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Preface

Today, The Present

. “Was the cigarette the complement to my crossdressing, or was crossdressing the complement to my cigarette? I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I just looked sexy as hell.”

My name is Morgan Flowers. Two things about me: I have a HUGE smoking fetish, and I started out early in life by being a part-time crossdresser. What was just a once in a while thing grew, and became a dominant force in my life; an obsession. A life-altering accident gave me a long time of recovery to think about why I was given a second chance at life and how I wanted to spend that life. I wasn’t satisfied with only crossdressing though. I wanted to become a full-fledged Transgender Woman. I could not enjoy, much less have sexual relations with a non-smoking woman. I desperately needed to become the object of my fetish; a very hot looking, smoking woman. With the help of my understanding lesbian sister Valerie, I embarked on that journey, soon after my recovery from my accident was complete.

Then, lightning hit! I’m a newspaper reporter, and a chance assignment gave me just the opportunity I was looking for to explore what is today a very satisfying lifestyle for me. I explain in very juicy, explicit detail just how all this came about. I found a group of crossdressers and transgender women who were very open to beginners. Their methods will shock you, as I was! I’m so glad that you can come along with me on this amazing ride. I hope that you will be greatly entertained - and aroused by my tale! I just know you will be.


Chapter I

May 2009

Of that day, what I do remember, is the blinding flash, a feeling like someone clapped me on the ears, hard; and the sensation of flying. Then everything went dark, and I woke up in a hospital bed; a body cast encasing me, practically every bone in my body broken; tubes and wires going everywhere, and the steady beeping of a monitor. The doctors told me that I died twice on the way to the aid station. One of the nurses told me my recovery was nothing short of a miracle. After that, my only job was to think, and try to understand the answers to some very perplexing questions; like, why me, will I ever be the same again, (I didn’t quite like the answer to that question), and where do I go from here? I had lots of time for that.

My name is Morgan Flowers, and I was a war correspondent/photographer for the LA Times, embedded with the 10th Mountain Division in Afghanistan, in 2006. I was riding in a Humvee, (or so they told me), when an IED went off right underneath the left front tire. I’m not married, I’m thirty-five-years-old, and I’m a man. I say that because I have one of those names that could easily be mistaken for either a man or a woman. Before my mishap, I was living by myself in a fairly nice apartment complex in Ventura, CA. After I came home from the military hospital in Germany, I was placed in sort of a rehab/hospital-like facility near my parents in Minneapolis. After I improved, I still needed help, so I moved back in with my parents.

This was a necessity, but it was something I didn’t plan on for the rest of my life; I mean, I’d been living on my own since college at eighteen, and never looked back. Don’t misunderstand me; I love my parents, and my two older brothers and younger sister, and we always did get along, but, you know, kids grow up, go their own ways, etc., My older brothers are married, and my sister is a real estate agent in Oxnard, which is a neighboring city of Ventura. Her name is Valerie, and she isn’t married, but she lives with another female, and they’re lovers. Her partner’s name is Sofia, who is from London, UK.

2009 was my year. I made excellent progress with my rehab, and was able to move out of my parent’s house into a new apartment, also in Ventura, courtesy of Valerie. Valerie, by the way, is thirty-two. The Times liked my work, I was their international superstar; and my recovery made headlines - I wasn’t used to being the subject of a news story, and when I came back to work in February, I was grateful they didn’t stick me with writing obits, or covering flower shows in Santa Barbara, thank you very much. So, they asked me what I wanted to do. My editor, I suppose, felt sorry about what happened to me, and this was her way of making it up to me, which is cool; I get it.

❤️❤️❤️

So my editor called me into her office one day. “Morgan, I think I have something you’d like. I know that someday you want to write a best-selling novel, so you can think of this assignment as a way to ‘stretch’ your writing muscles.”

“Claudia, I’m all ears.”

“Good, that’s great,” she said while she kept her head down and shuffled some papers and handed me a page she had printed off the Internet. While I was reading, she started talking. Multitasking is one of her superpowers. Claudia was one of those people who was a real ‘go-getter,’ so I knew this wasn’t some crap deal. Plus, she liked me. “Okay,” she said. “This type of thing is going to be really a big part of pc culture in the near future, I’m sure. You’ve heard of crossdressing - transvestites, and transgender men and women, right?”

“Of course,” I answered. I didn’t live in a cave.

“Well, many crossdressers and transgender men and women are a bit skittish about going out in public dressed as a member of the opposite sex, and revealing their newly found sexual identity. So, there are a bunch of informal groups which have sprung up where these people can go, usually in someone’s home, where they can feel welcome, and either come dressed or get dressed there. Sometimes they go out in groups, or just have socials in private houses or clubs. What you have there is a few pictures of one of these groups from YOUTUBE and FLICKR, of a couple of hosted gatherings. I want you to contact the administrator of this group, or a similar one you find on your own, and get a story.”

“So you want me to go undercover, and pose as a crossdresser or transgender person, write a story, and then blam! they end up in the LA Times?” Isn’t that a bit unethical Claudia?”

“No, no, just a second (She held up her hand, like a traffic cop ordering me to stop). I want you to contact the administrator first, and find out if it’s okay. You can promise not to use real names, I’m not asking for their exact location or the group’s name. I just want you to do some research and go to some gatherings, get a feel for what they do - I’d imagine emotional and group support is the main idea, and write a story. This is NOT an exposé! Maybe put a few personal stories in there as well of some of the participants, you know; make it real. Can you do this? What do you think?”

“Yes, Claudia, I think I can do this.”

“Good. Now get on it - go!” And she shooed me out of her office.

I didn’t tell Claudia, in fact I never told anyone. I noticed in those pictures Claudia took off of YOUTUBE, that a lot of the women/crossdressers, TGs, what have you, were VERY attractive to me. In fact, my dick got very hard. I wasn’t just aroused by their appearance so much as what they were doing. They were engaged in various sexual activities, and best of all - they were SMOKING! Long, all-white, 120mm cigarettes! You see, I happen to have a HUGE smoking fetish, and have always gotten hard being around women who smoked, or smelled like smoke after they’d gone on a break smoking outside the newspaper office.

I didn’t tell Claudia that to me, this was a dream assignment come true! I couldn’t wait to start. Now, I’m not “really” a smoker myself; but on occasions where I’ve gotten hold of women’s lingerie,(by going to VICTORIA’S SECRET and buying it as a gift for a pretend girlfriend) I’ve put various articles on at home and lit up a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol and then jerked-off to how I looked holding it effeminately, dressed, and smoking it in front of a mirror. This caused me much internal shame, sometimes leading me to think I was mentally and emotionally unstable. Little did I know then! I had been doing this kind of behavior since high school - “fetish smoking.”

That evening, I went on the Internet, did a Google Search, looked on other websites and such, and came across a group from the app “Meet-up,” that met in a private home, catered to “newbies,” and was only fifteen miles from my home. I emailed the administrator, telling her about my assignment. At first she was very skeptical because she naturally wanted to protect her group’s privacy.

Then I did something that, for me, took a lot of courage, and I believe was the icebreaker. I admitted my own personal struggle with wanting to dress and see where it took me. You see, as I said; during my recovery I had lots of time to really think without any major distractions. It surprised me how sympathetic she was and deep down, I think she really wanted to help me on my voyage of discovery, as well as with the story. For me, the story would be a personal catharsis - something to validate myself, and I believe a writer always does his best work when he is emotionally involved with the story.

Her name was Barbara, a transgender woman, who was born male, started out as a crossdresser, but took hormones, and she wanted to keep her cock - and so did I! So we spoke for a while about this and that, I told her about my injury, my rehab, and the mental and emotional turmoil I was going through. I also mentioned my intense smoking fetish in a “by the way” sort of conversation aside. I felt very comfortable speaking to Barbara, and she told me about her group’s private Facebook Page where I could go to take a peek at what was going on, as a backdrop for my story. I told her that I would do that and was very grateful for her welcoming manner. Next, I asked her about clothing. She asked me, “Well what do you have?” I told her that I had various pieces of lingerie, but no dresses, skirts, bras, or blouses yet, and she told me not to worry, that they had a lot of stuff to get me started, and besides, I could bring whatever I wanted to. That put me at ease right away.

The FLICKR page was agony to look at; I wanted it so badly, to engage with each other like they were. There were these beautiful women tongue kissing, some on their knees giving blowjobs to equally gorgeous dressed trans women, and they all looked like they were truly “free” and enjoying themselves like I’ve wanted to all my life. I was very excited - and jealous.

The only thing left to do was to set up a date and time when I could come over to visit Barbara’s group. We decided in two weeks; on next Thursday night. My heart was beating so fast I felt it would leap out of my chest! I thought I had made a huge step forward – for myself – not the story.

I had no idea what to expect once I got there, especially if it was like those photos online. Most importantly, did I believe I could make love to a woman with a cock, or just some guy dressed and pretending to be a woman; and if so, what would that make me?? Was I gay?? Yet, I had no desire to fuck another guy dressed as a guy . . . so much to think about, and just after feeling that I had everything all figured out!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

Iwas very self-conscious and tried to come up with ways that could ease my social anxiety. I considered starting smoking regularly, and not just the occasional time when I put on fake nails and wore lingerie, but decided not to; that it would be more of a turn on if I became a regular smoker as I was fully dressed. I remember seeing a photo of Caitlin Jenner holding a cigarette very effeminately, and getting a HUGE boner just watching her smoke next to her sports car. She was my idol, all except the surgery part, that is. So during the week before my first appearance at the group I thought I should do some shopping. I also decided to come out to my sister Valerie who, since she was a lesbian, I felt would understand me and try to help me on my journey.

I stopped by my sister’s apartment one night on my way home from the Times. Her girlfriend Sofia might be there also, and I didn’t feel uncomfortable in the slightest letting both of them in on my little secret. She greeted me warmly even before I had the chance to ring the doorbell.

“So, how’s my favorite “Woodward and Bernstein,” she said.

“All good Val. Is Sofia home?

“No, she’s running some errands, but I expect she’ll be home soon, She just went to pick up some groceries. Hey, why don’t you stay for dinner. You must be tired of all the frozen food.”

“You know me too well sis. I’d be delighted to stay.”

“Now, what is this ‘urgent matter’ you wanted to discuss with me?” she said as she lit up an EVE 120 Menthol cigarette. She was a very attractive woman, and smoking added to her sexy allure. She had long brown hair, and green eyes like mine, stood at about five-seven, and had a figure to die for. Her picture was on the back of almost every shopping cart in town, advertising her real estate agency. She was what I wanted to look like as a crossdresser and maybe even as a transgender woman. But, I said to myself, whoa cowboy, take it SLOW!

I steeled myself for the conversation. It wasn’t easy getting this out, even though she was my sister, and we were close. I had never discussed anything this private with her before, except shortly after my accident when I told her I was glad my cock and my balls were still intact. I took a deep breath and sat down at the kitchen table, rubbing my hands. “Wait,” she said. “Here, let me get you a drink; it’ll help to loosen you up.” I swear to God my younger sister was a mind reader, and had the most wisdom of any of my siblings. She brought me a Heineken, which was nice and cold. I finished half the bottle before I started talking.

“Val,” I began. “This isn’t easy for me to say.” The look of deep concern on her face told me I had to explain a bit first. “Don’t worry, I’m not sick or anything, and I’m NOT in any kind of trouble. It’s a personal matter that I believe you will understand better than anyone else.”

“Go ahead,” she said. “I’m all yours.”

“Okay. When I was recovering from my accident, I had a lot of time to do some thinking. I mean, it was a life-changing event, and put every aspect of my life in a new perspective, I mean every aspect.” I laughed a bit, and she smiled. “Remember when I told you that I was so relieved to know that my cock and my balls were still intact, even though the rest of me was broken physically?”

“Yes, I remember,” she said, laughing.

“Well, it got me thinking about my sexuality.” That really got her attention. I took a deep breath and took a large pull from the Heineken. “Here, I think you can use another.”

“Yes, thank you.” She went to the refrigerator and handed me another bottle which I popped open. “Uh . . .gee, where to begin.”

“At the beginning is usually a good place to start,” she said, smiling.

“Okay, well then. I believe that I’m a transvestite and I may want to become a transgender woman - all except the surgery that is. It’s something I’ve had in the back of my mind for years. I really get off on wearing articles of women’s clothing.” She interrupted me. “You mean lingerie, don’t you?”

“Yes, precisely.”

“But why now?” she said. “It seems like there’s some urgency. What’s changed and made this such a top issue, now?” I told her all about the newspaper assignment, and I thought that my sexual feelings jived really well with the assignment. My love life really sucked at the moment, and I wanted to be “happy,” whatever that meant. It was almost as if the assignment was a sign from above. You know what they say: There are no such things as coincidences. I told her about the group from Meet-Up.

“So,” I said, “I could really use your help in picking out clothing. I’d feel like a homeless person, or that I wasn’t serious if I just showed up there and had them give me stuff to wear - especially lingerie.” To my great relief, Valerie didn’t think it was such a big deal, and she said she’d be happy to come shopping with me. Having her around, aside from her knowledge, would make me feel less self-conscious.

“Now I just have one thing to say. You’re not going to tell mom, or Ed, or Brian, anything about this - yet; are you Morgan?”

“No, of course not. I don’t think mom and dad could take it. You know, they’ve been after me to ‘meet a nice girl and settle down,’ like forever.”

“That’s smart. Also, Morgan, that could be your woman’s name as well, don’t you think? Or would you pick another name?”

“No, I think Morgan will work out just fine,” I said.

“Okay then; Morgan it shall be - male and transgender female!” She paused a bit, scrutinizing my facial expression. “Don’t you feel a bit better now? More relaxed about your choice?”

“Yeah Valerie, I really do. Thanks.”

“That’s what little sisters are for,” she said. Listen to me Morgan. If your cock goes crazy when you think about something that turns you on, you’ll never be happy unless you ‘scratch that itch!’” She paused a moment, looking me up and down. “I could have gotten married to half a dozen guys and made mom and dad really happy, maybe even pushing out a kid or two. The point is that it wouldn’t have made ME happy? Got it?”

Sofia came back soon, and we had a pleasant dinner, but neither Valerie nor I said anything to Sofia. We wanted to surprise her after Valerie, and I went shopping for clothing.

Valerie and I set out on the next Saturday to pick out some clothes for me. I had a nice body, and Valerie told me that if I started on the hormone treatments my body would redistribute fat and I would look more feminine. I gave this some serious thought. I dressed up nicely as a woman. I was five-feet, nine-inches tall, which was okay. Also, the ‘telltale’ sign of a male trying to pass as a female - the Adam’s Apple, didn’t stick out on me. The second thing; I had feminine hands. I remember being teased about that in high school. Yes, I was the “delicate flower type” and was bullied quite often just because I wasn’t built like a linebacker. I think that’s why I took the job as a war correspondent; I had something to prove. How stupid I was! It almost got me killed - and for what?

Valerie picked out a one-piece black-laced dress, with wide shoulder straps for me to wear with black pumps that I could quickly adjust to walking in. My wig was long, and had wavy black hair that was a bit longer than shoulder length. I also got a nice pair of long, four-sided pointed silver earrings, with a black pearl in the middle. When we got back to her apartment from shopping, she put makeup on me, teaching me some tricks, and dressed me - wig and all. I got black, sheer pantyhose, up to mid-thigh and a laced top, with straps to satin panties. It felt really smooth and cool on my cock as I moved around.

When dressed and made up, I really had to have a cigarette to complete the picture, which Valerie gladly supplied. In fact, she gave me two of her packs of EVE 120s and my own yellow Bic lighter. It felt so good to light up - I was really craving a cigarette by this point.

I enjoyed seeing myself in the mirror, holding the cigarette, dangling it out of the right corner of my mouth and taking French inhales. The cigarette made me not just to enjoy being a woman, but it made me crazy with longing to be a REAL SLUT! If I was going to do something, it had to be all the way or not at all!

We bought me a black leather handbag with a wide shoulder strap that I could fit a lot of stuff into. The cigarettes and my new makeup case were the first things to go in it. It was still chilly out, so I bought a nylon and polyester trench coat, navy blue, that came with a belt and a removeable lining. I felt like a total bitch! I was ready to party!

Both of us came out of her bedroom and sat in the living room of her apartment. Valerie was looking over her creation from head to toe.

“God,” she said. “I am such an artiste; wait till Sofia sees you!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

Ididn’t have to wait very long. Sofia came home from work; she was an ER nurse at a local hospital, and was very tired. Weekends for her were really busy. When she came through the doorway, Valerie was there to meet her, and they kissed tenderly. They were really in love, and looked great together; a very pretty couple. The first thing that turned me on was that Sofia came through the door with a freshly- lit Virginia Slims 120 Menthol dangling out the corner of her mouth. My sister just aroused me, but Sofia gave me an all-out boner. She dressed in the Goth style. She had black lipstick, deep purple eye shadow, and spiked black hair and penciled - in black eyebrows. Did I mentioned that her bust size was at least a double D? She also had a studded black choker around her neck, and was wearing her scrubs.

She saw me dressed in my new dress, sitting on the living room couch, and did a double - take.

“Valerie, who is this? You didn’t tell me we were having company this evening, or a dinner guest?”

“Sofia, look closer - this is my brother, Morgan!”

“Good Lord, so it is!” Sofia looked from Valerie to me, then back again. “Why is he dressed like that???”

“Let’s just say that Morgan has ‘come out’ to me. He got a newspaper assignment that brought out the crossdressing transgender girl in him, right Morgan?”

“Yes that’s right ladies. You see Sofia, I’ve always known that this is what I wanted to be, and my injury, recovery, and a newspaper assignment made the decision for me. My editor wants me to investigate intimate social gatherings, or house parties, for transgender women and crossdressing men. But she never expected me to act out on it myself. So, I decided to attend a social function of one of these groups and actually go dressed to do it. This couldn’t’ have fit in with my real desires, which were only dreams up until now any better.”

“Oh my, well good for you Morgan. I think you look absolutely radiant! You did an excellent job on him Valerie!”

“Thanks Sofia, you see this was my first time venturing into this area, but I never expected it to be my own brother!”

I was really craving another cigarette at this point, so I lit up, getting aroused as fuck, and I wondered if the boner in my panties was showing through my dress. Was the cigarette the complement to my crossdressing, or was crossdressing the complement to my cigarette? I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I just looked sexy as hell. Now I felt I was fully prepared to attend the crossdresser social next week, in body and spirit. Before I left, I changed back into “male Morgan” and Valerie hugged me as I was at the door. “Have fun Morgan! And stop thinking so much!”

❤️❤️❤️

I called Barbara on Monday morning and got her home address which wasn’t on the group’s Facebook Page for obvious reasons. The event was a buffet and a social. The “dress code” was anything you wanted to wear, which was perfect for me, a newbie. Barbara put to rest my lingering anxieties by telling me that I wasn’t the only “beginner” expected, and just relax. Now, my sex life, to date, was a regular heterosexual one, severely lacking in quantity, but I was not excited by, and even had performance issues with women who were non-smokers, especially if they were “hand wavers.”

The day was warm for early May, and I didn’t need my coat, which was okay. I drove to the event dressed up. It was my first time going out in public as the “female Morgan,” and I was nervous and very self-conscious. What if a cop stopped me and I had to show them my driver’s license? I felt the public attitude towards trans people had changed significantly, but back then, it was not as open as it is today, in the 2020’s.

There were cars all up and down the block by Barbara’s house, which was a ranch at the top of a hill in Ventura. I had no idea what to expect. I certainly wasn’t ready for anything as wild as the YOUTUBE videos I’d seen or the FLICKR photos from some of the trans and crossdresser pages. I was just there to socialize and perhaps put to rest any fears that I was mentally ill for feeling the way I did about my sexuality.

I rang the bell and could hear voices and laughter coming from inside the house, and I saw festive lantern lights coming from the backyard patio. A beautiful thirty-something woman answered the door, smiling, and eye-catching. “You must be Morgan! Hi, I’m Barbara.” She took a step back to look me over and her mouth hung open. “Wow, Morgan! From what you told me on the phone, you were hesitant and shy about even coming tonight, and here you are - all dressed up . . . and gorgeous! Please, come in, relax. The drinks are over there by the bar, and take your time, and I’ll introduce you, okay?”

“Sure Barbara, thank you. My little sister is very understanding and helped me pick out my clothing, and taught me how to do the makeup.”

“That’s wonderful, Morgan. Some of the girls and I were planning to dress you up and help with the makeup, but now, I see that since you’ve done such a wonderful job; kudos to your sister, by the way, you can just blend right in.”

“Sounds good.” I couldn’t take my eyes off Barbara. She was stunning; about 5’6” tall, and she wore a very tight fitting, low-cut blue dress, with dirty blonde hair, done up like Farah Fawcett used to do. She kind of resembled her too - the same blue eyes, and a figure to die for. I looked out on the patio and saw knots of smokers, and I could feel myself getting aroused already. I knew I was home - at last! The music was going, and people were milling around, some on couches, others on lounge chairs.

Barbara said, “Talk about reporters really getting into their stories,” she laughed, “I can see that you’re very serious about your job. Oh! I didn’t tell anyone except Cassie over there that you were a reporter ‘on assignment.’ Cassie’s my girlfriend; she lives with me here.” Cassie was a beautiful brunette in a short leather skirt and a sleeveless, low-cut top, revealing her nice cleavage, with high heels that laced around her ankles. She had cherry red lipstick that matched her long, painted nails. She looked our way and Barbara called out, “Cassie, come over and meet Morgan! Isn’t she beautiful!?”

“Yes, she certainly is beautiful!” She took me by the elbow. “Come on over to the bar Morgan. Dennis will make you anything you want.”

“Sounds great,” I said, but somewhat unsure of myself and feeling a little self-conscious. Cassie caught on immediately. “What’s the matter Morgan? Barbara told me this is your first time at a party group like this. No need to feel shy, we all had a first time you know. In fact, I first met Barbara five years ago at a party like this and I’ve never looked back! So come, have a drink with me.” I smiled at Cassie, and was really grateful for her understanding. In a hushed tone she said to me, “So Barbara told me you write for The Times, and that you’re doing a lifestyle piece on, what is it, exactly?”

“Oh, on the transgender lifestyle, feminization support groups and things like that.”

“Well, I think you’ll find LOTS of support here, and you may just have a good time!” She gave me a little wink. I wasn’t much of a drinker, so I ordered a “Seabreeze,” which was just vodka with cranberry juice. Dennis made it strong. He smiled at me, like a bartender would at any pretty girl. It made me feel relaxed, because I felt like I was “getting away” with my dirty little secret.

“Don’t be afraid Morgan, nobody here bites. Yes, there are some, but they usually come with their crossdressing or transgender friends.” Cassie scrutinized me. “Does it really matter that much what sex they are Morgan?” she was giggling.

“You know Cassie, I’m not sure yet,” I said. I felt like a total newbie and was really dying for a smoke. “Cassie, I’m going out to the patio and have a cigarette; wanna come with me?”

“Sure, let’s go,” she said. “We can smoke in here too you know. Barbara and I are both smokers.” Sure enough, there were smokers gathered by the kitchen and along the stairs. The evening was warm and pleasant, and Cassie and I found a small table outside with a patio umbrella. She took out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and handed me one. “Do you like these, Morgan?”

“Thank you; my sister gave me a pack of her EVE 120s - would you like one of those?” Cassie laughed.

“Maybe later. You’ll see that amongst the girls here, most of them are smokers, and yours and mine are the two most popular brands; I mean they just scream femininity, don’t they?”

“Yes, I have to confess, I really get off on them, you know.”

“I see. Lots of the T-Girls and crossdressers here have HUGE smoking fetishes. Guess it goes with the territory. You do too I take it?”

“I do, as a matter of fact. I always hated dating non-smoking women.”

“Well.” Cassie said. “Too bad I’m taken already; you’re kind of cute,” she said, winking; her Virginia Slims dangling out of the corner of her mouth. She lit us both up, and did a very sexy French inhale. “But there’s plenty to pick from here Morgan,” she said, nodding her head over to a small love seat nearby. On it were two girls, a blonde and a brunette, kissing and grabbing at each other hungrily. “That’s Beth and Britney; the blonde is Beth, and the brunette is Britney. Beth is a Transgender and I’m not sure if Britney is or not.”

I was thinking that it looked like everyone, including Cassie, who I thought was very sexy herself, were already paired up. It was that thought that made me ask Cassie, “Do you think, I mean maybe you could introduce me to someone who’s available?”

Cassie looked at me and smiled. “The night is young still Morgan. Let’s finish our drinks and we can see what’s what. It really is a good turn-out tonight.” My glass was empty, and I told Cassie, “I think I’ll go over to the bar and get a refill; you want one?”

“Yes Morgan, please. I’ll have a Manhattan.”

“Good enough, I’ll be right back.” I finished my cigarette, and took the two glasses back inside and made my way to the bar. The bar was empty, and Dennis made both drinks right away. I took the two drinks from Dennis, and as I turned around to go back outside, I bumped into a redhead with a long, black leather skirt with a high slit up the side and a long sleeve white blouse. My Seabreeze went flying and spilled all over the woman’s blouse, and outstanding cleavage. She was stunned and looked at me, her mouth open.

“Oh gee! I’m so sorry. I’m so clumsy!!” I didn’t want to say that I was still getting used to the pump shoes and I lost my footing suddenly and wasn’t looking where I was going.

“Shit!! she said, “What am I supposed to do now???? Look at me!!” Some heads were turned our way. The woman was gorgeous. She was about six-feet-one-inches tall, slim, had long, red hair, parted in the middle that went down past her breasts, and now her nipples were poking up through the shirt. I felt like I was the MC of a wet T-shirt contest, instead of an asshole who spilled his drink on a beautiful woman. Barbara was watching over from where she was talking to a stocky brunette, and came running over.

“I’m truly sorry!” I said again, and grabbed some paper towels from the bar and handed them to her. Barbara had a quick wit, and I could tell she was able to defuse what was really an awkward situation. “Rosie,” she said. “You’re not supposed to wear your drinks, you drink them!” and she was laughing and looking at me like don’t worry, it’ll be fine. “Come upstairs with me, let’s get you another blouse.”

The redhead, Rosie, could see how badly I felt, and she said to me, “It’s okay, accidents happen. Well, you know who I am, now what’s your name?”

Awkwardly, and feeling terrible for what I’d done, said very quietly, “Morgan.”

“Well Morgan, I’ll let you make it up to me when I come down.” The side of her mouth curled up in a grin, and I was drawn to her lips which had a very shiny coat of red lip gloss on them. She was just a very tall, slender beauty. I could barely stop my hard-on from showing through my dress. She wore no eye shadow, just a touch of mascara on her lashes, and some blush. Like I said, a natural beauty. By now, Cassie must have thought I’d forgotten all about her. I watched Barbara and Rosie go up the stairs and went back outside to the table where Cassie was sitting. My cock was being teased unmercifully. I felt that if I didn’t get any action here, I would have to have a very big jerk-off session tonight.

“Morgan, I thought you’d forgotten all about me, and where’s your drink?”

“I, uh, I spilled it on a beautiful redhead.”

“Oh! Was she tall and slender, really pretty?

“Yes, she was,” I said.

“Well, if she isn’t too pissed at you, and I don’t think she would be, she’s really sweet, I know she’s single! Her name is Rosie.”

“Yes, I know. Barbara saw the whole thing happen and took her upstairs to change her blouse.” I didn’t want an opportunity to go to waste and so I asked Cassie: “Do you know if she’s a, if she’s . . . “

“Transgender?” Cassie finished the delicate question for me.

“Yeah, exactly.” Cassie thought for a second. “You know, I’m not really sure.” Cassie laughed.

“I think you may have found the perfect opening. Why don’t you find out? I know that she’s a very elegant, well-spoken lady, and if you have a smoking fetish, she won’t disappoint, I promise,” and she was laughing. By this time, in the hour since I’d been there, my hard on was straining to get out of its confines. Cassie looked at me thoughtfully as she sipped on her Manhattan. Looking around, she said, “We don’t usually get this good of a turnout - especially on a weeknight. Maybe there is some magic about you Morgan - like maybe you just attract fun!” As she said that her hand slipped to the inside of my thigh; sending me some crazy signal. I mean, she was the live-in girlfriend of the hostess! I was very confused and very much turned on. I moved my leg a little bit. “What’s wrong Morgan? Are you afraid of a pretty girl putting her hands on you?” and she laughed. She took a drag of her Virginia Slims and waited for a reply.

“No, not afraid, just surprised.”

“Well,” she said and pouted a little. “If my putting my hand on the inside of your thigh scares you, then what would this do?” and she moved her hand under my dress and felt her rubbing the head of my suffocated cock through my satin panties sending me into orbit.

I didn’t know where this was going but as I looked around at the other guests, I quickly saw that I wasn’t alone. Cassie moved closer to me, and she pressed her lips against mine and we were kissing. After exploring a bit, she pushed the tip of her tongue inside of my mouth, giving me chills, and making my cock pulsate. I was being teased and very turned on. Two tables over from where we were sitting, another couple were in the middle of a very heavy give and take session of oral sex. I thought I was going to explode. Just then, I saw Barbara and Rosie coming down the stairs with Rosie wearing a new pink blouse. Barbara looked over at Cassie and me, and just smiled at the two of us.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

You know Morgan, Barbara and I have a very open relationship. and part of that means we like to share - everything and everyone. We both allow each other to do whatever we want, and with whomever we want. What do you think about that?”

“I’m a fan,” I said, and smiled weakly, overcome by the way her fingers continued to stroke the tip of my cock in their soft grip through my satin panties. At this point I was wondering if I was just going to jizz all over my satin panties and my dress, or we would take this to a new place. It was then that Barbara made an announcement.

“Attention everyone! We have several new guests here with us tonight. Let’s applaud and give them all a warm welcome,” Barbara said, grinning at me and some others. A round of applauds and some whistles came from who I assumed were the regular members of the group. Altogether there were about thirty guests, both inside and outdoors on the patio. “Let’s move into the red velvet room and play our ‘get acquainted game.’”

Reluctantly, Cassie took her hand off my cock and said, “We can resume this in the red velvet room Morgan. I think you’re going to like this game - it’s always a big hit when Barbara does it.”

My fears of a premature orgasm were squelched by Barbara’s announcement, but my curiosity was certainly raised, as Cassie took me by the elbow and escorted me down the hallway into a big open room, with, as the name suggested, red velvet wallpaper, and red velvet-covered couches. Red high-hat lights were lined up on the ceiling, giving the room a sexy vibe. We both lit up new cigarettes as we walked into the room together. Cassie pulled my face close to hers, grabbed at my cock in a tease, and exhaled a plume of smoke into my face, which nicely maintained my hard-on.

Barbara walked into the center of the room, and Cassie took her place next to her. Barbara was holding what looked like red blindfolds. “Now, I’d like to ask our new friends to come forward,” she said, like a game show host. To me it looked like a game of “spin the bottle.”

“Everyone new, please take a blindfold.” There were six of us. About three of them looked like natural women. I’m pretty sure I was one of them. It might sound a bit egotistical, but I cleaned up nicely. Cassie told me that not everyone here was a crossdresser or trans. Some were just, well, beautiful women. It was Cassie who had the honor of blindfolding me. After we were blindfolded, we were spun around and moved to a different location of the room.

“Now what I’d like you ladies to do is just move around the room, and whoever you bump into is a potential partner. Your partner has the option of either accepting or rejecting you. If anyone of you new girls is not accepted by anyone, then the rest of us have the option of bidding on you. We’ll give it twenty minutes.” I was silently hoping that either Cassie or redhead Rosie would select me. If it came to bidding, I was sure that Cassie would do anything to make sure she ‘won’ me. The room had no sharp edges to walk into; everything was covered in a very soft material (including the other girls!).

“Oh, one last thing,” Barbara said. “If when you bump into someone, and they accept you, you must do whatever it is they want without any complaints or talking from you or your selector. If anyone wants to bow out now, it’s okay - we understand; but trust me, you’ll be missing out on a lot of fun! And . . . you must keep your blindfolds on until your partner or partners tell you to take it off.

I was spun around about four times, and I had to be supported to stand after that; I became dizzy from the three drinks I had. I’m not sure who it was that held me up, but the perfume was foreign to me; it definitely was not Cassie, or Rose. After I was steadied, Barbara announced “okay, start walking!” Just to “set the mood,” there was classical music played on speakers. I may have taken five steps when I bumped into someone. They didn’t get out of the way to let me pass. Quite the contrary, I felt them push themselves tight against me, and silky feminine arms wrapped around my shoulders, and a curvy torso was pushing into my very erect cock through my dress.

I could smell a nice perfume; which one, I had no idea. Did it matter? No, but the strong odor of smoke mingled with it, and I felt long silky hair being brushed against my face, and warm, smoky breath covering my mouth and nose. I heard and felt strong, steady breathing. Next, her lips met mine and I could feel a thick coat of lick gloss transferring over to me. It was delightful. I was being kissed rather intensely and I felt a hand press up against my cock through my black dress. I explored her with my hands. First touching her face and forehead where I felt smooth bangs, and then tracing long hair past breasts which were large and partially covered by a blouse. Her nipples were very erect

She pulled away for a second and then she blew smoke into my face, making me crazy. I felt a cigarette filter being held up to my lips and I took a nice, long, mentholated, cheek-hollowing drag, and exhaled onto her face. We resumed kissing; our tongues winding around each other, which to me, being blindfolded, seemed like the center of the universe. I broke contact and licked her earlobes, which had long earrings hanging down from them. I stuck my tongue into her ears, and she giggled a bit, taking my head into her hands and forcing me to kiss her neck; vampire style. She next guided my mouth onto one of her nipples which protruded from her right side, where her blouse was off, pulled down her shoulder.

The hand that was pushing up against my cock through my dress, now flipped up the bottom of my dress and worked its way up to my panties - to the full length of my cock bulge. Now her fingers slid underneath the top of my panties, and I could feel smooth, polished nails playing with the length of my now-exposed cock. Still kissing, she led me over to a nearby couch, and she sat me down facing forward, and she was next to me, spreading my legs apart.
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A new plume of smoke washed over my face, and then lips kissed my eyes through the blindfold, and then my forehead, my cheeks, my chin, and my open chest through my blouse. I felt her hand now on my chest, nails streaking across my skin. My skirt was pushed up to my knees and my panties were pulled down around my ankles. I felt electric shocks and extreme orgiastic pleasure that would be denied me if I hadn’t been blindfolded. Smooth, glossy lips were wrapping around my cock; just the tip. Her tongue weaving, and working its way around its head, like a small, hungry snake; moans of joy coming from the sides of her mouth. Now it was her mouth that took all of my cock, down to the back of her throat.

An intense feverish pitch of sucking followed as her lips tightened around my cock. I could feel the delightful silkiness of her straight hair on my tummy and my balls. All my other senses were heightened by the blindfold. Sounds were magnified of similar erotic lovemaking throughout the room. Her tongue skillfully working its way around the shaft of my now very slick cock was making magic. I was so close to cumming, and I felt the explosion building inside me, any second now; precum adding to the wetness.

I was breathing hard and moaning, just about at the precipice of shooting my wad, when she suddenly broke off. She got off the couch, and spread my legs apart. Then I felt lips again enclosing around my cock, but it really wasn’t lips that I felt. It was like a tiny version of a tight mouth that was being pushed against my cock. It felt like . . . like . . . Holy Hell - it was her asshole. But did I care? Not really. I was so desperate to cum, I didn’t think twice after the initial shock. I entered her, her, I didn’t know what to call it, but it felt like nothing I’ve ever felt before - so damn tight, so good. Reflexively I began pumping and pumping, her ass moving to meet my thrusts until I was well inside her, and I could hear her scream in ecstasy, a deep throaty cry, and I came. I came like I never did before. I could feel the hot mess of my jizz filling her ass, and from the sounds of it, she came too; both of us locked in a blind ballet of pleasure.

My thrusting slowed to a slow, intense grind; my cock still hard. I felt her pull off me completely, and in a few seconds she sat next to me on the couch, and I felt one of her cigarettes being placed in my lips, and then the sound of a lighter. Her smoke covered my face, and then the lighter flicked again; this time lighting what I felt was my long, thin, cigarette. She sighed and kissed my ear and placed her head on my shoulder, her silky hair falling down the front of my chest. I don’t even remember the front of my dress being pulled down, but it was. In a sweet whisper, she asked me, “Are you ready to meet your lover, honey?”

I couldn’t speak in coherent sentences; I just bobbed my head up and down, indicating “yes.” She untied my blindfold slowly, and just before it came off I was thinking of Cassie or Rose. But it was neither of them. Instead, I saw the most beautiful, intriguing Black woman I ever met; with bright green eyes, purple lipstick, and matching eye shadow. She wore a deep coating of mascara and solid eyeliner. She looked like a real goddess. Her dress was a shiny gold, very tight and short, accenting her ample tits and tight ass. “My name is Melanie, sugar, and I’ve been watching you ever since you came in tonight. I said ‘yeah, that’s who I’m gonna be up on tonight, for sure.’”

“I’m Morgan.” I didn’t know what else to say.

“I saw you spill the drink on Rosie,” she said smiling and laughing, and touching my shoulder with her hand. “After I saw that, I knew I would get you. To tell you the truth, you were wanted by a few of the girls. I had to push and shove my way in front of you before you’d have wandered off to someone else, and I couldn’t have that - no sir!”

“I’m glad you let me bump into you,” I said.

“So now, let me ask you. Was tonight your first, first?”

“Yes, it was.”

“You’ve never been with a transgender girl before, honey?”

“Nope, you’re the first.” I felt a boldness come over me, a new confidence. “I really hope we can see each other again, Melanie.”

She took a thoughtful, cheek-hollow drag of her Virginia Slims 120 Menthol and she said, smiling and blowing a plume of smoke over our heads. “Well Barbara throws these things every two weeks, and there are also some clubs in the valley we meet up in, that are friendly to our kind.” Our kind, our kind. For the first time in my life, I felt like I belonged, like I was home, like I was safe. Tonight was just the beginning of my story. I was sure I wanted to do more than just be a crossdresser. I longed for the day when I would have tits and an ass just like Barbara!

“Morgan, I KNOW for a fact that we will see each other again, but you know what?”

“No, what?”

A devilish and hungry grin spread across her face, and she said, holding tight to my arm, “The night isn’t over yet. Not by a long shot!”

❤️❤️❤️
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