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Chapter One

Call Me a Freak

________________

____

Call me a freak, call me weird. I don’t really care and it’s okay. My name is Ethan and I’m living my fantasy, but it wasn’t always that way. To people on the outside I’m just a normal twenty year old college junior. For as long as I could remember I’ve had a smoking fetish. Anytime I would see a beautiful woman smoking, I’d get extremely hard and become tongue tied around them. I especially adored the long, all white 120mm cigarettes like Virginia Slims Menthol, or Eves. As time went on, I gradually felt that I wanted “to become” like them, and I thought about cross dressing. There was a side of me that thought I was mentally ill. That was before the advent of social media sites that “educated” me that my “addiction” was entirely normal.

This is how I got started, as best I can recall. I have a sister, Joann, who’s four years older than me. When I was about thirteen, my mom caught her smoking outside in the backyard. She caught hell for it, but there was nothing that my parents could really do to stop her, since my mother was a smoker as well, as were my two aunts on my mom’s side. I, on the other hand, knew about Joann’s habit before my parents did, spying on her smoking in the backyard through my bedroom window, and I was sworn to secrecy by Joann. Of course I was delighted! I loved sneaking into her bag and pulling out her pack of Eve 120s and taking a good sniff of the fresh menthol., mixed with a hint of the smell of the other things in her bag like perfumes, and lipstick. She let me do that and watched me with a grin.

Of course, I became as hard as a rock when I did so, but I know for a fact she didn’t see that! (Or did she?) One day I asked her for one. By that time she was allowed to smoke in her room. Hesitant to give me one at first, she relented. After all, she was fifteen when she started. When I lit up I was a natural. I didn’t even cough. I loved the “high,” the dizziness, and soon I became hooked. Now I couldn’t really go out in public, or hang out with my friends smoking those long, ladies cigarettes, now could I? So, I kept my smoking habit a secret, and had Joann buy me my own little supply. I would smoke with her in her room for cover.

It wasn’t only girls my own age who turned me on by smoking. I was much more turned on by older women smokers, like my aunts and my mother’s friends.

When Joann or my parents weren’t home, I would sneak into her room and go into her dresser drawers and pull out a pair of G-String panties and slip them on, enjoying the cool silky feel of them going up my bare legs, and then settling them around my junk. At sixteen, this was a deliciously dirty little secret thing to do, because I would jerk off while wearing them, careful not to get cum stains on them, and make it obvious that I was messing around.

Little did I know then, but I was on a journey down a road I was powerless to prevent. I wanted more and more of what gave me pleasure. In college I would only date girls who smoked. As I mentioned, I thought in the back of my mind that maybe I was sick and I better “get rid” of this “thing.” So I dated non-smokers too, but I found they couldn’t satisfy me like smokers did. It was no use. I had to “surrender.”

I went to a commuter college. I couldn’t chance living in a dorm and having my secret get out. Joann went to an away school, and when that happened, I lost my access to my little “panty habit.” Funny though, I never smoked in front of my mother. However, I stole cigarettes from her bag for a while until I could afford to buy my own and smoke secretly.

I found tons of videos on YOUTUBE of cross dressing, and transgender women smokers and learned little tips about makeup, wigs, and clothing. The pressure on me was too much and I started buying my own clothing online from sites that catered to cross dressers and sissies – yes, that’s what I was – a sissy. It’s not a bad thing – it’s who I was. Being a member anonymously of online forums, I accepted it. Since my class schedule gave me plenty of time to be at home when my parents were at work, I was able to receive my packages in total secrecy. I stored my clothing and small wig collection in the tool shed out in the back.

One day, mother found an ashtray under my bed full of Virginia Slims 120s butts, and instead of yelling at me, I think she was actually glad that she had another smoker in the house. The same day that she came into my room and found the ashtray underneath my bed, scolding me for it, that same night she even asked me for a cigarette! Smoking with mom excited me beyond belief!

One day, a life-changing event happened. The elderly couple who lived next door moved out. The new owner of the house was a single woman named Cathy. She and mom became friends. The best part of it was that she was smoker too – of Virginia Slims 120s no doubt! I would spy on her from my bedroom window as she left the house to go to her car, or did work in her back yard. The provocative clothing she wore when she went to work was a huge turn on for me.

Cathy was in her late thirties, very attractive with long, thick eyelashes, and always wore lots of makeup which brought out her natural beauty. She had long, auburn hair that went down well past her enormous breasts, and I would fantasize about smoking with her, maybe even having her dress me up, and becoming physically intimate with me. As far as my parents and I could tell, she wasn’t dating anyone, male or female. She never mentioned anyone to my mom, and there was never a strange car in front of her house or in her driveway. She minded her own business, went to work and came home, and that was that. I had never met her personally yet, and my fantasies took me in all sorts of delicious directions. Meeting her became an absolute need.

After school one day my mom approached me. It turned out that Cathy needed someone to do some painting in her house, and asked my mom if she knew anyone reliable. It happened that I was pretty handy and did that sort of stuff around our house, so my mom told her that she would ask me if I wanted to make some money and do the job for her. Of course, I was more than delighted. I was on my way!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

Roleplay With the MILF Next Door

______________

___

So the next day, I walked over to Cathy’s house when I saw her car parked in her driveway. I waited until after dinnertime, which was about eight o’clock that night. I was quite excited, and my head was spinning around in all kinds of crazy directions, not to mention my cock, which was as hard as a flag pole.

I rang the bell, and my heart was beating fast. When she opened the door, I became very self-conscious, and it seemed that all my courage deserted me. She was very intimidating. Maybe it was that she was older than me, or the fact that I was still a virgin at twenty, I’m not sure. However her manner put me at ease right away.

“Oh hi Ethan, nice to meet you! Your mom said you’d probably come over this week. You caught me at a perfect time. Please, come in.”

“Thanks. So mom told me you needed some painting done in your house?”

“Oh yes! I mean, look around. The Pettigrews kind of let the place go – who paints a living room chocolate brown?” she said laughing. She was right. Nothing in the house matched. The kitchen had some 1970’s era crappy floral wallpaper, and the carpet in the living room was a nauseating beige. “I think the first order of business should be the living room and the entrance hall. What do you think?”

“Yeah, I agree,” I said, looking around, trying to concentrate. It wasn’t easy. She was wearing a very short blue jean skirt with a high slit up the side, revealing gorgeous, long legs, and a white camisole top with a plunging neck line that made me crazy.

She was studying me. “So your mom tells me that you’re a junior in college, right?”

“Yes, I go to Midland, over in Chamberlain.”

“That’s a good school. Do you plan on moving out of your parent’s house?” she asked me rather curiously, studying me.

“No, no I don’t.”

“Well that’s good. I have a lot of painting that needs to done. Please, why don’t you come into the kitchen. I was just going to make some coffee. I’d love it if you could join me. Want some?”

“Sure Cathy, that would be nice.”

“Okay then, follow me.”

I took a seat at her kitchen table as she heated the water in the pot on the stove.

“I hope you don’t mind instant,” she said apologetically.

“Oh instant’s fine. I can’t afford STARBUCKS, and I drink a lot of coffee.”

“Well, maybe after you get started working here, you will be able to,” she said smiling.

She reached into her bag on the counter top and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120s from inside a blue leather case. She fumbled with the pack, and she placed one slowly and deliberately in the corner of her mouth, her moist lipstick covering the filter. I think she knew she was turning me on, conscious of me looking at her. She did a quick light up from a thin silver butane lighter, also from the case, hollow-cheeking the light up drag, the tip glowing orange, and doing a slow French exhale.

“I’m sorry Ethan, would you like one?” she said, looking at me curiously, placing one of the long, all white cigarettes in the corner of her mouth, the lipstick coating the bottom of the filter. My cock was pulsating at this point and my head was spinning.

“Oh yes, thank you, I would,” I said eagerly, my cock beating out a steady rhythm. She smiled and offered me the pack. She lit me up and watched me as I did a quick snap inhale, and held the cigarette tightly between my index and middle fingers low down. I realized that I smoked effeminately, because she looked at me smiling in a knowing kind of way.

“Do you like menthols Ethan?” she said in a low, sultry voice.

“Uh yes, I do.”

“Do you like to smoke ladies cigarettes?” she asked, cocking her eyebrows at me.

“These are okay.” I tried to cover up my affection for Virginia Slims by saying, “Some people may do a double take at a man enjoying a so-called woman’s cigarette, but I don’t care about that,” I said, trying to explain, but none too convincingly, adding, “I’m comfortable enough in my sexual identity,” another lie.

“Humm, I see.” I didn’t expect what came out of her next. “Are you seeing anybody Ethan?”

I was really taken aback by that, but turned on at the same time, so I answered truthfully, dying to get into her panties. “No I’m not. Not at the moment.”

“And why do you suppose that is Ethan?”

“Well I suppose I never found anyone that’s my type.” I didn’t of course tell her about my little fetish and that my effeminate nature which made me sort of a non-entity for the girls in my social circle, made them look at me more like a friend, or confidant.

“I can identify with that. I’m kind of ‘picky.’” We continued to smoke and talk about this and that. It turned out that she worked as a pharmacy technician for a local drug chain. When I thought about what she wore to work every day, I was in disbelief.

My imagination flashed before me. I imagined her pulling me up, giving me a smoky kiss and desperately grabbing for my cock.

“ . . . and that’s how I came to live here,” she finished saying. I didn’t hear the beginning of the discussion; my fantasy making me selectively deaf.

I was embarrassed, but I answered in a “neutral” way. “Well, everyone has to start somewhere.”

She looked at me like she knew my mind was somewhere else, but she smiled and went on, slowly nodding. “Let me ask you something. How would you like to go out sometime . . . on a date? You know, just a friendly thing. But your parents don’t have to know. I’m not sure they would take kindly to an older woman going out with their son,” she said, grinning seductively at me. There was something cool about Cathy. She was “cat-like” in many ways. Her voice was like a soft purr, and her movements and mannerisms were smooth, almost feline.

“Uh, sure . . . uh, where would you like to go?” I said, shifting nervously in my chair.

“Well, let’s see. You’re the man, so you tell me?”

“We could go to dinner and a movie?” I didn’t have a lot of money, and I didn’t know what to say. I thought we’d be talking about what color to paint her living room. She was laughing.

We finished our coffee and our cigarettes a while ago when she said completely out of left field: “That sounds fine, but I was thinking of something, something a little bit more adventurous.”

“Okay,” I said, ready to go ahead with almost anything.

“I need to get to know you a little bit better first.” Okay, here it comes I thought, my cock doing a happy dance.

She took both of my hands in hers, my heart beating like a drum.

She looked me right in the eyes and said, “This is what I’d like to do right now. I’m going to smoke in front of you, and I’d like you to jerk yourself off to me, and then I’ll do anything you want.”

I wasn’t sure I heard right. I thought maybe I had too much ear wax. “Come again?” I said after clearing my throat. She just laughed.

“You heard me,” she said again in that same low, seductive tone. She bent down and turned my chair with the back against the kitchen table. And stepped back towards the counter and her bag. “I know you have a smoking fetish Ethan. I know one when I see one. We’re just breaking the surface here, and we’ll both see what’s really down deep. I think it’ll be fun, don’t you?” She had me there. I was powerless to resist.

“In fact, I think you really enjoy secretly watching women smoke. I’ll bet it really gets your cock hard, right?” I had a shocked look on my face. 

“So why don’t we do this? Let’s do a little role play. I’ll pretend . . . I’ll pretend that I’m waiting for a bus, and you’ll be sitting in a car and watching me, and jerk off to me enjoying a cigarette. How’s that?” I could only nod in agreement.

“It’s a bit chilly out, so I think I’ll need an outer jacket, and some jeans. Don’t go anywhere, I’ll be right back.”

I had never expected roleplay, so I sat there, my hand slithering down my jeans and grabbing my cock in my hands. Then I went a bit further in my actions and undid my belt and jean’s button and pulled them down along with my boxers, so they fell around my ankles.

Cathy walked in a few minutes later looking like something out of my wildest fantasies. She had on a short, beige trench coat and black leather boots with a wide cuff that went just above her knees. Her thighs were visible below the hem of her jeans skirt. She put on fresh makeup and her hair was freely flowing down her front. The heels of her boots made a clacking sound as she walked over to the counter and picked up her bag and placed the strap over her shoulder.

Cathy wasn’t looking at me, but took her cigarette case out and handed me one, as she placed one in the corner of her mouth, dangling it and lit it up with the silver butane lighter. Next she lit me up, and the show was on.

She grinned and looked at my erect cock sticking up from my lap, bent over with the cigarette dangling from her lips, and gently rubbed the underside of it with her fingertips. This caused a bit of pre cum to leak from me, and she rubbed some on the tip of her finger and placed it between her lips, looking at me as she slowly licked her fingertip clean.

I began to stroke myself as she stepped back and ignored me, absorbed in enjoying her long, cigarette, oblivious, waiting for the bus. She placed the cigarette back in her mouth and bent the collar of her trench coat up, taking a cheek-hollowing drag and exhaling through her nose, the smoke rolling down the cigarette still in her mouth. It was like she knew exactly what turned me on, and I was going nuts. The illusion was working on me.

I was puffing along with her, caught up in the excitement of this “voyeuristic” fetish play. Then the unexpected happened, which broke her rules for the play.

She took a big drag, inhaling with her mouth and her nose, and pushed my hands off my cock, grabbing it in her fist, and placing her mouth over my cock tip, giving me a smoky exhale. She got down on her knees and began sucking on me, nonchalantly taking drags and blowing smoke over my cock, through her mouth and nose. But I thought that I was supposed to be jerking myself off – whatever!

She picked up her speed and I was looking down at her auburn hair, the silky ends tickling my bare thighs, and her lips forming a tight seal around my shaft. She broke off just when I was about to cum and said, “Oh excuse me, but I’m dying to take a drag now.” But it wasn’t her cigarette she dragged on, it was mine, getting lipstick all over the filter. After she took her drag, she placed her mouth back on me and exhaled with her mouth and her nose, covering my cock with the blue smoke. She went up and down me faster and faster, and when I took a drag on my now lipstick tainted cigarette, I exploded like I never had before, my cum shooting to the back of her throat. She sucked all of it up, not missing a drop.

When my cock was clean, she looked up at me, her eyes misted over and took another drag, some cum escaping from the corners of her mouth, and the filter glistening with the mixture of fluids. She blew the smoke right in my face.

She placed her mouth back on my cock, catching more drops of cum that escaped me. Then she came off me again and I bent over and kissed her deeply, my own cum that she hadn’t swallowed filling my mouth, giving me a taste of myself, and her smoky breath.

We finished and she stood up. “How was that Ethan,” she said rhetorically.

“Incredible,” I said, sounding far away.

She chuckled. “I thought so,” she said, quite sure of herself. Something told me that she’d done this before.

“Well, at least we decided on some colors for the living room!” and we both laughed. “Now you can go to the Home Mart and bring some swatches over for me to choose from, and then you’ll start painting next week.”

“Okay, so when can I see you again?” I asked, obviously not referring to the paint job.

“Why don’t you come over tomorrow night – same time,” she said.

“Okay, deal.”

She smiled and stood up, kissed me deeply on the lips again, grabbing my cock again for good measure, and saw me to the door.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

A Surprise

_______________

____

Icouldn’t believe my luck. Tell my parents?? She must have been kidding, right? I told my mother after I got home that I accepted the job and was glad to make some money for the summer, and that we were in the process of selecting paint now for her living room. I told her that I had to go over tomorrow night and look over “some other details.” Of course as soon as I went to sleep, I jerked off over images of that incredible evening; replaying it in my mind again and again. I wondered what the odds could be that I found a woman who shared my fetishes; my deepest and most secret of desires.

So like last night, when eight o’clock rolled around, I went next door to Cathy’s house again. This time when I came in, she was dressed in the same black leather boots she wore last night, but instead of a camisole, she wore a black leather bodice that tied up with multiple eyelets in front, and black leather gloves that went above her elbows. She had on a black choke collar with what looked like diamond studs on them. I could barely contain my boner, and this time, she wasted no time and just grabbed my crotch before I even cleared the entrance hall.

“Well hello to you too,” I said, and we both laughed.

“I want you to come upstairs with me now Ethan,” she purred.

“Just so you understand the ‘ground rules’ here Ethan, I’m in control, okay?”

“Sure,” I said. Hell, I’d agree to anything. That was how badly I wanted her. She took my hand and led me up the winding staircase to the second floor. There were three bedrooms, and hers was the biggest. We went inside, and there was a brass bed with a bathroom inside, and a dresser drawers with a mirror on top, and a loveseat in the corner. This room needed a paint job too, but that would be for another day.

She pushed me down on the bed. “I think it’s my turn now,” she said as she took her cigarette case from her bag, and stuck one in the corner of her mouth, giving me one as well. She bent down to give me a light after she lit hers up. She wore a leather skirt with a high slit up the side, and a chain which she undid and let fall to the carpeted floor around her ankles. Underneath her skirt, she wore a red G-String with a laced top. Taking a seductive drag she looked at me and smiled, her free hand stroking my cock through my jeans again.

Tonight I wasn’t wearing boxers, and as she stuck her hand underneath my jeans and felt my cock immediately, she laughed and said, “You bad boy! Were you expecting something? That’s okay, but I told you tonight was my turn.” Then she looked deep in thought and said, “Umm, but not entirely.”

She quickly undid my belt and fastener and pulled my jeans down over my knees and I stood up, letting them fall to the floor. I also took my t-shirt off and tossed it on the carpet. Then Cathy backed up and smiled at me as she dragged on her cigarette. She let it dangle out of the side of her mouth as she hooked her thumb underneath the front pouch of her G-String. When she slowly pulled it down I couldn’t believe what I saw. I was looking at the largest cock I had ever seen!

“Cathy! What the fuck!!!!”

She laughed in a way that made me believe that she’d done this before with someone else. I was conflicted. On one hand, it was beyond belief to have my sexual smoking fetish satisfied, and then another thing to have it satisfied by a transgender woman? Did what we had done last night make me gay? I mean I thought she was a biological woman all along. But in that brief moment after my shock dissipated, I realized that it kind of turned me on. It made me think that I could be like her . . . My head was spinning, and I decided I would let her take me wherever she wanted to.

“What’s the matter Ethan? Never seen a cock on a girl before?”

“Uhh . . . to be honest with you, no.”

“And?”

“I don’t know – I mean you’re still hot, and I’m still turned on.”

“You wanna know what I think?” she said.

“Go ahead,” I said. I was curious if she really understood me, perhaps more than anyone else had.

“I, like you, have had a smoking fetish for as long as I could remember. It was tied in with a fascination of trying on women’s clothing, you know – crossdressing.” She stopped talking and looked at me, smiling.

“Sound familiar Ethan. Can you relate?”

There was no sense in covering up, in hiding anything from Cathy anymore. “Yes, yes I can.”

“Good. I’ve been crossdressing since I was about fifteen Ethan. My mother saw how I was excited by lingerie, and she encouraged me. She took me shopping for clothes, and she even forced me to smoke and drink wine with her at night. She would give me drags of her cigarettes, but wouldn’t give me one of my own, unless I dressed in lingerie in front of her. I guess you could say she force-feminized me. Eventually,” she purred at me in that cat-like voice, “I decided I wanted to transition to who I am today – all with mommy’s blessing. You know, I always think she wanted a daughter,” she said in a low voice, like she was sharing a secret with me. “I can help you Ethan. I like you, and we’ll have loads of fun, so relax.” She came close to me and held my hands in hers and kissed me hard on the mouth. Her cock was bent up, hard and pressing against my bare tummy. The tip was moist with her own pre cum.

She took a drag on her cigarette, and sat me down on the bed, pressing my shoulders. Then she moved forward and placed her big, fleshy cock against my soft lips. “Mmmm, so good. Your lips are so soft Ethan,” and she laughed.

My lips parted and she stuck the head of her cock between my lips. It was my first. My tongue began to wrap around her head, and I got chills – I loved it. I took a drag of my cigarette and exhaled all over her cock. She moaned, and moved back and forth on me, going deeper and deeper into my mouth. My mouth was wet and slick, and I bobbed my head just like a sissy cum slut – which was what I wanted to be all along. I wished I could be dressed and wearing makeup like my contacts on FLICKR did.

It didn’t take long for Cathy to stiffen and shoot a large, sweet/salty load of thick cum into my mouth. I swallowed every drop, and came off after she stopped shooting to take a drag off my cigarette. I had some of her jizz dripping down the sides of my mouth, and the filter was moist with it.

She kissed me, and licked all of the dribbling cum off of my face. I licked her cock clean, and held it with my fingers and my thumb. I realized then that I had crossed a threshold, and was on my way.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

Sissygasm

________________

____

Ethan, are you ready to take the next step? See, I have some things lying around here I think you’ll like.”

“Okay, bring them on,” I said. I was ready to go beyond just simple crossdressing.

“Just wait here,” Cathy said, kissing me, and going over to her walk-in closet. “Now remember something – I am your mentor.”

Domination. Now that was something I really wanted to experience.

“Does leather turn you on, or would you prefer something more conservative?”

Hell, I wanted it all. I wanted to be just like her.

“I’d prefer leather. I have my own clothes you know. I’ve been ordering things online.”

“That’s great, but you don’t have them with you here tonight, do you?”

She had a point. “No, I don’t.”

“Not to worry my dear,” she said reassuringly.

My hair was a dark brown, almost black, and it was cut rather short. She presented me with a black bob-style wig with purple highlights on the side curls, and a part in the center. She had gold hoop, clip-on earrings she placed on me. It happened to be another turn-on of mine, and I loved it.

For the makeup, she was a real artist and did a terrific job on me. I loved blue eyeshadow. As for the clothes, she had a red, satin G-String for me, just like hers, which she insisted on placing on me. I almost came right then when she slowly pulled them up my legs. She matched it with a laced bra that had semi-rigid cups and an elastic back band which gave the illusion of cleavage as she slipped it over my head, and it pulled my flesh together.

She looked me over closely. “Oh! I’m going to have to shave you dear, but not this evening. That can wait a bit,” she said as if privy to some secret. Instead of a skirt, my waist was slim enough for me to wear a pair of leather pants, with a flared, zippered, slitted bottom. Instead of a leather bodice she dressed me in a wide-collared white cotton long sleeved blouse.

“Here now, she said. Stand up, turn around and look at yourself in the mirror! I think you’ll be very pleased.”

I had never gone this far in dressing. I was amazed at the way I looked. Hell, I even wanted to fuck myself. The way the G-String felt nestled between my butt cheeks, I started thinking of what it would feel like to have a cock pleasure me. I would only think this way while dressed, or imagining I was dressed. But Cathy wouldn’t let me think for too long.

The cool satin kept my boner hard, and when Cathy gave me a cigarette and lit herself up too, the sight of me in the mirror all made up with a lit Virginia Slims dangling from my mouth, made my hard on start to throb. Cathy came close to me and stuck her hand underneath the pants and the G-String, and began to rub my cock.

“Come on Ethan. I want you to get on the bed, but first, pull down and take off those nice leather pants. You’ll have plenty of time to get used to them – I’m giving them to you as a present.”

Then, as an afterthought, she said, “You know Ethan, we need a girl’s name for you. How about ‘Evie’ humm? I like the way it sounds. Do you?”

I thought about it, and it had sort of a seductive appeal to it. My cum-slut appearance sealed the deal for me. “Okay, Evie it is. I love it!” It was perfect. I could even use it on FLICKR for my online persona.

I wanted to cum very badly now. I wished Cathy would give me another blowjob with a very cool roleplay again, but she had other ideas. So I took the leather pants off and got on the bed on all fours, facing the headboard like she told me to do. I loved being ordered around like a submissive.

She put some mellow jazz on which came out of speakers around the room, and turned the dimmer switch on the ceiling light down.

“Tonight is a night of discovery for you Evie,” she said. Gently, she pulled the back strap of the G-String to the side of my left butt cheek, and reached into her night stand and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. She lit two cigarettes and handed me one, placing an ashtray on the side of me on the bed, and she had one too. As she handed me the long cigarette she said, “This will help with your enjoyment and intensify your orgasm Evie,” she said laughing, as she took a drag off of hers. Then, without warning she smacked my butt cheeks really hard with the palm of her hand, going first right, then left. I howled with surprise.

“Evie! Ouch! That fucking HURT!”

“I said that you’re my little sissy cum slut Evie! This is just so you don’t forget, okay!? Now stay there, I’ll be right back.” I wondered where the hell she would be going with me in a position like this.

She went to the top shelf of her walk-in closet and came out with a pair of handcuffs with pink fur on the cuffs and a very mischievous grin on her face. “These,” she said, holding them taught in front of my bulging eyes, “are just so you don’t touch your cock during our playtime!”

Before I met Cathy I would have just run out on a situation like this, but now, I trusted her. She kept me supported with my elbows bent on the bed, and placed the cuffs on my wrists, attached to the brass headboard poles.

Keeping the cigarette dangling from her lips, she squeezed out the K-Y Jelly and placed a generous amount around my puckered, cherry asshole, and then a nice amount on her cock, moaning as she slid her hand along her length. Then she pushed my butt cheeks apart and the fun began.

I felt her fleshy cock tip make contact with me and just the tip of her head entered me slowly. I winced as it went in a bit farther. “Now don’t worry Evie, I’m sure in no time you’ll be a pro at taking a cock up your ‘bussy.’” She hissed out the word for a “boy pussy.” She went back and forth at this depth slowly, enjoying every moment.

“I love virgin pussy,” she said. “It’s so tight and good,” she cooed. The pain went away as my needs overpowered it, and I loved the feel of what it must be like to be a girl – a cum slut. “Evie and Cathy,” she said, sounding like the cigarette was still dangling from her lips. The only breaks she took from thrusting was when she flicked her ashes. She went faster and faster inside me, her hips slapping my butt cheeks. The feeling was indescribably good.

“You’re a great sissy Evie,” she said in staccato as she thrusted.

My cock was dripping pre cum and I wasn’t even touching it. My wrists pulled against the cuffs because I was dying to stroke my throbbing cock. Then I felt a stirring deep inside me as I experienced pure lightning pleasure. It was like the ball of fire of a star readying for an explosion, and an increase in size. I heard Cathy let out a long moan, and suddenly I was filled deep inside by Cathy’s cum. It was warm, and thick, making her thrust faster and faster. That sent me right over the edge and I shot two huge wads of cum onto the bed sheets below me, my wrists pulling against the cuffs. My first of many “sissygasms.”

Spent, Cathy leaned over my lower back, her silky hair flowing over me. “You’re delicious Evie. I’m never letting you go.”

Everything about her turned me on. The fact that she was at least fifteen years older than me was one of the biggest things I think.

“Umm,” I said. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Before I left for the evening, Cathy took me into the bathroom and shaved my chest and my legs. “Now next Saturday is going to be a special night Evie. Come over about six o’clock and I’ll dress you in a new outfit. I’m going shopping for you!”

“What is it? What’s so special Cathy, and why wait until next Saturday?”

“You’ll see,” she said with an evil, but playful grin. “I have a week off Evie, and I have to fly out to Chicago and take care of some business. I’ll text you while I’m away and see you next Saturday. No big deal. Think you can keep it in your pants and your cock hard until then?”

“Uh, it’ll be hard, er., I mean not easy, but sure,” I said, and she laughed at my choice of words.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

My Coming Out Night

_________________

____

The rest of the week I kept dreaming about what Cathy bought for me. She said she was a pharmacy technician, and she was telling the truth because I saw a smock with her name on it hanging in a closet. Yet I wondered how she could afford such a nice house and spend all that money on my wardrobe. It wasn’t a main concern, but still I wondered, which is normal I guess – and none of my business. She loved to tease me. She sent me some pretty arousing text messages from her hotel room with pictures of her in all kinds of arousing poses and outfits – enough to keep me jerking off until our next meet-up. So I was practically out of my mind when I went next door on that next Saturday, late in the afternoon. There were a couple of strange cars parked in front of her house.

“I hope you don’t mind that I came over early; I couldn’t hold out any longer,” I said, as she quickly closed the door behind me and pulled me close and tongue kissed me. The delicious smell of menthol tobacco smoke and perfume made my boner even harder than it was, which is a feat that no one had ever achieved with me before.

“Umm, not at all. If it wasn’t for your parents being home, I’d have you living here.” She laughed and added, “Which you practically do anyway.” The thought of actually living with Cathy almost made me blow a load right there, but I was controlled.

“You do know I missed you very much Evie,” she said, her arms hanging around my shoulders.

“Likewise,” I said. “How was your trip?”

“We have plenty of time to discuss that. Let’s just say it was ‘productive.’” Always a sense of mystery with her. I let it go at that.

“Now, let’s not waste any time and get you dressed.”

“What’s the rush Cathy?” I asked, now more curious than ever.

She looked at me and seemed to choose her words carefully. “I’m going to be straight with you Evie. Remember when I said that I’d like to go out with you and have some fun?”

“Yes,” I said, inquisitively.

“Well I like to go to group get togethers of people like us. You know, crossdressers, transgender women . . . smoke fetishists,” she smiled at that last one. “You told me about those websites that turn you on, right?”

“Yeah, sure I remember.”

“I have a little side business going where I arrange those sorts of things, in other cities and locally. That was what my trip to Chicago was about. I make a decent side salary with the ‘pleasure clubs’ I start up and enjoy. I even have a name for my company.”

Now I was very curious and didn’t even realize that this could be a business. “Okay, what’s it called.”

She laughed and elbowed me playfully in the side. “It’s called ‘Madame Cathy’s Misty Pleasures.’ It’s really a smoke fetish club for transgender women and transvestites who like to dabble in the stuff we do part time.”

“Humm. I wasn’t aware that clubs like that existed, or that there was a demand for that, aside from the few I’ve seen online – you know, gatherings at people’s houses.”

“Oh, you’d be surprised honey,” she said.

“Nice. So what does this have to do with tonight – and with me?”

“I have guests coming over tonight. Sometimes straight men like to sample what we have to offer, and play games with us. So I have to ask you. Are you in?” she said, arching her eyebrows, almost pleading. How could I refuse.

“Of course I’m in!” The idea actually excited me. I did long to be a real smoky cum slut.

“EEEE!!! Great!” Cathy said, jumping up and down like a little girl, which made me laugh. “Let’s go then. My friends will be over about nine, so let’s get started!”

My eyes practically fell out as I saw what was laid out on the bed for me. It was all leather. She had a leather bomber jacket for me, with a black stretch bra underneath that gave a nice illusion of cleavage, the same highlighted bob wig, and a leather midi skirt with a high slit up the side. My G-String this time was black satin with a laced top. Cathy’s dress was similar, only her top was a sleeveless leather. Her cleavage was huge, because she had gone through her transition. She actually preferred the term “shemale” to transgender woman.

Both of us stood in the mirror looking at our reflections together after all the makeup and jewelry was put on. Cathy lit up two cigarettes for us, and she gave me some tips on smoking more effeminately than I had already done. My cock was throbbing, and she knew it, but told me to save it for our ‘guests.’

“I haven’t shown you my basement yet. I’m throwing a little party tonight. It’s part of my business and I’m hosting. There will be other smoky slut shemales here as well as just part time trannies and straight men who share our fetish. I told you it was big business, and I want you in on the fun!”

“Well if you put it like that, I guess it will be.”

“It will be! I have a couple of people setting up downstairs now.” So that accounted for the two cars parked in front of her house.

“Come down, relax. Let’s have some food and wine before the guests start to arrive.”

Cathy’s basement was pretty large, and the lights were turned down low and there were at least four big loveseats scattered around the room, with a well-stocked bar and bartender (who was also a transgender woman named Sophie), and mellow jazz music playing. I was standing around and walked over to the bar and got myself a scotch and soda. A blue haze of cigarette smoke hung underneath the high hat lights in the ceiling.

By eight o’clock, most of the guests arrived. “Go around and mingle Evie. Find some guests who turn you on. I’ll even introduce you to them.” There were several who were eyeing me, and I saw Cathy talking to a couple of them, pointing me out. I wanted to grind my ass, get a large cock up there, and suck all the cocks in the room. Cathy had created a monster, and I could never have dreamed a scene like what I saw in front of me.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

Oh What A Night!

______________

___

Iwas nonchalantly smoking a freshly lit Virginia Slims at the bar, nursing s scotch and soda when I got a tap on the shoulder. I turned around and there was a beautiful redhead with a nice one-piece emerald green evening dress on. She said, “Hi, I’m Tina. Are you new here? I’ve never seen you before.”

Cathy was on the other side of the room, chatting with some guests, and she saw Tina come up to me and she gave me a quick “thumbs up.”

“Yes, I’m a friend of Cathy’s. I live next door. I’m Evie.”

“Well Evie, I think you look stunning. I’m gonna order a drink.”

“Thank you,” I said, getting a large bulge after a quick look over. So both of us stayed at the bar, chatting. It was my first time with a strange transgender girl. She lit a Virginia Slims 120 as well, smoking seductively and looking me over from top to bottom, and licking her cherry glossed lips. She moved closer to me, pressing, and I felt a “bulge” from under her silky dress.

“What do you say we take these drinks over there,” she said, nodding at an unoccupied loveseat with a table next to it.

I smiled back at her and said, “Great, yeah. Let’s get comfortable Tina.” I had a black, studded shoulder bag I kept my cigarettes in and some makeup accessories. I got it from Cathy, and I kept it in the shed in my parent’s backyard, along with my other clothes. It was slung over my shoulder as we walked over to the seat arm in arm, and I felt like a real, smoky cum slut, dying for cock. In fact, I wanted Tina to cum all over my face.

All my inhibitions were gone. The alcohol helped loosen me up a bit too. 

We sat close together on the loveseat, our bags and drinks on the table. I moved back and forward slowly, rubbing my cock against the silky fabric of the G-String. I learned to squint my eyes and look like a real bitch, the way Cathy taught me to. I took a nice gulp from my glass and finished my drink. A short, skinny, wimpy looking guy with thick, framed glasses carrying a tray came over to us and said, “Can I get you ladies a refill?”

Tina looked at him with a small amount of disgust and said, “Yes Paul, fill them both up – scotch and soda please, heavy on the scotch.”

“Right away ladies, coming up.”

Tina grunted and looked at me. “That’s Paul. He’s one of the sissy subs. His fetish is being abused by us TG girls and being used as a human ashtray. He also loves getting cummed on in the face,” Tina laughed.

I exhaled in Tina’s face and said, “I hope we have enough cum left to pour it all over him!”

“Oh, you mean ‘cream pie’ him?” Tina said, laughing.

“Exactly,” I said, as if I did this all the time.

Tina leaned over to me, and gave me a smoky kiss, grabbing at my crotch and making a “cooing” sound as she felt my cock. It was ready to pop out of my skirt. Then she reached through the slit of my midi skirt and grabbed my cock tightly through my G-String, stroking it against the cool satin of the pouch. Likewise, I felt hers through her emerald dress.

We spoke dirty to each other through the kisses, each of us telling the other what we wanted to do to each other. My tongue wrapped itself around hers and we made a very tight seal, our lips rubbing over each other’s. Just then, Paul returned with our drinks.

Condescendingly, Tina said to him, “It’s about time you returned here. Why don’t you pull up a chair and watch us suck each other’s cocks? If you’re a good boy, I’ll give you a drag of my cigarette and put ashes on your tongue.” We both laughed as Paul practically tripped and ran to get a chair and bring it over to our love seat.

Tina put her face into my skirt and sniffed. “Oooh, Evie, I love the smell of leather.” My hand stroked the back of her silky red hair. When she bent down, I could see her cleavage. Like Cathy’s it was the real deal. I think Tina was in her late twenties. I was the youngest “slut” there. Tina maneuvered her hand between my slit and pushed the skirt away, exposing the pouch of my G-String. I lay back on the love seat to accommodate her.

Paul arrived with a chair and sat in front of us watching. “I’ll show you how to handle Paul, Evie,” Tina said, as she began stroking my erect cock. Looking at Paul, she took a cheek-hollowing drag and blew smoke in his face. “Good boy Paul, inhale it all, and open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”

Paul obeyed. “Now get down on all fours.” He did so, sticking his head forward, and Tina casually flicked a long stem of ashes onto his tongue which he greedily swallowed. We looked at each other and both laughed. “Well Paul, don’t just kneel there, get back on that chair and take out your cock. If you’re a good slave, maybe you’ll get a taste!” Tina said.

Both of us clinked our glasses in a toast and took a nice swallow from our drinks. With her cigarette dangling from her lips and her eyes squinted Tina said, “Now I really want that cock of yours, Evie.”

She handed the butt to Paul and said, “Go crush this out and light me a new cigarette . . . and light a new one for Evie too.” He put Tina’s cigarette to his lips to take a last drag and Tina slapped his face and said, “I didn’t give you permission to take a drag, now did I?”

“No Mistress Tina, I’m sorry.”

“Good boy.”

Tina placed her mouth on top of my cock and began to lick around my tip as I sat back against the padded arm rest, my head swimming with pleasure. Then Paul took my cigarette and handed us each a freshly lit one. He was on his knees in front of us, ready to accept the flicks of ash from our cigarettes or anything else we wanted him to do.

Tina was on full sucking mode now, slurping and going up and down my shaft faster and faster, taking quick breaks for a drag to blow smoke over my cock which made me insane. I pressed Tina’s silky hair with my hands, and ran my fingers through her strands, tickling the back of her neck. She picked her head up after tasting my pre cum and said with a husky voice, “I want you to cum all over my face, Evie.”

She didn’t have to wait long. After a couple more trips down to the base of my shaft I was ready to blow a thick creamy load. I quickly withdrew my cock from her mouth and grabbing the shaft, her face accepted my jizz which went over her eyes, forehead, cheeks and mouth. Her mascara was running with cum after I shot two more loads.

She moaned, and placed her face next to mine and I licked up all my cum, cleaning her face. Our cigarettes were finished, and we sent Paul to light two more and we switched places. Now it was I who was leaning over Tina, pushing up her dress over her tummy. She was wearing a black G-String with her massive cock tenting through the satin.

We kissed some more and took turns exhaling smoky drags into each other’s faces, using Paul as the ashtray. I looked around the room with the lighting subdued and Cathy was being sucked off by a long haired blonde named Cassandra. We made eye contact, and she smiled at me.

Turning my attention back to Tina, I pushed her pouch aside and a seven inch veiny cock with a very thick girth popped out. My eyes were wild with delight, and Paul was rubbing one out furiously. I felt sorry for him and placed my mouth over his cock and gave it a big lick – kind of a “tip” for his services as our ashtray. He moaned, meaning to shoot his load into his palm – but I stopped him. I grabbed his cock, slid my hand down his shaft once, and took his cum all over my face. Tina pulled my face close to her and licked all of Paul’s cum off me. Then I resumed sucking on her.

My tongue went faster and faster around her head, and then I took all of her into me, slurping and sucking as I bobbed my head up and down. She bucked her hips off the seat, and I tasted the sweet/salty mix of her pre cum. I went twice more down her length, and she let out a loud moan. I quickly took my mouth off of her and she shot her load all over me, covering my face and mouth just as Paul had done. Now it was Tina’s turn to lick all the cum from my face. She made “umm” sounds as she got her treat. “You taste so good Evie,” she cooed. “I could get addicted to this fast.”

“You too Tina – you’re delicious,” I said.

We licked each other clean, and sat back close to each other, sated, finishing our cigarettes, arms locked around each other.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

Slut Dreams Cum True

________________

____

Ladies, can I have your attention please?” Cathy announced. Everyone stopped what they were doing. She continued when the room was quiet. “We have a new member with us here tonight. Evie, stand up please.”

I stood up, surprised. Cathy hadn’t told me anything about this. “Evie, tonight is your initiation into our little club here. As a way of welcoming you, you get to suck off everyone here, and they get to cum all over your face. By the time you’re done, you will officially become the smoky cum-slut of your dreams!” Everyone whooped and applauded. “Congratulations” came from different parts of the room.

“And girls,” Cathy added, “Evie is REALLY GOOD!” There were more applause. Ten of the girls formed a circle, and they pulled me into the middle. There were brunettes, red heads, a couple of blondes with short bobs like mine. One middle aged lady had silver/gray curled hair done up high, and they had all different sorts of attire – short business skirts, denim, jeans, and leather outfits. Eagerly, they dropped their slacks, pulled their cocks out through zippers, or took their skirts off altogether, and some stood with their cocks over the tops of their thongs.

Even Cathy was part of the circle. Some girls didn’t participate – they were still locked with their partners and busy ordering Paul around. Cathy mouthed to me, “You can do this Evie!” I knew I could. This was the culmination of all of my fantasies.

I got on my knees in the middle of the circle and really, I was just gonna choose a cock at random, when I had one thrust at me. It was from a girl with shiny, long black hair, and tons of makeup. I noticed her when I first came into the room, before Tina walked over to me. She simply placed her cock up against my lips, and took a long drag off of her long, all white Eve 120 Menthol and blew it in my face. Outside the circle, Paul was crawling around on all fours with his mouth open and taking flicks of ash from the girls. Occasionally if one felt like it, they would shove a cock in his face to pacify him. He was like a house pet of sorts.

I parted my lips and let her thrust her cock deep inside my mouth, and keeping my lips tightly sealed I sucked and twirled my tongue around her shaft. At the same time, I felt cocks hitting the back of my head, begging for attention. The pressure from the others was a lot to bear and I reluctantly pulled off “shiny black hair,” and turned around for cock number two. Shiny hair understood as if this was perfectly normal. The music that came on in the room was “Bad Girls,” my favorite song for cum-slutting.

The next cock was a bit shorter and thinner, but I still gave it my full attention. It belonged to the girl with the silver/gray hair. She wore red high heels, and a white dress slip that she pulled out of the way to expose her cock, and she thrust her hips into my face as I sucked and twirled my tongue. I tasted pre-cum and ignored the other cocks poking my head from every direction. I was just about to go onto my third cock, when she started to shoot a load into my mouth. I quickly pulled my lips off her and held her shaft in my fist pointed at my face. In a split second my face was covered with white, sticky cum that covered my eyes and cheeks with a blinding film.

I was as hard as a rock, getting off like I never have. With my face full of cum, Paul was there to light me a fresh Virginia Slim. Half blind, and puffing the new cigarette to life, I had a new cock thrust in my face. I covered it with a smoky exhale, and placed my lips around it. I think it was Cassandra – the blonde girl that Tina was doing earlier. My mouth was nice and wet, and her cock was slippery enough that I was going pretty fast. I had my cheeks hollowed and my eyes practically pasted shut as I gave it all my concentration, full throating this beauty.

Soon I felt her cum, and it came so fast I began to swallow the sweet/salty mix, but pulled away just in time to have the rest cover my face. Now, even my hair was a mess of cum. After each cock came, Paul lit me up a new cigarette. All the girls were smoke fetishists which was very cool.

After about three more cocks, the throbbing against my thong was too much to take, and through a face, head, and throatful of cum, I managed to croak out: “Can somebody suck me off too, please???” Cathy was right there, and she got inside the circle, and I felt the familiar feel of her lips, aggressively take my throbbing cock into her wet mouth, sliding up and down me giving me chills, the smoky exhale covering my cock. With the Virginia Slim dangling out of my mouth, and my cock being sucked by Cathy, I reached out and gave hand jobs to the other cocks in the circle. Paul was Johnny On The Spot with the K-Y Jelly he placed on my palms.

The first two cocks I held came right away, getting the length of my cigarette full of cum too, as it splashed on my face. I laughed through it. It didn’t take me long to stiffen and cum from Cathy’s mouth on me. Then, with a mouth full of my cum, she shouted out: “Look at Evie, our new bitchy cum slut!” My eyes were squinted in a “who’s the boss,” bitch face attitude. For the first time in my life I truly felt as if I was in control, and all my fantasies were satisfied.

When it seemed as if the room had no more jizz to give, I finally stood up, and wobbled in my high heels, blindly to the loveseat, to the cheers of all the girls. I couldn’t tell you how many cocks creamed on me that night, but I was hooked. I was a true cock seeking and sucking hose monster.

I looked at myself in the mirror – my hair, eyes and face was a sticky mess when I felt Tina pull me over and face me, licking all the cum (and makeup) off my face which was frozen from the layers of cum on it, and I was glad she came along to do it. I couldn’t help but repay her, so naturally I sucked her cock again too. But this time I took it all in my mouth and swallowed every drop.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

________________

____

Now there was no excuse, and I needed the money, so I actually did paint Cathy’s house that summer, in between our frequent romps in her bedroom, and more socials in her house. I even got to break in a couple of new members. By the middle of my senior year I decided to transition to the shemale of my dreams. My father was indifferent, but my mom and sister were overjoyed. My mom always wanted a younger daughter anyway.

I think my sister was jealous of the real bitch I became. I was no longer the effeminate sissy I was since puberty. Now I was finally free to be my true self. I never told my sister or my mother about Cathy. That was a closely guarded secret.

After graduation, Cathy made me a partner in her business, and we established more social clubs like “Madame Cathy’s Misty Pleasures,” all over a three-state area here in the Midwest. They were a hit, and with membership at a modest fifty dollars a year, we did okay.

Of course, along the way, we picked up other guys like Paul. I guess some men enjoy being dominated by smoky, cum-slut whores. Who knew?

❤️❤️❤️
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