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One

_____________________

I HAD TO BRING MY CAR IN FOR ITS 25,000 MILE SERVICE – after only one year! Yeah I know – it’s a lot of mileage. But working for this foreign auto supply firm required me to travel all over. Sometimes by commercial jet and most of the time with my car. What could I do? It was the best paying job out of college I could get, and being there for two years, the pay was good, and I had health benefits. I considered myself lucky – all I had was a generic marketing degree. That and fifty cents as the saying goes.

The job left me little time for socializing, and to pass the time when I was staying in a shit motel for seventy dollars a night, I watched online “erotica videos.” They were entertaining, but I considered myself straight-laced and just curious about some of the stuff I watched. No big deal – just a normal dude passing the time.

So I’m at the dealer and I knew I needed pads and rotors at least, and they were NOT covered under the warranty. Jimmy, my usual service manager always took care of me, and the wait was usually pleasant enough. So I saw the “OPEN” sign flash over his door, and I was next.

“Hey Roger, haven’t seen you since, let’s see – last month is it?” he said with a chuckle.

“Yeah, what can I do. I had to go to Montreal several times over the last two months for my job. Jimmy, can you do me a favor? I have to wait for this, so can you see what you can do for me?”

“Sure. We’ll have it up on the lift in no time.” He looked around his desk and got some paperwork out for me. “While we work on it, you can have a seat in the usual place.”

“Thanks,” I said nodding to my leather briefcase. “I brought plenty of work this time.” By work, I meant half job-related, and the rest – some of my favorite porn sites. Where I sat in the corner, nobody could see my inevitable hard on. I was hooked on this stuff, and had been for as long as I could remember.

“You know you’re in luck today Roger.”

“Why is that?” I was curious.

“We have a new mechanic – a female mechanic. We really lucked out. She’s ex-Air Force and she works fast and really knows her shit. Her name is Doris and she’s a sizzling hot Latina,” Jimmy said, giving me a wink.

“Nice. Maybe I can look at her and then I can dream about her tonight.”

“Oh believe me when I tell you that you will. But at least you’re single. I’m married and all I can do is look,” he said, holding up his finger with the wedding band on it. “Man if I wasn’t chained and shackled,” he said, looking at his ring finger, “I would have had her bent over a work bench and taken her from the rear, you know?” he said with a knowing grin.

He sat back in his swivel chair. “You’re a lucky bastard Roger,” he sighed. “You can go anywhere and fuck any broad you want – no problem.”

“Sure Jimmy. If only it was that easy.”

Jimmy smiled and said as I was almost out the door, “Seriously, go look at her.”

How could I refuse that? I took my seat and after a half hour I got curious. I figured my car should be up on the lift by now. I placed my laptop back in its case and I wandered over to the entrance of the garage and I found my car on the lift just opposite the doorway.

Standing underneath my car with an electric torch was a tall, stunning woman with long, shiny black hair, tied in the back with a figure that looked like she was poured into her mechanic’s outfit. Her navy blue shirt, with the dealership logo over the pocket had the top three buttons open and I could see her tits ready to just burst out. I saw the outline of a black laced bra that barely contained them. Her hips filled out her gray pants perfectly, and I could see both butt cheeks nice and firm with not an inch of fat on them. She walked away from the car and came back carrying two boxes of parts. I was casually leaning on the door watching her. She caught me looking at her and smiled a broad grin. I saw bright green eyes in the sunlight that filled the bay. She wasn’t wearing lipstick or makeup. She didn’t have to. She radiated beauty.

That sleaze Jimmy was right in every way about her. I just had to talk to her. I went back and took my seat and popped open my laptop to one of my favorite online sites. I already had a throbbing hard on just from looking at Doris. She was a rarity alright. Mechanical aptitude and beauty. Now how would I approach her? I had to figure out a way to get some banter in.

The waiting room was filling up and I heard the sounds of the drills taking off the nuts of the tires and the hammers banging. There were twelve mechanics working. I saw the boxes open underneath my car, and parts out, but Doris was nowhere to be found. Maybe she was on a break or something. It was a nice day, so maybe she was outside.

I got myself a cup of coffee and went around to the side of the shop. I saw Doris sitting on a bench and casually smoking one of those long, all-white 120mm cigarettes, and having a cup of coffee. My hard cock started doing a dance. You see, I also happen to have a very large smoking fetish, and have had one since I was in junior high. I always look at the fetish video sites, and they are full of hot-looking, smoking women.

I walked up to her. She looked up at me and smiled. “Hi, you’re working on my car now. My name’s Roger,” I said, sticking my hand out.

“Doris. Nice to meet you Roger,” she said, taking my hand, with a bright, infectious smile.

“Yeah, I’m just taking a little break,” she said, maybe thinking I was pressuring her or being an asshole.

“Oh no! That’s fine.” I laughed. “No pressure. I just wanted to meet you that’s all. It’s not every day that you see a female auto mechanic.”

She looked up at me and waved her hand around herself. “Well here I am – a female mechanic in the flesh.” We both laughed.

It was do or die. I might not ever get this chance again. If I asked her out right now I would seem desperate or stupid, like I was panting and drooling all over her (which I was). But there was something about her – her coolness and soft, but firm voice that attracted me, among other things. Then I had a really good idea that got pre cum dripping into my boxers.

“Say Doris?”

“Yes Roger.” I was nervous now and it must have been obvious – shit what an asshole I was!

“Umm, the last time I had my car serviced, you know, before you started working here, I took it home and it wasn’t running right. It was some electrical switch problem, and I had to come back with it. Usually, the other guys test drive it. Do you think you could test drive it after you finish working on it?”

“Sure, that sounds reasonable,” she said with a sexy lilt to her voice.

“I mean, er, well . . . I mean could you take it out and test drive it with me?”

Something must have clicked because she smiled and squinted her eyes at me and a grin spread across her face. I knew that I had a large cock, but I never saw a woman stare at it before, unless I was ready to jump in the sack, but I couldn’t hide the bulge in my jeans from her – and she dwelled on it just long enough.

“I think I can find the time to do that. I think management would approve,” she said easily. “You know, good customer relations and all.”

“Great! Then I ‘ll see you when you’re done. I’ll be in the waiting room.”

“Okay Roger, see you later,” she said.

Forget about work. Now I couldn’t think about anything besides Doris and our little test drive. The videos I watched all had Doris’s face on them. My cock was really pressing against my zipper, and it was fucking painful. I needed to relieve myself, so I went into the men’s room and grabbed a wad of tissue paper and did the nasty. I hardly ever did that since high school. Shit! What was happening to me?

About an hour later, Jimmy appeared at the glass door of the waiting room holding a clip board. He motioned for me to come meet him outside the room.

“Well you’re car’s done. So I understand that you talked Doris into giving you a ‘test drive,’ huh? You lucky bastard,” he said in a low voice. “Just make sure you bring my mechanic back in one piece,” he added. “But I’m just wondering what kind of shape you’ll be in!”

The jealousy was oozing off the greasy, fat fuck. I was enjoying it. “Oh don’t worry about me. I think I’ll be just fine Jimmy.”

“Yeah well, after your little joy ride, be sure to come back and finish your paperwork.”

“No problem,” I said, enjoying the gloat.

Now I had to go find Doris. She was standing outside the bays in the driveway next to my car. She made an imposing and very sexy figure, leaning against the passenger side door.

“Ready Roger?” she said, more like a rhetorical question because she had to know what she did to me.

“Yeah, I’ll drive.”

“Good, you were also low on steering fluid. I think you’ll find a difference, and the brake pads were practically bare,” she said as she slid into the driver’s seat. She smelled of engine grease, some sort of jasmine perfume, and fresh cigarette smoke. The combination was a bewitching mix that had my cock doing summersaults.

“Why don’t we take it out for a couple of exits on the highway?” she suggested.

“Okay, that would be good. I do most of my driving on highways anyway.”

So I pulled out of the shop onto the main road in front heading towards the expressway entrance. I was wondering if this was just going to be a regular test drive, or something totally wild that my cock was hoping for.

“So tell me Roger. I saw you checking me out earlier. Do you always stare at strange women?”

“Well, we know each other now, so you aren’t really strange, are you?” We both laughed. I merged right and then accelerated onto the ramp headed west. My heart was beating fast. I liked this line of mindless banter.

“If you want to know the truth Roger, my dating life kind of sucks right now. I could use a really good fucking,” she said so matter-of-factly; almost a dare, and it made me almost lose control and I swerved to the side of my lane!

“EASY ROGER!” she laughed and said “Don’t go getting us killed. You’re going to have to show much more control from now on.”

“Sorry, I thought that guy was moving close to me,” I said, pointing to a car in the middle lane just ahead of me. She lit a cigarette and opened the window, blowing the smoke out of the car.

“ I hope this doesn’t bother you?” She said with a soft, intense Hispanic voice.

“No, it’s okay. Actually it’s a turn on for me. I have kind of a smoking fetish for beautiful women.”

“That’s interesting Roger, but it’s not all that unusual. In fact, I’ve heard it’s rather common.”

We kept driving and her left hand was rubbing the inside of my right thigh. My hands squeezed on the steering wheel tightly. Her nails were digging into my jeans, and I got a chill running through me. She reached into her bag and pulled out a small, plastic bottle of something and she rubbed her hands with it. It had a pleasant odor of coconut that got my heart beating faster.

“You’re driving just fine Roger. Keep it up. I need your concentration on the road.” As I turned my head quickly to look at her I saw she was grinning. Now her fingers reached for my zipper, and she pulled it all the way down, reaching inside and rubbing my cock through my cotton briefs. Was this really happening? . . . She unbuttoned my jeans and pulled the band of my briefs under my cock and settled it in tightly under my balls. She took some more of the coconut gel and rubbed it over my cock. I let out a long moan and hissed between my teeth as her soft, slippery fingers, gripped my oiled up cock.

“What a big boy you are Roger,” she said, clearly amazed as her fingers clenched my swollen cock in a vise grip, slowly moving her hand up and down my length. “You are making me very excited Roger,” she cooed above the road noise from the open window.

“Good, that sounds really good,” I said. Stupid, I know, but what else could I say. It was the truth. The way she moved her fingers as she stroked me was intense; like she was playing a musical instrument. Faster and faster she went, and I shifted my butt, so my ass was planted firmly in my seat. She bent over to me after taking a last drag off her cigarette and kissed my neck up and down. Her tongue came out from between her cherry-glossed lips and traced little circles on my bare skin.

She was jerking me tight and fast, and It didn’t take me long until I let out a loud gasp, and shot a few wads of thick, white, hot cum over my dashboard and between her fingers as she kept pumping me. I was seeing double and had to really concentrate on holding the wheel straight. She saw my struggle with the machine she had just worked on and laughed.

“Nice Roger. I wish that could have been in my mouth. I would love to taste your cum. We can do this again, but in another place next time. Then you can please me too, but I’m not too sure about that.” It sounded to me like a challenge.

“Oh? You don’t think I can please you?” I said, accepting the challenge.

“Umm, maybe, maybe not,” she said matter-of-factly. She finished rubbing me and took out a few tissues from her bag and wiped the white cum off my screen. “I have to give you your car back in a cleaner condition than we got it. Company policy you know.”

“Okay, let’s go back and I’ll have them take your car to the wash,” she said.

“Sure Doris. That was totally fucking amazing. I have to have you! Can I get your number when we get back. I need to see you again.”

“Me too Roger. I hope this can become a regular thing – I mean, you and me.”

“Definitely!” I was so excited. I’d have plenty to jerk off over tonight.

So we got off at the next exit and went back the opposite direction on the highway towards the shop.

“Oh Roger?”

“Yes Doris.”

“Make sure you put your cock back in your pants when we get to the shop,” she said giggling. “We don’t want Jimmy getting any ideas now do we?”

❤️❤️❤️


Two

_____________________

SO WHEN WE GOT BACK TO THE SHOP, we switched places and Doris looked around quickly. When she saw no one looking, she quickly kissed me on the mouth and stuck her tongue inside me. We exchanged numbers and she drove my car around to the wash. I went inside to see Jimmy.

“So you’re back. How was your ‘test drive?’” he asked with his mouth curled up in a sneer.

“It was fine Jimmy. Car’s humming beautifully. And no, nothing obscene happened – strictly business.” The last thing I wanted to do was go into details with this guy, and besides, I didn’t want to get Doris into any trouble or give the sleaze Jimmy an excuse to hit on her.

“Okay, if you say so. I mean she is sooo hot man!” The guys here can’t take their eyes off her.” Yeah I’ll bet. I finished up at the cashier’s window and my car was waiting for me outside, dripping slightly from the wash and dry. They also vacuumed the inside. I saw Doris under another bay, and she quickly blew me a kiss and I drove off.

The question now was when would I see her again.

I had to go up to Cleveland for a few days, so I called her and made up to see her the weekend after next. For a mechanic she seemed to do okay – she lived in an apartment in the city in a building with a doorman. She teased me over the phone about what she was going to do me – like suck me dry! My God she made me crazy.

When I got to her place I parked in the street. It was a Saturday night about eight o’clock and I planned to spend the night at her invitation. I walked through the lavish lobby and up to the desk. The attendant rang her apartment. She lived on the sixteenth floor. I heard her voice on the intercom: “Come on up Roger!” Of course I stopped by at a florist down the block from her and had a bouquet of assorted flowers. I wanted to show her that although I was a travelling salesman I still had some class.

I rang her bell, and when I saw her my eyes popped out of my head and my cock was throbbing. My casual slacks did a poor job of hiding my hard on which was raging. She had a big smile, and her shiny black hair was done up nicely on top and fell in waves down her front. She wore a tight, sleeveless red dress with a high slit up the side. My mouth was watering, and I deeply inhaled her delicious scents of perfume and strawberry shampoo. Her skin was smooth and flawless.

“Hi Roger. Oh wow, flowers! You shouldn’t have! They’re beautiful! Let me put these in a vase right away.” She placed her arms around me, pulled me in tight and gave me a long, wet, tongue kiss that lingered. I hardly stepped into her apartment.

“You feel . . . so soft and firm,” I said as I squeezed her butt cheeks making her laugh.

The apartment was magnificent and had a terrace that looked out onto the city. The floor was stained wood, and her shoes made a clacking sound as she went into the kitchen to place the flowers in water and cut the stems.

“So there’s a little Italian bistro we can go to around the block – I’m starving! Then we can come back, and I can show you what I can do!”

“Umm, sounds good to me Doris. I thought about you all the way on my long drive to Cleveland.”

She turned her head sideways. “Did you now? I was thinking about you too, even though the three nights you were away we talked for an hour at a time! Roger, the conversation comes so easily with you.”

“Yeah, I feel the same way!”

So we left her apartment arm and arm and walked to the restaurant. It was a nice, warm, May evening, so we got a little table outside and ordered. But first we started off with a nice wine. I felt totally at ease with her, laughing and talking about her past, her job, and she gave me some insight into her wealth. No matter how much we talked, there was always something new to talk about. Apparently she was a trust fund baby and lacked for nothing; only working because she liked what she did.

❤️❤️❤️
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_____________________

DURING DINNER SHE RUBBED HER FINGERS under the small table on top of my thigh, making me crazier. She poked at my cock quickly darting her eyes so no one saw, but I got the feeling that she wouldn’t have cared if anyone did. The whole evening was magical, and it only heightened the anticipation of what was to come next.

After dinner she seductively lit one of her long cigarettes and blew a stream of smoke into my face, making my cock want to burst. People were looking at us, or rather at her because she was the most beautiful woman in the whole place. I wanted to devour her right there.

When we got back to her apartment the first thing she did was to kick off her shoes and throw her arms around me, pull me in close and kiss me again. Her arms wandered over my body, rubbing my chest after opening a button. I was grabbing her ass, pulling her into me with both hands as her tongue snaked around mine.

“Let’s go,” she whispered softly into my ear, kissing my neck and sending chills down my back. She led me past the kitchen to a small hallway where her bedroom was. I looked around and saw some pictures of her as an Air Force mechanic standing next to a fighter jet with a wrench in her hand. There were pairs of lingerie scattered through the room.

The bed was an antique brass one which probably cost a lot. She promptly threw me down on the bed and started unbuckling my belt, taking my shoes off and then sliding my pants off and throwing them in a heap on the floor. I liked it when women took charge like this.

“I love this Doris; you don’t waste any time.”

“I know what I want, but I wonder if you do?”

“What do you mean? Of course I do. I want you!”

“Hah, we’ll see Roger.”

I had no time to think because suddenly my cock was between her moist, cherry glossed lips. I was on my back, and she straddled me, going further down on me, nice and wet. She was very skilled with the use of her tongue, and it circled around the tuft of sensitive skin on my base. I leaked out a drop of pre cum and I hissed, on the verge of cumming. Then without warning, she stopped suddenly and came off me. She leaned on both of her elbows and said, “I want you to FUCK ME Roger! I need it NOW!”

What could I say – I was confused and disappointed, but she pulled me and my wet cock up off the bed and pulled me into her. I pressed myself against the soft satin of her red dress and she could feel my boner, kissed me on the mouth and rubbed herself against me. But there was something else that I thought I felt. It was a faint bulge that was padded on her crotch. I didn’t dwell much on it because I was all worked up and no way in hell was I stopping – no matter what.

She grabbed my cock in her fist and began stroking it during our kiss. I had to hold back to avoid cumming which is what I wanted to do badly. Then she came off me and whispered into my face about two inches away from me.

“I’m going to give you the ride of your life now Roger.”

She turned and faced the wall and hiked up her red dress and moved aside the strap of her G-String. Her bureau was right next to where we were standing, and she picked up the bottle of coconut oil and handed it to me. “Rub this into me good baby,” she said in that lilting Hispanic accent that turned me on so much. I spread her butt cheeks apart and rubbed in the pleasant smelling oil and stuck my middle finger inside her and moved it around which made her moan.

My cock was throbbing, and I threw the bottle on the floor and slipped my cock inside of her nether region. It made her hiss, and I went all the way in. “My God,” she said, drifting off into total ecstasy, “You’re so BIG . . .”

I slid in and out and her sides gripped onto me tightly. It was better than any pussy I ever felt. She was bent over with her hands against the wall as I went faster and faster. She moved back on me, keeping a good rhythm.

Her breathing became spasmodic and short. Then I exploded inside her, the wet warmth of my own cum surrounding my cock. I came maybe two or three times, and my white jizz leaked down the inside of her butt cheeks. I slowed my thrusting a bit. I was exhausted. She pulled off me and turned around and faced me, kissing me deeply.

“Roger,” she said. “I think you know my secret, eh?”

Now my suspicions were confirmed, and I answered truthfully. “Doris, you are the most beautiful and enchanting creature I have ever met. There is nothing that you could be or do that would change the way I feel about you.”

“Do you mean that?” she asked with a bit of apprehension.

“Absolutely,” I said, staring into her deep green eyes.

“Okay then,” she said and slipped out of her dress, leaving only her G-String and her bra.

Slowly, she placed her thumb inside the front pouch and pulled down on the material. My eyes bulged at what I saw next – the biggest cock I had ever seen, and it was wet and sticky because she had cum also, but it was very hard and pointed up at the ceiling.

She walked towards me and her cock pressed against my own. I backed off and slipped out of my jeans and boxers. What was happening to me? If you had said that I would be in this position a month ago, I wouldn’t have believed it. But Doris . . . Doris was incredible. I felt love and joy for the first time in my life.

“Do you think you can please me Roger?” she said, for the first time with shyness and some doubt coming through.

“You’re absolutely beautiful Doris, do you know that?”

“I’m so glad! I thought when you first felt me that you would run away and never want to see me again.”

“When did you first think you wanted me?” I asked her.

She laughed. “The first time I saw you staring at me when I was working on your car.”

She sat me on her bed and her cock was bumping gently up and down on my lips. “So I ask you again, can you please me?”

“Totally,” I said, and I opened my lips slightly and the head of the first shemale cock of my life entered my mouth. I played around with the head and used my tongue to wipe around it, tasting the sweet/salty mix of my own cum as I did so. She moaned and placed her hands on my head, running her fingers through my hair.

I took her deeper in my mouth, and I was very wet, and she slid in all the way, practically choking me. She thrusted gently and I took up the slack, making a tight seal with my lips. More than just a sex act, this was love. I truly wanted to please her. Her hands rolling all over me just confirmed she felt the same way about me.

I went faster and faster and she made wordless noises of pure pleasure as I tasted her pre cum leaking from her tip. Now we were engaged in a furious frenzy; a storm of unadulterated passion.

It didn’t take long for her to stiffen, let out a long sigh, and shoot two or three loads into my mouth. I took it all in and circled her cock with my tongue while I swallowed. She pulled on my hair with her fists as I kept going up and down on her shaft. Then we slowed and I came off her. She pulled me up by the shoulders and I tenderly kissed her neck and lips.

We lied on her bed next to each other, and her soft, silky hair was resting against my chest. “I never want to be without you Roger. Having you come into my life was the biggest and best surprise.”

“Yeah, me too,” I said. Then we blissfully fell asleep locked in each other’s arms. It was my most unexpected love and also my deepest.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

_____________________

IN ABOUT THREE MONTHS I left my small apartment and moved in with Doris. It was the happiest time of my life as we each made the transition from being single and alone to being together and happy.

I hadn’t told my family that she was transgender, or “shemale” as she liked to refer to herself. No one had to know. To all intents and purposes she was my woman, and I was her guy. We travelled a lot; an advantage of her trust fund. I settled down and left the exhausting travelling sales gig for my own online startup in investments – something I was very good at, and the money came in.

Of course the sex was incredible, and we tried new toys and positions that would make the people in the websites I used to frequent blush. Yup, life was good. Very good indeed.
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