
Transgender erotica by 
Morgana

SEXUALLY EXPLICIT!
For adults only!



i had been on my way 
to san fransico. i 
had travelled that 
road many times 
before.

but i must have taken 
a wrong turn 
somewhere, because 
suddenly i stopped 
day dreaming, 
focusing on the road 
before me. I had 
never been here 
before.

google maps put me 
in the middle of los 
angeles. and the 
road just kept going 
and going.

and it was empty. 

i tried my phone. no 
bars.



i stopped by the 
buxom bar.

but then, suddenly, 
there was this road 
sign welcoming me 
to Delicious. I had 
never heard of the 
place, but i was not 
complaining. i was 
tired, thirsty, and 
needed help.

ok, 
could you 
tell me 
where i 

am?

well, sir, 
this is a 

little place 
called 

delicious, and 
you are in the 
buxom bar.

i see. 
could you 
be more 
specific, 

geography 
wise, i 
mean.



good 
question. 

one 
customer 
once said 
that the 

buxom bar is 
east of the 
sun, west 

of the 
moon.

but you 
are in 

california, 
sort of.

is there a 
phone i can 

use. i cannot 
get any 

reception.

ours is out 
of order, i am 
afraid, and the 

cell tower 
was hit by 
lightning 
two year 

ago.



why i 
am not 

surprised? 
well, is it 
long from 

san fransico 
from 
here?

yes, it is, 
i’m afraid.

we have 
a new guest, 

i see.
maybe 

we could 
let this one 

go, lea.



this 
one, bob, 

is my ticket 
out of here, 

and you 
know it.

welcome to 
the buxom 

bar, the bar 
known for its 

voluptuous 
ladies.

i’m leya.
i’m sam.

you’re 
sweet. you 
may like it 

here.



there is 
good new 

and there is 
bad news.

the bad 
news is 

that 
someone has 

already 
stolen your 
car. you are 

trapped 
here.

you may start 
walking, but it does 

not matter which 
direction you chose, 
you will always end 

up back here.

i have 
entered 

the twilight 
zone, have 

i?

you 
could say 

that. 



you 
have two 

choices. you 
can stay in 
delicious, 

find a 
job.

or you 
could join 

the crew here 
at buxom. 

work here for 
a year, and 

then the car 
will be given 

back to 
you.

i 
decided to 

work here. it 
is not a bad 

choice.

the sex 
is good, you 

know.



don’t 
listen to 
her. if you 

chose to stay 
here, you will 

lose your 
soul!

i am 
telling 

you, get out 
of this 
place.

i have 
still not 

gotten used 
to this body, 

you know.

nah, i 
find this 
girl a bit 
intriguing, 
to tell the 

truth.



what 
do you mean, 

used to?

i am 
just like 

you. i came 
her a year 

ago… a 
stupid 
young 
boy… did you say 

boy?



i don’t look 
much like a man 

now, do i?

this place 
is a honey 
trap, baby. 

whatever entity 
controls 

delicious want to 
make you its 
prisoner.

it is 
playing 
with us, 

testing our 
concepts and 

ideas. 
messing 
with our 
heads.

what 
makes us 
men and 
women?



you play 
with my tits 
and think: 

god this is a 
sexy 

woman.

your 
cock thinks 
i am a sexy 

woman.

the 
first few 
months i 

thought of 
myself as 

a man.

but 
when i 

look a this: 
you cock 

over my big 
tits, i am not 

so sure 
anymore.



i am 
all wet 

down there. 
my pussy is 
all wet.

you make 
no sense!



i can’t 
really 

remember how 
it feel like to 

have a cock 
anymore.

i just 
want you 

to fuck me 
hard, but 

remember, if 
you do, you 

will become 
the new 
buxom 
girl. whatever!



ok, 
boy, you 

have made 
your choice, 
even if you 

do not 
believe 

me.



you talk 
a lot of 

crap.
the 

strange 
thing is: i am 

going to 
miss this.



just 
remember, 

baby, do not 
fight it. the boss 

won’t like 
it.



but when i let my 
load go over her big 
tits i got dizzy. i 
felt like falling 
down into a dark 
well. I could feel 
wave after wave of 
heat flush through 
my body, as it 
softened, shrunk, 
expanded, changed.



i found myself by the 
bar, holding on to it 
in order not to fall 
over. in a flip 
second i realized 
that i had a new 
centre of gravity.



this… 
cannot be… 
happening…



well, 
honey, i did 
warn you. 

welcome to 
my world!

thanks to 
you, i can 

leave 
tomorrow, as 
my male self. 
maybe we can 
meet in san 

fransisco next 
year and swap 

recipes.

i suspect 
that is the 

only town that 
will embrace 
people like 
you and me.



why 
is it 

that no 
one listens 
to me? fuck 

it. well, 
blondie, have 

you ever 
worked in 

a bar?

i didn’t know what to 
say. i just leaned on 
the the bar, trying 
not to throw up. i 
was a girl dammit. i 
was a girl.



the next day. have you 
played with 
your tits 

yet?

sometimes 
i wonder if i 
should have 
accepted a 

job at 
buxom.

sure, i would 
have to suck cock, 

but i would have those 
wonderful tits to 

squeeze and caress 
and hold…

you 
know that 
the boss 

will be here 
soon, right. 

he is the 
first to 
fuck all 
the new 
girls.



he is going 
to play with 

your tits, you 
know and bend 

you over, 
spread your 

legs and 
thruscht…

i have 
to ask: if 

no one will 
sleep with 
you, why 

don’t you 
become a 

buxom 
girl?

billy 
here does 

not have the 
guts. he is 
like me, in 

that 
respect.

i 
would 

have been 
too, if i 

knew what i 
was doing. 

fuck it, greg, 
what am i 

supposed to 
do? i 

cannot be 
a girl.



belinda, 
the hair 

dresser, will 
teach you all 

the ladies’ 
stuff.

and as for the rest: 
you don’t have to learn 
anything. just spread 

your legs…

that’s 
enough 
billy!

see you 
later, 
billy.



you are 
the boss, 

aren’t 
you?

that’s 
what they 
call me.

can 
you explain 

what is 
going on 

here?



ah, some 
say that this is 
the result of 

aliens 
experimenting 

on us.

other 
blame 

demons, 
gods, 

witches, i 
don’t 
know.

why 
don’t you 

join me over 
here?

that’s a 
good girl!



i am 
scared.

billy 
was on to 
something 
you know. 
you have to 
play with 

your 
tits.

if i 
start 

touching 
this body it 

will all 
become 
real.

ha! it 
will all 

become real, 
i assure 

you.



so the 
powers 
that run 

this place 
want me to 
experience 

the life of a 
woman?

yes, and the fact that men 
are changed into women, and 

not the other way round, tells 
me that this has something to 

do with  male chauvinism.

how come?
the 
men 

who live 
around 

here are… 
well.. pigs. 
the fact that 

you have 
been a man 
does not 

mean a 
thing to 

them.



i 
refuse to 

fuck any of 
them.

you 
could, of 

course, but 
i cannot 

guarantee 
your 

safety.

if 
you are 

lucky, you 
will stay a 
girl for the 
rest of your 
life, never 

getting 
laid.

not that 
you have a 

choice, 
really.

do 
you 

remember 
the sounds 
leya made 
when you 
fucked 
her?



yes, i 
believe she 

liked it.

you 
are all 
woman 

now. can you 
smell that 

sweet 
scent? 
that is 
you.

show me 
your tits!



watching him kiss my 
tits started 
something inside me.

feelings of 
tenderness. i felt 
soft, beautiful, 
feminine.

mmmmmm!

oh my 
god, i can 
feel that 

all the way 
down to 

my…

pussy?



yeah, 
my pussy, i 

cannot 
believe i 

have a 
pussy.

i could feel him play 
with my anus, my 
pussy lips, my clit.

yeah, 
lick that 

clit!



you 
taste like 

woman.

oh wow!

i looked down at 
myself, the silky 
hair, the big tits 
looking out of my 
top, and his head 
between my legs.

i was a short girl, 
but with all the 
right curves.



then he pushed a 
finger inside my 
pussy. he let me 
feel the new room in 
there, how deep it 
was.

taste your 
pussy.

i let my girly 
fingers touch my 
clit and my pussy 
lips.

that’s so 
good!



jeeeezzz!



i was starting to 
enjoy this.

hi boss! 
have you 

seen 
blondie?

i was holding his big 
hard cock in my hand.

i wanted it. 



she is 
down there, 
isn’t she?



he lifted me up and 
pushed his cock into 
my soaking cunt.



it felt wonderful.



i let him do whatever 
he wanted with me.



i could feel my 
pussy muscles 
contract, trying to 
hold on to his cock.



i could feel a surge 
emanating from my 
crotch, spreading up 
to my tits and all 
the way down to my 
toes.



oh my god!

tits bouncing, silky 
hair swaying i cried 
out as the firs 
orgasm exploded 
inside me. then 
another. and 
another.



this was the best 
sex i had ever had.



i suddenly felt a 
strong feeling of 
relief.



i didn’t have to go to 
san fransico. i could 
stay here, having 
wonderful sex, 
whenever i wanted 
to.





epilogue.

yes, 
billy, i 

think you 
should work 
here. you are 
not much of 

a man 
anyway.

i have 
had the best 

sex in my 
life.

and you 
are a virgin, 
aren’t you?



that evening billy 
stood behind the 
bar.



well, 
billie, are 
you ready 

for the ride 
of your 
life?





i could hear her 
cries from my room 
on the first floor.



i am sad to say that 
billie never really 
learned to like 
womanhood the way i 
did.



but none of that 
matters, 
unfortunately. some 
of the men in 
Delicious love 
seeing her squirm.

come 
on billie, 

this is 
better than 
being a fat 
slop, is it 

not?







she had been a big 
man once. now she 
was a small woman 
with little muscle 
strength…



come 
on shorty, i 
am sure you 

like it!

..except in her 
pussy. she is known 
for her tight pussy.





and she has learned 
how to give head. roy 
likes to play with 
her big head while 
she sucks his dick.



billie tell me 
sitting on that ass is 
like sitting on a 
cushion. “this is 
better than a beer 
belly,” i tell her.



one day she will 
learn to relax, i am 
certain.



one day she will 
learn to  like it.



valerie key from 
reality kings and 
braziers.



tamara grace from 
brazzers.com

layla falcom from 
brazzers.com 
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femfluxx.blogspot.com


