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Prologue

________________________________________

________________

The New Neighbor

I had just broken up with my girlfriend after a six year relationship. We went to college down in Miami and met during our senior year. After graduation, she pursued a career in fashion design in New York, where I’m originally from, and I got accepted to medical school in New York. So, after dating for a year, we became serious, and we got used to the proverbial “long distance relationship.” For financial reasons, I still lived at home in NY with my parents. I would take the train into the city and stay with her for the occasional weekend.

After medical school, I got into a three year residency program in anesthesiology at a prestigious Boston hospital. My girlfriend moved back to Florida where her family lived, and she found a job there.

The plan was for me to finish my first year of a three-year residency, and then she would join me here in Boston, get a job of her own, and when I finished my residency, I would find a practice in Florida to join, and we would go down there and get married. At that time I was twenty-six years old.

Like all plans, the unexpected always steps in. Six years is a long time and people change. I remained true to Emily and as far as I could tell, she was true to me. Her family loved me, and the same with my parents and my sister.

During one of her last visits to me she was cold, had lost interest in sex, seemed aloof, and I knew it was over. We had just grown apart, fell in love too young. I suppose life happened without us doing it together.

I was sad, but also relieved, because I had seen it coming for a long time before. Who was I kidding? She cried a lot on the phone the last time I spoke to her, the day after her last visit. I however, did not.

Now, I was free! Free to “explore,” get my feet wet and back in the game again. The weekend after the breakup, it rained and rained. Perfect weather for depression to set in. No car, no girlfriend.

By the middle of the next Friday afternoon, the weather was getting better, and with it, my mood. I had just gotten home after a grueling night of call, and I was watching baseball in my living room on my new monster flat screen TV. Across the street I saw a moving van pull up. My block was all apartments, the buildings similar to mine. My apartment was on the ground floor, one bedroom, a living room, and a kitchen - sparse, but adequate for a young guy like me on a budget.

I didn’t expect to see a van with a family of four move in, but what I did see intrigued me. There was a young woman standing outside near the curb, watching, and directing the movers with her stuff. She looked incredible with long auburn hair with streaks of red that shimmered in the sunlight. She had a light jacket on with tight jeans and sneakers, and a totally amazing figure.

For all I knew, she could have been a model. My building has southern exposure, so I always keep my blinds up when I’m home to get sunlight in. This was also a trick I used to get my mind off the breakup, to lift my spirits.

I wasn’t standing by my window, I was just seated on my sofa, with my head turned to the left and watching her. Suddenly, she turned her head around and could see me looking at her. She waved at me and smiled. Shit! I felt so embarrassed - caught in the act. She was probably thinking oh great, a creep lives across the street from me, welcome to the neighborhood.

I turned a bright red, made a feeble attempt at a wave, and turned my head back to my TV screen. What else was I supposed to do, run outside in the street, and say “hey, I’m not a creep, I just saw you moving in, and I was curious?”

So I went back to the game on TV. It looked like she didn’t have a lot of stuff, nor did I see a man (or woman) move in with her. It didn’t look like there were any kids either. I would judge her age to be like me; mid-late twenties.

The moving van had just left, and as it pulled away, I was formulating a plan of just how I would go about meeting this very intriguing woman. Or . . . if I should just let things happen on their own.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter One

________________________________________

________________

The Voyeur


Her apartment was laid out exactly like mine, with the bedroom on the other side of the living room wall where I had my couch. That night, after I finished reviewing my cases for the next day, I was looking out my bedroom window, (I had the blinds down, but they were parted) and I was able to see right into this new woman’s bedroom! The apartment had been vacant since I moved in about a year ago, and so the rooms were all dark, and the blinds were usually pulled down.

She was standing in front of her bedroom mirror, side profile towards me, her top was off, and she was staring at her reflection, turning side to side. All she had on was her bra. She had to know her blinds were open and that passersby on the street (or across the street like me) could see her, and get a full show, right?

The next act was totally unexpected. Still profiled to the side, she stood there admiring herself in her G-String. Oh my God! Now she turned around with her butt facing out the window, head turned left looking sideways into the mirror, and she was bending over, like to get something, and I could see the flimsy cloth material between her perfectly sculpted butt cheeks! My cock was hard enough to crack walnuts.

She gave her head a good shake, and that beautiful auburn-reddish hair fell down around her shoulders. Then, all of a sudden, the lights in her bedroom went off.

Now I had no idea when she went to work or what her schedule was because I had to leave for the hospital at five-thirty each morning. Sure enough, when I left the next morning, walking the ten-minute walk to work like I always did, I saw her blinds down and the slats closed.

My mind went to all sorts of places. Was she lying nude in bed? Maybe she was doing naughty things to herself, like fingering her pussy, or sticking a dildo in it? I was only wearing my scrubs and a light jacket, so a boner, a large, engorged boner, would be very visible on the streets.

******

I had an exhausting day, and came home at five, and just slept for two hours, prepared dinner, ate, and settled in to watch TV and do laptop stuff for tomorrow’s cases a couple of hours before I went to back to sleep for the night.

I became aware of a light going on across the street. Her living room light was on with the blinds down, but now, the bedroom lights were on, and the blinds were pulled up! I had a completely unobstructed view of her bedroom again. For some reason the city, which planted trees on every sidewalk, neglected to plant them in front of my building or hers.

Tonight’s “entertainment” was even better than last night. I saw her stand in front of her mirror, but this time, her bra was off! I got a perfect view of her G-String, a bright pink, going down the length of her butt. She was turned with her ass facing me, and now she was sticking her hand down the front of it, and rubbing up and down.

I flew off my couch, ran into my bedroom, almost tripping over the coffee table, and got a tube of K-Y Jelly, and a towel. I returned to my seat, facing the TV, but had my head turned to the side, as I lubed up my hand and my large, eight-inch dynamo cock.

I was stroking myself in rhythm to her movements. She threw her head back, and was rubbing faster and faster. My mind was in the room with her; thinking of a very wet middle finger, stroking her sopping wet pussy up and down, in and out. I imagined a very red and knobby clit, getting a good rubbing.

I watched her stiffen, and bring her hand up to her mouth, and it appeared as if she was licking her juices off her hand, moving her head up and down. Her other hand appeared to be squeezing her nipples. I’d be willing to bet the farm that if our windows were open, I could hear her cry out in total ecstasy.

Now I couldn’t control myself any longer and I shot a huge wad of creamy, hot, white jizz into the towel I brought with me. I swear this was better than anything I could have seen online.

The “show” repeated itself the next night, and I had the K-Y Jelly in the living room this time, sitting and waiting for me on my coffee table in front of my couch. I came even harder than last night. Not only that, but at work I simply could not get my mind off of this woman. Something had to be done. I simply had to meet this woman. I decided that I would pick a time and go across the street and ring her bell.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_____________________________________

________________

Mega Frustration


By now, the “show was happening every night. I was beginning to feel guilty, like a “Peeping Tom,” a pervert, but my urges could not be denied. On the occasional night when I didn’t see her, I stayed up later than I should have and just waited. It was wreaking havoc with my sleep schedule, and I couldn’t afford to let it impact my job performance - people’s lives depended on me.

The next night when she did appear again, I became fixated on her G-String, wondering what it must feel like to wear something like that. I bet it was a very soft, silky material that made me sizzling hot. I came with very little prompting.

The night after that, her outfit changed; she was wearing short, black, sheer tights, with a lace top running across her waist. She also wore a black bra, same material, and black, sheer hosiery that went up to her thigh, with peach colored bows tied onto the back.

How do I know this in such detail? Because I ordered a powerful, small, hand-held, military grade telescope from AMAZON where I could even see the fabric weaves of her outfit! Tonight, she again had her back to me, but her right arm was extended onto the door frame, with her left arm crossing in front, holding onto her wrist. She was leaning forward into the frame and her legs were spread apart, like someone was fucking her from the back. Holy shit, what a sight!

She was gyrating her hips like in time to some music. Next, she stuck her left hand under her tights from behind and it sure as shit looked like she was diddling her asshole. She threw her head back like she was moaning. It only took me two hard strokes to my cock to make me cum all over my sofa (luckily for the towel).

At night, my dreams were of her standing in front of me, her tights pulled down, and her pussy glistening, and sopping wet, with her begging me to fuck her, as she dripped on her bedroom carpet. Just as my dream was really getting better, my fucking alarm clock ran.

I was seriously considering getting psychiatric help, ringing her doorbell, flowers in hand, or doing something crazy. Needless to say, it was tough going into work, seeing no activity in her bedroom, or living room window. Speaking of work; it was a Friday morning, and I was on call, which meant I wouldn’t be home until Sunday morning. I would miss at least two “shows.” I was sincerely bummed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

______________________________________

_______________

To New Friendships


Saturday night, I was in the “on-call room,” dozing with Netflix on the TV after a busy day, just waiting to get paged again. The only cases would be childbirths or traumas. About eleven o’clock my pager went off. They needed me for an emergency appendectomy. I had put patients out for this procedure many times before, and I could do it in my sleep - I was practically asleep anyway.

I met the surgeon before he scrubbed. The patient was a twenty seven year old female, who had the usual hot appendix symptoms, and was a bit delirious from a high fever. She called 911 just in time, because the thing was about to burst, which was not a good thing to happen.

She was on the table already, wearing a scrub cap herself, and I was just looking over her chart, the nurses filled out. I introduced myself. Her name was Morgan Wright.

“Hi Morgan,” I said reassuringly, “I’m Doctor McNally, Evan McNally, the anesthesia resident. I’m going to put you to sleep for the surgery, and you won’t feel any pain, and I’ll give you something through the IV, so you won’t have any pain when you wake up, Okay? . . .” and my usual banter ensued. She gripped my wrist.

“I’m gonna be okay, right?”

“Yes you are, and you called 911 just in time. Think of me as your guardian angel. I’ll be right here next to you the whole time.”

“Thank you doctor,” and she smiled at me.

“Sure. Your surgeon Dr. Nelson is getting ready, and I’m going to put you to sleep now. Count back from one hundred after you feel a small stick, ok?”

“Ok doctor.”

“I’ll see you when you wake up in the recovery room.”

Something was familiar about this patient. Could it be? I lifted her scrub cap, and she had auburn hair - long auburn hair with red highlights. After she was asleep I bent over and looked at her profile. Oh . . .my . . . God! It was my neighbor from across the street; of this I was sure. I next took a good look at her chart and found what I believed to be an obvious mistake. I said to myself, Just who the hell are you, Morgan?

The chart had her sex listed as “male.” I questioned the scrub nurse about it; a thirty four year old guy that I was friendly with.

“Uh, yeah Evan,” he said. “She’s got a dick. All the hair is shaved, but the dick is definitely there.” He flipped the sheets up from the side so I could see through the gown. It was definitely a cock. I didn’t need to be a doctor to notice that.

“Is something wrong Evan?” he asked me.

“No, it’s just weird. She’s my neighbor from across the street, she moved in about three weeks ago. I haven’t introduced myself yet, but I could have sworn I saw a girl.”

“Well Evan, welcome to 2023. She’s a trans-female, but a biological male. She’s gone through HRT, but she still kept her cock like so many of them do.”

“Come on Brad, you’re not telling me anything I don’t know; I was just surprised is all.” Of course I didn’t tell him that I was jerking off to “her.”

Morgan came through the surgery just fine, and I went up to her room later on Sunday morning before I went home. She would be in the hospital for about four more days.

“Hi Morgan, how’re you feeling?”

“Oh Dr. McNally, thank you for stopping by. I’m feeling better, just a bit sore.”

“That’s normal. You shouldn’t need your pain meds for more than today. You came through the anesthesia just fine. By the way, I said. “I saw your address, and we’re neighbors. I live across the street, and I saw you move in. We, uh, we waved at each other.”

She looked at me with a sly smile. “Oh yeah, you’re the guy who was checking me out through your living room window.”

I turned a bright red. It happens when I’m ‘caught in the act,’ or embarrassed. “Oh come on,” she said reassuringly. “It’s okay. I’m used to guys staring at me,” and she laughed.

I don’t know what possessed me to say what I did next, but it came out. “How about we go out when you’re out of here?”

“Are you sure?” she said.

“Yeah, why wouldn’t I be?”

“Let’s be real Dr. McNally.”

“No please, call me Evan.”

“Okay Evan. By now, I’m sure you know that I’m a trans female. That doesn’t bother you?”

“Well, I mean,” I was searching for words here, and I sounded as innocent as possible, or maybe naive. “I thought we could be friends.”

“Friends, huh?” she said.

She studied me closely. “What would you say if I found you kind of ‘hot’?”

“I’m flattered,” I said. What else could I say. I mean, those nights looking at her through the window turned me on so much. What did that say about me? Then I remembered the advice of an old girlfriend who said don’t analyze, utilize . . . I was gonna have to play this one by ear.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_____________________________________

_______________

Game On


Truth be told. I had a fetish from my teenage years. I enjoyed toying with women’s clothing. I have an older sister who’s about five years older than me. When she went away to college, one day I found myself in her bedroom with my parents out of the house. It was a Thursday, and they were out doing their weekly food shopping. I opened her underwear drawer, expecting to find it kind of empty because she was away at college. However, I did find some interesting “items.”

There were a few pairs of panties, two of them G-Strings, like the ones I saw Morgan wearing. My heart was racing, and my cock was as hard as a flagpole. I slipped off my boxers, and slipped them on quick, without thinking about it too much.

Immediately, I loved the soft feel of them on my cock, and also the feel of the G-String between the crack of my butt. That was a new sensation for me that I was curious about. I let things play out, and I found one of her bras and tried it on as well. It pulled the skin of my chest together and gave me the look of breasts.

I had a slim body type, and I looked like I could pass for a girl, except my hair was too short and I wasn’t wearing makeup. I would have to wait for another day before I went “all-out.”

I also had “a thing” for attractive women who smoked long, all-white cigarettes. I never became a regular smoker, but I did it on the occasions my parents weren’t home, and I could dress the way I wanted. I went to college at home, and didn’t have to worry about any nosy roommates. So, I ordered some hot women’s clothes online and a makeup kit. I watched a ton of YOUTUBE videos about how to apply makeup, how to dress, and how to “feminize” my voice.

Dating a trans woman was a particular fantasy of mine, and here it was, finally being offered to me. But that was it. I didn’t plan anything more than just having fun with Morgan. I was lonely too, after my breakup with Emily. It bothered me that I could never be fully aroused by “straight sex” with a biological woman, yet I didn’t consider myself to be a homosexual.

About a week after Morgan got out of the hospital, I was planning on going across the street, and ringing her bell, just to see how she was.

But that Sunday, when I was off, I got a big surprise. I just went grocery shopping on my way home from the hospital and took an Uber home. I was at my usual spot in the living room watching TV when my doorbell rang. I looked through the monitor of the doorbell camera I had installed. It was Morgan! Shit! I immediately got as hard as a rock, and I was still wearing my scrubs. A boner was a fact that could not be hidden. Perhaps it wasn’t too bad I thought. It definitely indicated interest.

I opened the door. “Hi Morgan, how’re you feeling. You look good.” Actually, she looked more than good. She was stunning. She had on a midi-length black satin skirt, and a long sleeve white blouse, open at the top revealing a black laced bra with beautiful cleavage, and her makeup was flawless, bringing out the natural beauty of her face, and green eyes.

“Hi, I hope I didn’t come at a bad time. I happened to be looking out of my front window, and I noticed you coming home with groceries about an hour ago,” she said smiling. She looked down at my boner.

“Oh, by all means, please come in!” I was looking around for something to drink or eat.

“Wow,” she said. “It certainly looks like you’re very glad to see me!”

I ignored the obvious reference to my boner and said, “Please come in,” and I stepped aside and opened the door for her.

She laughed, and spoke animatedly. “Well, I thought I would take you up on your offer of us getting together.”

There was just a second of an awkward silence, and she quickly added, “I suppose that meeting in your apartment counts towards us getting together, Evan, wouldn’t you say so?”

“It absolutely does!” I said.

Then I added, “Morgan, you, uh, you want a cup of coffee, or something a bit stronger?” I said, looking around.

She sat down on my couch. “Uh, I guess I’ll have whatever you’re having.”

“Okay, usually I wait till the evening before I have wine, but since this is a special occasion, I’ll have the wine.”

“Sounds great to me,” she said.

“Okay, coming up,” I said, and went to my liquor cabinet just above my microwave taking out a new bottle of Merlot and two glasses. I sat down next to her, and I poured each of us a glass. She smelled terrific, like strawberries and something else I couldn’t quite pick up on. The sun coming through the living room window made her hair shine radiantly, and really brought out the contours of her face - her perfect nose, lips, and brilliant green eyes.

My heart was beating fast, and maybe my nervousness showed, but this was the first “date” I guess you could say, in like six years. My other organ of arousal, my cock, was egging me on.

She raised her glass in a toast. “To new friendships!” she said.

“To new friendships,” I replied. We each took a sip; maybe I took more than just a sip because I really needed to loosen up. She picked up on my mood, and put her hand on my thigh.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

____________________________________

_______________

Dreams Come True


It’s okay Evan, really. Just relax. I don’t bite. That is, unless you want me to!” We both laughed. I was starting to like her already.

My old fetish, dormant for years was starting to wake up. If I had known a few weeks ago what I know now, this meeting would have taken place before she had her appendectomy.

I recognized the other smell as the slight smell of tobacco smoke. I noticed her reaching for her bag. The site of that and the way the black satin skirt wrapped around her legs was a real turn-on.

“Uh, I have to confess. I know you’re a doctor and all, but would you mind very much if I smoked. I’m ‘one of those,’ you know - the hopelessly nicotine addicted.”

“Uh, no,” I said. It doesn’t bother me at all. In fact, I’m a light smoker myself.”

She sighed, like a lot of pressure was lifted. “Oh good. I didn’t want this to be a deal breaker before we even got started,” she said.

“In fact,” I asked. “Could I have one?” I noticed to my delight, that she took out a pack of Virginia Slims Menthol 120s.

“Sure,” she said, and lit us both up with a slim gold butane lighter.

“Evan,” she said. Before we go any further with this, I think you should know that I know you’ve been watching me from your window over here,” nodding to my living room window.

I had a look of shock and embarrassment on my face that could be read by a five year old.

“Don’t worry about it Evan. Actually, I’m flattered. You know, I even expected it from that first day when I moved in, and I saw you watching me as I moved in.”

“OK, but believe me, I meant nothing by it. I just broke off a six-year relationship with a girl who lived away from me. These long distance romances rarely work out,” I said.

Now, her appearance changed to one of, I’d like to say it was pure lust. Looking back on it, I know I was right.

She took a quick cheek-hollowing drag from her cigarette, and pulled me close and kissed me hard on the lips, some of her smoke going into my lungs, and the rest going out the sides of our mouths. At the same time, her hand reached for my engorged cock underneath my scrubs just busting to come out.

I played with her kiss, moving my lips around in a circle, and stuck the tip of my tongue through her lips into her mouth. She did the same and our tongues danced around in almost a predestined way, slipping, and sliding. What wasn’t predestined was her grabbing onto my cock through my scrub suit.

“Oh my!” she said. “How big you are. I love it,” she said, her voice taking on a dreamlike quality to it.

I broke off and said, “I’m glad you like it. I hope you like what I’m planning to do with it,” I said.

“I can’t wait!” She said, enthusiastically. I loosened the tie from my scrub bottoms, and then she reached down and pulled down my briefs from my cock, placing them just below my waist.

She took another drag from her cigarette and grabbed my cock, trying to wrap her fingers around it, almost failing.

Misty eyed, she looked at me, “I just love it when I have a cock in my possession that’s so big.” Then she placed her mouth on top of it. I could feel her lip gloss sliding over my tip, and a drop of pre cum forming, which she licked with a flick of her tongue.

After a second or two of exploration, she put all of me - slowly - into her mouth. She was a pro at this it seemed, and ran her tongue all around my shaft, closing her lips tight, and starting to bob her head up and down. She took another drag off her cigarette and gave me my favorite; a smoky blow job.

I was putty in her hands, and I started to move my hips up to meet her head motion. She didn’t skip a beat as she unbuttoned her blouse and slipped her bra off on one side, exposing a beautiful, pear shaped tit. She was playing with it as she sucked on me, making little groaning noises. This was more than just a blow job to her; it was an act of utter desperation. Faster and faster she went. I pressed her head down into my lap, the silky, lush texture of her hair feeling so good on my thighs and my lap.

I was dripping wet from her saliva, and extremely turned on. Even Emily never gave me a blow job this good before. In another second, I came. No - more than came. I shot a cannon jet of hot cum into the back of her throat, and she sucked hard on it; small drops appearing on the sides of her lips, and going down her chin.

She didn’t stop until I was sucked clean. She looked me in the eyes, dazed, and happy. She had glistening drops of cum still on her face. I moved in and licked them up with my tongue, tasting myself for the first time, the sweet and salty mix.

“Let’s continue this in the bedroom Evan,” she said as she drank the rest of her wine. I did the same. I kind of knew what to expect, and I didn’t care. I wanted what I thought was going to happen.

In my room, she slipped out of her satin skirt, and kicked off her four-inch stiletto high heels. This woman was fulfilling all of my most secret fantasies. How lucky was I? I was about to become a cheap cum-slut. I was getting there.

Very slowly, she turned to me as I sat on the bed. Like in an act, she undid the rest of the buttons of her satin blouse, and undid the snaps of her black-laced bra. She was wearing those short black tights she wore that evening I watched her wear before she went into the hospital. She slipped them off too, revealing a large cock. Maybe not quite as big as mine, but still big.

Looking right at me, she said, “So what do you think? I know you love it because here we are - no surprises.” She continued.

“You know Evan, when I first saw you looking at me, and then seeing me through your window every night, I wondered what you would think of me if we went out and you found out I had a cock. You know what?” she said, touching the tip of my nose with her index finger. “I think you have a ‘thing’ for trannies. In fact, I think you may want to be one yourself.”

I had to be honest here. “Yeah, I think you may be right.”

A huge smile crossed her face. “Oh honey,” she said. “We are going to have sooooo much fun!”

She kissed me on all fours, jumping on the bed. She lied down on the bed and pulled me on top of her. I grabbed her cock, and it made her moan. “God,” she said. “It feels like I haven’t come in so long! I want you to fuck me, suck me, and do everything to me, Evan.”

She slid up, and I slid down, grabbing her cock, putting it to my lips. “This is not a dick,” she said, slyly. “This is a GURL (spelling it out) cock.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_____________________________________

_______________

No Turning Back


THE FIRST COCK OF MY LIFE was now pressed against my lips. I wasn’t sure of any thoughts except one - lust, pure lust. This was really naughty, and went against everything I grew up believing. But I didn’t care. She was all I wanted. Gently, I caressed her tip with my tongue, licking around the sides of her tip, getting a boner myself again. Now I knew what it was truly like to be turned on, in a way that was more than satisfying. I looked up at her and she was smiling that beautiful radiant smile at me.

“Evan.” She just said my name, more a statement than a question.

I opened my lips and moved down, taking the head of her cock between my lips. I used my tongue in a skillful motion. I wasn’t moving from experience here; how could I be? I was running on pure instinct. I loved the feel of her in my mouth. Playfully, I used my teeth softly, making her moan for more. I took more of her in slowly, until the tip of that gurl cock was hitting my tonsils (I don’t have tonsils), it was pretty deep!

My mouth was exceptionally wet, and so her cock slid effortlessly up and down, and she was moving her hips to meet my head thrusts. She pushed my head down into her lap. The sight of her thighs in those sheer pantyhose with the peach colored rose bows on the top was arousing me so much that it wouldn’t take much to make me come again. I pictured myself wearing them. The whole thing was surreal. Morgan was turning my world upside down.

I went faster and faster on her, dying to taste her. Then she shot a huge wad of her own into my mouth, and it filled my entire mouth with a taste of, of all things, pineapples. I drank it all in, not letting a drop go down my lips or my chin. I kept going, licking, and sucking, and she was saying my name over and over again sweetly.

We lie next to each other, both spent. She reached for her bag on the night table and pulled out a cigarette for herself and for me. She lit us both up with her gold lighter. ]

“You give good head Evan,” she said. “I’m guessing that I was your first gurl cock, am I right?”

“Was it that obvious?” I asked.

She laughed and huffed out a cloud of smoke. “No, no, not at all. I loved it. Tell me, are you getting horny again?”

Sure enough, my cock was sticking up straight.

“It looks like we’ll have to do something about that, now won’t we, Evan?” With that said, Morgan stood up and turned around on the bed on all fours, with her butt facing me. “Now I want you to fuck my brains out Evan, can you handle that?” she said, laughing.

I had no choice, I really wanted to. She reached behind her and grabbed my cock, which was like a compass needle, pointing in only one direction - Morgan.

I had the tube of K-Y Jelly. It was inside the drawer on my night table. I took out a generous helping and rubbed it in over Morgan’s cherry asshole, and onto my cock which was a bit sticky from her blow job earlier. When I put my finger inside of Morgan’s ass, she squealed with delight.

Then forcefully, I positioned her in front of me and stood up on two knees facing her butt which she had spread open for me. I placed my cock against the opening, and she let go, her butt cheeks squeezing my cock tight. I entered her and it was unlike anything I had ever done before, certainly with Emily, who I was completely over by now.

The further I went, the more I felt she was sucking me in. The K-Y made it so intense and silky. I moaned, and Morgan giggled with pleasure as I went in and out, over and over again. She slammed her butt cheeks up against my tummy as I met her thrust for thrust. We got into a really crazy rhythm, until I shot a full load again, deep inside her. A warm, wet feel of my own jizz engulfed my cock. This was the best “pussy” I ever had in my life, and I knew right then and there that I was hooked- for good.

I heard her let out a loud scream of pleasure - I was sure the two neighbors upstairs heard it, but I could care less. It was Morgan shooting her load. Her hand was yanking her cock and she came shortly after me. I guess I triggered her.

We both lied next to each other, totally spent.

She looked at me. “So what do you want Evan?”

“You mean, aside from you?” I said.

She kissed me on the lips hard. “This,” I said: “Tonight is only the beginning. I want to dress up, go out to clubs with you, fuck you every night before I go to work, and have you with me.”

She laughed. “Well, I’m only across the street you know.”

“I know, but you’re everything I’ve ever wanted. By the way Morgan. I never asked you. What do you do; for a living.”

“Well, I’m a trust fund baby and I like to play music. I rent space at a studio downtown, and I’m trying to cut my first album. Someone from a record company liked my guitar and singing, and thinks I may have a real shot. I’ve got a band together. We don’t have a name yet. I’m thinking of calling it ‘The Evans,’” and a big smile lit up her face.

“No, seriously?!”

“I am serious honey. You’ve totally flipped me out, and yes, I would love for you to dress and go places with me.”

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

_____________________________________

_______________

One Year Later


I’m in my last year of residency. I’m with Morgan practically every day. She sleeps over with me and she’s here when I get home. I’ve gotten really good at dressing, makeup, and going out to clubs with her. We pick up guys and bring them over to my apartment, or Morgan’s. Some of them know we’re trans, and some of them don’t. The ones that don’t get surprised, but it all works out.

I’m thinking of going on HRT because Morgan and I are a couple in every sense of the word. We do all sorts of stuff. We use sex toys like dildos, butt plugs, and she calls me “Evie.” I like being Evie much more than I ever liked being Evan. Until she came along, my life was so dull, and I was very angry and confused. She’s changed all that. Oh, her band got a recording deal. Can you believe that? We’re even thinking of getting a house together in the suburbs.

She wrote a song for me. I guess you could say, “I’m a changed man.” It’s all good.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

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

Here are some other titles you may enjoy. You can always e-mail me and tell me what you’d like to read about and for your trouble I will send you a FREE book!
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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 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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