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“Okay guys, here’s an assignment I want from each of you. I want you all to pick a book in the ‘erotic literature genre,’ read it, and then tell me how you would approach it as writer.” The students all looked at each other and some giggled in embarrassment, especially the girls. “Now the purpose of this assignment is for you to get out of your comfort zones as writers and explore new material. Your papers will be due by e-mail next Tuesday, okay?”

At first I thought this was an odd assignment for a creative writing class, but Cashtown College was a very good Liberal Arts College in which I was a Junior, so what did I know? Professor Warren had tenure, and had a couple of novels under her belt – mostly soppy romance books she sold to a popular publisher of those books.

Here's the problem: The erotica genre happened to be a favorite of mine, and they appealed to a side of me which I kept secret from everyone. You see, I love books and short stories where a very hot older woman aka a “MILF” seduces young men who also happen to have a smoking fetish. They are hard to find with those narrow specs, but so far I’ve been lucky to find them. If I wanted to be truthful with this assignment I had to get over my embarrassment, recognizing it for what it was – a silly way of thinking, especially in this environment of sexual freedom of openness in action and thought.

As a teen, a few times I “toyed” with cross dressing a little bit, taking some personal items from my older sister Janet’s drawers and slipped panties on. I was about fourteen, and I also put on a wig and lipstick. It turned me on greatly. When Janet started smoking at sixteen it drove me nuts! I was alone at home, and I began smoking her long all-white cigarettes and then jerking off while wearing her cool satin panties and a wig. When she left to go away to college I lost my source of lingerie, and my fetish sort of “dangled” with no outlet.

I really liked a story I had just finished about a young man who entered witness protection after witnessing a murder. Only as a part of the FBI’s new program, he had to undergo a gender transformation. It was either that – or die. Of course, he had a smoking fetish, and the FBI agent in charge of his transformation was a very hot “MILF” who naturally “helped him along.”

So, I wrote my best analysis of the story and what turned me on. I went into detail (perhaps more than I should have) about that and awaited Professor Warren’s scathing rebuke of my paper. I submitted my paper via e-mail, and I was shocked to find no criticism or comments other than “Make an appointment to see me in my office.” Low self-confidence is a bad part of my character.

A little about Professor Warren. She is a gorgeous, shapely woman in her mid-thirties, early forties, with long raven hair and piercing green eyes. She could be poured into her clothing in fact. She likes to wear skirts which ride very high on her, stiletto heels, and is always heavily made-up, and the blouses she wears – forget about it! They show a plunging neckline with very generous cleavage always showing. Every guy makes lewd comments whenever she comes into class, and I know I’m not the only male student who wants to see her spread out over a desk, and getting ridden hard.

So I made an appointment to come see her at eight o’clock on the Thursday morning of that week. I walked over to the English Department offices in Culp’s Hall with my heart beating fast. I was embarrassed. I thought that no one in that class would be so open with thoughts like mine, or what I thought was my unusual taste in literature. I was expecting ridicule, a dressing down, wondering whether or not it was too late to drop out of the class.

I knocked on the door. “Come in Joshua,” she called out in her husky, very sexy voice. Maybe it was my imagination, but it seemed to be very mellow if it was to be a dressing down.

“Hi Professor Warren,” I said, sounding very shy.

“Have a seat Joshua,” she said from behind her desk, pointing to the chair with her hand. So I put down my bag and took a seat.

“I wanted to talk to you about your paper, and uh, get a little more information from you.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact I did. I thought your analysis of the genre was very well thought out, and I appreciate your honesty. I really wasn’t expecting anything like that from a student. You know, such ‘in depth’ and honest statements. I admire your courage.”

“Really?” I said, my eyes open wide.

“Yes Joshua. Tell me. I’m curious – what do you think of me?” Now in all fairness, my cock was bursting as soon as I heard her preliminary response to my essay, and I shifted uneasily on my seat, and my throat was getting very dry, like chalk.

“Umm . . . (she was smiling at me, sitting back in her chair and casually rolling it from side to side.) I . . . I think you’re a very attractive woman Professor Warren . . .”

“Please,” she interrupted. “Call me Gloria.”

“Okay Gloria. Yes, I think you’re very attractive.” There was an unmistakable smell of stale smoke in her office. She reached down to her bag on the floor next to her desk and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes and slowly took one out of the pack, placing the cigarette in the corner of her mouth, and lit it up with a thin, silver butane lighter, taking a seductive drag, never taking her eyes off me. I felt hypnotized watching her. The next words out of her mouth, shocked me to hell.

“Does this excite your stated fetish, Josh?”

I could see her aroused nipples poking out of the red-laced bra underneath her white, long-sleeved cotton blouse with the top three buttons opened. As she did a snap French inhale, her eyes were squinting from the smoke trailing up her nose and face. I felt a drop of pre cum leaking from the tip of my enlarged cock.

“Well Josh, do you have anything to say?”

“Umm, I thought I just did.” She laughed and looked at me. When she kept looking at me watching her smoke and expecting an answer, I said, “Yes, you do excite my fetish Gloria.”

She stood up from her desk and slowly walked around to me, her heels clacking on the floor. With her cigarette dangling out from the corner of her lips, she turned my chair around to face her. Her hand with her cherry red painted fingernails grabbed for the bulge on my jeans and squeezed it. I started to moan.

“How does this feel Josh?” she asked. It was more of a rhetorical question. I couldn’t answer.

“I know you love it,” she said, bending closer to me, exhaling smoke in my face. “And I want to tell you something Josh. I happen to have a smoking fetish too. Oh don’t look surprised. I realized long ago that I turned men on by my smoking.” She laughed. “Really, you’re such little boys. I wish I had a dime for every man who stared at me in public when I lit up, gazing in at a store window, or walking by as I smoked. I happen to view it as a ‘super power,’” and she laughed again. “How would you like to explore your little fetish a bit further. You know, see how far it can take you?”

“What did you have in mind?” I asked in a hypnotic trance.

She bent down over me, and our lips touched. She pulled off me and then placed her lips on me again, this time sticking out her tongue and putting it in my mouth, still holding and rubbing my cock through my jeans. Her smoky breath coming through, giving me fits and starts as it combined with the smell of her jasmine-scented perfume, and strawberry hair shampoo. Then she took a lock of her hair and rubbed it under my nose, and I took a deep breath, driving me crazy.

“Unfortunately Josh,” she said in a very low, throaty whisper. “There’s only so much we can do here, and believe me, I find you to be very attractive. You have somewhat of . . . of an innate feminine nature about you that I find rather appealing. I’d love to explore that further and continue our discussion – but someplace else. I was thinking of my apartment. In fact, how about this Saturday night? You can call it a date if you wish. I promise you that I’ll blow you away,” she said grinning.

“I’d love that Gloria.” Was this really happening?

“Good. Saturday night it is then,” she said, leaving my balls bluer than a berry. As soon as I got home, and ate dinner, I could hardly concentrate on my parent’s attempts at conversation with me. I ran right up to my room and jerked off, thoughts of Professor Warren coursing through my head.
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Until Saturday night, there was another class with Professor Warren on Friday which was a bit uncomfortable. Every few minutes or so she would shoot me these “knowing glances” that made me a bit uncomfortable. I had the feeling that I was the only guy in that class, or girl for that matter who answered Professor Warren’s assignment with such an unusual sexual response as mine. But I couldn’t wait for Saturday. I thought it would make all of my fetish dreams come true. I loved to go online and look at popular porn sites that featured the smoking fetish, and I actually became jealous of the crossdressing men and transgender women who were featured. I imagined myself in a video with her.

It took me about twenty minutes to find Gloria’s condo in a gated community alongside a main road. I passed through the main gate and parked my car in one of the two spots reserved for her.

I practically ran from my parked car to her doorway. When I rang the bell I heard the loud clacking of her heels on the tiled floor of her entranceway.

“Well hello Joshua, come in please,” she said very pleasantly, my cock bulge probably showing, but she said nothing. “Would you like to come into the kitchen and have some wine?”

I was only twenty years old, one year below the minimum drinking age, but I couldn’t refuse. She went to a cabinet on top of her sink and pulled out a bottle of Merlot. “How do you like it?”

Not knowing much about alcohol, wine especially, I said, “I’ll take it with ice and club soda if you have any.”

“Good choice Joshua,” she said smiling. “I think I’ll have the same.” She poured the drinks and said, “Here’s to exploring new ideas!”

A funny toast. Looking back on it, it was foretelling. She wore something similar to what she wore in the office the other day: A long-sleeved white blouse, top three buttons opened, but this time – there was NO bra underneath, and I could make out the darker flesh of her areola circling the two sharp pencil point tits that were busting through her blouse. Her hair fell down the middle, nestling in the cleavage between her breasts. I was starting to breathe heavy, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She smiled at me and took out a pack of her Virginia Slims 120s and placed one slowly and seductively in the corner of her mouth, watching me closely as she lit up. Now, there was no need for any pretense.

“I’m sorry Joshua, how rude of me. Would you like one?”

I had never smoked regularly, in spite of my fetish, except for weed – which I liked to do socially. But this – getting a long, all-white cigarette from such a hot woman, was too good to pass up.

“Sure, I’d love one.” My cock wanted to burst at this point. She was sitting in her seat with her legs crossed, the midi-length red cotton/polyester skirt she wore had a slit up the side and her smooth knees showed through. I felt like the object of a science experiment as she placed it first in her mouth, rolling it, getting her lipstick on the filter, and then she took it out and placed it first underneath my nose waving it back and forth; the cherry apple scent of her lip gloss hypnotizing me, then placing it in between my lips.

She lit me up and I took a deep drag, blowing out the smoke in a plume above her luscious raven hair. This woman knew what she was doing. We were quiet for a few minutes as we both smoked and finished our wine, then she looked at me thoughtfully, and said, “You know Joshua, I know a lot more about this whole fetish thing you wrote about than you think.”

I knew she was right. “I have a question for you,” she said. “What is it about that story that really excited you? Was it that the male character realized he had no choice to be feminized, or that he found he really enjoyed it after it was done?”

“Good question Gloria. I think what I enjoyed the most was that he was forced into it.”

“Humm, interesting,” she said as she stood up and walked over to me, taking me by the hands and pulling me up to face her. She pulled me in close and I could feel her thigh pressing my bulge through her skirt and my jeans. She smiled and took a drag off her cigarette and gave me a smoky kiss, exhaling into my lungs, with some smoke coming out of her nose. Then she pulled off my lips and said softly, “Let’s go upstairs to my bedroom Josh.”

I was in a trance the whole time – the wine having mellowed out my initial anxiety about coming over here. She led, holding my hand as we went upstairs to her bedroom. It looked like a college professor’s bedroom with one wall full of textbooks; mostly on the creative art of writing, and many on adult psychology topics, especially of a sexual nature.

The room was done up in pink, with a polished wooden floor, and a large brass bed in the middle of the room against a center wall. It also had sliding glass doors which overlooked a tennis court. “Do you play tennis Josh?”

“A little bit, but nothing really good.”

“Oh well, maybe when the weather gets a bit warmer we can play.”

“Yeah of course. That would be nice.”

I think she wanted to distract me a bit, and get me to relax, because in spite of the wine, coming upstairs made me a bit anxious again, my palms sweaty, and a little unsure of myself. She sat down next to me on the bed and got an ashtray from the night table next to her bed. Our cigarettes were about half-smoked. She placed her arms around my shoulders and turned my head towards hers and kissed me deeply, twirling her tongue around mine. Breaking off gently she whispered to me: “How do you like this Josh?”

I didn’t need to answer because her hand rubbing my clothed cock told her everything she needed to know. Slowly she unbuckled my jeans, undid the snap and pulled my zipper down as far as it would go, snaking her fingers inside and reaching for my cock underneath my boxers. I began to breathe heavy and pressed my mouth closer against hers. She started to moan, and grabbed my cock with her fist.

“My, how big you are Josh. I have to ask you. Are you a virgin?”

“Yes I am,” I answered, resuming the kiss.

She laughed softly. “Good. Then I think you’ll really enjoy this.”

She took her hand off my cock and pulled my jeans and boxers down until they fell around my ankles. Our cigarettes were down at the ends, smoldering in the ashtray, and she picked up my legs and laid me straight on her bed, getting on her knees, straddling me. She pulled my t-shirt up and brushed my bare chest and tummy with her long, silky hair. With a mischievous look, she slowly brought her head down and kissed the tip of my cock, getting it moist and painted with her cherry lip gloss. A bit of pre cum came out of my mouth and she smacked her lips after tasting it. “You taste delicious Josh. I want you to fill me up with the rest of your cum. I want it all over my face and my eyes in fact. I want to be the sluttiest woman you will ever have.”

If anyone could talk someone through an orgasm without even touching them, it would certainly be Gloria. She placed her mouth back on my cock, and made a tight seal with her mouth, and slid all the way down my shaft to the base, licking and slurping as she did so. At the same time she was rubbing herself on my thigh faster and faster. Her tongue was incredible as it painted over my cock and rubbed the soft tuft of sensitive skin underneath.

I couldn’t take it any longer and shot out a huge load of cum, not once, but three large wads. She took my cock out of her mouth in the middle of my stream and painted her entire face with it until her makeup was running down the corners of her eyes onto her cheeks which were glistening. She slid up to my face and kissed me deeply and made me lick her face clean of my cum. It was the first time I tasted myself, and I had to admit it – I liked it. She had swallowed as much as she could too.

“You are delicious Joshua,” she said, smiling at me. Her slutty looking face, plastered with makeup and dried cum in disarray was such a turn on, I was still hard.

“Here,” she said. “Let’s have a cigarette and take a little break.”

So she handed me a cigarette from her pack and lit us both up with the same flick from her lighter. She turned to look at me and stroked my cock at the same time. She had licked it clean of all my cum, and her silky hand was close to making me cum again.

“Do you like my tits?” she asked me. What a question! I loved seeing them partly covered by her white cotton blouse, and she opened the rest of the buttons. “I want you to suck on them,” she said softly.

I placed my head against her chest and went from one nipple to the other, kissing and gently biting them which elicited “Ooohs” and deep breaths from her. My tongue circled them, and she held me by the back of my neck as I continued.

“I want you to fuck me really hard Josh,” she said in a husky, low voice.

She laughed hard as I tossed her on her back. “No Josh!” she laughed. “I want you to fuck me in MY ASS!” With that said, she got up, took a drag,  and placed her cigarette in the ashtray on the night table. “Go ahead, finish yours. You can watch me smoke as you fuck me.” As she said that, her eyes grew wide and seemed to glow, and her mouth curled up in a grin.
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“My God Gloria, you are one wild woman! I’ve . . . I’ve never done this before . . .”

She laughed, teasingly. “Don’t worry Josh. Nothing to it. It will blow your mind. But then again, you’re a virgin so you have nothing else to compare it to, now do you?”

“No, you’re right,” I said, excited and embarrassed at the same time.

“Come on now, get behind me.” She reached into the drawer of her night stand and pulled out a new tube of K-Y Jelly. “Here, squeeze out a glob and rub it all over my asshole and then place a nice amount on that delicious cock of yours, okay?”

“Yeah.” I did as she asked, and covered her really well all over, and then I rubbed some on my stiff, hard cock, making it slippery and wet. I was so turned on by this and I really had no idea why. It differed from my expectations of what sex with a woman was like, yet I was drawn to her and this new way like a magnet.

“Josh, place your finger inside me and rub it around the sides please,” she said in a faraway voice that made me wonder if perhaps she was thinking of someone else and another time at this same game.

As I began to insert my finger inside he she began to moan and cry out. I went deeper and she started to shiver. “Oooh Josh . . . give me your COCK NOW!” she was yelling so loud I thought the neighbors would hear. Her legs were pressed together tight, and I had to apply pressure to open her butt cheeks. She reached behind and grabbed my cock in her fingers and pressed the tip up against her hole. It was just like teaching a kid to ride a bike – she backed up on me, getting the tip of my cock inside her.

Holding her spread out I moved my hips forward and felt the slick warmth of the forbidden nether regions of Gloria surround me with pure pleasure. 

Now that I had penetrated her as far as I could, I began to thrust faster and faster. The slickness of my cock increased my pleasure astronomically, and I began to moan and make unintelligible noises as I kept thrusting. She met all my thrusts, and I felt that I would cum at any second. Gloria stiffened and let out a deep sigh and I knew she had reached her climax, and I followed right after, feeling my warm cum surrounding my cock as I filled her up. Some of my jizz began to run down the insides of her thighs. I was so drained of energy that I leaned forward and lied my body on top of her back, my face buried in her silky, thick hair with all the luscious scents.

I came off her and we turned and faced each other, and she kissed me deeply, hungrily, looking for more. “You did just fine Josh, you were wonderful,” she said in a sweet whisper. “But I’m not through with you yet,” she said.

“You’re not?” I said surprised.

“No. Let me explain honey,” she said as she got up off the bed.

She was wearing just her open blouse, no bra, her red G-String was straightened out with the strap once again nestled between her butt cheeks, and her red skirt on the floor.

She stood in front of me as I sat on the bed. She lit two cigarettes and gave me one, taking a few seductive drags and looking at me in the eyes. Hers were half-closed as if in a trance. The cigarette was dangling from her lips, the smoke curling up her face. It was as if I was waiting for some kind of a show to begin.

Very slowly she hooked her thumb inside the front of her G-String and pulled it down. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. It was like some of my favorite online sites I enjoyed going to almost on a daily basis. I was in total shock and surprise – my eyes growing wide. Gloria had one of the largest cocks I had ever seen!

She saw my reaction and laughed. “What’s the matter Josh? Haven’t you ever seen a lady with a cock before??” she laughed teasingly. There was a moment of silence as she waited for some kind of a response from me. My mouth hung open.

“Gloria . . . I never, I mean . . . I just fucked you and I didn’t realize, I mean I never saw . . .”

“Oh of course you didn’t. I just tucked my balls away,” she said looking down at her small nuts, “While you were fucking me in my ‘bussy,’ or boy pussy.”

“You see Joshua, I selected you. I was actually kind of horny when I gave your class that assignment and I wanted to see if any of the students in your class would write about transgender women, or ‘shemales’ as I prefer to call myself. I transitioned when I just graduated college. Of course, I like having a cock and I stayed away from surgery. So you were the only one who not only read and reacted nicely to a transgender story, but you and I also share a smoking fetish. Like you I would imagine, I’ve had a smoking fetish combined with crossdressing since I was a teen. When I got older I realized I wanted to become the women I fantasized about. Does my story sound familiar? With you my dear . . . I landed a WHALE!”

I was still in shock, but the pieces all fit together now. She was purposely “mining the class” to see if anyone shared her sexual tastes, and she acted upon it.

“To tell you the truth Josh, I was surprised that you were the only one. Actually no, that’s not entirely true. One young man wrote about and loved a book about a married man who loved to crossdress and transition, but you were the only one with a smoking fetish.”

“But that’s not all Josh. You see, you’re special to me. You’re quite a handsome young man, and I guess I sort of fell for you tonight. You’re sweet, you’re polite and you didn’t turn tail and run out of the house when you saw my cock.” She slowly came towards me and ran the back of her fingers across my face.

“You also have, now don’t get insulted because I mean it as a compliment – feminine features – your hips, your slender build, and your very handsome face Josh. I think we could have a relationship, even though I’m a bit older. What do you think?”

I was flattered, very horny, and I had feelings for Gloria. She was also very clever the way she “roped me in.” I will admit I knew what was to come next.

“Josh, I think you would look very beautiful made up and dressed as a woman. Come on now, tell me. Did you ever ‘experiment’ as a teen with women’s clothing?”

“As a matter of fact I did – when my older sister Janet lived at home before she went away to college. I also stole cigarettes from her and kind of gave in to my fetish.” I said this without any sort of embarrassment.

“Oh see! So did I,” Gloria said happily. “You know Josh, we’re more alike than I thought. So after reading your analysis of your story I said to myself, this guy has to be just like me! Well, you can only imagine how excited I got!”

“Yes, I can see that Gloria.”

“So Joshua,” she said in a very low seductive voice, “Do you think you might want to wear some of my clothing and try it out again? You know, just for fun? I’m looking for a partner to be honest, and I really think you’d be perfect.”

I had to think about this and what it meant. I wanted Gloria badly, and if I could only have her by putting on some articles of her clothing which I would enjoy tremendously, I thought, why not?

“Okay Gloria, sure. I’ll do it.”

“Really!? Oh, that’s so wonderful Josh. We’re going to have so much fun. Now when can you come over again?”

“How about next weekend, like now?”

She smiled at me with that evil looking grin of hers. “It’s a date,” she said.

❤️❤️❤️
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That next week in class I had a bit of trouble hiding my emotions from Gloria, or rather “Professor Warren” in class. I listened to the other guys make up stories about how hot she was, especially after that last assignment about the erotica stories. They all wondered what kind of kinky sex she enjoyed and all of that stuff. I smiled to myself, because only I knew the truth and it was crazier than any of them could ever imagine – I was sure of that.

Finally Saturday rolled around and my parents asked me if I was going on a date with “the girl you saw last week.” I saw no reason to lie or be sneaky about it, so I answered truthfully and said “Yes.” No big deal. My parents were cool that way – they didn’t pry.

When I rang Gloria’s bell, she was wearing lots of makeup like last week and this time she wore a short denim skirt with her signature long-sleeved cotton blouse that I found so sexy. Like last week, she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath, and her tits were in a high state of arousal, poking through the material.

“Well hi Josh! I’m so glad you could come. I’ve been jerking myself off to you, and sticking a dildo up my bussy all week thinking about you. You drive me crazy,” and she cupped my face in her hands smelling like smoke and kissed me long and hard on the lips, and moaning through it.

“Yeah, I’ve had trouble in class keeping it together when I was there you know.”

“You poor dear. I can only imagine. No worries – you’re here now.”

“You know Gloria, I told my parents I might not be coming home tonight.”

“Well that was clever of you, because to tell you the truth, I have no intention of letting you go anywhere tonight except upstairs to my bedroom. Now, let’s have a glass of wine and a cigarette first in the kitchen, and you can tell me about your week.”

That’s one thing about Gloria that I grew to love – she cared, and conversation came easily. So she poured and we sat, talked and drank. We each had a second glass, and I was feeling very mellow. She led the way upstairs and I was shocked when I saw her bed. On top of it were clothes laid out, apparently all in my size. She saw me looking intently at everything, especially the black satin G-String panties and the bra.

“So you can see how special you are to me Josh. I went shopping for you. I figured out your size – I’m very good at that. I think these things appeal to you, no?”

There was also a long, auburn-haired wig with the top of it styled, and it looked like it would go down to the middle of my back when I wore it. I almost fell over when I saw a short, sleeveless, one-piece green satin dress with a nice low-cut. On the side of the bed was a makeup case. It was all mine.

“So what do you say Josh, or should I say ‘Jaclyn?’”

I never gave much thought to a female name before although all the crossdressers on my sites had female names. “Jaclyn sounds nice Gloria. I like it.”

“Great, come here.”

I walked towards her, and she threw her arms around me and gave me a long kiss on the lips, winding her tongue deeply inside me. Every time she did that it ignited a sort of magic inside me. I loved it.

“Now, get undressed and I’ll take you into the bathroom and shave you – all of you.”

I was hard as a rock and when she lit a cigarette, striking a seductive pose, I got even harder if such a thing was possible, which it was.

I said nothing because I knew I would go “all the way” here.

She ran the tub, and I stepped into the warm water, and she took out a can of shaving cream and a disposable pink razor and went to work. After “the usual” parts, when she held my balls with her long fingernails, I thought I might cum right there, but she was good – really good about that. I stepped out of the tub and dried myself off with a long, white bath towel. She took me by the hand, smiling her way into the bedroom.

Jaclyn, I’m going to make you so beautiful you won’t recognize yourself. Now get dressed – slowly so you can enjoy yourself. I want you to really get the feeling of the clothes going on you. It’s really very stimulating the first time you do it. Those times you did it as a teen were just practice dear – this is the real thing.”

She was right. I placed the black G-String on the floor and slowly stepped into each side and pulled it up my hairless legs. It was an indescribable sensation that sent chills through my body as the satin rubbed my skin. The pouch fit a bit loosely around my junk and the feel was electrifying. I rubbed my bare cock on the satin material with my eyes closed, imagining how good it felt when I fucked her last week.

“Ah Ah . . . careful Jaclyn . . . I don’t want you coming on your new stuff! Now, slip the bra on.”

The bra had a satin/elastic band around it and had firm laced cups. I placed it over my head, and I moved it around, adjusting it. I loved the feel on my bare back and chest. It pulled the skin of my chest together giving me the illusion of cleavage. Why didn’t I keep doing this after my sister moved out somehow? My mind was taking me to crazy places – like walking into a store like “Victoria’s Secret” and say I was buying some clothes for my girlfriend. I was grinning as that thought crossed my mind.

I placed on the green satin dress with relish. Emerald green was my favorite color. After I put everything on, she sat next to me on the bed and took out her makeup case and went to work on my face. Gloria was a pro. She made me into an auburn-haired version of herself, with thick mascara and used eyebrow pencil and eyeliner to fill in spaces that were lacking. The lip gloss and lip liner were a deep red. After her masterpiece was complete she lit cigarettes for both of us and said to me to go look in the mirror.

I stood up and walked over to the long mirror that hung on the back of her door. I was in shock at the reflection that looked back at me – I really wanted to fuck myself. The dress fitted me perfectly, and it was then I realized my hips had a natural curve to them. Perhaps I was meant to be a girl after all. I was as hard as a rock, leaking pre cum into the G-String pouch and I twirled the cigarette between my lips, coating the white filter and doing a nice French inhale. Gloria was smiling and laughing.

“Oh my,” she said. “I think she likes it! So what do you think Jaclyn?”

“Gloria you’re incredible.”

“So, do you look like the smoky teenage slut of your dreams dear?”

“Oh yeah! This is better than anything I ever imagined.”

“No it isn’t – I have something that you’ve never imagined! Come here,” she said, and walked in front of me and locked me in a big smoky kiss. The front of her blouse was open, and her tits were sharp and digging into my chest through my blouse.

She held me around the waist and hugged me close. “You look good enough to fuck right now Jaclyn,” she said. “Get on the bed.”

I got on the bed on my knees facing the front. “I’ll take good care of you honey, don’t worry – I’m going to blow your little sissy slut whore mind!”

She got behind me and threw the hem of the dress up over my back and moved the strap of the G-String around to the side of my butt cheek. She had a tube of K-Y Jelly which she got out of her night table; just like I had used on her last week. “This is so much better than spit Jaclyn. Spit is for whores who fuck in bathroom stalls.” I tried wrapping my head around that one. I loved the cool, wet jelly as it went over my ass and all the way down my taint. Then she rubbed some of it into her large girl cock.

I wasn’t ready for what came next – she placed her index finger inside my cherry asshole, or “bussy,” and I stiffened. It was painful at first as she stretched me, but as she rubbed her finger inside me more and more, I began to relax until it felt really good. I was actually dying for her, and a voice came out of me: “I want your cock inside me badly Gloria, please!!!”

She laughed, and pulled the dress up me farther, and rubbed her silky hair back and forth over my bare back. Then she spread my butt cheeks apart and placed the tip of her cock on top of my cherry. I felt her firm, fleshy head touch me and pull away – like a tease. I couldn’t take it, and I backed up on her and her tip went inside me, and I hissed – it was pain mixed with an increasing sense of pleasure.

My fists grabbed her bed sheets as she went farther inside me, in and out slowly at first, and then faster and faster. It was the most incredible pleasure I ever had. Being a virgin I had nothing to compare it to, but I trusted Gloria when she said it was better than a pussy. She was deep in me now going faster and faster. My head was spinning, and I felt a deep orgasm welling up from inside me and I wasn’t even touching myself. Gloria told me not to. She told me to trust her, and I did.

Gloria was moaning and digging her nails into my flesh, going faster and faster, her thighs glistening with sweat as they kept pumping me harder and harder.

“GLORIAICAN’TTAKE THIS ANYMORE!!! I screamed out quickly and shot out a huge wad of cum onto her bed sheets, my cock coming out of the pouch of the G-String, spurting not once, but three times. My head was swimming. It was my first “sissygasm.”

Gloria let out a high-pitched scream and soon I felt the wet warmth of her cum filling me up inside; so much so that it trickled out of my bussy and trailed down the insides of my thighs. But Gloria kept thrusting, and moaning. “Oh FUCK – JACLYN!” and she came again, adding to the load already inside me.

Gloria was spent, and I, surprisingly was still hard. I could easily go again. She came out of me and lied her head on my lower back, kissing me up and down. She turned me around, and we were both on our knees facing each other, kissing deeply, wordlessly.

“Jaclyn, you’re terrific. I’ve never had anyone like you before. I think I’ve created a monster,” and she laughed. “What do you think? Would you like to be a real shemale, smoky slut? Like all of your fantasies?”

“Yes I would Gloria, but only if you’re part of it.”

“Jaclyn I would love to be part of it, of your new life. Let me take you places you’ve only ever dreamed about. If you like, you can transition like me. I know a doctor who can start you on HRT. I love having a cock, and I think you do too.”

“Yeah, that would be nice. We could go out like a couple Gloria.”

“Yes! We could take trips and be together, and I could make all your dreams come true. Jaclyn, I have a confession to make.”

“Oh, and what’s that?”

“I made this assignment wondering if I would find a soulmate through it, and I think I did.” She stopped and thought, looking at me smiling. “You know Jaclyn, maybe I should write about us. Our story is so much better than any of those romance novels I write.”

“Well I’m glad I could be your muse, Professor Warren.” She laughed.

I thought about that, realizing now how her simple confession and analysis of my desires led me to her. I remembered something another professor had told me a few years ago: Be careful about the fiction you write about. It could come true.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn!

Dear Reader,

You can easily get more stories like this one.

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story).

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

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

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD

Here are links to some of my favorites! You can purchase these and other stories from here. If the links don’t work, just go to my AMAZON author page.

NO BACKING OUT!

FEMBOY FED

CUCKOLDING THE BOSS

FEMBOY CURTAIN CALL

MARRIED TO THE OFFICE BIMBO

SMOKED INTO TRANSITION

HER ODD SISSY

RAVAGED BY THE BABYSITTER

THE FEMBOY PLOT

HOT T-GURLS 10 STORY COLLECTION

CAUTION - SLIPPERY WHEN WET!

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE
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