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Chapter One - Debbie

________________

____

Ihave a fraternal twin, so after a childhood of doing everything together, when it came time to go away to college, we decided it would be best if we went to different schools. So Chelsea went off to Bucklin State, and I went away to the Midwest to a small liberal arts college – Harleyville Center College. Now both of us were home for our first summer vacation. Chelsea got a job as a lifeguard at the county public pool, and I couldn’t find work.

Please don’t judge me, but I wasn’t exactly what you would call a ladies man. I was shy, with kind of an effeminate build and I was teased all through high school. The jocks at school that got all the hot girls said some rather nasty stuff about me. “If Brandon was dressed up like his sister, you wouldn’t be able to tell them apart! He’s such a ‘femboy!’” Another favorite of theirs was, “Yeah, too bad he isn’t a girl! That got me thrown into several lockers, knocked around, and generally ignored. Chelsea, on the other hand was considered “cool,” and always had boys coming over and taking her out on dates. The other kids would always ask her, much to her annoyance, “How could such a cute girl like you have such a ‘dweeb’ for a twin brother?”

Chelsea was gorgeous, with an incredible figure and a beautiful face, but being the male version of a beautiful twin sister was like a curse for me.

It wasn’t that I didn’t like girls – I did, sort of, but my self-esteem was in the gutter, and I thought that I’d be alone the rest of my life, and probably die a virgin. I also had a secret, which until I looked into it, and did some studying up on it, made me think I was mentally ill – I had a fascination with, and was turned on by women’s lingerie. Starting in the ninth grade, I would sneak into Chelsea’s room and take her undergarments out of her draw and feel them, rubbing her panties between my fingers, and eventually, I tried them on. I can’t explain it other than it gave me a sense of calm, of confidence. The way her satin panties felt when I would step into them and pull them up my legs was incredible. It aroused me like nothing ever did. I wanted to be what I wasn’t – a beautiful duplicate of my sister, not just her male twin.

I hated college because I no longer had access to Chelsea’s or another girl’s clothes for that matter. So I was left feeling “incomplete.” After doing my “research,” I suppose that I was just a guy who loved to cross dress, or a “transvestite.” I had no idea where that would take me. If my sister or my parents ever found out my secret I would be ruined.

There was another aspect of my libido: I was also incredibly turned on by attractive women who smoked the long, all white 120 cigarettes, and on the occasions where I did go out on a date, I preferred smokers. All they had to do was light up and I would get as hard as a rock. Even just the smell of smoke on them was a turn on. So I discovered groups of smoke fetishists on social media sites. At last! I found kindred spirits, and I was envious of them, because they had the freedom to dress up and act out on what I could only fantasize about. “Live your fetish” said one of them.

I needed to find a safe place where I could dress up, or find a group of like minded guys (transgender women??) who liked that stuff - just for the summer to start with. The trouble was, they were all older than me. I was only nineteen, and they looked to be in their thirties or early forties.

These next couple of months would be the perfect time to make my move. I wanted to find a group near my home, join it, and have them dress me up. I couldn’t afford clothing or makeup. That was another problem. So, when Chelsea was at work, and I was home alone, I became “reacquainted” with her stuff. I took it a little farther too – applying makeup and lipstick. I watched YOUTUBE videos on makeup and became rather good at it. However, I didn’t have my own kit, and I needed to be sparing with hers lest she point the finger of suspicion at me.

I needed money. So the first week I was home, I tried really hard to look for a job, and I finally found one; at a local big chain home electronics store. I impressed the managers because I was a nerdy kid who was into video games, electronics, and I could even take apart the “guts” of PCs and repair them. They loved me. By the end of the third week I was starting to know the regular customers.

My big break came on a Tuesday afternoon. I had a customer who called herself “Debbie.” Now Debbie, if you looked really close at her, you might be able to tell that she was a transgender woman. I say that she was, as opposed to a cross dresser because she had real breasts – large ones, and a nice curvy figure. I think her hair was real as well. It was long, jet black, done up on the top, and it went down well past her breasts. She had lots of mascara and thick eyelashes. From her driver’s license I could see that she was thirty eight – twice my age. In addition, I saw a pack of Virginia Slims 120s in her bag. I was instantly attracted to her, and I always chatted her up about mindless stuff. I think she knew I was into her. Her voice was deep and sultry, good enough to pass as a genuine female – a very sexy female.

So, this particular Tuesday, after I rang up a package of batteries for her, and she left the register, I held eye contact with her, and I think she left knowing that I wanted to speak to her. I desperately wanted to talk to her about my “predicament,” but there was a long line of customers behind her, so what was I to do? I’d have to call her. Then my mind started going in crazy places – how could I justify calling her - it sounded creepy, you know? But I had to. It was an absolute need.

So that night when I was in my car in the parking lot after work I dialed her number. My heart was racing so fast that I could almost hear it thumping in my chest, and my cock was super hard.

“Hello? Who is this please?” Shit! I couldn’t hang up – she had my number now, and if I did speak to her I could lose my job and be outed as some kind of a sex predator. And . . . what if I was WRONG!? What if she actually was a biological woman and I made a horrible mistake?? Too late, the dye had already been cast.

I cleared my throat first. “Hi, Debbie? This is Brandon Buford. I work at the ‘Pixel Mart’ in the mall.” My voice was trembling.

“Oh yes, hi Brandon. To what do I owe the pleasure of this call? Did I leave something at the store?” So far so good. She didn’t start grilling me about how I got her phone number. I heard a lighter click in the background and got fucking hard right away; picturing her in some slinky, high cut dress with a plunging neckline, the kind she sometimes wore to the store.

“Uh no Debbie, you didn’t. I feel like such a jerk. I thought maybe you could help me with a . . . a kind of personal problem?” There was an uncomfortable silence on the line.

“Ohhh, I see. You know Brandon, I can tell you’re all tied up in knots. Actually I admire you. I know it must have taken some amount of courage for you to pick up the phone like this and call me. I mean, you’re always so busy at the register at work.”

“Wait a second.” My voice became very low, so low that I thought that she would have trouble hearing me. “You know why I’m calling?”

“I think I do. I have a good intuition. Wanna know what I think?”

“Yes.”

“I’m sure you know that I’m a transgender girl, right?” I heard a deep exhale into the phone. I imagined her sitting at a table, probably heavily made up, (another turn-on) holding her cigarette high and tight between her two fingers, pursing her lips into an “O” and slowly exhaling smoke rings into the phone. My cock was throbbing.

What was I supposed to say? Uh, you kind of look like a man? Your deep voice gave you away? At this point, honesty was the best policy.

“Yes I did, er., I mean yes I do know. I do know that you’re transgender. What I wanted to say was that I’m wrestling with my own problem of identity, and I get really turned on by videos of transgender women kissing, showing themselves, and just free to be who they are.” Whew! I said that faster than an AI typing program. I sounded so stupid! “I thought maybe I could speak to you about it, and maybe get some . . .”

She cut me off. “Pointers? You want some advice? You want me to be kind of a ‘mentor’ to you?”

Another awkward pause dammit! “Uh, well, if you put it that way, yes. I mean, like how did you know?”

“Brandon, I wasn’t born yesterday. I see the way you look at me whenever I come into the store. I figured there was something up with you. Besides, to be perfectly honest, I think you’re kind of cute.” I was pretty sure I was gonna fall off the car seat.

“You do?”

“Yes, why? Do you find that hard to believe?”

“Uh, I have a twin sister, and in high school she was always the popular twin, getting dates and asked to parties, and I was always bullied for being the effeminate one.”

“Sounds familiar Brandon, although I don’t have a twin. I grew up as an only child. Tell me something. What are you doing right now? I imagine you just got off from work. It’s nine fifteen.”

“Nothing. I’m here in the parking lot of the store.”

“You probably didn’t have dinner yet, did you?”

“No I didn’t. I usually go home for that. I live with my parents. I’m home from college for the summer.”

“Well tell you what. I can order some Thai food. I know a great place. Why don’t you come over and we can talk. How does that sound?”

“Sure. I’m on my way now!”

I couldn’t believe my luck! I actually pulled it off. I got her address and Googled it. I probably could have used my cock on autopilot to find her house!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two – The First Night

_________________

____

Debbie lived in an exclusive neighborhood which made me wonder what she did for a living. It took me about twenty minutes to get there, and I pulled up into a circular driveway and parked on the side of the front entrance way. Her car was a late model Mercedes sport, and my stupid Honda looked like shit parked next to it, however, she didn’t seem the type to be judgmental. I walked up the four granite steps and rang the bell. I never expected the site that greeted me.

Aside from the heavy makeup, thick eyelashes, purple eye shadow and crimson lip gloss, her long, jet black hair had purple highlights. In short – she was drop dead gorgeous. Now I had a rather nice sized cock which stuck up through the heavy material of my blue jeans. As soon as she opened the door, before any words came out of her mouth, she noticed my erection, and just smiled at me.

She had a leather outfit on with a jeweled black choker, short black leather skirt, red high stiletto heels with straps around the ankles, and black leather gloves that went up to her elbows. Her top was a black bodice that showed her cleavage, and it tied in the front with leather laces.

“Well hello Brandon! So glad you could make it. You must be hungry.”

“Yes, the Thai smells great.” She turned around for me to see.

“Like my outfit? It’s new. I plan to wear it out to clubs and parties. I live alone in case you’re wondering.”

“Yeah, I mean it’s, you’re – it’s beautiful.”

She smiled at my choice of words and quick bounce back.

She kissed me on the cheek, lingered a bit, and my chub did a happy dance in my jeans. She smelled from a sweet mixture of perfume, smoke, and strawberry shampoo.

“Come into the dining room while I bring the food out - I’m starved,” she said. I settled in and she sat next to me at the dining room table after bringing the food and paper plates in.

“Would you like some wine?”

“Yes please.

She stood examining a bottle she got from a cabinet. “It’s a Merlot, I hope you like it.”

Now being all of nineteen, what the hell did I know about wine? Nothing really. She poured us both a glass in expensive stemware. “So what shall we drink to?” she said, looking at me intently. I shrugged my shoulders. I was very nervous, and I was tongue tied which usually happens to me under these occasions.

“I know, here.” We clinked glasses and she said, “To new discoveries, how’s that?”

“Perfect,” I said. The wine went down smoothly, and I hoped it would loosen my tongue a bit and relax me because I had lots of questions.

“So let me ask you Brandon. Where are you with girls, or guys? Are you seeing anyone?”

Now I would unburden  myself of my tale of woe and misfortune. “Not at the moment. I knew I had some sort of a, a fetish? An interest in women’s clothing and dressing up. I borrowed some of my twin sister’s underwear, you know, lingerie (God what an idiot I was!), and tried stuff on, on the sly when I was alone, and now in college, I had no opportunities to dress, and explore things more.”

“I see. Well, do you like men?”

“You mean, am I homosexual?”

“Yes, and it’s okay. I don’t judge.”

“I don’t think so, but I seem to be attracted to transgender women. I watch a lot of YOUTUBE videos, and I belong to some Flickr groups, and I follow discussions on there, and go to transgender web sites, stuff like that. I have an internet persona for Flickr – I call myself Kaitlyn, and I discuss fantasies on there with them.”

“So I guess I turn you on then, huh?” My face was a beet red, maybe from the wine, or maybe from being read so accurately by her.

“Uh, well, yeah . . . I need someone to sort of help me get started I suppose. Someone who I can explore myself with?”

“I see.” She smiled and said, “I can help you with some things. How far we go is really up to you ‘Kaitlyn.’ I’m not seeing anyone at the moment, so I’m free.” That bit of information made me pleased and gave me some hope.

We finished our food and made small talk. Debbie never told me what she did, but she was very curious about me and seemed to soak in everything I said. After gathering our paper plates and straightening up, she reached into her black leather bag and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and slowly and seductively put one in the corner of her mouth, and flicked it to life with a silver butane lighter. She did a snap, French inhale and blew the smoke in my face. I was mesmerized by the sight. She saw my interest and smirked. “I think you want one of these, am I right Brandon?”

“Yes please.” I smoked a little pot in school, and I knew I wouldn’t choke and embarrass myself. My cock was dying for some relief, and she knew it.

She dangled her freshly lit cigarette in her mouth and handed me one slowly from the newly opened pack. Using the same lighter she lit me up, watching me intently. I puffed it to life and inhaled, just like her – a French inhale. She looked at my crotch and smiled. I held the cigarette like a girl without even thinking about it – very low to the end of the white filter between my index and middle finger.

“You know what I think Brandon? I think you have just a bit . . . (she was grinning at me, pinching her index and middle fingers together) of a smoking fetish.”

I looked like a deer trapped in the headlights of an oncoming truck. “Don’t worry about it dear. I do too. In fact, before I transitioned I used to dream about being a real, smoky slut. I believe we have that in common Brandon. I think lots of guys who start out cross dressing have a smoking fetish. I think it makes the sex better,” she said, giving me a knowing look.

“Debbie, when I went on Flickr, I noticed that too! Before I went on there, I used to think I was mentally ill!”

“Well, “Kaitlyn;” is it okay if I call you that?”

“Yeah, sure it is.”

“It’s nothing unusual and you are NOT mentally ill. All of the girls I hang out and party with have smoking fetishes. It’s just who we are – nothing to be ashamed about.”

She was right. I looked at her clothes with a real longing, a strong desire. Yes, I wanted to be a slut. I wanted to suck cock badly. I wanted to be taken apart by a transgender woman and ravaged.

We finished our food and Debbie stood up from her seat and slowly walked over to me. She took a big, cheek hollowing drag from her cigarette and leaned in and kissed me hard on the lips, exhaling her smoke into my lungs. I felt pre cum leaking from my cock, as her tongue worked its way around mine. She held me by the shoulders and picked me up, so I was standing right in front of her.

Debbie held her cigarette in one hand and the other hand was rubbing my cock through my jeans, as she kissed me. She moaned through the kiss. I was powerless to resist, and besides, why would I want to. This was filling in a missing piece of the puzzle.

She broke off me and said, “Let’s go into the living room, Kaitlyn.” She walked me backwards, still holding onto my shoulders and sat me down on the couch. Grabbing an ashtray and placing it on the coffee table, she continued kissing me. I pulled away and took a drag from my cigarette which had a long taper of ash on it. I did another French inhale. Debbie laughed and said, “When you’re nice and hooked Kaitlyn, you’ll feel like a real slut, and will love dressing . . . and fucking!”

I think she was right. Debbie clapped her hands, and some mellow jazz came on from speakers. The wine was doing its thing, and I was powerless, and she lay me back on the couch and opened the buttons on my shirt, running her gloved hand over my chest. The feel and smell of the leather was another turn-on for me.

We both crushed out our cigarettes in the ash tray, but before Debbie crushed hers out, she took a last drag and blew the smoke through a long strand of her jet black hair. She moved into me and kissed me with her smoky breath, then moved my face into the hair falling down over her bustier, giving me a nice close-up of her cleavage, and a sweet scent of a mix of strawberry shampoo and tobacco smoke. She stared at me intently with her emerald green eyes, and removed her gloves, revealing long, ruby red painted long fingernails.

“I want that cock of yours . . .” she said in a deep sultry voice, while slowly moving the zipper of my jeans down and unbuttoning them.

“Come on Kaitlyn,” she cooed. “Pick your ass up for me like a good girl. Remember, I control you now.” Whatever the game she was playing, I loved it and was helpless against it.

As I picked up my ass from the couch, she pulled my jeans and my boxers down to my ankles. Kneeling in front of me, she looked me in the eyes while slowly grabbing my cock in her hand, encircling it with four fingers against her palm. “Ummm,” she moaned and slowly brought my cock up to her closed lips; the soft texture of her lips causing another drop of pre cum to leak out from me. She pulled her lips off me, wet with my pre cum, and rubbed her finger over it, placing it into my mouth, giving me a taste of myself. I moved my tongue around the inside of my mouth, the sweet saltiness making me even more aroused.

Debbie reached into her black, leather bag and pulled out two more cigarettes, lighting them both up, puffing them to life and handing me one. The lipstick on my filter was another turn on, and I dragged on it, and held it in the same feminine way. Debbie took another drag and now placed her open mouth on my cock, her saliva making her slide easily over me, but only over the “helmet” of my cock. Smoke came out the sides of her mouth as she did so. Her tongue went up and down over my slit, and then encircled the helmet, rubbing farther down to the sensitive tuft of skin on my underside, going back and forth.

He head now started slowly bobbing up and down over the entire length of my shaft. I felt the front of my cock hit the back of her throat, yet she took all my girth and length inside her seemingly effortlessly. I took another drag and placed my hand on the back of her head, reveling in the silky softness of her thick hair. I bucked my hips off the couch keeping in time to her head bobs.

The combination of this assault on all my senses was too much for me and I stiffened and shot a huge wad of cum into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. She made sucking and slurping noises, not wanting to lose a single drop. I shot not one, but three times into her. It was too much for her to handle and some of my jizz dribbled down the corners of her mouth. She continued sucking me until my cock was clean of cum. Then she came off me, staring at me, taking another drag of her cigarette and kissing me, giving me a taste of my own jizz even more. I used my tongue and licked the corners of her mouth, getting all the cum that didn’t go down her throat. We stayed kissing like that for a while, only coming off to take drags of our cigarettes and exhaling into each other’s mouths.

“Umm, you taste so delicious Kaitlyn. I may just have to keep you around for a while.”

“I’d love that Debbie.’

She dangled the cigarette from the side of her mouth and pulled me up off the couch. “I’m not quite done with you yet,” she said, laughing, and led me to the ornate staircase at the end of the living room. I wasn’t sure what would come next.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three - Awakening

________________

____

Her bedroom was expansive. There was a red velvet loveseat in one corner, a bathroom attached, and an ornate dressing table with a mirror opposite her bed. A terrace with a sliding door overlooked a large backyard with a pool and a tennis court. I just had to know what she did to acquire such wealth.

“So how far have you gone with dressing Kaitlyn? I think you told me just your sister’s lingerie?” Just hearing that made me cringe. I still held onto some shame.

“Yeah, I never took it any father that that – but I enjoyed it so much.”

She laughed. “I bet you did. Let’s see if we can improve on it a bit.” Debbie walked over to her bureau of dresser drawers and pulled out a green satin G-String thong, and a bra that stretched in the back. Holding the bra in her hand she said, “I kept this one from when I first transitioned. It pulled my chest together and gave me the illusion of cleavage, but now with the aid of HRT you can see I no longer have the need for that.”

“Come on Kaitlyn, take your clothes off – all of it.”

I did as she told me and soon I was naked as a J Bird. Debbie came closer and inspected me. “Humm,” she said, with a hand studiously under her chin. “I’m going to have to shave you. But we’ll save that for the next time.”

She watched intently as I stepped into the G-String. The memories of my early adventures in my sister’s room quickly and pleasantly came back to me. My cock became rock hard again, so soon after cumming into her mouth, as I slowly pulled the silky satin up over my legs and placing it squarely over my junk. I adjusted the back string between my butt cheeks and felt “different.” I actually felt like I wanted cock. I wanted to be handled roughly and fucked into submission by a transgender woman while dressed. I was aching for it. Debbie watched me closely and smiled an evil, amused grin.

Next, I took the matching green laced bra and placed it over my head, feeling it pull my chest together. Looking down I saw what looked like cleavage appear where before there was none. It both fascinated and thrilled me.

“Good, good Kaitlyn. You’re about my size. Let’s put some makeup on you. I will have to get you a wig. I think I have something here for you,” she said as she walked over to her walk-in closet and reached for a box on the top shelf. She pulled out a long, pre styled auburn wig, with a part on the right side that made bangs go across my forehead. The hair flowed down to the small of my back.

She took me into her bathroom and made me sit in the chair in front of the vanity mirror. “No peeking. I’m keeping you sideways. I want to see your reaction after I’m done making you up.”

“Okay, sounds good. Let’s do it.”

She took out an elaborate, jeweled makeup kit with an assortment of brushes, and liquids. My boner was now about ready to break. Debbie seemed to read my mind and said, “You don’t get a cigarette until after I’m done with you.” She knew.

She took out a couple of bottles, thick, fake eyelashes, liquid mascara, eyebrow pencil, lipstick, even long, red fake nails – everything needed for my transition.

Debbie was a master at her work. She worked methodically and efficiently, and when she was done, she took the wig from the bedroom and placed it on top of my head. Electric shocks went through me as I moved my lips together, feeling the smooth moist lip gloss cover me, and the silky, long hair tickle my back. The main sensation was the G-String between my butt cheeks. I didn’t just want, but I craved cock. 

After she was done, she saw me moving around on the chair and admonished me to “be patient.” She pulled out the pack of Virginia Slims 120s and again lit up two at the same time, handing me one. I looked at “my mistress” and took a long, cheek hollowing drag, doing another French inhale.

“Okay Kaitlyn, you may look now,” she said like a master painter inviting a first viewing of a masterpiece. I doubted I would end up in the Met, but I knew she did a terrific job. That was an understatement. I was blown away by what looked back at me in the mirror. Hell, I looked much better than my sister Chelsea ever looked. I looked like a slutty version of her. A real, dick in the ass bimbo. My eyes, full of eyeshadow, mascara, and heavy, false eyelashes were opened wide.

“Debbie, I’m shocked! I don’t know what to say. You did a magnificent job. Truly wonderful!”

“Good, I’m glad you like it. You look good enough to fuck . . . what do you say?” she said as she took a perfect effeminate drag.

I smiled and nodded my head up and down. 

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four – All In

________________

____

Iloved feeling like a slut. The cigarette added a new dimension to the new me. I would only smoke while dressed. At least that’s what I told myself.

“You must be a bit chilled. I’ll get you something. Hold on, I’ll be right back,” Debbie said as she went downstairs. I kept admiring myself in the mirror and even put my hand down the front of my G-String. I took out my iPhone from my jeans pocket on the floor and took a selfie, with my eyes squinting from the smoke, and the cigarette dangling out the side of my mouth. I posted it on Flickr right away. I would look later and see all of my friend’s comments. I talked the talk, and now I was ready to walk the walk.

Debbie came back upstairs holding a beige, belted trench coat over her arm. “Here Kaitlyn, this should keep you a bit warmer and also arouse you. Am I right?”

She was. The silky polyester lining felt so good against my bare skin. As Debbie looked on, I took my cock out and rubbed it against the cool, smooth material. Debbie smiled. “Yeah, I thought so. I have a thing for these trench coats too.”

I took a drag, looking at myself in the mirror and took another selfie for posting.

“What’s that for Kaitlyn? Can’t believe it?”

“Oh no, that’s for my Flickr friends.”

“Okay, nice. I get it. You want some positive reinforcement.”

“Exactly,” I said smiling.

“How about a little roleplay?”

“Sure. What did you have in mind?”

“Let’s pretend I caught Brandon smoking, and masturbating in the bathroom, and now I’m going to teach him a lesson, by dressing him up as Kaitlyn, force him to keep smoking, and learn what it feels like to be a real slut!”

“Okay, and who are you supposed to be Debbie?”

“I’m your wicked transgender auntie Debbie, and you live in my home. How’s that?”

My cock was vibrating on its own I was so turned on.

“Ready?”

“Totally,” I answered.

Now the roleplay began.

“For the beginning, go in the bathroom with your cigarette, and we’ll pretend you aren’t dressed or made up yet.”

I did as I was told, shivering with excitement.

Debbie knocked on the bathroom door. “Brandon, what are you doing in there? It’s been twenty minutes!”

“Okay auntie, sorry. I’m coming right out!”

“Brandon, I SMELL SMOKE! ARE YOU SMOKING IN THERE?”

Debbie pushed the door open and caught me with my hand around my cock, and holding a cigarette with my other hand.

“So, I see you like smoking like a girl! Let’s see how you like being a girl.”

“If you want to live here, you’ll do as I say. Now sit down and let me put your makeup on.

I had a “defeated look” on my face and Debbie quickly pretended to make me up. Then she made me crush out my cigarette. She grabbed me by the wrist and led me outside the bathroom into the bedroom.

“Now how do you like yourself. Here,” she said taking out a cigarette – one for her and one for me. Instead of lighting them both simultaneously, she lit herself up and then “angrily” lit mine up.

“Now smoke it – nice big drags my little slut!”

I pretended to cry but was enjoying every moment.

With her cigarette hanging out of her mouth she said, “I’m going to fuck you silly, and eventually, strange men will come here and fuck you too!” she yelled. Just the thought of that almost made me cum on the spot.

“Now get on the bed on all fours, slut!”

I did as I was told, facing the front of the bed.

Without a word, Debbie flipped the bottom of the trench coat over my back. “Now prepare yourself,” she said.

She hopped on the bed behind me, and took her leather skirt off. She was wearing a G-String like mine, which she pulled down below her knees. Reaching into her night stand table she pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and began to smear it all over my ass, and down to my balls. For good measure she stuck her index finger full of jelly into my cherry asshole. I straightened and an “ooh” came out of my mouth.

“I’m being extra polite to you now Brandon by using the jelly. Next time, maybe you won’t be so lucky.” She took some more of the jelly and placed it on her massive cock.

“Keep your eyes facing front, sissy!” she ordered.

I felt the tip of her cock playing around at the entrance to my boy pussy. Very slowly, and with great care, like a tease, she entered me just enough, so her head disappeared up my ass.

“I am going to turn you into such a SLUT!!” she yelled. This was turning her on too. We were birds of a feather.

I felt a strange fullness, like I had to go, every time she pulled out of me. Then she rammed me about half-way in, holding my butt cheeks apart. I clenched my fists and grabbed the bed sheets in pain. She pulled out and went in again. This time the pain was less, and it felt – different, pleasurable.

“Now how do you like this, my little sissy!?” I didn’t answer. I was beyond words, and she picked up her pace and went faster and faster.

“Oh God, you’re so fucking tight, Brandon. You really know how to please your auntie!”

She went faster and faster inside me, and I felt her stiffen, hands pressing tight against my butt cheeks, and shoot a huge wad of cum all the way up, inside me, filling me with an exquisitely pleasurable wet warmth. At the same time, I felt a feeling welling up from deep inside me, like a sneeze that was dying to come out. I tensed up, grabbed my cock, and shot another load out onto the sheets. It was incredible – my first “sissygasm,” as I was to learn it was called. It was more intense than any orgasm I could get from jerking off.

Debbie kept going faster and faster, and I could feel her cum dripping down the inside of my butt cheeks. Then, after a few minutes she pulled out of me.

“I hope you learned your lesson! Here – time for you to smoke again. You’re going to become an insane, smoky bimbo. That’s your punishment. This is going to happen every day. I am going to enjoy watching you get rammed by a whole host of different men each night until you become the cum slut you were meant to be!”

She “forcefully” pushed another cigarette on me and lit me up.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

________________

____

“Whoa, that was fun Kaitlyn. Did you enjoy yourself?” It was more of a rhetorical question. I knew I found something I loved, as well as the answer to the puzzle of who I was. The fact that Debbie was twice my age, and I could please her, turned me on too.

“Yeah, very much. I’m just a little sad because at the end of the summer I have to back to school, and I won’t see you until I can come home for vacations.”

“Well, maybe that won’t be the case,” Debbie said, deep in thought. I told her where I went to college, and she was well-acquainted with the area. “As you can see dear, I do quite well for myself. I have an online finance business that I do from home, and I can pretty much go where I want, when I want. So it wouldn’t be a stretch to say that I could come visit you on weekends at school, and we could get a hotel room – a luxury hotel room, and continue our relationship.”

“That would be wonderful,” I said, quite pleased.

“Besides,” she said smiling, “we still have the rest of the summer.”

Our relationship lasted, year after year while I was in school. After I graduated, I decided, with Debbie’s help to transition in full. I, like her, used HRT. I kind of liked having a cock! It was great, she helped me out with clothes, makeup – everything. She was like a sugar momma to me and mentor in every way. Also, I was able to go with Debbie to different T-Girl meetups and have loads of fun. I mean that quite literally!

I felt much better about myself, and indeed became the smoky, cum-slut of all my fantasies! The best was yet to come.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

Dear Readers,

I absolutely adore writing first time feminization and HOT transgender erotica short stories. Please tell me what you would like to read about, and I will do my best to accommodate!

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust,

JD❤️
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Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!
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