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Chapter One

Keith Yarnow was a trust fund baby, but unlike the stereotype, he wasn’t lazy by any means. He had a solid business sense, wasn’t afraid of failure, and also had a rather “odd” sense of humor that made him fun to be around. At twenty-six, he had made some fairly decent accomplishments on his own. College educated, with a head for designing things, and a Master’s Degree in Engineering, he was fascinated by flight. As a kid he had flown many radio-controlled model aircraft, and even conducted experiments with high-altitude weather balloons. Sending objects to the fringes of space, he loved to take photos and videos from cameras hanging from the balloons, protected against the cold in various containers of his design. His mind was always working on something, never resting. Last year he made his own glider aircraft, capable of carrying a human pilot. He set a record, flying over the Grand Canyon, to Southern California, using mountain ranges and air currents to maintain lift.

But what he really loved above all was hot-air ballooning, with an extra-large gondola to take friends on trips. He was currently working on something. For all his popularity, and the friends and camaraderie that his hobby attracted he was lonely; for female companionship especially. One day, he discussed his situation with Bill Emerson, a longtime friend from high school.

“Keith,” Bill said to him over coffee at a Santa Fe, New Mexico coffee shop, “You’ve gotta’ make more time for a social life if you’re ever gonna get a woman,” he said as he leaned back in his chair appraising his friend. “You’re going to have to get yourself out of that hangar and workshop of yours - and I don’t mean in the air.”

“Yeah I know Bill, but I don’t do well in bars and that whole scene. First of all I’m skinny, and I’m only 5’8” tall. I’ve got a great height and weight for gliding, but girls want gym rats, and guys that, you know, appear on the covers of erotica books and magazines.” His friend studied him.

“When was the last time you’ve had sex, Keith; I mean really, and jerking off doesn’t count.” He laughed.

“Humm, let’s see”-

“See?” Bill said. “That’s what I mean. You can’t even remember! That is not something you would forget - ever. You need some help there buddy. Lucky for you, your buddy Bill is here for you,” he said with a smile.

“So what do you propose? The online dating sites suck - I’ve tried them. I had one girl who used another woman’s photo, and it was horrible - embarrassing even.”

Bill took a few minutes to think about that, and sat back in his chair. “Maybe you could . . .” He stopped himself in mid-sentence, thinking about how he was going to broach the subject with his friend. He smiled. “No, it’s too crazy, even for you - and me!”

“What? Tell me,” Keith asked, leaning over the table with genuine curiosity of what his friend had in mind. Bill put his hand under his chin and looked his friend squarely in the eyes.

“I think your approach is all wrong,” Bill said, collecting his thoughts. He wagged his finger in the air, as he sipped his coffee.

“Keith, do you remember Joe Fahnuke?”

“Joe Fahnuke? Our high school star pitcher in senior year?”

“The one and the same,” Bill said.

“What about him?”

“Very few people knew about this back then, but since I was a jock, I was privy to the whole thing.”

“Go on,” Keith said, very curious.

Well, Joe was chasing Marsha Sexton, the captain of the cheerleaders. You remember; the girl with the biggest tits on the whole squad, long blonde hair, tight, compact butt.”

“Oh yeah, I remember her. I heard she’s a neurosurgeon now at the U of Texas.”

“Well, whatever. Joe tried dating her and nothing worked. It became a little inside joke, about how many times he would get rejected, etc., So . . . The guys worked on a bet. They had a pretty sizable pool going from what I remember. They bet Joe, to try and get it on with Marsha by dressing up like a woman, because the rumor was, that Marsha was a lesbian, and only dated girls.”

Keith never heard this story before and became quite interested. “So what happened,” he said.

“Well . . . my sister, Gwen, who was a sophomore in college at the time, said that she could make him pass for a woman, and be so convincing, that he could land Marsha, and just about any guy or girl that Joe wanted! At first, Joe was like, ‘you’re all INSANE! That’s absolutely out of the question. What if someone finds out? I’ll be ruined, scarred, and stigmatized for life!’ The guys were insistent, and wouldn’t let it go. But Joe was adamant and kept refusing, until he saw it with his own eyes.”

“Saw what?” Asked Keith, now sitting on the edge of his chair.

“Well, there was this party at one of the girl’s houses, I forgot who exactly. I just remember that her parents were away. I think you were there too.-”

“Debra Preston!” Keith exclaimed. “Yes! Debra Preston,” Bill said banging his fingers on the table top. “That was a wild time. I was drunk off my ass; and if I remember correctly, so were you.”

“Joe saw Marsha making out with that guy, what’s his name, the kid who liked to wear makeup to school.”

“Eliot Biel,” Keith said.

“That’s right! Eliot Biel - of all people. She ended up taking him upstairs that night, and they started dating shortly after that. Well, that was enough to convince Joe. He decided to let my sister Gwen make him up as a woman. She did such a great job, that Joe didn’t even recognize himself. Hell, even I wanted to go out with him, er, her!”

“Yeah, but what about - you know - his cock?”

“What about it? Marsha was very turned on by it, the way I heard it. She dug it.”

“Okay,” Keith said. So let me get this straight. You’re saying that if I do myself up as a woman, I can get women to go out with me? Have sex with me?”

“That’s exactly right buddy boy,” Bill said, appealing to Keith’s intellect. “How lucky have you been the conventional way? Not too good, by your own admission. Come on now Keith, I’ve always known you as a man who thinks out of the box. Nowadays, everybody’s heard of transgender women, crossdressing; and I happen to think you’d be pretty successful. Besides, you may find a girl who is really turned on by it, and would even date you when you aren’t dressed as a woman. You could find the love of your life, you never know. Nothing ventured, nothing gained.” Keith was silent for a while. Maybe, he thought, there was some way he could connect his love of flying, hot air ballooning, to his sex life. Crazier things have been done, he thought.

KEITH

Iwent home that night after tinkering around with mechanical drawings in the hangar for a few hours, thinking seriously about what Bill had said to me earlier. The sight of very sexy women got me hard all right, but what about a man dressed as a woman. How many men have I seen like that who got me aroused and I wasn’t even aware they were transgender. I bet a lot of them. Still, there is something arousing about dressing female that, I don’t know, might be nice. I never tried, although to be truthful with myself I have fantasized about it. I also get turned on easily by watching very attractive women smoke. I have since I was a teenager. I haven’t exactly spent a great deal of time researching it; the smoking fetish I mean. I just knew that it was very strong.

So I ordered (just an experiment, mind you!) some exotic lingerie from an online store, and had it shipped to me. If I do something, even as an experiment, I like to go all-out. I also included a wig - long hair, brunette-auburn. I ordered a short, black polyvinyl skirt, killer fishnet pantyhose with straps, a white-laced topped black longline bra to shape my midsection which was pretty thin anyway, and a white leather jacket with studs. I have a fairly decent sized cock, nothing to brag about; I guess I would call it average - 6”, but wide. I live in a nice condo inside a gated community with lots of privacy. Like most people nowadays, I hardly know my neighbors, so when the package came, I was glad it came in a non-descript box. I opened my front door, and before I took it inside, I became really paranoid, and looked to the left, the right, saw no one, and took it inside.

I went into my bedroom and unpacked it. I also went “all out” and included a basic makeup kit from a store that caters to crossdressing men. That came separately, and was shipped with the same amount of discretion. I went on YOUTUBE and watched several “how to” videos on the proper ways to apply makeup. I started with the panties. They were black satin, with a bow in the front - really “girly,” and when I put them on, I got a thrill from the smooth feeling over my legs and then over my cock. However, I realized that if I was going to do this, I had better do it right. This meant shaving. One good reason for that was the black-laced pantyhose that I bought. The skin of my legs (very hairy) might cause the pantyhose to run. I rolled my eyes and went into the bathroom, taking out my shaving kit. Very carefully, I shaved off the hair of my legs, and then my pubic area. I found that made the experience of wearing panties the first time very pleasurable indeed.

I must have been doing it right, because after I was all shaved, and dressed in the black-laced pantyhose high up on my thighs with the satin panties, I got the largest erection of my life. Walking with just the slightest amount of rubbing practically caused me to drip just a bit of precum. The longline bra was tight and pulled the flabby skin of my chest and abdomen together to give the illusion of just a little cleavage. The bra was black satin with white laced frill on the top, shoulder straps, and it was actually a one-piece bra/blouse combo that tucked into a black PVC skirt with a wide, white PVC belt. Last to go on was the wig. I also had a studded white leather jacket which I wore open. Up until now, I hadn’t looked in the mirror. I wasn’t planning to until I went into the bathroom to put on the makeup. I was filled with a giddy excitement when I took out the makeup case. I pulled a chair up in front of the mirror which was on top of the bathroom vanity. I studied myself closely and loved what I saw. I couldn’t believe that I never dressed or had the desire to before I had the discussion with Bill.

The makeup was the most exciting part of the whole experience. I followed all the video instructions to the tee. Everything went on perfectly; the eyeliner, the mascara, the thick, false eyelashes, the lip liner, eye shadow and eyebrow pencil. I thought about shaving my eyebrows, but I wasn’t ready for that step yet. It was an issue of comfortability and experience. I needed more of each.

Surprisingly, although I was hard as a rock, and dying to jerk-off, I postponed that until after I took my clothes off. But I didn’t want to do that just yet; especially after all the care and time I spent into putting on the makeup. I kept staring at this person in the mirror that I created, wondering how exactly, this would help me get laid. The very last thing I needed to complete what I called the “illusion,” were the shoes. Before I ordered the clothing online, I started with them. I got a pair of black pumps, since they were the easiest to get around in. It was about nine o’clock at night, and after some deliberation I thought I would go out. The urge to smoke became unbearable; my fetish was inside my head and talking to me. I decided to make a quick drive over to the nearest 7-11 store and buy a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. My voice was a high enough pitch, and before tonight’s dressing, since speaking with Bill, I practiced, and sounded passable for a female. It would take a really astute listener to say, “this person is a crossdresser.”

I got into my Corvette, running to the car; the lighting would cover me from being seen by any prying neighbors. My heart was beating rapidly, partly from the excitement and partly from the fear of discovery. I never thought that my first time out of the house would be to drive to 7-11. What was I gonna do? Impress the clerk? No, of course not. I would just keep my head down and buy the cigarettes and a couple of lighters. I parked my car and walked to the store. A couple of young guys - in their twenties saw me and actually whistled. The feeling was indescribable that I could actually get guy’s attention! For real, and in public. Still, I was glad it was nighttime.

I was the only one in the store besides the clerk who was watching baseball. He barely looked at me at first. After I used my most girlish voice and ordered the cigarettes, he looked at me; not in a way that suggested I was a freak or anything. He looked at me like I was a beautiful woman! Wow! I could feel his eyes on me as I turned and walked out of the store and back to the car. The same guys were there in the lot and whistled again, calling out what seemed like a proposition. I turned to them and smiled. I didn’t get a good look, so I when I started the car and drove out of the parking lot, I drove closer to them and saw that they weren’t bad looking at all.

When I got home I couldn’t wait to light up. I found an old ashtray in the dining room closet that hadn’t been used. I got it as a gift from someone and it said “Tampico, Mexico” on it. I stood in front of the mirror and pulled out the first cigarette. I had watched smokers tap the top of the pack, holding it upside down, to pack it. When I put it to my lips, my cherry lipstick got on the filter and my boner was straining to get out and pulsing. I think if I had just rubbed it a little against the panties I would come right there - a waste! I flicked the lighter to life and held it to the tip, taking a big drag. Now, I used to smoke pot in college, so I was used to the feeling of smoke going down my throat. It burned a little, but I didn’t cough.

The menthol felt cool going down, and I liked the taste. I exhaled a blue plume of smoke towards my reflection in the mirror. I wanted to get the habit quickly. I wanted to become good and hooked. In that moment, I became the object of my fantasies; my secret fetish. I smoked three cigarettes right after one another and got a little dizzy from the rush of nicotine. I was no longer Keith. I had become . . . a woman of my own creation. I tried to think of a name. I decided on “Kerri,” and I was determined to become a real smoky, slut whore!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

Now what was I to do? It was only ten o’clock. I thought I needed to brainstorm with Bill. I wanted him to see what I looked like. Everything depended on what he thought. Here was a sexually active male after all, and he would be the best judge I thought, of how I would present as a woman. I picked up the phone and called him.

“So Keith, working late in your hangar on your balloon project, or should I say your floating bordello in the sky?” he said laughing.

“No Bill, actually I’m not. I’m standing here in my kitchen . . . and I’m  fully dressed as a very sexy woman - my new alternate persona - ‘Kerri.’”

“No fucking way dude!!”

“Yes, ‘way’ Bill. I finally took you up on your suggestion and did what Joe Fahnuke did all those years ago.” I looked at myself again in the mirror and thought; much better than Joe! There was a long silence on the other end of the line. I knew that Bill was there, I just think he was in shock.

“Oh my God Keith. This I have got to see! Can I come over . . . like tonight?”

“That would be good, on account of it took me a long time to perfect the makeup to at least look presentable. I want you to be the first to see ‘the new me.’ After all, it was your idea.”

“I see. So, should I call you ‘Kerri?’”

“Of course, but only when I’m dressed. I feel like a performer in a drag show.” To some extent I believed that to be the case, but when I really though about it hard, it sounded crazy: Dressed as a woman to get women to be sex partners!

“Yeah, I understand completely. I’ll be right over and see what you’ve done to yourself.”

“Okay buddy, I’ll have the beers ready.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

Bill lived about six miles from my condo, but I think he must have driven very fast to get here, because it took him only fifteen minutes, when normally it took half an hour. I saw his headlights through my living room blinds as he pulled into my second parking slot, right next to my red Corvette. Just for dramatic effects I lit up my fourth cigarette of the night after applying a fresh coat of lip gloss. I adjusted my wig, so the front hung down between “my breasts.” My blouse had the three top buttons open, my collar was turned up, and my sleeves were cuffed once and hung just above my wrist. I added a costume jewelry necklace and a bracelet, and also a pair of clip-on hoop earrings. I took a deep drag and let the cigarette dangle out of the corner of my mouth as I answered the door. I was as hard as a steel girder, but not because I had any romantic feelings towards Bill; I didn’t. I mean I don’t consider myself to be a gay man. I was just carried along by the excitement I felt from being ‘different’ from who I was. Oh! When I bought the cigarettes, I bought a white rose, which I would be holding in my hand when Bill came to the door.

“Whoa! Look at you!” Keith, er, I mean ‘Kerri,’ you sure do clean up good.” Bill said as he ogled me from head to toe, shaking his head maybe for a full minute, glancing at the rose. I think he was more shocked than I was when I first saw myself. He was still standing in the doorway, grinning; his short sandy hair shiny from the lights from the parking lot. He wore a casual sports jacket, button-down shirt, khaki trousers with moccasins, and looked like he was going on a date. Usually, we just wore T-shirts or sweats when we hung out at night. So, my antennae were up.

“Come in Bill,” I said. “I don’t bite. It’s still me,” I said with the cigarette still dangling from the corner of my mouth.

“Since when do you smoke?” he said, puzzled, and staring at me. His eye caught the long, fake red polished nails, and the shock was evident when he saw the extent of how fucking good I looked dressed fully en femme.

“Since tonight,” I said, and took an exaggerated, and very seductive drag, blowing the smoke over his head.

He came inside after an awkward minute of staring, and cleared his throat. “Keith, I mean ‘Kerri,’ I never expected you to take this so seriously this quick.”

“Well, let me ask you this: Am I getting younger as time goes by without any progress in my love life?”

Bill shrugged. “I suppose you’re right. So what’s the plan now?” he asked.

“I thought you had the answers. I mean it was your idea. Are we going to go to clubs where I ask girls to dance on the off chance they find me attractive and want to dance, or am I supposed to be a magnet for guys who are looking for some action, which, would probably surprise the hell out of most of them?”

“Let’s have a couple of beers and try to figure this out. I’m also curious about your balloon/Zeppelin project, and its possible role in this,” Bill said.

“Okay, we’ll brainstorm,” I said, and went into the kitchen to get the beers out of the fridge. I could feel his eyes following my tight ass as I walked to the kitchen from the living room. “Have a seat,” I called out, gesturing to the couch. On the way, I put on some mellow jazz music, and dimmed the high-hat lights on the living room ceiling. What the hell was I thinking, as my boner seemed to be calling the shots tonight.

I handed a beer to Bill, and brought an ice bucket with more bottles in it. I broke the awkward silence with sort of an answer to my question. “I’m designing a large, colorful hot air balloon with a gondola that’s oversized and will fit about a dozen people, with a separate front compartment for the pilot. I think I’ll call it ‘Fantasy Air.’ The idea will be to have paying customers who are looking for hookups of all types while they take a two-hour balloon trip over the desert.”

Bill was laughing. “You mean like a floating ‘bordello,’ sorry, uh ‘fantasy balloon trip.’”

“EXACTLY!” I said. “We will advertise, but it has to be worded discretely. Like maybe, ‘A unique fantasy flight for single men and women of all types to have fun and make new friends.’”

Bill smiled at me and nodded his head. “So, of course, the sex is implied, but not worded that way to avoid any legal difficulties. Because we’ll be charging for this thing, and we don’t want to be accused of running a high-altitude prostitution ring, now do we?”

I laughed. “Certainly not. I have my guys working on a nice gondola with couches and all the amenities like I said. You know, I was always a sci-fi nut - especially Jules Verne.”

Bill

I can’t believe how fucking good he/she looks! Damn. When was the last time I got laid? As far as I know Keith/Kerri is a virgin. So he decides to break his cherry as a woman - weird, and yet it was all my idea to begin with. I can’t stop thinking about “her.” Now with the beer and the music, it’s going to be hard to restrain myself. I wonder what she thinks? Suppose we did get something going here; would it ruin our friendship, or maybe begin a new, exciting chapter? Only one way to find out I suppose. Now here “she” comes with the beers, and what does she do? She sits right next to me on the sofa, lights up another alluring 120mm cigarette and pops her bottle open. I do the same. What is that scent? Oh my God! It’s the perfume my last girlfriend, Chelsea wore. It was the perfume that was our “signal,” meaning, it was time to fuck. Now I am so fucking hard. If I let my sense of morality take over here, I know I’ll regret it for the rest of my life. I can’t stand the tension - I could just cut it with a knife. I wonder what it’s like for Keith/Kerri? What should I call my friend. I’ll go with Kerri. Psychologically, it will make me more relaxed about what I think is going to go down here tonight.

Kerri started off the conversation. “Maybe once the balloon work is finished, in about three weeks my foreman tells me, we’ll be in business. But first we have to get active on social media. I’ll form the company, make it an LLC, and give you an executive position. After all Bill, it was your idea to begin with.”

“Yes, should be fun, and it becomes a business. I think the novelty will catch on; hook-ups in the clouds!” We both laughed at that. What happened next I will swear to this day was spontaneous. My beer, which was about a quarter full, spilled over onto Kerri’s oak table.

“Oh shit! Look what I did. God, I am such an ass! Sorry . . .er, Kerri.”

“No problem, here.” She bent over with a bunch of paper towels and started rubbing the table leaning over me. The smells of the perfume and the tobacco smoke, plus how fucking hot she looked, just possessed me. I placed my arm around her shoulder, hooking her around to face me and I kissed her on the lips - my best friend from high school. My best guy friend from high school! I wasn’t thinking acceptance or rejection; I just went with it, and I was met by acceptance. Kerri kissed me back fiercely, hungrily. It felt like just any other woman. Her glossy lips, the feel of her long, auburn hair on my face, the silkiness of the blouse. It all came together in a maddening moment. She stuck the tip of her tongue between my lips, and I opened my lips to let her in. The smoky exhalations were a real turn on. Now our tongues were roping around each other. Don’t overthink this, I kept saying to myself - just go with it.

The way she was going at me it was hard for me to believe that Kerri was a virgin, and yet, here she was - like a real pro. I felt her hand sliding under my shirt, opening two of the middle buttons, and caressing my chest. My cock was screaming at this point.

“I want to suck your cock Billy.” Wait, did I just hear what I thought I did? I guess I did, because in the next second or two, she was tugging at my zipper, and reached inside my boxers and touched my stone snake with her long, painted nails. She moved them up and down along my shaft. “Lift your ass up,” she said, before taking a pull from her cigarette. As I did so, she pulled my pants down and boxers too, until both were sitting, wrapped up around my ankles. She looked up at me and grinned. Then she turned her attention to the guest of honor between my legs.

My cock was pulsating with anticipation. I had to overpower my mind which was thinking that this is my best friend Keith - this is wrong. But I just could not help myself because this was a beautiful woman named Kerri in front of me. I felt an electric shock run through my body as red glossed lips first touched the tip of my cock. She moved her lips around it like a pro, turning me on with the sounds she made: ummm . . . ummm. Her tongue reached out to me through those lips which parted ever so slightly, wet, and delicious, firm and inviting. I was begging silently to be taken into her mouth entirely, ravaged and sucked dry. Then I tensed up, my head was thrown back and my eyes were closed - my eyes closed, fantasizing about her . . .

I could only imagine what my friend was thinking at this very moment - was it shock, disbelief like me, or was it extreme pleasure and lust. I didn’t know. I was sure we would talk about it later. Then she stopped and pulled off me. My head bent down and I stared at her. Her eyes were misted over with the unmistakable look of desire, of sultriness that I had seen from the other women I experienced in my life.

She slowly pulled out a long, all-white cigarette from her pack, which was another thing I had to get used to; my friend, or rather my friend’s alter ego smoking. No doubt it turned me on even more. She lit up and did a snap-inhale, then took a larger drag, and put her mouth back on my cock, which at this point was throbbing with longing for that mouth. She didn’t disappoint, placing her mouth back on the tip of my cock going up and down it. I could not believe that this was her first time, because she was like a pro. She exhaled her smoke right on top of my cock, blowing it out of her mouth and nose at the same time. Now was the moment I was begging for, lusting for. It was surreal and something I would never forget. Her wet mouth took the whole of me, all eight inches - not even gagging, going up and down. At the same time her head was bobbing up and down faster and faster. She was teasing me with her teeth, causing some pain, but also pleasure. I thrusted my hips up to her mouth in-sync with her movements. She stopped again to take another drag, putting her mouth back on top of me, and resuming this erotic play.

I could take this no longer and I let out a long moan of pure pleasure, exploding in her mouth, sending a large, thick wad of warm jizz down her throat. Her lips were closed tight, and I felt the warmth envelop me. She was slurping, licking up me entirely, leaving no cum behind. To my amazement, I was still hard. I pushed her head down on my lap, the silkiness of her hair adding to my pleasure. She kept sucking and I felt myself getting hard again. Without warning, she pulled off me and looked up at me - a string of whitish jizz hanging off her bottom lip, eyes misty (which was a huge turn-on when they look like that), and a smile. Slowly, she stood up, and sat next to me on the couch, stubbing her cigarette out in the ashtray. I was about to speak, when she grabbed me by the chin, pulled me close, and kissed me. I could taste my own cum, and I licked it off her bottom lip, locking tongues with her once more - just like when we started, but it was different now - we had crossed the line and there was no going back.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

Kerri

Tonight was amazing so far for two reasons: First, because for the first time in my life, I was dressed as a woman - and liked it, and number two, because the first cock I sucked was that of my best friend from high school. It’s also amazing how your life can turn on a dime.

“How do you feel Bill, what do you think?”

“Uh . . . Jesus H Christ Kerri, I just got a blow job from my best friend dressed like a woman!”

“Yeah, but you liked it, didn’t you Bill? Come on, admit it. I heard you ‘oohing, and ahhhing.’”

“I suppose I did,” Bill said, resigned to the truth.”

“And you know what’s funny Bill? I didn’t feel like a guy blowing another guy - I felt like a woman. I’m more than a crossdresser. For a while now, I’ve felt more transgendered than a guy.” Bill could only look at me, as he slowly digested what I just said.

“I could tell you enjoyed it. You know, a few weeks ago when we first talked about this, I was only half serious about this being a way for you to hook up with girls. I have a confession to make.” I knew what was coming, but I let Bill continue without interruption. By not saying anything, I was saying plenty.

He sighed. “I . . . now please Keith, er, Kerri - “

“Bill, call me Kerri, ok,” I said. He let out a breath of relief.

“I have, for a long time, wanted to see you dressed as a woman. Your body shape, the high pitch in your voice, I mean everything about you made me want to see you dressed as a woman. My motives were selfish, I’ll admit it.” So there it was, the truth finally coming out.

“That’s fine Bill. I know, and have known for a long time. I also knew that if I was to present as a woman, you would be my first choice to have sex with.” At this his smile brightened.

“Yes,” I continued. “So there is no reason at all why you should feel guilty about anything. We have to be completely open and honest with each other for this thing to work.” I leaned over and kissed him again, and found him completely willing, and also I think, much less tense. I lingered a bit, roping my tongue around his again, feeling my cock get hard once again, and I wanted to come - badly. So badly that I suggested something that again, would have been unthinkable just a few weeks ago.

“I want to fuck you now Bill.” He stared at me, but I replied, “I happen to think you’ll enjoy it.” I reached down and grabbed the shaft of his cock with my hand and found it getting hard once more. I lit a fresh cigarette, to set the mood more a little bit. I took a deep drag, and with my exhale I said, “Turn around and get on your knees.” My cock was throbbing at this point and there was no turning back at all. I spit on my hands and rubbed it around his puckered asshole, my feminine “aura” guiding me. Next, I probed around the edge of his “bussy” and gently inserted my tip inside of him. He gasped, and I used my hands to open his butt cheeks a bit wider.

I went in a little deeper, and withdrawing, again and again until his moisture mixed with mine, and he moaned, starting to enjoy hit. Bill used his hand to grab onto the shaft of his cock, which still bore traces of my lip gloss on it. Like I said, I was “average?” size - six inches? I never measured myself. I got into a good rhythm, and it just felt so good. I had never penetrated anything before, vagina, or butt; the feeling was simply exquisite; the tightness of his opening rubbing against my cock with each thrust. Now Bill thrust his ass towards my pelvis, attempting to swallow up my cock even further.

I couldn’t take any more and I shot a huge wad of jizz all the way up Bill’s rectum. My cock was surrounded by a delicious warm/wet feel that was amazing. It made me increase my speed even more to a feverish pitch, causing more jizz to shoot out of my cock. It was too much as some of it ran down the outside of his butt cheeks and onto the couch - oops! Bill let out an “Ahhh,” as he shot his load onto the sofa cushion underneath him. He came too. I didn’t figure on that happening, but I was glad for Bill that it did.

Finally, I pulled out and Bill stretched out prone on the sofa. I sat back on the couch and lit up a cigarette. He turned around and faced me, smiling. “I didn’t hurt you, did I?” I asked softly.

“Well, I wasn’t used to being stretched like that, but when I got used to it, it was very pleasurable.”

“Good, I’m glad.” With that, he pulled me close to him, kissing me deeply, his arm reaching around my neck, the silkiness of my hair rubbing his arm. We both went somewhere none of us had gone to before, and it was okay. The strangeness of it was gone. We both got dressed and helped ourselves to bottles of beer from the ice bucket that was on the table.

“Now I’d like to talk about that “Fantasy balloon” project I’m working on,” I said.

“Yeah, I’ve been thinking about all the possibilities too.”

“We could bill it as “airborne two-hour pleasure cruises,” and charge people three hundred dollars for a two-hour flight in the ‘pleasure gondola.’ I am designing it so it could accommodate a dozen passengers and two crew pilots who would be separated by a door from the cabin.”

“How will we get clients, er, passengers I mean?” Bill asked.

“Well, at first it could be word-of-mouth, and then when people see it they will be curious. We’ll have a phone number on the outside of the balloon. I was thinking that your sister Gwen could help us and get some people. I’d like to start with trans women, and perhaps bisexual men and women.”

“It sounds a bit crazy Kerri - ‘sex fantasy flights,’ but of course we can’t say that. We will have to stay within the bounds of the law.”

“Leave it to me, Bill, I’ll figure it out. First, I have to change the specs of the gondola a bit. For the next week or so, I’ll be working in the hangar a lot. Of course, we’ll still have time for a bit of fun too!” He looked at me and smiled. I leaned in to kiss him.

❤️❤️❤️

PART II

_________________

FANTASY FLIGHTS MILE HIGH CLUB


Chapter Five

Like I had told Bill, I would be busy the next few weeks working in the hangar on the gondola and balloon. It would be more like a blimp and use Helium rather than hot air to accommodate a larger gondola and the “furnishings inside,” which would include a bar, and long couches. I hired a couple of aeronautical engineers from Cal Tech to help me out. They were very intrigued by the whole project and glad to help. It would be billed as a “soaring lounge,” with the same liquor license as that obtained for any aircraft. My Internet marketing team came up with a great, and very suggestive name for my venture: “FANTASY FLIGHTS MILE HIGH CLUB.” It was painted on the body of the blimp. The gondola was about the width and the length of a subway car and was furnished rather elaborately. There were two rows of couches on each side, each separated in two, a bar towards the front, and large picture windows made up the stern and port sides. I spent a fortune on the carpeting and the lighting. The best cruising time I thought would be just before sunset, late afternoon when the colors of the desert really gave a vibrant views to my passengers. The flight time was four hours, and each passenger would be charged five hundred dollars - liquor included.

Bill and his sister Gwen were very excited as well. Gwen was a bisexual gal, and she had enough stories to fill ten thousand or more books. She picked three of her friends for the maiden flight which would take place on Saturday afternoon at five o’clock. Dinner would be served as well. Not including the two pilots there would be six of us for this first flight. There would also be three hostesses on the flight who would be wearing purple silk robes. So, a total of eleven people. The airship could handle a maximum of ten passengers. The flight plan was to be from our hangar in Santa Fe to the Grand Canyon National Park in Arizona. The distance was about four hundred seventy miles and would take approximately two hours there and two hours back.

Bill and his sister were the first to arrive. I, of course, was already dressed as Kerri. I had a black stretch limousine pick up Bill, Gwen and her three girlfriends. It sounded a bit corny, but I had the seventies hit by the Fifth Dimension playing “Up, Up and Away” in the hangar as the guests arrived. I was shocked when Bill stepped out of the limo. He had told me he was “working on something,” but I never would have guessed it in a thousand years what he had planned.

Bill was cross dressed by his sister, Gwen. He had on a long, red-haired wig, his facial makeup was perfect, and heavy. He had green eye contacts which went very nicely with his hair. He had a leather skirt, wide belt, black, sheer nylon pantyhose, and a green, satin blouse. Underneath I saw a black-laced bra, and he had shaved! At least his chest hair. I’m sure I would find out soon what else he shaved! Bill was taller than me by a couple of inches, and had more muscle; but not too much. The other shocker was his four-inch black high heels. You would really have to look closely at him to see that he was a biological male. My mouth hung open, and he strutted towards me. When the hell had he learned to walk in heels like that? I was still wearing the pumps I wore that first night.

“Well,” he said, turning around, “how do you like the new me?” It took me a couple of seconds before I replied.

“You, uh, you look fantastic, hot!” He leaned in close to me and we kissed. I wasn’t embarrassed at all by the presence of Gwen and her friends.

“Hi Kerri!” Gwen said, using my transgender name. I had made the decision to start hormone therapy in about two weeks, and I was very excited. “It’s been a long time, right?”

“Yeah, I can’t even remember when the last time was,” Gwen said.

“Two years - your parents thirtieth wedding anniversary, right?” Bill said.

“Oh right, yes,” I said. Bill strutted over to me, and we embraced and kissed. Gwen’s three friends were off to the side and smiling.

“How rude of me!” Gwen said. “Kerri, let me introduce my three friends; Sandi, Michelle, and Nancy.”

“Nice to meet you. We’re all going to have a lot of fun,” I said. Nobody would pay for this maiden flight. It was all on me; they were guests of the house. The three girls were all stunning, and tall. Sandi and Michelle were blondes, and Nancy was a brunette with short hair, worn in a bob style. The flight crew came out the side door of the hangar. The two pilots were dressed in uniform, and were both female - navy veteran pilots as a matter of fact. They wore very short navy-blue skirts, white blouses with epaulets and very well endowed in the breast department, showing nice cleavage. They wore captain caps, worn to the side - very sexy.

I was still kissing Bill, when I broke off and softly asked him/her: “What name are you going to call yourself now?”

“Gwen and I thought that Madeline would be appropriate. I like the sound. What do you think Kerr?”

I shrugged and smiled. “I love it honey!” and grabbed my new girlfriend and kissed her some more. I was hard as a rock, and when we kissed I could feel Madeline’s arousal too. This was going to be some night! So, Sandi and Nancy were lesbians and a couple, and Michelle, like Gwen, was bisexual, and they were living together.

Now the three hostesses came out; one blonde and two brunettes, and they were chosen by me not just for their employment history, but for their stunning looks as well. The violet kimonos they wore were killers. The middle one of the three, her name was Tracy, called out: “Time to board everybody. Please be careful on the stairs, and for takeoff, please fasten your seatbelts.” The entrance was by the rear of the aircraft, and looking up at the blimp was an imposing site indeed. It was painted in desert hues, and was one of the largest blimps they had ever seen. The weight to lift ratio was calculated with plenty of margin of error left on the weight side. The gondola’s exterior was painted a bright, fire engine red, and the picture windows which extended the length of the cabin were enormous, and gave you the feeling that you weren’t in a craft at all, but just floating over the desert on a magical carpet!

All of my guests were inside, the pilots at their seats in their compartment - the doors were open, because really, they were part of the “scenery” as well. “Ooohs and aaahs” came from my guests as they entered the plush carpeted floor and saw the new leather couches with ornate pillows, and the bar up front, on both sides of the crew compartment doors. One of the hostesses took her place behind the bar and strapped herself to her seat behind the bar. The other two hostesses sat at the rear of the cabin, opposite from the entrance/exit. After we were seated, a specially designed tow truck pulled out the craft from the hangar onto the tarmac. It was a beautiful, cloudless day, with a slight breeze.

When we were finally in the takeoff position, the captain came on the loudspeaker. “Ladies, welcome to Fantasy Flights Mile High Club’s maiden voyage. We will rise to a cruising altitude of three thousand feet. Please keep your seatbelts fastened until the fasten seatbelts sign is turned off. Thank you and enjoy your flight. We heard the propellor engines start to whirl, and the guide wires were cast off and we lifted off. All of us were speechless as we started to ascend into the late afternoon desert sky. When cruising altitude was reached, the seatbelt sign went out, and we got up and made our way to the bar at the front. The feeling was incredible. The propellor noise dimmed to a slight ‘whirrr,’ and the view was magnificent as we made our way towards the Grand Canyon.

Madeline only had eyes for me. That much was clear. Sandi and Nancy, drinks in hand made their way to their couch, sinking into the wide, plush leather. They wasted no time and started undressing each other. Nancy gave me and Bill a wink of approval.

Madeline

It was my sister Gwen who convinced me to cross dress like Kerri after I told her about my incredible night. She knew me better than myself, and opened my eyes to this wonderful new world of transgender. It didn’t take me much convincing; I guess I just needed a little “push.” The push came from convincing my friend Keith, now Kerri to do it. Like Kerri, I enjoyed the smooth silky feel of the lingerie on my newly shaved body. That was the secret to the enjoyment - the shaving. The hostesses brought two beers over to Kerri and me. I set them down on the extended table and turned to her. I was very much turned on and nobody on this flight had any inhibitions as to what they would do with each other. I reached down to Kerri’s skirt and slid my hand just under her waist. At the same time, we were locked in a solid, wet kiss. I was going to return her favor from the other night and give the best blowjob of her life. My hand was actually quivering with the anticipation of what was to come. She grabbed my hand that was making its way down her skirt and guided it even further down until I reached the elastic band of her panties, and she was quick to undo her belt and the hooks of her skirt, pushing it down her legs, so I had free access to her beautiful cock.

I played with her, using my fake, painted nails to stroke the underside of her she cock, and tickle the tip with the pads of my fingertips. She made little “ooohh” sounds, and took the back of my head and pushed it down into her lap. My mouth was, for the first time looking at a throbbing, hard cock, meant for my lips only. Kerri pushed her tip into my mouth, sailing past my lips, which were wet and hungry. My tongue found its place quickly, rolling itself around her tip and then licking along the entire shaft. I took all eight inches of my best friend’s cock like it was nothing. Such was my desire, my passion. I felt a little salty tang as the first drops of precum entered my mouth. The view out the window, which I saw from the corners of my eyes was astounding - purple mountain ranges, and vast desert moving slowly under as we made our way to the canyon. It was like a dream.

Now my teeth started to play with Kerri’s cock a little bit, softly biting and eliciting moaning from her. My tongue continued its dance around her shaft and Kerri was pushing my head further on and she had her head back and her eyes closed. I increased my speed and closed my lips around her making a tight seal. Wordless sounds escaped her lips, and without warning she let out a rush of air from between clenched teeth. A huge shot of warm cum hit the back of my throat, and I let it trickle down as I went faster up and down, propelled by this cum-lube. I clenched down harder with my lips. I was close to cumming myself; the silky feel of my new clothing rubbing against my cock. I was thinking of fucking her, the thought of her cherry “bussy” making me crazy.

I pulled off of Kerri and immediately she kissed me, licking her own cum from inside my mouth with her tongue. Some of her cum was dripping down my chin, but she licked that up as well. I had my hand inside of Kerri’s blouse and moved my fingers under her bra and played with her tits. Not having any chest hair made her enjoy my touches even more. “Maddy,” she called me, “After my own tits grow bigger, it’ll be a lot more fun for both of us. You should consider getting tits too,” she told me. Kerri reached over to her bag on the bench and pulled out two cock-ring/butt plug combinations, and handed me the pink one, and she took the blue one, along with a tube of K-Y Jelly. I looked at the things quizzically.

“What you do is you slide this ring on your cock and stick the plug end in your boy-pussy, or “bussy,” That and the cock ring will keep you hard, even after you’ve come, so we can enjoy each other more. Here, try it,” she said, and placed the contraption on herself. I took some of the lube and placed it on my toy as well. She grinned at me and motioned for two of the hostesses to come over. I was still trying to wrap my head around the fact that I had just given another man a blow job, even though now, it was hard to call my friend a man, which also begged the question - what was I? Kerri could see my confusion as undoubtedly she had gone through the same moral quandary herself. She turned to me and said softly, placing her hand on my shoulder: “Don’t analyze, utilize.” Good advice which I would be using much more frequently in the future.

To further put my nerves at ease, she pulled out two cigarettes from her pack, and handed me a new one for myself. How she knew I would also be smoking regularly again, I never knew. Kerri allowed smoking on the blimp, since it was Helium gas that kept us aloft and not Hydrogen which could blow us to Kingdom Come.

“So I see you enjoy smoking as much as I do too,” she said.

“Yeah, you’re not the only one with a smoking fetish,” I said.

The hostesses stood in front of us. “Yes Mr. Yarnow, what can we do for you,” the tall brunette, Michal said.

Kerri corrected her immediately. “Please call me ‘Kerri,’ Michal.” She giggled and said sweetly, “Oh, I’m sorry, Kerri.”

“No problem,” Kerri said; and pointing to me she said, “And this is my friend Madeline.”

“You and Gail (the equally tall and large busted woman) can sit on our laps. You can sit on mine,” Kerri said. That was fine with me because I wanted the blonde anyway. A quick glance to my right across the aisle was my sister Gwen busy with her friend Michelle, and both were completely undressed and very much into each other. At this point I was dying to come; the cock-ring/butt plug combo was driving me up the wall. Gail was a silky platinum blonde and made it obvious to me immediately that she wasn’t wearing any panties; or any bra for that matter. As she sat on my lap, straddling me, she took a long drag from my cigarette and exhaled directly into my mouth and lungs, making my boner throb like it never had before. The feel of her silk kimono and her very wet pussy on my cock and thighs was incredible. She deep kissed me, wrapping her tongue around mine and cupping my face in her hands.

“Ooooh, what are we going to do about this? she said, biting her lower lip and nodding down at my cock.

“I have some ideas,” I said, smiling. I took my cock, ring, butt plug and all, and rubbed it against her sopping pussy. A glance over at Kerri told me she was getting the same action from Michal. It felt so damn good; her wet and slippery snatch was throbbing. Her clit was like a little walnut, and the skin around it engorged with blood. I rubbed the tip of my cock around it, playing with it; a bit of my pre-cum leaking out to join the wetness.

“Play with my tits - bite them,” she said, playfully. I cheerfully complied. I licked around her nipples with the tip of my cum-coated tongue, while at the same time, I used my fingers to play with her clit; my cock still pressed firmly against the walls of her pussy. I couldn’t take it any longer and all my concentration went to my cock. Holding it with my right hand, I “nudged” the entrance to her pussy and put my tip inside, while she put her arms around my neck and leaned back and took me. It was so easy now to slide myself - all eight-inches of me inside of her. She was no novice at this, but she just closed really tight around my cock making a nice tight seal. I pressed the bottom of my cock hard against the bottom of her snatch to get the friction going really well, and I went faster and faster. I heard Kerri moaning next to me, because she was doing the same thing with Michal and coming too.

Gail met me thrust for thrust, having a very talented torso, and met each of my rams with one of hers, till we got a slapping rhythm going. I felt an electric shock go through me as my ass clenched against the butt plug tighter and tighter. It was too much for me and all the pent up cum inside me shot out like an open fire hydrant on the Fourth of July, relieving me and coating her insides, and dripping down her thighs and my lap. I hit the spot just right because she quivered like a tensed bow, and squirted all over my lap and tensed up and relaxed, over, and over. Her mouth was open in a wordless scream. When I finished, I was still hard, and staying that way from the plug and ring. Gail was like a thirsty monster, and got on her knees in front of me and almost bit my cock off with her teeth, catching the tip in her mouth. I cried out in pain, steeped also in pleasure. She giggled, looking up at me, and gently relaced her teeth with a tight circle of her lips, sliding up and down my tip.

This woman was insatiable, now running her tongue all over my shaft, lips closed tight and going up and down my entire length. She made sounds of pleasure come out from her closed lips like a ventriloquist. I don’t know how she did it, but it added to my arousal. Again, I felt the pressure build inside me as I squeezed my butt cheeks together, the cum building up inside of me. I tensed, clenched my teeth, and shot another full load all the way inside of her. We took a break, and I lit up two Virginia Slims, one for her and one for me. She was incredible and I asked if I could maybe see her after this trip was over, and to my surprise she said “sure.”

So I was right after all! What I had told Keith way before he became “Kerri” was true. There are some women who enjoy having sex with trans women.

Kerri

After a spectacular view of the Grand Canyon and a wild free-for-all on the way home, Madeline and I declared the maiden voyage of “FANTASY FLIGHTS MILE HIGH CLUB” to be a roaring success! Even the lady pilots picked up on some of the action, and I was wearing a captain’s hat on the way back. Word spread of our venture like wildfire over social media and after only six months of steady and filled-to-capacity flights, my company built a second blimp and cabin with a larger capacity and some changes to the interior - including some “movies.”

What started as a “crazy sounding” way between friends to meet girls became a new lifestyle for Madeline and me. Naturally we moved in together, and both fully transitioned to transgender women (minus the genital surgery). We both used hormones, and I paid for Madeline to have facial surgery like mine. We also got breast implants. Now we have fun going to bars, picking up guys, and women, and enjoying their reactions when they see our cocks. As I said in the beginning, things that fly fascinate me, but now I’m thinking of starting cruises on boats that go out past the twelve-mile limit, where we can have onboard casinos, stuff like that. You know what they say: “The sky’s the limit!


More Juice from Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this story of two male friends who come up with a crazy way to pick up girls, and actually become girls and lovers in the process. Who knows? Maybe one day there will actually be a “FANTASY FLIGHTS MILE HIGH CLUB” opening up near you! It’s always nice to have friends willing to help you do naughty things! – very naughty things. For a good cause, of course. The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in Kerri and Madeline’s journey. Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These stories are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the subway, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey

Here are a few really good stories from my collection available exclusively on AMAZON/KDP:
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About The Author

Jaclyn Dicey

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes. After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my email which is jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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