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	preamble

	 

	Dear readers,

	 

	thank you for purchasing my book.

	 

	My name is Jupiter Hill. With this book I would like to share my pleasure and sexuality with you. Because what could be nicer than sharing your head cinema with other people?

	 

	"Chicks with Dicks" is the first part of a new series of erotic novels. As the name suggests, this is "transsexual eroticism". At the centre of the story is a young transsexual, Hanna Banana. The pretty Trans unexpectedly comes into the pleasure of meeting a strange man.

	 

	She starts an affair with him. And she has no idea what she's really getting herself into.

	 

	To make reading the story easier, I write in the first person form.

	 

	Your Jupiter Hill

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Hanna Banana

	My name is Hanna. Hanna Banana. I'm a young transsexual. And yet, meanwhile I am also 26 years old. I'm married to a very nice and successful man. Aaron earns a lot of money as a doctor. More precisely, as a plastic surgeon. Aaron has just turned 45 and reads every wish from my lips. 

	 

	I know there's a big difference in age. But how many transsexuals manage to find a husband? And then another one so well-off? Even if Aaron isn't visually a dream man, he's my husband. And maybe it's not the big love either. But I have grown very fond of him.

	 

	Three years ago Aaron asked me to marry him. How could I have said no? We'd only been together a year then. Of course we don't have children. We both wanted children, but we neither found a surrogate mother nor were we allowed to adopt. My caring Aaren works very hard and very much. I work a lot too. As an interior designer, decorating and designing is my passion. We live in San Francisco, in a fancy Victorian town villa.

	 

	Aaron is Jewish. He doesn't look like a model, but he's not ugly either. He is very friendly, polite, charming and courteous to everyone. Aaron is actually exactly how a woman should imagine her husband. But there is one small catch. And that really literally a "little hook". Aaron's penis is far below the American average and measures barely 10 cm.

	 

	I, on the other hand, am exactly right with 1.68 m. A little small, maybe, and with the hormones I'm taking. But just in the right places. I have very feminine curves, my cup size is 95 D. Aaron made it himself for my 25th birthday. My hair is blonde and it's up to my shoulders. My eyes are bright blue and deep as the sea.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Theatre

	Until that fateful evening I was actually very happy with my husband, with my marriage and also with my sex life. Now I could say "I didn't know any better". But that is not the truth. Truth is, I didn't want to know any better. A little over a year ago I had an evening appointment with a friend at the theater in Woodsboro. Woodsboro is a district that used to be characterised by wood processing. Many new buildings were built from its ruins, including many art buildings. It was a young, up-and-coming, dynamic quarter, so to speak. 

	 

	But that didn't happen. Unfortunately, my friend Emma had transferred me to the theatre, where I used to work with wood for weapons. So it came that I watched the play all by myself. It was a kind of youthful interpretation of Westside Story. I enjoyed the performance to the end. And when the theater was over, I went to the adjacent museum. There I looked at the works of art of the young artists. Currently the works of Axel Brunswick have been exhibited. 

	 

	Brunswick exhibited many stone and metal sculptures and above all works of art made of wood. And countless pictures. There were some beautiful photographs, especially in large format. Pictures from different areas of life. 

	 

	The central themes of Axel Brunswick are landscapes, architecture and people. But of course also eroticism. So I walked through the old production hall and stopped at a certain picture. It showed a slender, white woman who was tightly wrapped from behind by a strong black man. Her tits and cunt were almost completely covered by his big hands. I found the painting very erotic and it addressed me directly. It kind of fascinated me.

	 

	So I stood before the picture and tasted embarrassed by a glass of free champagne which was handed to me from the side. But suddenly I felt a look on my skin. A man stood beside me and looked at me from top to bottom. He was black as the night and looked very good. His shoulders were broad, his hair short. His smile was very friendly and his teeth snow-white. His deep brown eyes literally penetrated my soul. 

	 

	Despite my 168 cm and my high heels the man was still well a head bigger than me. His looks were open-hearted and completely uninhibited. But to be honest, they made me pretty nervous. I could clearly feel him trying to undress me with his eyes.
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