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Everything changed when Mrs. Harrigan moved in next door. Cynthia Harrigan. My mom’s new best friend and the hottest woman I’ve ever seen. Not that I was an expert; I mean, I was only twenty at the time and in the middle of my junior year of college, but my I certainly knew hot when I saw it. Now about that: I was an only child, and my parents were divorced. My dad lived on the West Coast in California, and I rarely saw him or talked to him; only on birthdays or Christmas.

I always thought that my friends who had brothers and sisters knew things about life and growing up that I would never know. I had no older role models to base my newly forming sexual opinions and feelings on. So I happened to lack self-confidence as well, and was drawn to “things” that turned me on, that I couldn’t explain. I had no one to talk to about them either, so I just went with my feelings.

I had a smoking fetish – for girls and attractive older women who smoked the all-white, long, feminine cigarettes like Virginia Slims 120s. They just got me hard, very hard. Gradually the fetish got me interested in looking like a woman – dressing up and sneaking a cigarette wearing lipstick, or whatever I could “borrow” from my mother. Then I would go jerk-off with a cigarette clenched between my teeth, wearing, uh, whatever. Maybe I was sick and needed psychiatric attention? But I didn’t care. I just went with it. I wanted to become the object of my fetishes; just a silly fantasy really, or so I thought.

I think Mrs. Harrigan knew she turned me on. When she came over to my house and sat with my mother in the kitchen, having coffee, smoking and talking, she would wink at me, and watch me watching her and my mother smoke. One time she caught me – staring and daydreaming, and hard as a rock in my gym shorts. I turned beet red and left the room; my mom none the wiser.

Yup, I looked at Mrs. Harrigan’s moving in as kind of a turning point. She was single, no kids, and lived in the big colonial house next door. According to my mom she was in her late thirties, never married, and worked as an advertising executive in the city for a big firm. Other than that, I knew very little about her. She was a stunning woman. She stood at five feet, eight inches tall, had long, luscious auburn hair that went down to the middle of her back, and she had piercing green eyes, and a perfectly sculpted face and body. Whatever she wore – she looked like she was molded into it. When I watched her leave her house for work in the morning, she usually wore her hair up in a bun, with her sleek business suit and stiletto heels. Hell, I had sores on my knees from kneeling at my bedroom window on my carpet to watch her.

One day my mom approached me after school with an unexpected proposition. “Larry, I was talking to Cynthia the other day when I went over to her house for coffee. I hope you don’t mind, but I told her you were looking for some sort of work to do, you know to make some extra money for school.”

“Oh, thanks mom. I think Richie has an opening at ‘Hudson’s, the ice cream chain store he works at. The pay is minimum, but before the year is out, I could be making some decent money, and my class schedule will be light enough so I could take on more hours.”

“I’m sure it’s good for Richie honey, but you have something special.”

“I do?”

“Yes, you know. Anytime something goes wrong around the house you can fix it. Didn’t you install a new sink in our bathroom last fall? Not to mention the money you saved us by painting the house interior. You have golden hands dear. I mentioned these things to Cynthia, and she got really excited Larry!”

“Um, she did?” I asked, surprised at the ‘really excited’ part. I was getting as stiff as a plumber’s wrench.

“Yes she did. She was telling me that she was looking for a painting contractor to do her downstairs, and I said that could be a snap for you. I’m sure the pay would be better than minimum wage too. Not only that Larry, but she was telling me about lots of other things that needed fixing since she moved in last April. So I’m sure you could be kept busy for a while – what do you think?”

“Well, I’m sure I could talk to her and take a look.”

“That’s great. So you know what? I’ll talk to her tomorrow.”

“Thanks mom, that would be great. I mean, Richie will be disappointed because of all the fun we could have working together at the ice cream store, but this sounds like good money.”

“You know, from what she was telling me about her work, she has a good job at that advertising firm of hers, so I don’t think money will be a problem – aim high honey! You’ve got the skills.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence mom.” Now, of course I had to hide my excitement from mom. My imagination was running wild all over the place. I could imagine bending her over her dining room table and pounding away at her while she moaned and clawed at my naked body. There would be a flood of her juices under that table for sure. I’d have her breathing heavy and begging me for more – and that was only for starters . . .

Mom worked fast. The next day I got home late from school. I was at the library studying for a poly sci exam and I had something to eat on campus. I saw a couple of cars parked in front of the house and when I opened the front door I heard talking coming from the dining room. Cynthia was sitting at the table with mom and two of their friends from down the block, and they were playing cards. There was a cheese platter in the kitchen.

“Hi honey, how’d the studying go?” my mother asked.

“Hi Larry,” Mrs. Harrigan said.

“Oh hi,” I said to all the women.

“Um, it was good mom. I’ll be ready – the test isn’t until Friday.”

“Larry, when I finish my hand here, maybe we could talk?” Mrs. Harrigan said.

“Oh sure, yeah,” I said, my cock bulging through my jeans. I had to shift around a little. Only Cynthia was facing my way,  and I think she might have noticed, because – she fucking winked at me!

“Larry, did you have dinner yet?”

“Yes mom, I ate at the taco place on campus.”

“I wish you could find better things to eat Larry. You should take some stuff from home from time to time and save some money.”

“Okay mom,” I said. The eternal discussion at my house – saving money.

“All the kids are like that Gloria,” June Jackson, the neighbor from across the street said.

“Maybe I’ll have some of that cheeseboard – it looks delicious.”

“Oh, Cynthia brought that!”

“Nice.”

“Sure Larry, help yourself,” she said, staring right through me.

After I went upstairs, changed into my sweats, I rushed downstairs to have something from Cynthia’s cheese platter, and also to talk to her. If my senses were any guide, I’d say she was just as eager to talk to me. I was right.

When I walked into the kitchen, she was standing there, having a cigarette with my mom. When mom saw me walk in, she said, “I’ll leave you two alone. I know you wanna talk. I’ll see you inside Cynthia – take your time.” Mom crushed out her Virginia Slims and got back to the dining room. “June and Pat don’t like the smoke, so us criminals,” she said, rolling her eyes and smiling at Cynthia, “have to come in here for our fix.”

I laughed and said, “Okay mom.”

As I filled up a small plate with three different kinds of cheese, Cynthia said, “You know Larry, I brought over a bottle of wine too,” she said, pointing to a bottle of Cabernet sitting on the kitchen counter. “I’m going to have some. Are you twenty one yet Larry?”

“No, not until April.”

“Well, I don’t think your mom would mind. Would you care for a glass?”

I shrugged my shoulders, and my heart was beating fast, and my cock was breaking through my pants as I watched her do a very sexy French inhale. “Do you smoke Larry?” she asked me.

“Uh, yeah, occasionally. Mom lets me smoke in the house. Why do you ask?”

She huffed out a laugh and walked closer to me, her heels clacking on the tiled floor. “Because I see how you’re staring at me smoke. In fact, I’ve always seen you staring at me while I smoke.”

Busted I was. Only one thing I could do. “Is it obvious?”

She was less than a step away from me and she said with smoky breath that practically made me cum right there; that and her low cut white cotton blouse, showing her cavernous cleavage. “Of course Larry. Don’t be a silly boy. We’re both adults and I know you like me.” She dragged the back of her hand across my cheek, her smooth, long, cherry red painted nails making tacks across my face. “Would you like a drag of my cigarette Larry. Silly question I know. You look like you’re dying for it.”

I couldn’t deny her. She was right. She took a cheek hollowing drag, her cigarette was almost half-smoked, and she seductively held it in front of my nose, moving it around. I could smell her strawberry-scented lip gloss mingled with the smoke curling around her fingers and the filter. She was smiling and she turned the cigarette and placed the filter between my lips. I took a drag, looking her in the eyes, while at the same time, she stroked my cock through my sweatpants with her other hand. I felt a drop of pre cum exit my cock, getting my boxers wet. I exhaled through my nose, her eyes watching my every move and expression.
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On Saturday evening I had arranged with Cynthia to stop by her house and discuss my job. The rest of that week I made it a habit to watch her when she left her house in the morning. By the time she pulled out of her driveway, I had a big wad of gooey cum in the palm of my hand. I had to study in the dining room because I was too distracted to study in my room since all I would do was to keep getting up from my desk to look out the window at Cynthia’s house.

My cock was so painful, I thought I needed to see a doctor because of a constant, painful erection. I knew the reason of course; it was Cynthia. If it wasn’t for her, I certainly would have seen the doctor. I came over to her house at eight thirty.

My heart was beating about one thousand beats per second as I crossed the lawn to her front walkway. The lights were on downstairs, and I rang her bell. It was Frederic Von Schiller’s “Ode To Joy,” and I smiled at how foretelling that was.

I wasn’t prepared for the sight that greeted me at her door. She wore a one-piece black shoulderless dress that was cut very high up, giving me a good look at her gorgeous legs, and the neck was low cut, so I had a bird’s eye view of her cleavage. Her long hair was down, so it just fell in between her breasts. She had all her makeup on, and it looked like she was ready to go out. At first I thought she might have forgotten about our meeting tonight.

“Hi Cynthia,” I said as she opened the door and after I composed myself which only made her smile. “Were you planning to go out tonight?” I asked in a very timid voice, like maybe I was interfering with her plans for a hit date or something.

She laughed and quickly looked down at herself. “Oh, you mean because of my dress,” she said, running her hand down her front. “Not at all. But tonight is a special occasion after all, isn’t it?”

“Umm, I guess so. We were gonna talk more about your job offer. You were going to show me what needed doing in your house.”

She laughed. “We have plenty of time for that. But don’t worry. Your mom told me you needed money, and that’s still why you’re here. The painting you can do anytime. I have a proposition for you Larry. I’ll start paying you tonight. How does that sound? You’ll never have to bother Gloria for money again if things go right – which I have no doubt they will.”

I was a little confused. What exactly would I be getting paid for, and how much?

“Now Larry, there are certain aspects of your ‘work’ for me that we can’t tell your mother, so I suppose I will have you go buy some paint – don’t worry, I’ll give you the money for that, and you can work on that at your own pace. I need the living room done and the dining room. As you can see, this beige is a bit disgusting.”

I looked around quickly and nodded my head in agreement. “Oh, so you mean the handyman and painting work is kind of a . . .” I was turning bright red, “a form of subterfuge?”

“I knew you were a smart boy Larry! Here, would you like a cigarette?” she asked as she opened up a fresh pack of Virginia Slims 120s. She took one out for herself first, and lit it up, taking a seductive drag and looking at me right in the face. After what seemed like an hour, she took another cigarette out of the pack and placed it in my mouth, then flicked her silver butane lighter to life. I took a drag and blew out a French inhale.

“Nice,” she said. “I see you hold your cigarette in a rather effeminate manner. That’s very telling. Let me ask you something Larry, but I think you already know the answer to my question. “Does my smoking turn you on?”

“Yes, it does.”

“What else about me turns you on? After our little meet-up in my kitchen, I know that I turn you on too, isn’t that right?”

“Uh yes Cynthia, you do turn me on – a lot.”

She laughed. “Humm, I guess I do,” she said as she reached for my cock which was sticking out through my jeans like a bean pole.

“Why don’t we go upstairs to my bedroom where we can be a bit more comfortable?”

Any doubts I may have had as to what was happening quickly dissipated. Her bedroom was spacious, and it had its own bathroom and a large walk-in closet. She leaned in close to me and pulled me into her and gave me a big smoky kiss on my mouth, sending her tongue deep inside me. The scent of her strawberry scented lip gloss and smoke had my cock banging to get out of the confines of my boxers and jeans. As she kissed me she slid her fingers underneath the front of my jeans and boxers and grabbed my cock.

“Oooh, what do we have here? It seems Larry is a very bad boy. I’ll just have to teach him how to behave,” she said, referring to me in the third tense. Quickly, she went to work unfastening my belt and pulling my jeans down until they fell around my ankles. She slowly pulled my boxers down, and had her cigarette dangling from her lips. She took a big drag and kissed me again, exhaling her smoke into my lungs and laughed. Her hand was now wrapped around my cock making a fist.

“I hate to see a man suffer,” she said in her low, throaty, seductive voice. “Here,” she said, “Get on your back on my bed now.”

I did just as she asked, powerless to refuse her. I was completely under her spell. She straddled me and lifting my cock up with her long fingernails, she placed her lips around the head and licked me like a paint brush, sucking gently. She stopped, took another drag and with her mouth around my cock, exhaled a blue cloud around it, smoke coming out of her nose, and the sides of her mouth. At the same time she was rubbing herself through her dress on top of my thigh, and I could feel her wet arousal on my thigh. She was breathing heavy and came off me for a second.

“You taste good Larry, and oh my, you’re so big!” She stubbed out her cigarette and passed me the ashtray, because I was still happily puffing away, lost in the intensity of my fetish fulfilled. She went down my whole length and almost gagged but kept going faster and faster, wet and sucking and slurping. I could take this no longer and finally I shot out three big loads of cum right into Cynthia’s mouth. The load was so massive that drips of cum trailed down the sides of her lips. She looked up at me, eyes half closed, and the cum glistening on the sides of her lips. She leaned in and gave me a good taste of myself – and I have to say I liked it. What the hell was wrong with me?

“Now Larry, you have to make me happy.”

“Sure, anything for you,” I said in a dreamy voice, still not sure if what was happening was real. “What would you like?”

“I’d like you to eat my pussy out, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Have you ever done this before Larry? Tell me, are you a virgin?”

Now was not the time for games. That was over with. I had to fess up. “Yes I am.”

She laughed, not at me, but more out of joy. “That’s wonderful! I just adore virgins and corrupting them.”

She pulled her dress off over her head and she was wearing

her red, satin, laced bra and red, satin panties. My t-shirt was pulled up to my nipples and she swept her soft, luxurious hair over my chest and tummy, sending chills through my body. Then she pulled off her panties and threw them on the floor next to the bed, and then the same with her bra. Oh her knees she moved up me until her sopping pussy was right over my face. I smelled her musky scent intermingled with her perfume and smoky odor. It was a witch’s brew of unparallelled delight. My mouth went to work immediately, my tongue sticking out and going up and down her. She moved her pussy over my tongue, pushing her clit down on top of it.

“That’s it – move your tongue around my little wet knob,” she blurted out in short, staccato breaths. It was swollen like a cherry, and I went to work, making her squirt on my face and shiver. I loved the taste of her woman, flowing down over my face. “More Larry, more,” she moaned out, eyes closed, lost in her reverie. She got up on her knees and moved down me.

She stiffened again and moaned. “Now bite my tits,” she said, and slid down me with those delicious breasts in my face. I kissed her nipples gently and she yelled out “HARDER! Use your teeth.”

I placed each nipple in turn in between my teeth and made a gentle scissoring motion as she moaned and ran her hands over my face. “I still need more Larry. I want you inside me now.”

“Take my pussy from the rear Larry,” she huffed out breathlessly.

We shifted on the bed and her ass stuck up in the air. I was as hard as a rock, and she reached behind her and stroked my cock in her hand. She guided my cock until it was over the opening of her pussy, and I thrusted inside, her walls clenching my cock. I loved the silky softness of her. She met my thrusts, and we kept going in a rhythm, and my universe shrunk to what was in front of me. Finally after thrusting more I came again, surprising myself with how much I still had left inside of me. When I finally pulled out, she spun around and kissed me again hard, and we were on our knees, holding hands and facing each other, breathing heavily.
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Igot home about four hours later, and my mom was fast asleep. I went over the fantastic events of the evening, and I had to jerk off again in the middle of the night. Yet I felt there was something missing – I wasn’t “complete,” and I think Cynthia knew what it was.

On Monday, I was in psych class, and I got a text message. It was a photo – of Cynthia in the bath tub with her pussy under the water! I closed it quickly hoping that the guys behind me in the lecture hall didn’t see that. I just smiled. But there were more texts as well, and they were pictures again – but of things. Things like lingerie, blouses and evening dresses. Even a couple of photos and short videos of Cynthia smoking seductively, looking at the camera as she exhaled. The camera closed in on her lips as she took a drag. The text underneath the still photo read: “PLEASE DON’T CUM IN CLASS!” I laughed, because it wouldn’t have taken me much more to get off.

The last text was “SEE YOU SATURDAY NIGHT – I HAVE A SURPRISE FOR YOU!” I wondered what it could be, but Cynthia could read me like a book, and yup, she knew what I really wanted.

When I got home from school my mom spoke to me over dinner. “Larry, I have to go away for a week. Your Aunt Connie had hip replacement surgery, and I have to go stay with her for a week until she gets better and can get around on her own. It won’t be more than a week. I leave tomorrow. You’ll have plenty of stuff to heat in the microwave and I told Cynthia you’d be alone, and she said that anytime you need anything she’s here for you. Now isn’t that nice?”

Nice?? Fuck yeah it was “nice!” So as mom was packing, I was in the living room watching a movie on NETFLIX and I got a text message. It read: “SO I HEARD THAT SOMEONE’S GOING TO BE HOME ALONE FOR A WEEK!” (-: ❤️”

Instant boner. I lit one of mom’s cigarettes and I had my hands down the front of my jeans, and I was rubbing myself. I snapped a picture to send to Cynthia and she responded: “SAVE SOME FOR ME YOU GREEDY BOY!”

When mom left the next morning before I left for school she said to me, “Larry I see you’ve been smoking my Virginia Slims. I was out with Cynthia the other day and I was going to buy you a carton, but then Cynthia said not to bother because she has an extra one for you. Now isn’t that sweet of her?”

I got a boner the size if the Empire State Building at that moment and I could barely get over the surprise and I said, “Yeah mom, that was very thoughtful of her.”

“You know something Larry? It’s too bad Cynthia isn’t a bit younger, like your age. I think the two of you would be very compatible.” Sometimes mom could be very naïve, and this was definitely one of those times!

“Yeah mom, I think so. But like you said, that’s impossible.”

“Well okay Larry, I’ll call you when I get to Aunt Connie’s. Here’s some extra cash for you in case you need to shop for anything.”

“Okay thanks mom. Tell Aunt Connie I hope she feels better.”

“I will dear, have a good week; I’ll check in often,” and she kissed me, and I helped take her suitcase out to her car. Cynthia had left for work already. In lecture hall that day I got a text message. It was from Cynthia. She texted: “FINISH YOUR WORK EARLY AND COME OVER TONIGHT – WE MUSN’T WASTE THE WEEK.” Bang – another hard on.

I had early classes, and I got home at three o’clock. I finished my studying, hurried up with dinner – a frozen meal, and made my way over to Cynthia’s. I was wearing sweats; no t-shirt and no boxers.

When she answered her door she was grinning at me, and as soon as she shut the door, she grabbed me by my sweatshirt and locked me in a deep kiss. She pressed her thigh up against my cock, causing me to dribble some pre cum. Her hair was wild and streaming down her face. Sher wore a white cotton blouse with the top three buttons opened and no bra on underneath. I felt them pricking my chest through my sweatshirt like two pencil points. I was with a woman in the grip of some extreme passion; perhaps chemically induced? I had no idea, nor did I care.

“Upstairs,” she whispered into my face, her warm, smoky breath mixed with the taste of wine. She took my hand; but first we made a detour into the kitchen, and she poured us each a glass of wine. Raising her glass in a toast, I raised mine, we clinked glasses, and she said “cheers,” and downed the entire glass. I did the same, and even before I could steady my empty glass on the counter she pulled me upstairs to the master bedroom.

I stood at the doorway in total disbelief at what I saw laid out on the bed before me. There was a set of lingerie like the pictures she had texted me, and a couple of dresses and skirts on the opposite side. My eyes were drawn to the emerald green G-String, and the makeup case that lay next to it.

“Cynthia . . . what is all this?”

She looked at me and laughed, squeezing my hand. “I’ll admit I took some liberties Larry, but aren’t you excited? Isn’t your cock bulging? You see, I happen to know a universal truth.”

“And what’s that?” I responded, genuinely curious.

She said,

“Behind every man with a smoking fetish, there is a cross dresser dying to come out.” 

I let that sink in for a minute and I realized that what she said was true. I said nothing. I didn’t know how to respond.

“Larry, Larry,” she said in a “tsk, tsk,” sort of way. “You don’t have to pretend. I know these things turn you on. You’ve probably been fantasizing about this stuff since you were a teenager. Come on, she said, giving me an elbow in the ribs – you know I’m right.”

I took a deep breath and shook my head. “Yeah, you’re right. But I never expected . . . all this.”

“Trust me Larry, there’s a method to my madness. Here, let’s have a cigarette, and get undressed dear.”

She took out two cigarettes from a fresh pack of Virginia Slims and lit us both up. She stood there, dragging seductively, and as soon as she lit mine up, she grabbed my cock. I had just started unbuckling my pants.

“I’m going to shave you in the bathroom Larry, do, your makeup, and then I have another surprise for you.”

This really peaked my interest and got me going. I got into the bath tub with no objections, and she shaved my legs, chest and my balls too. I dried myself off and she gave me a terry cloth robe. She made me take a seat in front of the bathroom vanity mirror while she went to her walk-in closet and took down what looked like a hat box from her top shelf. She smiled at me while she slowly opened the box. Inside was an auburn wig – the same color as her hair. It was long and styled on the top. “This goes on last; how do you like it?”

I didn’t have to answer her because my cock was standing up straight. “It looks . . . nice,” I answered sheepishly.

“Now for the fun part Larry – your makeup. Now I don’t want you looking until I’m done, and then we can dress you in the G-String. I have a strong feeling that you may have done this before – but maybe not to the extent that we’re going to do it now.”

She was a total artist with the makeup – applying the foundation, the blush, the green eyeshadow, and the mascara. That she went heavy on, and stepped back to look at her work. “The sluttier the better Larry. Don’t you think? I know you really want to be dressed like a real cum-slut. I saw the way you loved kissing your own cum off me the other night.”

When she was finished, she took the wig and a latex wig cap out of the box and placed first the cap on me, carefully tucking my hair inside it. The wig was placed on with great care and she brushed it out. I loved the feel of the long, silky hair on my back and shoulders.

“Okay dear, now let’s dress you in the bra and the G-String.”

The G-String went on first and it brough back memories of my teenage years, of smoking and jerking off wearing my mom’s lingerie. As I stepped into the G-String on the floor, she grabbed my hard, throbbing cock and began stroking it. As I slipped the G-String up my bare legs, the feeling was indescribable. I loved it – the cool satin against my legs. Then finally, I slipped the front pouch over my cock and my balls. I couldn’t help myself, rubbing my cock on the silky pouch. She grabbed my hand away suddenly and said, “Not now Larry – don’t worry, you’ll cum – all in good time.”

The bra, also emerald, was a stretch bra that pulled the skin of my chest together. It was a lace material, and my nipples showed through.

“Okay Larry, it’s time. You can look now. But first, let’s have a cigarette.” She took her pack out and lit both at the same time again. I let the long, white cigarette dangle out of the corner of my mouth, and I walked over to the long mirror on the back of Cynthia’s bedroom door. I couldn’t believe what I saw in the mirror! I had finally become the object of all my fetishes. I was in complete disbelief. I actually wanted to fuck myself.

“So what do you think Larry – you’re beautiful. I think we need a female name for you. What do you think of Lauren?”

“Lauren, Lauren. I like it!”

“Good. So from now on, when you’re dressed, you shall be Lauren – and we’ll refer to you as a she.”

My cock was throbbing, and dying for release.

“Here Larry, let’s finish dressing you – I have some really whorish clothes for you to wear,” and with that she stepped into her walk-in closet and removed some things. The price tags were still on them.

“You know ‘Lauren,’ I went shopping just for you!”

She had bought clothing in the “goth” style. She took out a black leather underbust with laces up the front for me to wear, and a very short, black cloth skirt with a high slit up the side. It had a gold chain belt on it. There were fishnet pantyhose that strapped to an emerald girdle I placed on over the G-String.

“Humm,” she said. “We can’t have you going barefoot, now can we?”

“I guess not,” I said. The G-string strap felt strange between my butt cheeks, and it sent chills through my body as it nestled itself over my asshole. My asshole was throbbing, and much to my surprise I actually felt as if I wanted a cock up my ass to fill me with warm cum. But I wondered, what was the point?

From the floor of her closet, she picked out a pair of black boots that went up mid-thigh. So I got completely dressed, and then I thought – why? We weren’t going out. Cynthia was walking around me and looking. She had to know my cock was bursting, but she said nothing, yet. However, she spun me around and kissed me hard on the lips, our tongues wrapping around and my cock pressing against her through my new clothes.

She broke off me gently and held me by the shoulders and we talked. “This is part of your job for me now Lauren.”

I was confused. What did this mean? What job?

“Cynthia, I don’t understand. I love dressing like this, but what does this have to do with a job?”

“Lauren my dear, don’t you want to have all of your fantasies fulfilled and get paid for it too?” she asked.

“Yes, but . . . what does this have to do with anything?”

“A LOT of money for you.”

“I don’t understand,” I said, suddenly feeling foolish and a little anxious. She ran her hands over my cheeks and said to me, “Just relax and I’ll explain it to you.”

“You know I’m an advertising executive for a big firm in the city, right?”

“Yeah, so what does that have to do with me?”

“I have a big client who has a HUGE account with us. That account means a commission worth hundreds of thousands of dollars to me, and you’re, well, ‘Lauren’ is going to help me keep him.”

Things started coming together in my mind, and I wasn’t so sure about all of them. Cynthia noticed the expression on my face start to change and she came close to me, grabbing my cock, and she said, “Nothing will change between us. I actually prefer you as Lauren – the smoky cum-slut, and I think you do too. We’ll go out together. I’ll take you to nice places – even after Gloria comes home. She doesn’t have to know anything. I will still fuck the daylights out of you while giving you what you really want.”

“I’m still not getting it,” I said, feeling as stupid as hell.

She rolled her eyes and smiled. “Okay dear, here it is. I have a guest coming over in about an hour. He has a ‘thing’ for transgender women. Now I want you to think about it. All you have to do is let him fuck you and have his way with you and you’ll be paid handsomely. Besides, I saw how excited you got when I dressed you and I know, you want a real dick up your ass, don’t you? Why I think after tonight you may even want to chemically transition to becoming a real transgender girl.”

I let what Cynthia said to me sink in a bit. She had a point. I did want to be handled like a whore, a cum-slut, a smoky fuck toy for some guy. I looked at Cynthia and grinned. All of a sudden she got so happy. 

“I knew you’d do it Lauren! I love you so much, and you’ll sleep here tonight with me, and every night until Gloria comes home. In fact, also some nights after. We’ll figure it out, don’t worry. Now let’s go downstairs to the kitchen, have some wine and cheese and wait for our guest. He owns a large AI company whose stock is going to go really high, and he wants a transgender fuck toy! Just like you!” Cynthia said, cupping my beautifully made up face in her hands. She kissed me deeply, and I trusted her. About ten o’clock, her doorbell rang.

❤️❤️❤️


4

_______________

___

Isat at the kitchen table, eating from the cheese platter and drinking a large class of Cabernet. I heard them talking from the entrance hall.

“Why hello Bob. I’m glad you could make it on such short notice. I have just the girl for you. Just like you asked for. She’s a horny slut and really wants a hard cock to fill her tight little boy pussy.”

“Humm, thanks Cynthia, that sounds just delicious,” Bob answered, with a deep voice. So Bob had a thing for transgender women. Well, I wouldn’t disappoint him. Really, I didn’t want to disappoint Cynthia. I was doing this partly for her, and also because the thought of a big, fleshy cock inside me was giving me fits. I would be the sluttiest cum-slut of all my fantasies and give Bob a good ride.

They came into the kitchen. “Bob, meet Lauren, Lauren, meet Bob Cummings.” Bob had a thick West Texas accent and wore a white cowboy hat and tan alligator boots. He threw his hat on the coat rack next to Cynthia’s front door.

“Hi there Lauren. My, my, aren’t you just the sexiest thing!” He looked at Cynthia. “Cynthia, you really outdid yourself, I gotta say.”

“Why thank you Bob. You know I like to please all my clients.”

“Well now, you keep this up and I’ll flood your company and you with money – not to mention this little sweet heart slut here,” he said grinning at me.

Just for effect, I lit a cigarette very seductively, eyes half closed and looking at Bob.

“I just love women who appreciate a good cigarette. I happen to have a big smoking fetish myself.”

“I know you do Bob, see? I aim to please,” Cynthia said, and lit herself up one too.

Bob rubbed his hands together. “Well let’s get started. I’ve got so much cum inside me, I’m ready to burst. Let’s go darlin.,’” he said, taking me by the arm.

In my most feminine sounding voice, I spoke to him, full of lust. “My pussy is dying for some good cock Bob. I just know you can please me.”

“Shit little lady, you know I will.”

So I let Bob take me upstairs and Cynthia came upstairs too. “Do you mind if I watch Bob?”

“Go right ahead. You can finger your pussy while I fuck the daylights out of Lauren here.”

The three of us entered Lauren’s bedroom. I sat on the bed and Bob faced me – all six feet three inches of him. Cynthia sat on a plush chair on the other side of the room and dropped her skirt and winked at me, spreading her legs apart.

I got to work on Bob’s zipper, pulling it down and unbuckling his belt and undoing his trousers. I felt his cock through his boxers, and it was the biggest cock I ever felt. “Why Bob, this is the best cock I ever felt – it’s enormous!”

“Yeah, I aim to please,” he said.

I didn’t waste any time and for the first time in my life I put a real man’s cock in my mouth. I just bumped my glossy lips up to his tip while my long fingers with the fake black painted nails stroked it. Bob moaned and closed his eyes. Cynthia started fingering her pussy, and I could see it was slick with her juices.

I went slow and easy at first, placing my lips around his head, making a tight seal. “Ohhh, she’s great Cynthia,” he said in a slow Texas drawl.

I worked my tongue like a paint brush around the head. No one taught me, I was working on pure instinct like I was born to do this all along. My mouth was very wet, and I slid my lips down the base of his cock, and I tasted a drop of pre cum come out of his cock. I loved the sweet/salty mix, even better than my own. I increased my speed, making a tight seal with my lips. He bucked his hips towards me, and we got into a good rhythm. My own cock was leaking, and I was about to burst. It’s now or never I thought. I didn’t want him to cum in my mouth – I wanted him to fill my boy pussy.

I suddenly came off him when I thought he was about to cum. “Hey, what’s going on here?” Bob asked, incredulous, his blue eyes bulging.

“I want you to cum baby, but I want you to fuck me hard in my ass,” I said in the sluttiest voice I could muster.

“Hey NOW you’re talking little lady. My God, you are such a slut.”

“Why thank you Bob.”

I took a cigarette from the open pack of Virginia Slims on the night table and lit one up. I stood up and with the newly lit cigarette dangling from my mouth, I undid the panty hose and let it drop to the floor with the girdle, exposing my G-String. I placed an ashtray on the head of the bed next to me and got on top quickly on all fours, facing the front, with my butt wiggling high in the air. Cynthia was looking at me like a fiend, fingering herself to the stars and moaning.

Bob got behind me and Cynthia called out, “Hey Bob, treat Lauren like a lady and go easy on her, it’s her first cock!”

“Well, why didn’t you say so? I’m pleased to do the honors.”

She threw him a tube of K-Y Jelly and he squeezed out a generous amount and wiped the cool jelly all over my taint, sticking his index finger inside my “bussy” and stretching the puckered skin. I moaned at the incredible feeling. He took the rest and rubbed it over his massive monster cock. Then, spreading my butt cheeks apart, he placed the tip of his cock on top of my cherry and guided the tip in slowly. The sharp pain of being stretched for the first time made me gasp and grab the bed sheet with one fist, while my right hand held the cigarette. I flicked the ashes and placed the cigarette in my mouth, taking a drag as he easily slid into me, exhaling out of my nose. Now both hands were braced against the sheets.

The smoke flowing over my auburn wig turned him on as he went deeper inside me. “Oh FUCK that’s so good Lauren. I never had a boy pussy this good before!”

He picked up speed, the searing pain tearing through me mixing in with the pleasure I felt. Soon it was all pleasure. So this is what a girl must feel like when she’s fucked like a rag doll, I thought.

He went faster and faster and soon I felt a ball of fire lighting up deep from inside me and I moved my cock outside of the front pouch of my thong, but I didn’t stroke it.

“MOTHER FUCKER I’M GONNA CUMMMMM!!!” he yelled out. This triggered Cynthia and she screamed out gibberish from her chair. Suddenly I felt a flood of warm, thick cum go all the way up my ass. I thought it would come out of my eyes it was such a big amount; and he spurted not once, but three times. It soon started leaking outside of my bussy down the sides of my thighs.

At that moment, he was still pounding away on me, and I felt that fire inside me explode and I shot out a huge load myself onto the bed sheets. It was the longest orgasm of my life and the most pleasurable by far – my first “sissygasm.” “Don’t stop Bob!” I pleaded.

Bob grunted, “Damn girl,” how much a’ ole Bob can you take?”

My answer was unintelligible, and I didn’t want him to stop. As long as that snake was hard, I wanted him to keep going. He kept going for at least five minutes more and he began to moan, and soon he shot another load into me, which triggered me again. But this time I was spent and so was big Bob. I let him slowly pull out of me, my bussy gripping his cock hard till the very end.

“Whewwweee! That sure was something there, Lauren.”

I was practically out of breath, and all I could say was, “Yeah, I needed to be fucked like that Bob.”

I looked at Cynthia and she was a disheveled mess, her hair flowing down the front of her face, and beads of sweat all over her forehead.

She told me, “Well now Lauren, I see that you really do have talent. You know I have plenty of work for you. In fact, I have lots of clients looking for transgender sluts. You’ll be flooded with money in no time girl!”

“Why thank you Cynthia. Thanks for helping me out!”

I never felt better or surer of myself in my life.

💋💋💋


Epilogue

I OWED MY NEW LIFE ALL TO CYNTHIA. My job? Career aspirations? I couldn’t have found anything better than to be with Cynthia, and entertain her best clients. They were all high class guys, and they treated me good, and I still had Cynthia. We became inseparable over the years, and one year out of college I decided on HRT. This way I was able to please Cynthia and also to . . . how shall I put it: “Develop my career.” I never dreamed that my transgender fantasies and crazy smoking fetish could lead to a life beyond my wildest imagination. Oh, almost forgot! – I painted Cynthia’s house and whenever something went wrong with the plumbing or her car, I was right there. You see, it wasn’t all sex . . .

❤️❤️❤️
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