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WHEN I CAME HOME FROM COLLEGE for my summer break my mother surprised me by telling me that we had a new neighbor. The Daltons, an elderly couple had moved out and made the pilgrimage to “The Promised Land” – Florida. I kinda’ knew something was up because there was a shiny new black BMW convertible in the driveway.

“So who moved in mom?” I asked. I assumed it was a young family because it was a big house, and that seemed to be the trend in our neighborhood – young people.

“Well, I only met her once – it’s a woman named Barbara, and she’s single, in her mid-forties. She just told me she’s ‘alone,’ and I didn’t pry.”

“Looks like she’s got money; I mean the house and the car and all, right?” What I really wanted to know was what did she look like. Being a twenty-year old kid with no experience, I had a “thing” for older women, MILFs or “sugar mommas.” It was like a major fantasy of mine – that, and a few other things.

Then my mother had an idea. “Brian, you’ll probably want some kind of a job to get for the summer to make some extra money, right? Well, why don’t you ring Barbara’s bell and ask her if she needs her grass cut, or if she has any odd jobs around the house that need doing?”

“Sounds like a good idea mom. I’ll go over later in the week and do that.”

“What’s wrong with today?” my mom asked.

“Today? Mom I just got home last night. Let me get settled in first.” I said that because I was a shy guy. Even in school I had to be dragged to parties or any kind of social events. I should also add here that I wasn’t any kind of a big muscled god, or a sexual gift to women. I was, “average,” or maybe just below.

I was thankful that my mom didn’t pursue the matter, and I went upstairs to my room where I had a good view of her house and backyard, which included a built-in swimming pool and a patio. The Daltons left all of their patio furniture there. My room on the second floor had a completely unobstructed view of the master bedroom of Barbara’s house. I decided to take advantage of that before I went over there. It just so happened that I had an astronomy telescope in my closet that I had no room for in college, and now I had some good use for it.

After dinner I went upstairs and saw that her bedroom light was off, so I went downstairs to watch some tv with my mom and dad. After a couple of hours I went back upstairs again, and lo and behold, the light in Barbara’s room was on and her shades were pulled up. Jackpot! I had the lights in my room turned off and I took the old refracting telescope on its tripod out of the closet and set it up, so it was a little back from my window and pointing at hers.

I wasn’t prepared for what I saw next – a gorgeous forty-something redhead with an incredible body standing facing her mirror, with her back turned to me. I watched through the scope as she took off her red, button down blouse, turning to the side to look at herself, revealing a nice, shapely waist with smooth, creamy white skin, and a tight, black short skirt. She dropped the blouse down on the bed and I saw a red-laced bra cupping very large breasts. Her hair fell down her front, nestling comfortably inside of her cleavage. I was hard as a rock, and without even thinking about it, my right hand was stroking my cock through my jeans. She was also tall. I was a bit on the short side, standing at five feet, eight inches, whereas she was about six feet or six foot one; I really couldn’t tell.

So my cock was hard, and I was fantasizing about doing all sorts of jobs at her house, and hoping she would tease me and naturally, I would have to give in. She stood looking into her mirror, back again facing me, and she slipped out of her black skirt, and I was treated to a red-laced G-String with the back strap sitting tightly between her very firm butt cheeks. I wondered how a gorgeous woman like that was single. Maybe she had a boyfriend. I wondered how I would feel if she did have a partner. Would it turn me on more watching them in the act, or would I become insanely jealous?

Then, she suddenly turned around and it seemed like she was looking right at me, but there was no change in her demeanor. She now took off the laced bra and her hands began stroking her breasts. She was pinching her nipples for Christ’s sake, and she threw her head back, hair flowing, and it looked like she was moaning with pleasure. I felt a drop of pre cum enter my boxers. Then her hand slowly circled her belly, tickling it with her nails as her fingers slowly dipped underneath the front of the G-String and moved in a circle. She was rubbing her clit and putting on a private show just for me! Of course I remained completely anonymous; a young man just out of adolescence getting his rocks off.

By now my cock was in my hand and I was stroking up and down its full length at a feverish pitch. I grabbed at a Kleenex from my desk next to the window and I shot a full load of white, thick warm cum into the tissue. At the same time, her mouth was open, her eyes closed, and it looked like she was cumming too. I would give anything to replace her hand with my tongue – or my cock. I was rocked into another dimension just watching her. It was far superior to any video I had ever watched online. I was imagining all sorts of impure thoughts, but who was I kidding? What would a HOT woman like that ever want with the likes of me?

What did she do for a living? Who was she? Now, more than ever I just had to find out. I decided that I would go over there tomorrow and get the answers to these questions.
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THE NEXT DAY WAS A SATURDAY, and my parents were out shopping and running errands. They would also probably eat dinner out of the house and be home late. It was the perfect time to head next door and meet the buxom Barbara. I saw her car in her driveway, and I hurried through a late breakfast, and by the time I was ready to go next door, it was around noon.

I suddenly went into a panic! Did my mom tell Barbara that I might be coming over to speak with her about a job? Did she “grease the wheels” so to speak. So I called her. “Mom, I need to ask you if you told Barbara that I might come over and introduce myself and ask about some kind of work.”

My mother laughed. “Of course I did Brian. I didn’t say when, but I told her to expect you sometime soon.”

“That’s good mom, because I’m going over there today.”

“Great Brian, well, good luck honey.”

“Thanks mom.”

In spite of my little ‘telescope adventures’ last night, I was still the same shy, introverted kid I had been all my life. I suppose I was looking for an out. If my mom hadn’t yet spoken to Barbara, I doubted if I would be going over there today. So, I took a deep breath, and went out my front door after first combing my long, brown hair, and shaving. I put just enough cologne on – but maybe it was too much. Oh God, I was a mess inside. My stomach was turning over.

I went down my driveway and then across her walkway to her front porch. Taking a deep breath, I noticed my hands were shaking. I was angry with myself, but somehow I managed to ring her doorbell. I heard high heels clacking on the floor as she came to her door. The storm door was locked, and the big oak front door opened. I wasn’t prepared for the sight that greeted me. She was wearing a pink silk robe that was loosely tied in the front, and she wasn’t even wearing a bra underneath. Her solid tits stuck out like two pencil points, and my eyes were drawn to them.

“Yes? Can I help you?” she asked, right hand clutching her robe together.

“Uh hi, I’m Brian from next door . . .” She cut me off.

“Oh yes, Sophie’s son. Come on in Brian,” she said with a deep, throaty, sensual voice. “Your mother said you might be coming over. I understand you’re home from school for the summer and you were looking for some work, right?” I was as hard as a rock, and I had a noticeable bulge in my jeans, that I think she saw but gave no indication of that.

“Yeah, I mean I could do some odd jobs,” I said gesturing around the house. “You probably have lots to do.”

She looked around. “Yes I do have things that need doing. I was thinking of having the kitchen remodeled. It feels like ‘old people,’ don’t you think?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so. I’m no expert.” She laughed.

“I wouldn’t expect you to. However, I was thinking of hiring a landscaper in the fall, but for the summer I suppose I could use you. Of course, you’d have to supply your own equipment – mower, edger, stuff like that.”

“No problem, we have that. My dad does it, and I do it when I’m home.”

“Good, so gardening is one thing. Then I’d like to have my bedroom painted. You can go to the hardware store and bring back some samples and I’ll pick one. I was thinking of a robin’s egg blue. You do paint, don’t you?”

“Sure. I’ve helped my dad lots of times.”

Of course I didn’t tell her I saw her bedroom last night and that it was painted a nauseating green.

“That’s great Brian. Why don’t we have you start by mowing my lawn tomorrow?”

“Sounds good.”

“Oh! Where are my manners? I’m sorry. Please, come into the kitchen. I have some iced coffee if you’d like, and we can talk. I hardly know anything about you, and you must have some questions too I would imagine,” she said, with an eyebrow raised and the hint of a smile playing across her lips. So I followed her into the kitchen, and I couldn’t help noticing the way the robe hugged her hips and made each butt cheek stand out as they alternately rode up and down. She had to know I was checking her out.

“Here, make yourself comfortable. Have a seat.” I sat at the kitchen table as she walked over to the counter and pulled out two glasses and added instant coffee, and boiled water.

“Do you like cream Brian?”

“Yeah sure, that’s fine.”

“So, you must have some questions about me. But first, I know you’re a college student. So what are you studying? What’s your major?”

“Well, I’m a sophomore, and I’m still not sure – ”

She cut me off in mid-sentence and before I knew what was happening she was sitting on my lap, across my legs and facing me, kissing me hard, with one arm around my shoulders. Her tongue slipped out from between her closed lips and made its way into my mouth, curling around my tongue. One hand was rubbing my chest and playing with my nipples through my t-shirt.

With a husky smoker’s voice she said, “I love seducing young men Brian, and getting them to please me. Do you think that’s a job you can handle? Who knows. It may last past the summer.”

Talk about being blunt. “But first I want to ask you something, and I don’t want you getting offended.”

“Uh, sure, ask me anything.”

She laughed. “Do you have a girlfriend? Are you a virgin?”

“No to the first, yes to the second.” I was just being honest.

“I LOVE IT! I’m going to have so much fun molding you Brian . . . do you know that I’m leaking just thinking about it – my panties are soooo wet now!”

I swallowed hard. She resumed kissing me and this time her hand went down to my cock, and she was rubbing it up and down through my jeans. I was leaking pre cum into my shorts.

“Oh fuck Brian! I want you to take me right now – your first time – right here in my kitchen, from the rear. I can’t stand it - I’m so fucking horny!”

She abruptly got off me and pulled me up out of the chair. She shut the boiling water off. I guess the coffee would have to wait. She went over to her black leather bag on the kitchen counter and pulled out a pack of long, all-white 120mm cigarettes. She placed one in the corner of her mouth, getting lipstick on the end of the filter. It turned me on watching her as I had a bit of a fetish for smoking women, especially her brand.

“Would you like one Brian?”

“Uh, no thanks Barbara.”

“You will. Just give it some time,” she said with a grin. Very seductively she lit up with a thin, silver butane lighter, and took a cheek hollowing drag followed by a French inhale.

“I’m so fucking wet Brian, I doubt you’ll have much trouble. I’m going to rock your world!” With that she moved over to the counter and flipped her robe up and over her backside, bending over so her butt was high in the air. Of course, wearing stiletto heels helped it along.

I hurried and loosened my belt and let my jeans fall to the floor around my ankles. My cock was tearing a hole in my boxers, and they quickly followed down my legs coming to rest on top of my jeans. She reached behind and let her wet-stained G-String fall around her ankles, and I could see her pussy lips glistening in the sunlight pouring through the kitchen window.

With my hand guiding it, my cock entered the slick, silky wet Cougar pussy that was given to me. It grabbed hold of my cock tip and it was unlike anything I could ever have done to myself. I slid slowly back in and out, dripping out more pre cum and she hissed as I filled her woman slowly with the whole shaft of my cock, up to my balls. She let out a loud moan, as I went in and out, faster and faster. She bucked her hips and met me thrust for thrust.

I could stand this torture no longer and I felt a ball of fire well up inside me and I shot a huge load of white, warm sticky jizz all the way into her pussy. It was so much that some leaked out and dribbled down the inside of her thighs. I kept going because I was still hard and her wordless screams were turning me on something fierce. I wondered if my friends at school ever had any sex like this. I seriously doubted that a twenty-year old girl could match the fire of an older woman like Barbara.

Then I slowly pulled out and Barbara quickly spun around and dropped to her knees. She took my hard cock in her mouth and began licking all the cum off of it, sucking and slurping loudly.

She came off me misty eyed and looked up at me. “You really gave me a good ride Brian. It was pretty good for your first time. Now how did you like it?”

“Unreal Barbara, thank you.”

She laughed. “Such a little boy,” she said, laughing and smiling. Then she went back to sucking on me and her lips moved quickly up and down my wet shaft. I bucked my hips back and forth to match her. She was sucking on me hard, and I felt her teeth close on me lightly and move side to side. A chill ran through my body as pain mixed with pleasure.

I came again – hard this time, almost as intense as the first time. I didn’t think it was possible that I could have so much jizz stored up inside of me.

She didn’t let a drop go to waste as she licked me clean. She pulled out and said, “Now I want you to eat me out with your tongue Brian.”

She spread her legs apart and pushed my head between her legs and my tongue played around with her folds. She kept her hand on top of my head and pushed me more towards her. Now my whole mouth was on top of her pussy, and my tongue went inside her. It was sweet and tangy, and her juices flowed out like a river, covering my cheeks and dripping down onto the floor. She was gasping for breath and convulsing with each movement of my tongue.

Finally we were done, and my legs were like rubber. She closed up her robe and her hair fell wildly across her face. Just as if nothing had happened, she made us two iced coffees, and brought them to the table.

“I never told you what I did for a living Brian,” she said. I imagined it was something good considering the size of the house and the fancy BMW in her driveway.

“Okay,” I said. “What is it you do Barbara?”

“I’m in the ‘pleasure business’ Brian.” Now what the hell did that mean I wondered.

She stared into my eyes, sensing my confusion, or rather, my astonishment. “You mean call girls? Oh wait! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to put it like that Barbara.”

She laughed. “It’s okay. Not too many people know about it. I keep it a bit low key. I have all sorts of male customers actually, and they all want different ‘things.’”

There was a moment of silence as she let it sink in to me.

“I think you can help me if you want to of course. The pay is beyond any sort of summer job you could imagine – or any full time job for that matter.”

Now I was very curious.
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“What would I have to do?”

“I realize that you just met me Brian, and we uh, we kind of have a thing going, wouldn’t you say?” she said, looking at me innocently, as though she didn’t want to appear to be “rushing” anything along.

“Yes we do,” I said, unsure of where this was headed.

“I understand your unease Brian, so for right now,” she said, standing up from her seat and walking behind me, rubbing my chest with her hands, and kissing my neck as she spoke. “we’ll just take things as they come. Tomorrow you’ll come over and cut the grass just like we agreed, okay?”

“Okay Barbara, sure.”

“We’ll also explore some new things you may find pleasurable.”

I wondered what she meant but could only imagine. My smile said it all as I left her house. That evening my parents were home and my mother asked me how things went with my meeting with Barbara. I told her that I had a job doing landscaping around her property and that I started tomorrow. Of course, there was no mention of our little tryst or what she did for a living. My mother being the curious sort, asked me. “So Brian, tell me,” she said excitedly, “What does Barbara do for a living.” I held back a choke as I thought of an answer.

“Oh, she has her own business in advertising. She does a lot of work out of her house and sometimes entertains clients in her house” – that part was true.

“How nice. Well, I’m happy I made the connection for you Brian.”

“Sure, thanks again mom.” My dad was watching NETFLIX and could care less.

Later that evening I went upstairs to my room, which I started to call “The Observatory,” and hauled out my telescope again after they all went to bed. I slept with an eye open because when Barbara’s bedroom light was on, I could see it reflected on the wall, and I would spring into action.

I drifted off around eleven o’clock. Earlier in the evening Barbara’s car was gone from the driveway. Probably on a date I thought. I smiled inside at the knowledge that I could actually be jealous. I didn’t know what to make of our relationship at this point – it was too new.

I awoke around one o’clock at the sound of a car door slamming and I rushed to the window. I saw Barbara getting out of her car, but now she was with someone – another woman! I got a chair and sat by the window with my telescope. I didn’t have to wait long. The other woman was a tall, shapely blonde wearing a short, one piece shiny vinyl skirt with no sleeves and a metal chain around her waist. Her makeup was a thick riot of colors, and her hair was done up on top and fell over her breasts. She had on stiletto heels and black fishnet stockings. She sashayed over to the side of Barbara’s bed and they talking animatedly.

Both of them lit the long, all white cigarettes and the blonde was striking a pose in the mirror with her back to me. Barbara got in back of her and was kissing her neck! What the fuck! The blonde reached down her front and then turned around to face Barbara. I couldn’t have even thought of what I saw next – not in my wildest dreams – the blonde had a giant COCK protruding from underneath the vinyl skirt!

Barbara smiled and played with it; stroking it in her hand. I zoomed in on it. It looked like she shaved all her pubic hair off, and I could see the veins popping out of it. Barbara got down on her knees and placed the tip of the massive appendage in her mouth, using her tongue to circle it, and I could see it glistening in the light from the room. It was so thick Barbara had trouble fitting the entire thing in her mouth. Yet she sucked and slurped on it like she did mine, but without the girth that this “girl” had. Even with the whole cock in her mouth, she still needed her fingers to hold it like a flute. The blonde threw her head back and pressed her hands on the top of Barbara’s red head.

Finally I watched as the blonde came, but she quickly withdrew from Barbara’s mouth and shot her wad all over Barbara’s face, getting it full of white, sticky cum. Barbara seemed to enjoy it, and used her tongue to lick it off from the sides of her mouth. Then she placed her mouth back on the cock and sucked and slurped some more. My own cock was raging inside my pants, and I felt a bit of pre cum leak out into my boxers.

Barbara slowed her bobbing motion and then the blonde picked her up by her shoulders and kissed her tightly, their arms intertwined. I watched for about fifteen minutes, and the blonde undid the chain from her dress, while Barbara went to the light switch next to her door and turned the ceiling light off. I saw the shades come down and that was that. I went to bed and jerked myself off to the scene I had just witnessed.
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The next day was Sunday, and I got up at about ten o’clock and didn’t see Barbara’s car in her driveway. I assumed that the blonde had spent the night and now Barbara took her home. I promised to mow her lawn today, so after breakfast I went into my garage and took the riding lawn mower and edger over to her place from my shed. I started in the back and went around the pool and the patio, and then I started doing the front. I was thinking about last night and wondering why I was so turned on by the blonde last night. Could I see myself in a sexual tryst with her – a transgender woman? It bothered me a little. Did that make me a gay because I was turned on by that? Even thinking about her now gave me a hard on. One thing it did was give me an idea about Barbara’s “escort service” and the clientele she serviced. I was confused. There was a lot apparently about myself that I didn’t know. I tried not to let it bother me. It was kind of exciting actually, and she promised me a lot of money for doing what, I didn’t know. What I was thinking was crazy.

I was almost finished by about twelve-thirty when Barbara’s BMW pulled into the driveway. She wore a nice summery short red skirt and white blouse with her cleavage showing nicely through open buttons. Her eyes were covered by wide aviator sunglasses. I was riding around the sloping front lawn when she waved to me as she closed the car door. She was carrying a few shopping bags.

“Brian! Hi,” she called out. I shut the mower off and hopped down.

“I just got back from some grocery shopping and then I thought I’d go for a swim. Wanna join me after you finish doing the front?” I did because it was very hot, and I had grass trimmings all over the bottom of my legs and on my arms. Not to mention I was thinking about all the nice treats that awaited me in the pool with her.

“Sure Barbara sounds nice. Do you need any help with your bags?”

“No,” she said, nodding to the two bags in each hand. “It’s just these two. I’ll put them away and make us some ice cold lemonade. How’s that sound?”

“Terrific!”

“Okay, so finish up, and get changed and come over.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

I started up the mower and wanted to finish the lawn quickly, but I couldn’t get the images of the blonde creature from last night out of my mind.

I finished up and rode the mower back to my garage and jumped into the shower. My parents were out. I just put on a t-shirt and a bathing suit and went over to Barbara’s. I didn’t even have to ring the bell. She just opened the door and was wearing a skimpy bikini and flip flops, with her aviator sunglasses.

“My my Brian, you do clean up nicely,” she said with a grin and a grab at my cock through my bathing suit. “Come out back to the patio. I have a pitcher of ice cold lemonade I just made especially for you.”

“All right!” I said, looking up at the sky. “Perfect afternoon.”

So we sat at the large patio table, and for the first time I could really see the expanse of her property. Our land was undeveloped, but Barbara also had a cabana house, a large Koi pond, and a tennis court. I wasn’t much of a player, and even if I was, I doubted we would be playing today. There was a large white, acrylic fence that gave us all the privacy we needed except for my bedroom window next door.

Speaking of which. “Brian, whose bedroom window is that just over my fence?” she asked as if she knew the answer. My heart started racing.

“Oh that window?” I said meekly.

“It wouldn’t happen to be yours, now would it?”

“Yes it is, but why are you asking Barbara?”

“I don’t know – maybe it’s because of the telescope pointed right at my bedroom window!” she said with an evil, playful smirk. OH FUCK!!! HOW COULD I HAVE JUST LEFT THE TELESCOPE THERE??? I thought with horror.

“Well, no need to worry about it, my sweet little pervert! I find it cute to be honest. Did you happen to catch anything good lately??”

My lack of response told her everything she needed to know.

She raised an eyebrow. “You didn’t happen to see anything last night now did you?”

“Uh what do you mean?” I asked, trying to play the fool, but rather unconvincingly.

She took a deep breath and stared at me as I sipped my

lemonade. “I had a guest over late last night, and after I turned my light off, I happened to glance at your window and I saw your telescope, plus someone moving from behind it, who I’m guessing was . . . you dear.”

I sighed, no use hiding it. “Yes, that was me. But please Barabara you have to understand – I didn’t mean anything” – she cut me off short, holding up a hand.

“Well what did you think? Did my guest Simone happen to turn you on?” She got right to the point.

“As a matter of fact she did,” I answered with my head down.

“Oh that’s good Brian, very good.”

“What do you mean? You’re happy?”

“Yes I am indeed, but never mind for now. Let’s go for a swim.”

I finished my lemonade and took off my t-shirt and threw it over a chair. Barbara took the top of her bikini off. In the sunlight, her breasts looked even better – they had a soft glow and her nipples, which were very erect, looked even more succulent. Her bikini thong was skinny, and her rich, red pubic hair peeked invitingly out the sides.

I jumped in the water first, diving into the deep end, making a big splash. Barbara followed behind me, and we swam to a shallower section. “Ever fucked in a pool Brian? OH! I forgot – sorry. You’re a virgin. We’ll just have to fix that,” she said winking at me.

She placed her arms around my shoulders and began hungrily kissing me all over my face and neck, stopping briefly to kiss me on the lips hard. My hands moved across her firm belly and my fingers went underneath her thong and rubbed her pubic hair. I teased her by placing my index finger inside of her vagina. She pressed against my fingers and moved side to side and up and down, moaning as she did so. Through the water I could feel the thick slickness of her juices which clung to the walls of her “cave of love.” I was the luckiest man on earth – having such a beautiful older woman into me like she was, even though I had invaded (probably criminally) her privacy in such a way.

Then she stopped kissing my neck, after giving me a nice bite on my neck which made me cry out. She placed an index finger over my lips, then pulled me in closer to her and kissed me deeply; her tongue entwining itself around mine. She pressed her cunt right against my hard on, and I was sure I was leaking pre cum, though I couldn’t tell for sure.

“Come on, let’s have some fun Brian,” she said in her deep, throaty voice, and pulled me over to where the stone steps were that led into the shallowest section. She sat on the top step and spread her kegs apart and pulled my trunks down with both hands and I stepped out of them and watched them float away on the water. She grabbed onto my already hard cock and started stroking it and grabbing it hard. She then took a deep breath and sucked it under water, driving me totally crazy. After she came up, she kissed me again.

She pulled me in close to her, and with my hands pressed flat against the concrete, and my knees bent I entered her for the first time. Her legs were now wrapped around my waist, pulling me in closer to her.

I thrusted hard, deep inside of her, her pussy closing around me like a bear trap. She bucked her hips up to meet me, and we were locked in an erotic dance of pleasure. She threw her head back and moaned loudly – I hoped the fence was soundproofed.

I could take no more of this torture and I exploded inside of her, letting out a scream of my own, my nails digging into her back. Her butt was off the stone steps, and her legs were wrapped around my thighs, so I was carrying her, the water holding her up. I carried her away from the steps and we waded into the deeper section, locked together as one. I knew then that I loved Barbara. I was feeling a strange, drowsy sort of ecstasy, which I attributed to pure joy. I also felt very open to suggestion, and I would do anything she wanted of me.

Softly she said, “Come on Brian, let’s get out of the pool.”

“Where are we going?”

“First we dry off and then we go up to my bedroom. You know something Brian? You’re absolutely wonderful.”

“You are too Barbara,” I said with sincerity, although I was feeling a little “disconnect” from my body. It was strange. So we both got out of the pool and dried off with two large bath towels she had stacked up on a bench. I had to go back in and grab my bathing trunks which I slipped into.

She laughed. “You didn’t have to do that Brian, no one’s home, remember?”

“Oh! Let me go into the kitchen and bring out some more lemonade.” With the sun beating down hard now in midday, I couldn’t argue with that.

“Great, thanks.”

As I sat waiting, all sorts of things were running through my head. I thought I remembered something about her saying that I would play some kind of role in her business. She came out with two glasses on a tray, and she handed me mine. “Let’s drink a toast,” she said.

“To what?”

“Why to us and to new beginnings,” she said smiling at me, as we clinked our glasses. I finished mine quickly, and poured another glass. “My, look how thirsty you are,” she said. “But don’t worry, I have some more juices that will quench you,” and she winked at me. I had developed a taste for that as well.

Just as I put my glass down the side gate opened and I had to blink twice, making sure that what I was seeing wasn’t an optical illusion. It was the blonde from last night! The woman with the large cock! She stood tall, wearing the same black fishnet stockings, hair done up like last night, and a short, tight vinyl skirt. Only this time it was red. Her sleeveless top was red also. I remembered her name – Simone.

“Hello Simone dear,” Barbara said, running over to her and kissing her tightly on the lips and lingering. I felt a pang of jealousy, but strangely I was open to suggestion.

“Simone, this is Brian, the young man from next door who is home from school, and lives next door,” she said, pointing to my house, and is doing some summer chores around the house.”

“Hi Brian,” she said. If you listened carefully, you could hear telltale signs of a man’s voice.

“Hi Simone,” I said, with no emotion.

“Oh Simone,” Barbara said playfully. “See that telescope in the window up there,” she said, pointing to my telescope. “It seems young Brian here was spying on us last night. But don’t worry, he’s a very loving young man, . . . and likes to play!”

Simone, at first surprised, quickly caught on. “Really now,” she said seriously. “I suppose you could have him arrested Barbara. Have you thought about that?”

“Well, maybe if he didn’t want to play with us I would,” she said looking at me seriously. Yet I could feel no emotion, which if I could, it would be one of extreme concern.

“So what are we going to do with him Barbara?”

“Why we’re all going upstairs to my room to play!”

Simone was practically jumping up and down. “That sounds absolutely WONDERFUL Barbara!”

“Well then, what are we waiting for? Come along now Brian. Now is the time for a real adventure!”

I couldn’t resist. Barbara took me by the hand and whispered in my ear. “Don’t worry sweetie, I would never hurt you. I think we’re going to have lots of fun.”

“Simone, Brian here was a virgin until just this afternoon – a few minutes ago as a matter of fact. He’s a real pro now.”

Simone had her eyes riveted on me with lust. “I’ll just have to try him out now if he’s as good as you say he is.”

“Believe me, he is – only better.”

Simone laughed as Barbara took me by the arm and led us through the kitchen, into the hallway and upstairs to her bedroom. Just like I saw last night, it was painted a disgusting green. That, I knew I would paint sometime this summer. But not today.

Barbara and Simone both lit up the long, all white cigarettes and stood there in the middle of the room seductively smoking. “Does he smoke yet Babara?” Simone asked.

“Not yet, but he will – soon.”

I said nothing. I felt like the room was spinning a bit which I attributed to my excitement at being in a room with two beautiful women. The fact that Simone had a cock didn’t even bother me.

Barbara walked over to her walk-in closet and there was a dresser inside of it. She rummaged around through the bottom drawer and picked out a pair of lace topped emerald green panties – a G-String, which she stretched out in front of her looking at me and smiling.
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SHE TOSSED THE PANTIES HIGH AND FAST, so they covered my face. I liked the soft, silky feel of them against my cheeks. They had just a hint of perfume and fresh pussy. I loved it, and was rubbing it around my face. Simone was laughing. I think that she and Barbara were part of some inside joke.

“He loves it Barbara, look at him!”

“Yes, he does. Don’t you love it Brian? I bet you want to keep them on your face, don’t you?” she said as she stroked my cock through my damp bathing suit.

A voice that felt like it wasn’t my own said, “Yes. Whatever you say Barbara.”

“I’d like you to try them on Brian,” she said.

“Of course. Do you have a bra for me?”

“Look how eager he is Simone,” she said, winking at her friend. Simone smiled back.

“You’re such a sneaky bee-atch, Barbara.”

“I know, isn’t it fun?” Barbara said laughing.

I would do anything Barbara told me to do and I didn’t even think it was strange at all. She went back to the dresser and tossed me a bra, and also a one-piece matching emerald dress that was hanging in the closet.

“Now put these on Brian. I’ll help zip up your back and then we’ll put some nice makeup on you.”

I put the stretch bra on, and it pulled the flesh of my chest in tight to give me the illusion of cleavage. Barbara pulled the dress over my head and quickly zipped up the back. She adjusted it from the front, so it fit nicely on me.

“Barbara, is it okay if Brian here sucks my girl cock? I mean, he’s seen it before, right Brian honey?” All I could do was nod my head. Speech had escaped me.

“We’re going to turn you into a real cock whore right before your eyes Brian! What do you think of that?”

“Yesssss . . .” I said, feeling like I was floating above everything, observing in stunned silence. Then Simone got in front of me with a determined look in her eyes. She reached underneath her vinyl skirt, and out popped her giant, veiny cock. It was different seeing it up close as opposed to looking at it through a telescope. It seemed

larger.

I was on my knees in front of her and she gently placed the tip of her massive girl cock on my lips. She backed up and pushed in again, so it was just bouncing off of my lips. Then something inside of me made me open my lips, just enough for the head of her cock to enter between them. Even the head of that massive cock stretched open my mouth to its limit. My mouth began watering immediately as the cock slid farther and farther inside my mouth. I was like a spectator watching something that just two days ago would have been unbelievable.

My tongue went around and around the entire shaft of her cock, or rather the part of her shaft that I could let into my mouth without choking on it. She was moaning, and I was hard as a rock looking at her sleek vinyl skirt and fishnet stockings, as her cock stood out from beneath the skirt and played inside of my mouth.

Faster and faster she went, and her hands pressed the top of my head and kept me in place, moving along with the bobbing motion. She threw her head back and let out a loud scream, shooting a tsunami of warm, thick jizz into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat, almost to the point of gagging. I drank as much of the sweet/salty cum as I could, but it was too much to keep inside my mouth, and some dribbled down the corners of my mouth. I kept bobbing, now faster because of the coating of thick cum around her cum. I sucked and slurped like a hungry fiend until there was no more cum on her cock.

Simone slowly pulled out of my mouth and was breathing hard. “Brian, for your first time you are fucking amazing!” she said with delight. Both she and Barbara were smiling at me.

“All right Brian, now it’s time for the finishing touches. Stand up and follow me into the bathroom and have a seat by the vanity,” Barbara said.

I didn’t say a word as Barbara, with Simone looking on, her wet cock glistening in the light of the room, took out a makeup case and began expertly applying makeup to my face, eyes, and lips. She chose green eyeshadow to match my dress, and it went well with my long, brown, tousled hair. When the lip gloss went on me it felt natural, and the feel of the smooth gloss on me made my cock throb. I needed to get off badly. Both women were in their early forties, and it made me really excited.

After the makeup was on, Barbra left the room and went into her closet and came out carrying a long, auburn wig with a cap. She placed them on my head and made some adjustments, combed it a bit, stepping back to study my face. She made little adjustments with lipstick pencil and an eyebrow pencil to fill in my narrow eyebrows.

“Okay Brian,” she said, “stand up and have a look at the new you in the mirror.”

When I did so I could not believe the “woman” who was staring back at me.

‘Someone’ was speaking out of my mouth, and I had lost control over what I was saying. “Barbara,” I said, “could I please have a cigarette?” I was actually dying for a smoke, and my cock was throbbing.

Simone was laughing, and Barbara said to me, “I told you that you would want one to complete your ‘transformation.’” Barbara pulled out three cigarettes, handing me and Simone one as she took one for herself. She lit up the three of us. I dragged it to life and smoked it like a pro, actually doing a French inhale for my first time.

“Look at her Barbara – she’s the complete cock whore now!”

“Yes, I can see that,” Barabara said, proud of her newest creation.

“Now Brian, there’s just one last thing to make you complete.”

“What’s that?” I asked innocently.

“Party time!” Simone answered. “Okay SLUT – up against the wall!”

I did as she asked. “No, bend over a little more,” she said. “That’s it – good. Now get ready for some real pleasure Brianna.”

“Simone, that’s a great name for our sissy creation – Brianna,” Barbara said slowly, savoring the word. I said nothing, still in my dream state.

Simone, her massive cock throbbing and pointing upwards, flipped my dress over my backside, and slapped my butt cheeks – hard.”

“Owww!! That hurts!” I yelped.

“Tough shit sissy,” Simone said, with not a hint of an apology.

Barbara tossed her a tube of what looked like lubricant. “This is for you Brianna. Normally I would just spit on your sissy ass, but I have compassion. I remember my first time.”

Simone moved the back strap of the thong to the side of my butt cheek, and slowly applied the gel to my cherry asshole, or boy pussy, and then stuck her index finger inside of me, causing a sensation of fullness, and dilating me a bit. Then she spread another squeeze of the tube on her cock and rubbed it in, moaning as she did so. Barbara looked on eagerly as her “creation” came to life.

I felt the soft, firm cock tip that only an hour or so before was in my mouth enter my boy pussy. She went slow at first, only going in as far as the head of her cock, and pulling out. It stretched me and it hurt. My fists were balled up against the wall. The she went in farther and farther, causing me even more pain, but slowly I adjusted, and a strange thing happened – I began to crave it. I wanted her cock to tear me apart. I wanted to be ravaged, to be beaten by it to a pulp. I wanted to limp away from the wall once this was over.

The thrusting was deeper and harder, and soon I felt a pleasure like I had never felt before. My own cock was throbbing inside of my G-String, and I could feel a drop of pre cum leak out into my pouch. Simone was going faster and faster, moaning as she did so and her long, painted fingernails were digging into my flesh.

Soon I felt a tornado brewing deep inside me and before I knew it I had the greatest orgasm of my life, spilling a tidal wave of cum inside my pouch. It lasted for over a full minute, and I shot out at least three huge pulses screaming out with a strange female sounding voice.

Simone kept thrusting and cried out. I felt wet warmth envelope the inside of my boy pussy, which only made her go faster and faster. I could feel her cum dripping out down the insides of my thighs. Then she pulled out and turned me around. I was weak-kneed and she held me steady. She pushed me down on my knees and said , “Okay SLUT, suck me off clean!”

I gladly took her slippery, cum-covered cock between my lips and into my mouth, my tongue going around and around cleaning every last drop of cum off her. “That’s it slut . . . clean me good . . .” she said in a soft, but firm voice.

After I came off her mouth, my face was full of cum. “Now look at yourself in the mirror Brianna,” Barbara said, placing a cigarette between my glossed, cum covered lips. She lit me up and gave one to Simone, and too one for herself.

“Well it’s time to tell you something Brianna,” Barbara said, in a confessional tone.

“Oh? And what might that be?”

“The lemonade I served you was drugged. You see I placed something similar to truth serum in it. Otherwise I doubt if you would have gone along with our little soiree today.”

“I see,” I said – numb, but not sad one bit. “I guess I had it inside of me all the time. You just brought it out of me.”

“That’s right Brianna. What’s more dear, I love you and I’m not letting you go. You see, Simone and I are going to keep you around.”:

“Oh, that’s nice. I love you too Barbara,” I said as I walked towards her and kissed her deeply.

“Do you remember how I promised you a lot of money?”

“Yeah, what about it?”

“Well, my company has a lot of male clients who would love to have a sissy boy like you to fuck and suck. How do you feel about that?”

I answered honestly as I dragged on my cigarette. I laughed and said, “Well when do we start?”
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