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Chapter One

_______________

___

At twenty six, I was the wunderkind for Regal Finance Corp, the largest startup for helping small businesses in the whole of DC. Mr. Henry Slocum, the CEO liked to promote his favorites, and he took a big liking to me. I was already the accounts manager for two major clients, and was well on my way. Other people in the office resented me because they were stuck in the same positions for years, and I was only at the company for two years, young, and I was going places.

One morning Mr. Slocum called me into his office. “John,” he said from behind his big oak desk, “Come on in my boy.” Mr. Slocum was in his early fifties and had a ruddy complexion and was a bit, shall we say, “weight challenged.” In the words of a different era – fat. He loved rich food, and lots of it. He also enjoyed his liquor, often sharing a glass of Bourbon with me on a Friday afternoon after a particularly difficult week.

“Good morning Sir, what can I do for you?” It was a Monday, and I was a bit behind on a spreadsheet, and I thought I’d be given a reprimand. But that was not to be the case.

“I don’t usually do this John,” he said after taking a long draw on his Honduran cigar. Uh oh, I thought. Here it comes; the reprimand. “I have somewhat of a personal situation I’d really like your help with.”

“Sure Mr. Slocum, how can I be of . . . service?” I answered, relieved. He chuckled at what I thought was an inside joke.

“Well, I have to fly to Chicago for a week on Friday. We’re expanding our business, starting a new office in fact, and I have to go and meet with some new prospective staff. Here’s where you come in. My wife, Bianca, will be alone for the week. She’s a bit of a demanding woman, and since we don’t have any children, she’s used to going out and being entertained on a regular basis.” He stopped talking, as if what he was about to say next would be difficult.

“Yes Sir.”

“Now you’re a nice young man John, and you’re single, right? I mean, there’s no Mrs. Reynolds, no girlfriend, or steady attachment at the moment?” This was totally unexpected. He shifted a bit uncomfortably in his seat.

“Uh, yes Sir. The only ‘Mrs. Reynolds’ is my mom.” Slocum laughed and I continued. “Nobody special right now. It doesn’t mean I’m not looking, but I’ve been keeping pretty busy lately and all.” He cut me off.

“Oh, don’t think I haven’t noticed. I appreciate you, son. I guess I’ve been working you pretty hard lately, giving you lots of responsibility. I’ll try to ease up a bit – give you some more personal time. But, as I was saying. I can’t talk about this with anyone else at the firm, but I trust you John. I know you’ll keep what we talk about confidential – strictly between you and me, right?”

“For sure Mr. Slocum.”

“Good. Now as I was saying. I would like you to, how shall I say it? Keep my wife entertained for the week. You know, take her out to dinner at night, take her dancing, take her to a show – whatever, I don’t really care. Just keep her busy.” He took another draw on his cigar and pulled out his bottle of Bourbon and poured himself a generous dink. It wasn’t even noon yet.

“Please don’t share what I’m about to tell you now  with anyone else John. My wife likes to “stray,” as they say. She’s like an un-neutered cat,” he said, his face crumpling into a disgusted look. “If given the chance, she’ll leave the house if I let her, and she won’t come home until her incredible sexual appetite and general slutty tastes have been satisfied.” He finished his glass and poured another large one, offering me one. I waved it away. He was the boss, and I didn’t want to smell like booze so early in the day.

“You’re probably wondering why I stay married to a cuckolding slut like Bianca, right?” I didn’t know how or even if I should answer that one, so I kept quiet. “Well the reason is, quite frankly – her money. She’s the heiress to a very large pleasure cruise company, and I don’t want to ‘rock the boat’ so to speak. So I figure that if she’s gonna fuck around and cuckold me, it might as well be with a handsome, clean cut young man such as yourself John. She’s forty-two years old, and I don’t think you’d want to run away and start a family with an old woman like that, right?”

“Uh, no Sir.”

“Perfect.”

He sat back in his plush leather chair and looked me over. “You know, I used to be able to satisfy her, but for the last couple of years or so, I’ve had a problem with the ‘plumbing,’ and she likes spontaneity, so those little blue pills that everyone uses are out, and she’s not a very patient woman; must be that hot, Latin, sexual appetite I suppose. Oh well. So you see my predicament. Now you’ll be compensated nicely for your services, John – a nice bonus, and I’ll give you one of my credit cards to use. Just keep her happy, and do whatever she wants. You’re a handsome young man. Just her type I would think. In fact, here’s my card now. You can send her a bouquet of flowers. That should get you in good with her. Bring them with you when you see her, or hell, I don’t care; send them now if you want to.”

I never thought that being a gigolo was in the job description, yet here I was. There was a picture of Mrs. Slocum on his desk; really a stunning woman. She had beautiful, piercing green eyes, long, stylish, black hair, and a deep complexion. In a way, I felt sorry for Mr. Slocum. He was basically a nice guy, and he told me to cuckold him. No one would believe me if I told them. From his perspective, I was safe; just a toy for his wayward wife to play with while he was away. I’ve heard her deep, sensuous voice over the phone, and now, standing in her husband’s office, realizing what was in store for me, my cock was rock hard.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

___

Idecided to get a jump on things, and I called 1-800 Flowers right after lunch, and sent her a nice two hundred and fifty dollar bouquet of assorted flowers. The card was simple:

Looking forward to meeting you – I hope this Saturday at evening at eight o’clock is acceptable.

Sincerely,

John Reynolds”

I included my cell phone number, and I don’t know what possessed me to do that, but my address also. That was my cock talking – it was all over the place. I had met Mrs. Slocum once before, at a company holiday party last year, and she got a little tipsy while her husband got wasted. I remember she said some things to me that I thought were inappropriate at the time, but now, I was glad she did. She had a very shapely figure and a tight butt that looked like her clothing was molded around it. That night she wore a black silk, one-piece dinner dress – very short, and her magnificent cleavage showed right through. She smelled like jasmine with a faint odor of tobacco that set my cock pounding. Just remembering that almost made me cum in my shorts.

Later that evening at home, I got finished with the client spreadsheet I was working on, and since it was just nine o’clock, I decided to relax and watch a movie on NETFLIX. Then my iPhone rang. The number said “BIANCA SLOCUM.” My heart started racing and my cock was leaking pre cum into my boxers.

“Hello?”

A very husky and sensuous voice with a hint of a Spanish accent – Columbian answered. “Hello John. I got your flowers today. They took my breath away. You have excellent taste, and you are a very considerate young man. My husband told me that you would be my, how you say, companion for the next week?”

“Uh, yes Ma’am,” I answered.

She laughed like a schoolgirl. “Please John, call me Bianca. We should be past the pleasantries now, don’t you think?”

“Uh, yes Ma’ . . . I mean Bianca.” She laughed some more and in the background I could hear Mr. Slocum grumbling about something.

She was a bit annoyed, and in a voice full of exasperation, said, “Just a moment darling, I have to go to my room to take this. My husband and I sleep in separate bedrooms.”

A moment later she continued. “Now, where were we?” Ah yes. The flowers were magnificent, and I can’t wait to see you John. I know we will have a lot of fun this week. I would like you stay with me here in my house for the week. Is that okay? My driver, Alonso will take you by limousine to work every day and bring you back here. It sounds better than driving yourself, no?”

“Yes, it certainly does Bianca.”

“Okay darling. Alonso will pick you up at seven o’clock on Saturday evening and bring you to my home. I want you to know that I am aching to see you again John. You know I really wanted you to fuck me at that Christmas party last year. I asked my husband to request you. Did he tell you that?”

“No, he didn’t,” I said, swallowing hard.

“Well, now you know. Don’t forget to pack a bag – you’re mine for the week,” she said laughing. “Pleasant dreams, and think about the week to come, alright my sweet?”

“Sure Bianca, pleasant dreams.” I must have sounded like putty in her hands, which in a sense I was.

The rest of the week was a blur and Mr. Slocum called me into his office on Friday afternoon before he left for the airport. “I want to thank you once again John for helping me out here.” He pulled out his alligator wallet from his back trousers and peeled off a roll of bills. It was five thousand dollars, plus the credit card, which I had returned to him after ordering the flowers.

“This should take care of incidentals I would think, and the credit card is in case you need more. Now, don’t worry about the office this week. You can come in whenever you want. Hell, you can even take off if you want to. Joshua Chamberlain will take care of your accounts for the week. Remember son, he works for you. I don’t want you to think he’s going to try to screw you while you’re off screw . . . well, you know what I mean, right?”

“Yes Mr. Slocum, thank you.”

“Remember John. I want you to think of yourself as a company executive now. You’re more to me than an accounts manager. When I come back I think we can talk about a partnership in the firm. How does that sound?”

I was at a complete loss of words. Here I was, being handed the keys to the kingdom, with carte blanche to screw the boss’s hot wife, six ways to Sunday, live in his mansion for a week, and being offered a partnership in the company. It sounded like a wild hot, sexual fiction novel that guys would jerk-off to!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________

___

When I got home on Friday night I packed a small gym bag with my clothes. I packed a business suit in a garment bag on the off chance that I would have to go into the office. I was so hot and crazy thinking about the week to come, I finished dinner and was going to go jerk off in the bedroom of my meager apartment in downtown DC when a knock came at my door around eight o’clock. I wondered who the hell could that be? Maybe it was my neighbor, Mrs. Buford who had a habit of locking herself out of her apartment. She had given me a set of extra keys in case she did. She was slipping, and I thought it wouldn’t be long until her son and daughter-in-law placed her in an assisted living facility.

But when I went to the door, my jaw dropped. It was Mrs. Slocum, standing there with a wide grin on her face and her limo outside with Alonso at the wheel. She turned to him and signaled him to drive off.

“Hello John,” she said. “I just thought I would surprise you.” She was carrying a black leather bag which hung over her shoulder, and another bag that contained clothes and accessories I guessed. She didn’t wait for me to respond, walked into my foyer and slammed the door behind her and dropped the bags in the hall and threw her arms around my shoulders, and planted her face on mine, kissing me like a vacuum cleaner.

Her scent of jasmine and tobacco smoke spread over my mouth and nose, and she broke off briefly to smile at me, then resumed kissing me. She was wearing a beige trench coat which was opened. Underneath she wore a pink t-shirt, no bra, and a black satin G-String underneath – that was it. I was wearing gym shorts and a GWU t-shirt. My cock was beating a steady rhythm, and she pressed her waist up against it. Her pussy was sopping wet. I could feel it through my boxers and gym shorts. Her juices were rolling down the insides of her thighs in little beads

An inch in front of my mouth, she whispered in her hot breath almost trembling, “I was so excited John, I couldn’t wait until tomorrow. I was fingering my pussy at home thinking about you coming over tomorrow and I was getting feverish. I just had to come here now. See how my pussy is leaking for you?”

“Uh, yes Bianca, I see.” How could I not?

She laughed, and threw her luscious, thick black hair behind her and jumped up on me, scissoring her legs around my waist, drenching my mid-section in her juices of arousal. She was kissing me deeply again. Her firm tits were pressed against my chest, and I felt her nipples like two sharp pencil points. Her long, red painted nails dug into my shoulders.

“John, I have to have you NOW! I want you to fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before. Do you know that night of the office party I wanted to go somewhere with you, and have you ravage me? I was dripping under my dress!”

“Yes Bianca, you told me. I wanted it too.”

“Did you??” She asked excitedly. “Yes? Aye ‘Dios Mio’ John. I wish I would have known how you felt then about me. We could have been together a lot sooner than this! Now take me to your bed darling,” she said, her mouth planted on me the whole time it took to take her into my bed room. And to think I was just going to jerk-off thinking about this absolutely stunning woman now!

Once inside my room, she slipped out of her trench coat letting it fall to the floor beside my bed. She threw me down on my back and got on top of me, kissing me and desperately grabbing for my cock. She rubbed it through my shorts and boxers, and placed her fingers underneath the waist bands, and pulled them down. I lifted my hips up, so she could pull them around my lower legs. She stroked my cock, looking at me and smiling.

Not taking her bright green cat-like eyes off me she slowly placed her soft, moist lips against the head of my cock. She toyed with me, driving me out of my mind. She stuck her tongue out slowly between her lips and touched my slit with it. Then she moved it around my head like a paint brush, and a drop of my pre cum leaked out. She took her mouth off me, and placed her fingertip on the tip of my cock, drawing up the pre cum, and then placed her wet finger in her mouth, smiling, and making an “umm” noise as she licked it off her finger.

“This tastes better than I thought it would my Johnny.” Smiling, she said, her eyes opened wide, “Such a BIG cock you have! How will I ever fit this thing into my mouth?” She said in mock horror, holding my shaft up with her nails, and bending her head to examine my cock. The pain and pleasure mix was exquisite. Then she placed her mouth back on my cock and covered my head with her lips, making a tight seal and not taking her eyes off me for a second. She moved up me and scraunched herself in a ball and said, “Finger my pussy my Johnny.”

I stuck my middle finger over her engorged lips, finding her wet, swollen knob of arousal and I played with it, rubbing it back and forth between two fingers, snapping it like a rubber band. She moaned in ecstasy, and slid her entire mouth up and down my shaft. Her tongue was like a snake roping its way around my entire shaft and the soft underside of my cock – rubbing. Her up and down sucking was loud, slurping, and she went faster and faster. My free hand that wasn’t inside her pussy was pressing down against her head.

She stiffened and moaned loudly, and I felt a lake of juice fall on top of my thigh. She dripped more and more, and I felt a ball of passion well up inside me and I shot several cannonballs of cum deep inside the mouth of my boss’s wife. She kept sucking up all my cum. Some of it I could see was dripping down the sides of her lips. She came off me and put her face on top of mine and we kissed, and I licked all of my cum off her face. Her hand was sliding up and down my shaft.

“Oh Johnny, that was so good. I want your mouth all over my pussy,” she demanded in the husky, accented voice that drove me insane. She moved on top of me until her pussy was on top of my face, leaking on me. My tongue went to work where my finger had left off, flicking the knob of her clit with it, drinking in the sweet, salty nectar. I was no longer human; I was a thing of desire. I licked her all over. It seemed the more I licked and sucked her, the more I wanted. She had cast a spell over me that was almost supernatural in character. My face was drenched, and my tongue entered her pussy, hard and probing, making her moan and shudder more, sending another shower of her juices all over me. I was fully hard again, and my cock was throbbing; another ball of cum fighting to come out of me.

She was gasping as she spoke. “Johnny, I want you to fuck me now. I want you to grind your cock inside of me. I want you . . . to cripple me.”

How could I resist such an invitation. She flipped us both over, so her back was on the bed, and I was on top of her. “Wait a second,” she said. “Let us do it the ‘doggy style.’”

She got on her knees, arched her back, and I positioned myself behind her, and with my free hand I placed my hard, throbbing cock against the entrance to her pussy. It sucked me right in. I began pounding her, my thighs making a slapping sound against her butt cheeks as I rode her harder. She was yelling words of passion in Spanish. I didn’t need a translator; I used my imagination. She bucked up against me, and I could feel her juices flowing out against my bare thighs.

It was too much for me and I shot another huge load, this time deep into her pussy. I kept going and her engorged lips tightened around my cock, like they had no intention of letting me go anywhere. Finally, we slowed down and just lay there in my bed, her head nestled against my armpit and chest.

“You know my Johnny, I have you for a week!”

I smiled, and turned on my elbow to look at her and I said in my best possessive fake horror movie voice I could muster – “Yesss . . . I know!”

She laughed and reached for her black leather bag on the floor next to my bed, pulling out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes. “Would you like one?” She asked, looking at me curiously. Instantly my cock was hard as a rock again.

“Oh. I see my smoking seems to get you excited,” she said as she seductively lit up with a slim silver butane lighter.

“Uh, yeah, I guess I have a bit of a smoking fetish.”

I had smoked a lot of joints in college, but I did have a thing for beautiful women smokers, so I took one, and she happily lit me up. Unconsciously, I held it between my two fingers like a woman would, and it didn’t escape her notice. “This is good,” she said without any further discussion.

We fucked and sucked some more and then in the morning; after getting about six hours of sleep, we had breakfast in my apartment. “You packed for the week, didn’t you?”

“Yes, except for some small items.”

“Okay my Johnny, my love, get them ready and I will call Alonzo, and he will take us to my home,” she said happily. I loved being treated like a “boy toy,” because that is exactly what I was. So I just packed my toiletries and brought my gym bag and the garment bag with my suit into the living room.

“I don’t think you will need that suit Johnny,” she said. “My husband said that he made arrangements, so you don’t have to leave me and go in.”

“I know. Josh is a competent guy, but just in case.”

“Ah see. That is why my husband speaks so highly of you.”

About fifteen minutes later, Alonzo came by with the limousine and waited outside my apartment.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________

___

The Slocums lived in an expansive Tudor mansion just outside of Alexandria, and Alonzo pulled into the circular driveway in front of the main doors. We got out, and Bianca and I entered with our bags. “Leave them here in the hallway Johnny and Alonzo will bring them upstairs.”

So we went into the kitchen and Bianca put up some coffee as Alonzo took everything to her bedroom. “I gave the house staff the week off Johnny. I don’t want anyone disturbing us,” she said grinning lustfully.

“Bianca, you know you’re husband gave me a lot of money to take you out and entertain you this week.”

“Yes I know. We can go out to dinner, or have food brought in. I have no desire to be taken anywhere fancy or to travel. I have had men in your role before, and out of boredom I let them take me to these places Johnny, but with you, I don’t care to go anywhere.” She thought a while and said, “I can see why my husband chose you Johnny,” she said. “He trusts you with me and knows that I won’t go outside looking for other men when you’re around. Actually, you were my first pick as well as Howard’s.”

My role . . . That was an interesting way of putting it. “I’m flattered Bianca, really,” I said. I’ve never been a “toy” for a rich man and his hot wife before. I could easily get used to my new role. But it was more than just a sexual attraction. I was developing real feelings for her.

“Come, let’s go upstairs,” she said.

When we got to her bedroom I saw it was a lavish affair. It was huge, with a large screen TV, a separate bathroom with a large vanity and a walk in closet that took the space of an entire wall. I saw an assortment of women’s clothing laid out on the bed. She probably assumed that we would be going out, and maybe changed her mind at the last moment. I was curious.

She saw me looking at the clothing and turned me towards her and threw her arms around my shoulders and kissed me again. “I know you want to make me happy my Johnny, do you not?”

That was a weird thing to say –kind of an obvious statement, but I answered. “Sure I do Bianca. You are an incredible woman.”

She squealed with delight. “Would you do anything for me my Johnny?”

“Of course I would, yes.”

“Would you like to play a little game my Johnny?”

Now my curiosity was peaked. “Why not,” I said shrugging my shoulders. “It sounds like fun. What did you have in mind.”

She was practically jumping up and down. “This is so good. You see, Howard would never play with me, and none of the other men that Howard has given to me wanted to play either.”

Howard has given to me . . . This was an interesting way of putting things.

“Now, do you see these clothes on the bed,” sha said, holding up a black satin G-String and placing it against her face, rubbing and sniffing it in a tantalizing way. Then she handed it to me. “Go ahead my Johnny, rub it on your face.”

I did what she asked and loved the feel of the cool satin against my face. I smiled. That made her reach for her iPhone. She called Alonzo with her eyes on me. “Hello Alonzo. Yes, you can go home for the evening. In fact, you can take the day off tomorrow,” she said looking at me and smiling.

“My Johnny, this is the point where those other men picked up and left. Of course, they lost their jobs too,” she added with a grin.

“Take your clothes off my Johnny,” she said, purring. I did as she asked and to tell you the truth I was always curious about how women’s clothes would feel on me. She pulled out two cigarettes and handed me one and lit us both up. After performing a seductive French inhale, she said, “Go ahead and slip them on over your legs and pull them up slowly rubbing them against your legs as you do so.” She came close to me and blew smoke into my face. My cock became as hard as a rock. Bianca came closer to me, and had the cigarette dangling from her lips as she stroked my cock from base to tip.

“How would you feel about dressing and acting as a real slut just for me, my Johnny?” Her eyes opened wide.

What could I do? I kept an open mind. This could be an incredible experience for me. Besides, I was really getting turned on by the whole thing. The G-String felt amazing going up my legs and when I settled it around my cock and balls it was incredible. I was especially surprised to discover that the feel of the strap between my butt cheeks was extremely pleasurable.

I reached underneath the front of it and Bianca grabbed my hand and pulled it out, replacing it with her own, saying “No, no, no!” She started jerking me off, rubbing my hard cock against the pouch of the G-String. A pearl of pre cum leaked out and she placed it on the tip of her finger and put it up to her mouth, licking it clean.

“You must be patient my Johnny. Here, now put this on,” she said, handing me a black stretch bra that pulled the skin of my chest in closer, giving me illusion of cleavage. “Good, you have nice breasts,” she said laughing.

Next was a black laced girdle and sheer black nylon pantyhose with straps that attached to the girdle. Again, the nylon felt cool and soft going on over my legs. After I placed them on, she walked to her closet and from the top shelf she removed a box and placed it on the bed. Inside was a Styrofoam head with a long, auburn wig, done up on the top with a part on the side. She carefully took it out of the box along with a latex wig cap she placed over my dark brown short hair.

“You look beautiful my Johnny. Your face has very soft, feminine features,” she said as she ran her fingertips over my cheeks. “Now before I let you look at yourself in the mirror, I am going to take you into the bathroom and put some makeup on you. I want you to get the total experience of being a woman! You don’t know how much this turns me on. I think you like it too, do you not?”

“Yes I do,” I said truthfully. My cock was throbbing, and I was very excited at this dirty little game we were playing.

The chair of the vanity in the bathroom was facing sideways and I sat down not being able to see anything. She went to work like a pro, applying face makeup, a heavy coat of mascara, eyeliner, lipstick pencil and red cherry glossed lipstick. The eyeshadow gave her some pause, and she settled on a shade of deep green. When she was done she made me light a cigarette and turned the chair around so I could see her work. I was stunned, and very aroused. I didn’t recognize the beautiful, slutty woman looking at me in the mirror.

“So my Johnny,” she asked excitedly, “What do you think?”

I was speechless, and after what seemed like a long time of wonderment I said in a faraway sounding voice,. “It’s, I mean, I look stunning.”

The rest of the clothes were a white cotton, long sleeved blouse, and a very short leather shirt, but she seemed to have no interest in my putting those things on – just yet. I stood in front of the long mirror on her bedroom door, and I looked like one of the beautiful transgender women on YOUTUBE which I liked to look at every once in a while – ahem! The only difference was that my cock was ramrod stiff, and poking up through the pouch. She came up behind me while I was admiring “the new me,” placed her head on my shoulder, and grabbed my cock through the cool satin. I moaned, and leaked a bit into the satin.

Quickly, she spun me around and kissed me deeply on the lips, wrapping her tongue around mine. She pulled off me gently, and with her warm, smoky, jasmine body scent driving me insane, softly said, “My Johnny, you have no idea how happy you are making me.”

She pressed her hips up against my cock covered in my new clothes and slowly pushed me backwards to the bed. She never took her eyes off me and laid me down on my back. She straddled my mid-section with her legs and took her t-shirt off and stuck her tits in my face. The only thing she was wearing was emerald green satin boxer panties. I placed a nipple in my mouth and gently placed it between my teeth and bit down on it softly, sliding my teeth side to side, making her throw her head back and moan with a start.

My tongue went around and around her areola, and then I went to her other breast and did the same. The thigh she was straddling was soaked in her juices, and it ran down its width. She was grinding herself into me with a steady rhythm. She bent down and kissed my face, my neck, and then my chest, all the while rubbing my cock through the thong.

She stopped what she was doing, and looking at me, she bit her bottom lip and had an “innocent, girlish look” on her face and hooked her thumb underneath my thong, and pulled it down over my cock. She began kissing it with her warm, moist lips up and down the shaft. Her tongue slid out from her lips and licked the drop of pre cum that formed coming out of my slit.

Before I could even process that, her lips were making a tight seal around the head of my cock, and sliding around it, painting her cherry red lip gloss on my “helmet.” Her mouth  was exceptionally wet and made my pleasure so much better. She slid her tight lips up and down my shaft, at first slowly, then going faster and faster. I bucked my waist up to meet her head bobs. Her tongue was licking the soft tuft of skin on the underside of my cock, and I thought I would blow my load into her mouth again at any second.

Then it happened: She stiffened, moaned, and convulsed as the rubbing of her pussy on my thigh caused her to squirt again all over my leg, going right through her sopping panties. She stopped what she was doing, and in a quick, fluid motion, pulled them off her and dropped the sopping mess on the carpet next to her bed. Now it was her bare pussy that took its place humping my thigh. Her wet pubic hair was tickling my thigh and giving off the musky scent of arousal. The licking and sucking of my cock continued, and I shot a huge load that briefly made her pull her head away as I hit the back of her throat with force as I came. She swallowed and slurped up every drop and kept sucking on me until I was clean.

She picked her head up to look at me and her eyes were glassy, otherworldly. “My Johnny,” she said, “I love you my darling. You don’t realize how much I need you,” and she kissed me all over my face with my cum glistening on her lips. She lay prostrate on me for a few minutes, kissing my chest and rubbing her lush, silky hair all over my shoulders, neck, and then my face.

“You know, I am very happy my Johnny that you decided to dress for me and let me make your beauty come out.”

“It’s fine Bianca,” I said. “I loved it. To be honest with you, I always fantasized and wondered what that would be like, so I want to thank you.”

Her eyes lit up and grew wide as saucers. “Really? I am so happy to hear this!! Now, let’s have a cigarette and play some more!” She lit us both up, and she stared at me, smiling and smoking, blowing smoke on my cock and licking it with her tongue. “I can’t get enough of your delicious cum,” she said soft and cat like.

“Now, are you ready to play some more?” she asked with anticipatory excitement. I wondered what she had in mind. I couldn’t imagine what was to come next. “Don’t move! Stay on the bed please my Johnny.”

I sure as hell wasn’t going anywhere. She got off her knees, stood on the side of the bed and stretched, then walked across the room to her closet and took out a white shoebox and brought it over to the bed. She looked at me and smiled as she slowly opened the box.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_______________

___

The box opened, she took out a silicone contraption that was made of pink mesh and had a small, gold metal padlock on it. Next, she took out what I recognized was a big, flesh colored silicone rubber dildo. It attached to a belt which she also took out, and on the end of the dildo was a silicone protuberance that looked like an outstretched hitchhiking thumb facing backwards. She looked at me smiling, in her usual excited, carefree way, and attached the dildo to the belt and strapped it around her waist. A week ago I would have run out of the room in terror, but not now. Now I was actually getting excited, my cock  coming to its fully extended and hard life again.

“This is going to be a lot of fun my Johnny. Do you trust me?” she said kissing me all over my face and sticking her tongue inside my mouth.

“Of course I do Bianca.”

“Good. Because once you try this you won’t want anything else again. The best part is that we have the whole week to play.”

The last thing to come out of the box was a matching gold key to the cock cage and a tube of lubricating jelly. “Now my Johnny,” get on all fours on the bed and face the front.” She squealed with girlish, playful laughter and got behind me on her knees. Immediately I felt the cool, silky wetness of the gel going up and down my taint. I felt the pressure of my cock fighting against the restraint of the cage.

She rubbed a handful of the jelly on the dildo and reaching to my front, she gave a good greasing to my already hard cock. The tough and painful part came when she closed my cock in the cage and locked it up. My cock was fighting the pressure of the hard silicone, and soon, some of my hard on disappeared. But that wasn’t to be for long.

She spread my butt cheeks apart and placed the soft, but firm silicone tip of the dildo against my cherry, virgin asshole. Was it an asshole? Now I was confused. It was a boy’s pussy, or “bussy” as I was to learn after I had been with Bianca for a while. But that part is coming later. In the meantime, she bent forward and just the head of the dildo entered me, causing me much pain and discomfort as it stretched me out. She withdrew giving me a brief respite. I felt full, like I had to go to the bathroom, but I didn’t. She knew very well what she was doing, that’s for sure. She repeated going slowly inside me and I was hissing through my teeth grabbling the bedsheets with my clenched fists.

Now she went deeper and deeper with each thrust, and the pain became mixed with a pleasure I had never felt before – it was deep inside me. As she thrust, she twisted and moaned as the back thumb part of the dildo entered her pussy. She shuddered as she thrust, and I could feel her leaking onto my calves. Now faster and faster she went, meeting little resistance as my “bussy” tightened around the toy. The pleasure I felt was indescribable. Could this be what a woman felt as she was being fucked? I wondered.

In staccato breaths she said as she thrusted, “My Johnny I am going . . . to make . . . you cum . . . like you never did before. Now, you . . . are . . . mylittlebitch!” she shouted in one long, quick word.

I backed up against her thrusts with a deep hunger of longing. I wasn’t even touching myself and yet my cock was shooting out wads of cum and I was soaring over the clouds in exquisite pleasure. It was unlike any orgasm I ever had. It was my first “sissygasm.” She was enjoying herself immensely too; riding on the silicone pussy plug. At about the same time I came, she let out a scream, and ground herself around and around against my ass, and squirted on me. She kept going until her breaths were just gasps. Then she stopped and lay her top across my back, her silky hair tickling my back.

She took the cock cage off me, and we stopped for her to light two cigarettes, one for her and me. “So how did you enjoy this my Johnny? I think you did very much. You like trying new things with me I think, yes?”

“Yes Bianca, I do very much.”

“And we have a whole week together,” she said with a sense of wonderment. “You dress up and look just like a woman. We can go out in public together just like two lesbian girlfriends. I will always buy you new clothing. This is a fantasy I have.” Then she laughed. “But I like my girlfriends to have cocks!”

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

_______________

___

THE WILDEST WEEK OF MY LIFE came to an end. I went back to work, and I was a little embarrassed to see Mr. Slocum back in the office. “You know John, Bianca thinks the world of you. I think that as long as you’re around I don’t think she’s likely to stray. You did a fine job.”

“Thank you Mr. Slocum,” I said, feeling uneasy as fuck.

“Bianca asked me if she could visit you in your apartment from time to time, and I said yes. As long as I know she’s with someone I can trust I give my wholehearted consent. She’s happier than she’s been in a long time,” he said, smiling at me.

“Now I have a surprise for you. I’m going to be spending a lot of time in Chicago getting the new place up and running and you are going to be in charge of this office. This office will be yours he said, taking a long draw of his Honduran cigar and a large gulp from his glass of Bourbon. He offered to pour me one, but since it was ten thirty in the morning I said, “no thanks.”

“Of course, you’re going to see a large increase in your weekly pay, so you can probably move out of that little apartment of yours. I would imagine it’s a little cramped now, especially since you won’t be alone much,” he said, raising an eyebrow to me.

I couldn’t believe it. He was actually giving me a promotion to fuck his wife and do all sorts of incredibly lewd, tawdry things with her, and he seemed as happy as a pig in shit. Of course, I brought some of Bianca’s outfits home with me and from time to time, using her husband’s credit card, we started going out together, with me dressed up as her girlfriend. She still called me “my Johnny,” but that was okay. I think I had the best job in the world.

❤️❤️❤️
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