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Chapter 1

_______________

___

Just two years out of community college, Dan Butterfield found work not with computer programming, but in something he’s been doing ever since he was a teenager – working on cars. He got a job with a service station his uncle Gordon owned, and since he was fourteen, he’d been helping out here and there, learning cars, reading magazines, and even purchasing a 1966 Ford Mustang that sat in his parent’s driveway which he was trying to restore. Every so often his father and uncle liked to rib him about it, saying, “Hey Dan, how’s the neighborhood eyesore coming along?” But they really respected him and what’s more, the customers loved him, and requested him by name when they came by the shop.

Dan was a bit on the short side, only five feet, eight inches tall, had a wiry build and slim hands which were good for getting into tight engine spaces. His dating life at twenty one wasn’t that great, because the same girls came all the time to the bars he and his friends went to. But, you never know where you’ll find love, and Dan, the eternal optimist, was due to be pleasantly surprised.

His high school physics teacher, Ms. Ballard surprised him one Monday morning at the shop when she brought in her 2019 Hyundai Tucson for an inspection and fluid change. He didn’t know the car, but when he saw the ticket, he remembered the name instantly. Ms. Ballard was HOT and the subject of lewd remarks from all the guys in his class. She had long, shapely legs, and a tight ass that looked like her skirts or jeans were molded around them. Her hair was long, full, dark brown, and she had piecing green catlike eyes that would draw you in immediately. In school he remembered that she loved to dress provocatively in class, and flirt with the senior boys.

He remembered one time in class, during an exam when he had a question, she bent over his desk, and he got a bird’s eye view of her cock-busting cleavage outlined by a red-laced bra under a tight white cotton blouse. He got a good whiff that day of her perfume and a light scent of tobacco smoke, both of which turned him on immensely. Dan had a little secret smoking fetish for the long, all white cigarettes like Virginia Slims 120s. He used to see Ms. Ballard sitting in her car in the morning, smoking before class, with her compact out, and touching up the heavy makeup she always wore. That gave him a nice hard on before walking into class in the morning, and something to fantasize over at night.

After he left high school, she was a fond memory that he obsessed over. He never mentioned it to his friends who were still in town and either came back or never left, because it might seem strange to them, and he would NEVER share his fetish or his “other hobby” – browsing YOUTUBE sites on crossdressing and putting on makeup.

Dan’s real object was to become the women he fantasized over in those videos. 

But how? His sister Madeline moved out two years ago, and she took all her stuff with her. When he was a teenager, he remembered sneaking around in her room and slipping on some of her lingerie and making faces in the mirror and saying all sorts of lewd things like, “Hey guy, wanna blow job from a real horny slut??” These things he would never, ever share, not with anyone. He did make some friends online, and under his assumed name “Loni,” he would correspond with them and share stories. He got off on other’s exploits.

On a Monday morning, the first customer brought their car in at seven thirty. One of the guys drove it into the first bay which was Dan’s, and he looked at the job ticket. He did a double take when he saw the name on the slip – Debbie Ballard! Holy shit! He couldn’t believe it. What was it – three years since he’d last seen her? The ticket was stamped “WAITING,” so he had the perfect excuse to go into the front office and talk to her. Immediately, his memories produced a very large boner indeed. His heart was beating fast, and he hoped to God his massive hard on wouldn’t show through his jeans.

“Ms. Ballard?” he said, trying his best not to sound nervous or overly excited.

She was standing around near the register, and Joe Boylan, the middle aged guy his uncle used as a cashier, was busy stocking some shelves behind the register. She looked closely at Dan, and then it hit her.

“Oh! Dan? Dan Butterfield?”

“Yes Ms. Ballard, it’s me!”

“Oh please, school’s over,” she said. “Call me Debbie.”

“So how long have you been working here?”

“For years really. This is my uncle George’s shop. I’ve been working, sort of ‘apprenticing’ here for years. I’m really good with cars, and the computer programming courses I took at Culp’s Community didn’t really fly with me. Anyway, I love working on cars. I guess you could say it’s my passion.”

“Right, well that’s good. Some people take years at the same job before they have regrets about not doing what they really want to do.”

“Well my friend Liz comes here all the time, and I got tired of the old garage I was going to.” She lowered her voice and leaned into him and said, “I just knew they were ripping me off for years. I asked around, and well., this place got rave reviews on YELP and from Liz, so here I am.”

“Great! I’m the chief mechanic, so I’ll make sure you get out quick, in time for school at nine.” It was late September, and she wore a light jacket and a mid-length black fabric skirt with a high slit up the middle, and stiletto heels that wrapped around her ankles. Her toenails were painted bright cherry red. Her luscious brown hair was done up fastened with a clip, and the white collar on her cotton blouse was up, revealing the soft skin of her neck which now he found himself staring at. To add to his excitement, the top three buttons of her blouse were open, revealing her large breasts barely hidden beneath a red laced bra. Nothing like going to teach high school dressed like a slut, now is there? He thought. His cock was practically busting out of his jeans, and a little smirk on her face could mean only one thing – she noticed.

“Okay Debbie. I’m gonna get to work on that now, so you can have a seat.”

“Oh thank you Dan, I really appreciate it!” He was glad she decided to wait and didn’t just drop the car off with Joe, or else he might have missed her. When he had her car on the lift, he noticed the front driver’s side tire was leaking air – it was a valve, and it needed replacing. The tire had to be ordered and so there was no way she would have the car ready in time for school. He was really sorry to do it, but he had to tell her the bad news. Just as soon as he said it, an idea popped into his head – a very devious idea, indeed.

“Oh no Dan! Are you sure you can’t patch it or something?”

“No, not when there’s a valve involved. I could fill the tire, but then you’d get stuck on some road with a flat – it’s dangerous Debbie. Tell you what. I’ll drive you to school in my car and pick you up and take you back here after. How’s that?”

Her eyes brightened up and her expression warmed considerably. Dan was very excited. How old was she? Later when he looked at the service bill he saw from her driver’s license that she was thirty two. Older women turned him on as well. Both his “big head,” and his “little head” went flying off in all directions.

“Really Dan! That would be wonderful. You’re such a sweet guy. I can’t believe it. And here I was ready to call an UBER ride! You saved me some money.” She leaned in and gave him a long peck on the cheek. Of course, Joe pretended not to see anything. Dan was sure that would be some gossip he’d share with Uncle George later. Now he’d have to wipe her lipstick off his face before he got back to the shop.

The ride to Henry Hunt High School was about twenty minutes and he got her there by eight thirty. Once in the car, she asked him, “Dan, do you mind if I have a cigarette on the way? I’ll keep the window open. I don’t want to set a bad example for the kids.”

“Oh not at all Debbie, go ahead.”

“Thanks, you’re such a doll,” she said, rubbing her hand on top of his thigh, almost making him swerve and crash into a tree. But he quickly got control, and she laughed. “I see the effect I have on you,” she said, taking a seductive drag and blowing the smoke out the window. Then she looked at him, noticing the very hard cock under his jeans. “I think you got that hard on when I lit this up. I know a lot about smoking fetishes you know.” Dan turned a bright red.

“Oh I’m sorry Dan! Am I making you uncomfortable?”

“No, not at all. Actually I think watching you smoke is kind of cool.”

“Ohhh, interesting,” she said, in a practiced way. There was something about Debbie that he couldn’t quite put his finger on. “Well, it’s nothing to be ashamed about. I read a lot online about what turns men on. Did you know that smoking fetishes are number five or six in terms of popularity? It’s true – look it up. Google the top fetishes for men. I think that it’s pretty close to feet. Why did you know that there are some websites that actually pay women to send in pictures of them smoking?”

“Gee, I didn’t know that such a thing existed.” Of course, Dan was lying. His browsing history was full of sites like that. In fact, Dan was part of a FLICKR group under the pseudonym “Loni,” and he regularly chatted with transwomen and male crossdressers. It would have been much better if he had a real photo of himself to post. Instead, he found an old photo up of a woman he claimed was him.

They pulled into the school lot, and she tossed the cigarette out the window and reached into her bag for some breath spray. “I can’t be talking to students smelling like tobacco, now can I. It’s such a turn off for most people today,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Yeah, it is. I think men are really attracted to beautiful women who smoke.” He realized what he had just said, but it was too late to pull it back in and unsay it.

She didn’t miss a beat. “So does that mean Dan you find me attractive?” She was grinning now.

Might as well get it out. “Yes Debbie, as a matter of fact I do.”

“That’s so nice to hear! I think you’re a very handsome guy Dan. You don’t have a girlfriend, now do you?”

“As a matter of fact I don’t. I’m really tired of the whole meat market bar scene. My friend David likes to go to online dating sites. He finds girls there.”

“David Birney?”

“Yes.”

“Oh wow. You mean David is still in town?”

“Yes, and he goes to Abner Doubleday College. He lives at home.”

“Oh okay. Well, it looks like we’re here. So can you pick me up at five?”

“Yes, today the shop closes at five. I’ll get your cell number from the shop and call you when your car is ready. Then I’ll drive it over here to pick you up.”

“Wonderful,” she said, saying it slowly, and then her hand grabbed his hard cock tenting up through his jeans. “I’ll be ready for you Dan,” she said, stroking him and causing a bit of pre cum to leak from his cock slit. Her nails dug in through the material. But unlike in the shop, this time she turned his head around and kissed him hard on the mouth. The breath spray mixed with the hint of smoke breath almost made him cum right there. His heart was racing.

She broke off, looked at him and blew him a kiss as she opened the door. “See you this afternoon Dan.”

“Okay Debbie. See you. I’ll let you know how much the tire is. I’ll make sure you get a nice discount – our cost.”

“That’s sooo sweet Dan. Gotta run – bye.”

The ride back to the shop was more than difficult. In fact the rest of the day his head was in the clouds. Still, he was able to do his work, while all kinds of salacious thoughts about what he wanted to do with her were running through his mind. He was counting the hours until five o’clock.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_______________

___

He picked up Debbie at five thirty and drove her back to the shop. He gave her a nice price of course, and the car ride was extra smooth. He replaced all four tires. “Why is this car so clean Dan?” She asked, looking around it.

“Oh, I took the liberty of taking it to the car wash on Hudson and Flower Street and I had them vacuum the inside too – that’s on me!”

“Oh my God! I can’t believe you did that for me,” she practically squealed. On a teacher’s salary he guessed right that every dollar mattered. They had pulled into the station, and she settled up at the register with Joe. He must have had some questions about the bill and the special service this new customer was getting, but he knew better than to question the chief mechanic who happened to be the boss’s nephew.

“Listen Dan, are you busy this afternoon?” Debbie asked.

“No, nothing pressing. I just want to go home, shower and clean myself up.”

“I have a better idea. Why don’t you go home, get your clean clothes and come over and take your shower at my place?” Dan was floored. Was he hearing correctly, or was there some kind of drug in the soda he got with his lunch from the food truck? His jaw was dropping.

“Seriously? Of course! I’ll go do that now. The other guys can close up.”

“Great. You know what? You must be hungry. I’ll order in some Chinese takeout for us. How does that sound? And it’s on me. I owe you.”

“Don’t be silly Debbie. It isn’t necessary.”

“No, really. This I want to do,” she said with a seductive, low voice, and out of sight of Joe, she kissed him hard and stuck her tongue deep inside his mouth. He found himself pressing his boner up against her skirt, and through that brief kiss, he heard her moan - but it was just for a second – like a tease, and she got into her car and drove home.

What the hell was going on here? He thought. This morning when I came into work, there was nothing new in my non-existent sex life, and now, over the course of eight hours, my life is flipped upside over! I’ve got the object of all my high school fantasies waiting for me – the hottest teacher in my high school, no less. There’s something to be said for being in the right place at the right time. The best part was that she understood my little fetish and was okay with “helping it” along. The rest of it though, the crossdressing part would have to stay a secret.

So Dan told Joe to just finish up and close, and he planned to hurry home to grab some clean clothes and get right over to Debbie’s apartment. Of course, first he used the hand cleaner at the station to get all the grease off his hands, and he would change at home to go out, but the shower option was open! When a beautiful woman asks you to take a shower at her house, you don’t say “no!”

The drive to the garden apartment complex where Debbie lived was about twenty minutes away, but because of the rush hour traffic, it took him about forty minutes, so he listened to an X-rated audiobook he got online, by his favorite author, Jaclyn Dicey. It only made him stiffer than he already was, which was a feat in itself. What was nice about Debbie was the old connection he had with her. He was wondering if he should tell her about the fantasies he had about her in high school, and he grinned to himself, and the answer was a unanimous “yes.”

He parked in the cul-de-sac where her apartment was and saw her newly washed car in the driveway. He trotted up to her door with a confident air he hadn’t felt in a long time with any woman. Still, he was a bit nervous and smoothed his hair back after ringing the doorbell. He heard the clacking of her high heels coming to the door.

“Hi Dan! I’m guessing you hit some traffic on the way over here, right?” She said with a big smile, opening the door widely for him.

“As a matter of fact, yes. But the GPS worked just fine,” he said, realizing how stupid he must have sounded, mimicking himself in his mind.

The Chinese takeout smelled good. He worked up an appetite thinking about great sex as much as a full day of work would do. “Dan, I have some wine to go with the food. I hope you like chicken and cashews, cause that’s what I got both of us.”

“Sure. Wine would be nice.”

Debbie brought some crystal stemware down from a cabinet over the sink and tried to open the wine bottle with the corkscrew, but she was having trouble getting it started. “Damn!” she said, struggling to line the screwed tip up straight with the bottle. “I can never seem to open these things!”

“Here Debbie, let me try.”

“Oh I forgot – I have a really strong mechanic here dining with me tonight. I don’t get that every day,” she said, playfully batting her long lashes.

“Now, you don’t want to fragment the cork, or else you’ll have to pour the wine through filter paper,” Dan said as he deftly inserted the end of the corkscrew in and started twisting it down.

“No, we certainly don’t want that,” Debbie said, looking over Dan from top to bottom. “You know Dan,” she said, getting up from her chair and standing behind him, and rubbing the back of his neck. “If you can get this right, it won’t be the only time you get to screw tonight,” she said laughing at her own joke. This only made Dan break into a sweat and get an even bigger hard on. As he was finishing up with the bottle opening Debbie reached into her bag and pulled out a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol and lit it up with a long, silver butane lighter. She stood on the side of him and exhaled smoke into his face. As she did that, her free hand reached over to the front of his jeans and grabbed for his cock tenting up from inside. “Ummm, I just love the feel of a really hard cock with a glass of wine and a cigarette.”

She held the cigarette up to his lips and said, “Here, how would you like to take a drag – just a small one; you know, to get you excited a bit.”

Having finished with the corkscrew and successfully opening the bottle with a “POP” sound, Debbie held the cigarette out to him, and placed the long, white filter under his nose with her cherry red lipstick on it. It smelled like strawberry. She placed the filter in his mouth and quietly urged him, “Go ahead now, drag on it.” He did so, and holy shit! His cock got even harder and . . . thicker. Having sneaked cigarettes from his mother as a teenager, Dan knew how to do a French inhale which impressed Debbie. She kept stroking his tented cock through his jeans as he exhaled.

“There now, how does that feel?”

“You mean your hands on my dick or the cigarette?”

“Both. Yeah, both.”

“Uhm well you can see how excited I am.”

Debbie laughed. “I know a lot more about how the smoking fetish works than you think, Dan.” By now, she had him turned around and facing her. She exhaled in his face and kissed him deeply on the lips, blowing smoke into his lungs. “Just imagine your cock buried deep inside my pussy – how good that will really feel.” He could only moan through the kiss as she spoke. There was no doubt now – she had him. She finished her cigarette and then they both sat down to eat.

“So, it must have been a little surprising to run into me after several years I’ll bet,” Debbie said.

“Yeah it was.” She set the food on the table. “And you wanna know the funny thing?”

“What’s that?”

“I’ve always fantasized about you, even after school was over. I used to love it when I asked you a question during a physics exam and you stood over my desk, and I could stare at your tits.”

“Did you now!? My, my, such a dirty boy you were. You were over eighteen then, so why didn’t you try to fuck me? You know I would have.”

This took Dan completely by surprise. “I don’t know Debbie. I was shy back then. I was never known as a ladies man in high school, or college. But hey. Every guy in that class wanted you in the worst way.”

“I know, you were all such dirty little boys. I loved it – teasing all of you that is.”

“Yeah, it seems like you did,” Dan said, the reminiscence showing in his eyes.

She looked at him appraisingly between plastic forkfuls and said, “You know Dan, I always looked forward to having you in my class after I got to know you. You were always my favorite. Something about you just screamed ‘compatibility’ to me. And it took a few years, and here we are.”

He felt her foot rubbing up against his jeans and she was staring at him, biting her lower lip. Her foot moved slowly up his leg and then he felt her toes touching his cock through the material. It was hard to concentrate on eating. It made him instead reach for the wine and finish the entire glass. Debbie laughed, and drank some wine herself. The whole meal was an impromptu dance of seduction.

“So Debbie. I’m wondering. How come you never got married?” The question seemed to come out of nowhere.

She looked at him and shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess I never met the right man . . . or woman.”

That was an answer that had him wondering. They finished and nursed through a second glass of wine, making small talk about how the school had changed, and speaking again of the coincidental nature of their meeting. Debbie got up from her seat and slowly walked around the table to stand behind Dan. She bent over him, and her hands were rubbing his chest. She opened the buttons of his shirt and dug into his flesh with her long, painted fingernails. It sent chills up and down his back. Then she took a little time opening his belt and jeans, slowly pulling his zipper down. Now her fingers made their way underneath his boxers and for the first time, grabbed a hold of his cock without the constraints of clothing over it.

“Oh my Dan. I can barely wrap my fingers around this beast of yours! If I had known back in high school how gigantic you were, I would never have let you graduate without you fucking the daylights out of me!”

Dan’s eyes were closed and he just grunted and smiled. Then Debbie lit a cigarette and sat on his lap facing him, one hand holding the cigarette and the other hand, gently stroking the soft underside of his cock.

“Now I don’t want you cumming all over my kitchen floor,” she laughed through a smoky exhale. “I meant it when I said you were going to take a shower in my home. So let’s get to my bedroom and get you undressed.”

She pulled Dan up by his stiff member and walked him like that through the kitchen, down a hallway and into her bedroom. She stopped when they were in front of her bed and she threw her arms around his shoulders and gave him a proper, long, and wet kiss, sticking her tongue deep into his mouth.

Debbie pushed him down on the bed and made him lie on his back. His shirt and jeans were off. Only his boxers were on, and Debbie took the material in her mouth and pulled them down his waist and legs. He felt her silky hair, now free and out of the clip rubbing against the insides of his thighs.

She held his gaze with her piercing green eyes and like in slow motion, parted her lips slightly and placed them over the tip of his cock. Her tongue stuck out and began rubbing itself around the head of his cock, getting it nice and wet. A drop of pre cum came out of his slit and she took her mouth off and placed it on the tip of her finger. Then she stuck the tip of her finger inside her mouth and made an “Oooh” sound as she licked it off. Then her lips went back on his head, tongue moving around its girth like a paint brush.

Suddenly the slow dance of her mouth turned and picked up a furious momentum of desire, deeply sucking and putting his entire shaft in her mouth as far as it would go. She came off and laughed, saying, “I can’t even get this thing all the way in my mouth – it’s just too big!”

She went back on him, her lips making a tight seal, and bobbing her head up and down his shaft. Dan lifted his hips up off the bed and matched each bob and weave of her head. He placed a hand on the back of her head, running his fingers through her hair.

He felt a ball of fullness welling up from deep inside him and he shouted, “Oh shit! I’m CUMMING!!” and with that he shot out several pulses of thick, warm cum into her mouth. Debbie sucked and slurped as much as she could, but still some escaped her mouth and dribbled down the corners of her lips. She moved up him and kissed him deeply, giving him for the first time a taste of his own sweet/salty jizz. It was strange, but he liked it – it turned him on. All the time, Debbie was sliding up and down his bare thigh, with a blind fury. She gasped and came herself. The kisses became less fierce and more tender, until finally she broke off him. Inches from his mouth she whispered, giving him small kisses, and she said, “Now let’s get you into that bath.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

_______________

___

“What’s THAT FOR?” Dan asked, nodding to the pink razor in Debbie’s hand.

“Too much hair Dan,” Debbie said, shrugging her shoulders.

“What do you mean by that? Too much hair? I’m a guy.”

Debbie laughed, smiling. “Of course you are darling. But when I glide up and down you,” she said, her large tits jiggling in front of him with no bra over them, “I need to feel your soft skin, without ‘sandpaper’ getting in the way,” and she made a mock look of disgust on her face. “Would you please let me do this to you – for me?” she said batting her long, thick eyelashes at him.

What was he supposed to think. This was the farthest he’s gone with any woman before. Before tonight, Dan was a virgin – in every way you could think of; and Debbie knew it. “Okay, okay. Yeah, I get it,” he said softly and smiled. “Of course I’ll let you shave me.”

A big smile crossed Debbie’s face, and she exclaimed, “Oooh! Thank you Dan, thank you!! This means so much to me!” and she leaned in and gave him a long, kiss on the cheek. So she ran the shower water and filled the bath tub and started giving Dan a massage. It was very relaxing, especially when Debbie began rubbing his cock with her soapy hands. Of course, kissing him deeply at the same time only added to his arousal.

“Ahhh! Debbie, you keep this up you’re gonna make me cum in the bath here.”

“I have better uses for your cum than that, Daniel,” she said. She shaved him all over; even places where he didn’t think he had any hair – like under his scrotum and his shoulders. Finally, she was finished and left him with aching balls because she wouldn’t allow him to cum in the bath. She knew how to tease him, and he hated that.

She threw him a towel and a white terrycloth bathrobe, and he dried himself off. When he walked down the hallway to her bedroom, his clothes were not where he left them. He couldn’t find them. “Debbie,” he asked. “What did you do with my clothes?”

“Relax Dan,” she said. “We don’t need your clothes to play, do we? I see how hard your cock is from the bath. I feel bad about leaving you ‘hanging’ in the tub,” she laughed. “But . . . I’ll take care of you, don’t worry.”

She reassured him. Debbie was wearing a long-sleeved cotton white blouse, with all the buttons opened, and she had taken off her red-laced bra, and had her collar turned up. Her long, auburn hair now flowed freely down her front between her cleavage. She wore sheer nylon pantyhose which strapped to a red-laced girdle, covering her red satin G-String. Debbie was uncanny in the way that she knew exactly how to excite him. She picked up her pack of Virginia Slims 120s and pulled out two cigarettes this time, giving Dan one.

“Here you go Dan – light up. I know how excited this will get you,” she said with a sly grin. Something was happening here. Something exotic, mysterious. She lit herself up, then made Dan lean into the flame and got his going. He held the cigarette effeminately, just like she did, and he wasn’t even aware of it.

“You know Dan, I see that being a SMOKY SLUT suits you, am I right?” She knew what she was doing, and she had him. He had known this in the back of his mind since he was a teenager, and all those videos and online connections he made under the assumed name of “Loni,” told him that Debbie saw right through him.

“Come downstairs with me and let’s have a glass of wine. ”He needed one to relax. His mind was going off into all directions and his cock was doing the thinking for him. No one had ever read him this well.

So they both went downstairs, and Debbie poured for both of them. She stood in front of him like she was posing with the glass of wine and the cigarette, and ran her hands down her abdomen, rubbing herself over her G-String and squinting her eyes, her cigarette dangling out the side of her mouth. She watched satisfied, as Dan began playing with his cock underneath his bathrobe.

“I know exactly how you feel Dan, what turns you on, and how to keep you excited. You know why?”

Maybe it was the wine, maybe it was something else, but his eyes were half closed as he dragged on the cigarette, looking at Debbie doing her erotic dance in front of him, his cock leaking pre cum. “No, why?" he answered.

“Because” she said in a low, husky voice. “I’m onto your secret.”

She faced him, and she ran the back of her hand across his face, her nails tickling, exciting him. Then she ran them over her abdomen. He noticed that all of her nails were long and painted – except for her right index finger. Interesting, he thought. Debbie stuck her thumb underneath the band on her panties and tugged the material away from her skin. She unsnapped the pantyhose from her girdle, and it dropped away from the G-String, falling to the floor. She flicked her ashes into the ash tray on the kitchen table and then replaced the cigarette in the corner of her mouth, staring at him, inhaling, and exhaling through her nostrils.

As Dan watched hypnotized, under her spell, she slowly pulled her G-String down and out popped the largest cock that Dan ever saw! Her groin was shorn of all hair, as was the rest of her body - just as she had done to him. Dan’s eyes widened as saucers, and something inside him stirred – pure arousal. His cock stiffened and was made of cement. This was like all the videos he watched online. It was like all the transgender women he chatted with online; all the transgender women he longed to be like, who all shared the same crossdressing and smoking fetish. And now Debbie, the woman he had lusted after all these years, his teacher, was now revealed to be one of them. He was in shock, in complete disbelief.

“WOW – DEBBIE?”

“What’s the matter Dan? Never seen a girl with a cock before?” Debbie asked with a knowing grin.

“No, I mean, uh, never in person before . . .” his words trailed off.

“I knew you were into it. As I am fond of saying Dan, ‘Behind every man with a smoking fetish, is a crossdresser dying to come out.’” 


She had him. She was onto him.

“Let’s quit pretending Dan. You might be surprised to learn that I started out the same way. I had a nice, secret, little smoking fetish when I was a teenager, and I got into a relationship with a girl, or let me put it this way – someone who I thought was a biological girl when I was in high school. She taught me about her true self, and I transitioned shortly after I got out of college. I felt there was no use in pretending anymore. Sound familiar Dan?” she said as she came closer and exhaled a smoky kiss into his mouth.

“Yes, I, uh, I get it. I like watching videos online of transgender women smokers.”

She laughed. “Now how did I know that?” She asked rhetorically.

“Come, let’s go upstairs and finish what we started.”

Dan felt freer now that the cat was out of the bag, and he followed Debbie into her bedroom. She went to her walk-in closet and took out a large box. “Here, I have some older things of mine that I think will go just fine on you. I can see your cock is dying for the things inside this box.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_______________

___

She took down another box that looked like a hat box, but inside Dan saw it was a long, black-haired wig on top of a Styrofoam head. She smiled when she saw his reaction. “I know you’re thinking about the makeup. Not to worry dear, I’ll have you looking like a real smoky cum slut in no time. Then, maybe you’ll have some pictures to post online for your transgender friends.” How could she have know that?? Dan thought in complete amazement.

What caught Dan’s attention first was the G-String and stretch bra that Debbie laid out for him. They were both emerald green. She waved the G-String at him. “Here, take off your bathrobe and slip these on. Do it slowly. Take your time. I want you to get the full feeling of pleasure it can give you.”

Dab slipped out of his bathrobe and stood in the middle of the G-String laying on the floor. He pulled it up around his ankles, slowly, and felt the cool satin going around his lower legs. His cock was throbbing now. He couldn’t wait to get it underneath it. So he twisted it as he pulled it up his leg and settled the front pouch on. There was a strap down the middle which he nestled snugly in between his butt cheeks. It felt – different. It made his asshole tingle; like a clit must feel. He took his hand and stuck it underneath the pouch and rubbed his cock on it and moaned – it felt so good.

Debbie grabbed his hand and said softly, “Not so fast Dan. You don’t want to cum inside these – yet. I have plans for you. You’re getting too far ahead of yourself.”

After the G-String was in place, he picked up the stretch bra and pulled it over his head. The material in front pulled his chest together giving him the illusion of cleavage. He felt like he was high – the illusion of breasts was all too real. Debbie was smiling. Reminiscing perhaps?

“Now come into the bathroom my sweet, and I’ll show you what I can do, the magic I can make.”

She had a chair in front of the bathroom vanity table, and it was facing to the side. Dan sat down and Debbie pulled out her makeup case from the draw and set it on the table, studying the contents like a teacher would before a lesson. Dan’s thoughts went back to high school, and he laughed to himself, thinking about how she went from teaching him physics to this. The irony wasn’t lost on Debbie who said, “Once a teacher, always a teacher.”

First to go on was the foundation and a bit of blush, followed by the eye makeup. She chose a green eyeshadow and since his eyelashes were thick, she applied a nice amount of mascara. His eyebrows were bushy, and she told him, “I’m going to have to trim your eyebrows a bit Dan – don’t worry, not too much.” She filled some spots in with eyebrow pencil. She put on cherry red lipstick, like hers, and lip liner. Last to go on was the wig, which was done up in waves on top and had a part on the side. First she placed a latex cap on his head, tucking his curly brown hair underneath it. The rest was long, and it fell into the space between his breasts. When she was done, she lit him a cigarette.

“Here we go – the ‘piece de resistance,’ the cigarette.” She lit him up and lit one up herself. He looked at the lipstick on the filter and his cock became harder than it ever was. All the feelings hit him at once like a truck – the feel of the silky wig hair on his bare shoulders and back, the moisture on his lips and the pouch of the G-String against his cock.

“Now,” she said, turning his chair around to face the mirror. “Have a look at the new you Dan.”

He couldn’t believe her work – what she had turned him into. He took a nonchalant drag and exhaled at his reflection in the mirror. “God, I just want to fuck myself,” he said.

“See,” she said, “I told you that I can make you the object of all your fantasies.” Dan stood up and walked to look at himself in Debbie’s long bedroom mirror. He turned his head and body sideways, and from all different angles. His effeminate mannerisms seemed to come naturally. Debbie saw his fascination with himself and was pleased.

“We have to give you a female name now! Do you have any ideas?”

“Yes I do. There are some online sites I go to and used the pseudonym ‘Loni.’

“Loni . . . Loni . . .” She repeated. “It sounds perfect! See?” she said, squinting her eyes and pointing her finger at him. “I just knew you went online and did, well, whatever. Here we are.”

“So good. Then from now on, when you’re with me, Loni it shall be. And you will refer to yourself as a “her” from now on. Aren’t you excited?”

“Yes!” All of his fantasies were becoming reality now. Loni is the true me, he thought to himself. It was at that moment he decided this was more than just a fantasy – he would transition like Debbie did, and take the necessary hormones.

“Humm, I really do have a good talent at this Dan. You know, you’re my first transition. You should feel honored,” she said as she walked up to him and grabbed his cock, feeling its power through the satin material of the thong. “I want some of this now, and you’re going to give it to me!”

Debbie hopped on top of her bed and got on all fours. She quickly pulled down her G-String until it was just above her knees. “Something important is missing,” she said, and looked at her night table. “Dan, would you be a dear and open my night table drawer and please hand me a tube of the K-Y Jelly inside?”

“Sure Debbie,” he said and reached inside and found the tube sitting on top of a cock cage, and a large, fleshy dildo he recognized from the videos he watched. He threw her the tube.

“Okay my sweet Daniel, now get behind me,” she said, breathing heavy and wiggling her ass high in the air.

“Loni” began applying the cool, wet jelly to the crack between her butt cheeks, rubbing it up and down her taint. She moaned as his index finger pressed itself inside her. He placed a generous amount of the jelly over his own hard cock, and throwing the tube aside, he spread her butt cheeks apart and placed the tip of his cock onto her cherry asshole.

She seemed to suck his cock inside her and swallow it up. As soon as he felt the tightness of her boy pussy, or “bussy” grab the tip of his cock, she bucked back onto it, pulling it deep inside her. “Awww, that’s so good Loni. My God you are so big! The biggest cock I’ve ever had.” She meant that as a compliment and it made him feel proud that he could please her.

The walls of her bussy were slick and so tight, he had to do everything he could to overcome his inexperience and not to cum just yet and become a “one-hit wonder!” So he went in and out slowly. Loni was a virgin and had nothing to compare this too, but it was wonderful. To heighten his enjoyment, Debbie had nonchalantly lit a cigarette while he was fucking her, and it nearly sent him over the edge. He felt a drop of pre cum leaking out his tip, but it only made him go faster and faster. He grunted and went in hard. Debbie matched him move for move.

All of his feelings were wrapped up in a ball deep inside him and when he could take it no longer, he shot the biggest load of his life deep inside of Debbie. He felt the warmth of his own cum surround his own cock, and Debbie, feeling it too, moaned, and kept thrusting. Out of breath, she gasped – “keep . . . going Loni . . . don’t . . . stop!”

He shot maybe three bursts of cum, and he felt his own cum leaking from her bussy down the front of his thighs; there was that much. Loni didn’t stop and stayed hard. She kept thrusting and thrusting and it wasn’t long before she came again. A second incredible orgasm so soon after the first one. It was making him insane.

She pulled off Loni suddenly and spun her around, and both of them were on their knees facing each other. She kissed Loni hard on the lips, tongues deeply entwined with one another. Then Debbie broke the kiss off and lied her head on Loni’s shoulder, her silky natural hair felt so good against Loni’s bare skin. They hugged and he felt himself getting hard again, his cock pressing up against her thigh. Debbie’s cock was hard as well, and it was wet. She had just cum as well, without even touching her cock.

They looked deep into each other’s eyes and Debbie said, “I think you are craving my girl cock in your bussy now, aren’t you Loni?”

“Yes! Yes I am! Please Debbie.” He was begging for it. This excited her.

“I’m going to turn you into the cum-slut whore of your dreams now Loni. You’ll never forget this. Oh wait! You want a picture for your FLICKR page now don’t you?”

“Yeah, that would be great! Thank you Debbie.”

“Now your friends will take you seriously, and maybe you can meet up with some of them.”

The thought of that made Loni even harder. They placed their arms around each other’s shoulders and Debbie used her phone to take a selfie of the two of them, cheeks up against each other – their eyes misted over in post-coital bliss.

“There now, you are ‘official’ my dear!” Debbie said proudly. She placed her index finger on his nose and said, “But just remember, you belong to me Loni.”

“Of course I do,” and she leaned over and kissed her lover, mentor, and former high school physics teacher. Life was crazy, Loni thought.

“Now get on all fours and I’m going to fuck the daylights out of you! But there’s something I have to do first,” she said, and reached into her night table drawer and pulled out a pink silicone cock cage with a little gold padlock on it. With the expertise of a pro, Debbie unlocked it and placed it over Loni’s cock. It was painful because of her erection, but it soon became semi-flaccid after Debbie put it in place.

It felt strange. How am I ever going to get hard? Loni asked herself. The answer came soon enough. Debbie squeezed out a handful of the jelly and placed it between Loni’s butt cheeks and with her index finger without the long, red nail, stuck her finger deep into Loni’s bussy, circling, and putting pressure on the sides, making her moan with delight and a sense of fullness.

“You have to trust me now sweetie,” Debbie said to her protégé.

After placing some jelly on her own cock, Debbie spread Loni’s butt cheeks apart and placed the tip of her girl cock on top of Loni’s bussy and kept it there, teasing, moving it around in a circle. Loni could feel her cock getting hard and straining against the confines of the cage.

Debbie was slow and careful at first, and placed the tip of her cock inside of Loni’s bussy, and withdrew it. She did this several times, going easy on Loni, but the effect was only to leave Loni wanting more and more.

Now Debbie went in deeper and withdrew faster, getting into a rhythm. Loni felt a weird sensation of pain mixing with pleasure, and met Debbie’s thrusts with back thrusts of her own. Debbie went faster and faster, and Loni’s cock was pushing up agains the silicone prison, her hand dying to grab it. But instead Loni went back on Debbie meeting her thrusts with those of her own. Debbie was moaning, “God you’re so tight Loni, and good. I love virgins.”

Their speed increased and though there was still pain, Loni persisted and went faster and faster. Debbie gasped and Loni felt Debbie’s warm, wet cum enter her, filling her up. She could feel some of Debbie’s cum leaking out and dripping down the back of her thighs.

This triggered her and to her amazement a wave of intense pleasure swept through her and Loni shot out a load of her own cum through the mesh of the silicone cage, and it spilled out onto the sheet below her. All she could say was, “I want more please Debbie.”

But that wasn’t necessary because Debbie wasn’t about to stop anytime soon. She went faster and faster, and now Loni was broken in, and her cock became hard again. Loni bucked her hips against Debbie once again and the rhythm continued until Loni’s cock hunger overcame her and she shot another load onto the sheet, this time moaning even louder. “Oh FUCK! I want your cock inside me!”

Debbie gasped and came a second time, thrusted and slowed down. She sighed, and leaned over the small of Loni’s back, her silky hair tickling her backside. They stayed that way locked together for a few minutes until Debbie pulled out.

“Congratulations Loni, you are now officially a sissy cum-slut whore. How does it feel?”

Loni took a deep breath. “It feels wonderful Debbie. I hope we can do this again and again.

“Don’t worry. I told you that you’re mine and I meant it darling.”

“Now here, I’m sending you home with a toy,” and she reached into her dresser drawer and pulled out the pink fleshy dildo. “I want you to take this home with the jelly and the little cage and play with them. It will cause our lovemaking to be so much more pleasurable, you’ll see. You need to be ‘open’ a little bit more. Isn’t it lovely being a true cum-slut whore?”

“I love it,” Loni said. “Debbie?”

“Yes, what is it my dear?”

“Can we go out together and buys some more clothes for me. I think I’d like to go out with you.”

“Yes! That’s what I was hoping for. I know some places where we can meet some really hot guys who are into ‘shemales’ like us and we can fuck our brains out! I always wanted another girlfriend and lover to go out with. See, I’m showing you the ropes darling.”

Loni sighed. “I’m so glad I ran into you at the station. Tell me something: How did you know I would like this?”

“I have good instincts Loni and I’m never wrong. Now let’s relax, have a cigarette and you can fuck me again.”

“Love too,” Loni said.

❤️❤️❤️
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