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“Ladies and gentleman, we will be landing soon. Please place your seat backs and tray tables in the upright position, and make sure your seat belts are securely fastened.”

I opened my eyes, still groggy, and looked around. I must have dozed off for a bit. The uncomfortable erection in my pants confirmed it. It was like clockwork; every time I fell asleep I’d wake up with a hard-on. I used to think there was something wrong with me but I came to realize that’s just the life of a hormone-crazed eighteen-year-old.

One of the Italian flight attendants walked by and I watched her perfect ass sway back and forth as she checked people’s seat belts. She could check anything she wanted on me as far as I was concerned. If she was the typical woman they had in Italy, then it would be a very, very good summer.

I had lots of choices for where I could do my semester abroad, but my criteria for choosing was simple: I wanted to maximize my chance for losing my virginity. It was shameful to already be eighteen and still not had sex yet, I thought. Italy, with its nude beaches and laid-back lifestyle seemed like the perfect fit. And if not, I could just hop on the train somewhere. Like maybe Spain. I heard they had lots of brothels there so that could be an option if I got to the end of the summer without getting laid. But hopefully it wouldn’t come to that. Either way, my first trip to Europe was going to be amazing.

Once we landed, I collected my bag and filed off the plane with the rest of the people. At the exit, the sexy flight attendant was saying good bye to everyone, and when I passed her, she gave me a smile and said, “Ciao,” then winked. I felt my face turning red, but I managed to return the smile before I hurried off. Man, had I already missed a chance to bang? That smile seemed like it was more than normal. It could have meant, “Hey sexy American, why didn’t you fuck me in the bathroom?”

I’d put a ton of thought into my current predicament—my state of virginity—and the main reason for it, as far as I could tell, was I had a damned hard time trying to figure out just what the hell women were thinking. I mean, I knew I was decent looking, and I’d been working out for the last year, transforming my body from a skinny boy’s to a that of a muscular man. But when it came to trying to figure out what the girls were thinking I was totally lost.

The flight attendant was probably just smiling like that at everyone, I told myself. No reason to get depressed about missed opportunities before I’d even set foot in the country. There would be plenty of chances. I just had to be patient.

First things first, I needed to find my host family. I’d been exchanging emails with the mother. Sofia was her name and her English wasn’t that great but she seemed nice enough. It was her and her husband and their two children who were about my age. She had all my flight info and told me she’d be waiting at the terminal for me. I looked around as I entered the crowded airport, not sure how I was supposed to find her. There were hip Europeans everywhere, and I was immediately struck by the amount of men carrying little purses walking next to smoking hot women. If these guys could land women like that while they were carrying a man-purse, then surely I would be golden.

There was no sign of Sofia yet. Mrs. Basso I guess I should call her. Or Signora Basso or something. I’d have to find out how you were supposed to refer to her. But actually I didn’t even knew what she looked like so even if she was standing right in front of me I wouldn’t know it.

After I got my bag and made my way through customs, I started looking for Sofia.

A woman dressed in a tight, white dress showing off her cleavage caught my eye and I tried to non-chalantly look at her without staring, something I’d been working on lately. Her dark hair and perfect olive-colored skin were what I’d imagined Italian women would look like when I’d signed up for this. She was holding a card with something written on it right in front of her breasts. Her eyes scanned the crowd of people. Then she looked right at me before I had a chance to turn away. Shit. I was so bad at checking women out.

She walked towards me, smiling, and I felt the familiar warmth in my face as the blood rushed to the surface, letting everyone know I was embarrassed. Why was that even a thing? It made no sense. How could my ancestors have an evolutionary advantage by blushing? I looked down and pretended my shoe was untied and bent down, quickly loosening the laces before I fumbled to get them back together, somehow forgetting how to tie them.

While I tried desperately to get some semblance of a knot going, a pair of heels clacked against the floor in front of me. I looked at them, then my eyes slowly moved up the legs they belonged to. A pair of perfect, smooth brown calves gave way to the bottom of a white dress. I swallowed hard then stood up to face the woman.

My eyes were drawn to the card she was holding which for some reason had my name on it, but before I had a chance to process that my gaze was trapped by the perfect cleavage between her large breasts.

“Hello,” she said in an Italian accent.

I managed to look her in the eyes and was immediately struck by how beautiful they were. Almost hypnotic. I looked back down at the sign, resting inconveniently close to her tits. Inconvenient because I felt my dick starting to harden and if I didn’t concentrate, it would become a full on, raging boner. “That’s my name,” I said.

“You’re Brian?”

I nodded, trying to think unsexy thoughts, not wanting to embarrass myself in front of the very first Italian woman I met.

“Oh wonderful,” she said, her face lighting up. “I’m Sofia!” She lunged forward before I had a chance to react, hugging me, and burying my face in her bosom.

All hope of suppressing my erection left as my nose slipped between this sexy woman’s tits. They were so warm and full. “Hi,” I managed to say, pulling away before my dick pushed into her. That would be the worst: popping a boner on my new host mother.

She put her hands on my shoulders, her full, beautiful lips spread wide into a smile, and kissed one of my cheeks then the other. I could feel the moisture from her mouth still on my skin and my cock was going full force, throbbing. Quickly, I took my backpack off my shoulder and moved it in front of my crotch. A trick every boy since the beginning of time probably knew.

“I am so excited you are here,” she said slowly, trying to make sure she said the words correctly.

“Me too,” I said and tried to smile and figure out what to say, but nothing came to me, so I just kept smiling and covering myself.

She looked down at the bag I was covering myself with. “Let me help you with that.” She reached her hand out to try to take it but thankfully I pulled away just before she could grab it.

“No, I got it.” Then I was worried I’d been too rude, and I quickly added, “But, thank you very much for offering.”

“Okay, well my car is parked outside. Let’s head back to the house.”

I was able to make small talk during the ride back to the house. The initial shock of having an actual MILF as my host mother started to wear off, and I became a little more comfortable. The Italian country-side was green, and the rolling hills covered in olive trees gave way to the blue sea beyond. It was one of the most stunning things I’d ever seen.

Their house was high up on a cliff, overlooking the Mediterranean Sea. I followed her inside, stealing glances at her curvy backside, noting the thong panty line snaking down between her cheeks.

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said, “but the rest of the family is on vacation for two-weeks.”

I smiled at her and shook my head no. That was an unexpected development. I was going to be spending the next two weeks alone with this sexy, Italian woman. Things were looking up already.

“You can have my son’s room until he gets back, then we’ll figure something else out.” She led me to his room. It was simple but clean. The walls were covered with pictures of soccer players, and there was a bed, a desk and a window looking out to the sea.

“It’s perfect,” I said, putting my bag down. “Really, this is amazing. Thank you so much for having me.” I wanted to hug her again, partly to show my appreciation but also to feel those large, soft breasts against my face. I resisted because it seemed a little creepy and I didn’t want to creep her out as soon as I got here.

She put her hand on my head, ruffling my hair, then ran her fingers down my check, her long finger nails dragging lightly across the skin. “You’re a good boy,” she said. “I think you’ll really like it here in Italy.”

“I know I will.”

Later, she cooked me a huge Italian dinner but I could barely keep my eyes open during it. I tried to eat as much as I could because I didn’t want to offend her but I kept nodding off. Finally, I told her I had to go to sleep. I think I passed out as soon as my head hit the pillow because normally I would have masturbated before going to sleep.
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When I woke, it was still dark outside. The window was open and a warm sea breeze floated in, bringing the smell of salt water and the sound of waves crashing against the cliff below.

Wow. I couldn’t believe I was finally here. I’d been dreaming about this for several months and here I was. Sofia came back to my mind again. I also couldn’t believe how hot she was. Maybe the sexiest woman I’d ever met. My dick was already hard as was usual after sleeping and I reached down, taking it in my hand, thinking about her beautiful breasts and curvy ass in that white dress.

I started to stroke it, imagining what she would look like naked, enjoying the soft noise of the sea, when a new sound came to my ears—something faint, but unmistakable. It was the sound of a woman moaning. I stopped masturbating and concentrated, trying to figure out where it was coming from. The noise from outside made it hard to hear so I got up and carefully shut the window, then trained my ears on the sound, louder now. It was definitely coming from somewhere in the house.

I quietly went to the door of my room and opened it a crack. The moaning got louder as I did. Pushing the door open a little more, I winced at the creaking sound it made and froze, not wanting to disturb Sofia. If it was her making the noise, I definitely didn’t want to disturb her if for no other reason than I wanted to continue listening.

I took a deep breath and steeled myself then pushed the door open quickly like ripping a bandaid off. The squeak wasn’t that bad, and the moaning continued. Taking a step with my barefoot out into the hallway, I was suddenly reminded that I was only wearing a pair of boxers and my hard cock pressed awkwardly against the material. If she saw me out here like this it would be beyond embarrassing.

My heard pounded against my neck and I considered turning around, getting safely back in bed where I could jack off and maybe pass out again. But her moaning drew me forward like a moth to the fire. I didn’t come all the way to Italy to pass up opportunities like this.

I could now hear a slight buzzing noise accompanying the furtive moans. She must be masturbating with a vibrator. If I could get outside her room and listen without her noticing me, I should do it. This was the closest I’d ever been to a woman that was going to orgasm.

Her room was down the hall from mine and in the dim light I could see her door was open. Worst case scenario I could just say I got up to use the bathroom. There was nothing wrong with that. Except for maybe the raging hard-on I had. I adjusted it so the head was tucked up in the waist band of my boxers. It wasn’t perfect because now the fleshy crown peaked out over the top, but at least it wasn’t poking straight out like a tent.

I laid my palm flat against the wall and slowly walked towards the moaning, very much conscious of the sound of my heart beating. It was going so loud and fast I thought there was a chance she might hear it. No, that was silly. Gathering my courage, I slipped down the hall, determined to get closer to that angelic sound pulling me forward.

I came to her doorway, and slowly, very slowly, I peaked my head around. What I saw made me nearly gasp out loud and I may have if I hadn’t been so damn afraid of getting caught.

There she was, naked. At least the top half of her was naked; I couldn't see the bottom half because the sheets were pulled up to her tummy but I could see the outline of her legs and they were spread wide apart. And I could tell her hands were busy underneath the covers. The humming of her vibrator was loud, and it didn't take much imagination to realize she was working it in and out of her pussy. The moonlight gave me a crisp view of her body. Her large breasts hung neatly off to the sides of her thin body.

This was the first naked woman I’d seen in real life. I wanted to jump in the air and pump my fist, run around laughing my silly head off. Shouting to everyone that I was coming of age. But I held it together, even gaining a little more courage. Her eyes were closed, and she was so wrapped up in fucking herself it seemed unlikely she would catch me watching her. And if she did, I would just pretend to be going to the bathroom.

All that added up to me reaching down and wrapping my hand around my swollen cock, pulling it free from my boxers so I could quickly jack off while I watched my beautiful host Mother touch herself. A glob of pre-cum had already formed at the tip. My balls were warm and tingly. It wouldn’t take long to come.

As I tugged on my shaft, getting closer and closer to releasing a load from my throbbing dick, the sheets that covered her lower half started to slip down. The momentum from her fucking herself with the vibrator was making them move farther and farther down. Her bare hips were in full view now and I knew it wouldn't take long before I would see everything between her legs.

Not wanting to come before I saw it, I reluctantly let go of myself and just watched her pleasure herself, imagining what it might be like to be between her legs, my body pressed tightly against her, our sweaty bodies moving in unison.

If the shock of seeing my first pair of real-life breasts wasn't enough, what happened next sent my mind spinning.

Maybe she was too hot because all of a sudden she kicked the sheets off, and my eyes widened at what was underneath there.

My host Mother wasn't a woman at all. There was a large, semi-hard cock between her legs. But she was a woman. I looked at her breasts, her feminine body and facial features. Women don't have cocks though—and rather large cock at that.

The vibrator wasn't in her pussy like I'd imagined, because obviously she didn't have a pussy. It was in her ass.

It dawned on me that I'd become so enamored with this woman, so turned on and horny, and now that I knew she wasn't a woman, I wasn't any less turned on. If I was being completely honest with myself I was even more turned on. I knew transgendered people existed in the world but up until now I hadn't really given them much thought. Now that there was one right in front of me—one that was so unbelievably sexy—I wanted to experience more of it.

My cock was even harder than before and as I started to stroke it again, the pressure building in my aching balls was building to a point I'd not felt before.

The way the dildo slid in and out of her asshole so effortlessly was intriguing. I had to be careful to not make too much noise as I stroked myself, and I gripped it tightly, pulling on my dick hard and fast, ready to blow my load.

Her moaning got louder and her silky body writhed around on the bed. If I didn’t know any better, I would have thought she was in pain by the way she was thrashing around.

My balls tightened, and then I exploded. In my rush to orgasm quickly, and my excitement at this new situation, I neglected to catch my semen in my hand or into my boxers as I should have and instead I sprayed it all over the wall outside her door. Damn it.

I ran my palm over the mess I’d made, still keeping an eye on Sofia as she fucked herself, her cock flopping around wildly. Scooping up the sperm with my hand wasn’t going to cut it, there was just too much. This was the most cum I’d ever produced and if I hadn’t been so nervous I would have stopped to admire it. But I needed to clean it, and fast. I tried to stand on my tip-toes and use my boxers to wipe it off but I’d aimed too high on the wall.

Sofia’s back arched as she drilled the vibrator deep inside her ass. Her moaning became more urgent. It seemed like it wouldn’t be long before she finished.

Knowing I had precious little time I quickly pulled my boxers down and off and started wiping the sticky seed off the wall. There was so much of it, I had no idea I could do that.

I’d taken my eye off Sofia so I could make sure I got every last drop and I was startled when she suddenly screamed. I winced and froze, ready to bolt down the hall naked if I had to. My first thought was she’d screamed because she saw me but that didn’t make sense because I was completely away from the door at that point. The next logical explanation was that she’d orgasmed.

The moaning stopped and the only sound left was the buzzing of her vibrator. Suddenly, that stopped as well and then the only thing I heard was my heart bashing against my rib cage, threatening to burst out of my chest. If she got up and found me outside her room, naked, with a semi-erect cock, leaking cum, and a pair of boxers, also soaked with cum, there was no telling what would happen. My mind immediately went to the worst case scenario which must have been her calling the Italian police and accusing me of rape. They’d ship me off and call my parents who would have to fly over and bribe god knows who to get their pervert son out of prison.

Fuck that.

Without risking another look at her, or stopping to make sure I’d cleaned up the entire mess, I moved my naked ass down the hall as fast as I thought I could without making any noise. I must not have taken a breath the entire time because when I got back to my room and closed the door, again grimacing at the squeak which seemed so much louder in the silent house now, I felt light-headed and had to lay down on the bed and force myself to take slow, deep breaths.

When I was sure I wasn’t going to hyperventilate, and had calmed down enough to realize that Sofia probably hadn’t seen or heard me, my face cracked into a huge grin that then turned into stifled laughter as I held my sweat-covered palm over my mouth.

That was an intense start to the summer—but not an altogether bad one. The first time I'd seen a naked woman (or so I'd thought). And the first time I'd seen a tranny. That's what she was after all, right? And I was completely turned on by it. But what did that mean? Was I gay? I wasn't attracted to men. So, I didn't feel gay. But I was attracted to her. And she did have a dick which I wasn't repulsed by the sight of. Quite the opposite actually. I was really turned on by it—by how taboo it was.

There was so much I wanted to know about her, so much I wanted to ask her. I mean she was married, and she had two kids. How did that happen? Were they adopted? But I realized I couldn't ask her. I couldn't let her know I knew about her secret. It would mean she would know I was spying on her. It was all so much to process at once.

I opened the window and laid down on the bed, fantasizing about Sofia’s naked body until the sun came up.
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My stomach rumbled, and I was starving by the time it was light out. I couldn’t wait any longer to eat so I found a clean pair of boxers in my suitcase and crept back down the hall. Sofia’s door was still open, and I felt the area on the wall where I’d come. It was mostly smooth as I’d nearly finished cleaning it but there were still a few rough areas and it wouldn’t hurt to take a wet cloth to it later. I’d do that as soon as I got the chance, I decided.

I could hear the rhythmic sound of the deep breaths a person makes when they sleep so I looked inside and saw her laying there naked on top of her purple, silk sheets, her large, flaccid dick flopped over her stomach. It was so freaking big.

And she was beautiful—even more beautiful now that the sun was up and lighting the room. My cock immediately stiffened, and I briefly considered taking care of myself again in her doorway but it really wasn’t a good idea to make a habit of that. If she found out, it would be bad, and I felt a little guilty about doing it even that one time. This woman let me into her home, trusted me, prepared food for me like I was one of her family, and I repaid her by jerking off on the wall outside her room, spying on her, finding out things she probably didn’t intend to share with me.

I shook my head and moved on to the kitchen to find some food and try to forget about what I’d done. My erection subsided as I looked through the cabinets for something eat. There was nothing that really looked like breakfast food. Definitely no cereal. Lots and lots of pasta though. Maybe they ate pasta for breakfast. It made sense in a way. Italians were known for their pasta so maybe they had some kind of breakfast noodles.

I looked in the fridge and when I didn’t find any eggs, I decided I would just make some spaghetti. I was in Italy after all. When in Rome and all that jazz. How hard could it be, anyway? All you had to do was boil some water. I opened all the cabinets, careful to be quiet and not to wake Sofia because I didn’t especially want to face her yet. She would probably be able to see the shame on my face.

I found a good-sized pot and filled it to the very top with water. It was so full that water splashed out on to the floor as I moved it to the stove. But I managed to get it up there finally and to turn the stove on. The water showed no signs of boiling and I remembered hearing somewhere that it wouldn’t boil if you watched it so I found a rag and knelt down to clean up the water I spilled, thinking I could go wipe the last bit of evidence off the wall after, when a noise from behind made me jump up and whirl around.

Sofia was standing there in the kitchen, a sleepy look on her face, smiling at me. “Good morning, Brian. Did I scare you?”

I realized I was holding the towel up with my fist clenched so tightly around it the knuckles turned white. Giving her a forced smile, I lowered the towel and tried to act casual. “No, you just startled me. I didn’t know you were there. I didn’t wake you did I?”

It was then that I noticed what she was wearing. I use the term wearing loosely because you could hardly classify what she was wearing as clothes; clothes tended to actually cover your body. The thing she had on was completely see-through. It was like a short gown that barely hung below her ass and it was made of a thin red material. I could clearly see her large breasts, and dark nipples through it as well as a pair of dark, lacy panties. My eyes went to the triangle of material between her legs. I couldn’t see a bulge. There was a small mound but if I didn’t already know better, I would have just assumed that was from her pussy. But I did know better. I knew she had a dick and balls tucked neatly between her feminine legs and it was turning me on.

I looked away, but the damage was already done. My cock, with a mind of its own, started to harden, and I suddenly regretted my own poor choice of clothes. Why on earth I had thought it was a good idea to walk around this woman’s house in nothing but a pair of boxers was beyond me. My dick was at full force and I had nothing to cover it with so I just swallowed the heavy knot in my throat and tried to smile at her, hoping I could sway her attention from my penis with confidence alone.

But that wasn’t to be.

Her eyes immediately went to the shameful display of hormones and desire in my thin boxers. My face burned with embarrassment and I wanted to run but it was like my legs were frozen in place. I couldn’t do anything. I couldn’t even turn from her and hide in shame as she walked towards me, still looking at my dick.

“What’s the matter?” she said. “Are you nervous?” Coming closer still.

I couldn’t help but look at her perfect breasts swaying back and forth beneath the sheer material. I wasn’t used to seeing boobs unencumbered by a bra and the fluid motion with which they moved seemed to hypnotize me. Now, I knew they were fake, but they looked so natural.

She stopped right in front of me and it took all my will power to look her in the eye. Her sweet smile helped to relax me a little, and I felt a small bit of tension leave my shoulders.

She said, “You don’t mind if I dress this way do you? In Europe, nudity and sexuality are completely normal for us. You understand? I know that Americans can be uncomfortable with it so you’ll tell me if it’s a problem won’t you?”

I quickly nodded, not wanting to give her any reason to put on clothes. This was like every exchange students’ wet dream come true and I wasn’t going to fuck it up, embarrassment or not.

“Good,” she said, looking down at the tent in my boxers. “It doesn’t seem to bother you.” She grinned.

It was too much. I covered my hard dick and looked away, too embarrassed to meet her dark, seductive eyes. The shame of masturbating outside her room crept back into my thoughts.

“Hey, Brian. It’s not a problem,” she said. “We’re family here. I’ll take care of you like a Mama, okay?”

I still couldn’t look at her.

Then she took me in her arms, burying my face in her chest once again. The smooth skin was warm and smelled of lotion.

I sighed and wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her to me, letting her take me in her motherly embrace. My hard dick pressed uncomfortably against her leg. She had to feel it. There was no way she could miss it. I tried to pull my hips back away, but she moved a hand down my bare back to just above my waist and pulled me closer. Now my cock was between her legs, nestled up against her bulge. Holy shit! This was the closest my virgin manhood had come to a another person and I could feel it throbbing against her. It was definitely touching her dick. And I wasn’t repulsed by it. I wanted more of it.

Finally, she kissed me on the corner of the mouth, smiling, and moved around the kitchen, preparing breakfast in her see-through nighty like there wasn’t anything odd about it at all. She laughed when I told her what the boiling pot of water was for.

After breakfast I excused myself and hurried to my room, closing the door. I furiously abused my cock, thinking about Sofia’s body and imagining what it would be like to be naked with her, our cocks touching, rubbing against one another. That lasted only about ten seconds before ropes of hot, white sperm exploded all over the clean sheets and I collapsed down into the bed, careful to avoid the second mess I’d made that day.
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School was going well. My classmates were an eclectic bunch from all over. Mostly Europeans. I’d been invited to go hang out after school with some of them but so far I’d declined giving a lame excuse about needing to study, but at that point I didn’t really care if they thought I was lame or not. All my energy was wrapped up in Sofia. I would hurry home after school every day, nearly running, and my dick would be hard before I was even in the front door.

As we became closer, the subject of her having a cock never came up. I wanted to ask her about it so bad but it didn't seem appropriate ever. It intrigued me to no end though. How could a person be so womanly and also have that between her legs? It was driving me wild thinking about it.

And I was falling in love with her I think. We would take long walks in the country side, or listen to Italian tenors which she apparently loved by the way, and then she would cook for me. God, that woman could really cook. And it was a good match because I could really eat. I was eating more than I ever had and she seemed to enjoy having someone to feed.

When we were at the house, she was always wearing some variation of the see-through nighty from the first day. It was magical. I started to get comfortable looking at her body. She didn’t mind at all; she actually enjoyed it. I knew that because she told me so. And there was no hint of weirdness with her about it either. It was so normal for her.

I’d also taken to just wearing boxers around the house. It was so hot and there was no AC, so it was only practical. But of course I loved showing her my toned body I’d worked so hard to get. And she’d smile when I would invariably get hard, my cock pressing awkwardly against the material of the boxers, as I watched her move around the kitchen cooking food for us.

I came in the front door that day, my dick already hard, and I threw my bag down, then immediately started stripping my clothes off. “I’m home, Sofia,” I called out.

Down to just my boxers, I moved from room to room looking for her but she wasn’t anywhere. Maybe she went to the market.

No problem. I could just jack off real fast so I wouldn’t be so horny around her. That was one of the tactics I’d been using since I’d been here. Actually, I was masturbating more than I ever had in my life. I went to my room and sat at the desk, then started searching for tranny porn. I found one with a brunette that looked a little like Sofia. The woman wasn’t as beautiful as her, but who was?

The guy fucking her was young, and I stroked myself while I imagined he was me and the woman was Sofia. His cock was buried in her ass, and she stroked her own cock while getting pounded hard from behind. My boxers were down around my ankles and I squeezed my aching balls as I worked my shaft. The woman was moaning loudly, and I was close to coming.

“Brian! What are you doing?”

I slammed the laptop lid shut and turned my head to find Sofia looking at me with her hands on her hips, a scowl on her face. “I’m sorry Sofia!” My face was turning red, and I realized I still had my hand wrapped tightly around my dick. I released it and tried to pull my boxers up, saying, “I… I don’t know what I was thinking. I didn’t think you were here.”

She came towards me, her face softening some, and her eyes were trained on my hard cock which I still hadn’t managed to put away.

I stood up from the chair so I could get my boxers up, turning away from her to hide my shame.

“Brian, look at me.”

I slowly turned to face her again, but I couldn’t look her in the eye.

“Hey,” she said, bringing her soft hand to my cheek.

It felt so comforting and I started to relax a little. I looked up at her then, those mysterious dark eyes making me feel less ashamed.

“Listen,” she said. “I don’t mind if you do this.” She pointed down at my still hard dick that was threatening to burst out of my boxers at any moment. “You are a healthy young man and young men have needs. I know that, I’m a mother. But why do you hide it from me?”

“I…” I didn’t know what to say.

“In this house we don’t sneak around doing naughty things.”

My thoughts went back to the first night when I’d spied on her masturbating. When I saw she had a dick. Did she know? How could she? Either way I felt bad. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind if you touch yourself, just don’t sneak around doing it, capisci? Now let me see you finish yourself.”

My cock jumped when she said that. “You want me to keep going?” I swallowed hard.

“Of course,” she said, sitting down on the bed. She was wearing a short blue dress and my eyes followed her legs as she slowly crossed them, then leaned back onto her elbows, looking at me. I could clearly see the outline of her hard dick under the blue material.

I didn’t know what to do, so I just did what came naturally. I reached into my boxers and gripped myself, slowly working the shaft up and down underneath the fabric as I stared at her long brown legs and the unmistakable bulge between them, too embarrassed to look her in the face.

“Don’t be shy, Brian.” She uncrossed her legs, and I caught a flash of her pink panties. “Take off your underwear. We’re family here. There’s no need to be embarrassed.”

I desperately wanted to please her, to do anything she wanted. I probably would have jumped out the window right then if she asked me. So, I slipped my boxers down and stepped out of them, but covered myself with my hands.

“Come here, Brian,” she said, sitting up now at the edge of the bed, her dress riding up to reveal more of her soft thighs. She rested one of her hands on her knee, then slowly ran one of her long fingernails up her leg until she came to the end of her dress, stopping her from going any farther.

I swallowed my pride and took my hands away, walking towards her. Blood was rushing around inside my body in all different directions, confused about where it needed to be–my engorged cock and embarrassed face were fighting for it.

She looked right at my dick for what seemed like forever, almost entranced, then finally she looked up at me. “It so big, Brian.”

“Umm… thank you.”

She laughed. “Now show me how you touch yourself.”

My cock was begging for release so I didn’t object to stroking it even though I felt really awkward standing in front of her. I wrapped my hand around it and slowly worked the thick shaft while I watched her watching me. It was actually a huge turn on and I felt my balls starting to tighten already.

Her full lips parted and the tip of her pink tongue peaked out between them, followed closely by a faint moan. Then I watched in astonishment as she pulled her dress all the way up, spreading her legs wide, revealing a spot of moisture that had already leaked from the head of her cock into her pink underwear. “You don’t mind if I join you, do you Brian?”

My eyes were fixed on the outline of her dick in her panties and somehow I was able to gather enough brain power to shake my head no. Of course, I didn’t mind. My fist moved faster over my stiff shaft.

“You’re a good boy Brian. Do you like seeing Mama touch herself?” She rubbed her index finger in a circle against her panties, rubbing her bulging crown.

I nodded my head, and slowed my hand, releasing my grip. I wanted to make this last as long as possible. If I blew my load too soon, maybe she would stop touching herself before I got to see her dick again. It wasn’t a risk I wanted to take.

She took her other hand and slowly pulled her pink underwear to the side revealing her throbbing cock and closely cropped dark bush.

Sucking in sharply, I moved closer to her, wanting to get as close as she would let me, to see her mysterious sex up close. I was so close I could smell her sweet scent and my swollen cock twitched in anticipation. Wrapping my hand tightly around myself, I stroked it hard, unable to hold back any longer.

She brought her feet up onto the bed, knees wide open, and wrapped her long fingers deftly around her shaft, squeezing, stroking it. The muscles in her forearm twitched as she gripped and gently massaged herself. I wanted to know everything about her, to touch her, to feel her, to taste her.

But right now I was lost in myself. My balls tightened, and I was on the verge of coming. Luckily, I had enough sense not to aim at her and I pointed the tip back at my chest just in time, spraying the warm semen over my abs. I grunted and my legs weakened as the orgasm swept through my tense body, pulling all the tightness and nervousness right out of me.

She bit her lip, and I watched as she worked her hard cock up and down. Her free hand massaged her hulking testicles, pulling them up to show me her asshole as she let her head hang backwards, moaning.

Then she looked at me and said, "Do you want to taste it Brian?"

I eagerly nodded my head.

"Come here then."

She pulled my head down to her swollen head, and I wrapped my lips around it as she masturbated herself.

Finally, her whole body shook and ropes of her cum erupted from her cock into my mouth. I swallowed it as fast as I could but some managed to escape and dribble down my chin. When she finally finished depositing her load into my mouth, she collapsed back on the bed, panting, letting her thick manhood flop down against her smooth thighs.

I didn’t know what to do, so I just stood there with my own cum dripping down my stomach, and her cum dripping down my face.

She looked up and smiled at me. “You made a mess Brian.”

“I know, I’m sorry.”

She laughed. “I’m kidding, don’t be sorry. It’s only natural. Come here, lay on the bed.” She patted the bed next to her.

I laid next to her. God she smelled so amazing. It was intoxicating. I thought maybe I was starting to become addicted to it. Was that even possible?

She got up and pulled her dress down. “Wait there. I’ll be right back.”

I looked up at the ceiling and sighed deeply, listening to the waves outside the window, my body completely relaxed.

She came back, wearing only a pink bra and panties, carrying a white towel, and sat down on the bed next to me.

I couldn’t help but look at the cleavage between her breasts and the bulge in her panties. My dick started to harden again looking at her womanly body.

She put the towel on my stomach–it was warm and moist–and I twitched at her touch. “Doesn’t that feel nice? The warm towel?”

It took all my energy to nod at her. My body was almost frozen in place and I didn’t know what to do. Having a nearly nude woman touching me like this was a new experience.

Then she wrapped the warm towel around my cock, making my body jerk to the side. “Relax, Brian, I’m just cleaning the mess off you.”

I stayed perfectly still while she moved the towel over my dick which was completely hard again. The warmth from the towel felt so amazing and I wanted to just bury my head between her cleavage, let her smother me with her soft body.

She finished wiping me, then rested her hand on my chest, drumming her long fingernails lightly against my skin. “See? Wasn’t that better than doing it alone?”
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It was getting to where every moment I spent away from Sofia I was fantasizing about her body and how it would be to lose my virginity to her.

And when we were together, we tended to stay in the house where we could dress more comfortably. She kept wearing her see-through nighties, but she also started sometimes just wearing her panties around the house so that her large, motherly breasts were exposed for me, her dark red nipples puffy and hard.

I’d grown more bold myself. Sometimes I’d let my cock slip out the front of my boxers, getting hard instantly. Letting her see my dick was such a turn on. For both of us it seemed.

But that’s as far as things went between us and I was determined to take it to the next level.

I woke to the familiar sound and smell of Sofia cooking breakfast in the kitchen. Usually, I would go out there in my boxers and hug her from behind, kissing her cheek before I sat down and she served me breakfast.

Today I was going to take a chance.

I hopped out of bed and slipped out of my boxers, standing nude in front of the open window. The warm Mediterranean breeze stole over me, and my virile, young cock began to stiffen. I took a deep breath then strolled out into the kitchen trying to ooze confidence with my shoulders back and my chin up. On the inside I was scared to death she would admonish me.

She was at the stove with her back to me, her plump ass visible through the sheer cloth, her long black hair tumbling down her olive-skinned back. Sofia was the sexiest woman I’d ever met.

I came up behind her, wrapping my arms around her soft belly, and kissed her neck, inhaling deeply. That smell drove me crazy. My cock pressed against her butt and I made no effort to shield it. It was so close. It wouldn't take much just to put it inside her.

She placed her hand over mine and nuzzled her head back against my cheek, then turned to face me, kissing me lightly on the mouth.

It was almost too much. I was tempted to grab her right there, press myself on her, beg her to give me what I wanted, or maybe even just take it. But of course I didn’t.

That’s when she noticed I was nude and she let out a small laugh. “I see you’re becoming more European by the day.”

I shrugged, feeling the embarrassment in my face. Maybe this was a bad idea.

She stared at my erection, smiling. “And, I see you’re already quite excited this morning. That means you’re healthy. It must be all the Italian food I’ve been feeding you.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I wanted to tell her I thought I was in love with her, that she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, that she was sexy beyond belief, that I wanted her, that I needed her. Somehow the words wouldn’t come out though. My mouth moved but only to produce a half-hearted smile. All the false bravado I’d tried to gather was no help now.

She went to the cabinet and grabbed a bottle of olive oil.

The moment had passed, I missed another opportunity. I started to go sit down at the table but she put her hand on my arm, her fingernails pressed into my skin.

“You know,” she said, “there is an old secret that all Italian boys know. Something they’ve been doing for thousands of years here. You want to know what it is?”

I shrugged, still dejected from my inaction.

Then she reached down and wrapped her hand around my aching dick, pulling me to her.

I inhaled sharply, and my eyes widened at what she did next.

She started pouring the olive oil over my cock, slathering it around with her hand, even reaching down for my balls to make sure they were oiled up. When she let go of me, there was such much oil it dripped off me on to the floor. She was biting her lip looking down at my manhood. “There,” she said, “try that.”

As I started to stroke myself again, she turned around, put one hand on the counter and spread her legs, poking her butt out.

With her other hand she reached down between her legs and started fingering her ass.

I was mesmerized. It looked so tight and I longed to be inside her.

But I was too excited for my own good. I positioned myself behind her, watching her finger her opening, still stroking my cock, ready to put it inside her. The brief moment she’d taken me in her hand had been almost enough to make me come and once I started stroking my cock, slick from the oil, I suddenly realized it was too late. My balls tightened, and I grunted, my eyes twitched closed from the force of the orgasm. It was so strong I lost track of everything.

And when I opened my eyes, I saw to my horror that I’d shot my load all over her nighty.

She was looking back over her shoulder at it.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry, Sofia. I didn’t mean to.”

Then one of her long fingers moved to the largest clump of cum and gathered some up.

I watched her intently, oil still dripping from my wilting erection, as her finger with my cum on it moved up to her lips and then slowly into her mouth. Her lips wrapped tightly around the finger and when she brought it out all the white, sticky fluid was gone. “Yummy.” She smiled at me then turned to wash her hands and finish making breakfast. “Go clean yourself up, breakfast will be ready soon.”

I was beyond dejected. If I hadn't cum so fast maybe she would have given me what I so desperately wanted. It was like she was teasing me, or she didn't realize that the thing I wanted more than anything else in the world was to lose my virginity to her.
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School went by so slowly that day. It was like every last day of school I’d ever experienced but stacked on top of each other. I couldn’t stop thinking about Sofia taking my cum in her mouth. I stumbled from class to class with my backpack in front of my crotch to hide my never-ending erection. When the last bell finally rang I sprinted home, eager to see her again.

When I got inside the door, I wasted no time stripping completely down. My erection leading me around the house as I looked for her. When I found her asleep in her room, naked and purring softly, my hand went to my dick immediately. But it reminded me of the first night when I hid in the darkness like a thief, stealing glances at her body. The night I found out her secret. She’d told me in this house you didn’t sneak around and so I went right up to the edge of her bed looking down at the hulking mass of flesh between her legs, my fist moving relentlessly over my shaft.

She was sound asleep and it wouldn’t be long before I came I knew. Briefly, I considered depositing my load on her naked body but I quickly abandoned that idea because even though I’d done it this morning, it wouldn’t be right to do it without her knowing.

But her cock was right there in front of me. I wanted it so bad, to taste it, to find out all its secrets. And so carefully I crept onto the bed between her legs, without waking her, and brought my face right in front of her cock. Her sweet smell was overpowering and what I did next surprised me but I guess there was no stopping it. I stretched my head forward and lightly licked my tongue along her shaft. Her legs stirred, and I froze, listening to her breathing. When I was sure she was asleep I chanced another lick, wrapping my lips around the head this time.

A faint moan came from her mouth. Was she awake?

I didn’t care. I licked up and down his hardening manhood, exploring this new territory with a fierce determination. My tongue flicked across her opening.

She moaned again.

I flicked my tongue across it again and then she moved around and it was obvious she was awake but I didn’t want to stop so I just went for it and took her whole cock into my mouth, pulling it in deep until the head touched my throat.

She reached down and grabbed my hair, grinding her hips into me. “Oh, Brian.” Moaning loudly.

I moved back to the head, circling it wildly with my tongue.

“Yes! There. Mmm.”

Her hips shifted around, but I followed her with my mouth. Then I reached under her balls slid my index finger into her asshole. It tensed around me.

“Stop,” she said.

I didn’t listen. I didn’t want to listen. I kept moving my tongue over her slick shaft.

“Hey.” She grabbed a fistful of my hair and forcefully pulled me away. “You’re a naughty boy. You have to listen when Mama says something, okay?”

I was still looking at her cock, ready to jump back into it, but I nodded.

“Do you want to fuck me, Brian?”

Oh my god. I couldn’t believe this was finally happening. I nodded slowly, but suddenly nervous that I wouldn’t be able to do it right.

“What’s the matter?” she said.

I looked up at her. “I’ve never done it before.”

She didn’t say anything, just pulled me into her breast, her hard nipples against my face. I enjoyed the feeling of resting my head there as she stroked my hair. “I’ll show you how," she said. "Lay down.”

She left the room as I laid down. When she came back, she had the bottle of olive oil. Pouring some into her hand she lathered it over my cock and then straddled me. I could feel her heavy, shaved testicles resting on the underside of my hard cock.

She leaned down, her breasts pressed heavily against my chest as she kissed my mouth.

I opened my lips to let her tongue in and pressed my dick into her as she kissed me. I reached behind and cupped her ass with both hands, squeezing the meaty flesh.

Then she sat back up and took my dick in her hand, smiling at me before guiding me inside her waiting ass.

I gasped as my cock plunged deep inside her. It was beyond any kind of pleasure I’d felt masturbating, and instinctively I started pumping my hips into her, savoring the oiled passageway tightening around me.

She responded by grinding her hips down on me, supporting herself with her hands on my chest, and moaning, and using the other hand to grip her hard cock.

I fucked her hard, driving my dick as far inside her as I could, wanting to give her everything she was giving me. Her breasts moved around rhythmically as her body lurched forward from the force of my hips.

Then I was there and I couldn’t last any longer. My head shot up, and I buried my face in her loving breasts, yelling as I released my seed inside her, pushing my cock deep inside as I unloaded my balls into this beautiful woman. Finally I collapsed back onto the bed, out of breath and out of energy.

She got off and spread her legs, watching my cum drip slowly out of her ass, before laying down next to me, her aromatic brown hair rested against my cheek, filling my nose with her scent.

“How was that, Brian?”

“That was…” I wanted to tell her but there were no words for it, really. “That was perfect.”

She laughed and cupped my balls, gently playing with them as we cuddled.

THE END
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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.
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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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“Jake! 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.


11




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


The Doctor’s Sissy
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Andy Granger stepped out of the train into the busy Chicago station with the rest of the crowd on their way to work. It was a far cry from his small hometown in rural Minnesota. As he looked around, trying to figure out which door to go out, someone bumped into him from behind, almost knocking him over, then walked off without apologizing. Andy assumed the man hadn’t noticed him there.

Outside on the street, Andy checked his phone for the directions to the clinic where he would spend his summer as an intern for Dr. Rod Parker. The doctor specialized in Male Wellness, which, as far as Andy could tell, just meant legalized steroids for men. His clinic was called ‘Be a Man.’

It wasn’t exactly his field of interest–he wanted to be a pediatrician, actually–but at nineteen with no experience he didn’t exactly have his pick of internships. Of the dozens he applied for, all of them told him to contact them again when he finished his undergrad. But he didn’t want to wait that long to start getting experience. He wanted to be the best doctor he could and if that meant learning at a Male Wellness clinic, far away from home, then that’s what he would do.

Dr. Parker had replied personally to his internship request. And he’d agreed to hire him for the summer without even a formal interview. All he wanted to see was his Facebook profile, and they spoke on the phone only once. He had a deep, confident voice–perhaps a bit arrogant, but weren’t most doctors? He’d asked some odd questions like did Andy still have long hair. Andy had told him yes his hair was mid-length, it came down to just below his neck but he could definitely cut it if Dr. Parker wanted him to—you know, if it was more professional to have it short. The doctor told him definitely don’t cut it; it was perfect the way it was. Andy told him he wouldn’t, not really sure what it had to do with anything but eager to please all the same. Andy assumed the doctor was just a bit eccentric—most smart people were he thought. The other weird question was the doctor wanted to know his clothes and shoe size which Andy gave him, no problem.

His mother was deeply suspicious and almost forbade him from coming but he finally managed to convince her by promising he’d call her every day and keep her updated about everything. She was always worrying about him.

As he walked the two blocks in the muggy Chicago heat towards the clinic, his phone rang.

“Speak of the devil,” he said. It was his mother. “Hi, Mom.”

“Where are you?” came her soft, familiar voice in return.

“You’ll never believe this,” he said, “but I’m trapped inside a hole.”

“What?!”

“Yeah, I was walking to work, and I fell in. It’s terrible.”

“Very funny,” his mother said. “You know I worry about you because I love you right?”

“I know Mom. It’s really sweet, but I have to live my life. I have to learn things.”

“I guess so. I don’t know why you can’t learn things up here in Minnesota. Chicago is a dirty city, filled with dirty people. Remember what I told you; don’t be getting any girls into trouble. They’re different than the ones up here. All they want is one thing and they’ll say and do anything to get it.”

“Mom!”

“I know you don’t like to hear it but as much as I don’t want to admit it, you’re a grown up now and you have to watch out for yourself. I just don’t want you getting into any trouble while you’re down there.”

“Okay, Mom.” When she said trouble she meant getting a girl pregnant. His father died when he was young and his mother raised him all by herself and took her job of making sure he knew about the ways of the world pretty seriously. The chances of him getting a girl pregnant were probably close to zero. He’d never even been on a date in his life, much less had sex with a girl. “Listen, I’m almost at work. I have to go now.”

“Andy?”

“Yes, Mom?”

“I’m proud of you.”

“Thank you.” His mother was a sweetheart.

“Don’t forget where you came from. And don’t take shit from nobody, you hear?”

“I won’t Mom. I love you.”

A man walked up to him. “Excuse me, sir?”

He smiled at the man and held up a finger. “Mom? I have to go. I’m trying to find the office and there’s someone trying to talk to me. I love you. Talk to you later.”

Before he hung up, his mom said, “Don’t talk to strangers.” But he was already pressing the end-call button.

The man had a big grin that showed a row of crooked but relatively white teeth. His hair was slicked straight back, and he wore a sport coat. “I’m really sorry to bother you, sir.” He was the type of person to speak with his hands and he waved them around in front of his body as his words came out in the same fast manner. “This is so embarrassing,” he said. “I was wondering if you could help me?”

“What’s the matter?” Andy said. He was always ready to help someone out in need. That was another lesson his mother taught him.

“I’m in town on business and the darndest thing just happened.” He shook his head and looked around then set his hands in motion again. “I just got out of a cab and you wouldn’t believe this but my wallet must have slipped out of my pocket.”

He shoved his hands deep into his pockets then pulled them out and fanned his hands out next to them. “I have a meeting in an hour. It’s a super important meeting, you see.” He looked around again, then put his pockets back inside before continuing.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this, but is there any way you could loan me ten dollars so I could grab a bite to eat and call my wife back in Indiana? This is so embarrassing. But I’m really in a jam here.”

Andy said, “Of course. Please don’t be embarrassed. I’m losing things all the time. I know exactly how you feel. My mother says I would lose my head if it wasn’t attached to my body. Here let me look in my wallet.”

He opened his wallet and started digging in one of the small pockets. “I don’t normally carry cash but I think I have some in here for emergencies. Yep, here it is.” He brought out a twenty-dollar bill neatly folded into thirds. “I don’t have a ten but will a twenty do?”

The man snatched the bill from his hand and gave him another big grin with his crooked teeth again. “Wow, thank you so much, sir. This will really help a lot,” he said.

“Really, don’t mention it,” Andy said. “Hey, maybe you can help me out too?”

Andy looked down at his phone and continued speaking while he brought up the map. “I know you said you’re from Indiana but maybe you can help me find this office. I’m supposed to start working today and I’m having a heck of a time trying to find this place.”

But when he looked up at the man, he was already speeding away, almost jogging. Maybe he was starving. Andy knew he got to where he forgot his manners sometimes when he hadn’t eaten in a while. “Bye!” he called out to him. “Good luck.” The man didn’t turn when he said it though.

He knew he must be close. There wasn’t anyone else on the street to ask at the moment though so he decided to just keep walking. It was sure to show up sooner or later. As he started to walk, he checked the time and realized he was already five minutes late. Crap! He hated to be late more than anything and he picked up his pace so that he almost broke out into a run, looking at the phone as he went, and checking the numbers on the buildings. As he hurried down the dirty Chicago street, beads of sweat started to form on his forehead from the humidity.

Two blocks later he finally found the place. He pushed open the glass door and rushed in, a little out of breath and with his shirt stuck to his back.

By the time he collected himself and looked around the waiting room he started to wonder if he was even in the right place. It looked more like a high-class bar than any waiting room he’d ever seen. The lighting was dim and there was a nice leather sofa against the wall underneath an oil painting of a nude woman. The woman was looking over her shoulder at a man with a slight grin on her face.

There was a receptionist desk but nobody was there.

“Hello?” Andy called out. “Anybody home?” But there came no answer.

Maybe the doctor wasn’t in yet? When he spoke to him on the phone, he got the impression that Dr. Parker, like Andy, wasn’t one to be tardy but maybe he had another appointment that ran late or something. His mind started to race through the possibilities. What if Dr. Parker had been there on time but since Andy was late he just left? He checked his watch again. Only ten minutes late. It didn’t make sense that he would have already left. Besides, the door was unlocked. He wouldn’t just leave the door unlocked would he? Maybe he was with a patient. He called out again and trained his ear for any sounds coming from the door that led out of the waiting room but no answer came back.

While he was running around trying to find this place, he had spotted a coffee shop that looked nice. Maybe he had time now to go get a quick cup and by the time he got back Dr. Parker would be finished with his patient or whatever the heck he was doing. Yes, that sounded like a good idea. If Andy brought him a coffee too, that could would be a nice gesture on his first day, he thought. So he turned and started out the door.

Before he could even get his foot outside though, a deep voice came from behind. “Where do you think you’re going?”
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Andy froze at the sudden noise, then turned around to see a tall, muscular man wearing a white coat with his hands on his hips. “Dr. Parker?” Andy said, as he started walking towards him. But he didn’t get more than two steps before his feet decided to stop cooperating and he stumbled, nearly falling flat on the floor in front of him, but finally managing to catch himself.

The near fall took him right up to the tall man and his face started to burn with embarrassment as he stood in front of him.

“I’m terribly sorry I’m late,” he said. “I thought I left my apartment with more than enough time but the train was late, then I had a heck of a time finding your office. Oh, and there was a man who lost his wallet and needed money and so I stopped to help him and then I figured, well, why not ask him for directions but then he left before I had a chance to even ask him.” He paused for a moment to take a big gasp of air because he’d managed to say all of that without taking one breath somehow.

While he tried to get his air back, he couldn’t help but notice that Dr. Parker was quite an attractive man. But at the moment he was looking at Andy as if he weren’t too happy.

“I do hope,” he said, “that you aren’t in the habit of being late.”

Andy started to say that no, he wasn’t in that habit at all, that he actually hated being late, but Dr. Parker cut him off with his sharp voice.

“There are a hundred people that would love to have this job and I guarantee you they wouldn’t be late.” His eyes scanned his body up and down. He frowned. “Are you sweating?” The frown turned to disgust as he reached his index finger out and brushed it against Andy’s forehead, examined it, then took a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped it. He handed it to Andy.

“Thank you,” Andy said and started to wipe his forehead with the white linen.

“What the hell are you doing? That’s not for you to wipe your dirty sweat on. I want you to have that cleaned and returned to me tomorrow. If you still have a job here by then.”

“Of course. I’m sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking.” He carefully placed the handkerchief in his pocket. “I promise I won’t be late again, Doctor. It’s really not something I’m in the habit of doing. I probably wouldn’t have been if I hadn’t stopped to give that man–”

Dr. Parker held up his hand, cutting Andy off. “Stop talking now. You’re babbling. And for the love of god don’t give people money on the street. How can you be so gullible? That man took one look at you and saw dollar signs.”

Dr. Parker walked over to the receptionist desk and poured himself a glass of water, his large Adam’s apple bobbing up and down as he gulped it.

Andy suddenly realized how thirsty he was from jogging around trying to find the place but he didn’t dare ask him if he could have some. The doctor seemed to be in a bad mood with him. But who could blame him? He was late after all.

After finishing the water, he set the glass down and took off his white coat. Underneath he was wearing a tight, short-sleeved t-shirt and Andy saw now just how big his muscles were.

“You know,” he said, “testosterone therapy is the fastest growing medical field in the country. And I’m the most successful doctor doing it. I was one of the first people to start offering it and I’ve helped hundreds, no, thousands of men to look better, to be stronger, and to feel good. And I’m only 36 years old. I plan to open up clinics like this all across the country.”

Andy was trying really hard to pay attention to what he was saying but he couldn’t help but stare at the man’s perfectly sculpted body. It wasn’t that Andy was gay, he didn’t think so at least, but with that face, and that body, Dr. Parker could easily be a model if he weren’t so busy helping people be healthy instead.

“Mr. Granger?” Dr. Parker looked at him and frowned.

Andy looked up from the spot on Dr. Parker’s flat stomach he’d been ogling and met his harsh look. “Yes?”

“Are you even paying attention to what I’m saying?”

“Yes! I mean, yes, sir. Testosterone therapy is the fastest growing field and you’re the most successful doctor. I just want you to know how much I appreciate this opportunity Dr. Parker. I mean I applied to so many internships. You have no idea how many. And you’re the only one that took a chance on me. I want you to know that I’m going to work so incredibly hard…”

Dr. Parker turned his back on him without a word and left the room.

Should he follow him? Was he babbling again? He knew he had a tendency to do that when he was nervous. And right then he was so incredibly nervous. This position meant so much to him on so many levels. It was the first step of many in achieving his dream of becoming a doctor. Also, he wanted to show his mom that he could make it on his own. Show her that she didn’t have to worry so much all the time.

“Mr. Granger!” Dr. Parker shouted from the other room.

Still not sure if he wanted Andy to follow him or not, Andy yelled back to him, “Yes?”

“Come in here!”

He moved his feet as fast as he could, wiping his moist palms on the front of his shirt and took a deep breath to try to calm himself down a little. There were several rooms in the back and after peaking his head into two empty exam rooms he managed to find him in his office.

Dr. Parker sat behind his large desk, with his hands forming a triangle in front of his chin. He was just looking at Andy with his chilly blue eyes.

There was a chair right in front of the desk. Andy considered sitting in it but he didn’t want to be presumptuous. Was it customary to sit down without being asked? Dr. Parker was just looking at him and he tried to meet his gaze but it was too much and Andy looked away, pretending to be interested in the painting on his wall. Another nude woman.

When Andy got up the nerve to look back at him, Dr. Parker was still staring, his hands locked together in front of his face. He must have been waiting for him to sit, he decided, and he took a couple steps towards the chair, stealing a glance at his face to see if he would give any hint at whether he wanted him to sit.

His right eyebrow raised and the corners of his mouth curled down into a frown.

That was enough for Andy to freeze in his tracks. God, he had never been so nervous in his life. Now he was just standing there, mid-stride, like a mime who’d frozen for the audience, waiting for any indication of what this strict man wanted him to do.

“Mr. Granger?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Are you always this awkward?”

“Yes, sir.” He shook his head. “I mean no, sir.” It was like he was nine years old and he’d been sent to the principal’s office even though he’d never been in trouble in his entire life and had no idea what that even felt like but if he had to imagine then this situation had to be pretty close.

“Mr. Granger. Please sit down. You’re making me nervous.”

“I’m sorry, Doctor.” He sat down in the seat, crossed his legs, took another deep breath. “I don’t know why I’m so nervous.” Although that wasn’t completely true, was it? He was probably the most attractive person, man or woman, Andy had ever met. He’d always been a little awkward around attractive people. Maybe that was why he was still a virgin.

“Try to keep it together, Mr. Granger.”

“Of course, Doctor. I’ll do my best.”

He leaned back in his chair and put his hands behind his head. Finally, Dr. Parker stopped staring at him and he felt his shoulders relax ever so slightly as he realized just how much tension he’d been holding there.

“What were your grades like, Mr. Granger?”

“My grades? All A’s. My mother wouldn’t have settled for anything less.”

“Do you have a girlfriend? Boyfriend?”

He was taken aback by the personal question. “No.” He thought that made him sound like he’d never had a girlfriend. “I mean not right now, anyway. I’ve had girlfriends before,” he lied.

Dr. Parker raised his eyebrows again, and Andy wished he could keep himself from babbling so much.

He nodded his head. “Stand up.”

“Stand up?” he said.

“Am I stuttering, Mr. Granger?”

“No.” He realized after he answered that it was a rhetorical question.

“So stand up then. I’m not in the habit of repeating myself.”

“Of course,” Andy said, and he stood up, but unsure of what to do with his hands, he tried holding them down at his side but that seemed awkward so he put them on his hips, but that felt too sassy so he ended up folding them in front of his chest.

“Unfold your arms.”

He put them back at his side.

Dr. Parker looked at his body and the heat began to return to his face.

“Turn around,” he said.

This time Andy didn’t ask him to repeat himself and he turned around. Andy did take care of his body so he wasn’t self-conscious about it at all but still somehow having the doctor look at him was making his heart beat fast. When he turned back around to face him, Andy managed to look at his eyes.

“You look good,” he said. “You exercise?”

“Yes, I run pretty often.”

“Me too,” he said, nodding. “Sit down.”

Andy sat and crossed his legs, feeling better now, a little more at ease since he’d complimented him.

“Well,” Dr. Parker said, “I’ve got some bad news. When I said you could have the internship, I thought you were a girl. Maybe you already know this, but you have a rather effeminate voice, and when we spoke on the phone, I thought you were a woman.”

Andy’s stomach dropped. He didn’t understand. “But what does it matter if I’m a girl or not?”

“Well, the nature of my business just requires a female assistant. The men who come here sometimes have to have rather personal physical examinations and I’ve found it makes them a lot more comfortable to have a female assistant—it helps them feel more at ease, which helps me do my job better. I’m sorry for any inconvenience, but I’m afraid I just can’t hire you. Thank you for understanding.”

The doctor opened a file on his desk and started reading through it, oblivious to Andy, who’s mouth was agape, and wondering how this mistake could have happened.

“But,” he said, “my name is Andy. How could you think that’s a girl’s name?”

The doctor looked up from his papers, frowning, a confused expression on his face like he was just now noticing that Andy was still there. The doctor shrugged. “You never know these days. People name their kids all kinds of things. Who am I to judge?”

“But, I’ve already signed a lease for an apartment. I moved here just for this internship. I’ve been looking forward to it for months. Please Dr. Parker, I’ll do anything. Just give me a chance.”

Dr. Parker leaned back in his chair and looked at Andy. “Mr. Granger, if you got the wrong impression about having a job here, that’s hardly my fault. And your home life is none of my concern. I really wish I could help you, but there’s nothing I can do.” He paused for a moment, apparently in thought, then said. “Unless…” Then he shook his head and said, “No, that won’t work.”

“What is it?” Andy pleaded, desperate now, his dreams fading away before his eyes. “Tell me. Whatever it is, I’ll do it.”

“No,” Dr. Parker said, “I couldn’t ask you to do that. It’s too much.”

“It’s not too much. I want this so bad. Just tell me.”

“Ok, then. You seem like someone that’s willing to go the extra mile to get what he wants. I can appreciate that. If you really want this job, and it sounds like you do, then you better be willing to do everything I ask. Can you do that?”

Andy nodded furiously. “Of course, Doctor. I’ll do anything you want. I’m a hard worker and I learn fast.”

“Right, that’s good. So, basically,” Dr. Parker said, “my idea is that since you already have hair that’s a bit long, and your voice is a little effeminate, and your body is slender, I think if we dressed you up like a girl and you also learned to act like a girl, then the patients wouldn’t know the difference.”

Without even thinking about it, without registering what it was the doctor was asking him to do, Andy blurted out, “Yes! I’ll do it.”
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Dr. Parker’s eyes widened. “Really? Well, that was easy. Let’s see what you look like in a dress then.”

The doctor opened the door to a closet behind his desk and brought out a hanger with what looked to Andy like one of those Halloween nurse costumes hanging on it, along with a pair of white lace panties and a matching bra.

“I think,” Dr. Parker said, “this will fit you just right.” He held the hanger out for Andy to take.

Andy swallowed hard; reservations started to bubble up from his gut. “I…” he started to say.

Dr. Parker cut him off. “If I was wrong and you aren’t the type of person that’s willing to go the extra mile, that’s fine.” He started to turn to put the outfit back in the closet.

Andy jumped up from his chair and snatched the hanger out of his hands. “No, I’ll do it. I was just surprised you already had some women’s clothes.” As he inspected the nurse uniform, he became almost certain it was a Halloween costume. It seemed super slutty and not professional at all.

The doctor stared at him with his mouth slightly open, his face in a trance-like state. Finally, he said, “What are you waiting for? Let’s see what it looks like on you.”

“Where should I change?” Andy asked, his stomach all butterflies.

“Do it here,” Dr. Parker said.

“Okay…” Andy was waiting for the doctor to leave the room but he wasn’t making any motion to do it.

“Don’t be shy,” Dr. Parker said. “You realize I’m a doctor, right? I’ve seen more naked people than you’ve probably met in your life.”

He had a point, Andy thought. But the thought of undressing in front of him made him more than a bit nervous.

“Come on now. I don’t have all day. Start with your shirt.”

Andy set the outfit down on the chair, took a deep breath, then pulled his shirt off over his head. It felt like there was a draft in the room, and his nipples hardened.

“That’s good, keep going.”

Andy kicked his shoes off, unbuttoned his pants, and stepped out of them. He felt totally exposed, standing there in just his boxer shorts and socks, while the doctor looked at his body with what Andy, even with his relative inexperience in sexual matters, could only classify as desire.

“Socks and underwear, too. Do you need help?” Dr. Parker took a step towards him.

Andy said, “No, no. I got it.” Trying to steady himself. Now or never, he said under his breath, before taking off his socks and quickly stripping out of his underwear.

Once Andy was as naked as the day he was born, the doctor’s eyes trained in on Andy’s groin which was completely exposed.

“It’s not that big, is it,” Dr. Parker said, matter-of-factly.

Andy looked down at himself. “It’s cold in here. Usually, it’s bigger.”

“No, that’s good,” Dr. Parker said. “We don’t want any bulges giving you away to the patients now do we?”

“Should I put on the uniform now?” Wanting to get it over with.

The doctor moved around to the front of the desk and sat on the edge, only a couple feet from Andy now. His arms were crossed as he examined Andy’s body.

“Let’s try something first,” Dr. Parker said. “Tuck your penis and balls between your legs so I can’t see them.”

Andy wanted to grab his clothes and run out of the room, run all the way back to Minnesota if he had to. But he wanted this internship so bad; he wanted to prove to everyone that he had what it took to make it on his own.

So, he tucked himself between his legs then pressed his thighs together to hold it all in place, so that just a tuft of pubic hair showed. Actually, he’d done this before in the mirror, just to see what it would look like.

The doctor nodded his head. “Not bad. Now cover your chest with your hands like you’re trying to cup your breasts.”

Andy did as he was told.

“Okay, yes, that’s good. Now bite your lower lip and try to really think you’re a girl that wants to make a man want her. The patients need to feel like men, you know what I mean?”

Actually, Andy had no idea why patients would need to feel like that in a doctor’s office but he was already this far into it so again he did as he was told. Biting his lip, he tried to imagine that he was a young girl trying to seduce the doctor, even starting to feel it a little.

“Oh yeah, that’s perfect.” The doctor stood up from the desk and got right in front of Andy. He put his hand on Andy’s cheek, then ran it down his neck, over his shoulder, and then down to his slender hip, gripping him tightly.

Andy’s cock began to harden between his legs. He didn’t understand why he was getting turned on pretending to be a girl, but the doctor seemed to be happy about it so he wasn’t going to fret about it too much.

“Now, turn around,” Dr. Parker said, as he spun Andy around by the waist.

Facing away from him now, Andy shivered as he felt Dr. Parker’s hand trace down the middle of his spine, over his butt, then grab on to the head of Andy’s nearly erect dick. A gasp escaped from his lips.

“I want you to pull this thing—" Dr. Parker squeezed his engorged head. “—up in the front and hold it as you bend over.

His heart beating like crazy, Andy reached between his legs, cupped his genitals in his hand, pulled everything up, then bent forward.

“Oh, yeah. This is perfect. You have a hot little body, don’t you?”

Andy didn’t say anything. It seemed like a rhetorical question. He’d never considered it before, really.

“And you like being a girl, don’t you?”

The doctor smacked Andy on the ass hard, making him yelp. Then Dr. Parker grabbed his hips and pulled Andy into him. The doctor’s hard cock pressed against Andy’s ass through his pants. He thrust a couple times into Andy, his thick hands digging into Andy’s slender hip bones, as he pulled Andy back into him.

“Mmm. You like that don’t you?”

Andy’s cock was fully hard now, and if he weren’t so nervous about doing something wrong he might have started stroking it right then, but he still wanted to make sure he got the internship, so he stayed as still as he could.

“Now let’s see what you look like in your little outfit.” He slapped Andy on the butt once more, harder this time, then handed him the pair of white lace panties.

They felt so soft in his hand. He’d felt his mother’s panties before when they got stuck into his laundry by mistake and that time he’d resisted the strong temptation to try them on. Now, he was actually quite curious to know how they would feel.

Still facing away from the doctor, he carefully slipped into the ladies’ underwear, and pulled them up to his hips. They felt so snug around him. Like they were made for him.

“Oh, yeah,” Dr. Parker said. “Your ass is even hotter in those than I imagined. Turn around.”

Andy looked down at his erection. You could clearly see the outline of it through the sheer material and he was embarrassed of it but he turned around all the same.

The doctor stared down at his crotch, licking his lips. He grabbed Andy’s shaft through the panties and stroked it up and down, slowly. “You’re really liking this aren’t you?”

Andy nodded. Truthfully, he was, but he knew deep down this was inappropriate even if he did like it.

“Well, don’t cum in your new panties,” he said, releasing Andy’s length. “Put the bra on.”

Andy slipped the bra over his shoulders. There was padding built into it so it made him look like he had breasts—small breasts, but the illusion was convincing. Reaching behind his back he tried to fasten the clasp, but he wasn’t even coming close to getting the latch to close.

“Here, let me help you.” Dr. Parker got the bra hooked up, then turned Andy around to face him again, staring at his body, as he nodded his head, grinning. “This is too good,” he said. “Put the uniform on.”

The nurse’s uniform went on easily over his head and he managed to zip up the back by himself. It did actually fit him pretty well. The bottom of the dress didn’t come down all that far over his ass—he imagined he would have to be careful about bending over.

“Shit, yeah,” Dr. Parker said. “You’re the hottest one yet.”

Andy wasn’t sure what that meant, but he did feel pretty hot—especially with the doctor looking at him like that.

“This is perfect,” Dr. Parker said. “Normally, I would give you some lessons about how to walk in heels but I have a patient coming in soon so you’re just going to have to get a trial by fire.” The doctor retrieved a pair of red heels from the closet and handed them to him. “Put these on, practice walking, and I’ll go get the exam room ready for the patient. If you do a good job with the patient, then the internship is yours. Deal?”

“A good job with the patient?”

“You’ll do fine, don’t worry. It’s just a semen sample.” And before Andy had a chance to say anything the doctor left Andy alone in the room wearing the slutty nurse costume, holding the pair of red high heels.
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After what seemed like hours but was probably more like twenty minutes, of which Andy spent the majority of the time alternating between learning to walk in high heels and thinking that his mom was right after all, his racing thoughts continually spiraling back to the one central thought of ‘What the hell was I thinking?’, until the doctor finally poked his head in the door and said, “It’s show time.”

Andy said, “Listen, I was thinking, maybe it’s better if I get some more experience before I start seeing patients.”

“I’m not paying you to think. I’m paying you to look pretty and make the patients feel like the strong, healthy men they’re paying me to turn them into.”

“I understand, but—"

“Do you? It sounds like you’re sassing off to me. Don’t forget, you don’t have the internship until you can prove to me that you have what it takes. You’ve done the first part pretty damn good. It would be a shame if you chickened out now when you’re so close. Right?”

“I guess so.”

“Great, let’s go then.”

Dr. Parker led Andy to the exam room, opening the door for him. Inside, there was a muscle-bound guy in a tank top sitting on the examination bed, looking at his phone. He looked up when Andy and the doctor came inside and nearly dropped his phone when he looked at Andy, his eyes roving up and down Andy’s skimpy outfit.

“Mr. Martinez. Allow me to introduce my new intern, Andrea. She’ll be assisting me with your exam today.”

“Goddamn, doc,” Mr. Martinez said. “You really know how to pick 'em don’t you. How you doing sweetie?”

Mr. Martinez held his hand out to Andy, and when Andy went to shake his hand, Mr. Martinez pulled it to his mouth and kissed it.

“Real nice to meet you, Andrea,” he said.

Andy pulled his hand away and smiled awkwardly.

“Ok,” Dr. Parker said. “Let’s get down to business. Andrea, can you help Mr. Martinez out of his shirt.”

Mr. Martinez grinned at him. Andy didn’t see why he couldn’t just take his own shirt off, but he didn’t think it would be appropriate to question the doctor in front of the patient. He was also starting to understand that this wasn’t a typical doctor’s office.

When he got close to Mr. Martinez, the man wrapped his arm around the small of Andy’s back and pulled him in close. “Don’t be shy,” he said.

Andy started to pull the guy’s shirt off while the guy’s hand was inching down Andy’s back, then to his butt. Just as the guy squeezed his ass, Andy managed to get the shirt up over his head and side-step away from him. His heart felt like it might explode.

“Damn doc, she’s a slippery one ain’t she,” he said, grinning.

Dr. Parker frowned at Andy. “She’s new,” he said, flatly.

After Dr. Parker had checked the guy’s blood pressure, listened to his heart, and looked in his mouth, he seemed to be finished with that part of the exam. Mr. Martinez kept looking over at Andy the whole time, smiling and winking at him. Andy wasn’t sure what to think. It was a bit creepy, sure, but also flattering in some weird way. Nobody had ever looked at him like that before, and the idea that he could make someone become so enamored so quickly with him just by dressing like a woman made him feel somehow powerful—a feeling that was totally foreign to his nineteen years of nerdy, socially awkward existence.

“Everything looks good,” Dr. Parker said. “We just need to a get a semen sample from you.”

“No problem, doc. I haven’t gotten off in two days, I’m ready to blow.”

“Great.”

“Andrea,” Dr. Parker said, “can you please assist Mr. Martinez.” He gave Andy a small plastic cup, and nodded at him with arched eyebrows, as if to say ‘Well, are you going to do what it takes to get the job?’

Andy gulped, then turned to Mr. Martinez, who was already unbuttoning his pants, and pulling them down. Andy could see his erection pressing against his underwear.

Turning back to Dr. Parker, Andy said, “What should I, uh, do?”

“I need you to help Mr. Martinez give a semen sample. You know what semen is don’t you?”

“Oh, I bet she does,” Mr. Martinez said. “No way in hell this little hottie is a virgin. Come on over, I don’t bite. Unless you want me to.”

Andy took a deep breath, calmed himself, then with as much confidence and professionalism as he could gather, he strutted over to Mr. Martinez, and placed the cup down on the bed beside him, and got between his splayed legs. Then with one hand he pulled the waistband of Mr. Martinez’s underwear out, and with the other one he wrapped his fingers around the flesh of his warm, fat cock, and squeezed it.

“Oh shit, girl. Not so hard.”

Relaxing his grip, Andy said, “How does that feel, Mr. Martinez?” He used a soft, sensual voice, trying to imagine what a sexy nurse would sound like, and actually, starting to get into the role a bit—maybe even enjoying it.

“Yeah, just like that.” Mr. Martinez moaned and grabbed the edge of the table. “Damn, you’re good at that. I told you she weren’t no virgin, doc.”

If only he knew I wasn’t actually a woman, Andy thought. He wondered how Mr. Martinez would react to that—a guy like him, knowing he was being jacked off by a nineteen-year-old boy in a nurse’s Halloween costume. It was actually turning Andy on knowing he had this secret between his legs. And at that moment, he noticed the secret between his legs was becoming hard. At first he was too nervous to be turned on, but now that he was relaxing a bit, he was starting to get extremely, and unexpectedly, aroused by the whole situation.

Andy tried to get a read from Dr. Parker’s face on how he was doing. The doctor was just standing there, watching intently, not giving anything away as to what he thought of Andy’s performance so far.

If he was going to go to this length to get the job, he decided he shouldn’t half-ass it. So, he told Mr. Martinez that maybe he would be more comfortable if his hands had something to do, and he let go of Mr. Martinez’s throbbing length for just long enough to guide his hands to Andy’s backside, before going back to masturbating him.

The man’s eyes widened when Andy did that, then they narrowed and a wide grin formed on his lips as he started to squeeze and grope Andy’s ass.

“You like that Mr. Martinez? Are you comfortable?”

Mr. Martinez managed to get out a garbled yes between groans and heavy breathing.

And for the final touch, Andy did something that he sometimes did when jerking himself off. Nobody really likes a dry hand job, he figured—of course, you would settle for one if you had to, but something to lubricate the experience was always welcomed—so, he bent down close enough that his mouth was just inches from the bulbous head of Mr. Martinez's cock, close enough that he could have licked if it he wanted, and he let a large gob of spit drip slowly out of his mouth, then worked it over the shaft.

“Oh my god,” Mr. Martinez groaned, sounding almost like he was in pain.

A quick glance over at Dr. Parker told Andy he was on the right track. The doctor grinned and nodded, and if Andy wasn’t mistaken, there was a tent growing in the front of his pants as well.

All at once, Mr. Martinez squeezed Andy’s ass hard, making Andy lurch forward. The muscle-bound man groaned loudly and suddenly something warm splashed onto Andy’s chin.

As fast as he could, Andy grabbed the cup and placed it over Mr. Martinez’s erupting cock just in time to catch the next three hard spurts of semen rocketing from him. When Mr. Martinez finally finished, he collapsed back on to the exam table, his semi-hard cock flopping down on to his thigh with some cum still leaking from it.

Andy, with semen still dripping down his chin, held the cup—half full of the sticky, warm substance—up in the air for Dr. Parker to see.

Dr. Parker nodded approvingly and motioned for Andy to follow him.

The sound of Andy’s high heels clacking against the floor echoed against the walls of the small exam room as the doctor and his new assistant left the satisfied patient to get dressed.
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After Mr. Martinez finished dressing and Dr. Parker showed Andy how to take a payment from the patient and schedule the next appointment, Dr. Parker led Andy to another exam room and had him sit on a table similar to the one Mr. Martinez had been sitting on.

“Are you having sex with anyone?” Dr. Parker asked.

The question shattered all the relaxation he’d mustered from feeling like he’d done a good job with the patient. The truth was, he was a virgin. But for some reason he didn’t want to tell the doctor that. He wanted him to think he was more grown up somehow. “I’m not seeing anyone right now,” he said, trying to sound confident, but it came out more of a mumble as he looked away at the floor. Something about the doctor made him so nervous.

Dr. Parker seemed satisfied with that answer though and didn’t pry any further. “When was the last time you had a physical?”

He thought for a moment. “About six months I think. I can check my calendar if you want an exact date.”

“That’s not necessary,” he said.

Andy folded his hands over his crossed legs.

“I’m going to be honest with you Mr. Granger. Is that all right?” He didn’t wait for an answer before continuing. “You’re going to need to buy some new clothes. Sexy clothes. That outfit looks good, but it’s a bit crass don’t you think? And get some makeup, too. I’m running a men’s health clinic here. My patients come to me because they want to feel young and virile. They want to feel attractive to the opposite sex. How is it going to work if they show up here and you look like a boy dressed in women’s clothes? I want you to turn them on, make them feel like men. That means you need to look and feel sexy. I want sex to ooze out of your pores. I’m hiring you because you’re smart, sure, but let’s be honest, there are lots of smart girls out there, and the main reason I’m hiring you is you’re young and cute and you look good in a dress. So, please don’t try to hide that fact, okay?”

Andy nodded, slowly, trying to take it in.

“Since you did such a good job with collecting the sample from Mr. Martinez, I think part of your job here will be to help me give patients physicals. More than just collecting semen from them, I mean.”

Andy tried to hide his excitement. This was exactly the type of clinical experience he was hoping to get and he was expecting to be more of a receptionist type person so this was very welcome news.

“So,” he continued, “I’ve found that with my interns the best way to teach them how to do it is to first show it on them, which means I’m going to give you a physical. Is that a problem?”

Andy swallowed. He definitely wasn’t expecting that. And the idea of Dr. Parker seeing him naked again, touching him, was actually making him a little excited. But this was a doctor’s office and he should conduct himself as a professional so he suppressed the sudden sexual thoughts he was having and said, “Of course, Doctor. Anything you want.”

“That’s exactly what I thought you would say.” A wide grin spread out on his face. He went to the cabinet and pulled a paper gown out. “Take off your clothes and put this on. Leave your panties on.” He handed it to him and their hands touched for a brief moment as Andy took it. “I’ll be back in five minutes.”

After Dr. Parker closed the door, Andy looked down at the gown. It was so small. He stood up and his stomach felt like it would drop out of him and hit the floor from all the nerves. He took his shoes off, then the dress, and folded it neatly. There was a mirror on the wall and he looked at his slim body briefly, admiring it, enjoying how he looked as a girl before slipping out of his bra. He even got it undone pretty quickly that time.

The gown was thin and after he put it on and checked himself in the mirror, his eyes were immediately drawn to his hard nipples poking against the paper, the red hue clearly visible through the thin material. Even though he didn’t have breasts, the nipples, if you squinted, added to the effect of him looking like a girl.

He sat back down on the edge of the bed, the paper gown crinkling as he did, and he wiped his palms against the rough material, then tried to calm himself as he waited for the doctor.

Finally, a firm knock came at the door.

“Come in,” he said.
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The door swung open, and the doctor strutted in.

Andy couldn’t help but notice his crotch as he walked towards him. The outline of his cock was clearly visible through his pants and Andy looked away quickly, embarrassed for having even noticed it.

There was a rolling chair that the doctor dragged over and sat down in. He used his foot on a peddle to lower the bed down so that they were sitting at the same level. Rolling the chair closer to Andy, Dr. Parker pressed his leg between his, spreading them open slightly.

Having the doctor so close made him even more turned on. His cock pressed uncomfortably against the front of the snug panties. Dr. Parker was so close then Andy could smell him. It was a manly smell, and Andy, out of reflex, pinched his thighs tight against Dr. Parker’s leg, shifting his butt forward on the bed so that Dr. Parker’s knee came half-way up his thigh.

If Dr. Parker noticed how horny Andy was, he wasn’t letting on. All business, he used a light from his pocket to examine Andy’s eyes, then checked his ears. “Open your mouth,” he said. Andy complied, and he put a flat wooden stick against his tongue and shined his light inside. “Open your mouth as wide as you can, Mr. Granger.”

He strained his mouth so wide that the muscles in his jaw started to complain, shooting beams of pain down his neck which he ignored so that he could do exactly as the Doctor asked.

He pressed the stick in farther, touching the back of Andy’s tongue as Andy fought hard against the urge to gag. Finally, Dr. Parker removed it and nodded. “Very nice, Mr. Granger.” He put the light back in his pocket.

Andy closed his mouth, happy to be able to relax his jaw.

“Come closer,” he said. “I’m going to examine your breasts now. Well, your chest anyway. Maybe I can prescribe you something that will help you grow a little there, actually.”

Andy’s heart hammered against his rib cage as he shifted closer to the doctor. Dr. Parker’s knee came even closer to Andy’s groin, and his own leg moved farther between Dr. Parker’s leg, so far up that he felt something stiff and fleshy that could only have been one thing.

Before he had a chance to register that, Dr. Parker slowly pulled the gown down from his shoulders to reveal his hard nipples. He took a moment to look at them before his hands came up and cupped them both at the same time, squeezing, prodding, then taking each nipple between his fingers, pinching them softly, rolling them.

It was too much for Andy and a soft moan escaped his lips.

Without removing his hands from his chest, the Doctor looked at him. “Was that a moan, Mr. Granger?”

His face burned with embarrassment. “I’m sorry Doctor. I don’t know what happened.” He could still feel the stiffness between Dr. Parker’s legs against his knee and there was no mistaking that it was his hard cock he was touching.

“Lay down Mr. Granger.”

Andy didn’t know what was coming next, but he hoped he would be able to contain himself while the doctor examined him. He never in his wildest dreams would have thought he’d be turned on during a simple physical but the idea of Dr. Parker seeing his hard cock again, touching it, was making his legs quiver. As he laid down on the bed—the top of the gown still down, revealing his chest—he did his best to calm himself for what was to come, determined to not moan again.

Dr. Parker went to the foot of the bed and looked down at him, his face neutral. Then he reached down and grabbed Andy’s legs behind his calves and pulled him hard towards him so that the bottom of his legs hung off the edge of the table. Then in one motion, he grabbed Andy’s panties and ripped them down and off his legs. “That’s better,” he said. “Now, put your knees up Mr. Granger and spread your legs.”

Andy’s heart beat hard in his throat, his stomach tingled with desire as he complied with the doctor’s orders. He pulled his knees up and spread his legs but used his hands to hold the paper gown down to not reveal his throbbing length. Even though he was so horny, he still had his modesty.

“Don’t tell me you’re shy, Mr. Granger?”

He shook his head no but felt his face begin to redden.

“I’ll be giving you a digital exam now. Do you know what that means Mr. Granger?”

“I think so,” he said, looking down at the doctor between his knees.

“What does it mean Mr. Granger?”

“It means…”

“Go ahead, Mr. Granger. Spit it out.”

“It means you’ll use your fingers.”

“Very good.” And as if to confirm what he said was right, the doctor squirted some lube from a container next to the table onto his hand, lifted Andy’s gown and slowly slid his middle finger inside him.

Andy put his hand over his mouth to keep himself from letting out another inappropriate moan.

“My, my, Mr. Granger. You’re already aroused.” Pointing to Andy’s hard cock. “Does this turn you on? Having the doctor examine you?”

He laid on the bed frozen, not wanting to betray his secret desire.

“I think it does.” He slid the finger in farther, then pulled it out, running it up and down his crack before stopping again on his taut ring of muscle. Slowly, he rubbed it in a circular motion. Then he placed two fingers at his entrance and slid them inside him until they were completely buried up to the knuckle.

The stimulation became too much for him to keep still and his butt wriggled around on the bed as he pushed his hips toward Dr. Parker, silently begging him to make him orgasm with his fingers. He felt so close already.

But the doctor withdrew his fingers from him, saying, “You’re very tight, Mr. Granger. Have you never had anal sex before?”

“Um…”

“Have you ever had any sex before, Mr. Granger?”

He couldn’t resist his firm commanding voice and managed to shake his head no.

“I see. A virgin? I think you’ll be learning quite a lot this summer Mr. Granger.”

Andy’s eyes widened, imagining losing his virginity to the doctor. If the bulge in his pants was any indication as to how big he was, Andy thought he would be in for a wild ride.

“Please shave everything down there, though,” he said. “All the way. Do that tonight when you buy new clothes.”

He nodded his head quickly. He’d never shaved it before but he wanted to do anything to please the doctor.

“Now,” he said, “let’s see how your little virgin lady-boy cock tastes.”

He bent his head down between his legs and Andy could feel his warm breath against his shaft. Then the doctor’s tongue darted out and pressed against his smooth skin.

Now he couldn’t help himself as he moaned into his hand, doing his best to stop himself but it was unstoppable at that point. His back arched as he tried to press his hips into the doctor’s face.

Dr. Parker’s tongue roamed from his shaft, down to his balls, while he fingered Andy’s ass, sending waves of pleasure shooting through his body.

“Oh my god,” Andy whispered, his body trembling in ecstasy. He couldn’t believe this was happening, couldn’t believe this man was licking him there. It seemed so wrong, but he couldn’t help himself. He wanted him bad. An orgasm was fast approaching, and he knew it wouldn’t take much more.

Dr. Parker grabbed his hips, pulled Andy tight to him, sucking his cock with the skill of an expert.

No one had ever made his body feel like this before. And a doctor in a doctor’s office no less. This was beyond anything he could have possibly imagined when he woke up that morning. “I’m going to come,” he said. The muscles in his neck spasmed as he craned his head back, straining to reach his first climax from a man.

But then as quickly as he’d started, the doctor stopped.

Andy opened his eyes and looked down between his trembling knees to see the doctor standing between him, his hands on his hips, a wide grin on his handsome face. Andy’s eyes couldn’t help but be drawn to the noticeable outline of the doctor’s stiff cock against the thin fabric of his pants.

“You’re not bad,” he said. “Your body is young and healthy.”

Andy was out of breath from the pleasure the good doctor had just unleashed on him and didn’t know how to respond.

“But,” he continued, “I don’t know what I was thinking. I wanted you to get some experience with exams so that you can assist me, but how would me giving you an exam help you? I don’t have any girl patients either. It’s absurd if you think about it.”

Andy propped himself up on his elbows, his legs still open and his swollen cock exposed to the doctor. He realized how immodest that was and closed his legs, then sat up on the edge of the bed, the top of the paper gown still pulled down over his nipples.

The doctor frowned and shook his head. “We’ve been going about this all wrong, Mr. Granger. You should be the one doing the exam on me.” He nodded his head slightly down to the bulge in his pants, letting him know that was where the exam would be focused.
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Andy swallowed hard.

“What should I do?”

“You did a pretty good job getting the sample earlier, but there’s a few techniques you could learn for men that don’t cum as fast as a fourteen-year-old boy in heat. And you need to learn to do it more sexy. I don’t want the patients to think they’re getting jerked off by a robot.”

The doctor nodded again down to the bulge in his pants which was now at eye-level with Andy. Andy could make out the outline of the engorged crown at the end of his thick shaft and he had to pull his eyes away from it to pay attention to what the doctor was saying.

“Whatever you say, Doctor. I’m here to learn.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear. Now, get down on your knees.” His blue eyes stared at him, not a hint of sarcasm on his face.

Andy paused for a moment, knowing where this was leading, knowing this couldn’t be normal, but he did it anyway. Because he wanted it. He wanted it bad. So, he climbed down off the bed, stepped out of the gown. But then he felt naked, so he put the panties back on, bending over in front of the doctor while he did it, giving him a nice view of his ass, really getting into the role of a flirting girl now. Then Andy knelt down in front of the doctor and looked up at it him, waiting for his instructions.

“Now take down my pants.”

Andy’s small hands fumbled with his belt, trying to keep them from shaking. He finally got it undone then managed to unbutton and unzip his pants, letting them fall to the floor. Dr. Parker wore blue boxer-briefs and his cock pressed against them, wanting to be released. Andy looked up at him.

“Don’t be shy now, Mr. Granger.”

He slipped his fingers beneath the waistband of Dr. Parker’s underwear and slid them down. His cock jumped up at Andy and the force with which it sprung up startled him. Everything about it startled him. The size, the perfect shape, his huge shaved balls hanging below. The sight of it made him quiver and he couldn’t fathom taking the whole thing inside him. But he knew the human body had an unbelievable ability to adapt. Just like he was doing now, on his knees, in a doctor’s office in Chicago, far away from home, with the most massive cock he could only imagine in his wildest dreams staring back at him.

“Take it in your hand,” Mr. Granger.

He did as the doctor said and wrapped his small hand around the shaft, his fingers not even touching on the other side because it was so big around. And it was warm. Maybe his hands were cold from being in the office, but the heat coming off his huge hunk of flesh was remarkable.

“Use your other hand to cup the balls,” he said.

Andy’s free hand reached below his cock for his sack, cradling his testicles in his palm one at a time because that’s the only way they would fit.

“Very good, Mr. Granger. Now stroke the shaft. Squeeze it ever so slightly and move your hand up and down.”

Andy had no idea where this was going, but the whole situation was driving him wild. He wanted his cock so bad. Wanted it inside him. Wanted to do anything he could to please this demanding doctor. As Andy stroked his cock up and down, he massaged his balls. A small bit of liquid had collected at the tip and it glimmered in the florescent light of the office.

As if he knew what Andy was thinking, the doctor said, “Taste it. Put it in your mouth.”

He was hoping that’s what he would say. Without hesitation, Andy reached his tongue out and licked the glob of pre-come away, savoring the salty, sticky substance. Then he took the whole head into his mouth, wrapping his lips tight around it, suctioning onto him as his tongue probed against his flesh.

The doctor grabbed the back of his hair, pulling the edges of his scalp tight, as he brought Andy’s head forward to him.

Andy opened his mouth wide, letting the doctor guide him. It was his first time giving a blow job after all and he had no clue what he was doing. But he was a good student and eager to learn.

The doctor was gentle at first, letting him get used to the size of his penis, pressing Andy’s mouth onto his manhood a few inches, then pulling it off again, using a slow and steady motion. But then he gradually got faster, pushing Andy’s dainty head farther and farther onto him.

Andy strained his mouth as wide as it would go, trying to accommodate all of him. The tip of his cock hit the back of his throat and he fought against the urge to choke, wanting to please him so bad, not wanting him to stop having his way with him.

His pace became furious then, his hips pumping back and forth into his face as his hand moved Andy’s head around as if he were just a doll. His other hand reached down and cupped Andy’s chest, squeezing hard, pinching the nipple.

Spit was streaming down Andy’s chin, flying everywhere, as he let the doctor fuck his tight mouth, loving every dirty second of it.

Then the doctor pulled hard on Andy’s hair, forcing him all the way down onto his cock. The doctor’s legs twitched and he let out a deep groan as a spurt of hot liquid splashed against the back of Andy’s throat.

Instinctively, he tried to pull away, but the doctor held him there as another spurt of his come exploded into his mouth, then another and another. He groaned with each deposit of semen and his grip on Andy’s hair stayed iron-tight until he was finished and then he relaxed all at once.

Andy’s mouth was full of cum and cock as he looked up at the doctor’s relaxed face.

He opened his eyes and looked down at Andy. As he slid his dick from Andy’s mouth, he said, “Now swallow it.”

Andy gulped the semen. It took two swallows to get it all down and when he was done, he stuck his tongue out to show him that he’d done what he asked.

Dr. Parker smiled slightly. Then his smile cracked into a wide grin. As he pulled his pants up, his grin turned into a chuckle and finally gave way to a loud and guttural laugh.

Andy stood up, wiping spit from his chin. “What’s so funny?”

The doctor looked at him and kept laughing. He was laughing so hard that tears started to come out of his eyes. He had to lean his hand down on the bed to keep from falling over, he was laughing so hard. “I’m sorry. It’s just so rich.”

“What is?” Andy folded his arms in front of his naked chest, feeling rather exposed then, wishing he had his clothes on.

Dr. Parker managed to control his laughter for long enough to say, “Come on, tell me the truth. Did you really think you were going to be helping me with exams?”

The back of Andy’s neck burned as he stared at the doctor. “What are you talking about?”

The doctor kept laughing. Every time he met Andy’s eyes his laughter intensified.

Andy stared at him, anger starting to build deep within his belly as the truth of the situation donned on him. How could he have been so naïve?

The doctor saw his expression. “Oh don’t be mad. You won’t be helping me do exams. I mean come on. You’ve never had any training. You’re just going to be answering the phones. Well, jacking off patients too. Not sucking their cocks to get semen samples though. That wouldn’t be very sterile would it? But mainly you’ll just be looking cute. That’s your job.” He burst out into another fit of laughter.

The advice Andy’s mother gave him that morning came back to him: to not let anybody take advantage of him, to remember where he came from.

Andy couldn’t believe he’d been so stupid. The way the doctor was laughing at him made his blood boil. There was a pair of scissors on the table and he stared at them for a moment, imagining what it would be like to snatch them up, shove them into that smug face of his. His mom didn’t raise him to take crap like this from anybody, especially someone as cocky and rude as this asshole. But there was no denying the way Dr. Parker made his body feel. It was pure ecstasy. His cock was perfect in every way except one: it was attached to a prick of a man.

He kept laughing, unable to control himself, and Andy couldn’t take it anymore. He raged at him. “You think I’m just going to be your little fuck toy? That I’m going to just suck your cock any time you want? Let you use me for your sick fantasies?” Even as he said the words, knowing that he wouldn’t stand for any man using him, there was a part of him that was turned on by it, turned on by this sexy bastard.

The doctor just kept laughing though.

He got in his face and screamed, “Stop laughing!”

Dr. Parker’s expression turned serious then. “If you want to keep this job, you will be my little fuck toy. And don’t act like you don’t like it.” He ogled his naked body, running his hand down his cheek.

Andy slapped his hand away, taking a step back.

The doctor continued, “If you want to keep this job you’ll do exactly as I say. You’ll dress more sexy, you’ll keep that little cock and ass of yours shaved. I’m going to need to be servicing myself a lot with you. Do you know that my testosterone is four times higher than a normal man’s? That means I need to fuck a lot.”

Dr. Parker grabbed his cock, still semi-hard and big as ever as if to emphasize that last point.

Andy couldn’t help but stare at it. Despite everything, the doctor had awoken a hidden desire inside him and he wanted to ride that thing so bad. It was more than a want. It was a need. A primal need he felt deep within him.

“And,” the doctor said, “if you don’t want to do it, there’s a line of girls willing to take your place.”

The doctor pulled his pants back up. “I want you to be here tomorrow at 8am sharp. You better be shaved and you better have on some sexy new clothes.”

Andy stared at him, considering his options. There was no way in hell this man was going to get the better of him. But he wasn’t raised to back down from a fight either. He could tuck tail and run back home, abandon his apartment, put his dreams on hold. Or he could make the best of a bad situation. It wasn’t clear to him just what that might look like but he was willing to try it.

“I can’t hear you, Mr. Granger. Are we in agreement?”

Andy flared his nostrils, wanted to slap the shit-eating grin off the bastard’s face. But he realized at that moment that if he wanted to win this fight, it wouldn’t be with strength. The doctor had that department covered. No, if he wanted to beat this cock-sure, misogynistic asshole he was going to have to be more cunning than him. And the beginning of a plan was starting to form in his mind. “I agree,” he said, shrugging his shoulders and even managing a smile.

“Good, that’s very good. I think you won’t regret that decision Mr. Granger.”

He wouldn’t, he thought to himself, but Dr. Parker might.

As the doctor left the room, he started laughing again. He paused and stopped his giggling long enough to say, “I’m going to take the rest of the day off so I want you to stay and answer the phones.”

After work, on the way to the train station, wearing his own clothes again, Andy’s thoughts raced, a million different ideas rushing through like a waterfall, until a plan started to gel. A plan that would take some serious balls to pull off, but if it worked he was going to be in a very dominant position over Dr. Douchebag.

A tap on his shoulder interrupted his scheming.

The same man from that morning was standing there, smiling at him. “Excuse me,” he said, “I left my wallet in a cab, and–”

Andy pushed the man back, and said in a voice loud enough that the people around him could hear, “Get the fuck away from me, asshole. You already ran your little scam on me this morning. I’m not going to fall for it twice.”

The man’s fake smile disappeared and his eyes shifted from side to side.

He raised his voice even more, “You should be ashamed of yourself trying to take advantage of people’s generosity.”

The man turned and started to walk away quickly, avoiding the stares of everyone around.

Andy couldn’t believe the nerve of some people. Were there no decent human beings left in the world? His phone rang. He saw it was his mother and considered letting it go to voicemail but she was probably just wanting to know how his first day went. He didn’t want to answer, didn’t want to have to lie to her. But sometimes you had to do things you didn’t want to.

Putting on his best happy face, he answered, “Hi, Mom.”

They spoke for a while, his mother telling him about how things were going at home, how their dog was doing, that they missed him but were happy he was doing what he wanted, making his own way in the world.

When they hung up, he was in a better mood. And even more, he knew exactly what he was going to do. A smile crept across his face as he walked the rest of the way to the train.
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The next day he showed up at the office wearing a skirt so short if he bent over the slightest bit, anyone standing behind him would get a perfect shot of the black panties barely covering his ass. On the walk from the train station to the office that morning, he felt the cool air against the freshly shaved skin between his legs and it started to make him hard. He savored the looks of all the men staring at his new outfit, a short skirt and tight-fitting top he’d picked up at the mall. At least he could be thankful to the doctor for making him realize he felt so right about dressing as a woman.

Andy made sure to get there extra early to get things set up and by the time the doctor strolled in that morning he was sitting behind the receptionist desk, waiting, trying to cool the nerves in the pit of his stomach that threatened every moment to morph into a full-blown panic attack. But he wasn’t going to let anything—especially not some jittery butterflies—get in the way of his plan for the good doctor.

Andy stood up and came out from behind the desk, letting the doctor see his new outfit.

Dr. Parker’s eyes widened as he stared at him. “I see you haven’t changed your mind about our little arrangement, Mr. Granger. You made the right decision.” He walked closer to him, staring at his padded chest. “And I have to admit, you don’t look half-bad.”

Andy forced a smile. He looked better than half-bad. He looked absolutely stunning, and he knew it. Any doubts about what he was going to do quickly left his mind as a wave of confidence enveloped him.

He straightened his tie for him and ran his hand slowly down the doctor’s muscular chest, over his chiseled abs, and down between his legs, cupping his package for a moment, smiling at him.

Then slowly he lifted the front of his skirt up to show him his freshly shaved legs and black thong panties. Being close to him was actually turning him on and he felt the tingling already building inside him. “I shaved everything for you, just like you asked,” he said.

The doctor grinned, looked down, and nodded. “I see that.” He ran a finger along the edge of Andy’s panties, before slipping it inside, touching his hardening dick. “And you’re enjoying it I see,” he said.

Andy moaned as Dr. Parker fondled his cock. This part wasn’t even acting. Something about him turned Andy on to no end. He wanted the doctor to fuck him so bad. Take that perfect cock of his and ride him like there was no tomorrow. Make himself come all over it, make him his little fuck toy.

“Are you ready,” Andy said, “for your morning blow job, Doctor?”

Dr. Parker took his hand out of Andy’s panties, saying, “Mr. Granger, I was skeptical about you at first but I can see now you’re going to do just fine here.”

“I want to do the best job I can, Doctor. Meet you in Exam Room 2 in five minutes?” And without waiting for a response, Andy turned and slowly walked away from him, letting his ass waggle back and forth, giving the doctor a good view of what was to come, his heart beating faster than a field mouse being stalked by a tom cat.

Once inside Exam Room 2, he quickly checked his phone that he’d setup on the shelf earlier, turned the camera on, then sat down on the bed, rehearsing in his mind what he was going to say.

Adrenaline was pumping through him but he steeled himself, ready to do whatever it took to make this work. He leaned back on the bed, crossed his legs, and waited.

When the Doctor came in, he could see his rock hard dick through the front of his pants. Dr. Parker walked up in front of him, his hands on his hips, not saying anything, waiting for him.

It’s go time, he thought.

“Dr. Parker?” he said.

“What?” The doctor was staring at Andy’s crotch.

“I think I’m having second thoughts about this,” he said.

Dr. Parker sighed, shook his head, then unbuttoned the front of his pants.

Andy uncrossed his legs and continued, “How do I know you’ll keep your word that if I fuck you I’ll get to keep my job?”

The doctor pulled out his cock, started stroking it. “I’m a man, sweetie-pie. And a man always keeps his word. Like I said before, you do everything I ask: blowjobs, fucking whenever I want, then you have a job for the summer. I guarantee it.”

He pulled his pants and underwear down, presenting Andy his huge cock. “But I don’t have time for any bullshit. What’s it going to be?”

Andy climbed down off the exam table and got down on his knees in front of him. He was even more turned on now, and he reached between his legs, touching his own dick, through his panties. “You make me so excited,” Andy said, then started to lick Dr. Parker’s balls, taking one into his mouth, sucking it, then moving on to the other.

“And your cock—” It really was a thing of beauty, even if it was attached to a douche bag. “—it’s so fucking big.”

As he stroked his shaft up and down with his small hand, he tugged at himself with short, fast strokes, getting closer to climax.

Dr. Parker grabbed the back of his hair, pulled his mouth onto the tip of his cock and started to have his way with Andy.

Andy moaned; the dick buried deep into his throat muffled the sounds he made. Spit streamed out of his mouth and dripped off his chin. This was the hottest he’d ever felt in his life.

Andy collected some spit off his chin on to his finger and reached between his legs, pressing it into his ass.

“I want you to fuck me,” Andy said.

“Don’t mind if I do,” the doctor said, pulling Andy up to his feet. Forcefully he turned Andy around, and bent him over the exam table. Then he ripped the thin piece of black material covering Andy’s asshole to the side and pushed the tip of his cock against Andy’s channel.

Doing his best to relax, Andy stroked his shaft, waiting for the doctor to penetrate him.

Slowly, the doctor pressed himself inside Andy, inch by inch, filling him up until he got all the way in. With the same deliberate motion, he pulled out again.

Then he started thrusting harder, holding Andy in place by the hips, his body slapping against Andy’s bare ass with every forceful stroke.

Something in his ass tingled with pleasure, slowly building up as the doctor pounded him. That new feeling of a g-spot in his butt, combined with the thought that he was being fucked like a girl was the most pleasurable thing he’d ever experienced.

Then the tension that had built up between his legs suddenly let loose like a dam bursting. He came hard, moaning and squirming. Warm liquid coated his fingers as he pulled on his cock.

Almost in unison with Andy’s orgasm, the doctor roared and with one last hard thrust, Andy could feel the doctor coming inside him, filling his passageway with warm semen.

After he finished coming, the doctor slapped Andy on the ass and watched the cum leak out of him.

Dr. Parker grinned at Andy. “I could get used to this.” He wiped himself off, got his pants back up and as he was leaving the room, the good doctor said, “Make me some coffee sweetheart. I’m beat.”

Andy’s heart raced as he used a paper towel to wipe the cum off his ass and then his own mess he’d made on the exam table. It was amazing how he could dislike Dr. Parker’s personality so much yet be so turned on by his body. Then he reached up to get the phone he hid earlier. It was still recording, and he blew a kiss at the screen before hitting stop. Perfect. Of course, he emailed a copy to himself and one to a friend back home, just in case, with a note not to look at in unless it was necessary. There was no point in going to all this trouble and not keeping some insurance.

Andy straightened his skirt, fixed his hair and pulled his shoulders back before he strutted out of the exam room and into the reception area to take a seat behind the front desk.

Dr. Parker looked at him, frowning. “Did you forget something?”

Andy put on his most innocent smile for him. This was going to be good. “I don’t think so.”

“The fucking coffee. I just asked you two seconds ago.”

Still with the smile, “I heard you.”

“So?”

Andy rose from the desk and sauntered over to Dr. Parker, then gave him a little smack on that perfect, muscular ass. “So you can make it yourself.”

The look on his face was priceless, and Andy wished he had his camera out to capture it. Dr. Parker’s ears turned red first and then it spread to his entire face until he’d taken on a nice crimson hue. This was a man who had taken too much testosterone and the rage that was spewing out of his pores was the proof.

“What the fuck did you just say?” he screamed at him, spit flying.

Andy took a few steps back. “You heard me.” Still confident but his heart pounded, nevertheless. The man wasn’t looking particularly stable at the moment.

“What the fuck is this?”

“This is me,” he said, “giving you a little taste of your own medicine. From now on you can make your own coffee because things are going to be different around here.”

“Get the fuck out of here. You’re fired!”

“Am I? I don’t think so. First, I’ll go to the police. You’ll be arrested, lose your license, your business. And once you’re in jail, I’ll sue you for everything you own.”

Dr. Parker’s face softened then, turning into a smile. “Wow,” he said. “You really are that naïve aren’t you? Just a little farm boy in the big city.” Now he was laughing. “Oh man. That’s rich.”

“I don’t know why you’re laughing,” Andy said.

“Because nobody will believe you.”

“Really? I have a video—” He held up the phone. “—that says otherwise.”

He pressed play and when Dr. Parker heard what was on it a switch flipped in him and he grabbed the phone from Andy, snapped it in half and threw it against the wall, shattering it into a million pieces.

But Andy kept his cool still. “Breaking it won’t matter. I made copies. And if anything happens to me, people will know.”

Dr. Parker’s shoulders slumped then; he sighed, shook his head before sitting down behind the desk, resting his face in his hands.

“Just relax,” Andy said. “Everything’s going to be okay. I hate to see you all depressed. It’s not very sexy. I need you to keep up your manly disposition you know? I’m going to keep working here. I’ll get a raise of course. No, actually you’ll make me partner—fifty, fifty. Your company—excuse me, our company—will pay for my college, and then med school. Then you’ll help me start my own clinic.”

“Fuck me,” Dr. Parker said, the words barely audible.

Andy smiled. “That’s what I was going to say next.” He put his hand on Dr. Parker’s shoulder. “And the best part is you’re going to be my little sex toy.”

He kissed Dr. Parker’s cheek and grabbed his cock. “Starting right now.”

THE END
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