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LIKE STEPMOM, LIKE STEPSON

A YOUNG MAN’S TRANS JOURNEY FROM FETISH TO CROSS DRESSING & SISSIFICATION


It was the worst winter on record; well, at least as far as I can remember in my twenty years of life. I was a junior at the time in a local four-year college, and now I was home on winter break, where I lived with my dad, and my forty-two-year-old stepmom Cathy.

My mom passed away after a long illness when I was just a senior in high school. So, when dad married Cathy last year I was genuinely happy for him. When you lose a parent, it’s not just you that suffers a loss, you have to think of your other siblings, if any, and of course your surviving parent. I have an older sister who is a married dentist with two kids, who lives out of town. So at home now, it’s just the three of us; dad, Cathy, and me – Roger.

Dad met Cathy from an online dating site for middle-aged singles. After texting each other for about a month or so, every day, dad finally got up the nerve (with some help from me, and long-distance prodding from my sister) to arrange to meet Cathy who also happened to live about twenty-five miles from our home on Long Island.

It seemed like it was love at first sight. Dad came home from his first date with Cathy, a dinner meeting in a restaurant at the half-way point between our homes, walking on the clouds. From then on, it was non-stop dates every weekend, and then trips away for weekends together, and finally, a week In Las Vegas. So, the wedding was last July.

Everybody came – aunts, uncles, and cousins I hadn’t seen for a long time, plus just a few guests from Cathy’s side, which me and my sister thought was a little odd. Cathy was never married, no kids, and only a few friends? I mentioned it to dad, but they got along great together, so what the heck?

Cathy didn’t have any family to speak of, and her guest list consisted of just a few people from her office – a contractor’s office in the city. By coincidence, my dad owned his own home renovation company, and over the years his reputation as a master builder grew, and he had a growing and loyal following. He wanted me to someday take over the company. Fortunately, I was handy; I liked carpentry and working with my hands, so in college, I majored in business with the idea of working with my dad after I graduated.

About Cathy 

Now Cathy, as I mentioned was forty-two. She had a KILLER figure going for her, loved to dress provocatively at home and at work, had long, auburn hair, almost down to her waist, and ample sized breasts with cleavage that always managed to peek through whatever she wore. I have to admit here that she did turn me on something fierce. I mean, come on, who wouldn’t be turned on by someone like that who wasn’t a blood relation? However, being respectful of my father, it was just something I tolerated. After all, I was a twenty-year old kid, with no girlfriend, and an average body. Yeah, I dated, but no one special, and no one that even came close to Cathy.

I have to admit that I am a horny little fuck, and I happen to enjoy going online and looking at different photos and videos of hot women, especially on xhamster.com. My routine is that I’ll come home from class, make sure that no one is home; and no one is home at three or four o’clock in the afternoon, go upstairs to my room, find some enjoyment online, and pull out the hand lotion, and let nature take its course.

On one Tuesday afternoon, I found I had left my laptop in the living room, and the sofa just happened to smell like Cathy. Well, I knew that I would get turned on by Cathy’s scent and viewing some websites and sitting on the sofa. Nothing more, just some harmless fun which would get me steamed up enough to be able to go upstairs and do the nasty. I mean, it’s not like I actually did anything with Cathy, it was just a fantasy, a taboo fantasy.

However, one thing led to another, and I found myself with my laptop open, and me sitting on the couch with my pants and my shorts pulled down around my ankles, stroking my already hard and throbbing cock. The smell of her perfume made it impossible for me to think of the website pics, and so when I closed my eyes, I saw Cathy, scantily clad, running around the house in just her bra and G-String. (How do I know she wore a G-String? Because when she bent over one day in the kitchen to put something in the trash can, I saw it right between the crack of her ass – that’s how). It happened to be black, by the way; very hookerish.

So when I finally exploded, my jizz shot was a three-pointer – it missed the tissues I had in my hands and went right over my head onto one of the Hummel figures of a cow on the lamp table next to the couch. Elsie the cow now looked like she had a cataract on her right eye. Oh FUCK! I’d have to clean that off. I managed to do a decent job with the stain on the sofa which I discovered too. I did the best I could with seltzer water and a dish towel (gross, yeah).

Cathy insisted that I call her by her name and not mom. She told me that I was a grown man of twenty and not a kid, so I could call her Cathy. She acted very proper in front of me. Yet I wondered if she knew how much she turned me on. Her body movements would suggest so. Maybe it was my hormone-fueled imagination, but it seemed that whenever she bent over in front of me, giving me a good look at her tits, or like she did with the trash can, letting me see her G-String curl its way between her butt cheeks, that it was on purpose.

She spoke in a very husky, low, sultry voice. She smoked those long, all-white women’s cigarettes, EVE Menthol 120s, which turned me on a lot too. See, I have a crazy smoking fetish. All the girls I date are smokers. Something about the smell of tobacco on a sexy girl, makes me crazy, and my cock do a jig in my pants. It happened quite often with Cathy, so whenever she was home, I made sure to always be wearing my jeans, never shorts, so that I could hide my pulsing hard-on.

One night, there was a very heavy snowstorm, and dad had called and wasn’t sure when he would be able to come home. He was on a job about twenty-five miles from the house on the east end of Long Island. He said that he might have to get a motel for the night with some of the guys from his job, and not to wait up for him.

It was really bad out. There was already ten inches on the ground, and it was still coming down, so we told him that a motel was the best idea. So that was it; he’d be home late tomorrow when the roads got cleared some more.

Cathy asked me, “Roger dear, would you like to watch a movie with me tonight? Your dad won’t be home tonight because of the storm you know. He’s working on the blueprints for a big job he’s due to start next week.”

“Sure, Cathy, that would be nice. Whaddya’ want to see? A thriller on NETFLIX?” What was cool was that Cathy and I had the same taste in movies; horror-thrillers, so I was looking forward to it. Also, I got to be able to sit next to Cathy on the couch, and be close to her.

Even though I called her “Cathy,” she still treated me like a son – always concerned if I was feeling okay, going shopping with me if I wanted to buy clothing, or if she wanted to buy stuff, and, I should mention, we did the grocery shopping for the house too.

I wore my jeans all day to school, so I thought I would change and put on a clean pair of sweats for tonight. I liked to sleep in them too. It was cold outside, and the heat didn’t quite do it, so sweats were it. Besides, I knew I would have a huge hard on, and the sweats would give my cock the freedom and the masking it needed. The stage was set after I helped Cathy clean the kitchen table and load the dishwasher.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_____________________________

_________________


Cathy made popcorn in the microwave which was a nice touch. She always thought of the little things to make a time great. “So, what would you like to watch Roger?” Cathy asked in that voice of hers. She could make would you please be a dear and take out the trash, Roger, sound like, would you come over and let me rub your cock, Roger. We decided on a horror-thriller about a midwestern rancher whose goats are being killed by an unknown entity that a Native American shaman thinks is an evil spirit. Meanwhile, the rancher’s daughter has eyes that roll up into her head and turn white like before any of the goats are killed. A real brain buster of a movie, let me tell you. Thank God I went to college so I could follow this amazing plot!

We ate the popcorn, and had some soft drinks. Cathy smoked her EVES and like magic, my dick was harder than a rock. I began to fidget around, and Cathy noticed. “Roger, is something wrong? You keep moving around. She looked at me playfully, and asked between French inhales, “Is there some girl at school you’re thinking about asking out?” BUSTED!

I had to make up some bullshit, which was only half bullshit. There was a girl in my accounting class – Lorraine, who I was sort of crushing on and wanted to ask out. I just never got around to it. See, I’m also shy around women, so that was something I needed to work on. I was also – tadah – a virgin.

“Uh, yeah, there is. There’s this girl in my accounting class I’ve been thinking about asking out; her name’s Lorraine. I suppose I’m just shy when it comes to girls.”

“You? Shy? Come on, I don’t believe that. You’re a very nice guy, a gentleman. I would think any girl in your class would jump at the chance to date you.” Well, that was nice to hear. I loved getting my shitty ego a boost, especially from a jerk-off fantasy like my stepmother.

“Thanks Cathy, that’s nice to hear. Maybe I’ll ask her out to a movie or something this weekend.”

“That’s good. It really is. Come on Roger,” she said, giving me a playful bump in the arm, I just know she’d love to go out with you. Maybe I can give you some lessons before your date.”

“Lessons?” I said, a bit embarrassed. What was I – sixteen?

“Well,” she laughed. “I guess you’re right. I keep forgetting that you’re a handsome man of twenty.”

Wow, she kept the compliments coming. My cock was getting painfully swollen by now.

Cathy worked a full day, and I supposed she was getting tired; it took her a long time to get home due to the storm, and her eyes kept closing. Soon, she was resting against me, her head on my shoulders, and her smoky/perfume smelling silky hair was on my cheek. I thought I might even cum without any prompting. She was wearing the same mid-length black skirt she wore to work today, with the high slit going up the side. I had a great birds eye view of her cleavage too.

Then, the totally unexpected happened. Her hand, which minutes before had crushed out a cigarette, was resting on my lap! If not for about an inch of material, my boner would be in Cathy’s hand. I was very glad at this point that I wasn’t calling her “mom.” I wasn’t even paying attention to the shitty movie, even the part where the rancher’s daughter was levitating in her bedroom with her father and the shaman looking on. I’d seen this part in the trailer a zillion times. How the fuck did this movie ever get to be number two on NETFLIX? My focus was on the attention my cock was getting from Cathy’s hand brushing it.

Cathy suddenly woke up when a crash of thunder happened in the movie, as the possessed rancher’s daughter caught the shaman in a staring contest. I wished I had something to throw at the screen, but the remote was on Cathy’s side.

It wasn’t her head on my shoulder or her hair on my cheek that surprised her when she woke up, but it was her hand on my crotch that gave her a start.

“Oooh, I’m sorry Roger,” she said, feigning surprise and pulling her hand away quickly. She looked me right in the eyes and said, “Did I hurt you Roger? I’m so sorry, I must’ve fallen asleep. I had a hard day today.” Hard day indeed. I could say the same thing for my cock.

“Oh no, no, Cathy, it’s fine. Yeah, you did fall asleep. The movie kind of sucks anyway.”

Then she grabbed me by the shoulders and looked me right in the eyes. “You’re sure now . . . I didn’t hurt, you know – I didn’t cause you any discomfort?”

I swallowed hard, and said, “No, I’m fine, really.”

“You’re an attractive young man, Roger, you know. I wouldn’t like to think I hurt you.” Now her expression turned to a smirk. I had no idea where this was going, but I liked it.

She stood up and stretched. “Well, I’m going to bed now. With your father away from the house at night, I just hope I can fall asleep,” she said, giving me an unmistakable look of desire.

“Okay Cathy, well, good night. I’m just gonna stay up and watch some more TV.”

“That’s a good boy,” in that same sultry, ultra-sexy, cat-like voice. Then she leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the lips, but she lingered for just a second more, causing me to stir. “Nighty night Roger,” she said, winking at me - and walked slowly, wiggling that perfect ass into the bedroom.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

______________________________

________________


Ithought I was hit by a Mack Truck. Holy shit! Did what I think just happened, actually happen? Damn straight it did. There was no escaping it. Cathy, my stepmother, had made a pass at me. Fuck – now what was I gonna do? I would play it cool, that’s what. I would never tell my friends about this, or anyone for that matter. Then my dad called again. Since the job he was working on wasn’t finished, he and the other guys thought that they would just stay out there for the rest of the week until the job was done. He said he’d be home probably late on Sunday.

I would wait until tomorrow before I would tell Cathy the good news. The fact that we still had power was a miracle. And . . . I was home alone – with Cathy.

I was horny as fuck; my cock was raging for attention. I looked at the ashtray. There was a half-smoked cigarette in the ashtray with Cathy’s lipstick on it. I picked it up and sniffed it. It smelled like a mixture of smoke of course, and her perfume and cherry lip gloss. My boner was screaming.

So, I picked up her cigarette and stuck it in my mouth. Next to the ashtray was her silver butane lighter. There was also her black leather shoulder bag on the table. I picked it up, the half-smoked cigarette in my mouth and peeked into her bag. There was also a pack of her EVE 120 Menthols in her bag. I flipped the top open and saw it was about three-quarters full.

I decided to go a bit further now. I took a couple of Kleenex tissues out of the box that were on the table. My heart started beating rapidly. Here’s where it gets really twisted. Her suit jacket was hung on a dining room chair. I went and got it and put it up to my nose and sniffed. It smelled naturally, like Cathy, her perfume and smoke. There were even a few strands of her auburn hair on it.

I lay back on the couch, the unlit half - cigarette in my mouth, and pulled down the top of my sweatpants and my boxers. My engorged cock popped out. I took her black suit jacket and rubbed it over the tip of my cock, being very, very, careful not to get a drop of my pre-cum on the smooth polyester lining. Oh my God, this was great. I wasn’t even thinking about getting caught. That’s how overpowering this “fetish-thing” was. Then, I began to rub it very lightly over the sensitive tuft on the underside of my cock.

Next, I reached for the butane lighter and flicked it to life. I lit up the cigarette in my mouth, and keeping it there, I took my first drag, as the cigarette glowed orange in the dimly lit room, illuminated only by the TV.

I had smoked pot before, so I knew I wouldn’t choke, and I was able to take a full inhale, and do a French inhale, just like Cathy did; the memory of her sultry voice playing in my head driving me absolutely crazy. Since I wasn’t used to nicotine, I got a little light-headed, but that was ok. I took the cigarette out of my mouth and held it like Cathy did, between my index and middle finger. I put the cigarette back in my mouth and continued rubbing my cock on the polyester. I became giddy with excitement as I thought about what it would be like to actually be a HOT, sultry, sexy, mess of a woman; a real cum-slut with my long hair all messed up, and cum dripping down my face.

This was crazy – Was I thinking that I would actually like to cross-dress? Most people go through this phase in their teens, don’t they? I didn’t care, I was having the best time now. I couldn’t take it anymore; I was puffing away, and the cigarette was almost finished. So, I stopped rubbing myself, and squeezed my cock tip into the Kleenex tissues balled up in my hand to squeeze the pre cum and dry my cock tip off. I checked the jacket, and it was dry. Now, the question was – would I have been doing this if Cathy hadn’t put her head on my shoulder, placed her hand on my crotch, and kissed me on the lips and giving me a suggestive wink? Probably not. But the fact is she did, so I rationalized doing what I was doing.

I crushed the cigarette out, and I looked at her black bag just sitting on the couch where I placed it next to me. I reached over for it and took out the open pack of EVEs. I smelled the length of the long cigarette, and it smelled great, the menthol, vestiges of her perfume. My cock was doing a war dance, and I swear if I kept up doing only that, that I would cum all over everything.

You see, I didn’t want to just fuck Cathy, or be like Cathy, I wanted to become Cathy! It doesn’t sound sick if you get what I mean if you’ve ever had a strong fetish. Then, I placed the long cigarette between my lips, but I was thinking that something was missing. Aha! Now I knew what it was, and my heart started to race again. It was her lipstick. I needed it to complete the fantasy.

Once again, I reached for her open bag and took out the tube of her cherry lip gloss. I licked my lips to moisturized them a bit, then I carefully applied the lipstick to myself for the first time. It felt wonderful gliding over my lips, and the smell and the taste was overpowering.

Now I placed the cigarette in my lips and took the butane lighter and lit up my first full cigarette. I exhaled through my nose and watched the smoke waft around the length of the cigarette past the orange tip. I resumed my rubbing with the polyester lining. I whispered to myself, calling myself a slut, a whore, and I even said – swear to God – I want to taste a cock, imitating one of the women in the YOUTUBE videos I loved so well. Truth is, I really did want to suck a cock, as well as take one up my ass. Thinking I was crazy, or going insane didn’t even enter the picture.

I let the cigarette dangle, and I dragged, and picked up the handbag, and blew it full of smoke. I kept stroking myself, as I watch the smoke waft out of the open black, leather bag of Cathy. Cathy, my goddess divine, the object of who I wanted to be – and, as iffy as it was, the one I wanted to fuck the most.

It came to the point of no return. When the EVE was about three-quarters down, I shot the biggest load of cum I ever did in my life, being quick to pull away her suit jacket and place the KLEENEX over my cock. But I had so much jizz, that some even dripped onto the leg of my sweat pants. I finished the cigarette slowly, and the realization hit me that I was really a budding transvestite, or maybe even a full one at this point. I wasn’t aware of any metering device to test my hypothesis.

I held the tissue close to my cock tip, and squeezed my large, still erect shaft. Waves or orgasm still washed over me, and with it a few more drops of cum. The cigarette was almost finished and burning in my mouth. My eyes were closed, and I was laughing to myself, totally lost in a new-found bliss.

When I opened my eyes, I saw a silhouette standing in the doorframe across the living room. It was Cathy. I remember that instant in time well. My erection stayed frozen in time, and I actually thought I was going to die of shame.

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING ROGER???” Cathy asked, turning on the living room track lights, and taking in the sight of me in all my fetish glory. “I was falling asleep, and I thought I smelled smoke, so I came out here to see what’s going on,” she said surprised, but strangely, not angry.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_____________________________

________________


So, I guess it’s like a self-degrading, but at the same time a very pleasurable experience,” I said, after the first few awkward and most terrifying moments of my life where I thought I might be arrested or possibly even murdered. I wasn’t worried about what my father would think because I was sure that Cathy would never tell him; this would stay between us.

I explained everything to Cathy – the fetish, the lipstick, the smoking for the first time, and my complete shame at what had occurred. I felt like I was going to burst out in tears at any moment, then go into my room, take out a pretend gun and pretend shoot myself. This was, looking back on it now, the most embarrassing and cathartic experience of my short twenty years on this earth.

But Cathy was quick to comfort me and let me cry on her shoulder. She was very sympathetic, maybe I thought, a little too sympathetic. After all my blubbering and explaining, and telling her that my dad wouldn’t be home until tomorrow evening, she shushed me, calmed me down by rubbing my back, lit a cigarette, and looked me in the eyes.

First, she put me at ease. “Would you like a cigarette, Roger dear,” she said just like a mother would.

In a meek, timid voice, I said, “Yes please, if you think you can spare one. I’m sorry about stealing one.” I didn’t tell her about the half-smoked one, but I think she knew.

“No Roger, it’s okay, don’t be sorry. Look, I want to tell you something. Now listen carefully, all right?”

“Sure,” I said, my head down. Even though she saw me, I was still ashamed about wearing her lip gloss.

“When I was in my mid-twenties,” she began, in the voice that made me instantly hard again, “I dated a guy named Milan. One thing led to another, and he ended up moving into my apartment in the city with me. After a couple of months, I started to notice that certain items of my clothing, including lingerie, were either missing, or ‘misplaced,’ okay? At first, I thought nothing of it. the sex between us was great, we got along fine, but I wanted to try a little experiment.

I went to VICTORIA’S SECRET, and bought some very sexy lingerie, and some accessories, let’s say. I made sure to put my new satin G-String in a place where I knew I would remember it. When I went to work, and came home later in the day, I noticed that the G-String had been moved, and some of my cigarettes were missing. There was also a trace of lipstick on one of my blouses that I knew I couldn’t possibly have put there.

Finally, I confronted Milan. He told me that he had a couple of fetishes, and he thought he might be a cross dresser, and might even possibly want to be a woman full-time. He told me he loved me but that he was powerless over this ‘compulsion’ of his. He also told me that I was his role model, his object of desire, and when he masturbated with my clothing, he only thought of me. Then he asked me if I would care to have sex with him while he was wearing my clothes and smoking my cigarettes. Well, let me tell you that the thought of it turned me on something fierce, and I was all into it. For several years, I indulged this compulsion of his, and he even bought his own clothes, with my help of course, and things went along swimmingly. But then one day, he told me that he had to move on, and fell in love with another cross dresser. But by now, Milan was doing this full time, adopted a woman’s name, calling himself ‘Marie,’ and thinking of transitioning.

Of course, I was devastated, angry even, but I knew I couldn’t stop him, and that it was all for the best. So Milan slash Marie moved out and moved in with his new friend. So, I want you to understand, Roger dear, that I totally get it, have even read extensively about it, and you have nothing to worry about. Of course, you may smoke in the house anytime you like, and don’t worry about the cigarettes. Everything’s cool. Now there is something else I’d like to discuss with you.”

So that was it. After that little speech, I was over my shame. Now things got really interesting. Things that might only happen when the master of the house was away for the night.

Cathy sat next to me on the couch. “Do you have anything to say, Roger dear?”

“Wow, that’s some story Cathy,” I said, somewhat relieved because it seemed that she got it. But now what? “What was it you wanted to discuss with me?”

“In a way, Roger dear, I miss what it was like indulging Milan and his fantasies, (I was listening with two heads – the one on my shoulders and the one now straining very hard to come out of my pants) so now, I can see that I may be able to continue along the same lines with you.” There was a moment of stunned silence as I took this in. Cathy was smiling at me.

“Come now Roger, I see the way you’ve always looked at me, and I know I turn you on. At first, I would be in denial for obvious reasons. I would never do anything to hurt your dad, but at the same time, I have needs that only you can relieve. I know you liked it before when I had my hand on your cock through your sweatpants – am I right?”

So, she wasn’t really sleeping. The time for playing pretend was over. “Yes Cathy, you did, er, I mean yes, you do turn me on,” says the twenty-year old man with lipstick on his face, his sweatpants lowered, and his cock hanging out to the gorgeous forty-two-year-old stepmother.

Before I could say anything else, Cathy was leaning in towards me, and kissing me, her tongue poking out from between her lips, and making its way slowly into my mouth. I pulled away from Cathy for a second; I remembered to tell her about dad.

“Why did you pull away Roger?” Cathy asked, a bit stunned.

“Uh, I forgot to tell you that dad called and instead of going back and forth to work this week because of the weather, he and the guys are getting motel rooms near the job. He says he’ll be home late Sunday.”

Cathy rolled her eyes, gave a very naughty smile, and said nonchalantly; “Well, I guess that just gives us some more time to play, now, doesn’t it?” She laughed, as if we were two kids who just found out we were going to Disney World.

“Now shut up and kiss me,” she said, laughing. I was off from school, and the thought of being with Cathy every night for the rest of the week was too good to pass up. I was giddy for my good fortune, and any guilt I may have had from being with Cathy was completely gone.

The taste of her smoky breath and cherry lip gloss mingled with what I had on my lips already, and my tongue wrapped itself around hers, rubbing from side to side. She purred between kisses and placed her hand back on my cock, where she had left it just a few hours ago. She grabbed the back of my hair in a fist, and pulled and pushed while she kissed me. Her hand now reached underneath the waistband of my sweats and my boxers and pulled my cock out. She broke off, holding it in her hand and admiring it.

“Roger, I’ve always imagined what this cock would look like for real, ever since the night of your father’s and my wedding when you danced with me and I ‘accidentally’ bumped up against your crotch, remember?”

“Yes, you did that on purpose??” I asked in shock.

“Of course, I did, silly. I’ve been dropping little hints since last summer, didn’t you know?”

Looking back on it now, Cathy was right. “Yes, I guess I did, but I was too embarrassed to bring it up.”

“Humm, I should have taken you long ago then.”

Her admission of wanting me only turned me on more, and now I placed my hands underneath the silky hair flowing down the back of her neck, and gently rubbed the nape of her neck with the tips of my fingers and resumed kissing her.

She now had my cock free of any encumberments and began pumping and stroking it. She took a drag of her cigarette and exhaled into my mouth when she kissed me again. I was dizzy from what was happening, and I thought I would explode.

“Now dear,” she said, “mommy wants to taste that delicious cock I’ve been dreaming about since my wedding night,” she said, laughing at the absurdity of it. I laughed too because of the way she said it, like asking for food from a restaurant menu.

She hiked my sweatshirt up and I was reclining on the sofa and felt her hair go over my belly and my cock like a silky whisk broom.

“Mommy is very hungry tonight, dear,” she said as she clamped down on my cock, like a vampire, biting its victim for the first time. She was taking her time, kissing the head very lightly, and then placing her tongue against the slit.

Cathy was wearing a long sleeved, white cotton, button down blouse. I had never seen what she wore to bed before. The collar was turned up, her hair hung freely down her back, and she had no bra on underneath, nor was she wearing any panties. I saw a glistening dew on her neatly shaved pussy, and I got a nice whiff of its aroused scent.

She played around with the head of my cock some more and held onto my shaft with her four fingers and my thumb. Her mouth was nice and wet, and she made a tight seal around me, which caused me to move my hips up and down to her sucking motion. I had nothing to compare this to, since this was my first time going this far with a woman, and I’m pretty sure Cathy knew this. However, my pride prevented me from admitting it.

Her head bobs became harder, and her tongue rubbed the sensitive underside of my cock with every movement. I tried so hard to control myself, but the total shock of what was happening, plus her understanding and nonjudgmental attitude made me even more aroused. It was clear who was seducing who, and it took away any lingering guilt I may have been having.

I could take it no longer and I let out a huge sigh, tensed my body and came inside her mouth. She drank up shot after shot of my cum, not even spilling one drop or letting any of it leak onto the sofa. She licked me clean, then came off me and kissed me hard on the mouth, giving me a taste of my own salty jizz.

“Umm,” was the only sound she made while she was doing her thing on me. Her eyes were glassy, and she and her wet mouth looked up at me and she said, “Nice work Roger. Mommy is very pleased, now it’s my turn.”

Cathy moved away from me just a bit and placed her left leg on the floor and her right leg over the back of the sofa, fully exposing her wet pussy to me. She took her middle finger and ran it down her pussy from top to bottom, looking at me seductively, then placed her finger against my lips for me to taste. She was smiling and gently placed it in my mouth. She tasted wonderful and I was fucking hard again, after cumming twice in one night.

“How does mommy taste?” Cathy asked in her soft, purring voice.

“Delicious, can I please have some more, mommy?”

*****

“That’s a good boy, of course you can,” she said. She opened her long, slender legs wider and put her hands gently on the back of my head, pulling me down until my face was inches away from her pussy – the one I’ve been dreaming about since I first met her. My nostrils were filled with the delicious, pungent scent of her. Very gently, my tongue explored her, licking her from her mound to the opening of her pleasure cave.

She hissed through clenched teeth, and grabbed my hair hard, pushing my head farther down. I showered her pussy with kisses from top to bottom, and her juices were flowing. I was able to stick my tongue between her folds into her opening, and it made her tense up, and relax, repeatedly; filling the room with moans of ecstasy.

Cathy was kind, not critical, and made me feel like a virtuoso, even though I was a complete beginner at this stuff.

“Come on honey, tongue my clitty, ‘the little girl in the boat.’” This was her name for her clit; the little knob of flesh revealed through the pushing of my tongue. I licked around it in circles, went side to side, pressing it full-on, and then putting my lips over it while my tongue still did its work. My mouth was greeted with a loud moan from Cathy and a torrent of her juice, as she trembled through orgasm after orgasm. She was in no hurry for me to stop.

She hiked up both of her legs over my shoulder, so I didn’t have to bend so far over. Suddenly she stopped and kissed me again, locking her lips tight around me. “I want you to fuck me now, you little cross-dressing slut!” I loved it when she talked dirty to me, but she was only getting warmed up.

She now stood up, lit a cigarette, and lit me one too, and smiled. “I think we need a break dear, and then you can ravage me like a barbarian sacking Rome.”

I loved watching her sexy, hot body, walking barefoot over to the dining room table, and she spread her legs and bent over it, shaking her hair so it fell behind her back.

I stood behind her and she reached around me, grabbing my cock which was already hard, and she placed it expertly between her butt cheeks, right over the back door of her pussy. I gotta say, the fit was perfect. She was already coated in a slippery film, and her pussy so hungry, that it devoured and swallowed up my cock. She moved her hips back against my hard on, and I pushed too, in rhythm, going faster and faster.

I never felt anything so delicious, and all my fetishes were realized in this crazy, unexpected, erotic game of carnal pleasure. “That’s it honey, keep going, faster and faster. Mommy is soooo hungry tonight,” she said through staccato breaths.

I bent over her more while my hips thrusted, laying my face down in the thick hair behind her back. I took in all the delicious, paralyzing scents; her perfume, strawberry shampoo, the smoky smell. I could take it no longer. As I was fucking her, she was furiously rubbing her clit with her two fingers like a fiend. I heard her cum, and felt her body tense up again. This is what made me shoot another big load into stepmom’s pussy. I was locked to her, the both of us inseparable, as my cum settled into her.

“I love it when I know that it’s your cum inside me Roger,” she said, off somewhere in a dreamlike state.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

_____________________________

_________________


Ispent that night with Cathy in my room for a change. I think psychologically it was the right thing to do. We fucked again before dawn. She woke me out of my sleep by suckling on my cock, and then nature took its course. When we ate breakfast, it dawned on us that we had four days together before dad came home. So Cathy had plans for me.

“Roger dear, its stopped snowing so I see no reason why we can’t do a little shopping today,” Cathy said with a big smile.

“Oh, is there anything special you want?” I said, very curious about why she would want to go out the day after a big storm that was even keeping dad away until Sunday.

“It’s what you want Roger, and I’m delighted to help you!”

I had a feeling what it was about, and I got very excited at just the thought. “You mean things like clothing, um, stuff like that?”

“BINGO Roger! You know that old army saying, ‘be all you can be?’ Well today I think we can help get you some feminine outfits, like lingerie,” she said leaning into me with her hand resting on my arm; “a skirt or two, a couple of blouses, a wig, nylons, everything to make your fetish dreams, and mine come true! Oh, and of course your own makeup.”

“So, you want me to crossdress for you?”

Cathy rolled her eyes at me in mock astonishment. “Yes, yes, I do – very much. It will make our ‘special times’ together much more satisfying. Come on, I know you want this,” she said, annunciating every word carefully. So “special times” became our codeword for all the good stuff. I couldn’t believe this fantasy was coming true. Dad wouldn’t know anything. It was purely sexual between Cathy and me. Well, I admit there have been feelings since that first night looking back on it all, but I would never want Cathy to leave my dad. That was our understanding. It was all well and good with Cathy and me. We had each other to act out our fantasies with.

We braved the snowplows and all of the day-old snow and went out to the mall. We started with naturally, VICTORIA’S SECRET, and then to MACYS, for makeup, nylons, a couple of very sexy skirts, blouses, and shoes – pumps for now, because I would need training to walk in heels; lots of training.

“Cathy,” I said as we shopped, “my fantasy is to be a real slut. It turns me on.” I lowered my voice and bent my head to her ear; “I want to take cock someday too, you know.”

She laughed at my eagerness. “Hold on partner, easy does it. One thing at a time. Opportunities will present themselves. I’m sure of it – you’ll see.”

Yes, I was very excited, but she was right. Let’s see first how I do with it all. I know she was dying to have her personal transgender female to fuck around with, and naturally I was her favorite.

So, after a full day of shopping, and eating dinner out, we got home with everything. She looked me over. “Roger, I must say honey, you have the perfect build to be a very sexy girl!”

Wow, just hearing her say that gave me a boner. She also got me my own black leather handbag, and my own carton of EVE cigarettes, and lighter. I got really hard as soon as we got home, and I knew I could put everything Cathy bought for me on. I was most excited about the makeup – the sluttier, the better.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 6

_____________________________

_________________


Come,” she said, taking me by the hand after a long kiss, let’s go upstairs and try the clothes, and I’ll do your makeup for you – so pay attention.” And with that, she led me up the stairs to my bedroom. Painstakingly, she laid all the clothes we bought on my bed, from the sexy lingerie to the black pumps on the floor. She watched as I eagerly examined everything. She saw my cock sticking out from underneath my sweatpants and reached over to give it a squeeze.

I picked up the black satin G-String first, rubbing the cool satin material between my fingers. I pulled my sweatpants and boxers off, exposing my large cock underneath. Cathy looked on and gave me a very naughty smile. Stepping into them, I felt the cool material as I slid it up my almost hairless legs. The top of the G-String was laced, and my cock fit into the pouch.

“Oh no Roger dear, that won’t do. I forgot how big you are. I’ll have to buy you a gaff. But go ahead, slip them on. How does it feel?”

“It feels . . . like I should have done this years before.” I stuck my fingers underneath the pouch and gave my cock a few rubs into the satin material. It was absolutely wonderful. I had the same feeling slipping the nylon pantyhose on with the straps that attached to the laced girdle. The bra, also black, was strapless and pulled my chest together giving me the illusion of cleavage. When I was done putting on the lingerie, I saw Cathy smiling at me and licking her lips.

“You are pleasing mommy very much tonight, Roger.” Wordlessly, I smiled back at her. She bought me a short black skirt, and a white blouse like hers. I chose only to place the blouse on, keeping the top three buttons open – just like Cathy did. She was dressed exactly like me. “I have a surprise for you now dear, before I take you into the bathroom and do your makeup.”

I saw her walk out of the room into the master bedroom where she kept a box on top of the inside shelf of her walk-in closet. She came back carrying a long, black wig, made from human hair. Now, my cock was pulsating. She put the wig cap on me first, and then adjusted the wig, which had a slight part in the middle and hair down to my waist. I was short - only five feet seven inches tall. I combed it with my fingers and loved the cool, silky feel on my shoulders. I had the collar of the blouse turned up, and placed the hair underneath the blouse. My senses – all my senses, were overwhelmed tonight.

“Come,” Cathy said, playfully crooking her finger at me; “Let’s go into the bathroom and take a seat at the vanity table.” I followed her inside and saw the chair to the vanity was turned so I couldn’t look in the mirror. She placed snap-on gold hoop earrings on me. The eye shadow was a deep blue, and she went heavy on the mascara, remembering what I told her about how I wanted to look hookerish as hell. I needed eyebrow pencil, eyeliner, and lip liner. She was a master of makeup. Finally, when she was done (including another coat of lip gloss), she said, “Ok Roger, you can stand up and look at the ‘new you.’”

Oh my God, was that gorgeous, sexy woman I saw staring back at me in the mirror really me?? I wanted to fuck myself.

“So, what do you think? Are you ready to be mommy’s little teenage, slut-whore?”

“Yes mommy,” I answered, playing the fantasy game. “Now, I want you to tell me you’re dying for a cigarette, and I don’t know you smoke.” Wow, I was totally living my fantasy. For this fantasy I was fifteen.

“Mommy, I hope you aren’t angry with me, but I have a confession to make.”

“Yes dear, what is it?” Cathy asked, faking surprise.

“I smoke. In fact, I’m dying for a cigarette right now. Oh, and please don’t tell dad. This will be our little secret.”

“Well mommy can’t stand to see her little slut-whore princess have a nicky fit breakdown, so here,” she said. “So here, take one. I’m really proud of my big girl. I’ll even get you your own carton of EVEs.”

“Really mommy. That’s so nice, you’re so cool.”

“Of course dear. Think of all the fun we can have picking up strange men and bringing them home when daddy isn’t here.”

“I love you mommy!” I said, with true sincerity. I swear, I had pre cum forming inside my satin pouch. I looked so authentic, so much like a woman, that I couldn’t wait to go outside looking like the faux woman I had become.

“Now, my little transgender slut-whore, it’s time for you to please mommy. But first we need a girl’s name for you.” She put her hand on her chin and looked me over in thought. “I know, we’ll call you ‘Patrice.’ Now how does that sound. I think it’s very sexy, don’t you?” It did have a nice ring to it.

“Yes mommy, I like it very much.”

“Good, now take a cigarette and smoke like mommy.”

Cathy pulled out a cigarette and placed it in my mouth, and then took one herself, lighting me up first. “Do you smoke in school Patrice? I bet the boys really like it.”

“Yes mommy, they do. I have no trouble getting dates.”

Cathy laughed. “I bet you don’t.” I laughed too, really loving our little fantasy game. Like last night, Cathy wasn’t wearing anything over her pussy, but unlike last night, tonight it was shaved. Her nipples were standing on edge through her blouse.

Her pussy was wet, only from desire. She placed two fingers on it and stroked the length of her pussy from her mound, past her opening, and then plunged three fingers in and out of herself, and moaning.

“Come over here Patrice, and taste mommy.” She took a big drag, blowing smoke on my face, and telling me to do the same. I leaned into Cathy and tasted all three of her delicious fingers.

“I’m dying for you to put your big she cock into mommy dear. Let’s go into the bedroom now.” I followed Cathy and her trail of smoke into the bedroom, my cock leading me like a dog on a leash.

She cleared away the stuff on my desk and placed a pillow on it. This time she leaned on it facing me.
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Chapter 7

_____________________________
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Her legs were spread apart wide, and she was still fingering herself, moaning, as she became even wetter. Some of her juice was even dripping down inside her thighs. I came close to her

and the heady aroma of her arousal was making me even harder – painfully harder.

I leaned into her and guided my cock up against her pussy, Cathy leaning backwards to accept me full on. It took seconds for her to swallow me up, and her vaginal lips closed in around me and pulled me even deeper inside her. It was even slicker than last night or this morning. “Our game” really turned her on. Her hips were bucking into my thrusts, and she gasped out – “Squeeze my nipples, Patrice.”

I did as I was told, and rolled them and pinched them between my fingers, causing her to shudder and tense up. My cock became wetter as she squirted a new orgasm onto me. She came like a machine gun. I was pushing very hard in and out of her, until finally I tensed and released a torrent of white, sticky cum into Cathy’s pussy. She moaned and pulled me closer, my face buried in the hair on the side of her neck; my nose and mouth taking in all the delicious smells. Meantime, Cathy was playing with her clit, rubbing, and pinching it between her fingers, lost somewhere in ecstasy. I wondered if she was fantasizing about me.

I pulled out of her. “Mommy wants you to clean up after you’ve eaten,” she said, laughing. I got the joke and laughed along with her.

She reached over and pulled my head down between her legs into her pussy, and I was a good girl, doing what mommy told me to do.

“That’s a good little cum-slut-whore,” she said, grabbing hold of the hair on the back of my wig. I licked her juices from top to bottom, not missing a drop. My cum was slowly oozing out of her, and my tongue was very efficient at cleaning every drop.

“Lick my clit,” she said in a faraway voice. I did exactly as I was told to please mommy. I went up and down with my tongue and from side to side, snapping her clit like a rubber band. I even stuck my very talented tongue into her ass by pushing her back more which made her gasp. Looks like I found a ‘new toy’ to play with. She moaned and shuddered again, shooting out a waterfall of her juices right onto my face causing my mascara to run.

When I finally picked up my face to look into hers she laughed and took my cheeks into her hands. “My what a delicious cum-slut you’ve become Patrice. Soon you’ll become too powerful for me to contain you.”

I knew that she was referring to her experience with Milan, so I told her reassuringly, “I’ll always come back to you mommy.”

“Now that’s my good girl. Now I have a surprise for you since you’ve been such a delicious and wicked little slut. I know you’ve been dying for this.”

She stood up straight and walked away from my desk. I could see some milky white gobs of me still dripping down the inside of her thighs, as she made her way into the hall walking into her bedroom. She came back inside in just a few moments wearing a belt, which had a large flesh-colored dildo attached to the front.              

Oh my God! This was a fantasy come true that I’d been aching for, for longer than I could remember. “Okay Patrice, now get on all fours and on top of the bed facing front please. You’re about to please mommy.” There was some kind of attachment on the dildo that looked like a thumb which hovered over her pussy. When she thrusted it would enter her pussy, making her cum.

She reached inside her bag and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. Squeezing out a generous amount, she rubbed it all over my ass and asshole, and then stuck two of her fingers in my boy pussy which gave me pleasure that I had never known before. “Now Patrice dear, please tell mommy if this hurts you in any way.”

“Okay mommy, I will.” She lined herself up behind me and placed the fleshy, silicone dildo at the opening of my “bussy,” and slowly entered me, giving me a sharp pain and a sense of fullness.

“This will feel good honey, just trust mommy,” she said.

I said nothing, just offered myself up on the altar of new found pleasure. She toyed around with my opening, going in slowly and gently. I became like a fiend, craving it, and wondering when and how I would get the real thing, but I kept my mind and my ass in the here and now, concentrating on the strange mix of pain and pleasure I was feeling.

She went faster and deeper inside of me. It felt wonderful, and suddenly I was having the urge to stroke my cock. Cathy sounded out moans of pleasure as the in and out motion made her end of the toy work as well.

“Faster please mommy, faster,” I blurted out, from nowhere.

She was gasping, and not talking. I stroked myself faster and faster, reaching behind me for some gel on my butt to rub onto my cock. Now all nice and slippery, and grasping my cock hard in my fist, I was going faster and faster to match Cathy’s thrusts inside of me. She was now fully inside of me, and the thing hit a spot that caused a wonderful sensation that I had never felt before. Cathy spread my ass cheeks even wider, giving me a pleasure overload. That, along with my stroking caused me to blow a hot load of warm jizz into my fingers, rolling out from between them onto my pillow. Cathy reached her climax to, and I felt her juices against my ass cheeks. I lost count of how many times I made her cum, but I was happy for her; happy that I could please her so much.

She slowly withdrew from me, and I turned around facing her. She held me closer and whispered lightly with that sultry voice into my ear. “You’re terrific Patrice, honey,” she said as she planted kiss after kiss on my lips and cheeks.

Then she kissed me on the mouth deeply, her tongue wrapping itself around mine, just like we had started, only last night.

“Mommy is so proud of you Patrice, dear. Just think, we can do this for another three whole days until dad comes home.”

“Yes mommy, that’s wonderful,” I said, lost in an ecstasy that was beyond words.

“The best thing about it is,” Cathy said, “we can do this on the sly even after daddy comes home.” We gave each other a wicked smile and then a hard kiss.

Oh yeah, I never did get around to wiping my jizz off of “Elsie the Hummel Cow’s” eye!

❤️❤️❤️


WHAT THE F*&%$ HAPPENED TO ME?

From College Man to Feminized Call-Girl Sissy


Ihad a crush on this girl in my sophomore poly-sci course. Her name was Judy, and she was HOT! I mean, totally. She was different than the other girls from my dorm or on campus for that matter. She had a sophisticated air about her. I mean, if you met her and didn’t know she was in college you would think she was a MILF waiting for the right horny guy to bust one out.

She made me dizzy every time she came into the class. She didn’t just walk in, she floated in. It was hard for me, and I’m sure other guys to concentrate on school when she was around. Tell me, who the hell wears four-inch black stiletto high heels to class, has the cleavage of a thirty-year-old, and tons of lipstick – on a college campus? She wore skirts that looked like they were custom-made just for her, while the other girls all wore jeans.

Her hair was a luscious auburn, that fell just below her generous breasts. Her eyes were done up like a model’s; eyeliner, heavy mascara, and either sea green or blue eyeshadow. Today, she happened to be wearing a white satin blouse. Even the old fossil who taught the course, Professor Stout, could barely keep it in his pants when she walked in. This usually prompted lots of snickering from the guys in class.

Besides, I didn’t think I had much of a chance with Judy. I wasn’t exactly a cover candidate for GQ, and I dressed, well, like a college sophomore. I was of a rather slight build, wore my hair shoulder-length, and liked heavy metal music. I thought of myself as just another faceless college kid trying to get into law school one day.

I never saw her hang out with the other girls much. Compared to her, they were children. Judy remained an enigma. Her roommate Debra was a friend of mine, but I never got around to asking her about Judy. I think Debra liked me and she was cute. I think she wanted me to ask her out, and I didn’t want her to know I was crushing on her roommate.

My roommate Jim, and my corridor buddies, Pete, and Axel, knew Judy from a distance. They didn’t have any classes with her, or really any interaction. Judy never or rarely showed up to our dorm parties. She was only seen coming and going to classes and leaving, or entering the dorm.

My buddies knew I was crazy about Judy, and they constantly teased me about her. “She’s out of your league, Bryan. You’ll never get near her,” my roomie Jim said to me one day when the four of us were in the late night snack bar on campus. “Forget about her buddy. No one knows how old she is, and she’s probably got some baggage.”

“I don’t think she likes men, Bryan,” Axel said.

Jim, Pete, and I turned to Axel with an astonished look. “Hey

Axel – what makes you say that?” I asked.

“Well, I didn’t see anything myself, but some guy I know is friendly with a girl on Judy’s floor, and he claims that she saw Judy getting it on with some chick at a party.”

“HERESAY! It’s gotta be bullshit,” I said in my best pre-law voice I could muster in defense of a potential love interest that I had never even spoken to before.

Axel put his hands up in defense. “Look Bryan, I’m just repeating what some guy told me. Like I said, I don’t have any more information.” It struck me as nearly impossible that such a beautiful girl could be a lesbian or even a bisexual. I always pictured lesbians as looking, I don’t know, “man-like,” with short hair and pudgy bodily features – not like someone who could easily be on a model runway. I was left shaking my head.

“Hey Bryan,” Jim, my roommate said, “Why don’t you ask her out yourself and see what happens. We have a dorm party this Saturday night, and you can ask her out then.”

“I, umm, I’m not sure,” I said, waffling a bit.

“What’s wrong Bryan, you got cold feet or something?” Jim said.

“No, it’s just that Judy’s roommate Debra is a friend of mine, and I think she likes me. I think she’s waiting for me to ask her out. What’s she going to say when I tell her I want to ask her roommate out?”

“Oh this is news,” Axel said with a smile. “So, Judy gets your dick hard, but Debra, her roomie is a girl who’s crushing on you. You have a problem there my friend. As far as the dorm party goes, you know that in the five keg parties we’ve had so far this year, Judy never came to one.”

Pete said, “I have an idea. Bryan, why don’t you pay a visit to Debra and Judy’s room and ask Debra if she’s going to be at the party on Saturday night – you know, ask like you’re interested. Debra isn’t a sure thing, and maybe you could get the dirt on her roommate. Meanwhile, Debra’s a cute girl – you might even get lucky. Really, what else can you do? Hire a private detective to follow Judy around and see if she hooks up with any girls?” He hesitated a bit, and then said the only thing that mattered. “What have you got to lose my friend?”

I thought about it. I also knew that I wasn’t the only guy who was interested in getting a piece of Judy, and that if she actually did show up at the party Saturday night, she’d have a whole load of guys after her. But Pete’s idea had some merit to it. I mean, I wasn’t dating anybody now. I did like Debra, and who knows? Maybe she would be okay, and she would even solve the “Judy enigma.”

*****

The next day I was done with my classes early, about two o’clock, and I went to my room to do some studying before dinner. I thought that maybe I should go up to Debra and Judy’s room and see if Debra was around. I knew that Debra’s last class on Tuesday also ended about the same time. Then I could ask her about Saturday night. The guys and me lived on the basement floor east, and Debra and Judy lived on the third floor West. So I left the room and went across the dorm and upstairs to the girl’s room.

As I climbed the stairs up to three-west, my heart started beating out of my chest, and it wasn’t because of the stairs. I didn’t have much experience with girls, I just watched them get snatched up by “cool guys,” of which I was definitely not one.
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My palms began to sweat as I walked down the hall to room three nineteen. This was “do or die,” so I knocked on the door, not lightly, and not trying to break the door down; just a casual knock. When the door opened, my eyes were as wide as saucers. It was Judy who answered!

“Oh, uh, hi Judy. I’m Bryan from three – pit (what we called the basement floor). I was wondering if Debra was around.”

“I know who you are Bryan.” Now this was incredible. She actually knew my name! “We have poly-sci together,” she said. “Debra’s not around, but as long as you’re here, I have a problem with the constitutional law chapter, and I was wondering if you could help me out a bit. I mean, you always have the brightest answers in class, and I’m really struggling with this stuff.” I turned a bright red at the compliment.

“Umm, I mean, uh, you think I’m smart?” I said feeling a bit embarrassed, but good at the same time.

She laughed a throaty, seductive laugh. She had to be older than the other girls on campus.

“Relax chief,” she said, patting the bed. “Why don’t you come in and sit down. I was making a pot of instant, want some?”

“Sure,” I said. “That would be nice, thanks.”

“I have couple of hours until I have to be at work anyway.”

“Oh? You have a job, and you have time for school?” Now, for a “smart guy,” it came out as the dumbest most idiotic question anyone could ever ask.

“Yes Bryan. I’m paying for my college with my job. I have no loans. You know, not all the students here come from wealthy families.” Wow, that must be one hell of a job, I thought to myself – one that paid for her college tuition? I had a lot of respect for that. It turned Judy from being a stuck-up snob to someone I really respected. Matter of fact, I was starting to like her already. Maybe I’d ask her if she wasn’t busy Saturday night instead of Debra. Judy made all the other girls on campus seem like, like girls. Judy was a woman.

“That’s very impressive Judy. Can I ask what it is you do?”

She smiled at me, and stuck out her index finger and placed it on the tip of my nose. “Well, let’s just say, and I know you and everyone else are curious about why I ‘dress up’ for class every day.”

“Oh no, I wasn’t curious about that!” I said defensively.

“Come on Bryan, I see the way you and the other guys ogle me in class every day. But you, you’re different. You’ve got a good head on your shoulders, and I can tell you’re going to make something out of your life.”

At this point, my cock was harder than ever. “Uh, do you mind if I ask you a ‘personal’ question?” I said, in a timid sort of voice. It was actually one of the mysteries that I had about Judy, and I’m sure a lot of other guys did too. Judy read my mind.

She laughed. “Not at all Bryan. I’m twenty-six years old.”

“Oh wow, so what did you do before you came to college here?”

Her straightforward manner surprised me. I was starting to like her more and more. “I was in the US Air Force; a pilot actually.”

“You’re shitting me! A pilot? Wow. What did you fly?”

“I flew F-16s and the F-22 Raptor. I served two tours in combat.” At this point I thought I might collapse.

“Here, take a look.” She turned around to her dresser and showed me a photo in a frame of her kneeling in the front row of her squadron. In the background was sand, lots of sand, and an F-22 Raptor. My mouth hung open as I looked at the photo. Yep, that was Judy all right, but her long hair was hidden by her cap. The caption read “422nd Fighter Squadron, Eagle’s Claw.”

“At first I was based in Iraq, and this picture was taken in Syria. I retired at the rank of Major.”

“Oh wow, so the military helps with your education, and you work.”

“That’s right, and I’m damn proud of it too.”

“You certainly must be,” I said, in total awe of her. I was in love and ready to bust my pants, but a little voice inside of me said she’s out of your league, dude. . .

“With a background like yours,” I asked, “How come you didn’t go into engineering, or physics. I mean to learn how that plane works, and the avionics and all?”

“I thought about it, but I really want to go to law school instead . . . so, I need your help.” She looked at me, anticipating my next question. “So, you want to know what it is I do, right?”

“Um, yeah, if you don’t mind talking about it.”

“Not at all Bryan, it’s really very simple. I get paid to be an escort.” She saw the look of astonishment on my face. “Now, we happen to be a very high class agency; no mob ties, no sex slaves, just ‘escort.’ You know, some high standing guy comes to town and needs a date, someone to go to a show or party with, stuff like that.”

I couldn’t believe I went there, but I did. “Suppose one of your clients wants sex. What about that?”

“Well, it does happen sometimes, but it’s never mentioned in any of our literature or on our website. The sex, is entirely consensual, and if I happen to agree, then the financial arrangements are strictly in cash and strictly off the company records.”

She saw the look on my face, and I was thinking “high-class prostitute,” but really, I had no right to judge.

“Hey Bryan, I have an idea. You wanna see where I work? Aren’t you even a bit curious? We have some nice looking girls there. Come on now, you’re twenty years old. I’m sure you must be curious, no?” Great, she was inviting me to come down to a place where I could catch some horrible STD. Then, maybe my cock would fall off and I wouldn’t have to worry about anything anymore.

There was an awkward silence, and Judy went to the hot plate and brought the boiling water for the instant coffee. As she was pouring me a cup, and got the sugar and milk out, I have to admit I was curious, so I said, “Okay Judy, sounds good. Sure, I’d love to come down and see where you work.”

“Great Bryan. You know something? I think you’re kind of sweet. How would you like to go out - on a date? Really casual, maybe like a movie or something. Consider it a little friendly reimbursement for tutoring me.”

I couldn’t believe this was really happening. I would tell the guys, and of course they would all fall on the floor, but I certainly wouldn’t tell them certain ‘aspects’ about Judy, her past, or what she did for work.

“Well, see, there’s this dorm party on Saturday night. I thought maybe we could go together.” Now, I don’t know what made me to say what came next. “I was thinking about asking Debra, but I don’t feel the same connection as I do with you.”

“I don’t think Debra would mind, really. However, I know

she’s going home for the weekend.” Now that changed things – a lot.

“Okay, great! So I guess I’ll see you downstairs Saturday night in the common room, then.”

“Sure, now first, let me get my notes out and you can help me understand this stuff in chapter four.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

______________________________________

____________


Hey guys, you’ll never guess what happened!” I said to Jim, Pete, and Axel, in the snack bar that night.

“Let me guess: You got laid between yesterday and today,” Axel said laughing, with his usual sarcastic sense of humor.

“No, but it’s almost as good,” I said.

“Okay, Bryan – tell us already before we graduate for God’s sake!” Pete said, obviously in no mood for humor today.

“I got Judy to go to the dorm party with me!”

My friends were all silent for the moment, as if I vanished in front of their eyes and came back again.

“How the hell did you manage that?” Jim said, still in disbelief. I knew what they were thinking; how could a ‘below average’ guy like me, no six-pack, no special talents, ever manage to land a smoking HOT woman like Judy, but they would never say that to my face. I didn’t play it up, I just told them the truth.

“I went up to Judy and Debra’s room looking for Debra. I wanted to ask her to hang with me at the dorm party Saturday night, but she wasn’t in the room. Instead, Judy was in, and as it turned out, she wanted my help with a poly-sci chapter. So, we got to talking, and she really is a down-to-earth type of girl.”

“Girl?” Axel said. “She looks like she’s in her mid-twenties at least.”

“Twenty-six actually,” I said. “She was an air force combat pilot before she went to college, and yeah, she was deployed overseas.”

“NO FUCKING WAY,” Pete said, his eyes bulging. Then Axel and Jim’s mouths hung open.

“Yeah, and she’s working her way through school, plus a military scholarship. She wants to be a lawyer.” I was careful not to tell them that she worked for an escort service as the reason for the way she dressed up to go to class every day.

Saturday night, when the dorm party was on, Judy was there, hardly recognizable without the heavy makeup she wore to class. I wondered how she got Saturday night off from work, given the type of work she was in. She wore jeans and a simple sweatshirt. We weren’t there as a couple, but she stayed close to me and was interested, that much was obvious. We had a few beers, and she spoke to some of the girls from her floor. After about an hour, she was looking bored, and she turned to me and said, “Let’s get out of here Bryan. Come upstairs with me.” I remember her saying to me that Debra was away for the weekend.

My virgin cock was doing a dance. I thought if this was how I was going to break my cherry, it was the best way to do it. I was in a trance walking up the stairs to her room, our shoes making a “squish” sound from all the beer on the floor of the common room. The whole way upstairs I was stuck in disbelief about why such a hot girl would even be interested in a guy like me. It didn’t take long for that question to become moot.

When we got to her room, she locked the little button on the doorknob and turned around to smile at me. She reached into her bag and pulled out a long, all white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol and nonchalantly lit it up with a silver butane lighter. I’d seen her smoke downstairs at the party and was surprised at first, about how an ex-pilot like her, in top physical shape could smoke. She told me that she was “a late bloomer” with the habit, and got into it after she went into the escort business.

To be honest, I always had a fetish for beautiful women who smoked those “female” cigarettes. I also had somewhat of a fetish for lingerie, although in all my years I never acted out on it. I would just get hard and jerk off after spending some time online looking at photos of women in revealing lingerie. I figured that was a secret I would take with me to my grave.

Judy slipped out of her hoodie and was wearing a black-laced bra with ample cleavage. Under the top of her jeans I could see a black-laced girdle. She wasted no time, and put her arms around me, holding the cigarette in her right hand, and moved in and kissed me hard on the lips. Her tongue poked at the opening of my lips and went through, curling itself around mine. This too, was a first for me.

Her waist pressed up against mine and she let out a small laugh through the kiss when she felt my monster boner. Although I wasn’t endowed with muscles or a gym rat’s body, I did have a larger than average cock size, and being the sophisticated woman Judy was, she felt it, and it pleased her.

She broke off the kiss, and in that warm and sultry voice that turned me on so well, she said, “I think we have to do something about that, don’t you Bryan?”

I let out a barely audible “um hum.”

Judy pushed me onto the bed and undid the zipper and the belt of my jeans, pulling them down around my ankles. She moved my boxers down enough so that my cock popped out like a jack-in-the box. Judy straddled me with both her knees over me, facing forward, and pushed my t-shirt up. I felt her luscious, shiny hair wash across my chest. She took a last drag of her cigarette and exhaled into my face, making my cock pulse, and she crushed out the half-smoked cigarette in the ashtray on the stand next to the bed.

I felt her lips gently flirt with the tip of my cock, her tongue sticking out and pushing into my slit, making a circle around the head.

“Oh my Bryan,” she said, gripping my cock in her fist, her fingers barely coming up to half my boner. “You have such a big, thick . . . cock. This is good because Judy (referring to herself in the third person) is hungry tonight.”

“Roger that,” I said, sounding stupid, but trying to sound military.

I thought I would have to smack myself that this was actually happening to me.

Still holding onto my shaft with her fist, she looked up to me with a dreamy gaze, and said, “You’re mine tonight . . . all mine.”

She put her mouth on my cock now, going all the way down my shaft, slurping, and licking, closing her lips tight around me, making a perfect seal. She began bobbing up and down. I was bombarded with a new and delicious assault on all my senses; the feel of her hair on my tummy, the taste of her smoky mouth, and silky exquisite feel of her mouth on my cock, and the sight of this beautiful woman who made me her prisoner tonight.

My hips met her bobbing mouth, thrusting upward towards her throat until we were in-sync, perfectly. I always thought that my first time I would have to concentrate on what to do, but my instincts took over completely.

Harder and harder she went, more slippery with each bob until I couldn’t take it any longer and I shot a huge load right into Judy’s mouth, but instead, she yanked my cock out of her mouth and let me cum all over her face. She loved it, making it run down her face, causing her mascara to run. She squeezed me and made even more come out; jizz drooling down the sides of her mouth, a misty, faraway look in her eyes. She was rubbing my thigh with her crotch, and I thought she had come already too.

She took her mouth off my cock and kissed me, giving me a taste of myself, and I found myself licking my own jizz off her face. I actually liked it. I licked the sides of her mouth, her eyes, tasting the running mascara and eye shadow. There was even cum in her hair which I licked off. Her hair smelled like smoke and honey. This was certainly a night of firsts, but I didn’t realize that I was only getting started.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_____________________________

________________


Ilicked her clean, and she looked up at me and smiled. “Now it’s my turn Bryan. Think you can handle me? Would you like to taste me?”

“Hell yeah!” I said, regretting it because I thought I sounded like a high school kid, but Judy didn’t say anything. She just smirked a bit, and said, “We’ll see.”

What the hell did she mean by that? I thought I was missing something, but I went along with it.

“I need a cigarette after that,” she said. As soon as she lit up, she noticed I got hard again. She smiled and said, “Oooh, lookie here, Bryan has a smoking fetish!”

There was no use trying to hide it. I certainly did. I was tempted to take one myself, but instead, I watched her, mesmerized as she did a very seductive French inhale over my face.

Nothing in my twenty years on God’s green earth could have prepared me for what came next. Judy stood up at the side of the bed, smiling at me, and unsnapped her jeans, pulling them down, and then unsnapping her girdle from the black, sheer, nylon pantyhose, and then she dropped her G-String panties down, revealing a huge . . . COCK! My mouth hung open, and my eyes were fixated on Judy’s surprise. She was, I suppose, waiting for me to say something, but she was the one to open the conversation.

“What’s the matter Bryan, cat got your tongue?” and she laughed.

How could I have ever prepared myself for what to say in a situation like this? “No, it’s just that, how did you, er, I mean, you’re a transgender woman?”

“Actually Bryan, I prefer the term ‘shemale’ to describe myself. I spent some time in Thailand where the idea first interested me. You see over there, women like me are even considered a third gender. They are very respected in the Thai culture.”

“Oh, I see. So you, you decided to change, I mean to . . .”

She cut me off in mid-sentence. “Don’t judge until you try it. Besides, I’m a big hit with my clients. They really prefer me to a biological female. So, you gonna run out of this room screaming or something?” Now she was laughing.

“No, no, of course not. I love . . . er, I liked the experience very much. I would never have known.”

“You know Bryan, I’m in awe of you, really. You are one of the few men, I’m sure on this campus, that would see things the way you do. You’re so mature.”

“Well thank you Judy.” Now the shock wore off and I was really interested in what she was all about. I really didn’t think about what was to come next, when she said It’s my turn now. It just happened.

“Here,” she said. “Why don’t you reach over and grab my she cock. Look it’s throbbing for attention. I almost came through my jeans on you!” This was true; she was rubbing herself very hard on my thigh.

I was hesitant at first. After all, a cock is a cock, right? I didn’t know what to think. From the waist up, Judy was a stunning woman, not a college girl; but a woman. But then, just below the waist, I saw a beautiful, long, thick, hard, fleshy cock. Her balls – all shaved along with the rest of her pubic area, were a bit smaller than I would have imagined with a cock like that, but I believe it had something to do with the HRT she told me she underwent when she decided to change for good.

She just enjoyed her cock, telling me all about “sissygasms”- how it was possible to cum without even touching your cock, and cock cages and gaffs. I had a lot of information to process, but not now. Now it was time for me to please her, and in a way, after the unbelievable blow job she gave me, I wanted to please her.

She moved closer to me on the side of the bed, her cock level with my head. Without saying a word, for the first time, I had a she cock pressing up against my lips, and damn – I was hard as a rock again. This caused Judy to smile again as she leaned in closer to me. My lips parted slowly, and the fleshy head of her cock, moistened with a drop of pre-cum was circling my semi-closed lips. I stuck my tongue up to her slit, and tasted the sweet/salty mix of shemale cock.

I was aroused. I was starting to . . . starting to feel like a girl! It may not be that way for everybody, but it was for me. My mouth was wet and full of saliva, and I opened my lips wider, and she leaned in closer, until I was sucking on that massive boner. I copied what Judy did to me, and I swirled my tongue around her head, and then her shaft.

All the while, between her moans and hisses of pleasure she was telling me how much I would enjoy dressing up and taking cock like this from men and making a ton of money at her club. She told me they were looking for ‘new talent,’ and I guess that meant me. I was into it now, my conflicting emotions aside, and just going with the flow. What would my friends say? Well, I wouldn’t tell them, that’s all.

She thrusted deep inside my mouth, my urge to gag suppressed when I just pulled back a little. My lips closed tightly around her shaft and my tongue I used like a paint brush.

“That’s it Bryan, come on, you’re doing great, don’t stop,” she said in a dreamlike state. I looked up and her eyes were partly closed, her head thrown back in pleasure. She thrusted faster and faster, until she let out a moan and stiffened, pushing down on my head with her hands. I felt a hot, sticky jet of her jizz filling my mouth in spurt after spurt. I relished every drop, swallowing and continuing to suck, until there was no more coming out. Finally, one last thrust deep into my mouth. She pulled out slowly, and picked me up with her strong arms and kissed me.

We were standing, facing each other, and locked together in an embrace. She licked all of her cum out of my mouth, and kissed me again with her cum-slickened lips. We kissed like that for several minutes. She was giggling, and seemed satisfied. Meantime, I was still hard as a rock, and I felt a deep aching which I didn’t understand. She could tell I was frustrated about something, and she placed her finger on my nose. “We’re almost there Bryan,” she said.

She reached down into her bag and pulled out a silicone ring, and a tube of cocoa butter. She slipped the ring on her cock, and it maintained her erection which was starting to sag a bit.

“Okay Bryan, here’s what I want you to do, and I promise I’ll go easy on you.”

“Okay,” I said, more curious than anything else, but I had an idea in the back of my mind of what was to come next. I was clad only in my t-shirt, and she told me, “Now get on the bed, facing the headboard on your knees.”

I complied right away, powerless to resist. If I had more time to think about it, I probably wouldn’t have, but I was totally powerless over what was coming next. Once I was on the bed, she squeezed out the sweet smelling cocoa butter and applied it to my cherry asshole. As she did so, it dilated and contracted. I loved this new sensation. She smeared it around my hole, in front and a little behind it, until it covered all of me.

“You’re going to feel a little ‘full’ at first, honey, but then you will experience pleasure like you have never had before, I promise.”

I said nothing, eagerly anticipating what was to come next. I felt the tip of her she cock pressing up against my “boy pussy” as she called it, or “bussy” for short. It tickled at first, and then I felt full as the tip of her she cock entered me. I was in pain at being stretched like that, so she pulled out and went in again, slower this time. It still stung, but not as bad as before. I was starting to enjoy it.

She went inside me again, this time farther each time then before. It was a strange, exotic mix of pain and pleasure, getting better with each thrust. She moved her cock in a circle, all around my insides. I wanted it, like I’ve never wanted anything so pleasurable before. I even backed my ass up to meet her thrusts as they came one after another. I felt a deep sense of a ‘sneeze’ coming on from deep inside me. I grabbed for the cocoa butter and quickly squeezed a gob onto my hand and smoothed it into my cock, which was rock hard. I didn’t need to stroke it myself; I just held it clenched in my fist.

Now nothing could stop me. I had the most incredible orgasm of my life, letting out a large moan, and I shot a terrific load into my buttered hand, cum dripping out the sides of my fingers. At the same time, I felt an incredible warmth inside my bussy, as she unloaded a hot get of cum inside me. I could feel it leaking out from my ass, down the insides of my butt cheeks. Judy kept on thrusting hard, and I was amazed at the amount of jizz I still had inside of me.

Judy was gripping the sides of my hips, and she lied her head down on the small of my back. I loved the smooth, silky feel of her hair on my skin, even more than on my tummy when she sucked my cock earlier.

She finally pulled out of me, but I wanted more and more. I was like a newly made vampire, wanting more and more of my new ‘diet.’ Now Judy turned around and she got underneath my ass and used her tongue to scoop up the cum that was leaking out of my ass. She was a magician the way she licked and inserted her tongue inside me. When I was licked clean, my ass smarting a bit, she sat on the bed facing me and we kissed some more.

She reached over and lit a cigarette, and I asked her for one too. She just smirked at me, and said, “Don’t worry Bryan, it happens all the time. When I took my first cock several years ago, I began smoking these too.”

“So how do you feel? Did you like being treated as a lady?”

I looked at how beautiful Judy was, thinking about how powerful she was because of her beauty, and I was getting hard again, thinking that I could be like her too.

“You know Bryan,” she said. “You have the right build, and handsome face,” she said as she took my chin in her hand and moved it from side to side, “to make a really beautiful girl; and with beauty comes power. Do you understand that? You can be more than you ever could as a boy, and if you come to work with me, you can really grow into who you were meant to be.”

I let that sink in a little and I nodded my head.

“Just think of it. You could be admired and sought after. With the right clothing and makeup, which I’ll help you with, you will become stunning, and think of all the money you’ll make. I’ll teach you how to handle the clients. Remember this – you will always be in control of them. Never the other way around. You get it?”

I was giddy with excitement, at the prospect of a new life, new job, and making loads of money.

Judy looked at me and smiled. “Now Bryan, aren’t you glad that I answered the door on Tuesday afternoon instead of Debra?”

I smiled back at Judy and shook my head, an emphatic “yes!”

❤️❤️❤️


OUT OF TOWN SISSY

A Force Feminized, Cheating Husband, Turned Submissive Sissy


My son was seeing Rhonda for seven years since they were both seniors in college. After graduation, Rhonda moved into the city and got a job with an interior design firm, and my son, Buck, went to medical school upstate; and so began a long distance relationship that was to last for another six years, because after medical school came residency in Maine.

On weekends, Buck would take a three-hour train ride down to see Rhonda, and on vacations they would spend the week or weeks together going on exotic trips, or local stuff.

Rhonda’s mother Susan was divorced and lived in Miami Beach. Since the college was in Miami, my wife and I went down to Florida for the graduation, and there was a graduation dinner afterwards where we met Rhonda’s mother Susan for the first time.

Susan was personable, a lot of fun to talk to, and she was what you would call a VERY HOT MILF! Of course, I’m married, but it doesn’t mean that I’m dead – you know what I mean. I can look at the buffet table, but it doesn’t mean I have to eat from it.

We had a waitress come by the table to take a family picture, and Susan stood next to me. It was to be a chummy picture, and get everyone together – a couple of aunts, Rhonda’s sister who flew in from California, and her father Mikhail, and his girlfriend. We had to get close and place our arms around each other.

Susan wore a low cut silk blouse and white slacks that looked like she was poured into them, and she got really close to me. My wife would say later – too close; but I was innocent – really; back then. Susan rested her head on my shoulder and pressed her left breast right into my chest; so much so that I could feel her perky little nipple through her blouse. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

I was in my early fifties, and Susan was no more than forty-three. I never had a problem with the plumbing like many men my age started to get, so I had the mother of all boners, and it was quite obvious to Susan. She looked right at it, then up at me and gave me a wink! If you’ve ever had a time that you wished you weren’t with your significant other, then this would be one of those times.

I just shrugged it off, and the next time I had sex with my wife, Stacy, I imagined what it would be like to have Susan on top of me, riding me. The image was something that would stay with me for a long time. She tormented me; little did I know how she would flip my life around.

By the time the breakup happened my son was well into his residency, and keeping up a long distance relationship. His very rigorous work schedule was insane, but my son was very dedicated to Rhonda, and they even looked at engagement rings together. Gradually, Buck noticed a change in Rhonda’s attitude towards him over that last year, and so the couple drifted apart. On one weekend trip to Portland, Rhonda told him that she didn’t love him anymore.

That’s the way things go. My wife and I did our best to support him emotionally, but it was tough. He was up in Portland all alone, no family nearby, but fortunately there were tons of dating apps. Now, about four months after the breakup, it seems that he’s moving on nicely with his life.

I am an executive for a large national furniture chain based in New York, and sometimes my work takes me out of state, and even abroad. So one day, I had an announcement to make to my wife Stacy. She worked as a medical assistant close to the house and she was making dinner when I walked in.

“Hi honey,” she said. “You’re home early tonight.” She was right. Usually I got home at seven-thirty, but tonight I made it home by six.

“Well, I’ve got some news for you, and it kind of took me by surprise too,” I said.

“What is it Steve? Did you make CEO?” she said with a hint of sarcasm. Always the comedienne.

I laughed and said, “Umm, not quite. Lou (my boss, the CFO) told me that the Miami store is having some problems with inventory; shipments have been backlogged since the COVID Pandemic, and he wants me to go down there for three days and lend a hand.”

“Miami Beach? And you’re not taking me?” Stacy said, obviously upset.

“I know, it would have been nice if they had given me some notice in advance, but I have to be down there tomorrow afternoon. Would you be able to give me a ride to the airport?”

“Not on your life buddy! I have stuff to do tomorrow, and I only get one day a week to do it, so you can put the Uber charges on your expense account!” Her voice was shrill and sarcastic. Buck is our only child, and since he went away, Stacy and I never really developed much of a life for ourselves. In fact, we were drifting apart. Sometimes I swear, I would wake up and ask myself what the hell am I doing here? Marriage is a tough proposition.

We ate dinner without much conversation, and I didn’t feel like saying anything to give her an excuse to attack me, thus giving me a shitty send-off. So, after dinner I went upstairs to pack. As I was packing it occurred to me that Susan lived in Miami Beach, and that I could possibly look her up. My cock was getting swollen just thinking about it.

That would be my ultimate fantasy. I know, it looks cheesy, right; hitting on your son’s ex-girlfriend’s hot, divorced mother? It was, let’s see, at least six years since I’d seen her, and when my son broke up with Rhonda, there was no mention of Susan having a boyfriend. Then I started running through some possible scenarios for my plan. I could be honest and ask her how she was doing; I’m in town for three days, and how would she like to go grab something to eat? Or, I could say that as soon as I knew I was coming to Miami, I could barely keep my cock in my pants. Both of those ideas really sounded like shit, so what else could I say?

Then it dawned on me – Rhonda’s mother was a successful real estate agent, with her own agency. I could say that Stacy and I were looking for a condo in the Greater Miami area, and could she please help me look for something while I’m down there?

So for me, the answer lay behind door number three, and I was off to Miami the next morning. I don’t remember if I said goodbye to Stacy or not.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_____________________________

_________________


The flight to Miami out of JFK took about three hours, and was uneventful. I called Stacy to let her know I was okay, and I made sure the iPhone tracking device was turned off so I wouldn’t have any suspicious whereabouts to explain. I had a taxi take me to my hotel which was located in Miami Beach about two miles from the store I was supposed to help out with. I had a few hours to kill, having left a bit earlier than I needed to so I decided to call Susan. I grabbed some bourbon from the mini bar to “fortify” me a bit before the call.

I still had her number in my contacts, and I picked up my phone, lying on the hotel bed and I called her, taking a deep breath first.

“Steve! What a surprise! To what do I deserve this honor? It’s really good to hear from you.” That sultry, flirtatious voice that could make a mud pie hard was the same and it was working its magic on me already. Who knows, maybe she gained a hundred pounds? I was hoping to find out – up close and personal.

“Well, I suddenly got called down to Miami Beach for work for a few days, and I thought I’d call you to see how you were doing. It’s been like what – six years or so?”

“Let’s see – yes! Six years since the kid’s graduation. Too bad about the breakup. Rhonda took it hard.” I found that a little hard to believe because Rhonda was the one to break up with Buck. Oh well. I really didn’t want to talk about our kids. I think she got that idea.

There was a bit of an awkward silence, then I said, “Yeah, it uh, wasn’t easy for Buck either, you know. A seven-year relationship is a hard thing, especially when it’s done long distance.”

“So Steve, what’s up? What’s the reason for your call?”

“Stacy and I were thinking about looking for a condo in the Miami area and we thought who do we know that’s a realtor in Florida? So, naturally, your name came up.”

“Is that so? Are you sure this wasn’t just your idea Steve?” Oooh – busted! What do you say to that? I suppose the truth is the best thing. You know, get it out there right away.

“Okay Susan, ya got me. Would you be up for a little lunch, or dinner maybe?”

She laughed. “What’s the matter Steve, you not getting any from Stacy?” She certainly didn’t miss any punches.

“Uh, no, it’s okay on that front – I guess.”

“If you say so. But sure, I’d love to meet you for dinner. Are you free tonight? Say about eight o’clock? I know a Mexican place near me that won’t burn a hole through your gut.”

“Sounds great. Are you still at the address I have down?”

“If you have 1667 Pershing Street, I guess you have it.”

“That I do,” I said, feeling much more relaxed. I guess the bourbon kicked in.

“Okay, I’ll expect you at eight then. Bye Steverino.” Steverino? Only my dad called me Steverino; and that was when I was five years old.

I stopped in at the store and they hit me with a mountain of paperwork. My job was to dig through it all, and basically look at the ins and outs. I don’t know why they called me to do that shit. Maybe they thought if they sent someone from the main office it would cause people to pay attention to details more.

So I got out of there at six o’clock and made it back to my hotel, just in time to take a fast dip in the pool, shower and get dressed for tonight. I told Stacy I was going out to dinner with the people from the store. Did I feel guilty? No. Horny as fuck? Yes.

I got dressed and had some time to kill. She was only about twenty minutes from my hotel, and so I took out my phone and looked at the old graduation dinner picture I still had on my photos. I zeroed in on the image of her tit pressing hard up against my chest, and her head sort of resting on my shoulder. I looked up her company website and her picture was front and center- a head shot, and it was seductive as hell. It was like “Rent something from me and then fuck my brains out.”

So I hopped in the rental at seven-fifteen, allowing for traffic, and arrived at her gated community. It wasn’t the typical stucco, red-roofed houses you see in these Florida developments, it was a massive house, like the others in the development. There was a golf course, and a canal in the back of her house. Of course, her house was right by the golf course and the tennis courts.

I stopped off at the hotel gift shop and bought a bottle of red wine. I didn’t want to walk in empty handed you know. The driveway was a big, circular one, and in the middle, in front of the house, was a white marble fountain with colored lights showing through the water which came out of the mouths of two cherubs. I parked my car on the side of the driveway behind hers I assumed. Nice house. I supposed business was good.

The front door was open, and I didn’t have to ring the bell. She saw me through the storm door and walked over to let me in. She hadn’t changed since the last time I saw her six years ago. If anything she even looked better.

She opened the door with a big smile on her face. I got the feeling that she wasn’t seeing anybody special. “Welcome Steve,” and she greeted me with a hug and a kiss on the cheek. It was about what I expected. “So, this is a pleasant surprise.”

“Yeah it is, for me too. So, maybe you can take me around tomorrow?”

“Well, let’s see. Today is Wednesday, and you’re here how long?”

“Until Sunday afternoon,” I said.

She smiled up at me. She was only five-foot one, and I was almost a head taller than her. “Oh good,” she said. I do have some nice condos nearby. I can take you out tomorrow afternoon, around four o’clock.”

“That would be great. I’ll make sure I get off early.”

I felt kind of awkward, knowing I had no intention on buying a condo, and wondered if she discovered my subterfuge yet.

She saw the bottle of wine I brought. “Oh how thoughtful of you! I made reservations for nine-thirty, so we can have a glass of this now before we go.”

“Sounds good,” I said. “So, how’s Rhonda? Where’s she living now?”

“She’s back in New York. She came down here for a few months after the break-up, just to get a change of scenery, and now she’s back, doing her interior design.”

“Nice. Stacy and I miss her.”

“Well, what’re you gonna do? Things don’t always work out like you planned.”

I nodded my head as she went into the kitchen for a corkscrew and a couple of wine glasses. She lit up a long, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette.

“Last time we met, you said that you gave that up.”

“Yeah, I know, but one thing leads to another,” she said, and made an exaggerated hand motion with the cigarette. I got a very large boner right away. I have had a smoking fetish for as long as I could remember. The site of very attractive smoking women always turned me on something fierce.

Susan had long, black hair with a part in the middle, and a wavy thing going on just below her breasts. Speaking of which, she wasn’t wearing a bra, and I could see her tits poking through her white satin blouse. She had on four-inch heels with straps that wound around her ankles, and a mid-length black satin skirt with a high slit up the side.

I was seated on the living room sofa, and she sat down next to me, and poured two glasses of the red wine.

“So Steve,” she said nonchalantly, “I’m not seeing anybody at the moment.” That was kind of weird for her to say, but I suppose that she had an inkling as to my intentions from the get go. She was looking at me to see my reaction to her last statement.

I laughed and said, “Well, neither am I at the moment.”

She moved closer to me on the couch, and put her hand on my leg, noticing the tenting of my slacks.

Her hand was moving up and down my leg. “You’re married, but somehow I get the feeling that you’re open to, how shall I put it? Extra-curricular activities?” She didn’t wait for me to reply, but leaned in and kissed me. She tasted like wine and smoke which made me crazy. If I had any doubts as to how this trip would turn out, I had none now. I could feel a bit of moisture gathering at the tip of my cock, which she was digging into through my pants with her long, painted nails.

She pulled off me, and touched the tip of my nose playfully with her finger. “You know, you’re a very naughty man. In fact, if I didn’t know any better, I’d say you came down here to seduce me. Now tell Susan the truth,” referring to herself in the third person; “You really aren’t interested in a condo for yourself and Stacy now, are you?”

I was a bit red in the face, maybe from the wine, or maybe from my embarrassment at being caught red-handed, so I told her the truth. “You’re right, I’m not looking for a condo. My job sent me down here for a few days, and I wanted to pay you a call.”

“Did you now? Why? Did you think I was hot the last time we saw each other? I saw you eyeballing me. I remember our last picture together. Stacy must have loved it when I pressed my tits into your chest.”

“Tit,” I said.

“Oh that’s right; it was just my left tit, with my head sort of on your shoulder, right?”

“Yeah, like that.”

“I bet Stacy loved that one!”

“No she didn’t. She blamed me for it.”

“Okay, well I can’t help it. If I see something I like I go after it. I’m surprised it took you six years to come down Steve.”

She leaned in and kissed me again. “Come on, we’ll be late for our reservation. Then we can come back here and continue our little chat.”

The way she spoke, and looked; cat-like in a way, really turned me on, and I too was wondering why I waited so long to come down and see her.

So we left for the restaurant, and I didn’t have a shred of guilt about coming down here to see Susan. It’s one of those once in a lifetime crazy things that you either do, or let go of forever. I’m a doer.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

_____________________________

_________________


The restaurant was an average Mexican restaurant, with a Florida vibe. It was in South Beach, and after dinner we just walked around a bit, popping into a club for a drink, and we danced to some crazy electronic funk music which I thought they only played in the South Bronx. As we danced she pressed her satin skirt close into my waist and ground herself against my hard on, and placed her arms around my neck, drawing me close into her. None of us kept time or paid any attention to the music. I was sure she was dying to fuck me, and so was I.

She broke off and looked me in the eyes, and started to pull me to the door. “Let’s get out of here and go back to my place,” she said very determined.

“Hell yeah,” I said, and we got into my rental and drove back to her house. As soon as we got inside she wasted no time and pulled me upstairs to her bedroom which had a terrace looking out over the golf and tennis courts. Her backyard was expansive. This woman had money.

She sat on the bed and took off her shoes. The next thing I knew she was on top of me, on her knees, opening my belt buckle and pulling down my zipper. “Now let’s see if your trip was worth it,” she said grinning.

She pulled my slacks down and my boxers, revealing a very aroused, and hard, thick cock, which, I’ll have you know, I was very proud of.

“Oh my Steven, you are so fucking BIG. I love it,” she said, and slid down me, pushing my shirt up. Her long, silky black hair fell onto my chest.


Her girdle, which strapped to her pantyhose was off, and I took off her G-String thong, and kicked it to the floor next to the bed. She swung her head from side to side over me; washing me with her long, silky hair. It was gliding over my stiff, hard cock, and I may have gotten a drop or two of pre cum in her hair.

She had her mouth open and was about to take my cock in her mouth when she stopped and said: “Steven, I have to say I compliment on your deviousness in setting up this little fling!” Taking it as a compliment of my genius, I just smiled. What I wanted to say was “Suck it already, slut!” And that, she did.

She bent down to me and kept her mouth off of my cock for just a second, and instead stuck her tongue out, and circled the head of my cock with it, sticking the tip of her tongue into my slit, making me crazy. This woman knew how to tease. I reached across my chest and placed my fingers on her nipples which were already erect. I had always wanted to squeeze them, ever since that photo of six years ago. I squeezed each one between my thumb and index finger, and she moaned through her tonguing me as she did so.

She closed her lips tightly around the head of my cock, and kept circling my cock with her wet tongue. I lifted my hips to place my cock deeper into her mouth, and she met me half way by bobbing her head up and down on my giant wand. Her lips were like soft velvet, and she had a way of moving them from side to side which drove me completely nuts. There was no way I was going to last through this absolute torture.

“Sweet Jesus!” I yelled out. “I’m gonna cum Susan.” Meanwhile Susan was grinding her hips into my thigh, and she suddenly stiffened and squirted onto me, dripping her juices down the side of my leg onto the bed.

She pulled her mouth off of me quickly and took hold of the shaft of my cock, pumping it, and I could hold back no longer, and shot my load all over her face which she put right in front of me. She loved to cover her face with my jizz, causing her eye makeup to run down her face. She was bathing in it. Then, when I thought I was done, she resumed sucking on me so skillfully, that I came again, unloading in her mouth. She sucked and slurped like she lived in a desert all her life. I was her oasis of cum tonight.

On top of me, she slid up and kissed me hard, giving me a taste of my own jizz. Her pussy was glistening wet, and she took my hand and rubbed it all around her pussy, rubbing my fingers around her clitoris, and then placing them inside of her. She closed her thighs around my hand, then pulled it out and stuck my fingers in my mouth. I licked them clean, getting a good taste of her.

*****

Stretched out on top of me, her delicious tits rubbing on my chest, she said softly, “Steven, I’m not finished with you yet.” She reached across the bed into her night table and pulled out a silicone cock ring from the drawer, slipping it over my cock, which was now semi-erect. In less than a minute, I was hard again. She got up on her knees and turned around quickly, and I slid back, up the bed.

“I want you to take me from behind,” she said. What choice did I have but to obey the lady. I guided my cock right against her pussy, and slowly entered her, and she gasped.

As I slowly entered her, enjoying the feel of her tight pussy around my cock, she backed up on me and met me thrust for thrust. I went faster and faster. The bed was quaking as her speed increased. My hands were on top of her shoulders, and my chest was sliding along her backside. I felt her stiffen and squirt again and she moved her ass around so that my cock was circling the inside of her pussy. It felt like a sneeze was welling up inside of me, and I shot another load deep into Susan’s pussy. I was in so deep; I thought my cock would come out of her mouth.

She slowed down her thrusting and slowly came off my cock. She moved back, pushing me down onto the bed, and sat on my face. I stuck my tongue out and licked all of her juices up, playing her clit like a banjo with my tongue. It made her moan even more, and the last drops of her orgasm came out onto my face.

She got up after a little while and reached for her bag on the floor, pulling out a Virginia Slims 120. She took a deep drag, and said, “Oh that’s so good right after sex. Want one?” she said, the cigarette dangling out of the side of her mouth, and the smoke curling up her nose. It just felt like the right time, and I said, “Sure, why not?” Of course, my little smoking fetish took over and I got hard again. Susan noticed it as she lit me up and started laughing. “Wow, it doesn’t take you long to get hard again, now does it?” I didn’t answer, I just smoked with her on the bed.

We went downstairs to her kitchen, and she made coffee, and we made some small talk. “So what kind of relationship do you have with your wife Steve, if you go through these ‘highly unorthodox ways’ to cheat?”

I hadn’t expected that question, but I just shrugged my shoulders. “I suppose that the ‘fire’ went out of our sex a while ago, and though it’s still important to me, Stacy is just not into it anymore. I think she sees it more as a wifely duty than anything to get excited over.”

“Oh okay, so sex is boring, let me get my cock sucked outside, right?”

“That about sums it up.”

“Okay then, yeah, I can see that. Lots of men are in your situation. It must be tough. That’s what’s wrong with marriage. The way I see it, like the Amish take a year off from Amish life when they’re teenagers; I think they call it “Rumspringa,” where the kids go out and ‘sow their wild oats.’ Sometimes they don’t go back to the Amish way of life. They should have something like that in marriage. I mean, really, the whole idea of monogamy is so outmoded, right?”

“I suppose you’re talking to the right guy, yeah.”

So we finished up and I went back to my hotel. I told Susan I would come by again tomorrow night. I would be at the store late, and have dinner in the hotel, and swing by her house at about eight o’clock for another night of unbelievable sex. On Saturday night, my last night in Miami, we’d go out to dinner in South Beach again.

I called my wife Stacy in the morning, just to check in and ask her about her day, and told her that I worked late last night and went to be early because I was so exhausted. That was that.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_____________________________

________________


Ihappened to get lucky and finished up with work at the store by about four o’clock in the afternoon. I would go back to the hotel, call Stacy to “check in,” and then get ready to go back to Susan’s house. She was busy herself, having listed a big condo in Miami. I imagined what it would be like for me to have my own place with unlimited visits from Susan. Now wouldn’t that be nice.

I called Stacy, and her phone went to voice mail which I thought was odd, but it was only six o’clock, and sometimes the office stayed open later, like until eight. It was flu season, and the office was extremely busy. She worked for a pediatric group of physicians.

As I was seated in the hotel restaurant, I had a large boner, just thinking about seeing Susan later. I couldn’t even fathom going home after this week was over. The trick she used with the cock ring was unexpected and great. I hadn’t much experience with sex toys at all. In college, this one girl insisted I fuck her with a huge, pink dildo, but that was it.

I pulled up to Susan’s driveway at precisely eight o’clock. The light was on in the upstairs bedroom, but just like yesterday, she was at the storm door to greet me as I made my way around the circular driveway. The fountain reminded me of my spurting jizz, and I smiled at how crazy this whole week was. Crazy, but fantastic!

“Hello stranger, come on in,” she said, as she grabbed me around the shoulders and gave me a lingering kiss. She pushed up against my waist and felt my huge boner ready to come out and play again.

“My, my, someone’s excited tonight,” she said, as she gave my crotch a squeeze.

“Oh, without a doubt,” I said.

“Let’s have some wine. Would you care for a cigarette, Steve?”

“Of course I would,” I said, taking a seat on the living room sofa.

She brought over the same bottle that I had brought last night and handed me a cigarette. After pouring two glasses of wine, she lit herself up, and then me from the same flame.

“Does Stacy know you smoke, or is this just a thing when you fuck other women?” she said, laughing, and exhaling.

“Oh no, I don’t smoke in the house. Once in a while, I go outside and smoke in the back. She doesn’t seem to mind it.”

I was relaxed on the couch with my head resting on the back, and my feet up on the ottoman she had. Putting her glass down, Susan leaned over and kissed me hard on the mouth, causing my cock to stir around, vying for my attention. In my mind I said, Soon little buddy.

She broke off and lied her head on my chest. “So when do you think we can do this again Steve. You’re growing on me fast. It’s going to be hard to say goodbye Saturday night.”

“I know, but I’ll figure something out. We’re a national chain, after all, and I work at corporate, so it might even be in another city.”

“Oh that sounds like fun. Maybe Vegas?” she said, arching her eyebrows.

“I don’t think so. Stacy barely let me come here to Miami alone, because it was just one day’s notice. I don’t know how she would feel about Las Vegas.”

She stuck her hands through my shirt and began rubbing my chest. She took a drag off her cigarette and placed it in the ashtray, and then opened my fly, and undid my belt buckle. I helped things along by sliding down my pants and my boxers down around my ankles.

Susan wasted no time and lie lengthwise on the couch and placed her lips on my cock. She kissed it, and stuck her tongue out again, swirling it around my head. I was leaking precum again which she licked off, and left it glistening on her glossy red lipstick. I unbuttoned my shirt and threw it on the floor next to the sofa.

Now I was lying on the sofa, and she was on top of me, sliding down to my waist, and sucking on my cock. She put the whole thing in her mouth, and used her tongue to swirl around and around. I was really fucking horny tonight, and Susan was very accommodating, giving it to me just the way I liked it; making a seal with lips, nice, wet, and tight.

I pushed her head down into my lap, and her luxurious hair again swept over my chest and my balls. Susan had her jeans down, but wasn’t wearing any panties, and slid her pussy up and down my thigh. She was dripping a puddle on me, and while she was busy sucking up a storm on me, she squirted all over my leg.

I let out a loud moan, and shot a big wad of jizz into her mouth. This time, she drank it all in. It was such a huge load, that some of it dripped down the corners of her mouth; but she never stopped her up and down bobbing motion. She stopped and immediately lifted her head up to kiss me, giving me a full taste of myself, and the wine she drank.

I was overcome, and she reached into her handbag and handed me the cock ring. “Here Steve, put this on now and we’ll go upstairs. You can leave your clothes here,” she said.

So I slipped the cock ring on, and marched upstairs behind Susan, and all she was wearing was her blouse, unbuttoned. We went into her bedroom, and the sheets were down already, and I smiled. She was waiting for me all day.

She lit another cigarette and took another sip of wine from her glass. She brought hers and mine upstairs. Placing her hand on my chest and rubbing again, she asked me, “Are you ready to go again Steve?”

“Damn right I am!”

“Well I was thinking that it would be nice if you spent the night here with me.”

“I could do that,” I said. I really wanted to anyway.

“Good. Now I have another surprise for you.”

“Oh, and what would that be?” I asked, excitedly.

She touched the tip of my nose with her finger and bit her bottom lip. Just wait right here, and she got up and went into the hallway and to the next bedroom on the right of the hallway. Susan wasn’t gone more than a minute and when she came back into the room, I thought I would get up, open the sliding glass door, and jump off the terrace onto the brick patio below, head first.

Standing next to Susan was my wife Stacy! Only Stacy was wearing an outfit I never saw before. She wore a black leather underbust that laced up the front and her hair was down, just below her breasts, and her makeup made her look like a hooker. I was frozen in disbelief and my eyes were wide as saucers. I was unable to speak, and both women stood together laughing at me.

Finally, I did manage to get out a few words. “What the fuck! Stacy, is that really you????” My eyes moved between Susan and Stacy.

“Yes Steve, it’s really me,” Stacy said. She took one of Susan’s cigarettes and lit up. I didn’t know she smoked. My eyes moved over her up and down. She was only wearing a black G-String.

“You see Steve,” Stacy continued. “Sarah and I have become good friends over the years our kids were dating, and we couldn’t see how their breaking up could ruin our friendship. Isn’t that right Susan?”

“It sure is, sweetheart.” Sweetheart?? What the fuck was this!?

Stacy and Susan faced each other and moved close and were kissing and hugging each other around the shoulders. “Ummm, so good. I’ve missed you honey,” Stacy said. I picked up the wine glass to see if maybe I had been drugged with a hallucinogen. They both turned to me and laughed.

“You see Steve, we see each other as much as we can, mostly in New York when I fly up. What is that darling?” Susan said to Stacy, “Once a month?”

“Yes, that would be about right.”

Now I knew I wasn’t dreaming. It was apparent that both my wife and Susan were bisexual and having an affair with each other. Susan’s hand was rubbing Stacy’s pussy underneath her G-String pouch, and she was moaning. I watched mesmerized as the two of them kissed, nibbled each other’s ears, and rubbed their cunts together.

“Now, whatever shall I do with you, Steve?” Stacy said, with a smile on her face, and her voice pretending to be serious. “You see Steve,” Stacy continued. “Susan likes it a lot when you fuck her,” and I don’t mind it a bit, because she always comes back to me you see.”

“Yes Steve,” Susan said. “Stacy and I are a pair.” I was wondering what my future would hold, but I didn’t have to wonder long.

“You see honey,” Stacy said to me, a foreign sense of mischief in her voice; “I was thinking of divorcing you, and with the evidence her of your infidelity, I don’t think you really have a leg to stand on – you’re BUSTED, Steve.”

She had me. I was at her mercy, and apparently Susan’s too. “You see, as soon as Susan told me you were coming here, I must say I was very surprised, but then we thought we could turn this situation over to our advantage.”

I was stone-cold out of my mind by this point. I knew that Stacy’s sister was a “take no prisoners” divorce attorney, and if she were to divorce me, I’d be lucky if I was left in the street in my underwear – and dead broke!

“So, (my voice was cracking) how long have you two . . .”

“Been together? Fucking? About a year after we all met for the first time. She would come up to New York, and with Buck in Maine, it was pretty easy for us to see each other,” Stacy said.

“Now the question with you, Steve, is what to do with you?” Stacy said. Both of them were laughing, turning their attention from me, and facing each other like I wasn’t in the room, began touching each other.

Stacy had her hand on Susan’s pantyless pussy, and using her fingers very skillfully to rub the slick wetness that I had only tasted recently. She used her middle finger to play with Susan’s clit until she was weak in the knees. Both of them, still locked in an embrace, went over to the bed ,and lied on it facing each other. Both of them were kissing, and my wife took off her panties and kicked them off the side of the bed.

Through gasps of breath, my wife said, “Go have a seat over there Steve, and pull the chair up and watch.” I still had the cock ring on, so I was nice and hard. After I moved the plush chair over to the side of the bed, I couldn’t help but stroke my cock.

Now, I felt like a ghost in the room, still full of amazement as I watched my wife get finger-fucked by another woman – the woman I was having an affair with! 

Things accelerated, and Susan was now eating out my wife, probably better than any man could ever do. Stacy kept her underbust on but with the leather strings open, so that Susan could play with tits at the same time. They switched places for a while, and Susan kissed Stacy hard and left the bed. Stacy watched me stroking my cock and smiled, telling me, “Don’t worry honey, you’ll get yours soon – plus more.”

I was in too much shock to think about that when Susan came back into the room wearing a strap-on very large flesh – colored dildo. In one hand she had a tube of K-Y Jelly. I could see that Stacy could barely contain her excitement. For the next hour or so I watched them ride each other with a fury that I had never seen – not from Stacy or Susan. I never knew my wife could take such a large cock, and though I’ve never measured myself, I knew I was a decent size. But still.

They both were exhausted on the bed, facing each other, looks of bliss on their faces and they were whispering. Then, both of them lit up cigarettes, and stared at me, all naked wearing a cock-ring.

“Did you enjoy the show Steve?” Stacy asked. I could say nothing.

“Well, listen up Steverino, this is what’s gonna happen. You are going to play ‘dress up,’ and then we’ll have our way with you. Of course, you don’t have a choice. I know that my love, Stacy here, would like to make your life a living hell if you refuse.”

“Follow me into the guest room Steve,” Susan ordered. I stood up, the tip of my cock a bit sore and pointing up to the ceiling, and followed her into the next room.

What I saw laid out on the bed shocked me; a couple of G-Strings, pantyhose, a long, redhead wig, a bra, blouse, and a short denim mini-skirt. On the side next to the clothing was a makeup case.

“You see Steve, you are going to become the nice little cum-sucking slut we want you to be. Who knows, you may even get to entertain the occasional gentleman or two. So, let’s get the party started.”

Susan looked me over carefully. “Oh no, no, no, no; this will never do. It looks like I’m going to have to shave you Steve.”

“What? Where?” I said incredulously.

“All over your body, including your eyebrows – they’re just too thick, not very feminine at all.”

Stacy watched approvingly as Susan was a maestro with the razor blade that shaved my chest, my legs, and my pubic area. After I was dried off, I slipped on the black G-String. Being totally honest here, my smoking fetish did include dressing up like the women I fantasized about. I would have been hard even without the cock-ring, but neither Stacy nor Susan knew that, or at least I didn’t think they did.

The G-String felt really good between the crack of my ass, rubbing gently over my asshole or “boy pussy” as I would later refer to it. The satin pouch felt delightful over my cock and my balls. My bulge was quite obvious. Susan turned to Stacy and said, “You know honey, if he’s to go anywhere like this, he’ll need a gaff to hide that large cock of his. Oh! For your information Steve, your cock is now to be called a ‘girl clitty,’ got it?”

I said nothing, and didn’t want to ‘give up the ghost’ and let on that I really enjoyed this. Maybe Susan knew, but if she did, she wasn’t talking to me about it.

After Susan was done with me, she took me back into the master bedroom, and I stood in front of the long mirror on the bedroom door and couldn’t believe what I saw. I was a new man, or rather, “a new woman.”

The makeup was excellent with green eye shadow, heavy black mascara, and eyeliner, which went well with my brown eyes and red wig. I had red lip gloss on. Hell, I would even fuck myself. Either way, I had no choice, I was trapped.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

_____________________________

________________


Nice job Susan, he looks good enough to eat!” Stacy said, and both of them burst out laughing. “How do you like your ‘new self’ honey?” Stacy asked mockingly.

I wasn’t about to hand them an easy victory, so I said, “It looks pretty good for a cross dressing job.”

Susan laughed, and said, “Who said anything about cross dressing, Steve?”

I didn’t respond. “Okay, now here’s what you’re gonna do for us Steve,” Susan said. “You’re going to get on the bed, on your knees and face the headboard, ok?”

I wasn’t wearing the skirt, just the G-String panties, the black laced bra, and the blouse. “Wait a second,” Stacy said. “What are we going to call ‘her’?”

Susan thought a moment and said, “Doesn’t he look like a ‘Courtney’?”

“Yes, yes, that’s a great sissy name for him – Courtney. I like the sound, has a ring to it.”

“Okay Steve, from here on in, your name with us will be ‘Courtney!’” Stacy said.

I did as I was told and got up on the bed, on my knees, head facing north.

Susan said, “Stacy, you can go first, after all, he is your husband!” Stacy nodded enthusiastically and took the belt with the dildo from Susan and put it on herself. Susan handed her a tube of K-Y Jelly.

I felt Stacy brush aside the G-String from the crack in my ass to the side, exposing my as yet virgin “boy pussy,” or bussy” as it was called to whatever these women had planned for me. Wouldn’t it be something, a game changer perhaps, if I really enjoyed what they had in store for me?

I did enjoy it when Stacy spread the cool K-Y Jelly all around my ass, and when she stuck her index finger inside of my ass I let out a yelp which made both of them laugh. She stuck it as deep as she could, even taking it out and putting a second helping of jelly on my little red ass lips.

Strangely, in addition to the uncomfortable feeling of having something crammed up my ass, it felt a bit pleasant as well. I would absolutely NOT let on to them that I enjoyed it. Let them figure it out for themselves. Either way I had to go through with this humiliation or face the wrecking of my life from Stacy’s sister and the tsunami of destruction she would bring down on me.

Now I felt the silicone head of the dildo just stopping at the entrance to my boy pussy. Stacy was rubbing my back and she put her hands on both sides of my hips and got herself lined up. I could see Susan smoking and drinking a glass of wine out of the corner of my eye.

Now I felt a weird sensation of something much wider than a finger enter me, and coming out and going forward again. “Now this may hurt a bit darling, but I can assure you that you’ll come to love it. Don’t worry, if I see blood I’ll stop.” I didn’t like the sound of that, but I felt like a virgin about to have her nether regions breeched for the first time.

The in and out motion continued, and soon, more of the length of the dildo penetrated me, back and forth, deeper, and deeper. I felt a fullness, which was quite uncomfortable, along with sharp pain, but I gritted my teeth. I didn’t want to show any weakness to these women whatsoever.

The jelly made her go faster and faster, and as she did so, I reached forward and grabbed hold of my cock, which was screaming for attention. I began stroking it, and spitting in my hand first to lube it a bit. Susan saw what I was doing, and she came over and put some of the K-Y into my hand, so I could run it along the length of my cock – bless her heart.

Stacy had the whole length of the dildo inside me, and now . . . I felt a sense of pleasure, that welled up inside of me from the deepest regions. I don’t know how else to describe it. I moved my hips back and forth to meet all her thrusts, and we continued like this faster and faster. Soon, I felt a bolt of electricity shoot through me, like pure pleasure, and I shot an enormous load of milky, white jizz into my hand, running down through my fingers. I let out a howl of release.

The two women laughed. “See Stacy, I knew he’d take to it.” Both of them were laughing now.

I was spent. “I think you really enjoyed this Courtney,” Susan said. “This could be the beginning of something really wonderful for you!”

“Yeah, we could dress him up anytime we want and go out to pick up guys. I know a few guys that Courtney’s cherry ass would really appeal too,” Susan said and laughed.

“So what do you say to your two “fem doms” sweetie?” Stacy asked.

“I think a little show of appreciation here would be appropriate,” Susan said.

I really needed to humble myself here. I had no other choice. In the meantime, Stacy took off her belt and handed it to Susan who saw me watching. “Don’t worry Courtney. By the time we’re done with you here tonight, you’ll be a new woman!” Both of them were laughing very hard.

“Uh could I please have a cigarette?” I asked Susan.

“ I didn’t know that Courtney smoked,” Stacy said with mock horror.

“Yes darling, she’s become the ultimate cum whore. Wait till we find some cock for her to suck.” Susan handed me a cigarette and lit me up.

Susan was in thought for a minute and said, “You know something Stacy? There’s this Black guy Mike in my office. He’s one of my top agents, and I think he would just love a good blowjob from Courtney here!”

“Ooooh, now that’s something I would very much love to see!” Stacy said.

“I can arrange that for tomorrow night. I think that’s Courtney’s last day down here. I wonder how he’s going to sit for a three-hour plane ride!” Both of them laughed more. I was their “butt” of amusement. But secretly, as I lie on my back, I was smiling. I think after all I really hit the jackpot. I would show them that I was the ultimate “out-of-town sissy!”

❤️❤️❤️


STEPMOM’S PET SISSY

A First Time Feminization, Crossdressing,

Transgender Story, with Twists and Turns


Prologue

Based on a true story

“In my life, I have given a fuck about many things. I have also not given a fuck about many things. And like the road not taken, it was the fucks not given that made all the difference.”

Mark Manson

The Subtle Art of Not Giving a F*ck: A Counterintuitive

Approach to Living a Good life


My dad was tired of being alone, without any female companionship, that is. My mother passed away five years ago, and now I was living at home with him. I have no siblings, my name is Jason, and I’m a twenty-year-old college junior, and commute to a local four-year college.

Dad met Stacy at work. He works as an agent for a large insurance company, and about four years ago, they hired Stacy. At first, dad kept his distance, adhering to the unspoken rule about office romances.

But, after six months or so, dad asked Stacy out for lunch. Lunch turned into dinners, and before he knew it, he had a girlfriend. They kept their relationship secret at first, but then after a year, they were known as an item. The office was “loose on rules,” and the office manager didn’t really care.

I met Stacy many times, and she seemed really cool. Dad and Stacy tied the knot at the end of my sophomore year while I was in-between schools. I transferred to a college near the house at the beginning of my junior year.

I started out at a four year college out of state, and moved back home partly because Remson College had a pretty good graphic arts and video production department, and also, I thought it would be good for dad to have me around for a bit of “normalcy.” It would also show him my tacit approval of the marriage which was important to him. Dad and I were close, and that was another reason I moved home; I missed him.

The wedding was big – and it was outdoors, taking advantage of the June weather. I have three aunts, about nine first cousins, and some of my late mother’s family (the ones dad and I got along with). They all came, along with people from Dad and Stacy’s office. Stacy had no kids, but she did have a small four-year-old niece who made a cute little flower girl.

Stacy was a very attractive woman and reminded dad of mom a little bit. She had long, dark auburn hair, blue eyes, really big breasts, and a very hot figure which she had no qualms about showing off. My dad was ten years Stacy’s senior, her being about forty-one years of age.

So, it was cool. Stacy and I got along pretty well. All three of us liked to relax around the TV at night – when I didn’t have any studies to do. Sometimes we would go on short weekend trips, and dad and Stacy had it arranged so their vacations came out at the same time, and they liked to travel a lot. I never minded; I didn’t want to begrudge dad his happiness.

Being totally honest here, Stacy was a “looker.” Sometimes, I couldn’t help but think she was teasing me by always sitting in the middle of dad and me when we watched TV. When dad would put his head back on the sofa and snore during a show, Stacy surprised me and put her head on my shoulder and fell asleep (or at least pretended to) as well.

I couldn’t help it, and I had no lewd thoughts, but being a sexually active twenty-year-old male, I would get very hard. My head kept telling me Jason, this is WRONG buddy! This is your stepmom; you cannot do this! But how can my body and my swarms of testosterone tell me that I can’t get an erection??

Last weekend for instance, we were watching some old period drama on HBO, and both of them fell asleep – my dad snoring away at the end of the sofa, and Stacy’s head on my shoulder. Of course, my “Happy Muscle” was doing a war dance in my sweats, and the back of Stacy’s hand just happened to land on “the tent” in my sweats. I didn’t move – maybe I should have, but I turned my head to look at Stacy, and HOLY FUCK she was smiling at me, halfway in a dream state, and with her eyes closed. I said nothing, but moved away, her hand falling off my ‘tent,’ and she seemed to go back to sleep, her head now resting upon my shoulder - no other part of my anatomy was being explored.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

__________________________
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That night, when I got tired, I left dad and Stacy; both were awake by then, and I went to my room and shut the door. I was still so fucking horny from that experience on the couch, that I jerked myself off, pretending that Stacy’s lips were running around my cock. I felt a little bit guilty, but I mean it was just some harmless fun; not that I would ever act out on it!

On Monday I went to the campus a little bit early to catch up on some work, and I met up with my two buddies Phil and Richie, who were also in my film production class. We had an assignment to make any kind of movie we wanted. This class was a favorite amongst the film students because everybody was a budding Stephen Spielberg or Stanley Kubrick. Phil and Richie talked about going to grad school in film making. I was still on the fence about it. We met in the STARBUCKS on the campus to bullshit and hang out before class.

“So, what about a horror film, Jason?” Richie asked.

“You mean you want something with a lot of blood and screams? Maybe a knife coming out from a shower curtain with a naked blonde behind it? – Boring!” I said.

“I agree with Rich; that’s dull,” Phil said.

“Or how about this,” I said. I’m a Jason, right? So how about I get a mask and chase some hot-looking extras in skimpy bikinis around an old campsite with a long butcher’s knife!”

“Knock it off Jason, we’re not supposed to be doing a comedy,” Richie said, laughing.

Phil was the real thinker in the group, he always had creative ideas to put out. “Hey guys, how about some kind of a family drama?”

Maybe Phil was onto something, so I asked him “What did you have in mind.”

Phil and Richie looked at each other smiling, and then they turned to me. God only knows why.

“Just hear us out Jason. This might sound really crazy, okay, and I don’t mean to overstep any boundaries here,” Phil said, and looked over to Richie.

I became suspicious and cautious. “No, no, go ahead, I’m all ears.”

Richie cleared his throat. “Phil and I have been to your house, and we met your new stepmom. So, how about some kind of thing involving a stepmother who becomes involved with her stepson’s best friend, or friends? It sounds deep, right? Do you think your stepmom would play along with the idea?”

I got red in the face and angry. “WTF! No Richie, it sounds downright disgusting! Do you honestly expect me to ask my stepmother, Stacy, who is happily married to my dad to get involved in some kind of adulterous, and taboo affair – for a fucking college film class movie? Seriously dude, are you and Phil both out of your freaking minds?”

“See Richie, I told you it was stupid and would never fly! We’re not professionals with access to adult actors,” Phil said, embarrassed.

I left that meeting now knowing that I wasn’t the only one who thought Stacy was hot. Shit, as crazy as it all was, they wanted to feature her in some cheap, college porn flick. First of all, there was no way in hell Stacy would ever consent to that, and what would my dad think? How could I even think of doing that to him? The whole idea was raunchy and sick.

I would tell my buddies that if they wanted to do some college aged movie about a dorm affair or something, we could get plenty of girls who would love to be part of it, with the sex scenes only suggestive, of course. Or, maybe, if they were looking for a “Mrs. Robinson” type, they could get a girl to dress a bit older and play stepmom.

I liked my friends, but this had to be one of the stupidest ideas they ever came up with.

That night I came home, and dad had to work late, but Stacy came home early, and she made a really killer meatloaf with mashed potatoes and vegetables that I loved; it was my favorite.

“Hi Stacy,” I said, thinking about my friends salivating over her. “Dad working late tonight?”

“Yes Jason, so I get to make a favorite of yours and your dad’s.”

“Yeah, it sure smells good. I’ll get washed and come down. Can I help you with anything?” I asked.

“You’re so sweet. It would be a big help if you made the salad,” she said.

“Okay, I’ll be right down,” and I went upstairs. Stacy had changed from work. She always wore a nice, sleek business suit to work, and now she had changed into tight jeans and a white cotton pullover with her long, auburn hair tied up in a bun.

She was still wearing her four-inch heels which I thought was odd, but okay. I thought it just a tad excessive though, because in addition to the high heels, her button-down, long-sleeved pullover had the first three buttons open, and I could see her cleavage perfectly with her perky nipples popping out of the black laced bra she wore.

I laughed to myself. The guys did have a point. If such a crazy movie like Phil and Richie wanted to make actually did get done, Stacy would be perfect as the proverbial hot stepmom.

I came down for dinner, and instead of having the news on, the TV in the kitchen was off. I went to the refrigerator and got the salad vegetables out and set the table. Dad would be home in an hour. Stacy was interested in having a conversation with me. “So Jason, what’s new in school? Got any interesting assignments or projects you’re working on? I’ve always thought film making was so interesting.”

I don’t know what made me go there, but thinking back on it now, I think I wanted her to know, just to test her reaction. “Well, I have one class where we’re supposed to actually make a movie, low budget of course.”

“Really, sounds terrific. Is this just you, or what?”

“No, the class is large, so they split us up into groups of three or four. I’m working with my two friends Richie and Phil – I had them over to the house.”

“Oh, that’s right,” Stacy said, nodding her head. Those were the two boys who kept checking me out . . .” she said, smiling. “So, what kind of movie is it?”

I cleared my thoughts, stirring uncomfortably in my chair, rethinking my idea of telling her, but now I had to say something. “Uh, we thought of doing a family drama. You remember the movie The Graduate?”

She smiled at me after a brief hesitation. “Yes I do; it happens to be one of my favorites.”

“Okay, (I blurted it out fast, because I was very nervous) we thought it would be about a guy with a stepmom who’s really hot, and she has an affair with his friends. Of course, the sexual parts would be inferred – they wouldn’t be real.” Oh shit, now it was out, there was no backing off. I turned about fifty shades of red.

Stacy laughed. “Well, I do feel flattered that you boys thought of me.”

“No no, I didn’t! Phil and Richie did! I said NO right away. I thought the idea was crazy, and that they should get some girl actor from campus to play the stepmom. Besides, what would dad say? He’d want to see the film when it was done!”

Stacy walked over to the kitchen counter and grabbed a cigarette; a long, all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol, and lit it up seductively with a silver butane lighter. I think she knew that her smoking tuned me on. My dad didn’t mind, I think it turned him on too to be honest, but I got a full-blown hard cock, especially now, in combination with the high heels and the open blouse.

I think the way I moved my thighs around gave me away. Stacy looked at me between drags and smiled in a way that she never did before.

“Jason,” Stacy asked. “Do you find me attractive?” Whoa, I never expected that.

I thought for about half a second, and I knew I couldn’t lie. “Uh, yes, I do, but in a good way.”

“Humm. How could something like that be a bad way? You obviously do Jason. In fact, I find you rather handsome.”

Oh my God, did she just say that? She walked over to me and with her smoky breath, she gave me a kiss on the cheek, and with her left hand, the right holding her cigarette, she stroked my cock though my sweatpants with her painted, long, fingernails.

I heard the garage door open; my dad was home. Stacy

gingerly walked back to the oven and took out the tray of toasted garlic bread, placing it on the table like nothing had happened. The rest of dinner with the three of us was just like any other night – but something had really changed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3
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That night I had schoolwork to do, so I didn’t join dad and Stacy in the living room to watch anything. I could barely concentrate on my American Lit report after what happened at dinner. I laughed to myself that if Phil and Richie ever found out, they would be jealous as hell, and secondly, they would be all over me to have Stacy act in our little video project.

The next morning, my dad was the first one to leave the house to go to work. Tonight, it would be Stacy’s turn to work late. At breakfast, dad had an announcement to make.

“So, guys, I have some great news. Stace – I think you know, but last night it was finalized,” Dad said.

“Oh, you mean about the training session on the new company system at corporate head in Phoenix?” Stacy said, excitedly.

“The very same. Jason,” dad said, “our company is revamping our computer system, so each branch is sending out one employee to a one-month training course in Phoenix to learn the new system.”

“But wait, isn’t that course just for management? What about Dobbs? Shouldn’t he be going?” Stacy said, acting surprised.

Dad proudly puffed out his chest and smiled at me and Stacy. “Yes, it is for management. You see, Frank Dobbs was transferred to the Hillsdale office, and I’ve been made manager last night! So, I’ll be going! Of course, as you know Stace, there’s a big pay raise involved too!”

“Wow dad, that’s great! Congratulations.” I was really happy for dad because he’d been working his butt off for that insurance company for ten years, and it was about time he got some kind of recognition.

Stacy squealed and jumped up from her seat and ran over to dad and kissed and hugged him, and sat across his lap, her arms around his shoulders.

“David, I’m so glad they finally gave it to you! I couldn’t think of a person better qualified for the position! Besides honey, now (she said while giving him small kisses on the mouth), this means you’re my boss. Imagine being married to the boss!” She let out an exaggerated “huff” of mock horror. They both laughed.

“Well, you know what this means Stacy. You’ll be getting all my clients, so you will have a much bigger job, and with it all the commissions too!”

Of course, in addition to being happy for dad, the thought of me being alone with Stacy for a month gave me a terrible hard on, right there at the kitchen table. During coffee, underneath the table, Stacy’s high heel rubbed itself on the bottom part of my leg. Now, I loved my dad, and if something were to happen between Stacy and me, there was no way that dad would ever know. That would have to be a condition. Of course, I wouldn’t be the one to make the first move. Wait a second. I didn’t make the first move – she did.

*****

“When will you be going away dad?” I asked, trying to hide my emotions – of excitement, and to be honest; of fear.

“This Sunday afternoon Jason. Do you think you can take me to the airport? Maybe we can even stop to get something to eat on the way there. You know, some father-son bonding time?”

“Of course, dad,” I answered, all smiles. I felt another rub from Stacy’s high heels on my leg, as she smiled too.

“That’s a terrific thing for you guys! I’m happy,” Stacy said.

Now that I had a fast-approaching time line to think about, my red hot boner was screaming for some taboo attention. I went to class a bit early, leaving shortly after dad, feeling a little bit uncomfortable about lingering at home with Stacy this morning until she went to work. Now that dad had his new management responsibilities, they each had somewhat different work schedules.

That night, for a change, Stacy brought home Chinese takeout for dinner, which was my favorite – some spicy General Tso’s chicken and pork fried rice. After dinner I had to do studying; I had an essay exam the next day for American Literature class. I was kind of avoiding my dad while he was with Stacy. It wouldn’t be bad – the professor had given us five probable questions to ponder ahead of time, and so I wrote essays that I would just have to vomit back on the exam booklet.

The sexual tension in the house for the rest of the week was unbearable. Stacy would look at me, winking at me, and biting her lower lip, wearing her luxurious hair down, and smoking seductively in front of me. Dad was oblivious to all of it, his nose stuck in his laptop or paper edition of the WALL STREET JOURNAL.

Sunday morning came and dad had a two o’clock flight to Phoenix. We left for the airport early, like ten o’clock, and dad took me out for brunch like he said he would. The conversation was a bit awkward, because I was feeling guilty about things that were yet to happen. I was only half paying attention.

“What’s wrong Jason?” dad said. “You seem a little distracted.” He smiled at me. “You have a new girlfriend you’re thinking about?” I almost spit out my orange juice at that question.

“Uh, yeah dad. There’s a girl in my American Lit class I’ve been thinking of asking out, and I’m not really sure how to approach her.”

“Ah, I see. Well you’re a handsome guy – you’ve got my looks after all, so you should have no problems there,” he said, laughing.

I smiled. “Yeah, you’re right dad. It’s just silly butterflies; you know, fear of the unknown.”

“I’m sure you’ll do just fine. You know Jason, since you’ve been home, I’m glad to see that you and Stacy seem to be getting along well. I was worried about that at first. You know how much I care about your happiness, son.” He put on a pretend scowl. “You know about all those ‘wicked stepmother’ scenarios, right?”

I laughed. “Sure dad, but Stacy’s nothing like that – she’s really cool, and I can talk to her about almost anything.” That was true, after all.

“Jason, you know I’m going to miss you for four weeks. I promise we’ll talk every day, and you can text me whenever anything comes up.”

“Sue dad, that would be great.”

“Oh! One more thing.” Dad was beaming. “Don’t tell Stacy, but her birthday is coming up in December, and I thought I would take the three of us to Acapulco for Christmas vacation! Now how does that sound?”

“Wow dad! It sounds great!” This really surprised me.

“And” he said, “You’re a young man, and you’ll be twenty-one by then, so of course, you’ll get your own room, and have your own privacy. How does that sound?”

“Dad, you’re the greatest!”

When I got home from the airport, I was surprised to see Stacy’s car parked in the driveway. Usually on Sunday she either goes out with my dad, or she goes out with her friends to shop or play tennis. I came into the house and saw that she was fast asleep on her bed, so I quietly went into my room to lay down for a while myself.

I had just drifted off to sleep when I heard moaning coming from the master bedroom. It wasn’t a “painful sounding” moaning, it was more like a “happy moaning,” a sexual pleasure sort of moaning. Curious, I slowly walked on tip toes just to the side of the room. The door to the master bedroom was open, and I peeked into the room and saw the bottom half of the bed. I saw Stacy’s legs spread wide, the zipper of her jeans was open, and I caught sight of her hand underneath her panties, rubbing her pussy up and down!

She made hissing noises, gasps of pleasure, and her legs were kind of moving in rhythm to what her hands were doing. This woman was taking herself to the freakin’ Moon! Next to her legs on the bed, I caught sight of an enormous, pink, silicone dildo, all wet, having just come from inside of her. My jeans were busting, my cock struggling to pop out free, and I stood there for a good five minutes, just watching in stunned silence, as she continued her erotic activities. I was about to slip my fingers underneath my jeans and boxers, but I hesitated.

I couldn’t go back to my room. My head was exploding, the hallway was spinning, and my heart was beating out of my chest, so I walked downstairs on the carpeted staircase very quietly, and left the house. My emotions were like a whirling tornado. I was breathing hard, and my eyes were wide open. What to do? As enticing as Stacy was, she was still married to my dad, and after our time together at brunch before taking dad to the airport, I felt terrible about doing the nasty behind his back. I was caught in a real dilemma. I got into my car, being careful not to slam the car door, and drove away. I blew through two stop signs. That’s how distracted I was. I thought I would walk around the mall and think. I couldn’t call Richie or Phil because they would be all over that shit.

So, I made up my mind to see where all this went; just go with the flow as it were. Maybe, just maybe, she would be content pleasuring herself and nothing more. Maybe her flirtatious behavior towards me was just fun and innocent. I would have to see. I made up my mind that whatever happened, I wouldn’t tell dad, or anyone else for that matter, what happened next.
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Iate dinner out by myself, and thought. I was in a very difficult situation, but, after much consideration I figured fuck it . . . This woman married my dad. If my dad didn’t know what his wife was capable of doing, it wasn’t my concern. So, I reasoned with myself that I was an innocent who would most likely be seduced by an older woman. In short, where your cock is concerned, morality is just a buzz kill.

Seriously, maybe my friends were right – having a killer pussy like Stacy’s thrown directly in my face was a fucking gift! I became giddy with the excitement that comes with being presented with a forbidden fruit. Too much damn thinking. So, I treated myself to a new I Watch. I’d been saving for it a long time, doing odd jobs here and there for spare cash. Now, I had something to show Stacy in case she wondered where I was all afternoon. Satisfied, I went home.

I came home about five o’clock. “Hi Jason, where were you all afternoon?” Stacy was all smiles, wearing that sexy blouse, the black-laced bra clearly visible, and along with it, the cleavage of those nice, firm tits.

“After I dropped dad off, I went to the mall, looked around a bit and bought myself a new I Watch. I’ve been saving up for it by doing odd jobs and stuff, so I wanted to get myself a little present.”

“That’s great! I was never into the tech stuff much. Why, I don’t even have a FACEBOOK page, can you believe that?”

“Sure, lots of people don’t get into social media. It’s really a big time waster.”

“Humm, now I can see why you’re interested in literature and film.”

“Exactly, I don’t wanna be like everyone else in Gen Z rotting their minds.”

“What a smart young man you are. So, what would you like for dinner?”

“Well, it’s a Sunday night. Why don’t we just order pizza,” I said, my cock as hard as a rock. In my state of excitement, I couldn’t see cooking, or even watching Stacy cook something.

“Excellent idea! Why don’t you order something from Enzo’s?”

“Okay, it’s a deal,” I said.

Stacy handed me a five. “Here, give this to the guy when he delivers.”

“Thanks Stacy.”

Just before dinner came, Stacy brought out a bottle of red wine. She drank a whole glass by herself in front of the cabinet above the sink before bringing it to the table. I’d never seen her do that before.

We ordered two pies, plain and a Sicilian with pepperoni and some garlic knots. At least there would be enough left over to take care of another dinner.

We had just finished dinner and Stacy poured a glass of wine for herself, and one for me. “Why don’t we drink a toast?” she said.

“Sure, uh how about to a nice month?” How stupid could I sound!? Like a real douchebag. A ‘nice’ month. What an idiot!

Stacy smiled at me, our glasses clinked, and she repeated, “To a really, really nice month . . .” she said with her eyes boring into mine, sending chills through my body.

The thought suddenly popped into my head that a month was a really long time to be alone with someone like Stacy, and that I would either have to fuck her, or kill myself.

Purposely that evening, I avoided her as much as I could, busying myself with playing a combat game on Play Station remotely with my friends, Richie, and Phil. The subject of our video project never came up.

Just before midnight, Stacy came upstairs, saw I had my headphones on and was busy playing my game.

“Goodnight Jason! See you tomorrow morning,” she called out.

“Goodnight Stacy,” I called back, absorbed in my game.

Immediately, Richie and Phil were all over me. “Was that Stacy? Your dad is away for a month? What’re you gonna do?” I could tell those guys were salivating.

“Come on guys, knock it off. I told you already, it’s not up for discussion! Find your own MILF for this project.”

I hoped that was the last I’d hear about Stacy from those guys. Now, the ball was in Stacy’s court. Sunday night; the first in a month of possibilities. I couldn’t help myself; as soon as my head hit the pillow, my hard, aching cock was in my hands.
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After a satisfying orgasm and continued arousal at the month to come, I somehow managed to fall asleep. About two o’clock I was awakened by a light tapping on the door. I was half-asleep, facing away from the doorway. I squinted at the light from the hallway coming into my room. In the half open doorway was a silhouette of Stacy; I thought I was dreaming at first, but then the figure slowly began walking towards me.

She was wearing that long sleeved cotton blouse with the high collar up, and the first few buttons undone. She was barefoot and not wearing any panties; just the shirt, not even the laced bra. When she was about four feet away from me, I noticed her perky nipples hard and protruding from the blouse. I glanced down and saw the wetness of her pussy dripping down the inside of her legs.

In her hand she held a freshly lit cigarette, and an ashtray with her other hand. She carefully placed the ashtray on my night table and took a cheek-hollowing drag. Her long hair was lying over her shoulders, uncombed, down to just below her breasts.

I thought I was dreaming until she finally spoke. “You’ve been such a good boy Jason. Oh I know very well how much I turn you on, and I also know that you watched me pleasuring myself earlier. Why, did you know that the whole time I was thinking of you, instead of my fingers?”

She leaned over me, I was only wearing my boxer shorts, my chest was bare. I felt her silky hair falling on my chest, and the smell of smoke coming from her mouth as she exhaled over me breathing softly.

“Jason,” she continued. “I have a problem, and I need your help. Look how wet my pussy is! I’m so fucking . . .” she waved the cigarette around searching for a word. “Frustrated. Yes, frustrated. Since you’ve come home to stay I’ve wanted you to fuck my brains out. Do you remember the wedding when I danced with you?” I couldn’t forget that. God help me I was as hard as a rock. “I was wet under my bridal gown the whole time thinking of you inside me. Even during the honeymoon, I had you in my mind, every time your father fucked me.”

Now this I didn’t know; but whether it was true or not, my cock was ramrod stiff and pulsating under my bed sheet.

She got on the bed on her knees straddling me, shaking her head so her hair swept over my chest like a broom. I didn’t say a word, as she bent her head down and kissed me – hard, on my lips. The taste of her smoky breath and the heady smell of an aroused pussy, and that of her perfume was making me insane. She took a last drag of her cigarette and let it burn in the ashtray.

She was licking my face and grabbed my right arm, placing my hand over her moist, glistening pussy. I took over from there, sliding my fingers up and down over that hot, wet flesh. She threw her head back and moaned. My entire hand was soaked as she squirted all over it. Like a fiend, she moved up and replaced my hand with my cock, gripping it with her closed fist and inserting the head of it into her pleasure cave. She screamed in pleasure, and bucked me like a bronco.

“That’s it Jason, FUCK ME HARD! Ride me like the stud you are . . . Fuck . . . You’re so HUGE!” I couldn’t believe how tight and silky smooth she was. I was being kissed at the same time, my cock throbbing inside her, and her face pressing my head into my pillow. She kept her blouse on, and I could feel her pencil sharp tits pressing into my bare chest.

It was too much for me. “Oh sweet Jesus,” she moaned, and I felt a new gush of heady juice wash over my cock and the insides of my thighs. This pushed me over the edge, and I came, shooting the largest wad of cum in my life all the way up inside Stacy. Some of it dribbled down from inside her adding to the flood on my legs and the bed sheets. I was still hard, thrusting, and pumping load after load inside of her.

Then she pulled out of me and sat on my face. “Eat me out Jason! Suck and lick every part of my pussy!” she gasped. She was right over my mouth, and I stuck my tongue out and artfully played with my new pleasure toy, inhaling her delicious scents, and drinking in the mixture of her wetness and my cum. I made her cum a third time, (I lost count), and placed my tongue over her clit, quick licks over the knob, and then licking all the way down until my tongue was deep inside of her.

Now on her elbows she was kissing me, her tongue wrapped around me and making cooing noises of post-coital pleasure. She pulled off of me and grinned wickedly at me. I hadn’t said a word this whole time, she just knew what I wanted, what I dreamed about.

She slid down me and placed her mouth over my cock, making me hard again. “Umm . . . Jason,” she said with an acute case of ‘cock mouth,’ “you are so delicious. I could eat you for days.”

Oh God, if only. She transcended the boundary between human and animal, giving into her base instincts, and sucked hard on my cock, up and down, left to right, up, and down. She worked magic with her tongue, playing my cock like a finely tuned instrument.

She went faster and faster, and I bucked my hips to meet her mouth. I could take it no longer and I came hard inside of her mouth, my cum dribbling down the sides of her mouth and onto her chin.

After I came, we kissed again, hard, and long, as I licked all of my cum from her face. She fell asleep onto my chest, and we awoke the next morning on my bed. Her warmth and smell made me hard again. We fucked again, fell asleep, and got up around ten to go have breakfast.

I didn’t choose to justify the happenings of the previous night; like I said, I just went with the inevitable. The certainty of which was settled after I dropped my dad off at the airport on Sunday.
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Stacy, you were incredible last night,” I said while Stacy was cooking eggs at the stove.

She turned to me and smiled. “I’m glad, Jason. If you think last night was incredible, I have much more in store for tonight.”

We finished up breakfast, and I went off to school, with a gigantic hard on. Stacy left for work, her new position effective today, and with it, all the work. It was hard to imagine what else she could possibly have in store for me after last night. I’d been to Neptune and back in one night.

Stacy came home from work about seven-thirty that evening. She called ahead and said she’d be late and would I mind making dinner. I said, “of course I will,” and I grilled salmon filets with broccoli. I enjoyed cooking. I even had a bottle of white wine to go with the fish.

As soon as Stacy came through the doorway she put her briefcase down and walked over to me slowly, looking at me in the eyes like she was searching for something, and holding up my chin with her fingers.

“Did you miss me today Jason?” she said smiling.

“Of course I did. Did you think I could forget a night like last night so soon?”

She laughed and put her arms around me, kissing me deeply on the mouth.

“I hope you don’t have anything special going on tonight, because I want to tell you a few things.”

This peaked my curiosity. “Like what?” I said.

“After dinner. Speaking of which, it smells delicious!”

“Well okay then, let’s eat,” I said.

After dinner Stacy went into the living room and put the TV on. She went upstairs to change, and came down, wearing the same white blouse, but she left on her sheer black nylons, which were strapped to her girdle; and again, no bra. She left on her makeup from work, and even touched it up a little bit.

“You know Jason, I’ve been thinking. We both enjoyed last night right?”

“Oh, absolutely, but I can’t say it was totally unexpected.”

Stacy laughed. “I know that you’re a mature young man, and of course, you won’t tell David anything, am I right?”

“Sure Stacy. Look, I’ve done all the ‘head work,’ and everything’s cool.”

“So, no guilt?” she asked, probing.

“No, I think this can work. I accept that you’re married to dad, and . . . and, this ‘thing of ours’ is a day by day thing.”

Stacy shook her head, and got closer to me on the couch, and lit a cigarette.

“Right Jason. If I didn’t think it could work, I wouldn’t have married your father.” I wondered exactly what she meant by that, but I just blurted out the first thing that came to mind.

“I’m comfortable with us, if that’s what you’re driving at.”

“Good. Now I can explain the next part.”

“I’m all ears,” I said.

“Jason, I have certain ‘needs,’ or as I like to call them ‘fantasies.”

“Okay.” I was thinking sex toys, like the pink dildo I saw her pleasuring herself with on Sunday afternoon.

“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have sex with a man while he’s dressed like a woman – a submissive woman.” I was not prepared to hear that come from her. I was about to say something when she held up her hands to stop me.

“Now a part of this fantasy is that you’re my teenage stepson, and you enjoy having sex with your ‘mommy’ – that’s me, only I insist you dress like a hot girl. My own personal little sissy. Got it?”

I was truly shaken by this, and I asked, “What happens if I don’t want to go along with that?”

“Well, in that case, I’ll just be off-limits to you. You won’t even be able to touch me, and I could get very cold to you.”

“Let me get this straight. I let you sissify me, and we can keep having sex, just like last night . . .”

“And more, much more,” she interrupted. The excitement glowed in her eyes. “First, when we’re alone, you have to call me ‘mommy,’ starting now. So what do you say, Jason?”

“Okay . . . mommy.” It took me a few seconds to get the words out. In a way, I used to fantasize what it would be like to dress as a hot girl, but I never expected it to be under these circumstances. I still had my doubts as to what my limits would be, but the thought of never having sex again with Stacy, and being on the receiving end of ‘her cold revenge’ was too much for me to accept.

“So when do we start?” I asked.

“Right now! Let’s go upstairs,” and she led me upstairs to the master bedroom she shared with my dad. “Now we’ll go along with the script as it comes along. Remember, you’re a horny sixteen-year-old, dying to have sex with your hot step mom. Your very own personal MILF! And, you have to do whatever I say to please me.”

This was eerie. It was too much like the guy’s proposed video script.

“Sounds like fun,” I said.

“Good, that’s the spirit I like,” and she came close to me kissing me and grabbing at my cock which was very, very hard.

*****

“Now Jason, I want you to wait here on the bed while I get you some more appropriate clothing. You are my daughter after all, ok?”

“Yes mommy, whatever you say.”

“Now, I want you to be a very slutty high school girl. The first thing you have to do is you have to smoke just like mommy!”

I had smoked my share of weed in high school, so this would be no big deal. Stacy came over to me holding a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, and opened the fresh pack, after “packing it,” by hitting the top of the box on the palm of her hand.

“Pay attention Jason, you’ll do everything the way I do.”

“Yes mommy.”

“I want you to get nice and hooked. After that happens,  you may get to fuck me. Now how does that sound?”

“It sounds good mommy, but how long will that take?”

“Humm, good question. Well, we’ll see. The important thing is that you make the effort. Here, take one.”

She pulled out two of the long, all-white cigarettes from her bag , and her silver butane lighter. She brought the flame close to my face and lit me up first, and then herself. I inhaled my first time, and then exhaled. I coughed a little bit, but it wasn’t too bad. Then something strange happened. My secret fetish was out in the open, and it made me giddy with excitement that Stacy, a very hot MILF like all my fantasies was encouraging it. She taught me to do a French inhale, and made me repeat it until I did it like a pro.

She squinted her eyes through the smoke as she dangled the cigarette from the corner of her mouth. “You’re doing very well, Jason, mommy is very proud of you. I knew you always got a very hard cock from watching mommy smoke.” The way she said it, with the cigarette hanging from her mouth, and her appearance; hair long, falling, and messed up, wearing lots of makeup, was making my cock throb. She knew exactly which buttons to push. There was no way I was ever giving up Stacy. I would do anything to please her, and I guess she knew that.

“Now before we dress you Jason, we have to pick out a sissy name for you. Do you have anything in mind?”

I thought about it for a while, and remembered some of the fetish videos I liked to watch on YOUTUBE, even before Stacy came into my life. I wanted a nice “hookerish” name.

“I like Crystal. What do you think mommy?”

“I love it honey! Mommy is so proud of you! Now don’t go anywhere.”

Stacy walked out of the bedroom, and left me smoking, as she went down to the basement.

She came up, lugging a teal colored SAMSONITE suitcase. “You’re going to love what’s in here, Crystal.”

She placed the suitcase on the foot of the bed, next to where I was sitting. She opened it with the top half blocking my view of what was inside, and she tossed out a pink G-String to me.

“Now,” she said with a sly grin, “I want you to put these on.” I took my t-shirt off, revealing my scrawny, hairless chest, and then took off my jeans and my boxers, so I was totally naked. Stacy smiled as her long, painted fingernails stroked my cock. Next, she bent down and teased me, just kissing my cock, and letting her hair flow over my naked lap. I was leaking just a bit of pre-cum which made Stacy laugh with the power she knew she had over me.

I picked up the G-String and placed it to my nose and sniffed deeply, which made Stacy smile. Then I held it between my fingers and adored the satiny texture, dying to slip them on. As I did so, I felt an electric shock go through my body and I was rock hard. The feeling when I placed the thong over my cock, and adjusted the G-String between my butt cheeks was the most arousing thing I’d ever done, and Stacy knew it.

My cock was kinda big I suppose, I’d never measured it before, and Stacy said, looking at it, “I think you may need a gaff to hide your boner, Crystal. Not to worry, we can do that later. Just enjoy for now.”

I placed my hand underneath the front elastic laced band, and rubbed my cock tip on the cool, silky material.

“No, I don’t want you cumming yet Crystal, so stop that!” Stacy laughed, making me wonder how many times she’d done this before. She flung a black laced bra at me, which pulled the front of my chest in tighter, giving me the illusion of cleavage, thanks to my fatty, out-of-shape chest.

I looked at my side profile in the long, bedroom door mirror and was amazed at what I saw. My hips and figure were just like a girl’s. The only thing missing was girlish hair. I had brown hair that was a bit closely cropped – too much for her purpose.

Not missing a beat, Stacy reached into the suitcase and pulled out a long, auburn wig – just like hers. “Here dear, put this on.” I did so, and Stacy adjusted it. It had a part down the middle, and fell way past my shoulders, just below my breasts. I loved how it felt around my neck and shoulders.

“Now let’s go into the bathroom, I’ll teach you to do your makeup properly. When I come home at night for the next month until Dave comes home, I’ll expect you to be dressed and made up. Is that clear, Crystal honey?”

“Yes mommy.”

Stacy wouldn’t let me look until she was done, and she led me back into the bedroom to admire my new self in the long mirror. What I saw floored me. I even wanted to fuck myself. I couldn’t believe the artistry she put into my makeup. I had blue eye shadow, eyebrow pencil which filled in the blank spots really well, cherry red lipstick, a bit of rouge, lipstick pencil, and mascara. My eyelashes were thick enough, and the mascara and eyeliner really brought out my feminine features nicely.

Stacy threw me a white blouse like hers, and a short, jeans skirt. I put those on as well.

“Now the only thing missing are your shoes. I’ll help you walk in heels, but in the meantime, I have black pumps that will go well on you. But tonight, we’ll keep you barefoot.”

“Now, light up,” and she threw me a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. “This is your pack now Crystal. I want you to smoke as much as you want. You have to be hooked. I think after you finish this pack, and you beg me for a cigarette, you’ll get to fuck me! Now how does that sound?”

“It sounds great mommy.”

“That’s good. That’s mommy little teenage slut-whore!”

God, it turned me on so to be called that by Stacy. She lit a cigarette herself, and looked at me. “I think it’s time for your reward now Crystal. You’ve been a very good girl. Come downstairs with mommy, and we’ll have a glass of wine in the living room and cuddle.”
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Stacy led me over to the living room couch, and got a bottle of wine from the cabinet over the sink in the kitchen, and brought it over with two glasses.

“I think this calls for a toast,” she said. “To Crystal.”

We clinked glasses and both said, “To Crystal.” Stacy added, “And to many happy and delicious times.”

She couldn’t stop admiring her work. “I’ve always wanted a slutty daughter like you Crystal; and now I have one. You’ve made mommy so very happy.”

“I lit a cigarette, and smoked seductively like Stacy had shown me.”

Stacy put some stupid show on the TV, and began giving me smoky kisses. At the same time, she undid the wide, leather belt on my jeans and pulled them down to my knees. With a wicked look on her face, she bit her bottom lip, and placed her fingers underneath the front of my thong.

The next thing I felt was her long, silky hair on my lap with her lips kissing the tip of my cock, which was already wet with pre-cum. She played with her tongue on the slit of my helmet, and went around the head with her tongue, just playing, and driving me crazy. She stopped to take a sip of her wine, and then went full on my cock with her mouth, licking and slurping.

The combination of my fetish dress up, and her tongue on my cock, and the smoke was making me insane. I pushed Stacy’s head down on my lap, and she didn’t mind at all. I reached out and started playing with her tits, her nipples already at attention.

“Finger fuck mommy,” she said through her slurps. So Stacy got off the carpet and straddled me, placing her lips back on my cock. I was able to reach her dewy wetness easily. She was dying for me to touch her, and she was leaking a flood. Right away my thigh was soaked. I rubbed her up and down, and with my index finger and my thumb, I played her clit like a banjo which made her shudder. She let out a loud moan and squirted all over me, some of it leaking onto the couch.

That was my signal, and I shot a huge load into mommy’s mouth, my cock feeling the warm wetness of my jizz. I kept going, shot after shot, and some of my jizz came drooling out the sides of her mouth and onto my thigh. Her climax was much greater than before I was dressed as Crystal. We both satisfied our fetishes very well.
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As per Stacy’s orders I was dressed when she came home. I was dressed like last night, only I was wearing a light blue blouse, and my new black pumps. I even tried to do my makeup the way Stacy did. I paid very close attention.

Stacy made dinner, which was nice, even though she came home late, about eight o’clock. It was steak, so she brought out a glass of red wine, and I immediately lit up. I was almost done with the pack. So, after I lit up, I couldn’t help myself; I guess I was hooked like mommy asked me to be.

“Mommy, can I please have a pack of my own cigarettes?”

“Oh sure honey! Such a good little slut you’re becoming, Crystal. You even did a wonderful job putting on your makeup,” she said after a close inspection.

“Now come upstairs. Mommy has a nice surprise for you!”

I was dying to see what she had planned for me.

Immediately, she pulled me down on the bed, taking off my jeans and my thong right away, and kissed me hard, lying on top of me. As she kissed me, she was rubbing her naked pussy on top of my thigh, and in no more than a minute it was soaked with her juices. I was as hard as a rock, my cock pressing into her tummy.

“Now I want you to fuck mommy hard and take me from the back okay?”

“Yes mommy, anything you say.”

She turned around quickly with her butt high in the air, and I guided myself into her pussy from behind. I enjoyed this much better than with her straddling me, sitting on my lap. I thrusted, and she went up and down on my cock, until we were in a rhythm. I felt her juices dripping down on me, and then she screamed, gripping the sheets with both fists. This got me and I shot the biggest load of my life, shot after shot inside her pussy. This was my reward; and I was thinking about it all day, daydreaming in class.

After I came, I slid underneath Stacy and used my tongue to pleasure her more, licking up my cum from her ass and sticking my tongue into her pussy, and around her clit. She let out another moan and came again, squirting all over my face, making my mascara run. She turned around, and we lied on top of one another, face to face, locked in a deep kiss.

“I have something for you dear that you’ve never had before, but I promise you that you’ll love it,” she said as she lit a cigarette and gave me one from my new pack.

“You have no idea how happy mommy is that you’ve taken up smoking so well.” I wondered what my dad would say about my new habit. I was sure Stacy would come up with something. My only fear was that she would call me “Crystal” in front of dad! That would not be good at all.

Stacy left the bed and went to the bottom of her closet where she kept a box. She pulled out a belt, and strapped to it was a black, silicone dildo, much smaller than the one I saw her use in the bedroom that night which seemed so long ago. She turned it around, so it looked like she had a stiff, black cock hanging from her front.

From her night table she took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, and told me to bend over on my knees. I obeyed. “Crystal, you’re going to love this, and it will train you to take real cock one day.” I wondered what she meant by that, but for now I didn’t need to know.

She rubbed the K-Y Jelly all over my butt, and she stuck a lubed index finger up my asshole, which Stacy taught me to call my “bussy” or boy pussy. It made me stiffen, as she rolled it around and around my insides. Next, I heard a low buzzing sound. The dildo had a vibrator on it.

Soon I felt the soft, silicone head of the dildo penetrate me. A feeling of fullness got me, and Stacy knew and said, “Don’t worry honey, that won’t last too long.”

She was right. As she went deeper inside me, slowly at first, I was clenching my butt cheeks around it, and Stacy gently spread me apart some more, so she could thrust. She went faster and faster, and soon I was meeting her thrust for thrust, backing up onto the toy cock. I felt a feeling from deep inside me like a sneeze waiting to happen. As she thrusted she was playing with her pussy, using one hand to pleasure herself as she pushed onto me.

I moaned, consumed with a pleasure I had never felt before, and by sheer instinct, I grabbed hold of my cock, and began stroking it between my closed fingers. The dildo was deep inside me, and the feeling of a sneeze erupted into sheets of fresh cum leaving me. Stacy told me later it was my first “sissygasm.” I pumped load after load into my fist, and Stacy screamed as she came again and again.

When we were finished, we lie together on the bed, just cuddling and kissing. She sat up and lit us both cigarettes.

“Mommy is so proud of her delicious, slutty, teenage girl Crystal,” she said. “Do you know what?” she said.

“No, what’s that?” I said.

“In a little while, both of us can sneak out sometimes and pick up guys together.” How that would happen without dad finding out I didn’t know, but I trusted Stacy. I was into it. In less than a week I was a new me.

Now the guys at school had no idea, and I didn’t plan to tell Phill or Richie. They must have suspected something when they saw that I enjoyed smoking Virginia Slims. We met in the school Rathskellar one afternoon after classes.

“So Jason,” Phil said. “Have you come up with an idea yet for our video project?”

“As a matter of fact I did, Phil. I like your idea about the MILF stepmother, but I’ll leave it to you guys, to find the right girl for the part.”

“What made you change your mind Jason?” Richie asked.

“Well, I think it’ll work, but as long as we don’t put in any taboo parts, but just ‘suggest them,’ I think it will work out just fine.” They never asked me about the “taboo parts,” but now I could certainly give my friends an education.

Dad came home, and Stacy and I maintained a sense of normalcy. As it turns out, dad’s trips got more and more frequent, and that’s when Stacy and I could continue our “special relationship,” without dad being any the wiser. Things did take off, but that’s a whole nuther story.

❤️❤️❤️


GUARDIAN SISSY

First Time Feminization, Gay Transgender Romance,

Self-Identity and Acceptance


My name is Simon, and I’m twenty-three years old. I graduated from college with a degree in hospitality services. My aim was to work for a big hotel and make my way up to management. I had a good business head, and I minored in accounting. My grades were good, my family was happy and most supportive of my career ambitions. My parents wanted me to open a bed and breakfast in the country somewhere eventually, but I enjoyed city life and would settle for being a good employee of a large hotel.

Settling down and having a family was not a main concern of mine. You see, in high school, I was always like another girlfriend in social gatherings. I wasn’t particularly built like a high school wrestler or football star, never really went in for organized sports, and I found girls the easiest to talk to and be around, as did they. Living in New York, professional sports were really popular, and except for a slight interest in the New York Yankees which I got from my dad, there wasn’t much else that interested me.

So, I felt I had more in common with the girls than the boys. I often accompanied my female friends on shopping trips, to concerts, and parties – things like that. Quite often we would travel to the city and shop and hang around there. The girls would often ask my opinions on clothing, and trust what I had to say more than one of their own.

Some of the meaner boys in school, (and there were many of them) called me a” fag,” and some of my girlfriends “fag hags,” a reference to my sexuality, and the friendships I had as a result. The insults stung, but I tried hard not to let them bother me. My speech was another factor. I had a “feminine sounding voice.” I can’t make you hear it here, obviously, so I’ll trust you with your imagination to get a feel for how I sounded.

Sexually, I wasn’t attracted to women, or men. I had no preference. I didn’t consider myself to be gay because I never acted out on it. However, I did admire men with strong bodies, rugged, chiseled faces, straight and flat abs – just the opposite of me, and I had . . . fantasies. I wondered what it would be like to “flirt” with some nice-looking guy, and the thoughts often aroused me. So, I suppose around the age of eighteen I had real doubts as to whether or not I was gay.

I could never see myself being with a man dressed as I was. My fantasies gravitated towards dressing as a woman and perhaps then flirting with men. So in college I rarely dated, and let my fantasies about men and dressing up just well up inside me. Something had to be done because I was in a constant emotional turmoil.

I got my own apartment after college, and then I was free to indulge in my fantasies. I was straddling a line between being straight, and being sort of a cross dresser, or a straight guy with a fetish for women’s apparel. I finally decided to indulge my proclivities and then let them take me where they might.

I shopped online for bits and pieces of women’s clothing – going slowly at first, and then a bit faster when I knew what I wanted. The slutty-whorish appearance really turned me on. It gave me a giddy excitement. I liked the punk look, especially Joan Jett; the shoulder length black hair, black mascara, black leather jacket, and a bit of rouge on the cheeks. I saw myself at late night clubs, maybe getting it on with a good-looking guy, and taking it from there. I was yet to go public with my fantasy.

However now, it was obvious to me that this was more than a fantasy – it was real.

My best friend at that time was a very sweet girl named Olive, short for Olivia. We met in a coffee shop/bookstore, where people would come in, have coffee or tea, read books, play chess, and just hang out – as long as you ordered something. We would talk on the phone for hours on end, go to the movies, shop, or sometimes stop at a bar for a nightcap.

Olive was attractive with long, auburn hair, blue eyes, and a gorgeous body. What attracted me most about Olive, naturally, was her clothing and makeup. She was a real artiste where that was concerned, Men would ogle her and look at me with a pang of jealousy. Hah! If they only knew. But I was protective of Olive. I guess you could say she was like a “little sister” to me. We joked about that because she was six months younger than I was.

Early in our relationship, Olive thought that we could be physical, but she quickly caught on that I wasn’t that sort of a guy. She dated often, but never found a man that really caught her eye. I think early on, she wished that I could “change.” But her fantasies about me that way soon turned to realizing that a leopard can’t change its spots.

I needed her help in securing the hotel job. She was all in for helping me. As it turned out, she had a bit of a problem herself where she thought I could be of help to her.
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My cross-dressing life intensified shortly after I became friends with Olive. I ordered lingerie and became fascinated with YOUTUBE videos. I especially liked one channel, where this woman was teaching cross-dressing men how best to use makeup to make themselves look quite feminine. Naturally, I ordered my own makeup from a cross dressing store’s website, and some wicked lingerie from AMAZON.

I ordered a black thong with a G-String in back. It was satin, and as soon as I took it out of the packing, I knew this was perfect for me – no doubts. I slipped it on over my legs and the rush that I got made my whole body tingle with an inexpressible joy. The thing I noticed right away was that I needed to shave my whole body – and I mean everything.

Now the feeling was just right. My cock got hard instantly as I placed it over me. I loved the way the G-String in the back felt between my butt cheeks. I also had black, sheer nylon pantyhose, tight fitting jeans, which went perfectly over my lithe frame, and a black laced bra which pulled on my chest to give the illusion of cleavage. I put on a white camisole over it, and lastly the black, Joan Jett wig.

I realized I had to hide my hard-on, so I purchased a silicone cock cage, which prevented my bulge from showing through my jeans. I also discovered that some sex toys like butt plugs and dildos could make me cum without even touching myself. This was my introduction to what’s called the “sissygasm.” What this did was to really make me crave cock. I used bigger and wider dildos until I was confident I could take any size cock; but I wasn’t quite ready for that yet.

One afternoon I stopped by Olive’s place, dressed, and made up. This was the first time that I went out dressed as the new “feminine me.”

“Oh my God, Simon. You look absolutely stunning,” she said looking me over with true admiration as I stood in the doorway. Her encouragement made me feel validated; like I had arrived at last.

She looked me over carefully. “The only thing we need do here is to fix your makeup a bit. Here, come into my bathroom, and let me help.”

“Do you really like ‘the new me?’” I asked.

“Of course, I do! Now I’ll have a girlfriend to go out with to bars!” she said excitedly.

I thought I did a decent job with the makeup, but Olive put the cross dresser on YOUTUBE to shame. She knew how to use foundation eyebrow pencil, and blush the right way to hide shadows and bring out my features perfectly so I could easily pass muster as a woman.

“Olive, I don’t know how I can possibly thank you.”

“I’ll think of something Simon,” she said with a smile.

“Hey, why don’t we go out this Saturday night?” she said. It would be my first time going out to an establishment dressed, and I was a bit nervous. Going to Olive’s apartment was an important step, but it wasn’t like going out to bar dressed en femme. Olive caught on.

“Hey, Simon, look at me,” she said while holding my chin up with her fingers. “You got nothing to worry about. Do you think anyone really cares what you prefer to dress like?”

I just shook my head.

“That’s right, no one really gives a shit. To me, you look fabulous!” I couldn’t resist. I leaned over and gave Olive a kiss on the cheek and a hug.
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Icouldn’t remember when I was ever this excited about anything before. This would be a Saturday night out to beat all other Saturday nights when I would go to a bar by myself and mope. I had a feeling that tonight would be momentous in some way. Before we left her apartment, Olive asked me, “Simon, have you picked out a female name for yourself?”

“Yes actually, I have. It’s a rather memorable name and I think it’s very cool.” Olive was waiting with bated breath. She was cute the way her blue eyes opened wide.

“Okay, what is it? Simone?”

“No,” I said like playing a guessing game.

“I give up already. I don’t feel like we’re naming a baby you know – out with it!”

“I’ve decided on “Simra.”

“Simra? Sounds cool, but what kind of a name is that?”

“I don’t know, but it sounds exotic, and I think it adds to my mystique. It’s a name that a guy is not soon to forget.”

“I can’t argue there. Well, I’m honored to accompany my best friend Simra when she goes out for her first time ‘on the hunt,’” and she laughed. I laughed too.

“Okay,” I said. “So where are we going?”

“I thought about “The Iron Stallion?”

“Okay, sounds good,” I said.

The Iron Stallion was a bar in the Chelsea part of Manhattan. It wasn’t a gay bar, it was neutral, leaning towards punkish/goth. All types of people went there, each with their own expectations, or none. So, we called an Uber, and we were there in about twenty minutes.

A black stallion’s head hung from the front mounted on a wooden frame, and inside the place were turn of the last century ornate wall sconces, with dimmed light. The bar had a long mirror behind it and a crowd around it. All the seats were taken. Across the dance floor from the bar were booths of red leather. Techno music boomed from the speakers. It looked like many of the patrons were “touchy-feely” on the dance floor, and some with their tongues out and eyes glazed, probably from doing ecstasy.

“Wanna get a booth?” I said, a bit wobbly from the low black pumps I wore. I had to try and concentrate on my walking without it becoming too obvious.

“No, why don’t we hang out first and see what the place is like first. Or, if you’re hungry we can get a table.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “We can stand here and see what we catch!” Olive laughed and nodded in agreement.

We ordered two Margheritas, and stood with our backs to the bar, just looking around. I had that dark “punkish look” that I loved so well, and Olive had a short leather skirt on with four-inch heels that was her signature style. It wasn’t long before we were approached by two guys who obviously had getting laid or something close to it on their minds. One of them was kind of cute with a “preppy look,’ short, brown curly hair, a wide smile, and bright blue eyes. His friend was the rough, muscular type that I fantasized over, and my cock in its little cage was straining to get out. His cute friend did the talking.

“So, how are you girls doing tonight?,” he said, using a worn out, dull and tasteless line.

Olive answered for the both of us. “Oh, we’re just standing here at this bar waiting to be swept off our feet by two men with clever pick-up lines.” She meant that as a punch to the gut, and if it was, it didn’t show on the jerk’s face.

It was at that point at which I felt the power that a good-looking girl would have over guys with cheesy pick-up lines. The same kind of lines that my dull, old Simon-self would have used; tasteless, and without any imagination. I was in the driver’s seat for the first time, and it felt good.

The guy built like a tank was smirking and looking at me, probably thinking that I was an easy lay, and was quite eager to get into my pants. I wanted him to.

Blue eyes responded to Olive. “You never know. My buddy here and me might just be the pair to do it.” Olive was quiet and he said, looking at both of us. “Oh, my name is Brad, and this is my friend Roger.”

“Nice to meet you Brad, Roger,” Olive said. “I’m Olive, and this gorgeous creature is my best friend Simra.”

Blue eyes said, “Simra, now that’s an unusual name, pretty. What kind of a name is that?”

I shrugged my shoulders and answered. “It’s the name my parents gave me.” Blue eyes nodded, and Olive was smiling. Roger was the quiet one, so I took the initiative.

“So, Roger, what do you do?”

“I work in construction – I’m an electrician’s apprentice.”

I should have figured that. He had big, beefy hands that looked like they could hold power equipment, go through walls, (or hold onto my she cock), that type of stuff.

“And what do you do Simra,” Roger said. “I hang out in bars Saturday nights and fend off boring questions from guys that don’t know the first thing about what girls like.” Olive looked like she saw a side of me she had never seen before: a real bitch.

But Roger wasn’t put off. “You wanna remain mysterious, that’s fine with me, or you wanna dance?”

“Actually, I’m in the hospitality business, and I’m looking for a job in a hotel, and maybe one day start up my own bed and breakfast in some country place.”

“That’s interesting. I admire that, it shows initiative. It’s not easy starting up a business these days.”

Brad had engaged Olive in some conversation I couldn’t hear on account of the music being so loud.

“Yeah,” I said, eyeing him over. “I would like to dance. Let’s go.”

Roger pulled me gently but firmly through my arm and led me to the dance floor. It was a fast number, but with techno music, I wasn’t sure if you called it “a number” or whatever it was. It was just fast.

I didn’t waste any time, I was horny as fuck because earlier that day, I drove myself to orgasm just by sucking on one of my extra-long dildos. So, I began grinding my waist into Roger’s front. The blinking lights that could cause an epileptic seizure, blocked anyone from seeing what was going on, but I know that Roger felt it, because he pulled himself tighter into me.

I reached up to his face and kissed him; he was about four-inches taller than me. He wrapped his arms around me and started groping my chest. I pulled his arms away and placed them around my waist. I didn’t want a guy pawing my breasts just yet.

I was feeling really raunchy; slut-like. I have a low tolerance for alcohol, and the Margherita made things that otherwise would make no sense, actually make sense, so I took Roger by the arm and led him to the restrooms. I looked at his face and he had an expression of bewilderment, but he quickly got the idea.

There was just one guy at the urinal, the whole place smelled like piss, and this joint wasn’t classy enough to have an attendant in it. I found an open stall which looked clean enough, and I went to work right away.

I spread paper towels on the floor under my knees, and I started work on his zipper. My nails, which were fake, and painted black, made unzipping his fly somewhat difficult, but not impossible. I didn’t want to seem too desperate, but I was – I wanted his cock very badly.

I then undid his pants and pulled them down around his ankles. His cock was enormous and tented up through his boxers, almost tearing the fabric. He was looking down at me and grinning. I smiled back at him and slid his boxers down just underneath his balls. I wasn’t prepared for what popped out. His cock was at least eight-inches long, and the widest cock I’d ever seen – even on YOUTUBE.

I wasted no time in planting my deep purple painted lips on the tip of his cock, circling it with my slick tongue. He stood there and moaned, pushing my head onto it deeper. It almost made me gag, so I pulled back a little and started my up and down sucking motion. My mouth was getting wetter and wetter, my tongue making circles around the Boa Constrictor in my mouth.

He met my sucking by pushing his hips back and forth on me, his balls smacking my face. We were locked in a frenzy of sucking and licking. My shoulders were hitting the stall door, and I could hear a couple of guys outside laughing. I wished that there was a line of guys ready for me to suck on their cocks. I was in slut heaven.

Roger made a gasp, and my cock was in pain, straining against the cage. Before I knew what was happening, a hot shot of white, sticky cum was all inside my mouth. There was so much, that I couldn’t keep up with swallowing it all, so some dribbled down the sides of my mouth. He was still pushing out his jizz, so holding his cock in my fist, I took it out of my mouth, and let him shoot a wad on my face. It landed in my eyes, blinding my right eye for a second, and making my mascara run.

I licked his cock clean, and then stood up (my knees were aching, but it was worth it) facing him, and kissing him full on the mouth, giving him a taste of his own jizz.

He licked my face clean. My wig was tussled up, and my face probably looked like a mess. We stood there kissing, but I wanted to cum desperately, so I did what any good slut-whore would do. I asked him, with cum-mouth, “How would you like to fuck me Roger?”

“Oh yeah, babe! You’re fucking wild! But . . . I don’t know if I can get hard again so fast.”

“I have a solution,” I said. Reaching down to my handbag which was on top of a paper towel, I pulled out a black cock-ring. He looked shocked.

“Wow babe, you sure do come prepared!” I grinned in the evilest way I could.

“Here stud,” I said. “Place this on your cock.”

He spent a second or two looking over the contraption, and then slid it on over his cock. In about one minute his cock was hard again. He smiled and said, “Now we’re in business!”

Roger pulled me toward him and started to hike my dress up facing him. I wasn’t ready for that yet, so I spun myself around, and said, “No Roger, this way,” and I turned my back on him and stuck my butt out towards him and pulled the G-String off to the side of my left butt cheek.

I reached down into my bag again and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly, rubbing a good amount on my “bussy” and some on his sticky cock. He moaned when I did that. God, I was so fucking horny, I didn’t wait for any stupid conversation. I pushed my ass back onto his cock.

“Here,” I said. “Spread my ass wide. He did so, and before I knew what was happening, he had penetrated me. I was glad I practiced a lot at home with my dildo collection, because this boy was HUGE.

My cock was throbbing inside my cage. “Oh, wow Sim, you are so damn tight. I love it.”

“I’m glad you like it,” I was panting. “I fucking love it,” I said.

Now we were in a rhythm of hard ass fucking that was driving me insane. Several times, he went deep enough to hit my P-spot and kept going faster and faster. I tried to prolong my “sissygasm” as long as possible, but with this guy, I knew it would be difficult.

His balls were smacking my ass this time instead of my face. Ha! I was getting it from both ends tonight. I went back on him faster and faster until he let out a loud moan! I felt his hot cum enter my bussy, and it was enough to send me over the edge. I came loudly in the front pouch of my thong, soaking the gaff, and leaking out a dark stain. I was sending out pulse after pulse of jizz.

Roger went faster and faster until he pulled out from sheer exhaustion. “My God, Simra, you’re absolutely unbelievable!”

I turned around to face him, and some of my jizz was dripping down the insides of my thigh, mixed with Roger’s. Then, mechanically, like it was business as usual, I pulled up my tight black jeans, organized myself, and both of us left the stall. There were two guys inside, gawking at us, as I made my way over to one of the sinks to clean my face up a bit.

I wondered where Olive and Brad were, so I told Roger, “Try and find Olive and Brad, I’m going outside for a cigarette.”

Roger was looking around the dance floor, and at the booths against the wall. When I got outside, I lit up one of my long, all -white, Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. I missed the days when you could smoke in the bars in New York.

I noticed Olive and Brad just to my right. She was smoking as well. We made eye contact and smiled.
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After that night, I didn’t see Roger anymore, or even bother to get his number, and neither did Olive get Brad’s. Both of us didn’t think there was anything special about either one of them. Olive was not the slut type like I was, she was more of the “vanilla” variety. More about that in a bit.

But that was okay, we were still very close friends and went out a lot of times together. I had decided to transition to a full trans female or “Shemale,” since I liked the term better. It made me feel better about myself, no shame, no doubts as to who I really was.

Like I said when I first met Olive, and then later as I began my transition – Olive was like my “little sister.” I was very protective of her, and we always knew where each of us was going and what we were up to.

The thing that changed in our relationship was a biggie – it was sexual. Olive found me more appealing as a transgender woman than she did the old Simon. She was in love with Simra, and the feeling was mutual. Yup, it was official; we were a couple. Olive provided me the stability I needed and was very accepting of my sexual tastes and lifestyle. She loved it when I fucked her (both ways), and she, for the first time in her life, was used to a “boy clitty” in her mouth and taking the huge loads I provided.

Olive was tired of where she was living, and our closeness only grew, so the logical thing was for Olive to move in with me. We jelled nicely together.

One day, Olive decided to leave her job at the coffee place and go for something more in the realm of the business world. In Manhattan in those days, the most exciting and temperamental of all businesses was commercial real estate. So, she went on “Zip Recruiter,” and found a firm in mid-town that wanted her. Olive had gotten her real estate license a few years ago while she was in college. She called it a fall-back thing; in case she couldn’t find another job to her liking.

She had been working there a few weeks already and on a Friday evening we were in our living room just cuddling after she sucked me off. She wanted to discuss our plans for the weekend. It was May, the weather was getting warm, and we thought we’d go clubbing in the Hamptons.

By this time, I was a fully experienced cum-sucking slut, all my sexual fantasies were being satisfied; both inside and outside the house. I was even thinking about making a “business” out of my sexual exploits but avoid using any terminology that would lead one to think of prostitution, or any other “escort,” or shady pursuit. I thought of billing myself as an “adult pleasure consultant.” I had Orlando, Florida in mind, and of course Olive would move there with me.

Something didn’t look quite right with Olive. I asked her what the matter was. What she said enraged me.

“Olive honey, you’ve been sulking around all night and looking pre-occupied. What’s wrong?”

She looked away from me, ashamed, and said nothing.

I turned her towards me on the couch. “Out with it!” I said. She looked at me with tears in her eyes.

“Hey, I’m sorry for sounding rough, kiddo, but I care about you. I love you, and you’re my little sister,” I said, trying to get a smile out of her.

She took a deep breath. “Well Sim, it’s like this. I rented out a large ground floor office space on Third Avenue. It’s going to be a big office supply store.”

“Wow! Congratulations! That should make your bosses happy, no? Nice comish, right?”

“Yeah that’s the problem. One of the bosses, my immediate superior, Charlie Kincaid is a little ‘too happy.’”

“What do you mean?”

I could see that Olive was uneasy talking about this, so I got out a bottle of wine and we each had a cigarette.

“He called me into his office to congratulate me, and started talking about how I was going places with this firm and how happy he was about my performance, and what I could do to make it even better. That’s when things got a little weird.”

“What do you mean exactly by ‘weird?’”

“I was standing in front of his desk, and he came over to me and got really close, and started saying things like how attractive I was, and if I had a boyfriend, and how he could make my life so much better. That’s when he patted my ass and swooped in to kiss me. I couldn’t break free Sim, and he kissed me on the mouth and put his grubby, fat little hands under my blouse.”

“That son of a bitch!!! I’ll fuck that guy up!”

“Oh no Sim, please don’t do anything crazy. He’ll get me canned, and then I’ll be out of a job.”

“So, what’s your plan? Can’t you go to HR?”

“That’s when he got this really twisted look on his face, and told me if I did anything like that, well, things could happen to me!”

“Wow. . .so he physically threatened you, huh?”

“Yes, he did.” Now Olive started crying, and I pulled her close to me, and tried to soothe her. “It’s okay honey. We’ll figure something out. Now, you’re telling me all this happened in his private office?”

“Yeah, he’s got blinds on the long windows that he likes to keep shut. I’m not the only one he pulls shit on. I’ve seen many girls walk into the creep’s office.”

“Is he married?”

“Yeah, he’s married with two small kids. He keeps the picture frame on the same desk that he bends the girls over on.”

I thought about it for a while. “I think I may have an idea. Are there any openings in your company?”

“Well yeah, there’s an opening for a secretarial position – typing and filing mostly, but what about it?”

“I’m not working now. Maybe I could come work there, and maybe get close to him. Know what I mean?” I winked when I said that.

“Tell you what,” I said. “Play it cool with him and tell him you have a friend who wants the temp position – the secretary’s job, and you happen to know ‘the girl is open.’”

For the first time in the evening, Olive smiled. “You know what Sim? I think it may work!” She laughed. “What are you planning to do?”

“Well, if I get the job, maybe you could set up a ‘nanny cam’ in the office and I could really make life difficult for the scumbag!”

Olive thought pensively for a moment and drank from her wine glass. “It might just work Sim. There’s a BEST BUY down the street from the office and I’m sure I could pick up a small device from there that will fit on the shelf somewhere. I’ll approach the bastard on Monday. I’ll even set up the interview.”

“Okay,” I said. “Here’s something else. It sounds like a plan. Now maybe we could, you know, ‘double team’ the prick. How can he resist a threesome, eh’?”

She came closer to me on the couch, and we kissed and hugged. “Umm, I don’t know how I feel about touching the gross piece of shit, but you on the other hand . . .”

I loved it – using my skills for a delicious blackmail plot. I would be my Olive’s ‘Guardian Sissy.’
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Monday morning rolled around, and Olive went into Charlie’s office. She acted like she was into “playing his game,” and mentioned she had a friend who was interested in the secretarial position, and that her girlfriend was “active.” It was an abstract term to describe some girl that would like to fuck Charlie’s brains out, and the promise of a threesome, really got Charlie’s juices flowing, and made his cock bulge, which Olive could see right away.

“That sounds terrific Olive! I see you’ve had a bit of a ‘change of heart.’ That’s good. Can your friend come in tomorrow. I don’t give a shit what her skills are, we can always find someone else to load the work onto – the three of us will have a grand old time.” Charlie tittered to himself and winked at Olive and left the office. Charlie liked model trains, and there was a toy locomotive on the shelf behind his desk. Perfect.

Now the only problem was how to get that camera inside the office. So, on her lunch break, Olive went to the BEST BUY electronics store down the street and had a plan.

Cynthia was one of the other girls in the office that also had a “thing” with Charlie that she wasn’t too happy about. When Olive got the camera, she came back to the office to speak to Cynthia about it. Cynthia was all in. Charlie had taken it a bit farther with her and had her bent over his desk every Wednesday like clockwork, a big increase than when it first started happening. So far, Olive had escaped that, but she felt that with every passing day, and with Charlie’s advances, her time was drawing nearer.

Olive gave the camera to Cynthia and on Wednesday she would plant it next to the locomotive, inside of a Bonsai tree that was on the shelf next to the train.

Olive spoke to Charlie and told him that I could come in on Thursday afternoon for the interview. She even emphasized that he would have a time “he wouldn’t forget.”
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So far, so good. It was Thursday morning and Charlie was out in the field until about one o’clock, and so Cynthia had plenty of time to plant “the nanny cam” inside the bonsai tree. It was positioned to give a nice, wide-angled view of the front of Charlie’s desk. I was due to come in for my interview at two-thirty, and I was well prepared. I wore a killer outfit – total assassin; black four-inch pumps, a black mid length satin skirt with a high slit up the side, a long sleeve, tight fitting satin blouse with a black laced bra underneath. By now I had some decent cleavage, and I was sure that today, this Charlie character would be looking down at it.

I took extra care with my makeup; my signature “Joan Jett” look, black lip gloss, heavy black mascara, purple eye shadow, and hoop earrings. I also wore a spiked choker for a little bit of a goth/punk style. When I walked in at two-twenty, a couple of minutes early, I had my Olive next to me. I think when Charlie saw me, his eyes fell on the floor somewhere. One thing was for certain, his cock was a ramrod.

Charlie was behind his desk, and when he saw Olive and I walk in he got up from behind his desk, with a salacious “Charlie grin” on it that Olive told me meant that Charlie was open for business.

“Charlie,” Olive began, “this is my friend Simra that I told you about.”

“Well, how do you do young lady, I’m Charlie Kincaid, the supervisor of the commercial agents here. So, I understand you’re interested in a bit of some temporary secretarial work, is that right?”

“Yes Mr. Kincaid. I can type and file, and I’m pretty computer savvy (which was true).”

“Why that sounds great. Olive, I think this means you’ll get a nice ‘finder’s bonus.’ Now how would you like that?”

“Oh, that sounds very nice Mr. Kincaid.”

“Now, uh, Simra is it?”

“Yessir,” I said.

“I’m not sure what Olive told you about our place of work, but we like to think of ourselves as ‘one happy family,’ isn’t that right Olive?”

“Yes it is Sir.”

“Now what that means, Simra, and I’ll be frank about it; you have to please the boss – me.” He held up his hand when I started to speak. “Now you look like a smart young lady, and if you play along, you’ll go far in this company. In fact, it could end up being more than just temporary. Why, Miss Devlin outside in the reception area is due for a big pay raise soon, as well as a promotion to a bonafide sales agent. The company paid for her realtor’s course and all.”

He looked at us both with a grin. “If you’ll notice, most of the field management people here in top positions are all women. Now how do you think they got that way, hum?”

He laughed. “So, any questions Simra?”

I wanted to appear as eager as possible.

“Just one Mr. Kincaid.”

“Please Simra, this is a nice friendly company; so, call me

‘Charlie,’” he said, “Okay?”

“Sure Charlie,” I said with an eager smile spreading from ear to ear. “When do we get started?”

Charlie was very impressed with me, his new potential hire and addition his sex stable. “See that Olive? If only you had been this eager to get started as soon as your friend Simra here, you’d really be somewhere in this company by now,” he said with a mild reprimand.

Charlie reached behind his desk for the cabinet below the window and took out a bottle of wine and three glasses. “I think this special time calls for a celebration. What do you think Olive? After all,” he said, eyes devouring me from top to bottom, and cock standing straight up in its tent, “you did very well by introducing Simra to our company.”

Charlie happily poured each of us a glass of the burgundy wine and raised his glass in a toast. “To new experiences and lots of job success!”

The three of us clinked our glasses for the toast. It would certainly be a “new experience” for Charlie, but as far as it being a “success,” I guess that depended on whose vantage point you looked at it from.
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We put the glasses down on the table, and Charlie was smacking his lips together and then spit on his hands and finger- combed his brown hair back. “Well now, let’s see,” Charlie said as if he was in a new car show room and deciding on which model to test drive first. “Humm, decisions, decisions,” he said with his fist under his chin like he was Rodin’s Thinker.

“Why don’t I give Simra here a spin. She looks like she’s craving cock so bad like she’s gonna burst if I don’t unload inside of her!” He was eagerly undressing me with his eyes, and he turned to Olive, who was standing, terrified. “Olive, you don’t mind if I begin fucking you after I’ve tasted your friend here first, now do you?”

“Of course Charlie, no problem. I know that Simra here is dying to suck your cock. I told her all about it.”

“Did you now? Well, that was mighty kind of you, Olive. Just watch now and please don’t be jealous.”

Truth be told, I was dying to suck Charlie’s cock and let him have his way with me. I was a consummate slut-whore.

Charlie got up from his swivel chair and walked around to the front of his desk where I stood. He came closer to me, and I threw my arms around his shoulders and kissed him hard, sending my tongue sailing into his mouth, and wrapping it around his tongue. He moaned through the kiss because I was using my black polished fingernails to grab his junk through his trousers.

He parted a second and said, breathlessly, “I can’t wait babe, my cock is throbbing like it’s got a pulse of its own.”

We resumed our passionate kiss, and with my right hand, I pulled down his zipper and then unbuttoned his trousers and undid his belt. He couldn’t wait, and dropped his pants until they curled around his ankles.

I felt for his boxers and slipped the top seam behind his balls and looked at his cock, now freely pointing up towards my face. It was nothing special, but it was certainly bigger than mine. It was also bigger than that guy Roger’s in the Iron Stallion in what seemed like an eternity ago.

Without missing a beat, I got down on the carpet of his office on my knees and put my mouth up against the boss’s cock. My tongue stuck out between my lips and aimed for the slit on the head of his cock. I tasted the sweet-salty mix of pre cum, and gave it a lick, which made even more come out, and made Charlie moan. “Wow babe, keep going!” he ordered.

Now I put the rest of his cock into my mouth, slowly, keeping my lips tight like a seal. The expectation of being filled with nice, warm, gooey jizz made my mouth water. I began thrusting, his cock turning black from my lip gloss; thrusting, sucking, and licking. He met my head butts with his waist, and I could feel his ball sack smacking me in the face.

He hissed between his teeth and then I pulled off him, because I had needs too – my cock was pushing hard against the cock cage, and I had sissy pre cum inside of my gaff already.

I pulled off him and his eyes widened with surprise. “Simra, what are you doing? I haven’t finished yet!”

“I know Charlie, how would you like to fuck me now instead?”

“Oh fuck yeah! Let’s go,” he said as he reached for the top of my thong.

“Not there Charlie; I’m tired of my pussy always getting the action. Let’s try something new here. How about my ass?”

Charlie laughed and looked at Olive. “You take notes now, Olive. I want you to be a real slut like your friend here!”

His eyes lit up and he grabbed onto his cock with his fist curled around it. I reached next to me on the floor and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, quickly from my bag. I turned my back to him and got between Charlie and the desk and bent myself over on top of the desk blotter, my ass pointed up to the ceiling. I pushed the G-String to the side of my ass cheek, and spread the jelly on my butt, and reached back to find his cock was eagerly in position. I gave him a generous helping of lube on his cock.

He was lined up good, and I started the action by slowly backing up on Charlie’s rod. His head was big, but my dildos at home were bigger, so I didn’t mind being stretched. I loved it in fact. He moaned with pleasure as his cock sank deeper and deeper into my nether region. I clenched my butt cheeks together as I was turned on by his deep penetration of me. Charlie’s hips gyrated like a paint stirrer and the sensation of his cock hitting the walls of my bussy was without words.

He went faster and faster inside of me, the expectation of his coming explosion was making my gaff soaked with pre cum already, even more than before.

Charlie’s hands gripped the sides of my butt cheeks as he went faster and faster, making my brain turn to jelly. I felt like I could feel his cock come out of my throat at any second.

Then, he did it – his cock shot its load deep into my ass, filling it up entirely with the hot, sticky cum that had probably been building up since last night. Shot after warm shot went into me, sending electric shocks through my entire nervous system. It was too much for me, and I emptied my own load into my thong, my “sissygasm” leaking my own jizz down the insides of my thighs.

I could also feel warm streams of Charlie’s jizz rolling down my butt cheeks, as he kept on thrusting. After what seemed like an eternity, the boss pulled out of me, obviously pleased with his new hire; and I, of course was pleased with the new connection that Olive had given me.

In a way it almost seemed a shame that Charlie should be humiliated for doing only what felt good to me. But my altruistic side realized that I was doing this plan for the girls who didn’t want this to be done to them.

I wasn’t fully satisfied either, and I wondered, maybe as a kind of self-justification, if I revealed my cock to Charlie, what would his reaction be? I didn’t have to worry about any repercussions, because I had my insurance policy – the video camera to rely upon in case things went south.

“Simra, you’re hired!” Charlie said with a grin. “You can start on Monday.”

Olive stood behind us with a quizzical look on her face that she showed to me. I took that as my cue that I had to go on with the plan.

“I’m not done yet Charlie,” I said in a deadpan tone.

“What do you mean ‘I’m not done.’ I heard you cum!”

An evil grin crossed my face and as Charlie’s eyes were glued to the front of my thong, I pushed it down and my cock popped out. His mouth opened in astonishment. With a courage and a feeling of power I never knew I had, I said, “Okay Charlie, now it’s your turn to bend over the desk. Whaddya say boss? One good turn deserves another.” I didn’t know what I was expecting – being thrown out of the office, smacked, punched . . . or killed???

Instead, Charlie said, “Wow, this is a pleasant surprise Simra. Come on, let’s see what ya’ got!”

I said nothing. Olive’s mouth hung open in astonishment. My feelings of lust gave right in, and I reached for tube of K-Y and took my cock out of the cage, and let it drop to the floor, next to the key. Then, I spread the K-Y on Charlie’s ass and on my newly freed and stretched, hard she cock.

I lined up straight on Charlie, and pushed the tip right in. He moaned with pleasure. Charlie was not as tight as I had expected, but it was still good. I easily slid into his ass, spreading his butt cheeks apart with my hands, and started pumping. I went faster and faster, his ass seeming to suck me inside of him.

His fist grabbed onto his cock, and he had the luxury of being able to stroke it, whereas I did not. Charlie met me thrust for thrust, and soon we were in a hedonistic rhythm that nothing could stop. Charlie was grabbing the desk with his left hand, while his right continued stroking, and I kept pumping. I felt Charlie’s butt grind up against me with each back thrust. Then Charlie let out a moan and he shot another salvo of white, sticky cum onto the front of his desk.

The sights and sounds got me too and I shot a monstrous load all the way up Charlie’s ass and he moaned, grinding his ass around my cock, soaking up the whole feeling. I kept on pumping, until finally I thought my back would give out.

I pulled out, and Charlie stood up and faced me.

I almost hated doing it, but as I looked at my Olive, she gave me a nod, like now would be a good time. I knew I had to do what I really came here to do.

“Listen Charlie,” I began. “What you’ve been doing to the female employees of this office has to stop now! I have you on camera,” I said, as I walked over to the bonzai tree where Cynthia planted the camera. “It’s already uploaded to the cloud. If you don’t stop your little game that you’ve got going on in this office, harassing the female employees of this company, I’ll send a copy right away to Human Resources!”

Charlie looked flustered and pissed. I was ready for an explosion, bust Olive looked very proud of me, full of admiration and love.

“Human resources, eh? Is that what you’re going to do Simra?”

“Absolutely!”

“Well, what else do you want? I’ll start you as an agent instead, and I’ll even give Olive here a raise.”

I was flabbergasted, and so was Olive. “I don’t understand,” I said, not comprehending what I was hearing. It was so simple. It was definitely not what Olive and I or even Cynthia for that matter I’m sure, were expecting.

“Just a minute,” Charlie said as he picked up the phone on his desk.

“Yes, this is Charlie Kincaid. Could you please send Miss Forgash up to my office right away, please. Yes, thank you.”

In about three minute’s time, the door to Charlie’s office opened, and a beautiful red head, with long, flowing hair, and a mid-length tight black skirt walked in.

“Miss Forgash,” Charlie began. “We have a new employee to hire as a new agent. Simra, this is Dorothy Forgash, she’s the head of human resources. Simra, Dorothy.”

Quite flustered, I said meekly, “How do you do?”

“Dorothy,” Charlie said. Show Simra, and Olive here, what the ‘benefits’ of being part of this company are please.”

“Why I’d be happy to Mr. Kincaid.”

With that said, Dorothy unzipped her skirt and undid her belt, pulling her skirt down to her knees. She reached underneath her black thong, smirking at us. Charlie burst out in a fit of laughter I thought would tear the building and half of Midtown down.

Dorothy proudly revealed one of the largest cocks I’ve ever seen.

“I think you ladies have it all wrong!” Charlie said. “It looks like all of us have quite a few things in common,” he said, continuing to laugh. Olive and I looked at each other with shock and amazement.

“You see, in this office we are all one big happy family! I’m so glad you could join us Simra; and Olive, your positions and raise are quite secure. Now, what are we all waiting for? Let’s all of us have some fun!”

Olive looked at me and shrugged and said, “Welcome to the company Simra.”

❤️❤️❤️
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