
Transgender ‘Surprise Package’ (2):

Young Guy Taken By Ridiculously Hot Shemale!  ©

––––––––

All characters in this story are above the age of 18 years.

The reader should be aware that there is graphic erotic content throughout this highly erotic work of fiction.

What are you waiting for?


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Transgender ‘Surprise Package’ (2): Young Guy Taken By Ridiculously Hot Shemale! (The Number One Shemale/Ladyboy Series: Transgender 'Surprise Packages', #2)

Transgender ‘Surprise Package’ (2):  Young Guy Taken By Ridiculously Hot Shemale!

Further Reading: Transgender Surprise Package (1): Shemale Foursome By The Pool!

EXCERPT FROM THIS STORY:

––––––––
[image: ]


‘It's okay, Danny,’ she said, reassuringly. ‘I'm a transsexual. I'm all-woman...except I have a penis.’

I looked back at her cock. It was gorgeous, just like the rest of her. It was about seven inches, a little slimmer than mine with a slight upward curve. Other than a small triangle patch of dark pubic hair above her shaft, she was clean-shaven. I was so conflicted and confused.  This beautiful woman who I had been lusting after...had a dick!  On the other hand...it was a beautiful dick, she was still a hot woman and I was still super turned on. I didn't know what to do so I let my lust decide.  I opened my mouth wide...

Amanda, taking my cue, pushed her hips forward and slid her dick past my virgin lips. ‘Ohhh,’ she purred.

I had no idea what I was doing. I gazed up at her, hoping for some direction. Sensing my uneasiness and lack of experience, she gently caressed my cheek with her delicate fingers.

‘Just use your tongue baby,’ she whispered, ‘lick me like a lollipop. Up and down.  There’s no right and wrong way to do it.  You know what you like to feel, down there.  Just do that.  Just do whatever comes naturally and be careful not to use your teeth.’
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‘RISE AND SHINE, SLEEPY head,’ I heard my mom's voice call out. ‘You’re not going to sleep in bed all summer!’

Fuck, I thought, I dam well should have just stayed at school for the whole summer. I was home between my freshman and sophomore year of college.  I ventured back to my mom’s because I needed some down time.  No classes, no homework, no projects, no demands from the social scene, nothing. I thought being home would provide me the quiet that I needed. I was wrong.

‘If you’re going to be home, you need to try and find a job,’ she told me.

‘The only place in town to work at is the grocery store.  But mom...that place is a shit hole,’ I replied.

‘Watch your language, young man!’ Mom snapped, ‘And work is work!’

‘Not really,’ I replied, knowing that I was fighting a losing battle.

‘Well, I met an older lady at the post office the yesterday.  She is new in town,’ Mom said. ‘We chatted and she said she could use someone to help her around her house, just to fixing and tidying a few things up. She moved into the Kingston's old house, on third street. Why don't you go over there and see if you can help out?  It’s honest money. Jennings is her last name. I’ll fix you some breakfast and you can get going.’

‘What am I a slave now?’ I retorted, ‘How much is she going to pay me?’

‘Why don't you try not being so spoiled,’ my mom snapped back. ‘Now go there or go find a job.  But either way, get your ass out of bed.’

‘Fine,’ I said, grudgingly getting up and pulling on my shoes. 
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I DROVE TO THE KINGSTON's old house, cussing the traffic and my shitty life cursing the entire way.  I pulled into the driveway, pleasantly surprised to see an attractive looking older woman pulling weeds in her front lawn. Parking the car, I walked up to the house.

‘Ms. Jennings?’ I asked, somehow already knowing the answer. ‘I'm Danny. I believe you met my mother, Carol Mortimer, at the post office last week? Tall lady, glasses.  She said you were looking for some help you around the house.’

‘Of course!’ she replied, ‘I'm glad you could make it. Please, call me Amanda.’

As we stood there chatting, I soaked up Amanda’s body.  She was definitely a MILF, I thought, feeling my cock swell a little against my pants. She was older, probably late forties, with long dark hair tinged with a fleck of grey.  Her eyes were big and green, hypnotising.  She was wearing an almost transparent white tank top due to being soaked from sweat. I could see her lacy, black bra peeking out from underneath, trying it's best to contain her large, round breasts. She sported a pair of short pink gym shorts that barely covered her clearly toned ass, her cheeks peeking out from under the he. She was rigid yet feminine, obviously keeping herself in good shape. My cock twitched a little in my pants while checking her out.  I've always had a thing for older women and Amanda was a good nine out of ten in my mind.

‘So, Amanda...what do you need help with?’ I asked.

‘Well, it's quite a lot actually,’ she began.  ‘I’ve only just moved in.  But this big old house needs some serious tending loving care. I was just weeding this front garden and I'd love some help if you're willing.’

‘Yes, ma'am,’ I replied, jokingly placing my hand to my head in a mock salute.  I felt my cheeks redden as she winked, giggling at my lame ass attempt to be funny.
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WE SPENT MOST OF THE day pulling weeds and cleaning up the house. I warmed to her immediately.  There was a genuine affection and softness in her eyes.  We chatted while working to pass the time. She asked me about school, what I was studying, what I wanted to do when I graduated, the usual. She told me that she had bought the house from the Kingston's just one months ago.  She had always wanted to live in a small town to get away from the hustle and bustle of the big city, and although it was difficult to get used to, she was quite enjoying the quiet life. She told me that she didn't have any family but felt right at home here in our small southern town.

Time flew by.  At 4pm we finished up for the day.  Amanda thanked me for my help. ‘I've got plenty more to do tomorrow,’ she told me as I was leaving.

‘Undesrtood,’ I replied grinning at the sight of her beautiful face. ‘I'll see you tomorrow morning.’

That night, I found myself thinking about Amanda.  My cock raged as I closed my eyes and suckled on her big tits.  She sucked my cock. I bent her over, fucking her while she screamed out my name, begging for more. Four strokes later, I came hard across my chest.  I fell asleep before cleaning myself.  Maybe this won't be such a terrible summer after all, I thought, drifting away to the image of Amanda in those tight, tight shorts.

And so it went for the next few weeks. I would arrive each morning, eager to help her with her with her mundane chores, sneaking peeks down her shirt at her tits or up her shorts at her cute little ass as the day progressed. Each evening I’d go home and jerk off thinking about her, wondering what it would be like to fuck a hot MILF like that. Before too long, we had that old house in pretty good shape.

One evening, after I had gone home and showered, I decided I would go back to Amanda's house and surprise her with nice dinner. I picked up two sirloin steaks and an order of mashed potatoes from the restaurant in town and headed to her house.

Excited, I knocked on the door but didn't get any answer. Weird, I thought, knowing her routine and knowing she must be at home.  The lights were on and I could hear the fanit sound of the TV.  But peering through the stained glass door front, I couldn’t see Amanda anywhere. Concerned, I clicked down the handle.  The door was open so I let myself in, my heart beating hard against my chest. I walked through the kitchen and into the laundry room. Still no sign of her.

I walked upstairs to the bedroom, ‘Amanda,’ I called out three times in quick succession.  No response.

The dim light in her bedroom flooded through a crack in her slightly open door.  I nudged open the door a few inches, peeking inside.  

The sight that greeted me was the most awesome thing my eyes had ever seen.  Amanda stood there, her back to me.  She was topless, gazing in front of a full-length mirror.  From the doorway, I could see her reflection but the angle hid me from her line of sight. Her breasts were so perfect.  I had jerked off to them dozens of times in the sanctuary of my own bedroom.  But her tits were even more perfect than my young mind had imagines.  My cock grew stone hard in my pants, immediately leaking a little pre-cum. She wore a pair of lacy, black bikini panties that accentuated the gentle curve of her toned ass nicely. Smiling at herself, she ran her hands down her body, across her breasts, over her flat, toned abs and around to her hips.

At this point, I couldn't help myself.  I could feel myself leaking so much pre-cum.  So I stepped back a little, took my cock out of my pants and started stroking myself.  I knew it wouldn’t take long to climax and I would deal with the mess once I was finished.  I just needed to release my seed.

As she teased her long fingers into her black panties, I let out a pre-orgasm gasp. She spun on her feet, immediately locking her eyes on mine then lowering her gaze to my cock.  

‘Danny!’ she shouted in shock, grabbing her red bath robe from the bed and covering herself up, ‘What are you doing?’

‘I'm so, so, so sorry,’ I stammered, pleading.  ‘You're just so hot and I...,’ I let the sentence tail away, not knowing what to do or say. Awkwardly, I wrestled my rock hard cock back into my pants.

‘How long have you been standing there?’ 

‘Not long,’ I said, quiet and ashamed. ‘I brought you some dinner.  We dinner for us.  But then I couldn't find you.  I knocked.  Then I was worried.  I’m so sorry, Amanda.  I was just trying to help.  And then...’

Suddenly, her face softened, ‘You think I'm hot?’ she asked, blushing slightly, ‘And you brought us dinner?’

‘Yes’ I replied with sincerity.  ‘I think you are very, very, very hot.’

She slipped her robe over her shoulders and sat down on the bed. ‘Come in here and sit with me, Danny,’ she said softly, patting a spot next to her.

I slowly pushed open the door, walked in, and sat down next to her, afraid to look at her.

‘It’s okay, Honey,’ she said, reassuringly, ‘It's natural for a young man to be curious about older an woman. I didn’t mean to give you the wrong signals.  Have you ever been with a woman Danny?’

The truth is I hadn't. I had watched some porn on the internet and kissed a few girls.  But I was still a virgin. ‘No,’ I replied, embarrassed.

‘That's okay, Sweetie,’ she whispered, scooting closer to me. ‘Maybe I can teach you a few things, how does that sound? Look at me, Danny.’

That sounds fucking great, I thought! I was ridiculously nervous but I nodded and turned to look at Amanda. God you’re so beautiful. She had untied her robe and opened the top, exposing her beautiful perfect tits to me. Very tenderly, she took my hand and placed it on her left breast.

‘Just like this, Danny,’ she whispered, squeezing and rotating her own breast with my hand. ‘Nice and soft to begin with.  Women like to be touched like this, Danny. Now you try.  Take my nipple and twist it gently between your fingers.’

I
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