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Preface

Gina and Rick continue their intense sexual affair heightened by a mutual smoking fetish, and Gina’s discovers that Rick’s ultimate desire and key to his erotic happiness is to become a feminized, cigarette smoking crossdresser; dominated by Gina. She is only too happy to oblige Rick’s fantasies, and after starting out small, by teasing him with putting on lipstick, and certain items of female clothing; takes things much further one night when a friend of Rick gives them the use of his house for the evening. As Gina remakes Rick into a crossdressing alter ego, his feelings of guilt and shame are assuaged by the support and encouragement of his twenty-one-year-old daughter.

Part of Gina’s plans are to hire a Lady Boy from Thailand to serve as housekeeper, tutor to her two daughters, and an erotic human sex toy for her and the unsuspecting Rick.While Rick appears to have reached the pinnacle of his sexual fulfillment, Gina begins to sense some shocking revelations about her own sex life and desires.


Chapter 1

At Gina’s house in The Gold Coast, she was expecting the arrival of her husband, who would be home from his fishing trip – if that’s what it really was. With Frank, she could never be sure what he was up to. She had butterflies in her stomach. It was just last night that she had her “other-worldly” experience with Rick.

He was so powerful, in his looks, his strength, and she also believed that opening himself up to her and letting her “peek into his life” was a show of his strength, his manhood. She felt pleased that he was so comfortable being with her that he could reveal parts of himself that must have been very hard to confess.

It made her very wet just the way he looked at her, and the way he trusted her. She wanted, no she needed him INSIDE her every day. She got wet just thinking about him, imagining the tingle she got from his lips on her neck, her ears. The way his soft hands caressed her breasts. His hardness and her desperation to prolong the climax when he entered her.

Even Gina’s friends, the few she had in the neighborhood noticed a difference in her. Sometimes at work, she seemed to be distracted in thought, in conversation, in her own little world of erotic, and misty wet “Rick-dreams.” He was like a drug. Without him, she went into “withdrawals.”

What was important to Gina was not what the future held – who knew? It was the here and now that mattered the most. She was on pins and needles. She needed to be with Rick tonight in his friend’s house. She didn’t care what she told Frank.

Speaking of which; Frank put an ad on Craig’s List for the live-in housekeeper, and tutor for the girls, and they had six respondents who Gina would be conducting interviews this weekend on.

Unbeknownst to Frank, Gina also put in an online ad with a website that reached people in Thailand and Vietnam who wished to come to the US and be live-in housekeepers – not just any live-in housekeepers, but beautiful and stunning “Lady Boys!”

The only caveat being that they MUST be smokers and open to try “new and wonderful things.” The other requirement, one that would make Frank happy, was, of course, that they would also be competent home-school teachers for the girls. It was a tall order to fill, but as always, Gina was lucky. Gina received three online replies with pictures as requested.

The first two were very small and petite and, well, average looking. The third girl piqued her interest, from Thailand, and she sent her a plane ticket and planned for her to get a visa to the US. Gina would pick her up on Sunday morning at JFK International Airport.

After some ugly words were exchanged between Gina and Frank, Gina got her way. As she made quite clear to Frank, SHE would be the one to work closely with the woman since Frank was rarely home. Backing her up was the issue of some videotapes of Frank behaving rather badly at home, that could easily have led the police to intervene.

The control that she now had over Frank was exhilarating to Gina. All her married life she was abused verbally, emotionally, and physically by the fucking drunk, until Gina’s sister told her to install the video camera system inside the house – the feed going to Gina’s sister in Scarsdale, NY as well as to her.

Now, if Frank ever got out of line again, or even so much as shouted at the girls, he would go to jail – and as Gina hoped – rot there and be gang raped by his fellow inmates. Just the thought of hulking Frank being violated in the shower and made someone’s bitch in jail gave her goosebumps. Well, a girl can only hope!

Of course, Rick figured prominently into her plans regarding the lady-boy.

*****

Back to Friday afternoon at Wise Owl, Rick was pounding out prescriptions, and from time to time taking out his cell phone and looking at some pictures Gina had sent him. The latest one came at about two-forty in the afternoon and almost made Rick jizz his shorts.

It was a full-frontal of Gina. She was wearing only a full-length powder blue blouse; top four buttons open, collar turned up, with nothing underneath – no bra, no panties, nothing. Curiously, and an interesting touch; she wore her horn-rimmed librarian glasses that she wore to work. Now that was a big turn-on!

Her long, auburn hair was flowing along her tits, and she was holding a freshly lit Virginia Slims 120 very effeminately at shoulder height, exhaling, and tilting her head up, affording Rick a very nice view of her neck and breasts. The bottom of the photo just showed the top of her pussy, that delicious cave of delights that Rick had explored so expertly with all his tools.

She was also wearing her hoop earrings and a deep red shade of lip gloss, and heavy eye makeup – aquamarine mascara which matched her gorgeous eyes, and deep auburn eyebrow pencil. Her lips were puckered, and the camera captured a couple of smoke rings. It was such an exquisite photo that Rick imagined he could smell

Gina through the camera screen. He wished he could fuck Gina through the phone screen. He wondered if she ever went to work with her makeup looking like that. If she did, the male library patrons would check out Gina and not the books. It was like his cock was keeping time until closing time arrived

*****


Chapter 2

At about four forty-five on Friday afternoon a black Land Rover with three men in it pulled up to Gina’s house and Frank got out wearing a suit and tie. Hardly the attire for returning from a fishing trip, but Gina knew enough not to ask questions about what Frank did or where he went – even when she caught him in a lie.

Their whole marriage was built on a lie. He almost had trouble fitting through the door, he was that big (in lies and in girth).

He came through the vestibule (or waddled) breathing heavily, saw Gina standing in the kitchen, looked at her and said in his normal gruff tone, “So we got the interviews set for this weekend?”

Gina just looked at him blankly and said, “How was the fishing?” He smirked at her and replied sarcastically, “now don’t go bein’ a wiseass, I’m tired, I wanna shower and go to sleep.” She asked him if he wanted anything to eat and he said, “No, I ate dinner on the plane.” Plane? What plane? He said he went fishing, she thought to herself. Gina couldn’t help but notice the bulge under Frank’s suit. He was carrying his 9mm Berretta. Whereas Rick with a gun was a turn-on, Frank, (a bad guy) with a handgun was scary – especially Frank.

“How’re the girls, ok? Anything new?” (The concerned father). Gina replied, “Oh they’re fine, looking forward to seeing their dad.”

“That’s nice. I’ll see ‘em later after I get up from my nap.”

“You asked about the interviews. I have them taken care of; you don’t even have to be home.”

“Great,” Frank said. “I meant to tell ya’ - I got some business upstate I gotta’ take care of, so I won’t be home. I’m sure you won’t fuck it up.” Gina just rolled her eyes. “Oh, one more thing,” he said. “I won’t be home Saturday night. It’s gonna’ be an overnight, so I’ll be home  Sunday.” Gina tried to hide her “disappointment,” but inwardly said Thank God!

This is what passed for a marriage at the Schroeder house; curt, businesslike conversations on a “need to know” basis only. If the bills were paid, and Gina had an unlimited expense account everything was fine. Two things she didn’t have to worry about. The third was that Frank’s life insurance was paid up. In his murky line of work, you never knew.

As soon as Frank dragged his suitcase up the stairs, Gina texted Rick:

GINA: We’re good for tonight, Ricky! (wink emoji). What’s the address?

RICK: My balls are turning blue – you’re a wizard with that cell phone camera of yours! It’s 1077 Dayton Place, Glen Cove. Right across the street from the Meridian Hospital. Be there at ten, I’m gonna’ grab dinner out, and then I’ll be over.

GINA: Terrific. I’ll see you then! Try not to jerk-off; just yet (devil Emoji)

RICK: You bet! (-;

*****


Chapter 3

Rick closed the store on time and went across the street to Wendy’s to eat. He was hungry and so indulged himself. He planned to go the gym over the weekend anyway. Once inside his car, he put the navigation system to Tansby’s house.

SHIT!! He just remembered that he forgot to bring one of the two pairs of satin panties that Gina had given him. Oh well, I’m sure she’ll forgive me, he thought.

He texted Gina that he was on his way and would wait outside for her. The drive was about ten minutes with no traffic. He parked his car across the street from Russell’s house and lit a Virginia Slim and just waited anxiously for Gina.

He was getting hard already. This was a momentous occasion in their short, but passionate affair - the first time they would be alone in an actual house, not a cheap motel - but with a real bed!

At about ten-thirty, he saw a white Dodge Durango pull up on Tansby’s side of the street a few houses down. The evening was clear, cool, and the streetlamps in the hospital parking lot on Rick’s side of the street were gaily decorated with all the Halloween things - black and orange streamers, paper cats, witches, and pumpkins in the hospital windows.

Rick got out of his car, the colored leaves crunching underneath his shoes as he made his way across the street. He kept his head down, pretending not to see Gina. She, however, had a big grin on her face, and did a little dance as she approached the house. The clack, clack, of her high-heeled leather black boots making a little “drumroll,” announcing her appearance. 

Now, as they faced each other, Rick smiled. Each of them had a burning cigarette in their hands. “Long time, no see,” Rick said happily. Gina moved towards him, dying to softly kiss him and then drive her tongue down his throat. They stood outside Tansby’s house and did just that; Rick wrapping his right arm over Gina’s shoulders, pulling her close.

The feel of the leather, the smell of her smoky breath, soft lips, and the scent of a new and surprising perfume, quickly overcame him, turning his legs to rubber, and his cock to steel. As for Gina, she slid easily under Rick’s strong arm, feeling his rock-hard body through his jacket, with the sense of security and comfort it afforded.

They parted slowly, finishing their cigarettes. “Whew, that was a nice greeting,” Gina said coyfully. “You’d think we hadn’t seen each other for ages, and it’s only been, what, twenty-four hours?” Rick laughed. “Yeah, my friend Russell usually has his poker buddies over on Friday night, but there was a last-minute change of plans, so his house became available to us.”

Rick motioned with his head, gently held Gina by the elbow as they mounted the three steps to Tansby’s small porch. Rick reached underneath the doormat and triumphantly showed Gina the spare key.

“The keys to Paradise my dear,” Rick said and they both chuckled. She threw her arms around Rick’s neck, smirking in the playful way he was used to seeing by now.

“You have no idea, Ricky boy!” They kissed again quickly and opened the door.

Tansby’s house was a modest cape with the entrance opening into a small living room with a big-screen TV, a couch opposite with a coffee table in front, and a small kitchen just beyond. A stairway to the left led upstairs. It was certainly suitable for a single man or a couple, but that was about it. “So, who is this guy?” Gina asked. “He’s actually my AA sponsor,” Rick answered.

“Really! So, what did you tell him about us?”

“Well, he knows about my sham of a marriage, and he’s just a nice guy. When he offered me use of his house, he had no idea that I was seeing you,” Rick said.

“Oh, but then of course, you told him . . . did you tell him a lot of detail?” Gina asked with a squinty smile. Rick grabbed her about her waist and just said “I told him that you were unbelievable!” At this, Gina nodded her head and smiled. She took off her leather coat facing Rick slowly and deliberately.

What he saw shocked and turned him to walking jizz. Gina was wearing an underbust: a long black leather corset, laced up the front, exposing her generous tits, nipples and all, a tight leather miniskirt which beautifully highlighted her killer ass, and black fishnet garters up to her thighs that strapped underneath to her black satin open-skirt panties.

Of course, she had on her high-heeled laced black leather boots which rode just above her knees. It was a KILLER outfit, a total assassin, and Rick’s jaw dropped. She did up her eyelashes with heavy mascara and deep blue eyeshadow. She looked better than the pictures in the porno magazines he used to whack-off to as a teenager.

Gina strutted over to the couch and made a show of bending over to her handbag and pulled out her blue leather cigarette case with silver lighter. She caught Rick staring at her open-mouthed and just smiled wickedly at him.

“So, tell me more about your friend,” Gina said.

“Well,” Rick explained, “He’s also my psychotherapist and marriage counsellor.” Now it was Gina’s jaw that dropped.

“You MUST be shitting me!” she said astonished. Rick laughed. “I know. It sounds crazy, but he knows what a shit show my marriage is and I guess he just wants me to be happy.” Rick shrugged his shoulders. Laughing, Gina said “Interesting. I like this guy already - your marriage counsellor! Ha, ha, ha.”

Gina lit her cigarette and stared at Rick, dangling it and running her hands over her bare breasts. She then took a long drag, held the cigarette in her effeminate way and commanded Rick, blowing a stream of smoke in his face: “LIGHT UP - NOW!” Rick moved towards his jacket and Gina suddenly said: “NO! FROM MY PACK IDIOT!”

“Sorry,” Rick said in his most obsequious voice. He then opened Gina’s leather case which turned him on and lit up to Gina’s satisfaction. “Now that’s much better! You’re learning, my little slut!” Gina opened the refrigerator to look for something to drink. With her back to Rick, bending over the sink, Rick meekly asked her: “Is it okay if I take out my cock and rub it on the back of your skirt?”

Gina, without turning around said in “cig-cockchoke-speak” - “Sure, as rong as you don’tt jizz on my skirt, you horny ‘ittle fuchk!” Rick bent over her and smelled the delicious strawberry shampoo and felt the luscious, satiny softness of her hair on his face, combined with the smoke coming around from her front.

Now he was beyond recall. He didn’t even have to start rubbing his cock - as soon as he touched it to her skirt, it got very, very hard. In fact, her hair was so long - reaching to the small of her back, that he was able to rub his cock on that silky goodness too.

She poured a ginger ale for herself and Rick. Taking hold of his cock she said, “you’ll just have to wait on this a bit.” Rick was busting as they moved over to the couch and sat down with their drinks.

He couldn’t take his eyes off Gina, the way she was dressed, the smell of the leather, living the fantasy roles of his adolescence - the heavily made up whorish looking, domineering strumpet, smoking madly, and dying to suck his cock - but only when she said it would be okay . . In fact, in Rick’s mind, smoking with Gina . . . made him want to be like Gina. He needed a minute to wrap his head around that . . . Gina, was miles ahead of him.

*****


Chapter 4

They sat on the couch a while just kissing; at first light swipes of lips back and forth and then more serious, hungry tongues entwining each other. Gina pulled away, took a drag off her Virginia Slim 120 and kissed Rick again, blowing the smoke into his lungs. Rick pulled away and exhaled, his “meter” between his legs going into the red zone. Gina watched, amazed, and just smiled.

“Here, now do me!” she said. So, Rick took a drag off his cigarette and Gina said “exhale into my hair, then put your face up against it and inhale. This is fucking awesome, he thought.

When they fucked in the sleazy motel on Wednesday, it made him cum! Rick obeyed and his senses were overloaded - the fresh smoke, the smell and feel of her hair on his face, the site of her exposed tits, and the very sexy half-closed look of Gina’s eyes, going into an erotic trance of pleasure.

Rick was in heaven. All his fantasies were coming true; at least the ones that he was consciously aware of. Gina reached over to the floor in front of the couch and reached into her red nylon gym bag.

It had gained Rick’s curiosity when he first saw it outside. Gina pulled out a pair of bright blue skirt panties - Her and Rick’s favorites. He preferred those over any other women’s undergarments because he liked the feel of the satin on his cock.

Gina, eyes squinting, dangling her long, white cigarette barked out in cig-cockchoke-speak, “put dese on NOW you little slut whore! Oh! Before I fahget, putt on da’ lipstich,” and she pitched the tube to Rick. As Gina watched over him, fascinated at what she was creating . . . Rick carefully applied the lipstick, looking up to Gina for approval. “That’s good,” she said, moving her head from side to side. “Very nice.”

“Now,” she said: “I’m gorra stand heah and shmoke verry sexy for you, and I want you to jerk-off to me!”

Rick was all for it, saying: “Of course, my queen - anything for you.” Gina’s mouth curved up into a smile, looked at Rick and took a drag, holding the cigarette in her usual seductive, hot way, and said “Ooooooh, what a good slut you are! - so polite!!” exhaling smoke right into Rick’s face. He did as instructed and slipped his briefs off and the panties on.

“Stand up!” Gina barked. “Ummm . . . not bad, ok, we’re getting somewhere. Now, make yourself comfortable, watch me and fantasize - I want you to cum . . . when I give you permission!” Holding her cigarette tightly between two fingers she looked around for an ashtray. She found one on top of the TV and brought it over and placed it on the end of the couch armrest. Both she and Rick flicked their ashes.

Gina walked over close to Rick and kissed him hard on the mouth. He started to put his arm around her, and she said: “No arms, just lips now, okay?” “Sure, whatever you say,” Rick replied, wondering what this consummation of all his fetishes standing before him had in mind.

Gina’s thigh ground itself into Rick’s iron rod of a cock, and the sensation of the rubbing through the satin of the panties, and the fullness of Gina’s thigh on his tummy made all the hairs on his body stand up at once.

“I want you to take a drag, exhale on my tits (which were fully exposed over the top of the underbust) and kiss them with your smoky breath.” As Rick exhaled and kissed Gina’s tits, he smelled the new perfume, and the leather of the corset, with the smoke; all causing him to quiver like a finely tuned bow.

She pushed away a bit, playing with Rick - looking at him like a teenage schoolgirl with a cigarette in her mouth trying to look cool, blinking her eyes for him. Underneath the cool, controlled exterior was a woman in pure, unrestrained lust. Her pussy was like a dripping sponge; the whole erotic smoke ritual turning her to jelly. Still, she had to maintain the air of control. Her ability to dominate and captain this ship was most important.

The sight of her, with her perfect makeup job was making Rick insane.

Sitting back and reclining on the couch, he used his left hand to rub the satin over his cock, with Gina making encouraging cooing noises to push him over the edge. She pretended to ignore him, strutting back and forth, completing the picture by placing her handbag over her left shoulder, taking little French inhales, occasionally looking at Rick rub himself to her actions.

“Are we close to cumming now, my little SISSY-SLUT???” Rick was incapable of full sentences, and said, “Yeah . . . I’m  . . . . almost there . . .”

Gina barked at him bad-cop style: “STOP WHAT YOU’RE DOING - NOW!” Rick, surprised, complied with her request, and just looked at her. “I’m not done with you yet, not by a long shot!” She made a show of taking a last drag off her half-finished cigarette and putting it out in the ashtray. “I want you to put yours out too - do it now.” Rick was aghast - like what the fuck is she up to???

“Come on my little sissy, we’re going to the boudoir!” she laughed as she used the French name for the bedroom. Noticing his disappointment at not being allowed to cum when he wanted to, Gina looked at him, squinted her eyes, and just said “trust me.” She picked up her gym bag, handbag, and nodded to the ashtray. “Rick, please take that up with you.” “Ok, sure,” he said, knowing that Gina never disappointed before.

*****


Chapter 5

Tansby’s guest bedroom was simple and adequate. A queen-sized bed, a side table with a lamp, and now the ashtray from downstairs. Gina was humming to herself and placed her handbag and gym bag on the floor at the foot of the bed.

“Now Rick,” she said with a mischievous grin; “I want you to see some things I brought along for the occasion - for your ‘initiation.’” Looking Rick dead in the eye she said - “Oh right, what am I saying? The proper word would be ‘re-introduction.’”

Gina brought out two long-haired wigs: one blonde and other brunette. She chose the brunette, long-haired with a part down the middle, a case with makeup, a bright blue bra to match the panties, and a long, light blue cotton “boyfriend” style shirt. There was also a set of black sheer pantyhose with laced garter tops.

The finale was a mid-length skirt with a high slit up the side, and three-inch high heeled black-leather shoes in Rick’s size - an eleven. “You guessed my shoe size?” Rick said, surprised, after putting on the bra, shirt, and skirt. “Yes, I usually do get sizes right - it’s an uncanny ability I’ve always had.”

She laughed. “Suppose you wear this outfit to your next army reserve weekend?” “Uh . . . no, I don’t think so,” Rick said, laughing with her. To say Rick was surprised would be an understatement. Happy? Most definitely! Horny? Fuhgeddaboudit!

“Here,” Gina said. “Let’s light up first - come into the bathroom and I’ll do your makeup. But NO talking and no peeking. I want you to tell me how you like it once I’m all done!” Rick, excited, just smiled, took a Virginia Slim from Gina and she lit him up.

She threw him the boyfriend shirt and Rick put it on along with other clothing. “Oh,” she said. “You can play with yourself while I dress you up.” “Thank you, that’s very considerate of you madame,” Rick said playfully.

“There’s no chair in the bathroom,” he said. “I’ll just bring one in.” “Good thinking,” Gina said smiling. Rick placed his chair in front of the large vanity mirror, and Gina stood behind him, seductively smoking in her leather underbust, auburn hair flowing down the sides. “I used to do this with my girlfriends in high school,” she said laughing.

“How old were you when you first started smoking?” Rick asked. “Let’s see, I was like twelve? Thirteen? My mother smoked Benson & Hedges Menthol 100s, and I wanted to be like her. So, one day after I came home from school, I just asked her for one. I think she enjoyed seeing me take my first puff.

I got a little dizzy, but quickly got the hang of it. My father HATED it, so I think she liked the idea of me starting so she could have a ‘smoke buddy,’” Gina remembered, a wistful look on her face. “Besides,” she said. “I was quite hot, even at thirteen - I matured early,” she grinned at Rick. “The older guys were attracted to

me. They thought I was HOT!”

Rick just smiled. “I would have been attracted to you too. I would have loved to secretly watch you smoke and go home and jerk-off to you.” “I BET you would,” Gina said in a fake admonishing tone. “Now, face front, close your eyes - and no talking!” The point of no return.

Gina took out the makeup kit and meticulously applied the eye shadow, stopping every so often to look at Rick in the mirror and take a drag off her cigarette. It was a shade of sky blue. Next came the eyeliner pencil. “I should really shave your eyebrows off and use the eyebrow makeup.” “No!” Rick said in shock. “Please don’t do that!”

“Hahhaha! Did you really think I would do that to you???” Rick was ashamed of himself for asking. Gina continued with the black eyeliner. “I brought false eyelashes, but I don’t think I need them,” she said, critically examining Rick’s face. Rick relaxed and his boner was very solid by the whole process - the “transformation.”

He resumed stroking his cock through the skirt and satin panties, the feeling unlike anything he had ever experienced before. The thought of fucking a woman dressed like a woman, was the ULTIMATE AROUSAL, he thought.

It took Gina about thirty minutes working meticulously to apply the rest of the facial makeup. Next came a sort of swim cap which Gina placed on top of his head. The times when she needed Rick to open his eyes, she made him get up and turn the chair around, so it wasn’t facing the mirror. Last was the pièce de resistance, the wig. The brunette wig was extra-long, just like Gina’s, but black instead of auburn.

Except for the height difference between them, Gina had created a “twin” of herself in Rick. This whole process made Gina moist - horny as hell which came as somewhat of a surprise for her. When she was finished, she lit a fresh cigarette for herself and for Rick, and since his eyes were closed, she placed it between his lips. The thought of fucking a man dressed like a woman was her ultimate arousal as well.

Rick was solid as iron throughout the whole procedure. Gina reached into her gym bag for one final item - her iPhone and put on the pop tune by Rod Stewart “Do Ya Think I’m Sexy.”
She stood behind Rick, taking short puffs, admiring both herself and her new creation in the mirror; all the while moving to the music.
Rick was thumping with excitement and rubbing his cock with the panties. Gina, noticing Rick’s rubbing, spoke over the music and said: “I see what you’re doing. You’ll be taken care of soon enough - but DON’T YOU DARE CUM!!
Rick couldn’t wait until Gina commanded him to open his eyes. The smooth polyester lining of the skirt on Rick’s thighs felt wonderful, and surprisingly, although lacking in the breast department, the bra felt good too - good, but different.
******



Chapter 6

Ricks and Gina’s sexual desires were totally sympatico! Rick guessed he was feeling what any man would feel when his most supreme sexual desire was being fulfilled. My God . . .when is she going to tell me I can open my eyes? he thought to himself.

Finally, Gina said, still moving to the music, and in “cig-cockchoke-speak:” “Okay beautiful, open yur eyezz.” Rick almost jizzed on the spot! It was the most amazing thing he had ever seen in a mirror. TOTAL WOMAN!!!

Gina wasn’t just good with makeup, she was a fucking genius, thought Rick. You had to look really hard - and at Rick’s neck to tell for sure that you were looking at a male, and even not so much then. It really was outstanding work.

“Oh before I forget,” Gina smiled as she talked. “I have a little gym bag here for you to put all your clothes and accessories into,” she said, handing Rick a blue nylon gym bag like the one she brought tonight.

“Thank you - you really do think of everything!” Rick said admiringly.

“Wow Ricky, oou do clean up nyshelye if I say so myshelf!” Gina said, and not with a little pride. In the mirror, were two women: Gina’s head on top, and Rick sitting in the chair below, with an open shirt and a bright blue bra. “But we can’t call you Ricky,” Gina said. “Do you prefer a name?” she asked. Rick must have been thinking the same thing because without missing a beat he said

“Deena - with two ‘e’s.”

“Deena, eh? Hummm . . .” Gina laughed. “Got a nice ring to it - Gina and “Deena” it is then!” Putting the cigarette back in her mouth she said: “Iss that a name with any special significance for you . . . DEENA???”

“It’s the name of a woman I wanted to look like as a teenager, and smoke like too.”

“Oh sure, ok - I get it; cool! So let me introduce

my newest creation ‘MS. DEENA,’ SMOKING . . . TRANNY. . .  SLUT. . .  WHORE! How do you like that?” Gina asked as she bent over Deena, née Rick, and stroked his cock. Rick took a drag of his cigarette, studied how he looked with it in the mirror; the lipstick on the tip, and exhaled through his nose.  “YES, YES, I LOVE IT!!! I have never felt so happy before in my entire life. Strange, I feel . . . complete!?” “Don’t overthink it baby, just enjoy it!” Gina said.

“So let me ask you something then, DEENA GURL . . . Do you think you would suck the cock of a guy who came onto you and was hypnotized by your ‘feminine persona?’ Come on Rick, there’s nothing wrong with that. I won’t think of you as being less manly, and God only knows, with that physique, you are DEFINITLEY a big turn-on for me.”

Rick was shocked beyond a reply. For the first time, he was left completely speechless. For a minute, he felt panic like this is moving too fast. Rick thought he needed to take it a bit slower, but he was flying on autopilot.

Gina laughed. “I’ll be gaining a GURLfriend!” She gave Rick a good going over, looking at his face and his somewhat rounded hips as well. You are also unique in that properly made up, you will sure as shit pass for a woman!” Gina laughed hard.

“What’s so funny?” Rick asked. “Let me in on the joke.”

Gina laughed again. “I was just thinking, what with your military training and all, what would happen to some poor slob who came on to you . . . in, like, say the wrong way. Know what I mean?”

Rick shook his head, and looked at Gina, saying “God help him.”

Gina had Rick stand up, and he faced her, the first time dressed as his alternate persona; crossdresser Deena. Gina’s eyes were half closed; her lips curled up in a smirk while dangling the cigarette out of the corner of her mouth. She looked like a female gangsta.’ “Listen Deena my dear little slut,” she said as she placed her arms around Deena’s shoulders, “and listen very carefully.”

Gina took a fresh drag and exhaled in Rick’s face as she kissed him on the lips and then broke off. “WE are going into the bedroom and you, and I are going to fuck and suck our brains out. Does this please you my little smoky slut whore???”

“It pleases me very, very much,” Rick said. He took in the sight and feel of Gina’s breasts flowing over the top of that underbust, all the familiar smells and sensations, and the totally new idea of having sex dressed en femme for the first time. It was a first for Gina as well. Her arousal was intense; surprisingly so, more than with any other man she had been with. Her inward thoughts turned to could I be attracted to women as well??? The thought, while interesting, was of no paramount concern right now. Now, the main need was to GET FUCKED . . . By “Deena’s” COCK!

Rick locked his tongue with Gina’s as she ground her hips against his cock standing firm in the front, underneath the skirt. Gina sat on the side of the bed facing Rick, and she pulled hard at the snaps of the skirt with the  frenzy of a super sex-starved junkie that hasn’t had a “fix” in years; dying to get that boner in her mouth.

She had a cigarette in her mouth and very firmly said, “I’m going to suhckh ooh dry - Deena!” In a fever pitch, she pulled down Deena’s skirt and panties and replaced the cigarette with Deena’s delicious, throbbing cock in her mouth, taking “her” deep into her throat. For Rick, it was like water putting out a sizzling ember. It felt like he was waiting for this moment all his life.

Gina was furiously going up and down, right to the base of Deena’s shaft. She abruptly broke contact, made an “ummmmm” sound, took a drag off her cigarette and put her mouth back to work, smoke coming out of her mouth and her nose, all over Rick’s hard cock.

His eyes were closed, the cigarette hanging out of his mouth. His mind turned to all the fantasies he had of woman smokers and wanting to fuck all of them; all the MILFS of his youth. He bent his neck slightly to feel the silky smoothness of his new wig on his neck. It was crossdresser heaven.

With “cig-cockchoke-speak” Gina said, barely audible: “Ooooh cahn ummm now!” Deena needed very little prompting and blew his load like an inner-city fire hydrant in July.

With a desperation she had never known before, Gina sucked Rick dry, not even a drop of cum wasted on her cheeks or lips. She held his cock in her mouth and just massaged the underside with her tongue, and Rick remained erect - sucked dry, but erect. Now . . . things got very serious and hot. She slowly withdrew her tight lips from the shaft of his massive boner, sucking up every last drop of cum and commanded her creation:

“I want you to get on top of me and lick my slut-cunt good!” she demanded of “Deena.” Rick (Deena) helpless to disobey, got on top of Gina, and started gently kissing her belly button, working his way down to her bush, which was already pulsating and flowing wet.

He took in the nice, heady smell and went to work with his tongue; licking the copious amounts of his jizz that flowed down Gina’s inside thighs, as well as the “little girl in the boat” as Gina referred to her clit. She quivered with ecstasy.

He slowly backed off and put the two fingers of his left hand inside of her pussy and began moving them around in a circular orbit, making Gina see bright flashes of light. She never had anything as intense as this. Rick lingered, lowering his mouth once again, inserting his tongue inside her pussy, causing her to spasm like a person with strychnine poisoning. She moaned and gasped.

“Please Rick . . . I want you on top of me and just FUCK THE LIVING SHIT OUT OF ME!! PLEASE!!”

“For that,” Rick said, “you have to get on your tummy so I can ram you from behind.” Gina immediately complied and rolled over on the bed; bracing herself for what was to come.

She got wetter and wetter, dripping onto the sheets. She curled herself like a ball to accommodate Rick.

He was pressed over her back – feeling the silkiness of her hair, breathing in all her smells, the feeling of the laces of the leather underbust on her back digging into his chest and abdomen. His long- haired wig and the feel of the makeup on him excited him and took him to new heights of ecstasy – of existence itself. In fact, he didn’t think he could ever have sex again dressed like a man.

He took hold of her hair and pressed it up to his face, pulling it, tugging it until Gina moaned, cursed him, and begged him to keep doing it - “you dirty cum-slut whore, keep doing it to me . . .feels soooo good!”

Pain and pleasure merged into one. Finally, in the furious heat of their passion, he exploded inside her, showering her insides with his manhood until the spout went dry.

His new wardrobe, his new persona as Deena became more than a means to an end, it WAS the end. It was the culmination of all the longings of his life. It was freedom. Gina had created a new life for both until they became something more than either one could become alone. They lied next to each other, spent, happy.

The cigarette after this episode was delightful – a necessary accessory for Rick, the completion of his transition into Deena. Now, it was Gina’s turn to have her life changed, for good.

*****
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I hope you enjoyed Book Six of The Smoky MILF Seduction Series: - The New T-Gurl. Please leave a review or a “like” on the Kindle page where my books can be found.

Rick and Gina continue their erotic, smoky and raunchy sex-filled escapades in Book Seven: “Shemale Seduction,” which is sure to titillate you and make you hungry for more.

Check out my blog at Http/www. JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM

for extras and other juicy details.

You can also visit my AMAZON author page for my complete catalog, and please feel free
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JACLYN DICEY ❤️
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Here is a sneak peek at Book 7 - Shemale Seduction‼️:

The kissing continued unabated for another ten minutes, each of them becoming more and more comfortable and releasing any anxiety over the situation. The only breaks they took were to smoke and flick the ashes. Gina was very turned on by Suay’s smoking, and as Suay took another one from Gina’s bag and lit herself up, she offered one to Gina too, as Gina happily lit up.

Suay dangled her cigarette from her lips, not taking her eyes off Gina and then reached over and undid the buckle of Gina’s PVC belt and opened her fabric skirt. Then Gina, dangling her cigarette as well, undid the belt and zipper of Suay’s jeans. They were both breathing heavily and resumed kissing.

Gina started kissing Suay’s neck and made soft cooing noises, and Suay, giving a little shiver, undid the buttons of Gina’s cotton blouse and started playing with Gina’s breasts. To Suay’s surprise, Gina wasn’t wearing a bra.

She wondered if this was an American custom. Did American women only wear bras when they went out to elegant hotels or restaurants like back home in Thailand? No matter, it was very pleasurable.

The rubbing continued when Suay broke contact, put the cigarette between the fingers of her right hand, and resumed touching Gina’s nipples directly, causing Gina to twitch with excitement. Next, Suay swooped in and continued kissing Gina on the mouth - very deeply, tongues entwined.

Gina was busy with Suay’s zipper and reached inside her panties - she struck the “mother lode” - the largest, hardest cock she ever felt in her life! If she hadn’t known about ladyboys, or that she was with one now, she would have screamed and ran out of the car. Instead, she started stroking

Suay’s lady-cock up and down with the tips of her fingernails. Suay started to moan, and her fingers dug into Gina’s panties and found her pussy. It was very wet, and Suay found her clit easily. They were both moaning and rubbing each other with pleasure.

However, after about thirty minutes of this play, Gina realized they were in an airport parking lot - a busy airport parking lot. Panting and out of breath, Gina said sweetly: “Suay honey, I know where we can go and be much more comfortable, ok?”

“Yes Mistress Gina, where are we going - your house?” Suay said, equally excited and out of breath.

“Not just yet dear,” Gina replied with a wicked grin.

Gina had gotten her own storage place about a year ago. It was in one of those long-term storage facilities with steel gates that pulled down like a garage door. It was in Queens, just a short drive away. As far as storage units went it was massive - about the size of a regular suburban basement. Gina paid to have the walls broken down and two units made into one. Money was, of course, no object.

Gina drove with one hand periodically going to Suay’s elephant trunk of a cock. Suay just sat back in her seat with her eyes closed, smiling. “Soon we’ll be there darling; do you want anything to eat or drink?” Gina offered.

“Yes, please Mistress Gina, if it’s okay, I would like some water.”

“Of course, sweetheart. I need to stop for gas anyway.” Gina pulled into a gas station with a mini-mart, and after she filled her tank, she came out with two bottles of water, two sandwiches, and a carton of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. Handing the carton to Suay, Gina smiled and said, “Here dear this is for you.”

Suay gave her a quick kiss on the lips and said, “Thank you Mistress Gina, that’s very kind of you!”

“Of course, sweetheart. I think you’re going to like it here very much!” Suay just smiled.

The storage place was in an industrial park, and since it was Sunday, there was hardly anyone there at all. Gina pulled up to her own parking space  and they got out of the Durango. Suay Juu opened her suitcase and brought out a nylon gym bag which she brought inside with her.

They took the elevator up to the top floor, the fourth floor, and Gina and her walked down the long hallway and stopped in front of room 435-437. Gina smiled at Suay and unlocked the padlock, then pulled open the steel gate. Suay Juu whistled and said, “Mistress Gina, this room is bigger than most people’s homes in my country!” Gina just smiled and said, “Just wait my dear, you haven’t seen anything yet.” Looking around, Gina said, “Please make yourself at home.”

*****


It was truly like an apartment. For one thing, there was a bathroom with a shower stall, a large comfy couch, a brass bed with an air mattress, carpeting, and a small kitchen area with a vent going outside. Suay Juu just stood there with her mouth opened wide.

There was also a pool table, a  small kitchen table, and they both took seats, ate their sandwiches and drinks. “Mr. Schroeder doesn’t know about this place, and I would appreciate it if you told no one about it, ok honey?” Gina said.

“Yes, Mistress Gina.” Gina tried correcting her a few times about calling her “Mistress Gina,” but after a few times, she decided that she liked the sound of it, and stopped correcting her. After all, Gina loved being the alpha in all her relationships, but this one . . . was a bit “different.”

Suay got up from the table abruptly and tore open the carton of Virginia Slims that were on the couch. Quickly opening a pack and smiling, she handed a cigarette to Gina. Gina gracefully accepted and took a seat on the couch next to Suay Juu.

Suay clicked her lighter, lighting both cigarettes, and Gina leaned into the flame. The two of them just looked at each other, giggling and smiling. “Excuse me Mistress Gina, I’m going to the bathroom to change - I’ll be right out.”

“Okay dear, I’ll be right here,” a very aroused Gina said.

In a few minutes, Gina was blown away by what she saw come out of the bathroom.

In front of her stood the most beautiful and sexiest woman, (forgetting the large dick for a moment) she had ever seen.

Suay had done up her makeup like she had been doing it for celebrities for a lifetime - aquamarine eye shadow, thick mascara accenting her naturally long lashes, a fresh coat of the cherry lipstick she had on, and gold hoop-earrings, the same as Gina’s.

She wore six-inch black high heels, but they were more like sandals with leather straps around her ankles and up the lower part of her leg. She had on a leather-buckled bodice like Gina’s, with her tits very seductively exposed, a leather miniskirt, and black, sheer pantyhose that ended with a lace trim mid-thigh, her bulging panties below the skirt.

Gina was blown away and thought she was watching a model perform at an expensive Bangkok nightclub. But what was Suay holding in her right hand? Also, what looked like a long cat’s tail with a bulge at the end came out of the back of Suay Juu’s bodice.

She was holding onto a leather cat-face mask with cat ears and openings for her eyes, surrounded by diamond studs. Very slowly and seductively, she walked up to Gina and pulled the mask down over her face, imitating a cat by sticking out and licking her tongue and making it curve high above her upper lip.

Gina heard stories but had never seen anyone who could do that. Suay made purring noises and sat crosswise on Gina’s lap, placing her left arm around Gina’s shoulders. Suay leaned over and kissed Gina on her lips very softly. In a whisper she said, “Mistress Gina, is it okay if I light a cigarette?” “Yes Suay, you may do so; and please light one for me.”

“Thank you, Mistress Gina,” and with that the Suay-cat creature pulled out two Virginia Slims 120 Menthols from the couch and placed Gina’s slowly and teasingly in her lips, giggling. Next was her own, and she lit them both up.

Gina was already getting moist from watching every one of Suay’s movements - she was a professional. Suay did a quick snap-inhale and placed her lips on Gina’s and again exhaled smoke into Gina’s mouth, never breaking contact as Gina exhaled, obscuring both of their faces in smoke.

Their kiss lingered, exciting Gina, and frustrating her at the same time. Several times Suay pulled her face maybe an inch away, and when Gina leaned to meet her lips, Suay pulled back a bit, playing with her and giggled more. This was new for Gina - she was the one who should be in control.

Their kisses became more intense, and in between very sensual drags on her cigarette, Suay’s tongue drifted over Gina’s face, kissing, and licking her ears, her eyelids, the bottom of her chin. Gina’s eyes were closed, and she was moaning with delight.

Suay whispered in Gina’s ears, “You are my Mistress Gina, I serve only to please you and give my body freely for you to use . . .” This sent Gina over the top - Suay setting the boundaries of the relationship between them - at least in theory.

Suay stood up, linked arms with Gina, and strutted them both over to the pool table. Gina took a drag from her Virginia Slim and blew the smoke in Suay’s face and she loved it - trying to inhale all of it - hungry for any morsel - of anything that Her Mistress Gina would give her. It just turned Gina on even more.

“My dear,” Gina asked, “Where did you learn to be so, so beautiful, and sexy??” Gina regretted asking it because it sounded silly to her. It was like Suay was a drug and Gina was getting high on her and not making any sense.

“It is just me being me Mistress Gina. Now I want you to relax, ok, and we will have much fun.” Suay made a show of smoking in front of Gina. “I see Mistress that you enjoy watching me smoke. Does it - how to say in English - she muttered some words in Thai, and then said, “Ah! I know. Does it turn you on?” (She emphasized each word carefully). “Yes Suay, it does very much,”

Gina said with a wicked grin. “This is very good Mistress,” and Suay took a deep hollow-cheeked drag and pulled Gina by the blouse into her face and again exhaled into Gina’s mouth.

Everything Suay did was slow, sometimes agonizingly slow. She enjoyed being kissed and played with slowly, but her pussy was throbbing for some action, and if what they did in the car at the airport was any indication of this girl’s skills, then Gina was very happy. Right now though, her frustration level was getting very high! What Suay said next surprised the hell out of Gina and even scared her a bit.

“I am going to let you pick a word to say, a word of ‘safety’ that you will tell me if you want me to stop,” Suay said, surprisingly matter-of-factly. Gina just thought for a second and said immediately “Rick.” “Rick,” Suay repeated. “Okay, then that is what it shall be Mistress.

Now I want you to lay back on the pool table with your legs hanging off,” Suay said while looking at the bed. As Gina lied back, Suay quickly strutted over to the brass bed and brought back a pillow and placed it under Gina’s head. This was new, and it only served to make her pussy throb and ache and crave more for the python that was coiled up in Suay’s panties.

Suay leaned over Gina and slowly undid the buttons of Gina’s blouse and took it off her. She could not help but admire Gina’s bare tits, free of any obstructions. After that, she leaned over and the two kissed again, with even more fury than before; Suay’s tongue very skillfully exploring all of Gina’s mouth, almost making her gag, or was it a moan?

At the same time her hands gently played with Gina’s breasts, caressing, her fingers skillfully playing with Gina’s nipples. She kissed Gina’s face all over and then stuck her tongue in Gina’s ears, slowly, and delicately, driving Gina wild. Gina stuck her right-hand underneath Suay’s miniskirt and reached for the coiled snake in her panties.

Almost immediately, Suay obliged and pulled off her panties down to her thighs. The tip of Suay’s hard, throbbing gurl-cock reached to Gina’s belly button, shocking the hell out of her, but only making Suay smile. Gina grabbed it, her fingers barely covering its girth, sliding her fingers up and down its massive length.

“I think you are hungry Mistress Gina . . .,” Suay said in a dreamy moan, and with that she pulled Gina’s legs ever so gently, but with alarming strength down the side of the pool table. Before Gina realized what was happening, the tip of Suay’s monster cock was in her mouth, Gina’s tongue instinctively rubbing around the tip, causing Suay to moan “more, more . . . Please Mistress.”

Suay moved up a bit and now her gurl-cock reached almost to the back of Gina’s throat. Her mouth and lips were very moist, and she began an up and down sucking motion that sent Suay into spasms. Gina’s pussy was practically in pain, throbbing, waiting for some action and very jealous of her mouth which was getting the attention of that massive cock.

Their lips parted and Suay started sucking and licking Gina’s breasts, left, then right. She pulled her gurl-cock out of Gina’s mouth and started rubbing it on Gina’s nipples, its moistness arousing her even more. Suay, looking down at Gina just smiled.

Suay continued, biting her lower lip – Gina wasn’t the only one dying with anticipation. She moved up, placing her nipples which sat on top of the bodice into Gina’s willing mouth. Now it was Gina’s turn to suck and move her wet tongue around Suay’s nipples and breasts. Suay threw her head back and moaned with pleasure.

After about fifteen minutes of this agonizing play, Suay broke contact and looked Gina right in the eyes. “I think I need to have cigarette to continue Mistress Gina, if ok with you.”

*****
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