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Chapter 1

_____________________________

_______________


It was the worst winter on record; well, at least as far as I can remember in my twenty years of life. I was a junior at the time in a local four-year college, and now I was home on winter break, where I lived with my dad, and my forty-two-year-old stepmom Cathy.

My mom passed away after a long illness when I was just a senior in high school. So, when dad married Cathy last year I was genuinely happy for him. When you lose a parent, it’s not just you that suffers a loss, you have to think of your other siblings, if any, and of course your surviving parent. I have an older sister who is a married dentist with two kids, who lives out of town. So at home now, it’s just the three of us; dad, Cathy, and me – Roger.

Dad met Cathy from an online dating site for middle-aged singles. After texting each other for about a month or so, every day, dad finally got up the nerve (with some help from me, and long-distance prodding from my sister) to arrange to meet Cathy who also happened to live about twenty-five miles from our home on Long Island.

It seemed like it was love at first sight. Dad came home from his first date with Cathy, a dinner meeting in a restaurant at the half-way point between our homes, walking on the clouds. From then on, it was non-stop dates every weekend, and then trips away for weekends together, and finally, a week In Las Vegas. So, the wedding was last July.

Everybody came – aunts, uncles, and cousins I hadn’t seen for a long time, plus just a few guests from Cathy’s side, which me and my sister thought was a little odd. Cathy was never married, no kids, and only a few friends? I mentioned it to dad, but they got along great together, so what the heck?

Cathy didn’t have any family to speak of, and her guest list consisted of just a few people from her office – a contractor’s office in the city. By coincidence, my dad owned his own home renovation company, and over the years his reputation as a master builder grew, and he had a growing and loyal following. He wanted me to someday take over the company. Fortunately, I was handy; I liked carpentry and working with my hands, so in college, I majored in business with the idea of working with my dad after I graduated.

About Cathy 

Now Cathy, as I mentioned was forty-two. She had a KILLER figure going for her, loved to dress provocatively at home and at work, had long, auburn hair, almost down to her waist, and ample sized breasts with cleavage that always managed to peek through whatever she wore. I have to admit here that she did turn me on something fierce. I mean, come on, who wouldn’t be turned on by someone like that who wasn’t a blood relation? However, being respectful of my father, it was just something I tolerated. After all, I was a twenty-year old kid, with no girlfriend, and an average body. Yeah, I dated, but no one special, and no one that even came close to Cathy.

I have to admit that I am a horny little fuck, and I happen to enjoy going online and looking at different photos and videos of hot women, especially on xhamster.com. My routine is that I’ll come home from class, make sure that no one is home; and no one is home at three or four o’clock in the afternoon, go upstairs to my room, find some enjoyment online, and pull out the hand lotion, and let nature take its course.

On one Tuesday afternoon, I found I had left my laptop in the living room, and the sofa just happened to smell like Cathy. Well, I knew that I would get turned on by Cathy’s scent and viewing some websites and sitting on the sofa. Nothing more, just some harmless fun which would get me steamed up enough to be able to go upstairs and do the nasty. I mean, it’s not like I actually did anything with Cathy, it was just a fantasy, a taboo fantasy.

However, one thing led to another, and I found myself with my laptop open, and me sitting on the couch with my pants and my shorts pulled down around my ankles, stroking my already hard and throbbing cock. The smell of her perfume made it impossible for me to think of the website pics, and so when I closed my eyes, I saw Cathy, scantily clad, running around the house in just her bra and G-String. (How do I know she wore a G-String? Because when she bent over one day in the kitchen to put something in the trash can, I saw it right between the crack of her ass – that’s how). It happened to be black, by the way; very hookerish.

So when I finally exploded, my jizz shot was a three-pointer – it missed the tissues I had in my hands and went right over my head onto one of the Hummel figures of a cow on the lamp table next to the couch. Elsie the cow now looked like she had a cataract on her right eye. Oh FUCK! I’d have to clean that off. I managed to do a decent job with the stain on the sofa which I discovered too. I did the best I could with seltzer water and a dish towel (gross, yeah).

Cathy insisted that I call her by her name and not mom. She told me that I was a grown man of twenty and not a kid, so I could call her Cathy. She acted very proper in front of me. Yet I wondered if she knew how much she turned me on. Her body movements would suggest so. Maybe it was my hormone-fueled imagination, but it seemed that whenever she bent over in front of me, giving me a good look at her tits, or like she did with the trash can, letting me see her G-String curl its way between her butt cheeks, that it was on purpose.

She spoke in a very husky, low, sultry voice. She smoked those long, all-white women’s cigarettes, EVE Menthol 120s, which turned me on a lot too. See, I have a crazy smoking fetish. All the girls I date are smokers. Something about the smell of tobacco on a sexy girl, makes me crazy, and my cock do a jig in my pants. It happened quite often with Cathy, so whenever she was home, I made sure to always be wearing my jeans, never shorts, so that I could hide my pulsing hard-on.

One night, there was a very heavy snowstorm, and dad had called and wasn’t sure when he would be able to come home. He was on a job about twenty-five miles from the house on the east end of Long Island. He said that he might have to get a motel for the night with some of the guys from his job, and not to wait up for him.

It was really bad out. There was already ten inches on the ground, and it was still coming down, so we told him that a motel was the best idea. So that was it; he’d be home late tomorrow when the roads got cleared some more.

Cathy asked me, “Roger dear, would you like to watch a movie with me tonight? Your dad won’t be home tonight because of the storm you know. He’s working on the blueprints for a big job he’s due to start next week.”

“Sure, Cathy, that would be nice. Whaddya’ want to see? A thriller on NETFLIX?” What was cool was that Cathy and I had the same taste in movies; horror-thrillers, so I was looking forward to it. Also, I got to be able to sit next to Cathy on the couch, and be close to her.

Even though I called her “Cathy,” she still treated me like a son – always concerned if I was feeling okay, going shopping with me if I wanted to buy clothing, or if she wanted to buy stuff, and, I should mention, we did the grocery shopping for the house too.

I wore my jeans all day to school, so I thought I would change and put on a clean pair of sweats for tonight. I liked to sleep in them too. It was cold outside, and the heat didn’t quite do it, so sweats were it. Besides, I knew I would have a huge hard on, and the sweats would give my cock the freedom and the masking it needed. The stage was set after I helped Cathy clean the kitchen table and load the dishwasher.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_____________________________

_________________


Cathy made popcorn in the microwave which was a nice touch. She always thought of the little things to make a time great. “So, what would you like to watch Roger?” Cathy asked in that voice of hers. She could make would you please be a dear and take out the trash, Roger, sound like, would you come over and let me rub your cock, Roger. We decided on a horror-thriller about a midwestern rancher whose goats are being killed by an unknown entity that a Native American shaman thinks is an evil spirit. Meanwhile, the rancher’s daughter has eyes that roll up into her head and turn white like before any of the goats are killed. A real brain buster of a movie, let me tell you. Thank God I went to college so I could follow this amazing plot!

We ate the popcorn, and had some soft drinks. Cathy smoked her EVES and like magic, my dick was harder than a rock. I began to fidget around, and Cathy noticed. “Roger, is something wrong? You keep moving around. She looked at me playfully, and asked between French inhales, “Is there some girl at school you’re thinking about asking out?” BUSTED!

I had to make up some bullshit, which was only half bullshit. There was a girl in my accounting class – Lorraine, who I was sort of crushing on and wanted to ask out. I just never got around to it. See, I’m also shy around women, so that was something I needed to work on. I was also – tadah – a virgin.

“Uh, yeah, there is. There’s this girl in my accounting class I’ve been thinking about asking out; her name’s Lorraine. I suppose I’m just shy when it comes to girls.”

“You? Shy? Come on, I don’t believe that. You’re a very nice guy, a gentleman. I would think any girl in your class would jump at the chance to date you.” Well, that was nice to hear. I loved getting my shitty ego a boost, especially from a jerk-off fantasy like my stepmother.

“Thanks Cathy, that’s nice to hear. Maybe I’ll ask her out to a movie or something this weekend.”

“That’s good. It really is. Come on Roger,” she said, giving me a playful bump in the arm, I just know she’d love to go out with you. Maybe I can give you some lessons before your date.”

“Lessons?” I said, a bit embarrassed. What was I – sixteen?

“Well,” she laughed. “I guess you’re right. I keep forgetting that you’re a handsome man of twenty.”

Wow, she kept the compliments coming. My cock was getting painfully swollen by now.

Cathy worked a full day, and I supposed she was getting tired; it took her a long time to get home due to the storm, and her eyes kept closing. Soon, she was resting against me, her head on my shoulders, and her smoky/perfume smelling silky hair was on my cheek. I thought I might even cum without any prompting. She was wearing the same mid-length black skirt she wore to work today, with the high slit going up the side. I had a great birds eye view of her cleavage too.

Then, the totally unexpected happened. Her hand, which minutes before had crushed out a cigarette, was resting on my lap! If not for about an inch of material, my boner would be in Cathy’s hand. I was very glad at this point that I wasn’t calling her “mom.” I wasn’t even paying attention to the shitty movie, even the part where the rancher’s daughter was levitating in her bedroom with her father and the shaman looking on. I’d seen this part in the trailer a zillion times. How the fuck did this movie ever get to be number two on NETFLIX? My focus was on the attention my cock was getting from Cathy’s hand brushing it.

Cathy suddenly woke up when a crash of thunder happened in the movie, as the possessed rancher’s daughter caught the shaman in a staring contest. I wished I had something to throw at the screen, but the remote was on Cathy’s side.

It wasn’t her head on my shoulder or her hair on my cheek that surprised her when she woke up, but it was her hand on my crotch that gave her a start.

“Oooh, I’m sorry Roger,” she said, feigning surprise and pulling her hand away quickly. She looked me right in the eyes and said, “Did I hurt you Roger? I’m so sorry, I must’ve fallen asleep. I had a hard day today.” Hard day indeed. I could say the same thing for my cock.

“Oh no, no, Cathy, it’s fine. Yeah, you did fall asleep. The movie kind of sucks anyway.”

Then she grabbed me by the shoulders and looked me right in the eyes. “You’re sure now . . . I didn’t hurt, you know – I didn’t cause you any discomfort?”

I swallowed hard, and said, “No, I’m fine, really.”

“You’re an attractive young man, Roger, you know. I wouldn’t like to think I hurt you.” Now her expression turned to a smirk. I had no idea where this was going, but I liked it.

She stood up and stretched. “Well, I’m going to bed now. With your father away from the house at night, I just hope I can fall asleep,” she said, giving me an unmistakable look of desire.

“Okay Cathy, well, good night. I’m just gonna stay up and watch some more TV.”

“That’s a good boy,” in that same sultry, ultra-sexy, cat-like voice. Then she leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the lips, but she lingered for just a second more, causing me to stir. “Nighty night Roger,” she said, winking at me - and walked slowly, wiggling that perfect ass into the bedroom.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

______________________________

________________


Ithought I was hit by a Mack Truck. Holy shit! Did what I think just happened, actually happen? Damn straight it did. There was no escaping it. Cathy, my stepmother, had made a pass at me. Fuck – now what was I gonna do? I would play it cool, that’s what. I would never tell my friends about this, or anyone for that matter. Then my dad called again. Since the job he was working on wasn’t finished, he and the other guys thought that they would just stay out there for the rest of the week until the job was done. He said he’d be home probably late on Sunday.

I would wait until tomorrow before I would tell Cathy the good news. The fact that we still had power was a miracle. And . . . I was home alone – with Cathy.

I was horny as fuck; my cock was raging for attention. I looked at the ashtray. There was a half-smoked cigarette in the ashtray with Cathy’s lipstick on it. I picked it up and sniffed it. It smelled like a mixture of smoke of course, and her perfume and cherry lip gloss. My boner was screaming.

So, I picked up her cigarette and stuck it in my mouth. Next to the ashtray was her silver butane lighter. There was also her black leather shoulder bag on the table. I picked it up, the half-smoked cigarette in my mouth and peeked into her bag. There was also a pack of her EVE 120 Menthols in her bag. I flipped the top open and saw it was about three-quarters full.

I decided to go a bit further now. I took a couple of Kleenex tissues out of the box that were on the table. My heart started beating rapidly. Here’s where it gets really twisted. Her suit jacket was hung on a dining room chair. I went and got it and put it up to my nose and sniffed. It smelled naturally, like Cathy, her perfume and smoke. There were even a few strands of her auburn hair on it.

I lay back on the couch, the unlit half - cigarette in my mouth, and pulled down the top of my sweatpants and my boxers. My engorged cock popped out. I took her black suit jacket and rubbed it over the tip of my cock, being very, very, careful not to get a drop of my pre-cum on the smooth polyester lining. Oh my God, this was great. I wasn’t even thinking about getting caught. That’s how overpowering this “fetish-thing” was. Then, I began to rub it very lightly over the sensitive tuft on the underside of my cock.

Next, I reached for the butane lighter and flicked it to life. I lit up the cigarette in my mouth, and keeping it there, I took my first drag, as the cigarette glowed orange in the dimly lit room, illuminated only by the TV.

I had smoked pot before, so I knew I wouldn’t choke, and I was able to take a full inhale, and do a French inhale, just like Cathy did; the memory of her sultry voice playing in my head driving me absolutely crazy. Since I wasn’t used to nicotine, I got a little light-headed, but that was ok. I took the cigarette out of my mouth and held it like Cathy did, between my index and middle finger. I put the cigarette back in my mouth and continued rubbing my cock on the polyester. I became giddy with excitement as I thought about what it would be like to actually be a HOT, sultry, sexy, mess of a woman; a real cum-slut with my long hair all messed up, and cum dripping down my face.

This was crazy – Was I thinking that I would actually like to cross-dress? Most people go through this phase in their teens, don’t they? I didn’t care, I was having the best time now. I couldn’t take it anymore; I was puffing away, and the cigarette was almost finished. So, I stopped rubbing myself, and squeezed my cock tip into the Kleenex tissues balled up in my hand to squeeze the pre cum and dry my cock tip off. I checked the jacket, and it was dry. Now, the question was – would I have been doing this if Cathy hadn’t put her head on my shoulder, placed her hand on my crotch, and kissed me on the lips and giving me a suggestive wink? Probably not. But the fact is she did, so I rationalized doing what I was doing.

I crushed the cigarette out, and I looked at her black bag just sitting on the couch where I placed it next to me. I reached over for it and took out the open pack of EVEs. I smelled the length of the long cigarette, and it smelled great, the menthol, vestiges of her perfume. My cock was doing a war dance, and I swear if I kept up doing only that, that I would cum all over everything.

You see, I didn’t want to just fuck Cathy, or be like Cathy, I wanted to become Cathy! It doesn’t sound sick if you get what I mean if you’ve ever had a strong fetish. Then, I placed the long cigarette between my lips, but I was thinking that something was missing. Aha! Now I knew what it was, and my heart started to race again. It was her lipstick. I needed it to complete the fantasy.

Once again, I reached for her open bag and took out the tube of her cherry lip gloss. I licked my lips to moisturized them a bit, then I carefully applied the lipstick to myself for the first time. It felt wonderful gliding over my lips, and the smell and the taste was overpowering.

Now I placed the cigarette in my lips and took the butane lighter and lit up my first full cigarette. I exhaled through my nose and watched the smoke waft around the length of the cigarette past the orange tip. I resumed my rubbing with the polyester lining. I whispered to myself, calling myself a slut, a whore, and I even said – swear to God – I want to taste a cock, imitating one of the women in the YOUTUBE videos I loved so well. Truth is, I really did want to suck a cock, as well as take one up my ass. Thinking I was crazy, or going insane didn’t even enter the picture.

I let the cigarette dangle, and I dragged, and picked up the handbag, and blew it full of smoke. I kept stroking myself, as I watch the smoke waft out of the open black, leather bag of Cathy. Cathy, my goddess divine, the object of who I wanted to be – and, as iffy as it was, the one I wanted to fuck the most.

It came to the point of no return. When the EVE was about three-quarters down, I shot the biggest load of cum I ever did in my life, being quick to pull away her suit jacket and place the KLEENEX over my cock. But I had so much jizz, that some even dripped onto the leg of my sweat pants. I finished the cigarette slowly, and the realization hit me that I was really a budding transvestite, or maybe even a full one at this point. I wasn’t aware of any metering device to test my hypothesis.

I held the tissue close to my cock tip, and squeezed my large, still erect shaft. Waves or orgasm still washed over me, and with it a few more drops of cum. The cigarette was almost finished and burning in my mouth. My eyes were closed, and I was laughing to myself, totally lost in a new-found bliss.

When I opened my eyes, I saw a silhouette standing in the doorframe across the living room. It was Cathy. I remember that instant in time well. My erection stayed frozen in time, and I actually thought I was going to die of shame.

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING ROGER???” Cathy asked, turning on the living room track lights, and taking in the sight of me in all my fetish glory. “I was falling asleep, and I thought I smelled smoke, so I came out here to see what’s going on,” she said surprised, but strangely, not angry.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_____________________________

________________


So, I guess it’s like a self-degrading, but at the same time a very pleasurable experience,” I said, after the first few awkward and most terrifying moments of my life where I thought I might be arrested or possibly even murdered. I wasn’t worried about what my father would think because I was sure that Cathy would never tell him; this would stay between us.

I explained everything to Cathy – the fetish, the lipstick, the smoking for the first time, and my complete shame at what had occurred. I felt like I was going to burst out in tears at any moment, then go into my room, take out a pretend gun and pretend shoot myself. This was, looking back on it now, the most embarrassing and cathartic experience of my short twenty years on this earth.

But Cathy was quick to comfort me and let me cry on her shoulder. She was very sympathetic, maybe I thought, a little too sympathetic. After all my blubbering and explaining, and telling her that my dad wouldn’t be home until tomorrow evening, she shushed me, calmed me down by rubbing my back, lit a cigarette, and looked me in the eyes.

First, she put me at ease. “Would you like a cigarette, Roger dear,” she said just like a mother would.

In a meek, timid voice, I said, “Yes please, if you think you can spare one. I’m sorry about stealing one.” I didn’t tell her about the half-smoked one, but I think she knew.

“No Roger, it’s okay, don’t be sorry. Look, I want to tell you something. Now listen carefully, all right?”

“Sure,” I said, my head down. Even though she saw me, I was still ashamed about wearing her lip gloss.

“When I was in my mid-twenties,” she began, in the voice that made me instantly hard again, “I dated a guy named Milan. One thing led to another, and he ended up moving into my apartment in the city with me. After a couple of months, I started to notice that certain items of my clothing, including lingerie, were either missing, or ‘misplaced,’ okay? At first, I thought nothing of it. the sex between us was great, we got along fine, but I wanted to try a little experiment.

I went to VICTORIA’S SECRET, and bought some very sexy lingerie, and some accessories, let’s say. I made sure to put my new satin G-String in a place where I knew I would remember it. When I went to work, and came home later in the day, I noticed that the G-String had been moved, and some of my cigarettes were missing. There was also a trace of lipstick on one of my blouses that I knew I couldn’t possibly have put there.

Finally, I confronted Milan. He told me that he had a couple of fetishes, and he thought he might be a cross dresser, and might even possibly want to be a woman full-time. He told me he loved me but that he was powerless over this ‘compulsion’ of his. He also told me that I was his role model, his object of desire, and when he masturbated with my clothing, he only thought of me. Then he asked me if I would care to have sex with him while he was wearing my clothes and smoking my cigarettes. Well, let me tell you that the thought of it turned me on something fierce, and I was all into it. For several years, I indulged this compulsion of his, and he even bought his own clothes, with my help of course, and things went along swimmingly. But then one day, he told me that he had to move on, and fell in love with another cross dresser. But by now, Milan was doing this full time, adopted a woman’s name, calling himself ‘Marie,’ and thinking of transitioning.

Of course, I was devastated, angry even, but I knew I couldn’t stop him, and that it was all for the best. So Milan slash Marie moved out and moved in with his new friend. So, I want you to understand, Roger dear, that I totally get it, have even read extensively about it, and you have nothing to worry about. Of course, you may smoke in the house anytime you like, and don’t worry about the cigarettes. Everything’s cool. Now there is something else I’d like to discuss with you.”

So that was it. After that little speech, I was over my shame. Now things got really interesting. Things that might only happen when the master of the house was away for the night.

Cathy sat next to me on the couch. “Do you have anything to say, Roger dear?”

“Wow, that’s some story Cathy,” I said, somewhat relieved because it seemed that she got it. But now what? “What was it you wanted to discuss with me?”

“In a way, Roger dear, I miss what it was like indulging Milan and his fantasies, (I was listening with two heads – the one on my shoulders and the one now straining very hard to come out of my pants) so now, I can see that I may be able to continue along the same lines with you.” There was a moment of stunned silence as I took this in. Cathy was smiling at me.

“Come now Roger, I see the way you’ve always looked at me, and I know I turn you on. At first, I would be in denial for obvious reasons. I would never do anything to hurt your dad, but at the same time, I have needs that only you can relieve. I know you liked it before when I had my hand on your cock through your sweatpants – am I right?”

So, she wasn’t really sleeping. The time for playing pretend was over. “Yes Cathy, you did, er, I mean yes, you do turn me on,” says the twenty-year old man with lipstick on his face, his sweatpants lowered, and his cock hanging out to the gorgeous forty-two-year-old stepmother.

Before I could say anything else, Cathy was leaning in towards me, and kissing me, her tongue poking out from between her lips, and making its way slowly into my mouth. I pulled away from Cathy for a second; I remembered to tell her about dad.

“Why did you pull away Roger?” Cathy asked, a bit stunned.

“Uh, I forgot to tell you that dad called and instead of going back and forth to work this week because of the weather, he and the guys are getting motel rooms near the job. He says he’ll be home late Sunday.”

Cathy rolled her eyes, gave a very naughty smile, and said nonchalantly; “Well, I guess that just gives us some more time to play, now, doesn’t it?” She laughed, as if we were two kids who just found out we were going to Disney World.

“Now shut up and kiss me,” she said, laughing. I was off from school, and the thought of being with Cathy every night for the rest of the week was too good to pass up. I was giddy for my good fortune, and any guilt I may have had from being with Cathy was completely gone.

The taste of her smoky breath and cherry lip gloss mingled with what I had on my lips already, and my tongue wrapped itself around hers, rubbing from side to side. She purred between kisses and placed her hand back on my cock, where she had left it just a few hours ago. She grabbed the back of my hair in a fist, and pulled and pushed while she kissed me. Her hand now reached underneath the waistband of my sweats and my boxers and pulled my cock out. She broke off, holding it in her hand and admiring it.

“Roger, I’ve always imagined what this cock would look like for real, ever since the night of your father’s and my wedding when you danced with me and I ‘accidentally’ bumped up against your crotch, remember?”

“Yes, you did that on purpose??” I asked in shock.

“Of course, I did, silly. I’ve been dropping little hints since last summer, didn’t you know?”

Looking back on it now, Cathy was right. “Yes, I guess I did, but I was too embarrassed to bring it up.”

“Humm, I should have taken you long ago then.”

Her admission of wanting me only turned me on more, and now I placed my hands underneath the silky hair flowing down the back of her neck, and gently rubbed the nape of her neck with the tips of my fingers and resumed kissing her.

She now had my cock free of any encumberments and began pumping and stroking it. She took a drag of her cigarette and exhaled into my mouth when she kissed me again. I was dizzy from what was happening, and I thought I would explode.

“Now dear,” she said, “mommy wants to taste that delicious cock I’ve been dreaming about since my wedding night,” she said, laughing at the absurdity of it. I laughed too because of the way she said it, like asking for food from a restaurant menu.

She hiked my sweatshirt up and I was reclining on the sofa and felt her hair go over my belly and my cock like a silky whisk broom.

“Mommy is very hungry tonight, dear,” she said as she clamped down on my cock, like a vampire, biting its victim for the first time. She was taking her time, kissing the head very lightly, and then placing her tongue against the slit.

Cathy was wearing a long sleeved, white cotton, button down blouse. I had never seen what she wore to bed before. The collar was turned up, her hair hung freely down her back, and she had no bra on underneath, nor was she wearing any panties. I saw a glistening dew on her neatly shaved pussy, and I got a nice whiff of its aroused scent.

She played around with the head of my cock some more and held onto my shaft with her four fingers and my thumb. Her mouth was nice and wet, and she made a tight seal around me, which caused me to move my hips up and down to her sucking motion. I had nothing to compare this to, since this was my first time going this far with a woman, and I’m pretty sure Cathy knew this. However, my pride prevented me from admitting it.

Her head bobs became harder, and her tongue rubbed the sensitive underside of my cock with every movement. I tried so hard to control myself, but the total shock of what was happening, plus her understanding and nonjudgmental attitude made me even more aroused. It was clear who was seducing who, and it took away any lingering guilt I may have been having.

I could take it no longer and I let out a huge sigh, tensed my body and came inside her mouth. She drank up shot after shot of my cum, not even spilling one drop or letting any of it leak onto the sofa. She licked me clean, then came off me and kissed me hard on the mouth, giving me a taste of my own salty jizz.

“Umm,” was the only sound she made while she was doing her thing on me. Her eyes were glassy, and she and her wet mouth looked up at me and she said, “Nice work Roger. Mommy is very pleased, now it’s my turn.”

Cathy moved away from me just a bit and placed her left leg on the floor and her right leg over the back of the sofa, fully exposing her wet pussy to me. She took her middle finger and ran it down her pussy from top to bottom, looking at me seductively, then placed her finger against my lips for me to taste. She was smiling and gently placed it in my mouth. She tasted wonderful and I was fucking hard again, after cumming twice in one night.

“How does mommy taste?” Cathy asked in her soft, purring voice.

“Delicious, can I please have some more, mommy?”

*****

“That’s a good boy, of course you can,” she said. She opened her long, slender legs wider and put her hands gently on the back of my head, pulling me down until my face was inches away from her pussy – the one I’ve been dreaming about since I first met her. My nostrils were filled with the delicious, pungent scent of her. Very gently, my tongue explored her, licking her from her mound to the opening of her pleasure cave.

She hissed through clenched teeth, and grabbed my hair hard, pushing my head farther down. I showered her pussy with kisses from top to bottom, and her juices were flowing. I was able to stick my tongue between her folds into her opening, and it made her tense up, and relax, repeatedly; filling the room with moans of ecstasy.

Cathy was kind, not critical, and made me feel like a virtuoso, even though I was a complete beginner at this stuff.

“Come on honey, tongue my clitty, ‘the little girl in the boat.’” This was her name for her clit; the little knob of flesh revealed through the pushing of my tongue. I licked around it in circles, went side to side, pressing it full-on, and then putting my lips over it while my tongue still did its work. My mouth was greeted with a loud moan from Cathy and a torrent of her juice, as she trembled through orgasm after orgasm. She was in no hurry for me to stop.

She hiked up both of her legs over my shoulder, so I didn’t have to bend so far over. Suddenly she stopped and kissed me again, locking her lips tight around me. “I want you to fuck me now, you little cross-dressing slut!” I loved it when she talked dirty to me, but she was only getting warmed up.

She now stood up, lit a cigarette, and lit me one too, and smiled. “I think we need a break dear, and then you can ravage me like a barbarian sacking Rome.”

I loved watching her sexy, hot body, walking barefoot over to the dining room table, and she spread her legs and bent over it, shaking her hair so it fell behind her back.

I stood behind her and she reached around me, grabbing my cock which was already hard, and she placed it expertly between her butt cheeks, right over the back door of her pussy. I gotta say, the fit was perfect. She was already coated in a slippery film, and her pussy so hungry, that it devoured and swallowed up my cock. She moved her hips back against my hard on, and I pushed too, in rhythm, going faster and faster.

I never felt anything so delicious, and all my fetishes were realized in this crazy, unexpected, erotic game of carnal pleasure. “That’s it honey, keep going, faster and faster. Mommy is soooo hungry tonight,” she said through staccato breaths.

I bent over her more while my hips thrusted, laying my face down in the thick hair behind her back. I took in all the delicious, paralyzing scents; her perfume, strawberry shampoo, the smoky smell. I could take it no longer. As I was fucking her, she was furiously rubbing her clit with her two fingers like a fiend. I heard her cum, and felt her body tense up again. This is what made me shoot another big load into stepmom’s pussy. I was locked to her, the both of us inseparable, as my cum settled into her.

“I love it when I know that it’s your cum inside me Roger,” she said, off somewhere in a dreamlike state.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

_____________________________

_________________


Ispent that night with Cathy in my room for a change. I think psychologically it was the right thing to do. We fucked again before dawn. She woke me out of my sleep by suckling on my cock, and then nature took its course. When we ate breakfast, it dawned on us that we had four days together before dad came home. So Cathy had plans for me.

“Roger dear, its stopped snowing so I see no reason why we can’t do a little shopping today,” Cathy said with a big smile.

“Oh, is there anything special you want?” I said, very curious about why she would want to go out the day after a big storm that was even keeping dad away until Sunday.

“It’s what you want Roger, and I’m delighted to help you!”

I had a feeling what it was about, and I got very excited at just the thought. “You mean things like clothing, um, stuff like that?”

“BINGO Roger! You know that old army saying, ‘be all you can be?’ Well today I think we can help get you some feminine outfits, like lingerie,” she said leaning into me with her hand resting on my arm; “a skirt or two, a couple of blouses, a wig, nylons, everything to make your fetish dreams, and mine come true! Oh, and of course your own makeup.”

“So, you want me to crossdress for you?”

Cathy rolled her eyes at me in mock astonishment. “Yes, yes, I do – very much. It will make our ‘special times’ together much more satisfying. Come on, I know you want this,” she said, annunciating every word carefully. So “special times” became our codeword for all the good stuff. I couldn’t believe this fantasy was coming true. Dad wouldn’t know anything. It was purely sexual between Cathy and me. Well, I admit there have been feelings since that first night looking back on it all, but I would never want Cathy to leave my dad. That was our understanding. It was all well and good with Cathy and me. We had each other to act out our fantasies with.

We braved the snowplows and all of the day-old snow and went out to the mall. We started with naturally, VICTORIA’S SECRET, and then to MACYS, for makeup, nylons, a couple of very sexy skirts, blouses, and shoes – pumps for now, because I would need training to walk in heels; lots of training.

“Cathy,” I said as we shopped, “my fantasy is to be a real slut. It turns me on.” I lowered my voice and bent my head to her ear; “I want to take cock someday too, you know.”

She laughed at my eagerness. “Hold on partner, easy does it. One thing at a time. Opportunities will present themselves. I’m sure of it – you’ll see.”

Yes, I was very excited, but she was right. Let’s see first how I do with it all. I know she was dying to have her personal transgender female to fuck around with, and naturally I was her favorite.

So, after a full day of shopping, and eating dinner out, we got home with everything. She looked me over. “Roger, I must say honey, you have the perfect build to be a very sexy girl!”

Wow, just hearing her say that gave me a boner. She also got me my own black leather handbag, and my own carton of EVE cigarettes, and lighter. I got really hard as soon as we got home, and I knew I could put everything Cathy bought for me on. I was most excited about the makeup – the sluttier, the better.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 6

_____________________________

_________________


Come,” she said, taking me by the hand after a long kiss, let’s go upstairs and try the clothes, and I’ll do your makeup for you – so pay attention.” And with that, she led me up the stairs to my bedroom. Painstakingly, she laid all the clothes we bought on my bed, from the sexy lingerie to the black pumps on the floor. She watched as I eagerly examined everything. She saw my cock sticking out from underneath my sweatpants and reached over to give it a squeeze.

I picked up the black satin G-String first, rubbing the cool satin material between my fingers. I pulled my sweatpants and boxers off, exposing my large cock underneath. Cathy looked on and gave me a very naughty smile. Stepping into them, I felt the cool material as I slid it up my almost hairless legs. The top of the G-String was laced, and my cock fit into the pouch.

“Oh no Roger dear, that won’t do. I forgot how big you are. I’ll have to buy you a gaff. But go ahead, slip them on. How does it feel?”

“It feels . . . like I should have done this years before.” I stuck my fingers underneath the pouch and gave my cock a few rubs into the satin material. It was absolutely wonderful. I had the same feeling slipping the nylon pantyhose on with the straps that attached to the laced girdle. The bra, also black, was strapless and pulled my chest together giving me the illusion of cleavage. When I was done putting on the lingerie, I saw Cathy smiling at me and licking her lips.

“You are pleasing mommy very much tonight, Roger.” Wordlessly, I smiled back at her. She bought me a short black skirt, and a white blouse like hers. I chose only to place the blouse on, keeping the top three buttons open – just like Cathy did. She was dressed exactly like me. “I have a surprise for you now dear, before I take you into the bathroom and do your makeup.”

I saw her walk out of the room into the master bedroom where she kept a box on top of the inside shelf of her walk-in closet. She came back carrying a long, black wig, made from human hair. Now, my cock was pulsating. She put the wig cap on me first, and then adjusted the wig, which had a slight part in the middle and hair down to my waist. I was short - only five feet seven inches tall. I combed it with my fingers and loved the cool, silky feel on my shoulders. I had the collar of the blouse turned up, and placed the hair underneath the blouse. My senses – all my senses, were overwhelmed tonight.

“Come,” Cathy said, playfully crooking her finger at me; “Let’s go into the bathroom and take a seat at the vanity table.” I followed her inside and saw the chair to the vanity was turned so I couldn’t look in the mirror. She placed snap-on gold hoop earrings on me. The eye shadow was a deep blue, and she went heavy on the mascara, remembering what I told her about how I wanted to look hookerish as hell. I needed eyebrow pencil, eyeliner, and lip liner. She was a master of makeup. Finally, when she was done (including another coat of lip gloss), she said, “Ok Roger, you can stand up and look at the ‘new you.’”

Oh my God, was that gorgeous, sexy woman I saw staring back at me in the mirror really me?? I wanted to fuck myself.

“So, what do you think? Are you ready to be mommy’s little teenage, slut-whore?”

“Yes mommy,” I answered, playing the fantasy game. “Now, I want you to tell me you’re dying for a cigarette, and I don’t know you smoke.” Wow, I was totally living my fantasy. For this fantasy I was fifteen.

“Mommy, I hope you aren’t angry with me, but I have a confession to make.”

“Yes dear, what is it?” Cathy asked, faking surprise.

“I smoke. In fact, I’m dying for a cigarette right now. Oh, and please don’t tell dad. This will be our little secret.”

“Well mommy can’t stand to see her little slut-whore princess have a nicky fit breakdown, so here,” she said. “So here, take one. I’m really proud of my big girl. I’ll even get you your own carton of EVEs.”

“Really mommy. That’s so nice, you’re so cool.”

“Of course dear. Think of all the fun we can have picking up strange men and bringing them home when daddy isn’t here.”

“I love you mommy!” I said, with true sincerity. I swear, I had pre cum forming inside my satin pouch. I looked so authentic, so much like a woman, that I couldn’t wait to go outside looking like the faux woman I had become.

“Now, my little transgender slut-whore, it’s time for you to please mommy. But first we need a girl’s name for you.” She put her hand on her chin and looked me over in thought. “I know, we’ll call you ‘Patrice.’ Now how does that sound. I think it’s very sexy, don’t you?” It did have a nice ring to it.

“Yes mommy, I like it very much.”

“Good, now take a cigarette and smoke like mommy.”

Cathy pulled out a cigarette and placed it in my mouth, and then took one herself, lighting me up first. “Do you smoke in school Patrice? I bet the boys really like it.”

“Yes mommy, they do. I have no trouble getting dates.”

Cathy laughed. “I bet you don’t.” I laughed too, really loving our little fantasy game. Like last night, Cathy wasn’t wearing anything over her pussy, but unlike last night, tonight it was shaved. Her nipples were standing on edge through her blouse.

Her pussy was wet, only from desire. She placed two fingers on it and stroked the length of her pussy from her mound, past her opening, and then plunged three fingers in and out of herself, and moaning.

“Come over here Patrice, and taste mommy.” She took a big drag, blowing smoke on my face, and telling me to do the same. I leaned into Cathy and tasted all three of her delicious fingers.

“I’m dying for you to put your big she cock into mommy dear. Let’s go into the bedroom now.” I followed Cathy and her trail of smoke into the bedroom, my cock leading me like a dog on a leash.

She cleared away the stuff on my desk and placed a pillow on it. This time she leaned on it facing me.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 7

_____________________________

________________


Her legs were spread apart wide, and she was still fingering herself, moaning, as she became even wetter. Some of her juice was even dripping down inside her thighs. I came close to her

and the heady aroma of her arousal was making me even harder – painfully harder.

I leaned into her and guided my cock up against her pussy, Cathy leaning backwards to accept me full on. It took seconds for her to swallow me up, and her vaginal lips closed in around me and pulled me even deeper inside her. It was even slicker than last night or this morning. “Our game” really turned her on. Her hips were bucking into my thrusts, and she gasped out – “Squeeze my nipples, Patrice.”

I did as I was told, and rolled them and pinched them between my fingers, causing her to shudder and tense up. My cock became wetter as she squirted a new orgasm onto me. She came like a machine gun. I was pushing very hard in and out of her, until finally I tensed and released a torrent of white, sticky cum into Cathy’s pussy. She moaned and pulled me closer, my face buried in the hair on the side of her neck; my nose and mouth taking in all the delicious smells. Meantime, Cathy was playing with her clit, rubbing, and pinching it between her fingers, lost somewhere in ecstasy. I wondered if she was fantasizing about me.

I pulled out of her. “Mommy wants you to clean up after you’ve eaten,” she said, laughing. I got the joke and laughed along with her.

She reached over and pulled my head down between her legs into her pussy, and I was a good girl, doing what mommy told me to do.

“That’s a good little cum-slut-whore,” she said, grabbing hold of the hair on the back of my wig. I licked her juices from top to bottom, not missing a drop. My cum was slowly oozing out of her, and my tongue was very efficient at cleaning every drop.

“Lick my clit,” she said in a faraway voice. I did exactly as I was told to please mommy. I went up and down with my tongue and from side to side, snapping her clit like a rubber band. I even stuck my very talented tongue into her ass by pushing her back more which made her gasp. Looks like I found a ‘new toy’ to play with. She moaned and shuddered again, shooting out a waterfall of her juices right onto my face causing my mascara to run.

When I finally picked up my face to look into hers she laughed and took my cheeks into her hands. “My what a delicious cum-slut you’ve become Patrice. Soon you’ll become too powerful for me to contain you.”

I knew that she was referring to her experience with Milan, so I told her reassuringly, “I’ll always come back to you mommy.”

“Now that’s my good girl. Now I have a surprise for you since you’ve been such a delicious and wicked little slut. I know you’ve been dying for this.”

She stood up straight and walked away from my desk. I could see some milky white gobs of me still dripping down the inside of her thighs, as she made her way into the hall walking into her bedroom. She came back inside in just a few moments wearing a belt, which had a large flesh-colored dildo attached to the front.              

Oh my God! This was a fantasy come true that I’d been aching for, for longer than I could remember. “Okay Patrice, now get on all fours and on top of the bed facing front please. You’re about to please mommy.” There was some kind of attachment on the dildo that looked like a thumb which hovered over her pussy. When she thrusted it would enter her pussy, making her cum.

She reached inside her bag and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. Squeezing out a generous amount, she rubbed it all over my ass and asshole, and then stuck two of her fingers in my boy pussy which gave me pleasure that I had never known before. “Now Patrice dear, please tell mommy if this hurts you in any way.”

“Okay mommy, I will.” She lined herself up behind me and placed the fleshy, silicone dildo at the opening of my “bussy,” and slowly entered me, giving me a sharp pain and a sense of fullness.

“This will feel good honey, just trust mommy,” she said.

I said nothing, just offered myself up on the altar of new found pleasure. She toyed around with my opening, going in slowly and gently. I became like a fiend, craving it, and wondering when and how I would get the real thing, but I kept my mind and my ass in the here and now, concentrating on the strange mix of pain and pleasure I was feeling.

She went faster and deeper inside of me. It felt wonderful, and suddenly I was having the urge to stroke my cock. Cathy sounded out moans of pleasure as the in and out motion made her end of the toy work as well.

“Faster please mommy, faster,” I blurted out, from nowhere.

She was gasping, and not talking. I stroked myself faster and faster, reaching behind me for some gel on my butt to rub onto my cock. Now all nice and slippery, and grasping my cock hard in my fist, I was going faster and faster to match Cathy’s thrusts inside of me. She was now fully inside of me, and the thing hit a spot that caused a wonderful sensation that I had never felt before. Cathy spread my ass cheeks even wider, giving me a pleasure overload. That, along with my stroking caused me to blow a hot load of warm jizz into my fingers, rolling out from between them onto my pillow. Cathy reached her climax to, and I felt her juices against my ass cheeks. I lost count of how many times I made her cum, but I was happy for her; happy that I could please her so much.

She slowly withdrew from me, and I turned around facing her. She held me closer and whispered lightly with that sultry voice into my ear. “You’re terrific Patrice, honey,” she said as she planted kiss after kiss on my lips and cheeks.

Then she kissed me on the mouth deeply, her tongue wrapping itself around mine, just like we had started, only last night.

“Mommy is so proud of you Patrice, dear. Just think, we can do this for another three whole days until dad comes home.”

“Yes mommy, that’s wonderful,” I said, lost in an ecstasy that was beyond words.

“The best thing about it is,” Cathy said, “we can do this on the sly even after daddy comes home.” We gave each other a wicked smile and then a hard kiss.

Oh yeah, I never did get around to wiping my jizz off of “Elsie the Hummel Cow’s” eye!

❤️❤️❤️
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