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It was hot as hell that day, but I was mowing the grass all the same. I’d put it off for as long as I could and my mom was on my back about not having a job over the summer already so I figured it was the least I could do.

But damn it was hot.

This was why I’d gone away to college up north. The heat was terrible here. I probably should have found a summer job and stayed up there. I would have but I forgot just how hot it was.

The sweat dripped down my torso and my bare skin was baking under the scorching sun. A car I didn’t recognize pulled up in the driveway and honked. It was a new BMW. Miss Tara, my mom’s best friend, got out and waved, smiling.

I hadn’t seen her since I went away for my first year of college last year. I’d known her my whole life and I’d had a fantasy about her for as long as I knew what girls were. One of my fondest memories from childhood was of accidentally seeing her boobs once on a camping trip. I’d masturbated so many times to that mental image. Even to this day I still pulled it out every now and then.

I walked over to her in the driveway. “Wow, did you get a new car?”

“Oh this? Yeah. Do you like it?” She had the most beautiful smile.

“Hell yeah. It’s freaking awesome!” I bent over to look inside. Leather interior.

“I’ll let you drive it sometime if you want. Hey, so how’s college life? Do you have a girlfriend?” She winked at me and smirked.

“You know, it’s good. I’m studying hard, having fun. And yeah there’s a few girls.” The truth was I didn’t have a girlfriend and somehow I’d made it all the way through my first year without losing my virginity. All the girls I met just seemed so immature. That’s what I told myself anyway. Really, I just wasn’t that interested. I was more interested in their clothes than them somehow.

“I’m so jealous,” she said. “My college days were wild. If I get drunk sometime, maybe I’ll tell you some stories.” She laughed and I couldn’t help but watch her breasts bounce up and down as she did.

“Are you going to play tennis?” She was wearing a tennis skirt and a tight top that showed off her cleavage.

“Yep, your mom and I are going to hit some balls around. Don’t tell anyone but it’s really just an excuse to check out the hot tennis pro up there. I just got this tennis skirt, do you like it?” She twirled around.

As she twirled, I caught a glimpse of her red panties underneath. They were tennis panties and meant to be seen but still my dick hardened instantly. The material looked silky smooth and I imagined what it would feel like against my skin. “It’s nice.” I put my hand in front of the developing situation in my shorts.

“You don’t think it’s too short?” She turned around and bent over, giving me a perfect view of her round ass.

I was grateful to see it but it wasn’t doing me any favors downstairs. My balls ached now and I knew I’d have to go upstairs soon and take care of it. “No, I think it’s perfect.”

“Good answer.” She smiled at me. “I think you’ve started learning how to make it as a man. You know just what to tell the ladies.”

My face started heating up and I couldn’t think of anything to say now.

“Hey, I wanted to ask you something,” she said. “If you aren’t too busy, would you want to walk my dog a few times during the week while I’m at work? She gets antsy during the day if she doesn’t get enough exercise, then she tears up the house. I’d pay you of course.”

“Yeah, I’d love to.”

“Really? Oh that’s wonderful. You’re a life saver.” She came towards me and kissed me on the cheek, her soft tits pressed against my chest. “I’ll leave a key for you inside.”

The kiss threw me off and I guess my brain turned to mush because whatever I said next wasn’t actually English. I meant to say, ‘Okay, I’ll come over tomorrow.’ But whatever came out was just a bunch of random noises.

She gave me a funny look and I wanted to crawl away and die. She said, “Okay, well have fun mowing. Don’t forget to drink water, I think you might be getting dehydrated.” She walked off towards the house and I watched her skirt bounce around on her ass. There was something about the female body that was just so damn beautiful.

I shook my head then ripped the chord on the lawnmower hard, starting the motor back up.
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The next day I went to Miss Tara’s house and let myself in. Her dog ran up to me wagging its tail and whimpering. It was the cutest pit bull I’d ever seen and I had fun walking it around the neighborhood.

When we got back to her house, I couldn’t resist snooping around a little. I’d been over here a bunch of times but never by myself and it was something of a turn-on to be able to look through her stuff. Her room was nice with a large king-sized bed in the middle. I wondered if she had a boyfriend and if they fucked in that bed. She divorced her husband like five years ago and her son was about my age, off at college, so she was all alone here in the house. I let my mind wonder and a mental image of someone plowing her from behind on the bed formed in my head. In my fantasy she was wearing those red panties and he was in such a hurry to get inside her he pulled them to the side to make way for his cock. My balls tingled at the thought of it.

I looked at the pictures on top of her dresser. There were some of her with her son, and some with my mom, but no man as far as I could see. Maybe she didn’t have a boyfriend. Not that it really meant anything either way. It’s not like she would ever be into me.

I opened the top drawer of the dresser. Jackpot. It was filled with panties. I dipped my hand in and moved it around, enjoying the silky material brushing over my skin. I pulled a pair out and rubbed it across my face, inhaling deeply before putting it back. Then my hand hit something hard. I dug through the panties and found a shoebox. My heart pounded against my chest.

I knew this was wrong and she would probably hate me for going through her stuff like this but I really couldn’t resist. My cock was already raging from touching her panties. I grabbed a pair and took them along with the box over to her bed and sat down.

Inside the box was a huge black vibrator and a bottle of lube. Damn Miss Tara! I couldn’t believe the size of it. When I turned it on the dog ran in and sat next to the bed, cocking her head, looking at the thing. “I know, it’s crazy, huh?”

I turned it off and brought it up to my nose. It smelled like rubber and I tried to imagine that a part of that scent was her pussy juices. Without thinking, I stuck my tongue out and licked the black cock knowing it had been inside her.

This was too good to pass up. I quickly pulled my pants down, liberating my throbbing cock. First, I took her panties and rubbed them over my shaft and balls. They were so soft. Then I started jacking off using the panties to grip myself. It was amazing.

I usually didn’t take long to come and with the panties I definitely wasn’t going to last long. But I wanted to try the vibrator too, so I stopped stroking for a bit and turned it on, putting it against the base of my cock near my balls.

Holy fuck!

No wonder women loved these things. I fisted my hard dick, pumping it fast and tight as I ran the black vibrator over my balls.

I don’t know what made me do what I did next—maybe horniness or just wanting to do something naughty and taboo—but I laid the vibrator down for a moment then stripped my pants all the way off. Carefully, so as to not stretch out the thin material of her panties, I pulled them up over my hairy legs until they were all the way on. It was a snug fit. They hugged my ass tightly and my throbbing dick pressed into the front. The feeling was ecstasy! Everything was so tight and secure and smooth.

With one hand I nudged the vibrator through the side of the crotch of her underwear so that it was touching my balls and with the other hand I furiously stroked my length.

Moments later I grunted and exploded a huge load of cum on my stomach and then I just laid there, limp, enjoying the glow of the orgasm in her soft bed.

Trying not to stretch her panties out anymore, I slipped out of them. Another idea popped into my. I’m not sure where it came from and there was probably something wrong with me for even thinking it: if I wiped my jizz on her vibrator, then the next time she used it she would have my cum inside her. It would practically be like we were having sex. At the time I thought it was brilliant and I quickly coated the thing with my warm seed, then carefully put it back in its box. After it and the panties were back safely in the drawer in the same place I’d found them, I said good bye to her dog and took off back to my house.

It wasn’t until later on that I started regretting that last part. Leaving evidence meant she might find out. And now I had to worry that she was going to figure it out.
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The next day when I went over there, my heart was beating so hard I thought I might pass out. I half expected the police to be in there when I walked inside, their guns drawn and yelling for me to get on the ground, Miss Tara there with them, shaking her head.

But once I got inside and said hi to her dog, the only thing out of the ordinary I found was a plate of cookies on the table and a note.

‘Hey Jake. Thanks for walking the dog. You’re the best. -Love Tara.’

Love Tara? Wow. That was fucking hot, and my dick was already starting to get hard. I held the note up to my face and inhaled deeply. It smelled like cinnamon or something; whatever it was it was awesome. I put the note in my pocket and took one of the cookies with me into her room. Today I couldn’t wait until after walking the dog to put on her panties and jack off. My balls were aching for release.

I carefully took the box out and opened it. The black vibrator was still there but now there was a new toy. It was a tiny little vibrator in the shape of a bullet. I took it out, examining it. That meant she had been in here since I came on her toy. Maybe she’d even used it. My heart pounded thinking about my cum inside her. What would she do if she knew? She seemed really flirty the other day. Maybe she’d even get a kick out of it. I wished I could see her using it.

Then I got another brilliant idea. What if she had naked pictures of herself? If she did, there was a good chance they were on her computer. I grabbed another pair of her underwear—a thong this time—and took the smaller vibrator into the living room to where her computer was.

The dog followed me, wagging its tail so fast its butt was shaking. “I know, I’ll take you for a walk soon. There’s something I have to do first.”

My cock strained uncomfortably against my pants and before I sat down at her desk, I quickly stripped out of my pants, liberating it. A drop of pre-cum had already formed at the opening and I wiped the sticky bit of excitement away before I put her panties on and started looking through her files.

Luckily, she didn’t have a password. And apparently she didn’t expect anyone to be going through her computer because it didn’t take me long to find what I was looking for. Right on the desktop was a folder named ‘pics.’ I swallowed the lump in my throat and looked around the empty living room even though I knew there was nobody here except me and the dog.

I double clicked the folder and when it opened I immediately saw I’d hit the jackpot again because the thumbnails clearly were of someone naked. I started opening them one after the other, not believing what I was seeing. They were all of Miss Tara in various stages of undress and in most of them she was sticking something in her pussy–either a finger, several fingers, or even that huge black cock.

I started stroking myself, gripping tightly, forgetting all about the new vibrator. I zoomed in close on one picture of her spreading her pink pussy lips apart and tried to imagine what it would be like having a vagina. I was sure it would be awesome.

Soon my cock was erupting, and not wanting to make a mess at her desk I came directly into her panties, filling the crotch with a hot load of cum, pumping my dick several times until I’d milked it dry. There was so much cum in her panties. My heart was on the verge of exploding and I couldn’t believe I’d done that. Maybe I should have just thrown them out but at the time I thought it was the hottest thing ever and I went and neatly placed them back in her panty drawer, right on top where she was sure to find them. Looking back, I have no idea what the hell I was thinking. It was just asking to be caught.

I put the box back where I found it and made sure to close all the pictures on her computer before I walked the dog and headed home.
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Several days went by and I hadn’t been back over to walk the dog. Tara only wanted me to do it a couple times a week, and I didn’t want to wear out my welcome or draw any suspicion by going over there and trying on her panties and jacking off every single day. Even though I really wanted to.

But I was also a nervous wreck, wondering if she was going to find out I’d been jizzing all over her stuff. I was definitely going to stop doing that. I told myself I could still masturbate at her house, wear her underwear, look at her naked pictures, but under no circumstances could I leave any evidence behind. It was stupid.

I went out for a run to try to burn off some of my energy, thinking that would keep me from having to masturbate several times a day. That had only gotten worse since I discovered all the amazing things at Miss Tara’s house. And when I got back, my mom was in the kitchen washing dishes.

“Tara called,” she said.

I froze. Fuck. Here it comes. My heart was racing, and I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself before I looked at her.

“Oh yeah? What did she want?”

My mom just shrugged and kept washing the dishes. If Tara had told her she would be flipping the fuck out, so it seemed like things were okay on that front. “She didn’t say. Just asked for you to call her.”

Shit.

“Okay,” I said, trying to act normal, but I was freaking out on the inside. I ran upstairs and took a cold shower but that didn’t help. I was still really nervous and my fingers were shaking as I dialed her number.

“Hello?” she answered.

“Hey Miss Tara, it’s Jake.” I thought my voice sounded high and funny so I tried to deepen it a little as I continued. “My mom said you called?” But that just came out sounding like one of those voice modulators they use on those crime shows when they want to hide someone’s identity. And even though my hand was shaking so much I had to hold the phone with two hands, my dick was still hard as a rock. Amazing.

“Umm, yeah,” she said. “Can you come over here? Are you okay? Your voice sounds funny.”

“Yeah, I’m fine!” I yelled that one and then I shook my head. She definitely knew. She just wanted me to come over so she could confront me about it before telling my mom. The question was should I pack my bag now and go to Mexico or should I go over there and face her before heading for the border.

“Okay, well my computer’s acting funny. I was hoping you could take a look at it.”

“Your computer?”

“Yep.”

“Oh. Umm. Yeah, okay.”

“Great, thanks. I owe you big time.”

After I hung up, I thought about it for a bit. Maybe she really did just need help. It didn’t seem like her to lie to get me over there. So, instead of packing a suitcase I drove to her house, but I was still on guard as I knocked on the door.
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When she opened the door wearing a skirt and white t-shirt with no bra, I thought maybe I was dreaming. My eyes went straight to her breasts and I could easily see the dark areola surrounding each of her hard nipples through the thin cotton. “Hey,” I said, trying really hard to look at her face but it felt like my eyeballs were magnetized towards her boobs and I couldn’t help myself from stealing awkward glances down at her chest. She was so feminine; I loved the way she looked.

“Thanks for coming over, Jake. It’s really nice of you to lend a hand. Old people like me need help with computers some times.”

“You’re not old Miss Tara.” Still trying hard to stare at the spot directly between her eyes as I walked in the house.

She smiled and hugged me.

I swore I could feel her hard nipples poking into me and my cock stiffened at the whiff of her scent drifting into my nose. I followed her into the living room, adjusting myself so it wouldn’t be so obvious, but looking at her long, tan legs beneath her skirt wasn’t helping much. I wondered how often she had to shave to keep them so smooth. I took a quick breath and pushed it out trying to get a hold of myself. If she did bring up the panties I came in I needed to have all my wits about me to try to deny it.

“I don’t know what I did to it.” She pointed at the computer screen then looked at me, biting at one of her fingernails.

I sat down and it was immediately obvious there wasn’t anything wrong. She just needed to install an update. But while I was looking she put her hands on my shoulders, then leaned down over me, her cheek right next to mine and her breasts resting on my shoulder. The way she smelled–a faint hint of perfume–made it hard to think and an image of me licking her bare breasts popped into my head. My cock was so hard I thought for sure she would see it.

And on top of all that, the folder with her naked pictures was right there in front of me. I had the idea to pretend to accidentally open it, look at her pictures right in front of her. What would she do? Maybe she would throw me down on the floor right there and take my virginity. I was naïve about women, sure, but I was starting to suspect she might feel the same way about me as I did about her. Why else would she be wearing such a thin shirt with no bra in front of me?

I couldn’t take the chance though.

If I was wrong, it would be crazy embarrassing. The whole neighborhood would find out for sure. I’d be grounded. I’d have to stop coming over and I wouldn’t be able to jack off with her panties and toys. I decided it was best to just keep things as they were. All the blood in my dick was probably making it difficult to think straight.

“Can you fix it?” she said, her sexy voice right by my ear, driving me crazy.

“Umm. Fix it? Yeah, it’s pretty easy. We just have to wait for this update to download.”

“Really? Wow, you’re amazing. I never would have figured that out.” She backed off me then.

I swiveled the chair around at her with my forearm covering my lap. God, her breasts were so amazing. I wished she would hug me again. “It’s nothing, really. After it downloads, it should start installing on its own but I can stay and make sure it works.”

“Thanks. I appreciate it.” Her mouth widened to a smile showing her perfect white teeth.


6




Then she stopped smiling and looked up and away slightly, like she was thinking about something, before turning back to me, saying, “Since you’re here, there’s something else too.”

That didn’t sound good.

“Can you come in my room, please?”

Before I had a chance to ask why or protest or consider running or whatever the hell one does in that situation, she left to her bedroom, leaving me sitting in the chair, my dick quickly softening from the adrenaline that was just dumped into my bloodstream.

I took a deep breath, then followed her into the room, shuffling my feet, trying to delay the inevitable. Her dog followed us in there, wagging her tail as always.

When I got in there, my stomach wrenched into a tight ball.

She was standing next to her dresser, hands on her hips, with her underwear drawer open, waiting for me.

Was it too late to just take off running? Mexico was probably nice that time of year with its scorching desert heat and the cartels cutting people’s heads off. Actually, that seemed a bit more promising than what was happening here in Tara’s bedroom.

“So…” She trailed off while she looked at the dresser, hands still firmly on her hips.

Even then, as I was about to get yelled at for being a perv, I couldn’t resist looking at her breasts. Any small movement she made with her torso seemed to be transferred to her braless boobs and amplified as they swayed heavily back and forth. I tried to imagine what it would feel like having a pair of breasts like that. There was definitely something wrong with me. I decided I should make an appointment with a shrink or something and I got ready to tell her something to that effect. Plead insanity to trying on her underwear and probably stretching them out in the process, to jacking off with her giant black dildo. From where I was standing I could even see the box it was in, nestled among the multi-colored garden of lacy panties. Even now, knowing I was probably busted, her underwear drawer seemed to be calling me over.

She turned back to me, her breasts swaying back and forth under the white t-shirt.

I braced myself.

“Can you help me move this dresser?”

I swallowed and composed myself. “Move it?”

“Yeah, I dropped something behind it and it’s too heavy for me to move on my own. I just need you to move it away from the wall about six inches and I should be able to reach back there.”

Holy shit. I wanted to look up how old you needed to be to have a heart attack because I thought I might have been close to one there the way my heart was beating. I walked over to the dresser, trying not to look in the open panty drawer so as not to give myself away. “Yeah, I think I can move it.”

“Good. If you just move that corner away from the wall a little it should be enough.”

I grabbed it where she was pointing and after a bit of effort I was able to move it away, just a little. She wasn’t lying; it was super heavy, and I was a little out of breath from the effort. I stepped back so she could retrieve whatever she lost.

“Wow, you’re strong,” she said then got down on her knees, reaching her arm deep behind the dresser, stretching it out as far as it would go.

I couldn’t help but notice her skirt was riding up some and the more she strained the more it went up. I moved back a little to get a better angle and at the same time she shifted her hips and I caught the perfect shot of her bald pussy from behind. My back stiffened, and I took a quick step back. This woman was going to kill me.

She grunted while she stretched her arm behind the dresser. “Got it!” She brought her hand out, holding something white with pink polka dots, and stood up.

I instantly recognized what it was–the panties I jizzed in and put back in her drawer.

“Thanks, I really owe you now.” She bent over and stepped into the underwear, pulling them up under her skirt, wiggling her hips to get them in place, smiling at me the whole time like what she was doing wasn’t out of the ordinary at all.

I probably looked like an idiot, staring at her with my mouth open, trying to make sense of what was going on. The bottom line was she was wearing the panties I came in, and not only that, but I’d seen a live, up-close view of her shaved pussy. And it was even better in person. My cock was just begging to be abused at that point and I muttered something about the bathroom and bolted out of her room and into the bathroom in the hallway, locking the door behind me.

I turned the water on and splashed some on my face, looking at my eyes in the mirror. The black pupils were completely dilated. I briefly wondered what that meant but there were more pressing things to tend to.

Ripping my pants down, I yanked my cock out and beat it mercilessly. My other hand supported my weight on the bathroom counter as I replayed that image of her pussy over and over in my mind. Soon my balls quivered and I clinched my ass tight, grunting before I sprayed the thick load of semen over her counter. The first burst was so powerful it hit the bottom of the mirror and I watched it dripping down while I tried to regulate my breathing.

No more evidence. That was my new mantra.

I quickly wiped the counter down with a fist full of toilet paper, waddling back to the toilet to collect more paper then back to the sink with my pants still down around my ankles.

A knock at the door made me freeze. I didn’t say anything, just listened, straining to hear anything other than my heaving breathing.

“Jake?”

“Yeah?”

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’ll be out soon.” Jesus, she probably thought I was in there taking a dump, clogging up her toilet. I had to get out of the house, think about what was happening. Why she put on that pair of panties specifically, and why she wasn’t wearing a bra—it had to mean something.

After I finished cleaning the mess, double checking to make sure I got everything, I opened the door just a crack and peaked outside. I didn’t see anything so I ventured out.

She wasn’t in the living room so I took my chance and sprinted for the front door, yelling over my shoulder as I opened it. “I gotta go Miss Tara. Sorry!”
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Ihadn’t heard anything from Tara in a couple days and I finally got the nerve to go back over there to walk her dog. I realized later how weird it must have looked for me to run out like that and I was dreading seeing her again. But I was also horny as fuck and I couldn’t stop thinking about her pussy, about what it might taste like, about what it might feel like, and the thing I really couldn’t get out of my head was how awesome her panties felt hugging my hips. She was at work anyway so I’d have several hours to look around and see what I could find.

Her house smelled like her and everything that happened the last time I was there flooded into my mind as I walked in. I cringed remembering how I’d just run out without saying bye. It was cowardly really. I promised myself next time I wouldn’t do that. I would be confident in myself. We’re all weird in some way after all; it’s what makes us unique and interesting.

But first I had a date with her underwear drawer.

The dresser was still pulled away from the wall. Of course, it was too heavy for her to move and I left without helping her put it back. I shook my head, pissed off that I’d abandoned her like that. Once I managed to get it back against the wall, I noticed some clothes on the floor in the corner.

It was the skirt and t-shirt she was wearing the other day when I got an up-close look at her pussy, and under the skirt was the same pair of panties I came in last time. Bringing them to my nose and sniffing confirmed what I hoped would be the case–she hadn’t washed them and her sexy aroma filled my nostrils, making my dick hard in the process.

I inspected the crotch more closely and I wasn’t sure but it looked like I could still make out the dried remnants of the deposit I’d made, along with her dried juices. The thought of her bare pussy rubbing against my seed increased my heart rate. God, she was so fucking hot.

I stripped down completely naked and looked at myself in her mirror. My body was actually a bit slender for a guy. Except my butt though. That was uncharacteristically plump—more like a girl’s ass. I covered my groin area with my hands and looked in the mirror. If I squinted a bit, I could almost pass for a girl. The thought was really turning me on. I hadn’t ever really had these thoughts before, but after wearing Ms. Tara’s panties, it had been niggling at me ever since. Was there something wrong with that? To be honest, I didn’t really care. What I did in private was my own business. Besides it’s not like I would ever tell anyone or go out in public. Would I? Even the thought of that—even though it was nerve racking to think somebody would find out—turned me on even more.

Ms. Tara’s skirt and t-shirt were still in a pile on the ground by my feet. I cocked my head, and strained to hear if there were any noises coming from the house. The only thing I heard was my heart trying to beat through my ribs. I was positive I was alone and I was just being paranoid.

Quickly, I slipped her panties on, tucking my cock and balls between my legs, then looked at myself in the mirror again. The image looking back at me could almost pass for a girl—a girl with no tits any way. Then I pulled her t-shirt over my head—it smelled like her—and I stepped into her skirt.

Now I really liked what I saw! If I grew my hair out a little I figured I could definitely pass for a girl.

The heat and tingling between my legs was too much at that point. I was going to have to do something about it so I took the big black vibrator from the drawer along with her small bottle of lube and then I carefully pulled the covers back on her bed and got in. Her clean sheets were cool against my skin and I pressed my nose into her pillow, savoring her smell.

I hiked the skirt up over my waist and pulled the panties down around my knees before squirting some lube onto my engorged cock, working it over my shaft and balls, and even farther down towards my asshole. The vibrator, I placed under my balls in the area between my sack and my asshole, even letting the tip of it tickle my opening, even entering myself for a split second, trying to feel what it would be like to be fucked like a woman.

Stroking my slick cock with one hand and working the vibrator with the other while remembering that perfect shot that would forever be etched in my mind of her bent over behind the dresser with her ass sticking out and shaved pussy beckoning me towards her sent me into a state of ecstasy.

While my body writhed and twitched in ecstasy, I imagined what I should have done that day. I should have confessed to her. Let her know how I felt. Maybe she would’ve been into it. I moaned and grunted, working the vibrator over myself.

Then I heard a loud gasp and even in my sex addled state of fantasy, I knew exactly what it was.

Tara.
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“J

ake! What the hell are you doing?”

I snatched the vibrator out from between my legs and shoved it under the pillow as if I could hide it and somehow recover from this if I was just able to hide all the evidence quickly. She was standing in the door wearing her office clothes and looking really fucking sexy. Even though all my attention was focused on getting out of this, there was still some part of my brain dedicated to notice how hot she looked in her suit.

As I thrashed around the bed—trying to pull the panties back up over my dick, while at the same time trying to pull the sheets up to my neck to hide the fact that I was wearing her clothes—the vibrator fell off and landed on the hardwood floor, magnifying the sound. Her dog ran over to it and started barking like crazy at the amazingly loud noise coming from the black cock.

I covered my face with my hand and laid back on the bed. This was so fucked.

I heard her heels clicking on the floor, coming towards the bed. Then the noise from the vibrator stopped.

Taking a deep breath, I opened my eyes. She was sitting on the edge of the bed with her back to me, her head down.

Damn it. “I’m really sorry Miss Tara.” I sat up, ready to face the situation I’d created.

She didn’t respond.

“I’ll leave now. You don’t have to pay me for the dog walking.”

She slowly shifted her body around to look at me and I braced myself for the onslaught but when I saw her face, it looked like she was trying hard not to cry.

“I’m so sorry. Please don’t be mad. I don’t know what I was thinking.” It really hurt to see her like that and my stomach dropped knowing I’d caused her pain. It was the last thing I wanted to do.

Her lower lip quivered. “This isn’t your fault.”

“What? Of, course it is. I’m sick and twisted.”

“Don’t say that. You’re just exploring your sexuality. I’m the one that’s sick. When I saw the little present you left in my underwear drawer, and I saw that you’d stretched out my panties I knew that you’d been trying them on. I called you over here with every intention of seducing you. I even showed you my pussy like a little slut. God, I’m so embarrassed.” She buried her face in her hands, sobbing.

Well, this was an interesting development. I hated seeing her like that but on the other hand my cock was hard again and I could hardly believe what I was hearing. I moved over to where she was sitting on the bed and put my hand on her shoulder, patting her.

She turned and buried her face in my chest, at the same time accidentally moving the sheet that was covering my hard dick.

It was completely out in the open and only a couple inches from her body, but I didn’t want to move to cover myself because it felt so nice having her close to me, even if she was obviously distraught. Wrapping my arms around her, I said, “Hey, don’t cry. I’m an adult. You have nothing to be embarrassed about. I’m the one that should be embarrassed. Sneaking around, going through your underwear, wearing your clothes, jacking off into your panties. I think you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever met.”

She looked up at me, eyes puffy and red, mascara running down her cheek.

As if seeing me for the first time, she looked at my body, at the her clothes that I was wearing. “You know, you’re actually a pretty hot girl too,” she said.

Our eyes locked momentarily before she lunged forward pressing her lips into mine and pushing me back onto the bed.

I opened my lips, pressing my tongue into her warm mouth, darting it around against hers.

She moaned, then pulled back from the kiss. “God, we can’t do this. Your mother would kill me.”

I grabbed her and pulled her back down. “Look at me.”

She stared into my eyes, waiting for me to say something.

“Nobody needs to find out.”

She plunged her tongue back into my mouth, then her hand found its way down beneath the waistband of my panties to my cock and she wrapped her fingers tightly around it stroking it up and down.

I reached down and took her full breast in my hand, squeezing it, feeling the nipple harden beneath her bra and shirt. Her tits were so big and firm. I wanted to put my mouth on them and I started fumbling with the button on her shirt.

“Wait,” she said. “I don’t have much time before I have to be back at the office.”

“Okay,” I said, not sure what that meant.

Tara went and got the smaller vibrator from her drawer, then came back and said, “Lay back.”

I did what she asked and she got onto the bed between my legs.

She said, “Do you want to know what it’s like to be a woman?”

My eyes got wide as I looked at her, not saying anything.

She grinned and leaned forward, kissing her way down my smooth stomach until her face was over my aching cock. My bulbous tip peeked out over the waistband of my panties, the shaft strained against the sheer material. I could feel her warm breath against the crown of my dick.

I had to be dreaming. There was no way this woman was doing this to me. This woman I’d known all my life, this woman who was sexier and more loving than any person I’d ever met. I watched in disbelief as she opened the bottle of lube and coated the small vibrator, a devious grin formed over her sexy lips.

Tara’s pink tongue shot out and licked the underside of my head, causing my cock to jump in pleasure. I sighed deeply, laying my head back against her pillow.

She said, “This is your clit.” Then licked the sensitive skin again.

After snaking her tongue across my “clit” a few more times, making me moan, she pulled the crotch of my panties to the side and pressed the vibrator to the opening of my ass.

“And this,” she said, “is your pussy.” She lowly pressed it inside me.

I sucked in air as she entered me. It was like nothing I’d felt before. I loved it. I wanted more.

Maybe she knew because she pulled it out slowly, then pushed it back in, a bit harder this time. I spread my legs wide, wanting her to take all of me.

As Tara fucked my ass, she turned her attention back to my clit, kissed the soft tip, running her tongue over the opening, before wrapping her lips tightly around the head, bringing it into her mouth, but never moving to the shaft.

I groaned in pleasure, grasping the hair at the back of her head, pulling her face down into me.

She massaged my balls while her other hand with the vibrator moved quickly in and out of my tight ass.

One last thrust inside me while her tongue circled my head and I was coming. Streams of warm semen erupted from my tightened balls onto my stomach as I writhed in pleasure.

When I finished, she brought the dildo out of me and kissed the sensitive head of my softening cock.

I looked down at her, still not believing this was really happening.

She looked back up at me, smiling. “How was that?”

“Oh my god, that was so amazing.”

“I bet you’ve never had a blow job like that before.”

The truth was I’d never had any blow job, but I didn’t want to admit it to her, admit to her that was a complete novice and she shouldn’t be wasting her time with someone so inexperienced, so I just shook my head no, grinning back at her.

“Okay,” she said. “I have to leave.” Her face got serious then. “But, we absolutely have to talk about this later. If this is going to continue, we need to set some ground rules so that it stays discrete. And… You have to ask before trying on my clothes.” She grinned and looked at my body. “I think they look hotter on you than they do me though.”

I felt myself blushing.

Was this going to continue? I hadn’t even thought that far ahead and my thoughts raced knowing it was a real possibility she would fuck me. And even more she seemed to be turned on by me dressing as a woman. I would finally get to lose my virginity. “I agree,” I said.

“Good.” She came up and kissed me on the cheek, then got off the bed, straightening her clothes. “I love your body.” She gently grabbed my chest and pinched my nipple until it was hard.

I didn’t know what to say, and I felt my face getting warm.

She laughed. “You’re so cute, you know that?”

“I guess so.”

“Well, listen. I’m going to be at your house tonight. Your mom invited me over for dinner. But, please, please, I’m begging you please, try to act normal. I really don’t want her to find out about this.”

That made two of us. “Yeah, of course,” I said, trying to act cool, but the thought of seeing her again so soon made my dick harden.

“If you’re good,” she said, looking at my stiffening cock, smiling “then maybe I’ll give you a reward. Actually, you should shave your legs. And find a sexy pair of underwear from my drawer to wear at dinner.” And without another word, she left back to work.

Before I left to go back home, I found a fresh pair of underwear for later—a black thong—just like she’d told me to do.
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For the rest of the day I couldn’t stop thinking about Tara. The way she showed me what it was like to be a woman and did it so expertly was impressive. Older women were more experienced and probably better at that kind of thing, I decided. I wished there had been more time though. I wanted to return the favor. And I absolutely couldn’t believe how ok she was that I was in her clothes. She even seemed to be turned on by it. It made me feel sexy.

That afternoon, I took a long, hot bath, where I shaved my legs and trimmed up my nether regions. It took forever! I had no idea how women did this so much. When I got out of the bath, I put on the thong I took from Tara’s and wiped away the steam from the mirror to inspect myself.

I turned around and looked over my shoulder at the mirror and realized if that from that angle you couldn’t see my lack of breasts and I actually looked exactly like a girl. I pulled my dick and balls up then bent over, my legs spread shoulder-width apart, to inspect myself from that angle. I was actually really fucking hot!

When the doorbell rang that night I rushed downstairs and threw the door open.

And there she was. Red lipstick, and a modest skirt and shirt. I wanted to go to her and kiss her again, feel her breasts in my hands, smell her wonderful smell, show her how sexy I looked in her panties with my freshly shaved legs. But my Mom was in the kitchen, finishing dinner and I didn’t want to risk it.

“Hey, Jake.” She walked in smiling and her smell filled the air around me. Her fingers brushed against mine as she passed and my dick started to come awake.

I thought I might have to take a masturbation break before the night was up if I didn’t want to end up with blue balls.

She went in the kitchen and started talking to my Mom, so I took the opportunity to run upstairs and take care of the now raging hard-on in my pants to avoid any embarrassment at the dinner table.

When I came back downstairs in the kitchen, dinner was ready.

“Oh, good,” my Mom said. “Dinner’s ready. Can you set the table, Jake?”

When the three of us sat down, I took the seat next to Tara, wanting to be as close to her as possible. She and my Mom were drinking wine and gossiping about people up at the tennis club. I quietly shoveled food into my mouth, stealing glances to the side of Tara’s breasts while they talked and laughed. They were both going through the wine pretty quickly and I could tell Tara was loosening up some.

As I took a drink of milk, suddenly I felt her hand squeeze my thigh under the table and I nearly spit it out. Even though I managed to hold it together, she took her hand back.

My mom looked at me. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, it just went down the wrong pipe I think.”

Tara had a sly smile on her face then they went back to talking about the tennis pro and who they thought he was sleeping with. As they spoke her hand came back to my thigh, squeezing it and rubbing it.

My cock hardened against my panties as she worked her hand higher up my leg and I concentrated on trying to act normal. I couldn’t believe she was doing this here at the table after the speech she gave me about making sure my mom didn’t find out. But I definitely didn’t want her to stop. The risk of getting caught made it even better for some reason.

I brought my hand under the table and placed it on top of hers, squeezing it, running my fingers over her smooth skin. She was driving me crazy and I shifted nervously in my seat.

Maybe she sensed it because she took her hand away.

Now it was my turn to be naughty. I put my hand on her leg and slowly worked her skirt up her leg until my hand rested on the warm skin of her smooth thigh.

The two women continued gossiping, not paying any attention to me. But I thought I saw the skin on Tara’s face starting to redden. I moved my hand closer to the place between her legs that I’d been craving all day.

She opened her thighs and I saw her shoot a quick glance at me while she continued holding a conversation with my Mom. I was amazed at how calm and natural she seemed, carrying on like nothing was happening at all.

I desperately wanted to feel her pussy but my hand wouldn’t reach that far without it being really obvious something was going on. I needed to get closer somehow.

So, I pretended to drop my fork on the ground. “Sorry,” I said, looking at my mom, but she didn’t even notice, so I ducked my head down under the table. The fork was on the floor where I could reach it easily but I got all the way out of my seat, pretending it had bounced under so far I needed to crawl to get it.

I got far enough in and turned around to look between her legs. She wasn’t wearing any panties.

Tara accommodated my little mission and spread her legs, lifting her skirt at the same time, showing me her beautiful, shaved pussy.

I could already see the moisture gathering on her smooth lips and I wanted it so bad. I lingered as long as I thought I could get away with and when I came back up with the fork, I made sure to move my chair over closer to her, just enough so that I could reach her sex, before sitting back into it.

Mom looked at me and I froze, holding my breath. Finally she just smiled and went back to talking to Tara.

My heart was racing and my dick was so hard I thought I might come in my pants right there at the table. Dinner was almost over and I needed to take my chance if I was going to do it. Slowly, I put my hand back on her thigh and she spread her legs for me again. I ran my finger over the smooth skin, up her inner thigh until I found what I’d been wanting for so long.

Her pussy was so wet and as I pressed my fingers against her folds, they slid easily inside her. Tara breathed in sharply as I did and I stopped momentarily, not wanting to lose any of the ground I gained.

After the initial shock she was able to keep up her conversation and I pressed my fingers deep inside her again, pulling them out before plunging in again. It was so warm and slick, I couldn’t wait to put my cock in there.

Tara’s face was getting more flush, and I could see her nipples poking through her top. And I didn’t know how much longer I’d be able to control myself like this. She grabbed my hand and pulled it away from her soaked lips.

I didn’t want to stop, but I wasn’t exactly in any position to protest. But it was lucky I brought my hand back when I did because my Mom stood up and started clearing the dishes away soon after. I normally would have stood up and helped her but my cock was threatening to break my pants open and I wasn’t able to stand at the moment.

Tara also got up and smoothed her skirt down, then helped take dishes into the kitchen. When they were both gone, I looked at my fingers, still wet with her fluids. I brought them to my nose, smelling them. That smell was so amazing! Quickly I stuck them in mouth, tasting her essence, licking them clean.

Somehow, I was able to will my erection back down and I went into the kitchen to help them with the dishes. I couldn’t stop staring at Tara and she had a soft smile on her face the entire time. Every now and then our eyes would meet momentarily before she looked away, making her smile even more.

After we finished cleaning up, Tara said, “Okay, well I better get out of here.”

My mom hugged her. “Thanks for coming over.”

“Yeah, thanks for having me.” Then she turned to me. “Actually, before I go, Jake will you show me that thing you were talking about on the computer? The thing you said would make it faster.”

I didn’t know what she was talking about and I didn’t know what to say.

My mom unwittingly helped me out. “Of course he will.”

I quickly nodded.

Tara smirked. “Yeah, you don’t mind?”

“No, I don’t mind,” I said.
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When we were safely in my room I closed the door, not quite shutting it all the way so as to not raise any suspicions.

She came at me grabbing between my legs, trying to slip her hand down the front of my panties, pressing her lips against mine, her tongue probing into my mouth, the sweet taste of wine on her lips. “I want you, Jackie,” she whispered.

The hair on the back of my neck stood up. When she called me Jackie it sounded so natural.

Her warm breath tickled my ear and sent a shiver down my back. My whole body felt like it was tingling in a state of euphoria. I pulled her tight to me, loving how her body felt against mine, groping at her breast, finding her hard nipple and rolling it between my fingers.

She moaned and threw her head back then looked at me, serious, rubbing my dick through my pants. “I want you so bad,” she whispered.

“Here?” I wanted to so bad, but it seemed a little risky to say the least with my Mom just downstairs.

She didn’t answer; she just stood there, biting her lip and looking at my body. “I brought something for you,” she said, then reached into a shopping bag she had with her and brought out a short black dress and a pair of black shoes.

My eyes opened wide. “For me?” I said. “I can’t believe it.”

“I hope they fit,” Tara said.

I threw my arms around her, hugging her neck. A long sigh escaped my lips as she ran her hand down the ridge of my back. Grabbing my ass, she pulled my hips into hers, grinding her crotch against me.

I had to put my hand over my mouth, stifling a moan.

My dick had a mind of its own but I also still had enough of a sense of self-preservation to know it was too risky to make love to her here. This was a good thing and I didn’t want to ruin it. But I wanted to taste her too.

“I want to know what you taste like,” I whispered into her ear.

She grabbed me by the hips, spinning me around, then pushed me down on the bed.

I gasped when I landed on my spider man comforter.

She got onto the bed, on her knees, straddling my face.I ran my hands up her smooth thighs, lifting her skirt to reveal her glistening pussy. I bit my lip, looking up at her.

Her mouth was open, looking down at me in anticipation.

I ran my finger lightly across her slick cleft and she covered her mouth, moaning into her hand. Her scent filled my nose, drawing me closer and I brushed my tongue lightly across her opening making her moan again. I plunged my tongue inside her, tasting her sweet juices, feeling her warmth against my mouth.

She squeezed her legs tight against my head as I licked my tongue up and down her pussy, her ass writhing around on my bed.

I heard footsteps coming up the stairs and I shot up off the bed, flipping her skirt down, and wiping my mouth off with the back of my hand as I darted to my desk chair, quickly opening the laptop.

A light knock came at the door and I swiveled my chair around. My mom stuck her head in. “How’s everything going?”

“Good,” both Tara and I said at the same time.

Mom nodded her head. “I don’t know anything about computers.”

Tara laughed but I could tell she was nervous. “I know, me neither. Jake’s been a big help though. He fixed my computer the other day.”

“Good,” she said, nodding and smiling at me before she turned and we heard her footsteps going back down the stairs.

I let out a deep breath and Tara shot me a look. She came over and whispered, “I’m leaving. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

I grabbed her wrist. “Wait.” I didn’t know what else to say. But she was right. It was crazy to be doing something here even though it was obvious how much we wanted each other. I could still taste her pussy on my lips. And I wanted to try on the dress so bad.

“We can’t do this anymore,” she said, pulling her wrist away from me.

I stood up and put my arms around her waist but she pulled away again. “Listen,” I said, “there’s a park down the street. Meet me there in 20 minutes so we can talk.”

She sighed and furrowed her eyebrows then shook her head looking down at her feet before finally looking back at me. “Fine.”

The dress and shoes were still on the floor, next to my bed, when she left.
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Before I left, I threw on the dress and new shoes—they fit perfectly—and snuck out my window so my mom wouldn’t see my new sense of fashion. I was out of breath when I got to the playground. It was dark and deserted. I wasn’t even sure she would be there since she’d seemed angry when she left so I ran as fast as I could to get there—which was no small feat wearing new ladies shoes. But she was there, sitting in a swing, moving herself back and forth slowly, looking at the ground.

“Hey,” I said.

She looked up, giving me a soft smile. “Hey.” She stopped the swing with her feet against the ground. “You look really pretty,” she said.

I went to her and put my hand on her cheek. “I really like you but I don’t like seeing you so upset.”

She smiled and put her hand over mine. “You’re a sweet girl,” she said as she brushed my bangs out of my eyes.

Hearing her call me a girl sent my heart soaring.

“I’m okay,” she said. “I just was mad at myself for being so reckless. We have to be more careful. I’m not a teenage girl anymore.”

“I know you’re not,” I said, grabbing one of her full breasts.

She laughed and reached out grabbing my crotch underneath the short hem of my dress, bringing my cock from semi-hard to fully hard within seconds. “Mmm, you drive me crazy. The way you licked me felt so amazing.”

I bent down and kissed her mouth, the taste of mint ran over my tongue as I pushed it against hers.

She moaned, not needing to hide it now because no one was around to hear. Her hand found her way into my panties, wrapping around my engorged cock, stroking it slow and tight. “I want to fuck you, Jackie.”

I may have been inexperienced, but I definitely didn’t need to be asked twice. I took her hand and pulled her up off the swing, leading her over to the playscape, my stomach full of butterflies, not knowing exactly what was about to happen but absolutely ready for anything.

There was a platform about waist high and she sat me down on it, getting in between my legs, kissing my neck, nibbling at the skin by my ear, breathing hard and moaning.

I pushed my hand down between her legs and found her wet pussy for the second time that night, sliding my middle finger between the wet lips, making her moan into my ear, as I slipped it in and out, burying it up to the knuckle.

She threw her head back. “Oh my god. That feels so good.”

Then she pulled away. “But,” she said, “I want to fuck you.”

She reached into her purse and came back out with a dildo and some lube. “Turn around,” she said.

I swallowed hard. This had to be a dream. I really couldn’t believe this was happening.

After I turned around, she pulled my panties down and lifted my dress up over my waist.

Then I felt her finger press against my asshole, slowing moving inside me. My hands latched onto the playground equipment, my body feeling like it was going to collapse from all the new feelings and sensations.

Once I’d relaxed a bit, she took her finger out, and then I felt the head of the dildo at my entrance.

“Are you ready for this?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Say it,” she said.

“Yes, I’m ready.”

“Ready for what? I want you to say,” she said.

“I’m ready for you to fuck me. Fuck my pussy hard. I want it bad.” The words came out of my mouth fast and full of desire. Just in case she didn’t believe me, I also reached back and pulled the dildo into me.

She pressed at the same time until the head was inside me.

I let out a moan that seemed to echo through the neighborhood. But I didn’t care who or what heard me at that point.

Tara slid the cock farther into me, grabbing my hip with one hand to keep me still. The soft walls of my opening clinched around the dildo, pulling it in.

“Oh god,” I moaned.

I reached down and grabbed my dick, squeezing it, tugging it.

She grabbed onto my neck, digging her fingernails in, running her finger through my hair, nearly screaming. “You like that don’t you, baby.”

Then I couldn’t take it any more. I was about to explode. I squealed and moaned, louder than before, saying, “Oh my god, I’m coming. I’m coming. Oh, fuck.”

My ass tightened around the cock and then I grunted and emptied my balls onto playground equipment as she pressed the dildo deep inside me. The orgasm tore through my body with force and my legs twitched at the sensation until finally I collapsed against her.

She held me to her, breathing deeply against my ear, stroking the back of my head. “Wow,” she said.

She kissed my neck then finally pulled the dildo out of me. I could see my sperm dripping down to the ground below.

She sighed. “Fuck, that was so good.”

“I know.”

“No, I mean it. That was amazing.”

I didn’t know if she was just saying that to be nice or what but I didn’t care. I just smiled. We talked for a while on the swings, discussing what this meant and setting some ground rules. It was obvious to both of us that this was just going to be a short summer fling. I would be going back to college and she was my Mom’s best friend, so we both knew it was for the best. But we also intended to make the most of our time together.

And we did. We settled into a routine for the rest of the summer making love on her lunch break every day then sometimes again at night. She taught me so much about how to dress as a woman, about makeup, about how to walk, and most importantly about sex and love; so by the time I went back to school I had so much confidence I had no problem walking around public dressed as a woman and telling people to call me Jackie.

There would be many more lovers after her, but my Mother’s best friend would always be my first and my favorite.

THE END
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