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One

AFTER LIVING WITH MY PARENTS FOR A YEAR OUT OF COLLEGE, I finally got my own apartment in Newton City. It’s a four story walkup, and naturally my place is on the fourth floor. I don’t mind though, because it overlooked the Hanock River, which is lined with trees. Now, in mid to late October, the riverbanks are a riot of color from the autumn leaves. My apartment faces west, so every late afternoon as the days grow shorter, sunlight streams through my window. If I got home from work early enough, I loved to curl up with a good book in the second hand recliner I bought shortly after moving in.

I work as a graphic designer, and sometimes if I’m on a detailed assignment, the boss, Ms. Hanley, let’s me work from home. These days all you need is an Internet connection, and you’re set.

I didn’t have a girlfriend being new in town, and the club scene wasn’t exactly up to speed, so I relied on online dating sites. Most of them were disappointing, but I never gave up hope. I usually slept well, but I was lonely, and I wondered if I made a mistake moving here. Walking the streets it seemed as if most of the people were married or in relationships – lots of couples. My parents offered me to come back and live at home, but I didn’t want to give up my independence just yet, even though they lived just a twenty-five minute drive away.

So on a Tuesday I was working from home designing a website for a new client – some startup that had some promise. It was about two-thirty in the afternoon, and I heard a loud “BOOM” and the building shook. My kitchen cabinet doors flew open, and a couple of glasses and plates flew to the counter with a loud crash. I almost dropped my laptop off my recliner, and I got off (or almost fell). As soon as the room stopped shaking I ran out into the hallway. A cloud of acrid smoke started rolling up the stairwell. I was accompanied in the hallway by some of my equally terrified neighbors. Our first instinct was to take the elevator down, but decided not to – that was a good idea!

Behind the choking smoke was lots of heat. “Danny!” My next door neighbor Bill Porter shouted, “I think we’re trapped!” All I could think of was what a shitty way to die. We were joined by about five other neighbors, all the rest being at work. The heat making its way up the stairs was intense, and the smoke was making it impossible to breathe. We heard the sounds of fire engines making their way to us.

I don’t remember much except that I must’ve passed out. I regained consciousness and realized I was being carried down the stairs and out the front door by a fireman. I could make out several ambulances and some of the tenants in my building getting oxygen out the back of them. The fireman laid me out on a gurney. I noticed long, brownish hair flowing out the sides and back of the helmet and mask. “You’re going to be fine – just breathe!” a woman’s voice spoke to me. She moved my face side to side to make sure I was alive. The fresh air made me open my eyes wide. I did a double take in my confused state – a female firefighter carried me down FOUR flights of stairs . . . my eyes burned from the smoke and I started coughing. “That’s good,” she said. “A few more minutes and we would have lost you.” My head was pounding with one of the worst headaches of my life.

She pushed me to the back of an ambulance. A paramedic placed an oxygen mask over my face, and it clouded up as I took deep breaths. My lungs burned. “You’re going to the hospital,” she said. “I’m not leaving you until you go.” I looked into her deep green eyes and could see genuine compassion. The other firemen were spraying water into the first floor windows, and I could see several news trucks with their large antennas on the roofs. She took off her helmet, shook out her long hair, and looked relieved to be free of that burden.

My savior placed her hand tenderly on my shoulder and looked into my eyes. “If you had died on me it would have really ruined my day,” she said. I removed my mask and asked her, “What’s your name?”

“Charlene. What’s your name?”

“Danny. Danny Sickles.”

“Well Danny, this is an unusual way to meet now, isn’t it?”

She had a slight Irish lilt to her speech which I found to be a turn-on. I looked her over now that I was starting to feel like myself. I still couldn’t see how this gorgeous creature carried me down those stairs. Then I thought that I was probably an easy carry compared to the training she had undergone. I was only one hundred and sixty-five pounds wet.

“It certainly is.” Perhaps my delirium made me ask what I did next, because under normal circumstances I would have been too shy to even think it. “Charlene, um, you don’t suppose I could see you again after this?”

She laughed. “Smoke inhalation makes people do silly things, but I think you’re cute Daniel. I don’t think I’ve ever dated a rescue before.” She pulled out a small spiral pad from underneath her heavy yellow coat. The first few buttons of her blue uniform shirt under her heavy yellow coat were undone, and I could make out a nice cleavage and what looked like smooth, pear shaped breasts. She quickly scribbled something and pulled the paper off the notebook and slipped it into my pants pocket. I could have sworn she dallied a bit in my pocket because even in my current state, I could feel a raging hard-on. “Call me, Daniel,” she said. “They probably won’t keep you long in the hospital. Is there anyone you’d like me to call? I don’t usually do this, but for you I’ll make the exception.”

Immediately I thought of how worried my parents would be once they saw this on the news. “Yeah, if you could call my parents that would be very nice of you Charlene.”

“Sure, I don’t mind. What’s their number?” I told her as she scribbled it on the pad along with their names. “Consider it done. Okay, now I’ll leave you to the paramedics Daniel. It was a pleasure saving you,” she said, making an exaggerated bow before me. Then the paramedics took me to the hospital.


Two

THEY KEPT ME OVERNIGHT JUST AS A PRECAUTION. The fire had made my building uninhabitable for the foreseeable future. It was a gas main explosion in the basement, and the first floor was completely gutted. The news was saying how it was a miracle that there were no casualties. Fourteen people were taken to the hospital for smoke inhalation – me being one of them. Those of us who lived on the upper floors still had their belongings, so I thought I would wait until the weekend before I went back and got my stuff. Now I had to make the transition to living back at home. I didn’t want to spend too much time there. But before I went into the office I did plan to spend a week at home recuperating, and my dad would help me move my stuff out of the apartment for the duration.

After I was home for three days my mom surprised me one afternoon. I had just gotten up from a nap; I was still weak. “Daniel, you’ll never guess who I just spoke to.”

“Was it your sister, mom?” My mom had a ridiculous fight – one of many with my Aunt Rhoda who had just gotten divorced, and they hadn’t spoken for two years.

“No. It was that lovely young firefighter who rescued you from your apartment house.”

“Really!”

“Yes, she called while you were napping. She said she didn’t want to disturb you and just called to see how you were getting along. If I didn’t know better Daniel, I would say that I think she likes you,” my mom said with a little smile.

“Come on mom, she was just being nice. Although I gotta’ say, she really went over and above for me. I mean just imagine how chaotic that scene was – the fire still raging, injured still being brought out, news trucks in place, and she spent time ‘doting’ over me. It made me feel special.”

“Yes Daniel, that’s just what I mean. I’ve never seen her, but the way you described her, I can’t see how she carried you down FOUR FLIGHTS of stairs!”

I remembered how safe I felt when I was over her shoulder, and the way she carefully put me on the stretcher. The look on her face was one of genuine concern.

“She had just a trace of an Irish accent, and I suppose that being a European was part of it – you know, old world chivalry.”

I knew mom was trying to sell her to me, but that wasn’t necessary. I planned to call Charlene later this evening after dinner -and who knows, I might even have a chance to go out with her. I wondered first if she was married. Because of the gloves she wore, I couldn’t tell if she had a wedding ring. Still, the way she acted made me think that she was single.

“You know Daniel, you haven’t mentioned any young ladies for a long time. I think maybe going out on a date would be good for you.” Mom was right – my dating life did suck, so what did I have to lose? Right after dinner I went to my room and made the call. I took a deep breath before, and forged ahead.

“Charlene? Hi, it’s Daniel.”

“Oh hi Daniel! I called earlier to see how you were getting on and spoke to your mom. She sounds so nice.”

“Yeah she is. I meant to ask you; when you first told her about what happened to me, how did she take it? She never told me except that the woman firefighter who rescued me sounded nice.”

Charlene laughed. “Well of course she was very agitated at first, but I was reassuring to her, and she appreciated it very much. She asked about my job, and I shared that I had done this in Ireland for a while before moving to the States.”

“Wow, so you two really got to know each other.”

“Yes, I suppose so.”

My mom - never one to respect my privacy even after I was away at college for four years, pushed open the door to my room and whispered, “Invite her over for dinner. I’d love to meet her!” My eyes rolled at her forwardness, but after giving it a quick thought, I decided that would be a good first move. I would take her out for drinks to the local singles watering hole afterwards.

“Charlene, would you—um—like to come over for dinner on Friday? My mom’s making roasted chicken. Afterwards, maybe we could go out to ‘Tankards’? She just invited you, actually.”

God I felt so foolish; just like a high school kid asking the hottest girl in school out on a date! I was blushing all over. Another thought hit me. She had to be at least in her late twenties or early thirties. This observation gave my ego quite a boost, and I was starting to like her for that in addition to the fact that she was HOT. I had a thing for older women in my fantasies.

“Oh, Daniel, I’d love that!” she replied, her voice warm and reassuring. “You sounded a little nervous asking, but there’s no need—I have parents too, you know.” Instantly, her easy charm put me at ease. “And yes, Tankards sounds perfect. It’s been ages since I’ve had a proper night out.”

So plans were made. We talked about this and that for almost an hour. She told me she had two older sisters who influenced her life greatly. One served a stint in the Irish Republic’s Army, and another one was a “constable.” It seemed civil service ran in her family, and she steered the conversation to me. I thought that perhaps I may have prattled on with stuff I normally wouldn’t open to about so fast. Charlene asked about my dating life and I was truthful – it sucked. All the time we were talking, I was imagining how she would look out of uniform and all made up. How would she dress?

Her whole manner of talking and interest in me got me very aroused. She made me feel as if I was the most important person in the world when we talked. It was clear she led. One thing was clear – something was happening, and I was looking forward to whatever that something was.


Three

THAT FRIDAY EVENING, my mom was bustling around the house, obsessing over the dinner menu, arranging the table settings, and cleaning as if a famous guest were about to arrive. Watching her, I couldn’t help but wonder if she and Charlene had discussed more than she’d let on. My dad, on the other hand, remained indifferent to the excitement; he came home, settled into his usual spot, and buried himself in the newspaper. He hadn’t fully embraced the digital age yet, perhaps finding comfort in the physical pages as a shield against conversation and socializing.

I hadn’t mentioned to my mom that I planned to take Charlene out after dinner, but watching her fuss over every detail, I realized she wouldn’t be surprised—she might even welcome the idea. At exactly six-thirty, the doorbell rang, and my mom, brimming with excitement, said, “Daniel, why don’t you greet our guest?”

I quickly looked at her, frowning, as if to say, chill out mom! When I answered the door, I was taken and amazed by Charlene’s “civilian” appearance. She wore a mid-length powder blue dress with a slit up the side, showing off her soft, smooth flesh, and a knit top, low cut which showed the ample cleavage I remembered from that fateful Tuesday before. Her auburn hair was thick and shiny, flowing down her front into and around the middle of her chest where it curled and came up a bit. Her bright green eyes beamed at me, making me feel more special than I’d ever felt. She was the poster girl for perfect pulchritudinous beauty. I wanted to take her right there, and ravage every inch of her. In that instant, her charming smile was a subliminal sign that she wanted me too. I could not wrap my head around how quickly this was happening. Yet I still needed to be cautious, and slow. I didn’t want to seem overeager and set myself up for disappointment. In her hands, she carried a beautiful bouquet of flowers. This will knock my mother over, I knew.

“Hello Daniel,” she softly said in that melodious Irish accent I had grown to love the few times we spoke; a smile playing on her face.

“Welcome, welcome, Charlene – come inside. Here, let me take those flowers. . .” She stopped me in mid-sentence, saying, “No Daniel, let me give these to your mother meself.”

My mother scurried to the door as Charlene stepped inside our entrance foyer. “Oh Charlene, they’re beautiful! You really didn’t have to bring these over. Isn’t she thoughtful Daniel.”

“Yeah she really is mom.”

“Nonsense. Where I come from, you don’t go to someone’s house empty handed.”

“Well if everyone in Ireland is as charming as you, I think I might like to move there. Where are you from over there Charlene?

“Kilkenny, Mrs. Sickles.”

“Oh call me Doris, please.”

“All right, Doris then. I come from Kilkenny. It’s about an hour and a half drive from Dublin, and it’s really a beautiful city, with a castle, museums, Gothic architecture, and a pleasant little shopping district. You must go one day.”

“Sounds wonderful!” If I didn’t know better, I’d say mom wanted to go out with us later when I mentioned it. My dad stuck his nose up from his newspaper, his half-reading glasses down the bridge of his nose.

“Hello Charlene, nice to meet you,” dad said, then went back to his reading. Not exactly one to socialize, my dad.

“And a good evening to you too Mr. Sickles.”

“Come on Arnie, be a little social,” mom said. My dad frowned and went back to his newspaper, giving the pages a brisk ruffle, hiding his face. Charlene diffused the tension and quickly added, “Oh that’s fine. My dah is the same way.”

“There, you see Doris, men are like me on both sides of the Atlantic,” my father interjected. My mother gave him one of her “looks.”

Charlene laughed. Dinner was impeccable, even for mom, and full of animated conversation mostly between her and Charlene. They spoke about everything from hair salons in town, to shopping, and movies – It was like two old friends talking. My mom was most curious about her firefighter’s job and wanted to know how long she’s been doing that, and what was it like being one of two female firefighters in her station. Finally we had coffee.

I stood up and said, “Mom, dad; Charlene and I are going out for a few drinks now.”

“But Daniel, she just got here!”

“I know mom, but Charlene and I made plans. Maybe we can take you somewhere too,” I said. At first she started to smile, then realizing my sarcasm she said, “Oh, okay.”

“Don’t worry Doris, I’ll take good care of your Daniel,” Charlene said with a sympathetic smile. I guess she really got to know mom.

“Yes I’m sure you will dear. Well, it was lovely having you over. Please do come back soon.”

“I will Doris, you can count on it.”

My father dropped his newspaper down and nodded a disinterested goodbye, then went right back to whatever he was reading. Charlene and I left the house, and she rubbed her arms with opposite hands. “It’s a bit chilly outside Daniel. Let’s take my car. I have a light coat inside and then I can take you home.”

“Sounds good. So what do you think of my folks?”

“Ah! Your mother is so lovely, she reminds me of my own mother back in Ireland.”

“I’m sorry about my father, he’s not the most social being in the world.”

“That’s fine. I think all dahs are the same you know.” We had just gone down the flagstone steps to the walkway leading to the driveway where I told Charlene she could park her car. Out of nowhere she grabbed my hand, and turned to me smiling. “You don’t mind if I hold your hand Daniel, now do you?”

What kind of a question was that!? “Of course not Charlene. I’m just a bit surprised,” (and very turned on) I said as we reached the driver side of her car.

“You shouldn’t be surprised Daniel. I’m a very forward person and I told you that it’s been a while since I dated. I’m a very picky person you know.”

“Then I feel honored,” and I imitated her bow from the day of the fire. She laughed.

“Touché Daniel.”

Once inside the car, she leaned over and kissed me. My eyes wandered to the living room window for any signs of my mother, but fortunately she wasn’t there. I don’t think she would have minded seeing that to be honest. At first, her lips gently grazed mine, her cherry lip gloss covering my lips. My cock immediately sprang into action, and was pulsating. That was how badly I wanted her. As if she could read my mind she reached over and began stroking it through my jeans, which caused me to moan. Her tongue slowly and deliberately slipped through her lips and into my mouth, where she found mine. I slid it around hers, and she pressed harder against me.

Then she abruptly pulled off me breathing heavily and said, “More of that later Daniel, let’s go out. I’d be more comfortable outside of your parent’s driveway, but I just couldn’t help myself you know,” she said giving me a wink.

She slipped a short jacket on, started the car and pulled out of the driveway. At the stop sign by my corner, she reached into her bag and pulled out a pack of those long, white, girly cigarettes. She looked at me. “Do you mind Daniel?” I know tis’ a filthy habit, but I can’t help it. Since I started working here, I’ve been smoking more. I suppose it’s a reaction to the stress of the job.”

“It’s fine Charlene – it’s your car.”

She laughed. “Yes, I suppose it is, but I didn’t want to appear rude.” She really meant it, and it just endeared her more to me. I’ve never dated anyone so intuitive or mature like Charlene. She pulled out a long, thin silver butane lighter and took a deep, cheek-hollowing drag, and did a French inhale. “That’s so good. I didn’t want to excuse myself and go outside your house after dinner. I know your parents don’t smoke and probably wouldn’t take too kindly to it. You know, first impressions and ahl.” She immediately rolled down the window and exhaled outside into the night air. It was chilly and I wished I’d have brought a jacket along, but I wasn’t thinking about anything except Charlene.

“I take it you don’t smoke Daniel?”

“Not really. I’ve dabbled in it, but I never really got the habit.”

Truth be told, I had a bit of a smoking fetish for women like Charlene who smoked those long, white 120mm cigarettes. I was attracted to them. I also noticed through the years that I wasn’t comfortable around non-smokers. I thought there was something wrong with me until I googled the subject and realized these fetishes were more common than I thought.

“I see. Okay. Now I know that aspect of my person doesn’t bother you. I’m glad Daniel,” she said as she puffed away on the highway. It was about a ten minute drive to Tankards which was inside a moderate-sized shopping mall by mall standards. We parked underneath a light and this time I took her hand as we walked inside.

The place was crowded, it being a Friday night and we could hear the beat of the DJ playing techno music from inside. People were mingling about and dancing. “Why don’t we get a couple of drinks at the bar and then go dance?”

She took both of my hands in hers, and said to me up close, “That’s perfect Daniel.” The she gently kissed me on my ear, nibbling and smiling. Another thing. She was so proper, always addressing me by my full name and not “Dan,” like my parents or my friends usually did. I led her by the hand to the bar, and we found two recently vacated seats. I saw the couple leave and I asked the bartender if we could sit there. He said yes, and then when he saw Charlene, his eyes lit up. To my surprise, the bartender recognized Charlene.

“Hi Charlene! Where are your buddies tonight? Oh hey! I saw that apartment house fire on the news. Tough luck about Smitty and Mike. I just can’t get my head around it. All of us here can’t. How are you holding up?”

“As well as can be expected, I suppose. I missed the funerals as you know . . .” her voice trailed off.

Bill quickly realized he should change the subject. He turned to me and said, “How does it feel to be with a bonafide hero?”

I didn’t tell him that I was the recipient of her heroism.

“Oh let me introduce my date Bill. Bill, this is my friend Daniel. He’s special.”

“Well hello there ‘special Daniel.’ What did you do to land this beautiful woman?” That gave my ego a big, much needed boost. It also engendered some questions.

After we were seated and I ordered two frosted glasses of Guinness Stout, I turned to Charlene. “I thought you said you didn’t get out much?”

“Oh that. I meant dates Daniel. At least once a week, those of us from the firehouse often come here. We like the atmosphere. It’s got kind of a pubby atmosphere, like home, you know.”

Bill placed two iced mugs of the Guinness before us. Both glasses had the signature harp on them. “How did you know that’s my favorite Daniel!?”

“I just thought, you know, you being Irish and all.”

“Well that was very sweet of you Daniel.”

“Now, I hope I’m not getting too personal Daniel, but do you mind if I ask how old y’are?”

“I’m twenty-three; just turned last month.”

Charlene raised her glass in a toast. “Well happy belated birthday Daniel,” and we clinked glasses together. “And may it be a good year for you.”

“Thanks Charlene. I’m not going to ask your age – it isn’t polite.”

“That’s so sweet of you Daniel. Tis’ no secret really. I’m twenty-nine, going on the “Big Three O” in January.”

I was at a loss for words. Charlene sensed it and made light of it to put me at ease. “Well at twenty-three, just turned, mind you,” leaning in close to me, bending her head down slightly, and moving her eyes to the top, “It just means that you probably don’t have many bad habits I’ll need to break you of,” she said smiling, and laughed.

Her laugh was infectious and I laughed too. We finished our glasses, and she took my hands, led me off the stool, and we walked to the dance floor. Bill was washing a glass and as I turned to look at him he was smiling at me. What secrets could he possibly tell me? I suppose if Charlene was an axe murderer he would have warned me.

The light from the dance floor brought out the sparkle of her green, hypnotic eyes and the white complexion of her face. Contrast that with the auburn/chestnut color of her hair and she was stunning. I was in a trance and couldn’t take my eyes off her as she placed her arms around my shoulders, and I placed mine around her hips. The music was slow, but we weren’t really dancing, just sort of rocking as if we were the only two people in the whole place.

She pulled me closer and kissed me again. She pressed her waist against my hard cock, making me crazy. I got the taste of tobacco and the Stout, and soon all existence blocked out from my mind. She was weaving a spell on me. Perhaps it was inexperience or else this was real love. I had no idea, but I knew then that Charlene would be mine. Who would have believed that just one week ago I was sitting alone in my apartment, thinking about how dull and uninteresting my life was. I got more depressed every time I went to those online dating sites. But now, now, I felt on the cusp of the romance and the adventure of a lifetime.

After what seemed like forever, she gently pulled off of me, and I led her back to the bar. “Let’s have another Guinness Daniel. I’m driving, else I’d be havin’ me a wee bit more if you know what I mean.” It seemed that when she drank her accent became more pronounced and it was music to my ears.

Then it hit me. I didn’t know her surname. So I asked. “Charlene, you know I never got your full name.”

“Fair enough young sir. My full name is Charlene Alice Sheehan.”

“A pleasure meeting you Ms. Sheehan.”

“Likewise Mr. Sickles,” and we laughed. “Now if you’ll excuse me I must use the ladies room. You know you can never buy Guinness,

you only rent it,” she said laughing.

“Gotcha.”

I ordered two more from Bill. When I did he leaned in close to me and said into my ear over the music, “That’s a fine woman you have there Daniel. Just be good to her, okay?” It sounded like a warning, but then he smiled at me. “I’ve never seen Charlene here with a date, unless she sees them somewhere else. You’re a lucky guy.”

“Yes I know Bill.”

“I’ve never seen her smile like that. She must be really into you,” he said looking me over as if he were a brother of hers – very protective. “I’m happy for you. You seem nice enough.”

“Thanks, I’ll do my best.” A bit awkward, but then this whole week starting with the fire was crazy.

After we finished the second glass of Guiness, we talked some more, and I was very animated about my growing up as an only child, and she told me stories about her two sisters.

“Come on now Daniel, let’s go back to my place for a bit. We’ve some unfinished business to attend to,” she said like a fox talking to its prey. It was fine because I was all in. Outside, the first thing she did was to light another cigarette and we stood talking underneath the light next to her car.

She lived on the other side of town, close to where my apartment was and also near the firehouse she worked in. We parked in front of her place, and she said she was lucky to find a spot so close to her apartment. She raced outside her car, and opened my door for me.

“Hey, that should be my job,” I said, trying to sound like a gentleman.

“Well you can do that the next time we go out Daniel. Tonight, it’s all me.” Gorgeous and with manners to boot. How lucky was I? “Okay, it’s cold out here, let’s go in,” and she took her keys out of her bag and opened her door. She kissed me softly before we walked in and we made our way up the stairs to her apartment. It was a small affair, with a bedroom separated from the living room by a sliding door, and the kitchen alcove off to the side. A big screen TV covered her living room wall. I saw a large emergency radio on a shelf in her kitchen. She also carried a small walkie talkie device in her bag which she placed on the coffee table in front of the couch.

She placed her arms around my shoulders and said, “Now let me show you some of my home hospitality young Daniel.” She guided me like that, into her bedroom, staring into my eyes, melting me.

[image: A black door with a light on the side  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]


Four

I FELT NO TRACE OF NERVES—being with her was effortless, as if our souls had been quietly searching for each other all along. Every word between us flowed with a gentle intimacy, and sometimes she seemed to sense my thoughts before I could even speak them. Her care for me was woven into every glance, every subtle gesture, making me feel cherished in a way I’d never known. It was surreal, how perfectly we fit together, as if fate had conspired to bring us to this moment. The six-year age difference only added to the thrill, stirring a sweet anticipation in my heart and making every shared smile feel like the beginning of something extraordinary.

The bedroom was a simple affair – a queen size bed, a desk, and some knickknacks on the shelves like a Celtic Cross, Hummel figures, and a fire dept logo. In the background, the emergency radio hummed away.

“Oh! Before I forget Daniel, I’m going to call into the station and tell them I’m ummm . . . not feeling well and need to sleep. This way I won’t get an emergency call tonight; that is if they have enough coverage.”

“Sure, I understand Charlene – do what you have to.”

I sat on her bed looking around while she made the call outside. When she came back into the room she was all smiles, having lifted that one potential barrier to what I knew would be an incredibly delicious evening.

“Well now, that’s done,” she said as she sat on the bed next to me. She turned to me and pulled me closer and began kissing me all over my face and mouth, nibbling on my ears which sent chills through me. Her smile gave off a heat that melted my heart, and my cock was screaming for release. As she now kissed me harder, our tongues intertwined; her hand reached down and grabbed hold of my cock through my jeans. She moaned and shivered with pleasure through our kiss as she felt the stiffness of it.

Charlene came off me and told me “Lie down on the bed Daniel,” smiling in wicked fun as she did so. She removed her camisole which revealed a red-laced bra underneath which she also removed. She shook her hair so her radiant locks fell over her face. Her breasts were even more delicious than I had imagined – firm, pear shaped with the nipples erect. She straddled me and moved up so her breasts were over my face. I lifted my head slightly to run my tongue around a nipple, and she moaned again with unrestrained pleasure, and pressed against me closer. I began sucking on it, gently biting, and my cock actually began to throb with expectant pleasure. I was not to be denied.

It was as if I’d slipped into a waking dream—each of her movements was a graceful, intimate dance, choreographed with a tenderness that made me feel cherished beyond words. Her every touch radiated generosity, as though her deepest joy came from igniting mine. In that moment, a powerful realization swept over me: I was tumbling headlong into love, truly and completely, for the very first time.

Charlene slowly got up on her knees, the backs of her nails stroking my face gently, looking down at me and smiling, as she undid my belt and the button on my jeans. She teased me and laughed as she slowly pulled my zipper down, and then up again.

“Lift your arse up Daniel,” she whispered softly, her eyes full of wanton desire. As I did her bidding, she pulled my jeans down just below my knees. She bit her bottom lip and then grabbed my boxers by the front and slowly pulled them down as well. “Oh my, what a beautiful cock you have there,” she said with exaggerated surprise, and began stroking it gently. I was being made love to by a Celtic goddess. She went up and down my length, stroking the bottom of my cock with the right amount of pressure.

Then she took her hand away and bent over me looking me in the eyes as she kissed the tip of my cock, the feel of the softness of her glossed lips sending shocks of electricity through me. I pulled my shirt up to my breast., and the ends of her hair tickled my bare belly.

Charlene opened her lips gently and she slid her mouth all the way down to the base of my cock, licking and sucking with a fierce intensity; all the while keeping a tight seal with her lips. Her mouth was very wet which made it feel like a silk scarf running up and down me. Sucking noises escaped from her mouth.

I bucked my hips to match her bobbing up and down, and we both went faster and faster. This was my first time, and I didn’t have to say anything because she knew – I knew she knew, and it was okay with her. I felt a hot knife churning deep inside me and I could hold back no longer – I screamed and shot out the biggest load of my manhood into her mouth. She drank up every drop of me as if her very existence depended on it. Not one drop came out the sides of her mouth. When I came she closed her lips tighter around me and kept going, long after the last drop had left me. My hands were pressed into her shoulder blades, and I was rubbing her. She cooed contentedly as I did so.

When finally she came off me, her eyes were glazed over and to me it was the most beautiful sight I ever beheld, and she kissed me, giving me a good taste of my own cum. I didn’t mind; I licked all of it from inside of her mouth. Then she reached down to her bag on the floor and took out a cigarette. Smiling, she looked at me and said, “Ah the best cigarette is after sex. Would you like one Daniel?”

I found myself saying “yes” and giving full vent to my fetish. As soon as she lit herself up she noticed my cock come up to full attention again right away. “Oh will you look at that! All I did was light a cigarette.” Her eyes squinted and with a grin on her face she said, “I think it turns you on when I smoke. You know I’ve heard of men with smoking fetishes, but I’ve never seen one in action before.”

I was busted and I knew it. I shrugged and said, “You’re right Charlene. I’ve had this since I was a teenager. It’s always been a turn on for me.” She laughed and held her cigarette in a very exaggerated feminine way and took a nice French inhale.

“I think that Freud believed it had something to do with the oral or phallic stage of development.” The expression on my face changed; I was embarrassed. She caught it right away.

“Oh no Daniel, it’s fine – really! No need to be embarrassed my love. Here let me prove it to you” And with both of us smoking, she took a deep drag and put her mouth against my cock again and exhaled all over it and began sucking on me again. Once more I came and I think I was cummed out for the night.

We just lay there in contented bliss, her head on my chest. She whispered sleepily “I love you, Daniel.” I kissed the top of her head and said, “I love you too Charlene.”


Five

CHARLENE DROVE ME HOME AND I WAS FLOATING the whole way. We talked about going on an outing to the countryside and watch the leaves turn and to a little village on the river with shops that I said would probably remind her of Kilkenny. When we reached my house the lights were out, and she kissed me more before I went in. “Good night my love. Call me soon, okay?”

“Sure,” and as I got out of the car I leaned in one more time and kissed her again, tenderly. I went to bed and fell asleep quickly, thinking about Charlene and how lucky I was.

I came downstairs for breakfast Saturday morning and my dad had already left for work – he was in retail selling cars and weekends were big for him, so it was just mom and me eating alone.

“So Danny, tell me about your date – Charlene is a real gem. I hope you can keep her.”

“Yeah, I hope so too mom. It was nothing special. We went to a bar where she goes sometimes with the other firefighters, and we danced and talked.”

“It seems like it was a lot of time for talking and dancing.”

“Come on mom. Don’t tell me you waited up for me! Besides, Charlene is very responsible. We had some drinks, and we wanted to make sure she was okay before she drove me home, that’s all.”

“See, I knew I was right about her. Make sure and tell her she’s welcome here at any time.” I couldn’t help but think that mom’s feelings for Charlene were in part predicated on the fact that after all, she did save my life on Tuesday. I think that mom was glad when Charlene was with me, that she had become my personal protection. It made sense.

“So when are you seeing her next Danny?”

“I don’t know. I said I’d call her.”

She pointed to Charlene’s flowers on the dining room table. They really were stunning. “Look at them Danny, such a beautiful assortment. When you marry her, I will go along with whatever floral arrangement she decides on.”

“Mom! STOP IT! I’ve just seen the girl once . . . well, maybe twice if you consider the fire.”

“Yes, the fire,” mom said, a bit overcome with how close I came to dying that day if it wasn’t for the Celtic goddess who saved my life. After breakfast I went to the mall because I was looking for some casual wear since I knew now that I had a girlfriend, and I wanted to look my best. That thought brought a smile to my face. The first time in a while that I’ve smiled like that. While I was at the mall, my cell phone rang just as I was coming out of the dressing room. My eyes lit up when I saw it was Charlene.

“Hi, such a nice surprise! How’s your day Charlene? What’s going on?”

“Well I’m doing some equipment maintenance with the house today Daniel, but I’m off tonight at eight o’clock. I was thinking maybe if you’re not doing anything you could come over, and we could cuddle up and watch a movie at my apartment. I’ve got a nice fuzzy blanket, some popcorn and wine, and we could make a proper night of it. Whaddya’ you say boyo?”

Boyo – I was dating a real Celtic goddess.

“You’re on! It sounds terrific! I’ll be over at eight thirty?”

“Yes, I’ll try and get off early. I believe the lads are going to Tankards, but tonight I’ll pass. I think I’ll tell them I’ve got a date with a proper gentleman.”

“And who would that be?” I said, trying to be funny.

“Cute you are Daniel,” she laughed. I’ll see you later.”

“Okay, bye – I love you Charlene.”

“Umm . . . me too,” and she made a kiss sound over the phone.

I bought the new jeans and a nice casual shirt that was a bit out of my budget, but I didn’t care – Charlene was worth every penny. I looked around, and on a whim, I bought her a bottle of some perfume they were hawking in the store and had it giftwrapped.

Of course mom was thrilled that I was seeing Charlene again and she was making plans to have her over for dinner again. I rolled my eyes, and remembered how she must feel towards her. I wondered how my dad felt about her and then realized you can’t squeeze emotion out of a stone.

I ate a quick dinner and of course mom made a comment about my new clothes and saw the giftwrapped little bottle of perfume and grinned at me. “I hope Charlene appreciates what a great catch you are Danny.”

“Sure mom, I know she does. Don’t wait up for me, and don’t worry, I’m in the hands of my rescuer.”

She laughed, but I knew that’s what she was thinking. It took me about a half hour to get to her apartment, and as luck would have it I found the same space we parked in last night. I noticed Charlene’s Subaru about four houses down. This time I brought my suede jacket that I only wore on special occasions, and this certainly was one of them. I took a deep breath and ran up the three steps to the door and buzzed her apartment.

The door buzzed. “It’s open Daniel, come in,” she said. When I opened the door and walked through the hall with the mail boxes I saw her standing on top of the ten stairs that led to her place.

She hugged and kissed me. She wore tight jeans that accented her perfect curves, and a white cotton button down blouse with the top three buttons opened. “Well now, what’s this?” she said, pointing to the bottle.

“Just a little something I thought you might like. When you called me I was at the mall and I bought these for myself,” pointing to my jeans and sport shirt. Then I caught a whiff of the perfume they were selling in the store, so here it is,” and I presented it to her. She smiled and wasted no time unwrapping it.

She gave a big sigh and touched her chest. “Oh my! This is absolutely lovely. It must have set you back some Daniel. I know this isn’t cheap!”

“Let’s see what it smells like.”

She put the bottle up to her nose and pressed the button down just a bit and we both sniffed. “Ummm, I love it Daniel! It smells like lilacs and something else. It’s wonderful!” She stood back and put some on her fingers and rubbed just a bit behind her ears. They were so perfect, her lobes. I couldn’t resist and I leaned in and kissed her neck.

“Tastes good too,” I added.

“Umm,” she cooed.

Holding the bottle in one hand, she threw her arms around my shoulders with pure passion, and kissed me deeply on the lips, throwing me into an otherworldly state of total ecstasy. She led me into the living room. “Now I found a movie I think you’ll like. It’s the one on NETFIX everyone’s talking about – that detective thriller. You never did tell me your taste in movies.”

“That’s fine. I’d rather watch it with you than with my parents!”

“Well I should hope so. But I get the feeling your mom would like it if we watched something with her too. You know I’ve been thinking about it. The fact that I saved your life probably endears me to her I’ll bet.”

“Exactly! I had the same feeling today when I saw her this morning at breakfast. She couldn’t stop talking about you.”

“Well bless her heart. The woman is very sweet Daniel. You’re lucky to have a mom like her.”

I smiled, eager to leave the world behind and lose myself in her embrace. With the softest invitation, we wrapped ourselves in the warmth of the fuzzy blanket, the glow of the lamp painting golden halos in her hair. The scent of her perfume mingled with the sweetness of strawberry shampoo, intoxicating me as she nestled her head on my shoulder. Every time she lifted her gaze, our eyes met, and we were drawn together in lingering, breathless kisses—each one deeper, more urgent, more electric than the last. The movie faded into the background, its story eclipsed by the quiet symphony of our closeness. With every touch, every shared laugh, I felt the world narrow to just the two of us, hearts beating in perfect time. In that moment, I knew I was the luckiest man alive.

She dozed off and on, making sweet sounds of contentment and joy. The wine had the same effect on the both of us. “C’mon Daniel, let’s go to the bedroom.” She didn’t wait for a response; none was needed. She pulled me off the couch and led me, silently to the bedroom through the sliding door. She threw her arms around me and kissed me – harder than before, and with even more passion, though I thought it was impossible. I knew that something grand and unexpected was about to happen.


Six

SHE SAT ME DOWN ON THE END OF THE BED and she stood in front of her dresser mirror, stopping to light a cigarette. Her eyes burned into mine and she bit her bottom lip, an action I had grown accustomed to and loved, the brief but intense time we had grown to know each other. She unbuttoned her top and slowly pulled it off, like a strip tease. I was smiling at her, and my cock was throbbing, aching for release.

Then she unbuttoned her jeans, slowly pulling down her zipper, letting them fall to the floor. She slowly stepped out of them, never losing eye contact, and she wore a matching red satin thong. Charlene posed for me, rubbing her hands over her perfect, tight, white skinned abdomen, and shaking her long, shiny hair over her face so she looked like a lioness in heat. She rubbed her tongue around her lips and was staring at me. I did all I could to stop from taking out my cock.

Then in a split second my entire world was flipped upside down. It was the emotional equivalent of the initial explosion of my building fire. You know how the mind plays tricks on you? Well, this was one of those times that I will never forget as long as I live. Charlene pulled down her thong and the largest cock I ever saw shown itself to me, curved and pointing up at the ceiling. My eyes were opened wide and my mouth hung open; a wordless scream forming.

“NO, NO, NO!! CHARLENE? . . . WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS???” WHO ARE YOU??” Tears welled up in my eyes as my world crashed down upon me. The room was spinning, and my heart was racing and the tears poured down my cheeks. Her expression turned to horror and disgrace; perhaps thinking that maybe it was too soon – too much, too fast.

“DANIEL!! WAIT! LET ME TALK TO YOU LOVE!”

“No, no Charlene. I . . . CAN’T,” I yelled. “I HAVE TO GET OUT OF HERE!” And I ran out of the bedroom, zipping my pants, and almost crashing into the sliding doors, loudly sobbing like a wounded animal. I grabbed my jacket and flew out the door of the apartment, taking two steps at once, and ran to my car. I could hear Charlene calling after me as I started the engine, my hands shaking. In her state of undress she couldn’t follow me. On the way home my phone buzzed four times. I didn’t answer – I was crying too loudly.


PART II
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Seven

I CRIED BITTERLY ALL THE WAY HOME. I felt betrayed, played with, used. Whatever negative feeling you could come up with I felt. That night, my phone buzzed intermittently, which only made me cry more, so at three AM I turned it off. I wasn’t sure how long it would be until I turned it on again.

I slept until eleven and came downstairs for breakfast. My dad was gone already, and my mother was in the kitchen smiling, getting my breakfast ready. She started to ask me about my date with Charlene, and my eyes welled up with tears.

“Whats’s wrong Daniel?” she asked; the look of genuine concern very strong, penetrating.

“Nothing mom. Can we not talk about this please?”

“Oh . . . okay.” She was clearly disappointed and still insistent throughout breakfast.

“Daniel what happened? Short of finding out that she’s a wanted killer who jumped bail, whatever could be wrong? I could tell how much she cared about you.” She laughed trying to make the mood better. “I was even planning the next dinner invitation.”

But no. I told myself that I wasn’t gay and to be with a “woman” like that would be wrong. I know that society is liberated and all, and transgender romances and relationships work out, but I was not ready for that.

The pain hit me in waves, raw and relentless. I ran upstairs, tears streaming down my face, locked the door, and collapsed onto my bed, sobbing into the pillow as if I could drown out the world. Dinner that night was a silent, heavy affair—my mother’s worried glances only deepened the ache inside me, while my father, as always, hid behind his newspaper, untouched by the storm raging in our home.

When Monday came, I couldn’t bear the thought of working from home, surrounded by memories and reminders. I forced myself into the office, hoping the change of scenery would numb the hurt, but the sadness clung to me, thick and suffocating. It twisted into something sharper—betrayal, anger, confusion—until I barely recognized myself.

A week passed before I could even bring myself to turn my phone back on. The screen lit up with missed calls and voicemails, all from Charlene. The sheer number overwhelmed me. Even through my anger, guilt crept in, whispering that maybe I’d been too quick to run, too quick to judge. I was left grieving—not just for what I’d lost, but for the hope and trust that had been shattered. It felt like mourning a friend, or maybe something even deeper. And I couldn’t shake the question: had I been too hasty, or was the wound simply too deep to heal?

Another week passed, and although my mother and I spoke about more mundane events, I could tell that Charlene was never far from her mind. Then one night at dinner, in front of my father, she said, “Maybe you should just call her Daniel and talk.” Charlene’s bouquet was wilted and was starting to smell, but my mother couldn’t bear to throw it out.

“Drop it mom, please,” I said, my hurt still too deep to even think straight. My father, much to my surprise, pulled down his newspaper, rustling it loudly, looked at me and said, “Daniel, is there something you want to talk about man to man?” I laughed inside, because I thought that if I wanted to have a “man to man” conversation, I could always call Charlene! It was a bitter revelation. By the fourth week I was starting to feel like myself again, but I couldn’t go back to the online dating sites – I was afraid to, and it would only depress me more than I already was.

Then that Wednesday evening I came home and my mother was in a state of panic. “Daniel!” She yelled. Come into the living room and look at the TV! The news is on!”

“What is it mom? Are we at war or something?” I almost wished we were. I would join the Marines or the French Foreign Legion where men go to forget. I quickly saw the screen and watched in disbelief. There was a warehouse fire downtown and two firefighters were killed and two were badly injured and in the hospital. I knew instinctively it was in the area covered by Charlene’s firehouse. I quickly pressed the DVR button to record. The announcer’s voice was steady and serious.

“Here is some breaking news. Let’s go to Doris Bannon on the scene.”

“A devastating fire at Jenkin’s Warehouse led to a building collapse earlier today, resulting in the deaths of two firefighters and serious injuries to two others. The blaze broke out at approximately 3:15 p.m., prompting a large emergency response until the fire was contained.

Among the injured are Jonathan DeMaio and Charlene Sheehan, both members of the 150th Engine and Hook & Ladder Company. Charlene Sheehan is notably the first female firefighter in the company’s history and was previously recognized for her heroic rescue efforts during the Hanock River apartment explosion last month.

Both injured firefighters were transported to Beacon Memorial Hospital and are expected to recover. The names of the fallen firefighters are being withheld pending notification of their families. City officials, including Mayor Jackson, have expressed condolences and praised the bravery of all first responders involved.”

I turned the TV off in shock and disbelief. I was beside myself with anguish for Charlene. How bad were her injuries? She had no family in the States to care for her, and where would she go when she was released from the hospital? I sighed. Maybe I was too hasty. For a few brief days she was the best thing that ever happened to me, causing feelings that made me feel so damn good! A small voice inside me kept saying, Love is love . . . I repeated it, and knew what I would have to do. My mom was crying and looking at me, pleading. “Daniel, maybe this is a sign of some sort. You MUST visit her, and whatever it was that caused you to leave her, you have to overcome. I just have a feeling about this.”

“Maybe you’re right mom.”

Immediately her face lit up. “Then do the right thing.” She must have read my mind because she said, “I know Charlene doesn’t have any family here, and I was thinking: We could offer her to recuperate here with us you know.”

“I think you’re getting ahead of yourself mom,” I said, thinking that I wouldn’t blame Charlene if she never wanted anything to do with me ever again. Still, the next day I called in sick to my job and in the morning I went to a florist, and spent nearly a weekly salary on a gorgeous floral bouquet. I drove to the Beacon hospital, and I really didn’t know what I would say, but I knew I’d be overcome with emotion when I did see her. I had no idea what kind of injuries she had sustained, nor how serious they were. It was an open book, and I would steel myself for whatever came.

I went to the front desk, and I asked for Charlene and her room number. I was told she had surgery yesterday, but that she was in a regular room. Thank God for that at least. So I took my pass and as it turned out she was on the twelfth floor – orthopedics.

When I walked into the room I saw she was asleep and hooked up to the IV. She had a cast on her right leg up to her hip. There were already several bouquets from the city hall, the police, and fire departments. I saw another bag hanging on the IV pole and assumed it was a painkiller and maybe an antibiotic. I went to the nurse’s station and asked for something to put the flowers in. A nurse helped me and remarked what a beautiful arrangement it was. She asked if I was family and I said no that I was just a good friend. Who knew if that was even true anymore.

I pulled the visitor’s chair up to the side of her bed and watched as she slept. After half an hour I started to dose off, and I was awakened by the sound of a nurse taking her vitals. She didn’t wake up, and the nurse told me that she was indeed on powerful pain meds.

After another thirty minutes or so had passed, I really lost track of time, her eyes fluttered opened, and I had my fist under my chin and was looking down at her body under the blanket and sheets.

“Daniel?” she said weakly, smiling. “My love . . . you came back to visit your savior. But now I’ve been the one needin’ savin’.”

I smiled and took her hand and smiled at her observation. “Charlene.” Tears were flowing down my cheeks. “Can you ever see it in your heart to forgive me?”

She took a deep breath. “I think I need to apologize Daniel. I’ve been going crazy in my mind for the last month, regretting that I never talked to you about . . . my nature to you first.”

I couldn’t resist leaning over and kissing her dry, cracked lips. Even without her makeup she looked angelic. How could I have been so stupid. All at once, with one kiss, all the feelings of joy came back to me, because I knew there was hope for this “thing of ours.” I lingered and our tongues found each other.

“I’m not leaving your side Charlene. I called in sick today, and I was sick with worry – mom and dad too, if you can believe that” referring to my “absent” father.

“Oh Daniel, it was so horrible! When the building collapsed, I was luggin’ a bit of hose, and a beam fell on my leg. Fortunately, twas’ just a bone, and the doctor said I’ll heal up just fine. About eight weeks in a cast, and then some PT.”

I was going to ask her if she knew about her friends, when she pre-empted me. She took a tissue and dabbed at her eyes. “Smitty and Mike perished, God rest their souls. They were good men and even better friends. You know how it is. When you work a job like mine, you become like family to those around you.”

“Hey, I’m here for you babe. Charlene, I’m so sorry. I, I love you.” I leaned in and kissed her again and hugged her. She placed her one free arm around my back and rubbed it.

“I know ya’are Daniel. You’re here with me now and that’s all that matters my love.”

“Hey, I was thinking. You’re all alone – at home I mean. My mom asked and I agreed; come stay and recover at our house. Good home cooking, and of course my doting mother to hover over you, not to mention me. What do you say?”

“Why I’d love that! You’re sure it’s no trouble?”

“Of course not! Better me than some strange nurse to visit you at home for a few hours. You won’t have to worry about shopping and that stuff – or going up and down those stairs.”

We hugged and kissed some more. “I’ll go down and grab something from the cafeteria and then come back up. Did you eat yet?”

“Soon I think. The food’s not half bad for a hospital here.”

So I stayed with her all day, and came back after work and stayed with her until visiting hours were over for the next two days. Before they discharged her she had to be cleared by PT before they could let her go out with crutches. They also gave her a wheelchair. I took her home with all that on the third day, and we stopped at the pharmacy for her pain meds. She passed crutch walking with flying colors.


Eight

My mom greeted her at the door and threw her arms around her and kissed her as though she was a long lost daughter coming home. “Charlene dear, when we heard about the fire on the news I was worried sick!”

“I know Doris. I can only imagine. Daniel here was a great comfort to me while I was in the hospital.” She looked at my mother, and it was as if she could read her mind. “And don’t worry, we cleared up our little ‘misunderstanding.’”

“I’m so glad,” mom said, placing her hands together as if in prayer. “Now let’s get you settled. We have a guest room down the hall where you can stay, and you won’t have to climb stairs.”

Charlene sighed with relief. “That’s wonderful because my wee apartment has three stairs outside and then another ten inside to get into the apartment.”

“There you see? Everything will be fine. You must be hungry. Daniel will help you to your room, and you can get settled.”

“Daniel,” Charlene said. “Can you make a trip to my apartment and get some clothes for me? I just have what I’m wearing now, and they belong to Nancy, the other woman firefighter in my house.” I feel a bit too small in them.” After all, she didn’t have any of her own clothes in the hospital, other than the heavy suit she came in with.

So after she was settled in her room and we had a bit of lunch I got in my car and drove to her apartment. I brought a suitcase with me, and I packed about two weeks’ worth of clothes in it. We would wash whatever needed washing for her. I went through her chest of drawers and picked out sweaters, and two large pairs of sweat pants she would have to wear to fit over her cast. I could always buy more if she needed them. After all, she would be spending eight weeks at our house.

When it came to her undergarments, I picked up about four satin thongs, and bras. A very evil thought crossed my mind as I rubbed the soft satin between my fingers. God these are so soft and silky. My heart started racing as I stripped out of my clothes and boxers, and slowly pulled up an emerald green thong up my legs. It felt heavenly as I pulled them up my skinny, hairless legs. My cock was as hard as a flagpole and at complete attention. I gently settled it around my junk and rubbed my cock against the soft inside of the pouch. I felt a drop of pre cum leak out, forming a small dark stain on the inside. It had extra padding to hide her “appendage.” The crazy thought hit me – what if I was to dress up too? Of course Charlene told me in the hospital that she had been on estrogens for quite a while to make her transition, and the only surgery she had was on her vocal cords to get her voice sounding feminine.

Then I noticed an opened pack of her cigarettes on her dresser, and a lighter next to them. I would buy her a carton and another lighter on the way home because I knew that she would surely have cravings to smoke at my house. I faced the mirror and placed a cigarette in my mouth. Looking around the room at her open closet I saw a box on top that contained a redhaired wig! Her auburn/chestnut hair was natural, but the redhaired wig excited me, and made my cock throb even more. So I carefully placed it on and looked at the “new me” staring back at me in the mirror. This was an unexpected thrill! I was overcome with giddiness.

I stood in front of the mirror smoking and turning from side to side admiring myself and rubbing my cock some more with the cigarette dangling from the corner of my mouth. I grabbed an ashtray and a box of tissues and placed them on the bed, and lay down. I slowly jerked myself off, fantasizing about Charlene. I wondered what it be like to actually suck her cock. I knew she would love that! I reasoned that it was just like eating out a woman’s pussy – just juices; so no big deal. My how my entire outlook changed in such a short time! I rubbed faster and faster, puffing away and rocketing into another, secret, sexy world. Finally I shot a huge load into the tissues, pulling the thong down just in time so I wouldn’t ruin it. I let the wig fall onto my chest and shoulders, sending chills through my body.

I finished up at her place and then stopped off at the pharmacy, sone other stores, and came home. I bought shampoo and stuff that I knew she would need for the stay at my house.

We all had dinner together and even my dad came out of his shell and made pleasant conversation with Charlene, which surprised us all – there were signs of life in the old man after all. After the dinner which of course my mom knocked herself out for, we went to the living room to watch some TV. I brought my laptop because after all, I did have work to do. I decided to work from home for the

forseeable future which was okay with my boss. Charlene made pleasant conversation with my mom and when my mom started asking questions about the accident, I saw that Charlene became uncomfortable and I told mom to quickly change the subject.

The subject of Charlene’s cigarette habit came out in the form of a confession, and here I thought my mom would draw the line, but much to my surprise she got an old ashtray out and brought it into the living room for her, while I went to the guest room to bring her bag. Charlene of course gushed over me at how thoughtful I was for buying her a carton; I knew that I would be partaking of them as well.

Charlene became sleepy around ten o’clock and decided to go to bed. I stood behind her as she crutch-walked into the guest room, and I decided to hang out with her. Of course my parents said nothing, and after I made a show of going upstairs to my room, I came downstairs after I was sure they were asleep. I opened Charlene’s door and was surprised to see her sitting up in bed reading a book from her phone.

“What are your reading?” I asked. “Nothing much Daniel. Just some erotic romance I like – you know, short stories from my favorite transgender writer Jaclyn Dicey.”

“Oh really?” I was surprised, but glad in a way because I thought that stuff would get her “in the mood.” But Charlene and I didn’t need any prompts. She was ready within the limits of the cast.

“Now Daniel, I am extremely desirous to be petted and played with. Do you know anyone who could help me on that score?” she said playfully.

“Why of course. I’ll just call one of my friends.” We both laughed.

“Silly you are Daniel. That’s what I love about you – one of many things.”

“Oh yeah, what else do you love about me?”

“Your big, hard cock of course. Now get undressed.”

I was wearing sweats like I always did to bed in the fall and winter. So I stripped quickly and was butt naked in front of her. She reached into the pharmacy bag I bought on her nightstand and pulled out the tube of lube gel I purchased; just as she asked.


Nine

“NOW, ARE YOU SURE you’re ready to please a lady?”

“Totally” I said. What should I do?”

She pulled the blanket down and I saw that she had gone to sleep without any of her undergarments on, and the huge, stiff cock glowed in the moonlight. “Now my darling Daniel, I’d like you to straddle my thighs with your arse facing me.”

I jumped up carefully to avoid the cast on her right leg, and she took the tube of gel and rubbed it up and down my taint, and stuck her finger into my boy pussy, or “bussy,” as I was to later learn the terminology. “You may feel some uncomfortable tightness my love, but it will quickly pass I assure you, and then you’ll be rocketed into a zone of complete and total pleasure.”

I did feel the tightness as I was stretched, but after a few minutes of this play, I got into the mood and was dying to have her cock penetrate me.

“I feel, and can see your tightness going away Daniel. Good, you’re relaxing. Now I want you to imagine the things we can do once I’m all healed up. “

Yes! That’s what I was thinking about – all the things she promised. She withdrew her finger and said, “Now I want you to lower yourself onto my gurl cock, and go up and down me to your comfort.” All the while her fingers were gripping onto my sides.

I felt her cock, which she placed some gel onto, slowly sliding inside of me between my butt cheeks which she spread apart slightly. Her hands guided me up and down and I hissed. “Take it slow Daniel, remember what I said, okay now.?”

“Yeah,” I said through the pain.

“Oooh, that’s it my love – slowly and deeper onto me.” I got into a rhythm and slowly the feeling of fullness dissipated, and I was feeling a deep-seated hunger, a strong desire to please her. I went faster and she was moaning and gripping tightly onto my buttocks. I felt a deep well of desire lighting me up inside as I was rocketed into a pleasurable euphoria. We both came at the same time. I felt a rush of her warm cum fill me inside as I gasped, and she let out a scream of pure otherworldly ecstasy. I didn’t care if my parent’s heard. The more I thought about it, my mother probably expected something like this. When she exploded inside me, I kept thrusting on her and felt her cum run down the inside of my butt cheeks. At the same time I let out a load moan and shot a huge load of cum onto her outstretched good leg, and I wasn’t even touching myself. This, as I was to learn later was given the rather derogatory term “sissygasm.”

I regarded this as no different than any other type of lovemaking. I slowed down after both of us were quiet. I came off her and we cuddled. She gave me a knowing smile and said, “How was it my darling’? See, it’s no different than any other type of lovemaking. I’m just a lady who happens to have ‘a little something more,’ is all.”

“Yes . . . Charlene, it was wonderful. I still feel so bad about running away from you.”

“Hush now. Like I told you Daniel, it was all my fault for not talking about it first. I can only imagine how you felt, and I’m the one who’s sorry. But now things are much better, aren’t they? And just think how much time we have together. I love you Daniel,” and she kissed me sweetly. We lit cigarettes afterwards. “There, you see how good this nasty little habit is after sex?” she said with a cozy little grin.

“Yes you’re right Charlene,” I said as I blew out plumes of blue smoke.

I thought about my little “playing around” in her apartment earlier that day and I knew I had to come clean.

“I have something to confess Charlene.”

“What would that be my love?”

“We shouldn’t keep secrets from each other – that’s part of it.”

“And?”

“Well earlier today when I was at your apartment packing up your stuff, I, uh, I slipped a pair of your panties on.”

Her eyes grew wide, and she cocked her head to one side. “So how did that feel?”

“It felt wonderful, and I felt so guilty . . . because I also put on your redhaired wig.”

“Oh that,” she said and laughed. “Well now, this changes things a bit, but I would say for the better my love.”

“Really?” Yes! You don’t have to go all in just yet. Take it slow and we can have fun together; maybe start right here in this room. You can go back to my apartment and bring the wig here, and I could put some makeup on you.”

At that thought my cock swelled. “Oh my, look how excited you’re getting! Here, sit up and get over here, and I’ll suck, I mean devour your cock. When we’re together you can dress up as much as you like my love,” and she winked at me.

Whoa, this was a whole other dimension. I felt so blessed that this could even happen. I could never imagine it just a few short months ago.

I straddled her chest and grabbed my cock, placing it down so her mouth could take it. She quickly replaced my hand with hers and she slipped it between her lips, and began to gently lick around my head. Charlene’s fingers rubbed my shaft and the soft underbelly of sensitive skin. Then I pushed farther in, and she took all of me inside her like before, not stopping. Her lips made a tight seal around my shaft and I kept thrusting. Her mouth was so wet, and it wasn’t long before I came inside her mouth. Like before, she drank all of me in, not letting one drop go to waste. I kept thrusting until she licked me clean.

Then when I pulled out we lay next to each other. She whispered softly into my ear. “Just imagine what we can do when the cast comes off of me Daniel. I will really rock your world . . .” and with that we fell asleep in each other’s arms. During the night I tasted her for the first time, and it seemed to me to be the most natural thing in the world. She loved every second and made me feel as though I was the most important person in the world.

The next morning, after having spent the entire night with Charlene in her bed, I got my sweats on quickly and I helped her dress. We both came into the kitchen where my mom and dad were having breakfast.

“Daniel, I didn’t hear you come down. I was going to go to Charlene and help her dress . . . but I see you beat me to it,” she said with a knowing smile. As usual, my dad was behind his newspaper, oblivious to what had transpired last night. That afternoon I went back to Charlene’s apartment and brought the redhaired wig back with me, minus the box, and snuck it into the house.

________________

______

The next eight weeks with the cast on, we repeated our nightly routine, and mom was thrilled. How cool is that? After the cast was off, Charlene stayed at our house, and I took her to PT and the doctor’s office. Eventually she moved back to her apartment, and after about six months, I moved in with her. When we had enough money saved, we moved to a new apartment together. Not only did Charlene let me wear her wig and makeup, but she got me a couple of skirts and blouses, and I was dressed whenever we were together. It was our delicious little secret, and my parents were none the wiser. I was on the fence about transitioning but knew that I eventually would when the time was right.

After another six months, I saved up and bought Charlene a ring. We were to be married in the fall. If I may be frank, we fucked like jackrabbits. Taking her was the most fun, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I was even glad my old apartment house burned, because it allowed me to meet my “Five Alarm Femme,” and savior.
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