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I GREW UP IN A SMALL town in Colorado with less than six hundred people. I knew from an early age that I was trans, even if the people around me kept telling me that I was just ‘going through a phase’ or that I had been ‘indoctrinated by liberal media’. Teachers, counselors, and church supervisors said it was because I grew up with no male role model. My mom never told me who my dad was, but she had plenty of men around the house my entire life. Some of them even told me I was pretty with my long hair and dresses.

I kept telling them it wasn’t a phase; it was who I am.

By high school, my life was all but unbearable with the taunts and teasing at school, at my part-time job, and at home. All the boys and most of the girls at school took digs at me, made comments behind my back, and called me soul-crushing nicknames making fun of my effeminate mannerisms and my fashion choices. I’d grown my hair long and pierced both my ears. I wore shirts that looked like blouses. One time I wore a skirt and was sent home for ‘being inappropriate’ but the next week my gym coach admitted he thought I looked hot in it, in his office, when no one was around.

I still fantasize about how differently that afternoon could have gone if I had the courage and self-confidence to understand that he was hitting on me. After all, I was eighteen at that point and it would have very much been consensual. Coach was fucking hot!

My church-loving mother, who ran the local diner with her brother, my Uncle Morty, complained that I was doing it on purpose to make her life harder. When I’d paint my nails or wear a choker, she'd roll her eyes and then go off on a rant about how God had cursed her with a gay son. I picked up shifts at the diner after school waiting tables. People would openly mock me or call me names, and I would turn to see my mother red with embarrassment.

She never defended or comforted me because I was the one doing it to her. She was the victim. 

I used to fantasize about having a mommy who loved and accepted me as a girl, who’d dreamed of having a daughter to dress up and brush my hair. But that’s not what I got in this lifetime. And no matter how many times I wished she’d just love and accept me for who I was, I came to understand that she was doing the best she could. I also accepted around that time that while I loved my mom, we’d never be close. Not in this lifetime.

It's okay, I thought with a near-blissful sense of relief. I can love her as she is without judging her, even if she can't return the favor. 

She can’t hurt me. 

I know who I am inside. 

I love myself. 

That’s real freedom and the only way to lose it is to let someone bully me into giving it up.

There’s a whole big world out there and plenty of people in it will love me exactly as I am when we meet one day.

I just have to be patient and not let them get me down.

Thank God for Uncle Morty. He was my only defender. He didn’t think it was strange that I dressed and acted like a girl at all. He always had a big smile when he saw me, unlike almost everyone else in my life. He’d hug me and tell me he loved me just as I was and to hang on, that things would get better.

I had no safe place in the world, other than my bedroom. I’d lock myself in and fantasize about being free one day. I’d dream that one day I would move and change my name and become a whole new person, the person I’d always felt I was inside.

And that’s just what I did. I didn’t even stick around for my high school graduation. The minute I was legally done, after my last class, I packed up my car and left for Las Vegas. I changed my name from Keith, a name that never even felt close to who I was, to Heather. I took jobs at nightclubs serving drinks and made a decent living off tips. 

Whenever anyone brought up my gender, I’d immediately let them know that I was a proud trans woman and that if they didn’t like that they could leave. It earned the respect of my bosses and coworkers and soon I had friends – something I’d dreamed of my entire life!

And yes, my sex life exploded. I fucked a dozen guys the first few months I was in town, tried a few girls, a couple of threesomes with kinky married couples, and sucked hot cock on a near daily basis or jacked off a sexy stranger in a secluded spot. Time flew by and I got kinkier, identifying openly as a cum hungry sissy slut and letting guys tie me up and fuck me. It was like something inside of me had burst open and my sissy lust was a gushing, unstoppable river pouring out.

I had become a pleasure addict and in a city like Las Vegas, it was easy to find lovers willing to give me my fix.

Everything was going amazing until one day I got a letter in the mail from Uncle Morty’s lawyer saying he’d died. I had to go home for the funeral and because it turned out I was in his will. I went home as me, not even considering how jarring my slutty sissy persona would be to my former townsfolk. I got gasps and glares, a couple of 'sign of the crosses', and of course, plenty of behind-the-back 'faggot' remarks, said in an ugly tone to insult and degrade and dehumanize me. 

They hadn't changed, but I had. I wondered as those rough, bearded men who glared and cursed and spat at me understood that every time they called me a sissy faggot, I came a little in my silky black panties. 

How could they know that being called a cocksucker was a badge of pride for a sissy slut like me? That being spanked and groped and manhandled by a cursing older man losing control of himself in a grocery store was the stuff of my darkest fantasies? 

During several inappropriate encounters I held my breath, tingling all over, fantasizing they would take me in the back of wherever I was – the grocery store, the fast-food restaurant, the bank, the gas station - and have their way with me on the desk or the break table or the food prep station or a bundle of cardboard on a palette... 

And then let the store employees and shopped have a turn when they had sprayed their hot cum all over me.

I even ran into several of my bullies, one of whom had joined the local cops. They did their best to sting me, but I just smiled and crossed my legs, feeling my nipples grow hard and my sissy clit leak joy juice. After the first day, I had to buy panty liners.

The diner I worked in was on the same property as my Uncle Morty’s house. He left them both to me. He never traveled or spent his money and over time, it grew to be a considerable sum. He split it between my mother and me. She sneered at the news, barely able to look at me in my pretty orchid dress with my hair pinned back with a flower hairpiece that matched.

After the funeral, my mom waited for everyone to leave to talk with me. She held my hands and smiled and told me she was taking her cut and moving to Florida. There was a man she had met online, a pastor down there. This was her chance to start over, and she was taking it.

“Some place no one knows me, or about my... troubles,” she said, looking me up and down with that judgmental glare she had mastered over her fifty-plus years on the planet.

“I wish you well, Mama,” I said, feeling sad for her, and suddenly wishing she could find that happiness she longed for, the same way I had found mine.

"If you're as smart as you think you are you'll sell all this and get out too," my mother warned. "Go back to your life in the devil's playground. Don’t get stuck here, like I did, all these years.”

It was the last time I saw her but she’s still with her pastor down in Saint Petersburg and every now and then I get a postcard covered in Bible verses inviting me to let Jesus into my heart. She signs them "Love Mama" and that makes me happy. It feels like a small win every time. 
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I MOVED INTO UNCLE Morty’s house. Going through his stuff and boxing it up, I found all the letters and cards I’d given him, along with pictures of me at every stage in my life. My mom once said he’d always dreamed of having a wife and daughter. I came to see that in his eyes I was the child he never had, or some version of it. He’d also left me a note, apologizing for not standing up for me more. He went on to say he hoped that having my own home and business would make me happy, the way it had brought him joy serving others.

I couldn’t imagine it but when I visited the diner the next morning, I was overwhelmed by a flood of memories. I decided to keep it at that moment. I hired two cooks and two busboys, all Mexican immigrants.

While no one from town would eat at my ‘faggot’ diner, or be caught dead in the parking lot, a steady trickle of customers came in from off the highway. Folks on their way to Denver or Las Vegas or California would drop in for a bite. Bikers and Boy Scouts, long-haul truckers, and families with too many kids became my regulars.

I missed Vegas but I had to admit that I was happy. I could have been happier though. Not only was I horny and lonely people I grew up with still treated me like dirt, now openly as I paraded around in my cute outfits and full makeup. It was wasted on a town full of bigoted hicks, but I wasn’t living for them. No one was going to put me back in any closet ever again.

Then one afternoon when things were going better than usual my high school bully Karen came in with a sneer on her face, shaking her head as she looked at me. All the pain and sadness of high school came rushing back but I fought it off. She was on duty, dressed in her cop uniform, and she had flyers in her hand. The air of superiority about her was hard to miss.

Still, I tried to stand my ground. Be myself. Not back down. Not be bullied.

You can do this, I told myself. Show her that you are the bigger woman.

“How can I help you, Officer?” I asked in a polite tone, despite wanting to lash out.

Being calm is winning, I reminded myself. Don’t give them any reason to call you crazy or say you were acting dangerous. Beat them at their own game.

“Well, Keith,” she said, immediately deadnaming me, “I’m going around to local business owners and making them aware of a possible threat.”

Karen flicked the flyer at me, freely expressing her disgust at me being a trans woman. I felt a wave of emotions rise but did my best to breathe through it. 

You’re not who you used to be, I said. No one can hurt you now. All she is doing is making a fool of herself. Don’t let her drag you down with her.

I reminded myself that I was loved and lovable and that the best way to get under a bigot’s skin was to not care, to shine despite their hate and misguided anger. They hate it when they can’t pull you down to the muck with them.

“Oh my,” I said in a high girly voice, covering my shocked expression with my hands in an extra cute expression. “What’s this?”

I had on red heels, stockings, and a polka dot dress with a padded bustier top. Karen scoffed as she took in the sight of me, but I smiled inside, knowing that it burned her up and that I looked hotter than she did.

If any of the hot jocks from our high school had to pick between us now, and no one would find out, you’d lose nearly every time sweetheart, I thought with glee.

“Don’t get your panties twisted in a bunch, little lady,” Officer Karen said, her voice dripping with disdain. 

Little lady beats blonde bad body bitch, I thought, fighting back a giggle.

“We’ve had a report that several biker gangs have joined forces and are headed this way. They think that Egyptian pirates are taking over Denver and attacking people in their homes because of some report on the news.”

“Is that true?” I asked.

“No,” she said, shaking her fat head. I could see she had dandruff.

And this bitch thinks she is better than me? I thought with another suppressed giggle. I’m fresh and clean from head to toe, slim and soft and shaved and ready to be fucked by any man who desires me on a moment’s notice.  

“But that won’t stop dozens of bikers from possibly showing up on their way to learn that they’ve been duped by cable news nonsense. And chances are they won’t bother caring about your politically correct woke bullshit, Keith-ey. So good luck explaining why you’re a man in a dress outside of prison.”

Another scoff from her, like a sick animal cough. Poor thing, I thought. She’s choking on her own hate and doesn’t even see it. Swollen with shame and self-loathing, eating and drinking her feelings away.

“What should I do if they show up?” I asked, ignoring her attempts at being mean.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
My Sissy Biker Gangbang
(A Rough Group Sex Fantasy)

ASEUE,U, / 1A
=Eani Phoen:x





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





