

WHAT THE HELL HAVE I DONE!?

I Turned My Sissy Husband Into A Transgender Slut

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Copyright

Copyright © 2023 Jaclyn Dicey

All rights reserved.

This book is COPYRIGHTED © and licensed for your personal enjoyment. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. Any resemblance to real persons living or dead is purely coincidental and not intended by this author. This book may contain sensitive material for people under 18 years of age.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise,

without the express written consent of the publisher.


Table of Contents

Copyright

Chapter I

Chapter II

Chapter III

Chapter IV

Chapter V

Chapter VI

The Reveal

More Juice from Jaclyn

About The Author


Chapter I

T

he young woman was drenched in sweat when she got out of the Uber at JFK. She had to hustle quickly to make her flight. At least she thought, the walk from the curb side drop off to the terminal area would dry her off a bit. She was haggard, worn out, and her sharp, navy blue business suit had wrinkles, spots and stains on it, her pressed white blouse was a smudgy ruin, and her makeup needed a touching up badly. Her long, frosted blonde hair was mussed with natural bangs over her forehead, and her curls hung just below her shoulders and in between her ample cleavage. Everything about her screamed “harlot.” All was out of place, and before she got on her flight to Nashville, she needed to get to the restroom and do herself up before she came home to the modest ranch house she shared with her husband. She looked, and smelled like a mess!

Lynn Danck was a thirty-one-year-old executive for a gaming software company, had just concluded a swanky four-day business trip to New York, and successfully scored a big promotion to vice president of marketing. Jerry Gleason, the new and brilliant CEO of Hinterland Games, Inc, saw something special in Lynn, and knew she was right for the job and the company.

Gleason was just twenty-five years old, Black, stunningly handsome, built with strong, muscled arms, six-pack abs and a lascivious appetite. The minutes of the meeting with Lynn in which he decided to promote her didn’t include the part where she was spread out face-down on his desk, her feet planted on the carpeted floor of the office, and her skirt pulled up over her firm ass giving him easy access to her pussy, which was dripping and drooling with anticipation since their first meeting four days ago when she arrived in New York.

That particular romp was impromptu, and it was the cap-off to a four-day roll of business meetings and raunchy, steaming hotel room sex. As soon as she shook hands with Gleason four days ago, it was an instant, animal attraction from both ends. The feeling was palpable, hanging in the air as thick as smoke. For four days they went at it every night in her hotel room and twice in his office during the day; in between meetings.

This last “business meeting” happened with barely enough time left for Lynn to catch a ride to JFK and make her flight home. She did “the run of shame” through the airport, with four-inch heels; (no easy feat) and didn’t have enough time to freshen up in the ladies room. In the finale of that last afternoon’s play, Gleason had chosen to cum on her face, which sent her blue eye shadow and mascara running, and left her hair in tangles. Just as she was leaving his office in a hurry, Gleason handed her a couple of tissues, and a wicked smile – that was it. As soon as she got to JFK, her plane was already boarding.

Lynn tried her best to ignore the stares, and smirks of the other passengers and crew who must have assumed, correctly, that Lynn was a real, down home, authentic, Southern, ladder-climbing, trailer park, White Trash slut. She stood at five-feet-four inches and weighed one hundred and ten pounds. She was also built like a brick shit house in perfect proportion to her size and weight. That last one was a real attention getter. A perk of her company position was being able to fly Delta First Class. She settled into the comfortable leather seat and ordered a gin and tonic as soon as the drinks were available. On second thought, she asked for a double. Strange thing about alcohol, after she downed the double, her desire to go into the restroom and clean herself off magically disappeared, and she slept through most of the two -hour flight to Nashville.

She had been with lots of men, of all shapes and sizes, and was an “opportunistic slut” - she only slept with men who could offer her something in return. That was how she got through college, seducing one married professor after another. That was her big kink and turn-on, married and well-hung men. She enjoyed inducing the “fear factor” of getting caught that most of them had. The more they had to lose, the more enjoyable the affair was. But on this trip, she received the biggest pay-off for her sexual antics - the big promotion.

As soon as she got her luggage, she hurried to the outside of the terminal to have a cigarette before the car ride home. She found out a while ago that the sight of a very hot, sexy woman smoking an all-white, 120mm cigarette was a big turn on for a surprising number of men, and she used that knowledge to her advantage. The menthol smoke felt good as she took a soothing drag, satisfying her strong nicotine addiction. Five hours on a plane plus being inside a terminal where smoking wasn’t allowed was torture. Soon she would be home, and all she wanted to do was to go to sleep. She wondered what kind of shape the house would be in.

Her marriage, or what passed for one in the Danck household was one of pure gratification - from her end anyway. Mike Danck was thirty-two years of age and had a menial job stocking shelves at the local Walgreens Drugstore. Mike and Lynn had been married for four years. He was eight years older than she was, and he was a borderline (or maybe full-blown) alcoholic, who couldn’t handle a job with more skills or challenges than the one he had. It was a pure and twisted symbiotic relationship. Lynn demanded and got pure subserviance from Mike; and he, agreeable as hell, received a comfortable lifestyle, provided he stayed in line and let Lynn do as she pleased. This included, among other things, her bringing strange men home at all hours of the day or night and forcing him to watch as she pleasured herself with them. Sometimes, if she was feeling particularly magnanimous, she would let one of the men give Mike a blowjob or let him masturbate to her as she got dressed and ready to go out for the evening. Rarely, if ever, did she let him touch her, unless it was to her very specific instructions which had to be followed to the tee.

Punishment came often, like if the house wasn’t kept clean enough to her exacting standards, and it took on various forms. Everything they did was consensual. She would place a plastic “chastity cage” on his cock and make him watch if she brought a man home to fuck her. Sometimes, she would force Mike to eat dogfood out of a stainless-steel doggie dish on the floor while nude and wearing a leash. One day, she made him do that and he was forbidden to speak to her - only bark. One day he wouldn’t stop barking, and it was after several hours of his non-stop barking that she realized his water bowl was empty! If he behaved while in the doggie state, and didn’t piss her off too much, or piss on the floor, and she had a relatively good day at work, she would fill his bowl with two shots of Jack Daniels and Rolling Rock Beer, which he gulped down, sometimes passing out on the floor.

Lately however, things were getting a little boring in the Danck household, and she expected a bit more out of Mike. They had no children and she needed at least some form of human companionship at home, even though it really tugged on Mike’s limited brain function. Sex, especially rough, kinky sex was Lynn’s favorite pastime. It seemed very hard to find, especially in their semi-rural, highly Christian Right-Wing area. It made her look back with longing on her recent trip to New York, and her romp with Gleason. So, one day while at work, Lynn started working on a plan.

It started with “humanizing” Mike a little; just enough to increase his self-esteem a little bit. No more doggie dishes (with the threat that he MUST behave), and no more ball gags while she chained him to a wall and let him watch some cowboys fuck the life out of her in front of him. She loved group sex. One time she had five motorcycle gang members come over and they ripped the house apart and urinated all over Mike; after of course, they drove Lynn to multiple orgasms and turned her into a cum pie. Ah, but what to do? she thought. Women watch porn videos too, and during a lull at work, (she had lots of time now that she could delegate authority and was a corporate big shot), she saw one where the subservient husband was dressed as a French maid and pleasured the male guests of his wife. She sat back in her chair and thought, after she fingered herself to orgasm while watching the video.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

One day soon after, she came home from work to find Mike (sober for once) lying on the living room couch watching baseball. She walked right into the living room and turned the TV off. The Astros would get along just fine without Mike. “Mike,” she said, “we have to talk.”

“What about,” he croaked, sounding like he was half-asleep, but sober for a change.

“I’ve been thinking about spicing up our sex life a bit.” Mike couldn’t imagine how it could get spicier than motorcycle group gang bangs, and random strangers coming over. With a very dominant tone of voice, and a malevolent look in her eyes, Lynn explained. “I need a girlfriend to spend some time with, going to pick-up bars and bringing men home. The last couple of times creeped me out, and to tell you the truth, I’d like someone riding shotgun with me.”

“So where do I come in,” Mike asked, a bit slow on the uptake. Lynn rolled her eyes but was very patient. For this to work, Mike had to be onboard with her plan.

“I’m going to feminize you darling,” she said with a nasty grin. Mike thought that being dressed as a French maid and chained to the wall with a chastity cage was feminization enough, but he was oh so wrong.

“What happens Lynn if I draw the line and say ‘no?’”

Lynn looked him right in his eyes and knew that while she had a carrot, she also carried a very big stick.

“You draw the line???” She laughed.

“Did I hear that correctly, darling? Well, if you say ‘no,’ I’ll cut you off from the car, and the bank account - just for starters. Besides Mike, we both know that you’ve never had even a semblance of a backbone, and within two days of cooking for yourself and taking a bus to work, you’ll be begging me to feminize you. Come on, don’t be a pussy,” that sounded strange given the topic of conversation.

“You know what I mean - poor choice of words. Just DO IT - okay?” Mike knew she had him. He was incapable of doing regular household things like paying the bills, finance, and even basic mechanical things. So, he reluctantly shook his head in a “yes.”

“That’s more like it Mikey,” she said, having scored another triumph with this poor excuse of manhood she married.

“First, I’m giving you a larger butt plug to play with and stick in your ass to widen it up a bit. Then, I’m going shopping for some very sexy outfits for you to wear. You will also practice walking around in some high heel shoes. Do you think you can stay sober long enough for the training without falling down dead one day or cracking your skull?” Mike just nodded.

“Good, because we start tomorrow.”

The next day was Saturday and Mike had to work an eight-hour shift at Walgreens. It gave Lynn plenty of time to go shopping for everything she needed. As a sort of humiliation, she gave Mike a list of things he would have to buy from the makeup department. He told the cashier nothing, but she smiled at the degradation of it.

Mike had a small enough cock, so Lynn didn’t think a gaff was needed for him to wear in his panties, but she got him one anyway - he was borderline, and she wanted perfection. She picked out the sexiest lingerie she could at Victoria’s Secret: Hot pink panties with a little bow in the front, a laced bra that pulled in tight to give him the illusion of cleavage, black, sheer nylon hosiery with a laced top to his thighs with straps that attached to a matching hot pink laced girdle he would wear on top of the panties. As she shopped she realized that even she didn’t have this good a wardrobe, so she bought the same items in her size as well. She thought about it; Mike could be her sister when they went out. That would cover them living together when they brought guests over. Mike could be a “tool” as well, to get what she wanted. Even though she scored a promotion to VP of marketing at work, the money she’d be making wasn’t even half the salary of the CEO Gleason. Her wheels were turning about how to change that.

About five-thirty that afternoon Mike came home first. Since Lynn was shopping all day, she ordered Chinese takeout for both of them. “I have everything arranged in the bedroom for you, you’ll try them on after we eat. I have a feeling you’re going to love what I got.” It didn’t really matter whether or not he loved it, Lynn was just giving the poor bastard some encouragement for his coming emasculation.

“Now,” she said. “Did you remember to buy the makeup items on the list I gave you?”

“Yes Lynn, I did.”

“What did the cashier say when you checked them out?” she asked, grinning from ear to ear, turned on at the thought of the embarrassment her husband would have endured.

“Nothing. She knows I’m married.”

“Humpf,” she said. “That’s too bad. I’m sorry you weren’t humiliated, but never mind.” The truth was that Connie the checkout girl had a good laugh at Mike’s expense.

They finished dinner without speaking very much - they never did, anyway. Their different jobs and lifestyles made regular communication difficult; not to mention Mike’s love of the bottle. Lynn got up from the table and waited while Mike cleaned up and threw everything away. “Ok now stud,” she said mockingly, “follow me into the bedroom and get undressed. I’m going to need to shave you first.” Fortunately for Mike, he didn’t forget the ladies shaving supplies. Lynn carefully shaved his legs, his chest, his underarms, and lastly, his genitalia. This humiliation she particularly enjoyed. When she inspected him and saw that he was hairless, she ordered him to take a hot shower.

“My, my, you certainly do clean up nicely,” she said. Mike was skinny to begin with, had very feminine hands and “chicken wings” for arms, with very little muscle. “Now we can get started,” she said. Lynn was having more fun than she had in a long time. She had all the clothing lined up nicely on the bed, and threw the panties at Mike. He was a natural. Her selection of sizes were perfect for him. Mike slipped the panties on, and he actually enjoyed the silky feel of them on his cock. He saw it as a guilty pleasure, not wanting Lynn to know how much he enjoyed it. Next to go on were the nylons which slid smoothly up over his shaved legs. The silky feel of them against the skin of his thighs was delightful, and it made his cock stand up. This, he couldn’t hide from Lynn when she saw the bulge in his panties.

“Oooh, someone’s excited I see. Perhaps we need a chastity cage.” The thought froze him, he had to speak up.

“Uhh, Lynn. Do you think we could skip that this one time?” For once, Lynn felt that maybe he needed a little break from the harsh treatment.

“Okay, no need for that now,” she said. Mike breathed a sigh of relief. He was really enjoying himself this time, but he couldn’t let her know that. Lynn had fastened the bra beforehand, so Mike just slipped it over. It pulled tightly in the front, and his chest was flabby enough, so it gave the nice illusion of breasts. His nipples were hard underneath and poking out. She picked out a bright green tank top blouse for him to wear. The last to go on was the skirt. It was a short, black satin skirt with a smooth polyester lining which felt very arousing around Mike’s upper thighs. He enjoyed this much more than the French maid outfit because this was real; it was something he could actually go out in. No doubt about it, he was really getting into it. The biggest surprise was the wig. After Lynn fitted him with the cap she brought out a box, with a cover that had a rope attached to it. Inside was a Styrofoam head with the wig. It was blonde, falling just below his shoulders with green frostings which complimented the blouse very nicely.

“Okay, now let’s go into the bathroom,” Lynn said. The bathroom had a large vanity table and mirror and a wicker chair for Mike to sit in. It faced the mirror. Lynn excelled at putting on makeup, making Mike’s especially slutty to match hers. She had deep blue eye shadow for him, and thick black fake lashes. Over his pitiful objections she shaved his eyebrows and filled them in with a brown eyebrow pencil. The glossy lipstick and lip liner were a bright cherry red. When Lynn was done, Mike had a raging boner, he was that excited. In his life, he felt he had turned a very significant corner. Lynn stood back to examine her work. “Wow Mike, this is certainly a masterpiece if I do say so myself. How do you like it?” For once, Mike felt like Lynn’s equal. It wasn’t humiliation because he really enjoyed it. He thought Lynn enjoyed it too, but he had to be cautious about expressing his feelings - not too excited, and not too negative.

“I like it very much Lynn. You really are an expert at this.”

“Why thank you Mike. I appreciate that. Now the only thing missing is a name for you. I was thinking of . . . humm . . .” she scrunched up her face in thought, and then smiled down at him. “I think we’ll call you ‘Debbie.’ Yes, you look like a Debbie! What do you think?”

“Debbie, Debbie . . . it’s got a nice sound to it. I think it’s sexy! Let’s go with it!”

“Great, it’s a done deal. From now on at home, I’ll call you Debbie.” Lynn went into the bedroom leaving “Debbie” alone to look at himself. Lynn came back into the bathroom smoking all all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette. Mike’s boner only intensified. Lynn saw a bulge coming through Debbie’s satin skirt. “Umm, not too bad. The gaff was definitely a good idea.” In her hands, Lynn was holding a pair of black shoes with four-inch heels and straps that tied around his ankles. “Now, I want you to practice walking with these, but very carefully, and only when you’re sober! Got it sweet pea???”

Lynn looked at her cigarette, took a cheek-hollowing drag and blew the smoke right into Debbie’s face. “Oh! You will definitely have to start smoking. It’s a big turn on for me also, and I insist you start. I mean what the fuck; you’re a drunk anyway!” Debbie said nothing at this news flash, and just shrugged his shoulders. Next, Lynn flipped the larger butt plug on the bed. “You’re going to use this also, and I will fuck you with a nice, fleshy dildo. I want you to be able to take it up the ass whenever the occasion presents itself, and it will, believe me.” He did.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

Debbie was a fast learner, and was able to walk in heels in no time at all. Lynn was pleased with this development. He also started smoking with some coaching from Lynn, like how to hold the cigarette effeminately and turn guys on with it.

After two weeks of training, which included YOUTUBE videos on feminine voice coaching, she was ready to take her new creation, her “roommate/sister Debbie,” out on the town for the first time; the test run. She had to admit, he really did take well to the training, much better than she thought he would; perhaps a little “too well.” However tonight, Saturday night, would be the test of his abilities. Lynn looked Debbie over carefully, and thought something was missing from her creation. It was a hat! In the bottom of Lynn’s closet was a wide-brimmed white cowboy hat with a colorful band. It was perfect, and she handed it to Debbie.

“Put this on,” she said.

“I think it looks nice on you Debbie. Whaddya’ think?”

“Yeah, I kinda like it.” So it was settled. The two “sisters” were ready for a night on the town.

They decided on a country western bar that was a favorite of truckers. When they pulled into the parking lot they saw several fancy tractor trailers with roomy cabs which would be perfect places to give guys blowjobs and probably get laid as well. For Debbie, the test would be whether she could pass well enough for a girl (which Lynn thought she could), and how a guy would react when he felt around Debbie’s front and found a cock! Surprise, surprise. Lynn felt good about having a “girlfriend” with her, even though her husband/girlfriend wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed. Before they went in, Lynn stopped to talk to Debbie in the parking lot.

“This is how things are going down tonight; here’s the plan. I want you to pick up some guy, and find somewhere to suck his cock - and I want you to keep doing it until you become really good. Or maybe find one guy, and then grab another. I don’t really care. I want you to be able to spit cum for a week, got it - Debbie?”

Debbie looked at Lynn like she had two heads. “How do I know if I’m really good at it?” Lynn took a deep breath and looked at the sky.

“Oh you’ll know - but wait. Let me rephrase this and pay attention please: I want you to keep doing it until YOU really enjoy it, ok?”

“But . . .”

“Stop!” Lynn said, clearly agitated. “You’ve never given head before, so how do you know you won’t like it until at least you’ve tried it for Christ’s sake?!” Debbie didn’t answer. He just knew he wanted a drink at the bar, so both of them went inside and Lynn scoped the place out for possible targets. She left nothing to chance and wanted to make Debbie’s “slut break-in” as easy as pie. The place was full of people in mostly western attire, more jeans than skirts, so Lynn and Debbie both stuck out; it was the tight skirts that did it, with Debbie’s drawing the most stares. Lynn knew that she did a great job. Even their makeup screamed out “hooker.”

Lynn spotted a guy next to the jukebox machine. He was about six-feet-five-inches tall with a black Stetson and alligator boots. He had a thick, black moustache, and sideburns. A real cowboy thought Lynn. “Let’s go over to the bar and order a couple of drinks. You see that guy by the jukebox?”

“Yeah, what about him?” Debbie said.

I’ll order myself a drink and invite him over. He’ll see you’re not drinking and then he’ll offer to buy you one. You say “yes,” in your sexiest voice possible, okay?”

“What will you say to him?” Debbie asked.

“Never mind, leave it to me!” Lynn said, a bit frustrated. She couldn’t even remember the last time she took “Mike” out to a bar, or a restaurant with live music. Lynn got the bartender’s attention. “I’ll take a screwdriver,” Lynn said.

“What about your friend?” the bartender asked.

“She’s gonna meet a friend who’ll buy one for her. He should be here soon,” Lynn said.

Lynn got her drink and left the bar, saying to Debbie, “Now just wait here and I’ll bring him back here. But if someone comes and starts talking to you first, then go with him, okay?”

“Sure, no problem,” Debbie said.

The dance floor was getting a bit crowded with the new arrivals coming in and Lynn made her way over to the alligator boots dude by the jukebox. She wedged her ass across the screen with the choices of songs, getting between the cowboy and the juke box. He looked her up and down and said with a Texas drawl, “How’re you doin’ darlin? Looking for some excitement tonight?”

“I just might be,” Lynn said. “What’ve ya got for me?”

“Well, aren’t you the one who doesn’t mince words,” he answered, seeming very interested.

Lynn took a sip of her drink from the straw, and then opened her handbag taking out her Virginia Slims 120s. Without missing a beat, the cowboy lit her up. Lynn took a deep, cheek-hollowing drag and blew smoke just over his head.

“It’s not me handsome. It’s my sister over there by the bar. She lives with me, and she just broke up with her boyfriend, so I took her out tonight to cheer her up. D’ya think you could help a lady out and cheer up her friend?” The cowboy smiled at Lynn, and she saw a mouth of perfect teeth, and a smile that rocked her world. Maybe later, she thought to herself, he’s not bad at all. Pity to waste him on Debbie.

“Lead the way, and I’ll see what I can do. Oh, by the way, my name’s Mitch. What’s yours honey?”

“Lynn. My sister’s name is Debbie.” Lynn, with Mitch in tow went over to the bar where Debbie was seated with her newly shaved legs crossed, and her short skirt hiked up nicely.

Mitch saw right away that Debbie didn’t have a drink in front of her, so he scoped out the bartender, looked at Debbie and said, “Hello there beautiful, what’re you drinking. I spoke to your sister here and she says you just broke up with your boyfriend, and could use some cheering up.”

“Yes I could,” Debbie said, eyeing the tall cowboy over.

“My name is Mitch, and you must be Debbie,” he said.

“The one and only,” Debbie said, trying her best to be hospitable. Eyeing him over she thought, nice looking, maybe it will be okay. She shifted her legs and the silk from the panties was rubbing her cock making it nice and hard. The gaff was perfect, and his cock didn’t show through, though it was busting to come out. Dressing up as “Debbie” had given her a new perspective on life in general, and since Lynn had dressed her husband the first time, she thought that it would be exciting to go out as a girl and see how attractive she was. Certainly she thought, I DO look much better as a woman than I ever did as a man!

So what can I get for you?” Mitch asked. Lynn signaled to her to light a cigarette, to see if Mitch would be turned on. Again, as he had done with Lynn, when Debbie pulled out a Virginia Slim 120 Menthol from her bag, Mitch was right there with his lighter.

“Thank you Mitch, you’re a real gentleman. I think I’ll have a scotch and soda,” she said. That was Mike’s favorite drink of choice, so why change now? she thought.

“Scotch and soda coming up,” Mitch said, waving to the bartender. They made small talk when the drink arrived, and Mitch ordered the same for himself and also got a refill for Lynn. Mitch was a truck driver which was no surprise since the place catered to drivers as a watering hole alongside a major thruway which ran through the Nashville metro area. He had a nice rig outside which looked brand spanking new, with plenty of room for him to bring anyone he wanted out to it for a quickie. Little did he know that he was about to get very up close and personal with a first-time crossdressing slut. So after the second round of drinks, Lynn gave a cue that the two of them could have some privacy by making her way onto the dance floor. Mitch, following along, grabbed Debbie by the arm to go to the floor and dance. It wasn’t long before Lynn was asked by a tall chunk of change to dance herself.

The music turned to a slow country song, and Mitch placed his powerful arms around Debbie’s waist and placed his head on her shoulder, smelling her perfume and smoky scents. He was touching Debbie’s waist with his front, and she could tell right away that Mitch was packing a cannon, not a cowboy six-shooter. She enjoyed being touched by another man, and decided to see where it might lead. Debbie bent in close to Mitch and she whispered in his ear over the loud music. “Why don’t you take me outside and show me that big rig of yours?” she said with a salacious grin.

“Boy, you don’t waste any time, now do you?”

“Baby you have no idea.” Debbie couldn’t believe what was coming out of her mouth. It was pure desire. It wasn’t just the clothes, she was transformed. She just wanted to get it over with as soon as possible because deep down, the idea of another man’s cock in her mouth was revolting.

She gripped his hand hard and led him out the front door into the parking lot. “Okay Mitch, show me which one is yours.”

“The one over on the right; the blue one with the flame painted on the cab,” he said. She saw that there was a sleeper on top of the cab. She had no intention of spending the night with this guy, but it would do for now; for what she was about to do - with him. She almost wished she was back inside with Lynn.

❤️❤️❤️

“Nice truck,” Debbie said.

“Yeah, she gets me where I want to go,” he said. “Here little lady, let me help you up that step.”

“Thanks.” Debbie looked around. There was a leopard skin cloth cover over the seats which was one long bench. A “Jesus is my co-pilot” sign was pasted on the front of the dash, and a bobblehead of José Altuve, the Houston Astro’s second baseman, sat on the top, like in a shrine. Mitch took his place behind the steering wheel.

“So where are you from?” Debbie asked, already knowing the answer.

“I live in Houston, and drive all over the country. The Nashville run is one of my regular stops,” he said, giving her a little grin; maybe hopeful about some future rendezvous.

The lights from the parking lot shone through the glare shield on the windshield, casting Debbie’s features inn a soft white light. Mitch was spellbound. “Damn, ain’t you a pretty little thing,” he said, eyes bulging. Debbie placed her hand with long, painted, false fingernails on his left thigh. She saw Mitch shift around, ostensibly to make room for the large, blooming boner which was surely underneath those jeans. Her hair flowed down her shoulders, and into the crease between the open three top buttons on her blouse, between the illusion of cleavage made by the tight-laced bra. She parted her lips slightly, rubbing the tip of her tongue seductively around her lips; enjoying herself, knowing that she was weaving Mitch into her spell.

Debbie moved her head towards Mitch ever so slightly and met his lips. She had never kissed another man before, but since she was dressed, she didn’t feel like there was anything wrong with that. She moved her glossy lips around his, playing, teasing; and then Mitch stuck his tongue between Debbie’s lips ever so slightly, probing, testing the waters. He didn’t know that Debbie was a sure thing, but he was slowly getting the idea. Debbie started moaning which got Mitch going, placing his tongue deeper into Debbie’s mouth. Her tongue met his and slowly twirled itself around his, her heart beating faster. She playfully bit his bottom lip which he seemed to enjoy, letting out a little grunt of satisfaction. Mitch’s hand was rubbing the back of Debbie’s neck, newly shaved and moisturized, feeling the cool silkiness of her hair on the back of his truck driver’s hands. He took his black Stetson off and tossed it behind the seats.

Locked in a tight kiss, Debbie went all in, placing her hand underneath Mitch’s Indian-beaded belt, which made him stir to maximize her reach. She opened his buckle and the buttons of his jeans, and very slowly pulled his zipper down. In her mind she was reviewing Lynn’s coaching about giving blowjobs for which she used a big, veiny, fleshy dildo for practice. It was even filled with a lube which Lynn squirted into her mouth, so she knew what to expect. Yes, his wife was a good teacher to learn how to be a slut from. She reached over to his boxers, and out from the side popped the largest, thickest cock she ever saw; wiggling like a snake in search of a victim. She could feel a bit of moisture already on the tip. Instinctively, Mitch raised his ass a little bit so Debbie could pull his boxers and his jeans down to just below his legs. She broke contact and smiled at him, and pushed him back a little to give herself some more room. This was it; the moment she had been trained for. Lynn didn’t care whether she liked it or not, she had to do it.

Mitch was grinning from ear to ear, just like a Texas high school quarterback who was about to score with the hottest cheerleader in school. Debbie moved her head down and touched her moist, glossy lips to the tip of Mitch’s cock. He was aching for her to take him full-on; the teasing was killing him. Debbie just stayed at the tip and grabbed his massive cum stick with her fist, her fingers barely wrapping themselves around its girth. “Oh shit darlin’, that’s so fucking good,” he moaned and started bucking his hips against her lips. She enjoyed teasing him. For the first time in her life, she actually felt in control of a situation with power. She could never feel this way married to Lynn as Mike. She broke off a bit, thinking of another way to turn Mitch on a bit more.

“Say baby, she said very softly; mind if I give you a smoky blowjob?”

“Shit,” he said. “Go right ahead, darlin, you’re blowing my mind!” Debbie thought he had a smoking fetish like she did, and sure enough she was right. He stared as she took the long, all-white cigarette out of her bag, and just like before, he was quick with the lighter, and rolled the windows down, letting in the cool night country air. “Now, where were we?” she said seductively. She took a deep cheek-hollowing drag, just like Lynn had taught her to do. Then she covered the tip of Mitch’s cock, and slid her lips further down, keeping them slightly parted so she could blow the smoke out from the side of her mouth and from her nose. He stiffened with her effort, and met her mouth’s up and down motion with his hips. Now Mitch was moaning as Debbie’s mouth got him good and wet. Debbie skillfully used her tongue rubbing the underside of Mitch’s cock, in time with her head bobbing. Now her tongue roped itself around the topside of the snake, closing her lips tighter, getting into a good, steady rhythm.

“Oh damn baby!,” Mitch cried out. “I think I’m gonna’ come. You are the absolute best at this!” Debbie was quite pleased with herself, never in her life did she think she would ever hear that from another man. Now she felt another new experience; a warm, thick, salty liquid suddenly shot out from the tip of his cock, all the way to the back of her throat, filling her mouth, letting some of Mitch’s Texas jizz run down her cheek, because there simply was not enough room in her mouth for all of it. Mitch was still hard as the last few drops slowed to a trickle. He was moaning, his head all the way back, his hand reaching between her legs. Now that was absolutely unacceptable at this juncture - letting her secret “slip out.” So Debbie, her mouth still around the baby’s arm of that cock, took his hand and put it back on her thigh.

She picked her head up, took a last drag of her cigarette, tossing it out the window and kissed him, exhaling all over his face. Amazing! She could see his cock springing to life once again. Surprisingly, he licked all the cum off of her face until there wasn’t any more left. He resumed their long kiss. Debbie felt even more in control now; this new-found power of hers very evident here and very real. The satisfaction was the best. Most importantly, she felt herself moving out from under Lynn’s control. The student had surpassed the teacher.

She pulled off of Mitch, placing both of her hands on his shoulders. What now? Mitch was thinking, looking at Debbie who was grinning. She knew that he wasn’t done, wanted more; wanted to get laid. He would, just not the way he thought. Debbie wanted something too. Her own cock was throbbing through the gaff, and she needed to come -badly. Well, Mitch would take care of that. This was to be an unforgettable night. “I want you to fuck me Mitch,” Debbie said with a low, seductive voice. “I want to feel that eight-inch monster of yours inside me; I want you to fill me up with all that creamy cum.”

“Well, all right then, let’s get her goin’!” he said, eagerly; again like the high school football captain. What she did next shocked him, but he didn’t seem to mind. It was just something he didn’t expect; not from a hot number like Debbie. She pulled her skirt down, pushing aside the thin thread of her thong, revealing her ass. She turned around and smiled at him, first removing the large butt plug from her ass. Mitch said nothing, his mind was on just one thing. He spit on his hands and rubbed it all over Debbie’s ass, and stuck the tip of thumb inside her puckered hole. She moaned, looking forward to feeling Mitch’s cock filling up the inside of her “bussy.” Debbie nonchalantly lit another cigarette, on her elbows, knees bent, ass facing towards Mitch. He wasted no time and got right to business; removing his thumb and then like lightning shoved his cock around the wetness of her butt cheeks, tickling her with it. Debbie giggled.

“You like this bitch?” Mitch said. It was the first time anyone had called her a bitch, and she liked it; improving a little on her sense of identity. She grunted in approval. Now he entered her slowly, the tightness of her making him moan again. His cock was still slick from having been in Debbie’s mouth, not ten minutes ago. As much as she practiced with the various sized butt plugs over the last couple of weeks, it still hurt somewhat because Mitch was like the Guinness Book of World Records. But pain melded into pleasure for Debbie, and she squealed with delight. Her own cock was hard, and she stuck her fingers down inside her gaff, finding it.

She grasped it and stroked it up and down. A bit of precum escaped onto her gaff as Mitch started pounding away, his slow entrance having reached the limit. Debbie’s ass moved up and down in-sync with Mitch’s thrusting. He was making wordless noises and was close to coming himself. I am such a slut, she kept telling herself over and over again. This was better than any dildo Lynn fucked her with. The intensity and the frequency of Mike’s movements made her come, her jizz shooting out inside of her gaff. It was thick enough so very little wetness if any would show. If it did, Mitch would just assume it was the juice from an aroused pussy.

Mitch growled like a wild animal now, pumping fiercely, and Debbie could feel the familiar ropy warmth of Mitch’s cum inside her ass, filling her up. She couldn’t believe it, but it felt like it was more than when he was inside her mouth. When he pulled out, he was still hard, and cum ran down her butt cheeks; a total slut. They were both breathing heavy, and Mitch’s arm was around Debbie’s chest, feeling her small breasts from the outside of her satin blouse. He moved back and grabbed a wet wipe and cleaned off his cock, and Debbie quickly straightened out her thong and pulled up her black satin skirt. She used the mirror from the passenger side visor to put on a fresh coat of makeup, and wipe away any traces of cum from her face.

“Now darlin,’ that was the best fucking I’ve had in years. I ain’t never met a girl before who was so into taking it up the ass,” Mitch said.

“Well maybe you haven’t been with too many girls,” Debbie said and laughed.

As if to defend his manhood, Mitch said, “Hell, I been with plenty, but you’re the best. Can I have your number. You know, for like when I’m in town in between trips, maybe we can hook up some more,” he said, grinning.

“I’d like to go back inside and see how my sister’s doing.”

“Sure, but it’s getting’ late and I got to get an early start tomorrow morning,” Mitch said, sounding a little disappointed. “Hey, maybe the three of us can get together next time. Now that would be loads of fun, right.”

“Of course,” Debbie said. She gave Mitch her phone number. She was feeling a little sentimental because Mitch was her first, and he seemed okay, so why not? she thought. Lynn would probably enjoy it. So Mitch kissed her goodnight, started that big rig of his and pulled away. Now Debbie could proudly do the “walk of shame” back into the bar and see what her “sister” was up too. She looked around for Lynn in the semi-darkness of the dance floor and she was walking towards her, having come from the lounge area. Her makeup was a bit messed up.

❤️❤️❤️

“So how’d it go, cowgirl?” Lynn asked.

“Well, I rustled that cowboy pretty good; blew him and he fucked me in my boy pussy!” Debbie said with a confidence that Lynn had never seen before from her husband.

“So how’d it feel?” she asked.

“At first I didn’t think it would go well at all. I thought he would catch on pretty quickly to the fact I was a man, but it didn’t happen. There was a close call after I blew him when he reached for my cock, but I quickly flipped over and let him fuck me from the rear. It felt incredible. I really enjoyed it. How about you? Your face tells me a story.”

“Yeah Debbie, I’m sorry you weren’t there to watch and jerk your self off. You see that blonde guy in the plaid shirt talking to his friends and looking over here?”

“Oh, yeah. He was here earlier when I started talking to Mitch.”

Well, after you and Mitch left, he asked me to dance and the next thing you know, he was fucking me in a stall in the ladies room. I just hiked my leg up on the wall and he slid right in. Of course I was nice and slick because I was really fucking horny. Especially cause I knew you were getting some action.”

“Ha ha, so I made you jealous. How about that?”

“Yeah, you did, you little sissy shit!”

“Hey, watch it now, I’m a changed woman,” Debbie said with her sense of new found pride.

“C’mon Debbie . . . let’s go home, I’ve got an endless supply of cum dripping down my leg; and by the looks of things,” Lynn looked down, inspecting Debbie’s legs, “you do too!”

They both laughed - they had pulled it off. “Mike” had pulled it off as a woman, and passed the test. “I have to tell you, Debbie, I’m really proud of you. You could almost say I have a new sense of respect for you. In fact, I think I might even let you fuck me dressed so hot like you are. I’ll have to take you shopping for some more clothes. Sure enough, when they went home, Mike fucked his wife for the first time dressed as “Debbie.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

When Lynn got her second paycheck from New York as vice president of marketing for her company, she was disappointed because it was for way less than what she had agreed upon with Gleason. Something had to be done, and soon, before it was old history. Lynn thought about it and came up with an idea. Gleason was due to visit the Nashville office this month, and as much as Lynn wanted him to fuck her again and again, he had to be convinced somehow to give her the raise she deserved. So on a Monday morning, she decided to call New York, and firm it up with Gleason for him to fly out to Nashville. She would pick him up from the airport, and instead of him getting a hotel, she would have him stay at her and “Debbie’s” house. She would simply tell him that she and Mike were separated, and her sister Debbie had moved in with her. Simple plan. This is the kind of manipulation that Lynn excelled in. She was, after all, used to fucking her way through life.

When she made the call to Gleason, she didn’t mention anything about her unfair paycheck, just convinced him to come out to Nashville and see what she’d done with the office. Of course she hinted to Gleason what the four days staying at her house would be like with a very horny sister being there, and it was a lock. Gleason would fly out Wednesday, eager to continue what he had started in New York with Lynn. In preparation for the visit, Lynn told all the employees, about twenty, that the big boss from New York was coming, and everything had to be in order; sales reports up-to-date, client lists organized and the like. Lynn had a temper in the office and was feared more than respected, but fear was enough; it suited her just fine.

Lynn waited at the Southwest Arrivals Terminal for Gleason’s flight to come in. Her plan was to take him to the office, let him stay for a couple of hours, let him be impressed with all of her ideas, or rather, ideas that the other workers had come up with, and she had appropriated as her own. Then, before they went back to her house, she would let him fuck her again, this time in her office.

“I like what you’ve done so far here Lynn,” Gleason said, a smirky smile on his face. But then he added: “The development of new game Beta testing needs improvement here.” Lynn was silent. Oh, maybe that’s why he’s withholding money, she thought. Aside from that Gleason was a true “poon hound,” without mincing words; exactly the type that Lynn enjoyed manipulating. Later in the day after Gleason met with the other department heads, he came back to Lynn’s office and said, “It’s been a long day, so why don’t I take you out to dinner before we go back to your house and your horny sister!” Gleason laughed.

They were standing, facing each other when Gleason pulled Lynn close and stuck his hand down the front of Lynn’s business skirt. She was wearing a crisp, white blouse showing her cleavage and a matching jacket. On this day she overdid her makeup - by a lot, and the other employees smiled to each other like they knew what would be happening when the big boss came into her office. She left word with Caroline Garcia, her secretary, that they weren’t to be disturbed. Caroline was trustworthy, and so was chosen by Lynn for her discretion.

“My my” said Lynn, “you do get right to the point don’t you?”

“I know how you like to be daring, so I just thought I’d oblige and enjoy some of your southern hospitality,” he said. Lynn ran her hands over Jerry’s muscled arms, and unbuttoned his shirt revealing a magnificent six-pack. From his play underneath her skirt she was getting very wet and turned on. Without much ceremony, she cleared off the top of her desk, shoving some papers and staplers on the floor. The desktop computer she pushed off to the side, and put a couple of cushions from the couch on the desktop. “I want you to eat my pussy Jerry,” she said like she was choosing from a menu of carnal feasts.

“Why do you think I flew out here?” he laughed.

This time it was Jerry who was kneeling on the plush carpet in Lynn’s office. She had spared no expense in making this office as comfortable and as practical as possible. There was a new kid in the shipping room downstairs who couldn’t resist horny sluts like Lynn, and like her, had no morals whatsoever. He was the first male to christen her office with his seed. All Lynn had to do was pull down the flimsy panties she wore, and kick them to the side, and spread her legs. Her aroma was evident, and beads of liquid were gathered on her folds like she had been salivating for this moment since the airport.

“Nice, I like what I see,” Jerry said with the glee of a high school football player. Lynn wanted this very much, and was even more aroused by the thought of the giant package under Jerry’s pants. Jerry wasted no time and buried his face in Lynn’s crotch. He started with pushing his nose into her pussy, pressing it against her clit which was plump and aroused like a hard nub. He used his tongue to push the hood aside and started licking around it in circles, making Lynn squeal and put both her hands on top of his head. Jerry’s chin was dripping with Lynn’s arousal, and he used his powerful hands to spread her legs apart even farther apart. He went up and down her length with his tongue, stiffening it to put pressure on the area around her clit. Lynn threw her head back and she stiffened, and shuddered, bucking back and forth with an orgasm. She squirted all over Jerry’s face, but he was just getting started. He stuck his tongue right inside her pussy, his hands rubbing around her folds, giving her more electric shocks. Lynn was a wet, slick mess; beads of perspiration on her forehead.

She was making noises, and tried her best to stifle them so as not to alert the entire office to what was going on behind her closed doors. However, Caroline, whose desk was right outside heard everything that was going on and very discretely turned up the music in the front office; not so much to hide it from other people, but because she couldn’t take it anymore.

Lynn stiffened again, because now Jerry had three fingers in her pussy, and used the other hand’s fingers to massage her clit. This pushed Lynn off the cliff, and she squirted a waterfall over Jerry’s hands and onto her desk, making her shake. If she were to stand, she would fall. Her energy was depleted with ecstasy. Jerry kissed her, giving Lynn a taste of her juice, and she licked the rest of it off of Jerry’s face. He roughly fondled her breasts, unfastening her bra and letting it slip down and into the lap of her skirt. She loved rough sex play and Jerry knew it and was only too happy to oblige.

Jerry’s crotch was pressing up against Lynn’s knee and she knew what awaited her underneath those pants, and she wanted it. Jerry was a mind reader and he said roughly, “Take that skirt off.” Lynn quickly shimmied out of it and spread her legs in front of Jerry.

❤️❤️❤️

“No, this won’t do at all honey,” he said. “I want to you to bend over the desk and turn your ass up to me. This surprised Lynn, but was okay because this excited her as well. Sluts can’t be choosers. Jerry spit on his hands, and rubbed it over her puckered, cherry asshole. His large, massive Black cock spilled out of his pants which he lowered to just below his knees, standing with his legs apart.

“You’re going to love this bitch,” he crooned with delight. So am I he thought to himself and smiled.

“So just do me darlin’!” Lynn said loudly in her Tennessee twang, giving him a challenge, which made the veins on his cock stand out even more. Jerry’s cock was nine inches long easily, and he pushed the tip, wet with pre cum, against her asshole, teasing, making Lynn crazy. When his tip entered her, she let out a big sigh of pleasure. He went back and forth, in and out, moving the tip of his cock in a circle around the entrance to her hole, the wetness increasing. Now Jerry surprised Lynn and she let out a gasp as Jerry pushed all of himself into her butt, burying himself inside of her. As he withdrew and then thrust again, she moved her hips back towards him and now they had a steady rhythm going. Jerry loved the tightness of her ass which gave way slightly to his massive girth. Back and forth they went, several times Lynn stiffening, cumming over and over again. Jerry was unlike anyone she ever had before. He let out a gasp and shot a gallon of cum into Lynn’s ass; almost enough so he thought it would come out of her ears. He loved the extra warmth and slickness it provided, and after he came he was still hard.

When he pulled out they were exhausted. Jerry had some cum leaking down his inner thighs, and down Lynn’s perky butt and the backs of her thighs. As in New York, several weeks ago, they had very little to say to each other; the whole thing was business like. But this was only the first day of four more. To Lynn, this was her idea of negotiations, a business conference.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter V

After dinner at a moderately priced Italian place, Lynn drove them both to her house. She phoned ahead to Debbie and told her to get dressed in the “extra-slutty” outfit she had picked out for her. But Debbie had a plan of her own. She had a sort of revenge in mind for all the years of humiliation at the hands of his wife, Lynn. He would beat her at her own game. Debbie wasn’t as much of a dullard as Lynn thought. On her own she secretly studied the ins and outs of the gaming software industry and found that she had a natural aptitude for it, aside from having both a BS Degree in Accounting and an MBA. What if she could seduce Jerry - the big CEO of Hinterland Games and take him for herself, and dare she say it; kick Lynn out on her perky little butt. Realistically, the chances of that happening were very slim because she had no actual work experience. Well, her momma had always told her, stranger things can happen that you’d expect - life was full of surprises. Just look at what was happening now; she actually liked being a trans woman, feeling the pleasant sensations of silky panties and sheer nylon pantyhose rubbing against her smooth shaved legs. She began to think of her ass as a pussy, and was secretly practicing with Lynn’s assortment of fleshy dildos.

When Lynn and Jerry entered the house she wondered where Debbie was. Of course she didn’t even think to bring her “sister” anything home for dinner; old habits of abuse are hard to get rid of. “Nice house you have Lynn,” Jerry said, looking around. Of course Jerry, being the CEO of the second largest gaming software company in the country had an estate in Westchester County, New York, a suburb of New York City, which beat Lynn’s house by miles.

This was the opening Lynn had been waiting for, to discuss her salary. “Thanks Jerry.” They were standing face to face, and she said, “Yes, this house is nice, but to be honest Jerry, I was hoping for a bit more salary wise to maybe get a different house, you know, bigger. My promotion was kind of fast and we never really discussed a raise in pay with my elevation to VP of marketing,” she said while playfully batting her eyes at him and grabbing him around the waist.

He stiffened a bit, taken by surprise at this sudden change in the subject of conversation. “Well to tell you the truth Lynn, I hadn’t really thought much about it, but I’m sure we can arrive at something suitable,” he said, in his most diplomatic voice, the one that got him to where he was today. Meanwhile, Debbie slowly made her way down the stairs. She wore a blue satin blouse, four-inch heels, jeans, and a ton of really whorish makeup; heavy eye shadow, eyeliner, fake eyelashes, fake nails, and lip gloss. She looked better than she ever did. Both Jerry’s and Lynn’s jaws dropped. Lynn was even a bit jealous at her “sister’s” appearance.

“Jerry, this is my sister Debbie,” Lynn said, with a seductive tone, so Jerry would get the idea quickly.

“Oh hi”, he said; “Very pleased to meet you. I see that beauty runs in the family.” Both Lynn and Debbie looked at each other and laughed at this. “Say Lynn,” Jerry said. “Didn’t you say you were married.”

“Well, yes Jerry, I am married, but my husband and I have been separated for about six months now. We’re in the process of getting a divorce,” Lynn said rather convincingly.

“Humm, well, I guess that’s good for me!” was Jerry’s response. “So Debbie, what do you do? for work, I mean.”

“Oh, uh, I work in a drugstore; mostly in sales and . . . advertising,” she said, because it sounded better than the mind-numbing truth of unpacking boxes and stocking shelves.

“Interesting,” Jerry replied as he scrutinized Debbie from head to toe. His interest in her husband did not go unnoticed by Lynn, and made her feel just a tad jealous since she was used to being the center of attention in affairs of the sex organs. “Heart” would be to imply real feelings which Lynn had for nobody but herself.

“I say we unwind a bit and have some wine,” Lynn said. “Sister dear, do you think you could find a bottle from the rack in the basement please?”

“Okay, I’ll be right back,” Debbie said. Even in her “new self,” she was still more or less a servant of Lynn. She wanted to get Jerry alone, to get some kind of private time with him. She could feel her rather insignificant cock starting to bulge underneath the gaff. So for the next hour or so, they drank wine, nibbled on cheese and crackers, and made small talk. Jerry, it was clear, now seemed very curious in “exploring” Debbie. The sexual tension in the room was getting very thick indeed. There was time to act on it though because Jerry would be staying with them for four nights. He went outside to get his bag from Lynn’s trunk after she tossed him the keys. He was barely out the door when Lynn turned to Debbie abruptly and said, “Listen sister, you are supposed to be helping me here; just a side attraction, but it seems that you actually like being dressed as a hot woman, and seducing my boss!”

“What the hell do you mean Lynn? I didn’t do anything?” Debbie said. Yet . . . she thought.

“Look, I don’t know what kind of game you think you’re playing here, but Jerry is mine! I’m not going to have him stolen by you for four days as your personal fuck toy. I won’t be upstaged by a crossdressing sissy. Besides, I have some business to get over with Jerry, and I don’t want you complicating things. Now you’ve got me thinking that you should go sleep alone for the next few nights!”

Both of them sat back and lit cigarettes, and Lynn was angrily staring at Debbie. Debbie took a long drag off her Virginia Slim, and stared right back at Lynn, and said:

“For years, I’ve let you demean and humiliate me time and time again, but I like ‘the new me’ that you created, and guess what? I love it! So if I want some of Jerry for myself, it shouldn’t affect anything the two of you have going on. I’m not his executive vice president to fuck around with whenever he blows into town, or you fly off to New York. So I don’t see how I could possibly be a threat to you!” There was a moment of silence and Debbie was laughing to herself at the absurdity of the whole situation. She felt she had to reason with Lynn before Lynn did something arrogant and stupid to piss off Jerry. That was, after all, her nature.

“Well, okay, let’s see how the three of us get along tonight. I think it’ll be fun, don’t you Lynn? I mean wasn’t this your idea all along? You said you wanted a girlfriend to go out with, and now you have one.” Just then, Jerry came through the door.

“We’re going upstairs to sleep now Jerry, so you can bring your bag in with you. We have a guest room prepared all for you,” Lynn told him.

“Why that’s mighty nice of you, Lynn. I think I’ll enjoy my stay here.”

“That’s our hope Jerry,” Lynn replied.

❤️❤️❤️

After Jerry was shown the guest room, he took a shower in the hallway bathroom across from his room. He left the door cracked open during his shower, maybe waiting for something to happen.

“I’m getting him first,” Lynn said. “I don’t want you shocking him with your cock right away. In fact, I think I want him all to myself tonight - let him keep guessing about you. Besides, he’s my boss, remember?” Debbie was quite annoyed with Lynn at this development, and was beginning to wonder if she would ever get her time with Jerry. Lynn’s selfishness always managed to come through. Her only comforting thought was that there were still three nights left.

“No problem Lynn. Let’s play it by ear.” Very quickly, Lynn was out of her clothes, smiling triumphantly at Debbie, because how could Debbie approach Jerry in the buff? She couldn’t. So Lynn walked past Debbie and just eased her way into the steamy bathroom, smiling. Debbie, frustrated, but hard as a rock, made her way to the bedroom she shared with Lynn and just lied there; waiting and thinking.

Judging by the sounds coming from the bathroom, Lynn was doing much more than helping a grown man wash himself.

The next morning at breakfast was hard for Debbie. She saw Lynn and Jerry laughing together at little inside jokes, just like a cute little couple, after she was sure was a night of incredible sex. Strangely, she didn’t feel like a husband to Lynn anymore that was made a cuckold; she felt like another woman, a roommate, or maybe like a sister, crushing after the same guy. Since the night with Mitch, she knew she could handle herself around men. The part about her having a cock to entertain them with, however, would have to be something that needed to be worked out whenever the opportunity presented itself.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter VI

Having the boss staying over at your house and fucking him silly had several advantages. The most obvious one being that showing up late to work was never a problem. They had just cleared the breakfast dishes away, and by nine o’clock, when normally Lynn would be out of the house, she was still there with Jerry at the kitchen table, laughing, drinking coffee with him, and pretending like Debbie wasn’t even there. The one kindness that Lynn had displayed to Debbie was having Jerry over to visit while Debbie had her vacation from Walgreens. Otherwise, Debbie would have to change and become boring, dull, feckless Mike during the workday. But unbeknownst to Lynn, Debbie had no intention of ever going back to being that person. Crossdressing was so pleasurable and felt so good that Debbie was hooked. There was something too, about being a slut and having a sexual power to wield over men that she enjoyed tremendously. Someday perhaps, Debbie thought, she would like to transition; everything but the surgery. She enjoyed having a cock. Now, her biggest test was in seducing Jerry. That would have to wait until the right moment. That moment would arrive very soon, in a very serendipitous piece of news.

Two days later, Debbie’s cock was ready to bust. Jerry’s curiosity about her grew more, but it seemed that Lynn told him something which may have stopped him from pursuing her. She felt ignored. That morning, at breakfast, the phone rang. Lynn got up from the table to answer it, but not before telling Debbie, “Oh shit, who could that be! Debbie, hand me my iPhone please.”

“Yes, hi Mildred, what’s up? No, I didn’t today. Oh my God! When? Uh huh . . just a second, let me write this down. Of course I’ll be there. What about Evelyn? Yeah, okay. Stay calm, I’m coming. Right . . . Of course I’ll tell him. Yes, bye.” It was Lynn’s childhood friend Mildred. She lived about thirty minutes away from Mike and Lynn’s house, and she had just gotten word that her parents were in a car accident that morning. So, Lynn had to leave Debbie behind with Jerry to go and comfort her friend. Of course, Debbie knew Mildred and was sorry for her. Maybe under different circumstances, she would accompany Lynn as Mike, but now with Jerry here, that was out of the question. She hurriedly got dressed and said her goodbyes to Mike and Debbie, saying that she would be back later in the afternoon. But before she left, she gave a look to Debbie which she knew to mean hands off! No funny business, He’s MINE! Of course, Debbie saw opportunity here. It seemed as if her prayers were answered.

“God that’s terrible news, poor Lynn!” Jerry said.

“Yes, Lynn and Mildred are close. She met her in college. You know, she tried to set me up with her brother when they were in school, but it didn’t work out . . .” This was it, this was her entrance, do or die. “It didn’t work out because her brother just didn’t have a big enough cock to satisfy me,” Debbie said as she seductively lit a cigarette in front of Jerry. A look down at his gym shorts told her everything she needed to know.

“I’ll be right back Jerry.” Debbie went upstairs, and brushed her wig a bit and put her makeup on, a tight black skirt and a white satin blouse which showed the illusion of cleavage and of course, the ‘fuck me’ high heels.

When she came down stairs, Jerry’s eye’s popped open. “Are you going somewhere Debbie?”

“No, no I’m not. I just felt like dressing up a bit. I find it sets the tone for the day don’t you think?”

“Umm yeah, it does. You look great.” Debbie clacked over in her heels and sat on Jerry’s lap, placing her arm around his shoulders, and breathed her smoky breath into Jerry’s face.

“Really, you think so? Does it turn you on?”

“Yes it does. I was waiting for this to happen, ever since I laid eyes on you the first day. But Lynn can be a bit possessive you know. She doesn’t like to share it seems.”

“Well, too bad for her, because I don’t see it that way,” and she leaned into Jerry, and kissed him on the mouth, her tongue tip just starting to part his lips and enter his mouth. “I’ve wanted you since you came that night. Lynn told me what a big beautiful, Black cock you have.”

“Well then, Debbie, I guess I’ll just have to show it to you.” Debbie touched the tip of his nose with her finger. “All in good time my dear,” and she went back to kissing him, and digging her nails into his shorts covering his already hard, steel girder of a cock.

In her short time as a woman, Debbie understood how easily it was to turn on men by sitting on their lap, touching their cock, and kissing them. Her lips now pressed hard into his, her glossy lipstick covering his mouth and her tongue exploring the inside of his mouth, intertwining it with his. Debbie’s eyes were misted over, and she said while rubbing his monster cock, “You know what I’d really like to do now, what I’m dying to do now Jerry?”

“I can only guess.”

Debbie laughed. “Yes that’s right. I’m dying to suck on your cock right now. In fact, I want to devour it, and have your cum coat the insides of my mouth. How does that sound?”

“Sounds wonderful,” Jerry said, in the lusty voice he used on Lynn, the first time they fucked in his office in New York. Without missing a beat, Debbie pulled down Jerry’s shorts and got on her knees. She lit another cigarette and said, “Am I right in assuming you enjoy smoky blowjobs, Jerry?”

“Yes, very much.”

“Good, because I find it turns me on too, very much. To suck a guy off when I’m smoking and wearing my favorite cherry red lipstick.”

Now she got busy, and pulled Jerry’s boxers down and was amazed at the size of the Black snake that popped out. It was as straight and hard as a tent pole. She wondered if it would even fit in her mouth, but after Mitch inside the truck, she felt like a pro. In fact, she was really craving cock at this point - especially Jerry’s to get back at Lynn, sort of a revenge fuck. Jerry moaned as soon as Debbie’s wet lips made contact with Jerry’s tip, just playing with it with her lips and tongue; teasing, exciting him. She tasted a little salty precum come out from the “fisheye.”

“Oh my, what a large, delicious cock you have Jerry. I think I’m going to enjoy this very much!” Jerry said nothing, pushing Debbie’s head down into his lap. Slowly, Debbie moved up on Jerry’s cock, suck and twirling her tongue around the massive girth of that cock. Jerry moaned and rolled his head back, letting those delicious candy-coated lips take him on. For a second Debbie gagged as the full length of Jerry hit the back of her mouth. She steeled herself for what was to come; determined to outdo Lynn in every way possible. It was succeeding. She opened her mouth a bit, letting her saliva flow freely over his cock, and using her teeth, moving them back and forth to get a response. Jerry began to breathe harder, and Lynn tasted more saltiness, but he wasn’t quite there yet. She was determined to make this blowjob memorable and last long. Her pent-up frustration at being denied him came through in her action.

Now, she closed her cherry lips tightly around the Black snake, increasing her speed and going up and down the length of the cock in her mouth, her tongue as rigid and wet as a surfboard, licking his underside; the sensitive tissue there. Jerry let out an “Ahhhhhh . . . “ and exploded inside her mouth. She felt a hot, ropy wetness all through her mouth, running down her throat. Just when she thought he was done, Jerry pulled out, grabbing his cock, and shooting the rest of his load all over her face, eyes, and chin. Debbie herself was very hard under her gaff, and felt like the cum-slut she knew she had always wanted to be. Her eyes were misted over with exquisite pleasure and a sense of accomplishment.

“I want you to lick it off me,” Debbie said. Jerry didn’t have to be told what to do; he went to work immediately, kissing her on the mouth, sticking his tongue inside and tasting his own warm jizz inside the place his cock was just seconds before. Then his tongue licked her chin, her cheek, her eyes, making her mascara run; running his hands through the silkiness and length of her frosted blonde wig.

“Holy shit!” he said, “you are so much better than your sister, you know that?” Debbie was quite pleased with her performance and said, “Well you haven’t seen anything yet.”

“I want to eat out your snatch girl,” Jerry grunted out, holding her face in his hands.

“I think I can manage that ‘big fella,’” she said with her Tennessee twang.

❤️❤️❤️


The Reveal

Jerry placed his hands on Debbie’s chest, tickling her shaved breasts beneath, but her cleavage; held tight by the red-laced bra wasn’t large enough to maintain the illusion of regular women’s breasts; but that would change in time after the hormone treatments she was planning. Instead, she pushed Jerry’s hands down to her waist, where she lifted her blouse up, so he could run his hands over her tummy and hips, making Debbie coo with delight. Debbie acted like everything was going normal, like it would with any woman. She took Jerry’s hands and move them to her belt buckle and snaps. He kept his lips locked with hers, and she could feel he was getting hard again; opening her belt and the top buttons of her skirt. The gaff did a good job of hiding things, and everything was in place. Jerry had just tucked his thumb underneath Debbie’s favorite panties; the ones with the pink bow in front.

But Debbie had other ideas. She took both her hands and dropped her panties, shimmying them down her legs. Jerry’s eyes popped opened wide, saying “What the fuck!!”

“What’s the matter honey, never seen a girl’s cock before?”

“But, but I thought you were Lynn’s sister!”

Now it was Debbie’s turn to grin. “Well, technically, I am her husband, and my married name is ‘Mike.’ For all the years we’ve been married, Lynn has kept me under lock and key; making me watch while she brought other men home to our bed. At first it was consensual; she did her thing, and it turned me on to watch, and occasionally she would throw me a bone and let me in bed with her and whoever she brought home. Then it became demeaning, and I didn’t care for it much any longer. It was really messing with my head, but I couldn’t do anything because Lynn was the primary earner in our home. I was afraid that if I objected, she’d find a way to get rid of me. She became very sadistic and downright mean.

One day, she got tired of it herself, and wished she had a ‘girlfriend’ to go out with and pick up guys at bars and clubs. So she decided to crossdress me. Well, this was one of my secret fantasies all along, but I didn’t tell her that. I went along with it ‘reluctantly.’ Turns out,” and now Debbie laughed, “I was hotter than she was. My build was perfectly suited to crossdress and feminize. We even went out a few times as ‘sisters,’ and I scored with guys better than she did. You know, Jerry, I feel that I’ve come into my own, as a transgender woman but Lynn doesn’t know that yet. She doesn’t know that I plan to start taking hormones and actually transition to grow breasts and widen my hips. Won’t that bitch be surprised when I turn the tables on her! How do you feel . . .”

Before Debbie could get the rest of her sentence out, Jerry aggressively grabbed Debbie’s throbbing boner and put it in his mouth. Nothing needed to be said - he was into it. Jerry’s mouth was watering, and it was quickly apparent to Debbie that he was no beginner at this. Debbie’s cock was adequate, and Jerry was pleased, running his tongue up and down the length of her shaft, making her stiffen and buck her hips into him to match his movements. Then his lips closed tighter around her cock, and he went faster, up and down, up and down. Debbie let out a high-pitched scream that was indistinguishable from any female, and she shot her load into Jerry’s mouth. He didn’t let a drop go to waste and drank all of her in. Hardly any of Debbie’s pent-up jizz made its way down Jerry’s chin. He sucked it all in. But Debbie was only getting started. She wanted; no she craved that big, Black cock inside of her.

After Jerry pulled out, Debbie grabbed him by his shirt collar and kissed him hard, her tongue inside his mouth exploring for any cum that might still be inside of it. Jerry was very hard by all this play and Debbie knew just what to do, Their interests coincided nicely. She grabbed Jerry’s hand and led him upstairs to the guest bedroom where Jerry was staying and pushed him down on the bed. Jerry’s field of vision was blocked by Debbie’s ass. She quickly pulled out the large-sized butt plug she was using for conditioning, and Jerry got on his knees behind her, spit on his hands and rubbed it over Debbie now vacant “bussy,” and went to work. His monster nine-inch Black cock, veins bulging pressed against Debbie’s puckered asshole, just rubbing, and playing at the open. Her ass began to twitch with excitement and anticipation, and she began stroking her cock.

Jerry slid in with just his top at first, then went in slowly all the way, causing Debbie’s mouth to open wide in a wordless scream of ecstasy. Her insides were slippery from the lube she used for her butt-plug, and it made the going easier. The pressure of his massive cock on the insides of her hole was almost too much to take, and she stroked her cock faster and faster. He was thrusting hard now, and moaning with satisfaction, Debbie moving her ass up to meet all of his moves. Jerry pushed really hard, and Debbie could feel his warm jizz coating her insides, and at the same time, she came and shot a big load onto the bed sheets in front of her; the two of them coming at the same time. Jerry kept thrusting, still hard as a flagpole, not wanting to stop. After his erection subsided, he was practically out of breath, and he pulled out, lying on the bed side to side with Debbie.

Just then, they could hear the front door open. It was Lynn, and she wasn’t too happy because she didn’t see Jerry or her husband downstairs. She called out “Hello, are you two home?” It seemed the slut was out-slutted by her transgender husband, but Lynn refused to believe that was even remotely possible. Her mind changed when she ran upstairs and opened the door to the guestroom - in shock at what she saw.

“WHAT THE FUCK!?” Debbie was lying on  her side facing the door and smiling.

“Hey sis, so how is Mildred?” Lynn was speechless, but definitely angry.

“Why you conniving little slut! Seducing my boss! What the fuck is the idea Mike?” Using his real name in an attempt to humiliate him.

“Gee I don’t know sis. I guess I looked too good for Jerry to resist.” She was grinning at Lynn. Jerry was smiling at her too.

“Don’t worry Lynn, I’ll still fuck you anytime you come to New York. Your Tennessee country pussy is too good to resist.” If it was anybody but Jerry, Lynn would have beat the shit of him - and Debbie, but she couldn’t.

“Oh my God! What have I done!?”

“Why Lynn, I should thank you for making me the cum-sucking slut I was always meant to be. You know, Jerry is the best fuck I’ve ever had, even better than you!” He makes me feel really good about myself; and that big, Black cock is to die for, let me tell you. But I guess you know that already, don’t you?”

Jerry was enjoying being fought over like this. He couldn’t wait to tell Lynn what he and Debbie had discussed before she came home. Lynn walked close to Debbie, and it looked like she wanted to punch her. The hair on her neck was standing up and she balled her fists in rage.

“Now Lynn, that is no way to treat your boss!”

“What the fuck are you talking about Jerry?” Lynn said, turning red as a beet.

“Debbie was telling me about her MBA and BS Degree in Accounting, and the sad story about how she married you and it all went to shit. I’ve decided to offer Debbie a second chance at getting her life back.”

“What do you mean??”

“Well, it just so happens that I’m looking for a new Chief Financial Officer for the company, and Debbie here fits the bill entirely!”

A shockwave of fear spread through Lynn, and her eyes opened wide, and her mouth was stuck in a big “O.”

“You see Lynn, I’ve decided, with the help of Jerry’s company lawyers to divorce you and move with Jerry to New York. You see, we’re going to live together in Jerry’s house in Westchester,” Debbie said with a shit-eating grin on her face. “This will take effect immediately when Jerry flies back to New York. I’m going to come back with him, and that’s not all. Jerry said he’ll pay for my medical transition to Debbie - all the hormone treatments I need to really become the saucy bitch that he wants.”

Lynn slapped her face. She thought it was some kind of nightmare that she couldn’t wake up from. Unfortunately for her, this was the new reality.

“But don’t worry Lynn, you will stay here as vice president of marketing for the Nashville office, and I will give you the raise in pay you requested. I believe that’s only fair. So what do you say?”

Lynn knew she was played and became very quiet. She knew she had better take the offer or find herself unemployed.

“I should have kept you as the little cuckold shit-slave you were, Mike.” I created a monster instead,” and Lynn began to cry.

“Excuse me Lynn, but from now on, I don’t want to hear that name anymore. You will address me as Debbie. Besides, now I outrank you!” Jerry laughed.

“Listen girls, I still have two days left here in Nashville, and two nights. So why don’t we all just kiss and make up, and jump into this nice bed here, and pick up where we started? This time with the three of us?”

Lynn knew she was licked, and quietly took off her clothes.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice from Jaclyn

Lynn really had the tables turned on her in this one! She created a transgender husband for her own pleasure, only to have her hot sexual relationship with her boss replaced by the new version of her husband! The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in Tim’s journey. Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These stories are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the subway, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

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

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

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

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey

Check out these favorites:

TURNED - A FIRST TIME TRANSGENDER EROTIC ROMANCE
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SNEAKY BOYS - A CROSSDRESSER TO TRANS NOVELETTE
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About The Author

Jaclyn Dicey

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

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

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

AMAZON author page:

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

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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