rock hard. I didn’t need to stroke it myself; I just held it clenched in my fist.

Now nothing could stop me. I had the most incredible orgasm of my life, letting out a large moan, and I shot a terrific load into my buttered hand, cum dripping out the sides of my fingers. At the same time, I felt an incredible warmth inside my bussy, as she unloaded a hot get of cum inside me. I could feel it leaking out from my ass, down the insides of my butt cheeks. Judy kept on thrusting hard, and I was amazed at the amount of jizz I still had inside of me.

Judy was gripping the sides of my hips, and she lied her head down on the small of my back. I loved the smooth, silky feel of her hair on my skin, even more than on my tummy when she sucked my cock earlier.

She finally pulled out of me, but I wanted more and more. I was like a newly made vampire, wanting more and more of my new ‘diet.’ Now Judy turned around and she got underneath my ass and used her tongue to scoop up the cum that was leaking out of my ass. She was a magician the way she licked and inserted her tongue inside me. When I was licked clean, my ass smarting a bit, she sat on the bed facing me and we kissed some more.

She reached over and lit a cigarette, and I asked her for one too. She just smirked at me, and said, “Don’t worry Bryan, it happens all the time. When I took my first cock several years ago, I began smoking these too.”

“So how do you feel? Did you like being treated as a lady?”

I looked at how beautiful Judy was, thinking about how powerful she was because of her beauty, and I was getting hard again, thinking that I could be like her too.

“You know Bryan,” she said. “You have the right build, and handsome face,” she said as she took my chin in her hand and moved it from side to side, “to make a really beautiful girl; and with beauty comes power. Do you understand that? You can be more than you ever could as a boy, and if you come to work with me, you can really grow into who you were meant to be.”

I let that sink in a little and I nodded my head.

“Just think of it. You could be admired and sought after. With the right clothing and makeup, which I’ll help you with, you will become stunning, and think of all the money you’ll make. I’ll teach you how to handle the clients. Remember this – you will always be in control of them. Never the other way around. You get it?”

I was giddy with excitement, at the prospect of a new life, new job, and making loads of money.

Judy looked at me and smiled. “Now Bryan, aren’t you glad that I answered the door on Tuesday afternoon instead of Debra?”

I smiled back at Judy and shook my head, an emphatic “yes!”

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this sexy little story about a college man who accidentally lands a date with the hottest girl on campus, only to discover that what he thinks he wants is not what he really needs!!

Tell me what you would like to read about, and I will do my best to accommodate, dear readers!

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

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

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

Yours in smoky lust, ❤️

Jaclyn Dicey


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

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

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

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

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