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One

_______________

___

IN THE MIDDLE OF MY JUNIOR YEAR OF COLLEGE my life took an unexpected change. Ursula, my mom’s old college roommate moved in with us – temporarily mom said, while her house was being renovated from a fire that took everything from her. It was a no-brainer because they had always been close friends since being roommates in college. So I knew Ursula pretty well growing up. However, until someone actually lives with you, you don’t know them as well as you think. Ursula was an enigma; beautiful, wide almond eyes, and long, auburn hair that fell down to the middle of her waist. She spoke in a seductive, husky sort of voice, and had a haunting smile that I just could not figure out. It was like she was daring me to figure out a secret. She had long, slender legs, smooth skin – almost perfect, and a beautiful face that radiated sensuality and mystery.

Mom and her were like a perfect couple. I don’t mean that in any romantic sense, I mean that as far as two best friends could be - they were inseparable since the first day of college in the Midwest when they became roommates. Ursula was single, had no children, and was never married. That was a mystery to me; how a woman like her could be single. But I suppose that everything is not as cut and dry as you’d expect it to be.

My parents had been divorced since I was two years old – too young to remember anything, and I never saw my dad. All my mom ever said was that he was “overseas.” Ursula, mom said, was there for us every step of the way, both in emotional and also as I was to learn, financial support as well.

When I was a kid, I even called her “Auntie Ursula,” which was understandable given that my mom and I were alone and mom was an only child, like me. Best friends often substituted for family in those situations. Beginning in my early adolescence or so I started fantasizing about Ursula in very sexual ways.

This would be a good time to mention that I also had a very strong smoking fetish. Both my mother and “Auntie Ursula” smoked these long, all white “ladies cigarettes.” When I was about sixteen I started stealing my mother’s cigarettes and then the “next component” of the fetish took over my thoughts. One day I wondered what it would be like to smoke dressed in some “intimate apparel,” like my mother’s lingerie. Like Ursula, my mom was a beautiful woman, and when I “borrowed” my first set of satin panties from her drawer, I put it out of my mind that they belonged to mother. However, if you have the fetish, you know you can’t stop with just those.

About age seventeen the fetish thing exploded to borrowing skirts and blouses and even trying lipstick at first, and then gravitating to makeup, courtesy of YOUTUBE videos and other fetish sites online. Now I knew I’d never be able to stop doing either one – smoking OR crossdressing. I looked at myself and smoked in front of her bedroom mirror, talking to my reflection like I was some kind of slut whore. It thrilled me no end. I had a rather slim frame and lots of my mom’s clothes fit me. Now with Ursula in the house I began to think about getting into some of her things as well. That made my heart start to race, and I began to relish the idea.

We had a large guest room on the second floor of our three-bedroom colonial house where Ursula stayed. She had to start from the total beginning, and gradually the closet and chest of drawers in our guest room began to fill up with all of Ursula’s new clothes and accessories. As I alluded to, she was a woman of means – she owned her own very successful real estate agency in town. She really could have afforded a luxury hotel to live in while the reno was being done, but instead accepted my mom’s invitation.

To say that she “tempted me” would be an understatement. In the beginning, there were “little incidents,” like the time when she came out of the bathroom with just a long, white terrycloth bath towel wrapped around her after she took a shower.

“Oh! Sorry Ursula! I didn’t know you were taking a shower,” I said at the top of the staircase when she walked past me, carrying a hair brush in one hand, and holding the towel together with the other hand.

Instead of projecting surprise, she looked at me with a smile and a carefree attitude, like so what? Now you’ve seen me with no clothes. “Hi David,” she said, and just kept walking to her bedroom. She knew my eyes were boring into her shapely ass as it floated past me. I felt guilty about thinking lewd thoughts because Ursula was like family.

My mom was an RN and worked at a local hospital and had different shifts, so there were many times when I was home alone with Ursula. I’d find her in the living room watching TV, curled up in the living room with a glass of wine and smoking one of those long, all-white ladies cigarettes, reading a book or watching TV, and I’d watch her from the corner of my eye as she dragged seductively, blowing a thin plume of smoke at the ceiling with her eyes closed, and her neck tilted up. I often think of her in that pose as I jerk myself off to it.

Neither my mom nor Ursula knew that I smoked. Since it was a fetish, in my mind smoking in front of them would be the same as being naked in front of them – I was tempted to, but I never did. Instead, when I was home with either one or both of them, I would sneak out of the house and smoke in the backyard, or in my room with the window open – and no one was the wiser. Also, I couldn’t very well smoke those long cigarettes in public, or else what would people think of my masculinity?

***

She was gradually weaving me into a web – a spell that I knew would only lead to no good. All through my teenage years she knew I “had a thing” for her, but it never went any farther than simple harmless flirtations. Then when the two month point was reached in her stay, things changed a bit. “David,” she asked one particular Friday night when we were alone. “What do you say we heat up a frozen pizza and have some wine? I’m watching the new crime thriller on NETFLIX everyone’s talking about,” she said. “Wanna join me?”

“Sure, sounds great.”

“Good, I’ll take out the wine. I know you’re not very experienced at that, so I’ll do it,” she said in way that could mean many things.

Wine? Now that was a big step. I was twenty, not quite the legal drinking age in my state. She looked at me and played with the end of the cigarette, placing it in her mouth like it was the tip of a cock; teasing me with it, smiling at me. Tonight, she wore the makeup she had on during the day at work; heavy mascara, rich, cherry red lip gloss, and deep blue eye shadow. Her fingernails were long and painted dep red, and one hand was twirling her hair, as the other hand held her cigarette. Her auburn hair was thick and luscious as it fell around the shoulders of the long-sleeved white blouse she wore. I could barely hide my boner – I mean it was rock hard.

Here’s why! Tonight, for some inexplicable reason, instead of sweats or jeans which she usually wore at home, she wore sheer, black nylon pantyhose with no shoes or skirt on. They strapped onto a black laced girdle. I doubt she would have dressed like that if my mom was home. The top three buttons of her blouse were opened, and the black-laced bra she wore seemed smaller than usual, like her tits were fighting to break free of their confines.

I watched with my mouth hanging open as she got off the couch and tip-toed into the kitchen to heat up the pizza and pour the wine. I watched spellbound as her ass jiggled back and forth in that laced G-String. What the fuck did she think she was doing to me?

“David, have a seat in the living room. I’ll place the pizza and wine on the table on a couple of mats, yeah?”

I didn’t answer her, and just sat on the couch, next to the impression her body made on the couch. I started watching the movie – but I couldn’t concentrate. I saw her start to pick up the paper plates and bring the pizza into the living room.

“Here Ursula, let me help you. I’ll bring in the wine,” I said, picking my ass off the couch and walking into the kitchen.

“Oh thank you David,” she said in a sweet melodic tone. “Oh, please don’t tell Cathy that we had wine, okay? I don’t know how she would feel about that you know? She might think that something’s ‘going on,’” she said, playfully rolling her eyes. Yeah, I could only imagine. I wish.

As soon as I joined her on the couch with the wine and two plastic cups, my cock got a super charge of energy until I could feel it throbbing. The combination of her scantily clad body, and the sweet aromas of her cologne and smoke on her drove me insane.

“Isn’t this cozy David – just the two of us?”

“Yeah it is.”

“Aren’t you glad we have this time together? I mean I’ve known you all these years and watched you grow up, but now look at you, you’re all grown up, a proper young man.”

“Here,” she said holding up her cup and turning to face me. “Let’s drink a toast. To your manhood,” she said, looking at me with that same enigmatic smile on her face.

We ‘clinked’ our cups. “To my manhood,” I said, repeating her, and we drank. It burned as it went down. It was strong, and I didn’t really drink much. However, I did smoke weed in school with my friends who lived in the dorm. That was the extent of my partying.

Then she reached across the table to her black leather shoulder bag and took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. She placed one in the corner of her mouth and lit up with her silver butane lighter from the coffee table, getting her cherry red lip gloss on the filter. My boner was dancing. She placed the pack on the table in front of us. I was really dying for a cigarette and watched her, mesmerized. She was a quick study, and I caught her attention.

“David,” she said. “Do you smoke?”

“Uh, no I don’t,” I said, lying as best I could.

“Huh. I would have sworn the way your attention is fixed on this,” she said, holding up her cigarette between her index finger and thumb, “that maybe you did.” She was smiling and waiting for a response. How I responded now would determine a lot of things.

I was at a loss for words – my innate shyness coming through.

“Well,” she said, leaning in close to me like she was sharing a secret.

“You wanna know what I think?”

“What’s that Ursula?”

“I think my smoking turns you on.” I just looked at her, my eyes widened.

“Oh come on, it’s nothing to be ashamed of. I know a lot about guys with smoking fetishes. You might as well stop pretending,” she said in a sing song voice and smiling., “I’ve smelled it on you when you come back inside from ‘taking your walks at night.’”

I was busted. What could I do. “Don’t worry David. Here, take one. I won’t tell,” she said, holding the pack up to me. God, I almost had pre cum coming out of cock. So I just murmured “thanks” under my breath and then qualified my answer with “I don’t smoke a lot. It uh, it calms my nerves.” I reached for the open pack and pulled out the long, all-white object of my fetish. Of course, the sexual excitement I felt was greatly enhanced by the thing of beauty handing it me, clad only in a blouse and pantyhose. Her legs were crossed, and she was lying back on the couch.

She picked up the lighter from the table and leaned forward to light me up, then watched as I took a hungry, cheek-hollowing drag and did a French inhale. I held it just like a woman high up between my index and middle fingers. She looked at me with a knowing smile.

“Wow David, you may not smoke a lot, but I can certainly see that you’re no beginner. How long have you been sneaking these from mom? And the reason I say ‘these,’ is because I’m sure you don’t really care for the shorter, cork cigarettes,” and she made a face of mock disgust. I felt she was studying me like some kind of social experiment.

It was then I decided that I might as well be truthful with Ursula because anything else and she would catch on immediately.

“Since I was about sixteen I suppose.”

“Humm, I see,” she said.

“Well it’s okay, and I assure you, it’s entirely normal. Tell me something David. Do I turn you on?”

Now there was something I definitely wasn’t prepared for.

I took another drag, at the same time she did, and said, “As a matter of fact, yes you do.”

❤️❤️❤️


Two

_______________

___

“WELL, IN THAT CASE I THINK I SHOULD ADMIT that I happen to find you very attractive David. You see, I’m not seeing anyone at the moment. Are you?”

“No I’m not.”

She took my chin between the fingers of her right hand, and with her nails pressing into the flesh of my cheeks, she pulled my face close to hers and she breathed her warm, smoky breath into my face. Her eyes drifted down to my jeans, and she clearly saw the large bulge. She took a large drag and blowing the smoke in my face, she reached down to my crotch and dug her nails into my cloth-covered cock.

“How does that feel David?” she asked in a husky whisper, smoke coming out of her nose and her mouth.

“Uh, it feels uh, great.”

She snorted out, “Humph, I thought so, and pulled my face in closer and kissed me on the lips. Loosely at first, breaking off, and then pressing her moist, glossy lips harder against mine, rubbing them together. I had no time to react – she was in complete control, and she stuck her tongue through her lips into my mouth, finding my tongue and wrapping it and caressing mine. I placed my arm around her shoulders and felt her silky hair on my forearm. This was so wrong on so many levels, but I was powerless to do anything.

“I want you David,” she said through closed lips. I just let her rub me and I could feel a drop of pre cum come out of the tip of my cock.

She broke off me and said, “Let’s get this party started, shall we?” and she opened my belt buckle slowly, pulled down my zipper and stuck her hand underneath my jeans and boxers, touching my cock ever so gently at first, rubbing her soft, slick fingertips up and down my shaft. “Stand up David.”

I stood in front of her, and she pulled my jeans and my boxers down, took my shoes off and I sloughed off my pants and boxers, kicking them to the floor, my cock immediately standing at attention. She smiled at me and pulled me down to the couch, lying me down on my back with my legs thrown over the arm rest. She opened the remaining two buttons on her blouse, and I got a full frontal view of her perfectly flat tummy with the curves of her hips on display, the straps from her pantyhose still attached to the girdle. She placed the ash tray next to her on the table.

Then she straddled me, her left leg on one side between my hip and the back of the couch, and her right foot touching the floor next to the couch, and she pushed my t-shirt up over my chest. She bent her head, and her hair swept over my skin like a silky, thick brush sending chills through my body. She moved it from side to side, teasing me, as I was dying for her lips to cover my cock.

She looked down at me, smiling and bent her head down to my waist and I felt her moist lips kiss the wet tip of my cock, sticking her tongue out and lapping up the pre cum that was sitting at the end of my slit. “Umm, David, this is delicious,” she said as she lapped up the pre cum, hungry for the impending explosion that she would cause.

Now, making a tight seal with her lips, she enveloped the head of my cock and moved her tongue around it, like a paint brush. I started moaning and my eyes were closed. She came off me and I opened my eyes, and watched as she took a drag from her cigarette, staring at me and slowly, deliberately, placing her mouth back on my cock, she did a smoky exhale. I almost lost it right there. Her mouth was wet enough so that I didn’t feel any rough sensations of her lips as they went up and down the entirety of my shaft – it was all silk . . . an incredible feeling that made me hitch my breath and tense up.

I moved my hips up to meet her head, moving in sync with hers as she devoured me. At the same time she was rubbing herself on my thigh, moaning, and getting off too. Her lips tightened on me, and I could take this “punishment” no longer and I let out a large sigh, and shot out several cannonballs of cum which filled her mouth. She sucked me and swallowed everything I could give her. It seemed she licked my cock clean, and she looked up at me smiling, her eyes half-closed, and the sight of her; excess white cum dripping down the sides of her mouth onto her chin was something I remember to this day.

She moved up my body until we were face to face, and she kissed me deeply, then came off me and I licked all that cum off of her face. It was the first time I had ever done that, but something inside me told me that it was the right thing to do. Then she got up on both knees and reached behind her and unfastened her bra, letting it fall on top of me. She picked it up and tossed it to the floor, but she kept her blouse on – unbuttoned, but on. It was a turn on seeing her like that, clad only in that blouse, pantyhose, girdle, and G-String.

“Suck on and bite my tits David,” she moaned. She placed her right breast over my face, and I stuck my tongue out, and now it was my turn to work magic with my appendage. She gasped as my wet tongue, slick with my own cum, circled her hard, pointed tit, going around and around. Instinctively I gently placed it between my teeth and made a light, scissoring motion, going back and forth several time. “Harder David . . . tighter . . . more,” she said just above a whisper.

I pleased her and then went to full-on sucking, going from one side to the other – reaching my hands up to squeeze the soft flesh of her breasts. Then she gently caressed my face with her painted nails, and placed her forehead against mine, breathing slowly. I was still hard. There was some reason that I was still not completely satisfied. Her silky hair fell over my face, and she smiled. “You’re wonderful David.”

“So are you Ursula,” I answered, partly out of amazement that this was actually happening. She seduced me and I was like soft clay ready to obey the hands of the master artisan, helpless, an object to be molded, formed into something.

I looked at her and this was probably a stupid thing to say, but the words came out anyway. “You’re not going to tell my mother any of this are you Ursula.”

She pulled away from me and smiled, the tip of her index finger touching my nose. “What do you think silly? Why would I want to ruin the best thing that’s happened to me in so long? I’ve been caught up in running my business for so many years that I’ve forgotten what it’s like to have a real man pleasure me and make me feel so alive.”

“Is that what I do to you?” I asked. “Make you feel alive?”

“Yes David,” she said, as she kissed me again and again, and laid the side of her head over my face, her hair covering my mouth, nose and forehead. “You do.” Her hand was playing with my still hard cock, rubbing it and tickling me up and down.

❤️❤️❤️
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FOR THE NEXT TWO DAYS she put on a good show for my mother; we both did. It was harder for me to keep a secret, and I tried my hardest not to let any guilt show through. I was busy with school and when we all ate dinner together, we chatted about my classes, and Ursula talked about her job. One thing was different. I was definitely even more turned on if such a thing were possible by the sight of my mom and Ursula sitting at the table and smoking together. Ursula shot me these “I know a secret” glances every so often, which made me somewhat uncomfortable.

We had just finished dinner, and my mom had the evening off and the next day as well, so she was in a good mood, and chatted animatedly and laughed with Ursula. Then Ursula shocked me. They were both lighting up and Ursula pointed her pack of Virginia Slims at me. “David would you like a cigarette?”

My mother looked shocked (as was I).“David!? Since when do you smoke?? Why, why didn’t you ever tell me??? Is this true?” and she looked between Ursula and me as she took a drag off of her freshly lit cigarette.

“It’s okay Cathy, yes he does. I smelled it on David, and he confessed.” Ursula said, exaggerating her voice. “Here David, go ahead, might as well. You’re only going to sneak one later. I’m afraid our young man here is hooked Cathy.”

My mother was at a loss for words. “Well, I mean, if that’s all you do . . . you don’t do hard drugs or drink, so I guess it’s okay.”

“See David,” Ursula said, smiling at me. “That wasn’t so hard, no was it?”

I looked sheepishly at my mother and Ursula handed me a cigarette and lit me up quickly with her silver butane lighter. It was weird smoking in front of my mother for the first time, but to tell you the truth it turned me on something fierce – I was as hard as a fireplace poker. In my fetish fantasy, I was on my way to becoming the smoky slut of my dreams. She was grinning at me, somehow enjoying my social discomfort. What would my mother say if she knew that her best friend was giving me blow jobs?

So I sat at the kitchen table smoking a ladies cigarette with two very hot looking women, one of whom happened to be my mom, but my sexual interest of course was centered on Ursula. I even started to fantasize that my mother would be okay with it. But that was crazy, right?

After dinner, my mom went upstairs to change out of her scrubs and Ursula pinned me to the wall, her smoky breath covering my face and said, “See David, that wasn’t so hard now, was it? I remember the first time I smoked in front of my parents. I was just sixteen, but after the secret was out, I felt liberated. Now tell me the truth; don’t you?”

She was right. “Yeah, I guess I do. Thanks Ursula.” And then she kissed me hard on the lips.

“Now, unless you have studying to do, let’s watch TV. Your mom will join us, and we’ll spend a nice family evening at home.” After what happened a few nights ago, it was strange hearing Ursula mention “family,” but that was exactly what we were – a family, sort of.

Later, I went off to bed, very turned on by the fact that I could smoke with no repercussions in the house, and I even caught myself when I thought of sneaking out of the house for a cigarette, when I remembered that I didn’t have to. In fact, my mother now caught on and said, “So I see you don’t have to ‘take a walk outside’ at night anymore David,” and she smiled at me and handed me a cigarette and lit me up. The proverbial cat was out of the bag.

I had trouble falling asleep, and I had to jerk off wondering when the next time would be that I would be alone with Ursula. I’m not sure what time it was, but I thought I heard my bedroom door open, and I felt hot breath on my neck, and a hand cover my mouth. My eyes opened wide, and I smelled the familiar scents of Ursula’s perfume and smoky breath. With her other hand, she covered her lips with her index finger to “shush” me. When she saw that I would be quiet, she slowly took her hand off my mouth, and took her finger off of her lips, and placed it between my lips and smiled, getting it wet and then placing it in her mouth. She was wearing only a bathrobe and a black or dark red G-String. I had my blinds closed and only the light from the street was coming through my window. She was more like a silhouette. Ursula reached into a pocket of her bathrobe and pulled out two ear buds and placed them in my ears. Soon, the strains of Beethoven’s “Moonlight Sonata” on piano came through them, blocking out all other sound. It was surreal because she woke me out of a deep sleep. I’m not sure what time it was. Ursula stood next to the bed like a phantom, and didn’t say a word.

As my eyes slowly adjusted to the darkness, I saw her slowly slip off the bathrobe. Her two breasts showed themselves and in the shadow on the wall on the side of her I was able to make out the silhouette of two very hard, aroused nipples. Slowly, she threw her head back and stiffened as her hands rubbed her breasts. Her mouth opened and I assumed she moaned because I couldn’t hear anything through the music on the piano.

Then she took a few steps back from my bed and hooked a thumb underneath her G-String, and played with it, moving it back and forth slowly across her tummy. I saw her thumb pull the G-String away from her tummy and slide it down her waist and over the top of her thigh. I gasped at what I saw next. Again her index finger came up to her lips, shushing me, although I was in shock at what I saw – the largest COCK I had ever seen! WTF???

I was able to make out a smile and her cock was stiff as a board, and pointing up at the ceiling. The shadow on the wall confirmed what my startled eyes were seeing for real. She pulled the G-String down her hairless, smooth legs and she gingerly stepped out of it and slid it across the floor. I was looking at the most beautiful, sensuous woman in the World, but . . . with a cock! I knew about trans women from my videos but never, ever expected to be in the same room with one, in a full state of undress. I wasn’t repulsed in the least, only surprised, and Ursula knew it.

She glided across my carpet towards me. It seemed that she was floating. I could barely see her legs moving towards me, but soon her cock was butting itself up against my lips and her hands were running through my dark brown hair. I liked it. All my inhibitions were gone, and I was never so turned on in my life. My tongue licked the outside of my lips getting them nice and wet, and I placed them over the tip of her cock. Her mouth opened, and again I heard no sound, except for the haunting strains of “Ludwig Van” coming through the ear buds.

I moved my tongue slowly around the head of her cock and she pushed farther into me, and soon I took as much of that cock in my mouth as would fit. It hit the back of my throat, and I started to gag, and I pulled back. She smiled and started to laugh, her hands immediately covering her mouth. Her cock was thick with my saliva, and I bobbed my head up against it and back, making a regular motion. She moved her hips in-sync with me, and my lips made a tight seal around her shaft. I must have been noisy with my sucking and slurping but I couldn’t hear anything.

Her hands pressed on top of my head and pulled back in rhythm with my bobbing, and I was going faster and faster. Soon I tasted the same sweet/salty mix as my own cum. I felt her cock quiver and shake and then she exploded inside of my mouth, her cum flooding all inside me. I swallowed all of it with a hunger I had never known before. What was happening to me? Strangely, my ass was tingling. This was a night of firsts to be sure.

I kept on sucking, and she remained hard. I did the same as she did to me, and I licked her cock clean of all the cum. She climbed onto the bed and began kissing me, her tongue rubbing itself all through my mouth, lapping up all the cum it could find. She rubbed the sides of my face with both hands and then stepped away. She pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims and gave me one too and lit us both up, climbing into the bed and sitting next to me. She rested her head on my shoulder, her silky hair on my neck keeping me hard. I was wondering if my night time visitor would soon leave the room once we were finished with our cigarettes, but that wasn’t to be.

In the same pocket of her bathrobe was a tube of K-Y Jelly which she flipped to me. We got on our knees facing each other, and her cigarette was dangling out of the side of her mouth. She then scooted on her knees and got in back of me and pulled my boxers down. I looked at her and she shook her head like it was okay, and she took the cigarette out of her mouth and silently mouthed TRUST ME. Then she placed it back in her mouth, took a drag and covered my face in her exhale.

I felt a wet, slickness going all over my asshole and up and down my taint. Her left index finger had no nail on it, and slick with jelly, she stuck it inside my ass and moved it around in a circle, giving me a strange sense of fullness.

I wanted this, and the realization hit me that I wanted this ever since the first time I slipped on a pair of panties and looked at myself smoking in front of my mother’s bedroom mirror. 

She withdrew her finger and as I turned my head back to look she rubbed the jelly over her cock, which was just as hard as before. She spread my butt cheeks apart after placing the cigarette in the ash tray on my night table. Next thing I knew there was a cock – Ursula’s cock knocking at the entrance to my virgin asshole. I tensed myself, balling my hands into fists, as her cock gently touched me and backed up again, and touched me some more. But now it went nowhere except inside me, and I felt a fullness unlike anything I had ever experienced in my life. It was just the tip at first, going in and out of me, and then she went in farther and farther and got into a rhythm. I had a searing pain all around my asshole, and it took every ounce of strength not to cry out.

Then a strange thing happened – the pain mixed with, and actually became a sense of pleasure. I wanted her to go harder and deeper, so I bucked my hips and went back onto her, making a steady rhythm. She went faster and faster, the sides of my asshole gripping her cock tightly. The nails of her fingers were digging into my flesh, and her thrusting reached a feverish pitch, and I felt a wet warmth explode inside me, filling me up. I could feel her cum leaking out down the insides of my thighs.

I grabbed my cock, my fingers making a fist around my girth and I shot out a huge load onto my bed sheets – not once, but three times, and it was unlike any orgasm I ever had. Ursula would later tell me that it was my first “sissygasm.”

At that moment I knew that I had to dress like a woman too – my fetish was too far gone for me to do anything else. I was now becoming more than a casual transvestite. I was going to become a transgender woman – a shemale, and under Ursula’s control and guidance. Whatever she wanted from me I would do. Tonight was the consummation of our entire relationship, with much more to come. I was okay with it all. She pulled out of me and turned me around and kissed me hard. Gently, she removed the earbuds, and as quietly as she entered my room, she left. When I awoke the next morning I thought it was all some crazy, wild erotic dream, but the cigarette butts with the lipstick on them told me a different story.

❤️❤️❤️
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TWO NIGHTS LATER MY MOTHER had to work, so I was home alone with Ursula for the first time since the night she came to me in my room. She was in her usual spot after dinner, curled up on the living room couch, smoking a Virginia Slims. She saw me enter the room and she patted the couch. “Come in David, sit,” she said. I sat down next to her, and she looked at me with the familiar longing.

“I think it’s time we take things to the next step.”

“Oh, and what might that be?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“Why your transition of course.”

“My transition?” I repeated.

“Yes, you know I want you David. I want something more permanent that will last after my house is ready for me to move back into it.”

I just looked at her with  a mixture of surprise and longing, but I just wanted to hear Ursula say it.

“I haven’t had a relationship for a long time, and I think you know how I feel about you David. I love you.”

“But you’ve known me for all my life. I mean, you’re practically family Ursula? What’s my mom gonna think?”

“Oh, I think Cathy will be fine with it. I mean, it may take a little getting used to on her part, but we’re both adults and the fact is David, we aren’t family. You’re a grown . . . man.”

“Now, how do you really feel David?”

It just came out of me. “I love you too Ursula. I’ve never had anyone like you. You’ve brought things out of me that were hidden for so long. I could never be happy, truly happy with a straight woman. Ever since I started crossdressing, I think I’ve always known that I wanted to be a transgender woman.”

She pulled me close to me and kissed me deeply. She whispered her warm breath in my ear, in between kisses and said, “I’ll buy you  clothes David, and dress you, and take care of you. We’ll have a wonderful life together. Would you like that?”

“Yes, I mean, definitely yes, but . . . “

“But what David?”

“How long has my mom known about you?”

“Oh well, I started as a sort of effeminate male in college. It didn’t seem to bother your mom at all, and we started dating for a while. I began to transition towards the end of my freshman year and your mom accepted me like a girlfriend. By the beginning of our sophomore we became roommates.”

She thought for a moment and corrected herself. “No, that’s not quite right. We couldn’t live together on campus, the rules about transgender women were not like they are today. So we got a place off campus, and I began HRT. We became inseparable in school. Just best girlfriends. Then she met your father after college and the rest is, well, the rest is history. There was never really a romantic attraction between us. Once she realized I wasn’t attracted to biological women.”

There was silence as I absorbed this revelation. Then Ursula continued. “So you see David. I started out like you – with a little smoking and crossdressing fetish that led to much more. The only difference here is that you have me to guide you through everything.”

“All these years, I wonder why she never told me.”

“What would it have mattered if she did?”

“I suppose you’re right.”

Ursula pulled me closer, and we kissed longer, and harder.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

_______________

___

BY THE TIME URSULA’S HOUSE WAS READY, my mom had a pretty good idea of what was going on between the two of us. The three of us had a long discussion with Ursula next to me, holding my hand as she spoke to mom. Mom also knew that I wasn’t quite happy with myself as I was as David. Since she loved Ursula dearly, she wanted what was best for her as well as for me. My mom was not one to stand in the way of true love and was very supportive of me in my transition to “Donna.”

She supposed that if I was to go through with this, that Ursula was the best person to guide me through it. After college and a few surgeries on my face, my mom accepted me as the daughter she never had. The three of us were happy. Ursula and me divided our time between her house and staying with my mom. I became more beautiful as Donna than I was ever handsome as David. I blossomed and became secure in my own skin. I considered myself to be the luckiest transgender woman in the World because I had found the love of my life in Ursula, and mom still had her best friend.

❤️❤️❤️
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