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Chapter One

__________________________________

______________

The New Stepmom

Ithink everyone deserves to be happy. My dad, Clinton Walker is no exception. I love my dad. He’s a self-made man; and if you read FORBES Magazine religiously, you’ve probably heard of him from his role in the automotive parts industry.

My mom died when I was three years old from leukemia and this year I graduated high school. He was briefly married in his early twenties, but he had no children from it, and it didn’t work out. He married my mother later in life, and I was born the year he turned sixty. He stayed single while I was growing up.

Last year, my dad turned seventy-eight and he married Amber who is less than half his age, and is only twenty-eight! I could never understand why, except that I guess men like to keep going as long as they can - at least from a sexual point of view.

Amber seems okay, and she’s had it rough, being accused of being a “gold-digger,” and opportunist. I guess marrying later in life isn’t that unusual. I mean, look at actors like Al Pacino and Robert DeNiro having kids at close to my dad’s age. But dad and Amber don’t want any children. They met through an online dating site, and I guess Amber hit the jackpot. She still kept her parttime job as a dental hygienist.

I can’t get use to calling Amber “mom,” so I just call her Amber. A lot of my friends kid me about the “MILF” my dad married, and when we would all go out, my friends would say, “Hey Jeff, did you fuck your stepmom yet??” and they’d laugh.

Everything about my relationship with Amber was proper. She’d make breakfast for my dad and me before he went to his office, and I went to my classes at CW Post College. She worked parttime as a dental hygienist. I just started this month. I hadn’t had a mother figure in my life for many years and it was hard to get used to one suddenly pop up; especially when I thought it was “wrong” in so many ways.

I have to admit she was very nice to me though. She would ask me how my day was, and regale me with tales about her college life, which was only, what, seven years ago!? She would ask me who I was dating, about the girls in my class, always saying that if I ever needed any advice about women I could always come to her. So gradually, I warmed up to her.

The hardest thing for me to get used to I suppose was the fact that Amber was really fucking HOT; I mean super nova hot. For one thing, she was a perfect height, being five-feet-nine-inches tall; whereas I just a tad taller at just under six feet. Her figure was curvy and compact, with nice, shapely, long legs. Her breasts were a solid “C cup,” and she had an ass that looked like it was molded into her jeans. Her hair was a radiant mix of amber and copper red, flowing in shiny waves to the bottom of her breasts.

The most striking feature about Amber were her eyes - a natural emerald green. She had an angular sort of chin, which added something angelic to her face, and her smile and laugh was infectious. Her personality was kind, and she was fun to be with.

She took me shopping for clothes, and everybody mistook her for my girlfriend. That part was great for my self-esteem. Why would such a hot woman want to be seen with such an average guy like me? I wasn’t a star athlete, or a body builder.

She would melt when those tv ads would come on for homeless animals. Who wouldn’t like a person like that? It was easy to see how dad could fall for her. I really believe that she loved my dad, but something bothered me - I just couldn’t figure out what?

I refused to believe that money was a motive for her marrying my dad. Maybe I had a very naïve view of life and people’s motivations. Sure, he was extremely wealthy, and we lived in a very large and spacious home in Upper Brookville, Long Island, a very wealthy suburb of New York City; noted for its scattered mansions from The Guilded Age of the late Nineteenth Century.

We had a house staff for landscaping, housekeeping, even cooking; although that was used only when dad was entertaining business cronies. We had a small family; no one local. My dad’s two brothers were scattered: One living in London, the other brother moved to Belize several years ago with his family. The day to day stuff, Amber happily did.

A woman Amber’s age would, I would think, be interested in having more children, and I know for a fact that my dad, even though he didn’t take any meds, and was in perfect heath, wasn’t about to have any more children. I was enough.

******

Just around Christmas time that first year of college; during intersession, I got a job doing telemarketing near my house. It was something to do, and my dad believed in a man working and not getting fed from a golden spoon. Old Anglo Saxon Protestant ethics, I suppose.

Things changed a bit around the house. Amber started to dress a little more provocatively. Actually, a lot more provocatively. She wore heavy makeup around the house, very short skirts, and killer high heels that a woman would wear if she was either going out, or to work in a fancy place.

She bent over in front of me on purpose, and I could see the purple string from the thong she was wearing. She had on a seductive perfume, and a satin low-cut blouse where I could get a great look at her excellent cleavage.

I tried not to, but having a boner around her just couldn’t be helped. What could I say? I was nineteen years old and horny. My dad seemed not to notice. He would be sitting at the kitchen table reading his newspaper when she would catch me staring at her. She would give me a little knowing smile.

Could it be that she wasn’t getting anything from my dad? I don’t mean a baby, but could he not still satisfy her, and wouldn’t she have known that from the five months they were dating? I didn’t get it, and was too embarrassed to ask my dad about his sex life. I was shy around my dad. I learned about the “birds and the bees” from XHamster videos and other porn websites that turned me on.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

______________________________

____________

Discovery


One day I was in my room during intersession, and I was off from the telemarketing job. It was about ten o’clock in the morning, and I was still in the gym shorts I slept in with no t-shirt. I was on a website watching some slutty woman smoking a long, all white 120mm cigarette - that really turned me on.

I had a smoking fetish, and got very aroused watching her touch herself, her hand underneath her leather skirt, and moving it in a circle, taking seductive drags while looking at the camera and saying, “You know you want me, don’t you??” Her blouse was open, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts about the same size as Ambers.

The woman smiled and . . . holy shit! she pulled her skirt down, and the biggest cock I ever saw popped out from underneath her thong! He legs were spread wide opened, and she was wearing black, sheer pantyhose with a laced top mid - thigh level. She made a lip-smacking sound, and reached for a jar of coconut oil which she applied liberally to her cock and also reached around and placed it over her asshole. I knew what was coming next.

She took out a large flesh colored dildo, at least twelve inches long - a real monster! She sucked on it and made “Ummm” noises. Next, she placed her feet, spread wide on a chair in front of the camera and inserted it in and out of her ass repeatedly, while at the same time stroking her cock.

I had an irrepressible boner, and found myself pulling my gym shorts down my lap, and stroking my cock as well. I was really getting into it.

The fact that she was a biological male didn’t bother me in the slightest. I knew that I would probably jizz myself into my hand when she was done.

Out of the corner of my eyes, I saw a shadow appear on my right side. I froze, turned around, and saw - Amber - standing right behind me looking at my laptop screen! I froze. I cannot describe what I was feeling. Shock? Embarrassment? Shame? All of the above plus a lot more. I was speechless.

“Oh Jeff,” she said mockingly, “what do we have here?” She wore thick-framed glasses, and her long, luxurious hair was hanging over the front of my bare chest. She was wearing a long sleeved, white blouse, three buttons opened at the top, and a short, black satin skirt, with the killer high heels on, and she smelled of clove oil - dentist office smell. “Oh my, this looks very interesting,” she said.

******

She looked down at my lap where I happened to have my fist grabbing the shaft of my cock, which was, I suppose, an average length. Purposely, she touched the back of my neck with her tits pressing in, and her hair falling down the front of my bare chest.

“Well, I see this really turns you on!” she said sarcastically. No shit Sherlock - why else would I be watching it?

“Oh, and I see that smoking really turns you on too! You must have a smoking fetish . . . at least,” she said. “As well as it looks like you have a thing for transgender women!? Now isn’t that interesting.”

I had to say something. “Uh, yeah, well, I don’t do this all the time,” I said sheepishly.

“Yes, but I bet you didn’t expect to get caught, did you?” she said laughing.

“Uh, no I didn’t. Please don’t tell my dad,” I said, almost praying.

She smiled a wicked smile at me. “Jeff, Jeff,” making a “tsk, tsk,” sound. “Now why would I want to do anything like that? But let me ask you something,” she said. “Don’t you have a girlfriend, or someone you’re dating?”

“No, I don’t.” I thought would play the sympathy card here. I gave it all I had. “Who would want to date a guy like me? - a nobody. I’m not a ‘cool guy,’ or a chiseled gym rat.”

“Oh, so is that what this is all about?”

“Kind of,” I said. I’m still a virgin, and I don’t do well talking to girls. I’m always on the sidelines looking in at all the action,” I said.

“But transgender women??” she said. “Since when has that been a thing?”

“It isn’t - I just happened to see it and it really turned me on.”

“You’ve never, how shall I put this; had the urge to dress up like a girl? Come on, don’t be shy. There’s nothing wrong with it. I mean this is 2023 after all!”

I don’t know why, but I detected a note of kindness there instead of mockery. Amber was never anything but nice to me, and I told you about the little smile when she noticed my boner after I stared at her at the breakfast table. So, now, it was much different; our relationship was moving with its own inertia into uncharted territory.

“Just a sec, I’ll be right back,” she said. “Oh,” looking at my had, still frozen around my cock, “hold that thought,” and she left the room laughing.

******

She came back into my room, and she was holding a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette! God, she looked hot. She had the cigarette at a sexy dangle from out the corner of her mouth. “So this turns you one, eh?” lighting up from a thin silver, butane lighter.

“Amber,” I said very surprised (but also glad), “I didn’t know you were a smoker!”

She laughed. “Yes, your dad only allows me to smoke when we go out for the evening, or if I go outside the house.”

“But I’ve never smelled it on you before.”

“Well, maybe you should smell me more often then, Jeff,” she said, smiling.

She lit up and walked over to me. “Tell you what. I won’t tell your little secret if you don’t tell mine, deal?”

“Deal,” I said. I had a feeling that there would be just a few more secrets flying around soon. My cock was aching and throbbing by this point. “Umm Amber, can I ask you a personal question?”

“Sure Jeff, what?”

“Be honest with me. What’s the deal between you and dad? I mean, what’s your sex life like?”

She shook her head. “Fair enough, I’ll tell you. But I don’t want you thinking any less of your dad, ok?”

“Of course not, why would I?”

“Okay then. Well, your dad, how can I put this. He doesn’t enjoy what you or I would call ‘conventional sex.’” She was assuming too much of me, but that’s for later.

“What he enjoys is lying in bed, while I sit across from him, nude, and masturbating, with my fingers until I’m sopping wet, and then make myself climax either with my fingers or by shoving  a large dildo like that (pointing to the computer screen) up my pussy until I come like a waterfall. Maybe I’ll do it two or three times while you father . . .ahem! . . . while your father jerks off to me, and then falls asleep.”

I was getting a little uncomfortable hearing the exploits of dear old dad, but honestly I was getting aroused from listening, and absentmindedly fingering my cock. She noticed and laughed. “See! I guess it runs in the family and I’m only talking about it Jeff!”

“Then there’s a bit more. You okay with this?” she asked as she saw I was shifting around with a look of shock on my face.

“He also likes roleplay games, where I’m a little girl caught masturbating, and daddy catches me and punishes me.” She did a cute pretend pout.

“Punishes you? How?”

“Well, I’ll lie across him naked sometimes and he’ll spank my butt with his hands a few times.” I listened, transfixed on her smoking, taking cheek-hollowing drags, and seeing her blouse opened wider, giving me a clear view of her tits.

“Then, he’ll take my dildo and shove it up my butt until I come while I finger myself. That’s also considered his punishment. You see Jeff, I love it too, and we’re both comfortable with it, except for one thing.”

“Oh, and what’s that?” She got close to me, her smoky breath making me harder than the Empire State building, and ready to burst. She spoke in a whisper and bit her bottom lip.

“I want to be FUCKED . . . by a real man’s cock!” She let a minute or two pass, staring at me.

“Do you think you’re up for it? And we can roleplay too - it’ll be fun!”

“Like what,” I said.

“Well . . . for starters . . . I could be the wicked stepmother playing all sorts of games with my innocent, virgin stepson!” Indeed I was, but I didn’t think that would last for too much longer.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

______________________________

____________

Roleplay


She came back into the room; a fresh cigarette dangling from her lips and took a seat on a padded chair against the wall across from the foot of my bed. She spread her legs apart and slowly undid the fasteners of her black skirt, all the while keeping her eyes on me.

I could see the front of the purple thong, now exposed. She opened the buttons of her satin blouse, one by one, until they were all undone. Her movements were slow and deliberate. She wasn’t wearing a bra and I could see her pert nipples poking out from underneath her blouse. My cock was thrumming in my hand, a bit of pre cum leaking out onto my fingers.

“I’m going to make you really crazy Jeff, beyond all of your wildest dreams. This is not going to be ‘a quickie.’” I didn’t expect, nor was I hoping that it would be, either.

She shimmied out of her skirt and kicked it aside. The video was on pause, and I left it on. The model was in mid-dildo insertion, her mouth opened in a moan, like she was rooting for me. Amber’s pussy was sopping wet and glistening, with a thin, shiny goo, and she ran her middle finger down the length of her pussy, from her mons, down to just before her ass. Then she took the same finger and put it up to her mouth and sucked on it, staring at me.

I was beyond gone. She touched herself again, moving her finger around in a circle, and she stood up and slowly walked over to me. “Mommy thinks you’ve been a good boy Jeff, so I’m going to give you a little taste,” as she took a slow drag from her cigarette, exhaling the smoke across to my face.

She leaned over to me and made a circle around my nose with her finger, giving me a smell of that extraordinary bouquet that was her woman. Then she placed it slowly between my lips, playing a little game, inserting it in just past my lips, and then finally all the way into my mouth so I could suck on it.

“How do you like mommy’s treat?” She asked with a seductive voice. I was living my own taboo porno video come to life! “I have more for such a good boy!”

******

Amber withdrew her finger from my mouth and leaned into me, pulling aside both halves of her open blouse, giving me a perfect view of her perky, soft, firm breasts. I moved my head close to her and stuck my tongue out and began slowly licking her breasts around the nipples, and gently biting them with my teeth. She gasped when I bit down.

My cock was still hard as a rock, and I was super surprised when Amber bent down and grabbed my cock, rubbing it around her wet nipples where my mouth just was. I was dying for her to place those lips, covered with peach lip gloss around my cock.

That’s just what happened. She took a nice, cheek-hollowing drag of her cigarette, and placed her lips around the tip of my cock, exhaling smoke around it, and sticking her tongue out to lick around my “vicar’s hat,” in  a circle, making “Ummmm” sounds.

I grabbed her long silky hair and rubbed it on my tummy and thighs. It smelled like watermelon shampoo. I was bombarded with sights and smells I never had before. Needless to say, I really enjoyed this “game” we were playing.

She slid her lips slowly around the entire shaft of my cock, eyes looking up at me, and then going faster and faster. I thought I would come any second. She picked up her speed, and the choice was taken from me. I shot a cannonball load right into the back of her throat. Amber took it like a pro. She kept on sucking without saying a word.

Then she finally withdrew and lifted her head up to me. My jizz was dipping down the sides of her mouth, white and thick. She wasted no time in kissing me on the mouth, the salty taste of my jizz mingling with her smoky breath, and the flavor of her peach lipstick gloss. She maneuvered herself so she was sitting in my lap now, across my legs.

“You’ve been such a good boy, Jeff. Now mommy needs you to take care of her. But first I have a toy for you, for being so good.” I wondered what the hell that could be. She reached into her Gucci bag and pulled out a silicone ring, which she slipped over my semi-erect cock. I was amazed at how hard I became again. I saw videos of this being used by the trans woman in the video.

She hopped onto the bed, and lie down with her knees bent and her legs spread apart. I didn’t have to be told anything at this point. I placed my face between her legs, inches away from her glistening pussy; the lips red and swollen. The height of arousal.

“Mommy needs her good boy to give her some pleasure, and for that she will reward you more!” I placed my tongue against her clit, pushing away the hood and touching it - a hard little knob. “I want you to play with ‘the little girl in the boat,’” which is what she called her clit. She kept her hair short, but the soft, springy texture of it felt good against my face; the musky odor turning me on more; juices flowing around my tongue.

I made circles with my tongue, and she gasped, grabbing onto my long hair. Now I licked down the entire length of her sopping pussy, tasting the tangy wetness, and pushing through to the opening, entering it.

She bucked her hips higher to give me better entrance and I went in as far as I could. She shuddered and squirted, maybe her third orgasm. “Now mommy wants you inside of her, to give her pleasure,” she continued, gasping in the third person.

I was just about to get on my elbows, but she flipped over suddenly and had her butt facing me. “I want you to fuck the hell out of my pussy like a good boy, okay Jeff?”

I said nothing and got on my knees behind her and slid right into that silky goodness. She was tight, and I was almost ready to come again after emptying myself in her mouth. She moved her hips up to me to meet my thrusts. I pounded away until I couldn’t take it anymore and I grunted with pure pleasure and came inside of her; my cock surrounded by the warmth of my own jizz and her wetness.

The ring kept me hard and I kept going, feeling more wetness, as she came also, again and again. I was charged and aroused beyond what I thought was possible. From all the stories my friends told me about their first times, I knew I was way past theirs. Amber was very experienced, and was the perfect teacher. Our little game turned me on.

We lie next to each other on my bed, and she lit up a cigarette. She offered me one and said, “Mommy wants you to try one, and see if you like it. I promise you’ll enjoy our games more.” She lit up, took a deep drag, exhaled, and said, “it’s so pleasant. It would please mommy a lot.” I had smoked pot before in high school and a little weed in college, so I was used to smoking.

I took a cigarette from Amber, and we both stayed in bed for a little while longer before she had to get up and go to work. She had dressed up just to excite me, and I think we would have done what we did even if I wasn’t watching the video.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

____________________________________

__________________

Such a Slut!


Acouple of weeks passed by since that incredible first encounter in my room, and intersession was over, and I was back to the spring semester of my freshman year. My father was none the wiser and Amber never mentioned what her activities were with my dad. I was a little uncomfortable hearing about it. TMI!

A new pattern had started shortly after that morning. Sometimes at night I would be awakened by Amber coming into my room, and fondling my cock. I would become erect immediately, and I felt her warm lips licking and suckling my cock to life. Sometimes it would be a quick blowjob and she’d leave my room. Other times she just wanted to be fucked. I gladly obliged.

She was careful not to let my father know anything. I told myself that I wasn’t hurting my father, because Amber and him had a different relationship than we did, and she wasn’t going anyplace.

My father’s business sometimes took him on trips across the country to visit clients for his auto parts business which dealt with luxury cars. The parts were hard to come by, and my father stepped in with dealers all over the US. Even though he was in his late seventies, he kept himself in pretty good shape and had no plans to retire any time soon.

He announced one morning at breakfast that he would be leaving this weekend for a two week trip to California and Kansas City. When my dad’s head was turned Amber shot me a little smile. That night she came into my room like she usually did, but she had something to tell me.

“Jeff, we’re going to play a new game, and I think it’s something you’ll enjoy.” There was a silence, and I asked, “Okay Amber . .” she corrected me quickly, “Call me mommy.”

“Okay mommy, what is it?”

“That’s better darling,” and she kissed me deeply on the lips.

“Mommy has always wanted a teenage girl to love and do things with.” I stiffened a bit.

“I see how you look, and you’re very handsome. You also have a nice body, and I think you’d make a very pretty girl, just like the ones in those videos you like to watch. I want you to be a smoking, whorish, bratty daughter that mommy has to discipline. Would you like to play with me? I think it will be lots of fun! I’ll even give you a pretty name. How does Lynn sound?”

I was stunned. She was into crossdressing men, or transgendered women. I’m pretty sure it was the latter. So smoking and cross dressing played a big role in her sex fantasies, as I was about to find out.

“Uh, it sounds . . . uh, interesting Amb . . . uh, mommy. What do I have to do?”

“Well, it’s very simple honey,” she said. “We’re going to go shopping, and I’ll pick out some very sexy outfits for you.” She looked me over closely. “I think we’re about the same build and size, so it shouldn’t be a problem.”

Then she took out her iPhone and showed me a group where guys who wanted to cross dress could go, and dress and form “new relationships” with like-minded individuals. “So you see Jeff, it isn’t that strange after all. You just have to know where to look.”

It sounded reasonable to me. Then she said, “But fortunately for you Jeff, you have a hot woman who wants to play ‘dress-up’ with you, and you don’t even have to leave your house!”

So after my dad left on Saturday morning, Amber and I went shopping. I wasn’t embarrassed at all because I had Amber with me.

******

She picked out the sluttiest, sexiest clothes right down to the lingerie which she paid a fortune for at Victoria’s Secret. I had a boner during the whole selection process, and right in the middle of Victoria’s Secret, when the salesgirl wasn’t looking, she squeezed my cock playfully and shot me a smirk.

She bought black sheer laced nylon pantyhose with a frilled top that would go over my knees, a garter belt with straps for the pantyhose, a matching satin thong, several satin blouses, a blue light denim miniskirt, and even high heels. We even stopped off for makeup supplies which I think I may have known more about than her from all the YOUTUBE videos I watched.

The most expensive item was a wig, which matched Amber’s hair color. I had brown eyes, so it looked good. When we got back home, Amber decided that I needed to shave all my body hair off, so she took me into the bathroom and made me get into the shower. Thankfully, she spared my eyebrows.

“You’re looking very nice, Lynn! You will make mommy very happy. Now, let’s get you dressed!” First, we had to eat, so we ordered in pizza. It gave me a little time to decompress, and Amber poured us both a glass of red wine to “set the mood.”

She took out a cigarette for each of us, and we sat at the table smoking. “Now let’s plan our little game.”

Immediately, I got very hard, thinking of all the clothes laid out upstairs, how they would feel, and what game we would play.

“Now,” she said. “You will be my slutty teenage daughter and I will catch you smoking a cigarette in your bedroom, and well, naturally, how would I punish a fifteen year old bratty daughter I caught smoking??”

“I’ll leave it to you to decide Amber.” She came over and kissed me. “What a good girl you are! Mommy is so proud of you! Remember, mommy knows best.”

I got dressed very slowly and deliberately, with  Amber watching intently. The first to go on were the panties, and Amber’s eyes were glued on me to see just how I would react. They felt indescribable going over my newly shaved legs and up my thighs. They went right over my waist, wrapping my hard cock up in cool, black satin, with a string going through my butt cheeks.

The pantyhose were black, sheer, nylon, and stretched. They fit just right. Next came the garter with the straps. Amber was quick to jump out of the chair, saying excitedly, “I must have you put the wig on now, Jeff, er, I mean Lynn honey.”

There was a cap that came with the wig. After I had the wig on securely, Amber took me into the bathroom and applied the makeup - foundation, blush, eyeliner, mascara. My eye lashes were kind of thick, so false eyelashes I didn’t need. But what I did need were the fake painted nails. She applied those expertly. I looked at myself in the mirror now, with the lingerie, makeup, and wig on.

Amber was amused as I looked at myself in the mirror; ‘seducing myself,’ by licking my lips, and winking, and rubbing my hands over my body, looking at myself sideways. Damn! Not only could I pass as a woman, but as a very HOT woman. I loved it - all my fetishes were coming true. I went from a zero, a dud as a guy, to a ten as a woman in forty minutes!

The bra was interesting. Because I had some fat on my chest, the bra pulled the skin together, and it gave off the illusion of having breasts that were pretty decent.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

______________________________

____________

Fun and Games!


Amber loved what she saw, walking around me and admiring her work. “Now pick out whatever blouse you want. Remember, you’re a teenage slut, a fifteen year old hooker in training, ok?”

“Yes mommy,” I said very obediently. There were three blouses to choose from. I liked the sky blue satin long sleeve the best. I had a choice of three miniskirts. I chose the light denim with the polyvinyl belt. Now the fully dressed “Lynn” was open for business. Amber was standing behind me, placing her chin on my shoulder admiring me. I opened my mouth as if to say something, then stopped.

“What is it honey? Did you want to tell mommy something?”

“Yes, mommy. Do you think we could go out together sometime together all dressed up? I’d really like that. Maybe we could pick up guys together?”

“What a wonderful idea Lynn! Yes, of course we can. Maybe one night next week if you don’t have any studying to do, that is.”

I felt so fucking horny all dressed up. Like, I really wanted to suck a cock - that’s how slutty I felt. Since I didn’t have a cock here, I would have to let Lynn fuck me with her strap-on. Maybe she had one in a smaller size? I would worry about that later.

Amber then gave me a present. A Gucci handbag of my own, with gold lettering on it. It must have cost a fortune. Amber had no need to buy a knock-off; she could afford the real thing with dad’s money at her disposal. Inside it was a leather wallet with my own credit cards! There was also a complete makeup case, a leather cigarette case for 120mm cigarettes like Virginia Slims, another little bag for change and odds and ends. I was total femme!

“Now here’s what we’ll do honey,” she said. I’ll leave you in the bedroom, and you can put some music on. Then you can light up a cig, and I’ll come upstairs and bust in on you!” I was loving it and had the biggest erection of my life!

******

So it sounds crazy, but I really wanted to fuck myself! When Amber wasn’t around, I wanted to dress up and masturbate in front of the mirror looking like the biggest slut whore on Long Island. A few weeks back she introduced me to butt plugs.

I’d seen plenty of them in the videos I watched, but didn’t have any personal experience with them. But now I had. I was already up to the medium size of the five she gave me.

I loved to scrunch my butt cheeks together and feel that nice tingling feeling that made my cock hard. I was even able to jerk off with it, just touching my cock the bare minimum. I imagined it close to coming like a real woman.

I walked into the bedroom, sat on the bed, and had Alexa turn on some music. Looking in the mirror above my dresser, I held up my handbag, and there was a little bottle of perfume in that small bag I mentioned earlier. I sprayed just a little bit on - for further arousal. I pulled out the leather cigarette case and opened my new celebratory pack of Virginia Slims 120s.

For the first time, I saw a smoking slut looking back at me through the mirror. I dangled the cigarette from the corner of my mouth and lit up. By this point I had a nice nicotine addiction going, and Amber was right - it was the best thing to smoke after sex.

I stood there, puffing, and turning and looking at myself, as my body moved to the music. I reached into my denim skirt, and pulled my cock out from under the thong, rubbing it on the cool, silky polyester lining of the skirt, with my cigarette dangling from my lips. I heard Amber coming up the stairs.

I hear her calling out “Lynn, are you in your room dear? I came home early from work today. Mommy wants to talk to you, okay?” Then the door swung open, and Amber had a look of shock and disbelief on her face.

“What are you doing young lady!!!??? Smoking??? And what is it with all that whorish makeup you’re wearing???”

“I didn’t expect you home so early mommy! But yes, I’m a smoker. All the boys think it’s cool, and they love girls who smoke! They even say we give the best blow jobs!”

“Blow jobs??? But you’re only fifteen Lynn! You look like a, like a . . . oh my God! A hooker!!”

“But mommy, I can’t help it, please understand! I’m hooked on smoking, and it just makes me want to fuck every guy in school! Anyway, I want to be just like you!”

“And what am I like, Lynn?? Do you think your mother is a slut???”

“Well, I don’t know. I mean you’re very sexy and all I’ve ever wanted was to be like you mommy. Please understand.”

“Ok dear,” Amber said, pointing a finger at me parentally. I’ll allow you to smoke, but only around me and in front of me - no smoking behind my back - understand?”

“Yes mommy. Can you teach me how to do it with guys??? Please?”

“Ok Lynn, mommy’s had a long day, and I need a cigarette too. I see you smoke my brand. Please be a good girl and give me one.”

“Sure mommy, thank you for understanding, and  . . . here,” I handed Amber a cigarette and she lit herself up from the tip of mine.

“Now, Lynn, mommy still has to punish you, so, I want you to lick mommy’s pussy out like a good little slut. You did say that you wanted to be a slut like me, didn’t you?”

“Yes Mommy, I did.” I watched Amber as she slowly unbuttoned her white satin blouse, leaving it on. Of course there was no bra underneath it, and her nipples were sticking up through the material. I held my cigarette with one hand, and I was grabbing my cock with the other hand, stroking it. I was also scrunching my butt cheeks, letting the plug do its work. Coming prematurely was the last thing I wanted to do.

Amber shimmied out of her black satin skirt, and was wearing no panties underneath. I was amazed to see that she was glistening, and I hadn’t even touched her yet.

She sat herself down in the chair and opened her legs wide, then reached into her bag and tossed me a cock-ring. “Remember Lynn, good little tranny slut hoes always carry cock rings, and wear butt plugs in their asses.”

“Yes mommy.”

“Now get to work!” She said, staying in character.

I got on my knees and bent over sending my tongue to work on her clit. I took a last drag on my cigarette and handed it to Amber, blowing the smoke all over her pussy.

She was moving around and moaning, and I was an expert by this time, moving my tongue in perfect circle, making Amber crazy. I bent in further and put my whole mouth on her pussy, licking up and down, all the way down to her ass.

She picked her hips up more, so I could get my tongue to move around her puckered, cherry asshole, and it made her squirt all over my face. I was covered in her woman. I loved eating out amber. I was close to cumming myself, the cock ring and butt plug, making it an urgency.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

______________________________

___________

New Tricks

Let’s go the bed dear, mommy has more punishment for you,” Amber said. She lie on her back, knees bent, and her hips raised. I continued what I had started on the chair. She was sopping wet now. I played with her clit some more and with my fingers, played with her nipples. I shimmied out of my denim skirt and kicked it to the floor.

“Mommy needs a good fucking dear with your gurl cock now!” she commanded.

“Yes mommy, of course. Anything you say.” She got on her hands and knees, and we did it doggy style. That was our favorite position.

I was as hard as a rock, and she was slicker than black ice, so I had no trouble. I slid in easily, and she gyrated her hips in a circle around my cock, the ring at the base. I was thrusting very fast, and she bucked her ass and met me thrust for thrust. I couldn’t contain myself any longer and I came deep inside her, like a cannon. I continued my thrusts, and my cock was slick with a coating of my jizz and her juice.

She pulled off me, turned around and put my cock in her mouth. She sucked on me and looked me in the eyes, moving her head back and forth. My jizz was dribbling down the sides of her mouth onto her chin. I squeezed my butt cheeks together, and the sucking continued. I came again from all the stimulation.

She pulled off me, and both of us were on our knees now facing each other. We kissed, and I tasted her pussy and my jizz in my mouth. I felt I could keep going for as long as she wanted it. We pulled apart. “Mommy has some real punishment now for you Lynn, you little tranny slut!”

Lynn got off the bed and went into her bedroom. When she came back into my bedroom she was wearing a belt with a strap-on dildo; the monster size, nine inches of silicone cock. I removed the butt plug, and Amber had a jar of coconut oil at the ready, and began smearing it over my ass.

I got on my knees, this time I was in front, facing the head of the bed. She played with the toy over the opening to my asshole, bumping me with it gently, and then I gasped; she thrust it all at once deep inside me. I could feel it tearing at my insides. The mix of pain and pleasure was incredible.

She continued in and out, in and out. “How does it feel to be a real cum slut, Lynn dear. Would you like to suck on a real cock?”

“Yesssss mommy, . . . I would!” I gasped. She held it in deep, all nine inches inside me, and I grabbed hold of my cock and started stroking it. Before I knew what was happening, I felt a warmth rush through my insides, and I shot a load onto the towel that covered the pillow. She pulled out of me slowly, making me grateful for her introducing me to the butt plugs.

We turned facing each other and kissed.

“You’ve been a good girl Lynn, I think you’ve learned a good lesson today, and we have two whole weeks to improve. Soon, we’ll be taking real cocks home to play with!”

“I hope so mommy, I can hardly wait!”

❤️❤️❤️
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