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Kevin never dreamed he’d be the kind of guy who got dumped by his wife. But that’s just what happened. It was the biggest cliché in the book. 

How could this have happened to me? He wondered about himself in the months after. How did I get dumped for doing nothing wrong?

He had never cheated. He didn’t drink or hit her or ask her to do kinky shit in the bedroom. She seemed almost scared of sex. He had been as gentle and as understanding as he could be with her. He had never pushed her, not once. If she didn’t want sex, he had taken care of himself. No strip clubs. No side girlfriends. No emotional affairs online. None of that. 

And still he had gotten dumped. People looked at him like he had done something wrong. Some of the women he knew stopped talking to him and stayed friends with her. Some pretended to be friends with him for a while to get the scoop out of him. Had he hit her? Was he a cheater? Was he a drunk or an addict or a gambler? 

When there was no juicy tale to uncover they all moved on.

Maybe we should have had kids after all, he thought.

Kevin and his wife Melissa had decided that neither of them wanted kids when they were dating and travelled a lot as a young married couple. She loved going to new places and trying new things. She loved eating and shopping and learning scraps of new languages. She seemed to have an endless appetite to explore but no desire to settle down. For a while, it all seemed wonderful to him.

We saw the world, Kevin thought. We were like best friends. And then, what? What happened?

He worked his way up the corporate ladder at his job, working for an insurance company. She stayed at home. He made enough money to cover all the bills. She got into her hobbies; gardening, yoga, Pilates, crystals, astrology, reality television, wine clubs, and so on. She went from thing to thing, flitting like a butterfly, until she got into body sculpting with her trainer Raoul from San Pao. 

Kevin thought it was strange that she took a trip with Raoul to a bodybuilding competition in Rio, but never once imagined she would cheat on him. For starters, she had told him Raoul was gay and had never been with a woman. That turned out to be a lie. But it wasn’t just that. It was the time they had spent together. She had never given him a reason to doubt her.

Which is why it all came as a big surprise when she said at the breakfast table that she would be moving in with Raoul and sending over divorce paperwork. She said all the classic one-liners people say when they are breaking up, all the old chestnuts.

You should have seen it coming.

We’ve been struggling for a long time and we both know it.

It’s your fault for working so much and neglecting me.

I deserve to be happy too. 

Kevin was all but speechless throughout the entire thing, her rationalization for ending things spoiling his normally large appetite at the time. He just stared with big puppy dog eyes, wondering how things had gone so wrong. He had never cheated on her. He had never raised a hand to her. He didn’t even spank her in bed. They almost never argued because he hated raising his voice. And, they had been having sex daily except for the week of her period for years, including and up to the night before she left him.

It all just seemed... unreal.

He remembered the last thing she said to him as she walked out, grabbing her purse as she went, “It’s time I do what I have to do to be happy with whatever life I have left, Kevin. I suggest you do the same.”

Kevin thought for sure she would come back. After a couple of weeks, it became clear she wasn’t going to, that whatever love they had shared had meant more to him than it did to her. A couple weeks later he got used to his new quiet routine of working and coming home and watching television and going to bed. Sometimes he read. On weekends he stayed busy with housework, landscaping, repairs, and cleaning.

Before long, Kevin was so lonely and horny that he was going out of his mind. He never imagined that he would be the kind of guy who dates a younger woman, much less a transgender woman, a hot sissy, but that’s just what happened. That kind of thing happened to other guys. Not him. He’d suffered in silence for as long as he could. He was so horny he was ready to hook up with women or men! 

He relied on porn at first, but fantasizing has limitations. He spent less time hanging out with friends and more time at bars but never found anyone he liked. Most of the women spent all their time talking about their exes and leaching free drinks off him. 

His friends were no help either. They tried but they sucked at cheering him up. Whenever they'd try to hook him up with a woman his age, he'd make up an excuse. He wasn't turned on at all by women in their late thirties and early forties and he didn't see the point in pretending. He'd rather be alone than pretend he was happy. His ex-wife’s words haunted him.

What do I really want? He asked himself but no answer ever came. 

But as time went by, he found himself growing increasingly depressed about his situation. Would it be like this forever? Would he live and die alone, unable to find a woman he could make happy? Why was it so hard? It shouldn’t be this difficult! 

His friends stopped bringing up his ex. They stopped asking him about his love life and stopped sharing theirs with him. Some of them ditched him. He couldn’t blame them. He was a bummer to hang out 

Then one of his friends from work Tom took pity on him, telling him about a new dating app that hooked up older guys with younger chicks.

“The girls, they all have daddy issues,” Tom explained. “They get off on fucking older guys. It’s perfect because they come right to you. All you have to do is sign up and make a profile.”

He'd thanked his pal and forgotten all about it, until later that night when he was home alone. Four beers into a sixer, he'd stopped thinking it was funny and become very curious about how it worked. He searched for articles about the app online but since it was new there wasn't much. He did find one rave review that explained that all users had to upload and have their identification verified, so there was no chance of breaking the law.

They’ve taken the guesswork out of nailing hot young chicks, the reviewer shared. I’ve fucked several barely legal beauties since signing up! It’s like a dream come true!

“Fuck it,” he’d said, downloading the app onto his phone. 

Within twenty minutes he had a profile put together that he was pretty happy with. The next morning when he woke up, discovered he’d been verified, and that he had a message from her asking to see his dick. You had to hand it to modern technology, it really made life easier.

They’d chatted on the app for a few days, and she’d opened up, telling him about her fantasies to fuck older guys.

I need a man, she explained, not a little boy. I want someone who knows how to please me, someone with experience, someone like you. I know we could make each other really happy.

But that wasn’t the only secret that she had to share. 

There is something else you need to know about me, she said one night. I’m trans.

He read the words over and over in disbelief. She didn’t look trans. She didn’t look like she had ever been anything other than a sexy young woman. 

Is this a test? He wondered. Is she fucking with me?

Kevin thought it must be the new generation. The app had never mentioned anything about matching him up with trans women. He pulled it out and noticed that he had the settings marked to allow the system to match him with all women – straight, bisexual, and trans. His jaw hung open in shock. He had thought it meant that he didn’t have a racial preference. He checked the other people he had matched with and saw that Chanel was the only trans woman in the bunch.

For days he fought with himself over it. Did it matter anymore? He didn’t know. Society was changing after all. This was a new day. Besides, there was no way anyone would ever mistake her for anything other than a woman, and a sexy one at that. His horniness and her persistence wore down his resistance and soon they were back to sharing sexy messages. She sent him pictures of her in lingerie and panties and bikinis and he savored them all. She never showed him her privates and he never asked to see them. He didn’t send her any dick pics either, although she hinted that she wanted them several times.

One thing led to another, and he invited her over on a Friday night. She showed up dressed in a slutty little outfit and he pulled her in fast before anyone could see them together. They’d started off with small talk, but it hadn’t lasted long. Chanel knew what she’d come to do and didn’t want to wait.

She’d sat right next to him, the heat from her tiny little body driving him wild with desire. His ex had walked in on him beating off to lesbian porn and never offered to help. The sight of a hard cock didn’t excite her. She just about hated sex and wouldn’t dream of blowing him. He heard she’d started dating again and felt bad for the poor guys taking her out.

Unlike his ex, Chanel was very interested in sex, especially with a guy Kevin’s age. She had his dick in her small hands and was masterfully stroking him within thirty minutes of showing up at his house in a skirt and heels.

And it felt good, so, soooooooo good! He relaxed and let her show him her talent. He hadn’t felt so hard in years!

Maybe it wasn’t my ex-wife’s fault after all, he thought. She wasn’t what I needed. I needed someone young and horny and transgender. I needed a sissy slut to make me happy. Shit... just having her in my house alone in that tiny skirt had me rock hard.

And then she was blowing him. And then he was sliding on a condom, and they were fucking. 

It was amazing beyond words, but he felt guilty as hell after he nutted his brains out. Not used to allowing himself that kind of happiness, Kevin came up with reasons to deny himself and shut it down.

She’s so young, he thought. Even though she's legal and of age, she looks younger. What will my neighbors say? What will my friends say? What will my ex say if she finds out? Will she call me a cradle robber? 

He'd made up a reason to have her go, but that only made her more obsessed with him. She'd worn him down over the next week until he invited her back. He'd been trying to think of a way to let her down easy but before he could tell her how he felt she'd already stripped down to a provocative pair of candy apple red g-string panties. He couldn't think clearly, seeing this delicate angel nearly naked before him, offering him her near-perfect body.

“What’s wrong, sir? Don’t you like what you see?”

His resolve broke and he picked her up, carrying her to the bedroom where again they'd fucked for hours. He'd gone through several condoms before passing out. This time he didn't make her leave until the next morning. She'd been coming over regularly and spending the night ever since, her obsession growing until she began to demand they stop using condoms. They had been fighting about it going on two or more weeks.

Kevin walked into the kitchen to find her sitting at the kitchen table, drinking coffee, and reading a porn magazine she’d taken from his bathroom, an old Hustler with lots of hardcore sex. She was wearing a clingy tube top and a tight miniskirt but nothing else. She had no panties on. He could see her shaved pink cock and balls hanging out, limp and small and kinda cute. His cock stirred to life in his boxers.

Christ, he thought. It’s not even noon yet and she’s already ready to go again.

But he was happier than he’d been in forever. He felt a new vitality from their time together. Her sweet little sissy pussy was like a fountain of youth that had brought him back to life. 

“Good morning, Chanel,” he said. “You run out of clean panties?”

“No, silly,” she laughed. “Just wanted you to see me. I’ve ben sitting her this morning thinking about how good it felt to ride your cock last night. See? I’m ready for more right now. Mmmmmmm.”

She grinned at him, spreading her legs, and giving him a flash of her tiny pink pucker that made him weak with lust.

Kevin let out a low moan as his prick stirred back to life at the sight of that hot sissy pussy. It called to him, so tight and fresh and eager. 

“Feels like I’m still dreaming,” he grinned, rubbing himself over the thin fabric of his underwear.

He knew for sure though that he wasn’t, that the night before hadn’t been a dream. He’d been fucking this beautiful young slut hard and deep in her impossibly tight little sissy pussy!

I’ve got to stop, he told himself. I can’t keep fucking a trans girl, especially not one young enough to be my daughter. If anyone finds out, I’ll be crucified for being a total pervert!

He did his best to change the subject, to cool things off between them.

“What are your plans for the day?” he asked, shifting his erection.

Chanel locked eyes with him, holding his gaze. He felt his heart thump in his chest. He licked his lips as she pushed her hungry sissy pussy in his direction.

“I was hoping we could spend the day getting closer,” she teased, biting her lower lip. “I know you have the day off. My roommates are off at a beach party getting drunk until Sunday afternoon. I don’t have work or school. I have no reason to go home. I thought we could pretend I was your sweet young transgender bride, all in love and eager to share her body with you.”

“Chanel,” Kevin said, his mouth feeling dry, a tingle of excitement and fear racing through him. “We can’t keep doing this.”

“But baby,” she whined, “I can’t stop thinking about that hard cock of yours. I can’t help myself. I need to feel you inside of me, sir. All of you. Every inch of your love and every last drop of your creamy load. I need you.”

She was like a dog with a bone, figuratively and literally. She wasn’t going to let go until she got what she wanted. It drove him crazy, but it also turned him on. He was powerless once she used that innocent ‘young girl’ voice and said nasty things to him. He knew it was just a matter of time until she got what she wanted. If people thought he was a creep for fucking a trans model who looked like a barely legal beauty, what would they think if he kept dating her?

He had tried going back to women who had been born women, going back to fucking women, but it hadn’t felt the same since he had been with Chanel. They didn’t love cock the same way that she did. They spent such little time blowing him and when they did, they acted like they had done him a favor. With Chanel it was the opposite. She LOVED sucking his cock. She acted like it was the greatest thing in the world, choking and gagging on his throbbing boner. Not only that, she loved sperm. He could not say the same for most of the women he dated.

And then there was anal sex. Women never let him fuck them in the ass. He had only ever had vaginal sex before Chanel. She loved being fucked in her sissy pussy. It felt so much tighter than any pussy he had ever fucked, a snug little slice of paradise tucked between her bubbled ass cheeks. She loved sex and fucked him back, begged for more. She also loved the idea of him ejaculating inside of her. Up to that point he had only ever used a condom with her but every time she pleaded for him to take it off and seed her.

Own me, master, she pled in a breathy whisper. I want to feel you leaking out of me. 

He’d thought it was hot, but now she was pushing for it again. It wasn’t pregnancy he feared. Chanel couldn’t get pregnant if she tried. And it wasn’t disease he feared either. He believed she was clean and knew he was. It was getting too close. Kevin knew if they kept crossing lines they would soon go from being fuck buddies, friends with benefits, to something more. After being left by his wife, blindsided by her, he was afraid to get close to anyone again.

She made it difficult for him. She never let up. And now she was bottomless and begging for it and he could feel his resolve slipping away.
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