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Synopsis




"An unexpected twist of fate ignites a forbidden love between a student and his seductive professor."

In a world he always felt comfortable in writing, academia, and introspection, Cary, an infatuated, naive virgin eighteen-year-old student, uncovers his sordid desires under the guidance of his dominant, seductive literature professor, Mrs Delgado.

Caryâ€™s forbidden passions ignite under gentle pressure, sometimes not so mild. Will he sacrifice what was once sacred, his masculinity, for a taste of his English Professor? Will he let her turn him into her and her husband, Jerryâ€™s sissy cuckold?

He must decide, give up his masculinity, and succumb to Mrs. Delgadoâ€™s forbidden desire to feminize him and offer him to her husband, Jerry, to please him. Will Cary give in? Surrender his masculinity and embrace his feminine side to win her admiration, or leave and forget her?


Chapter One

In my wildest imagination, I could not have imagined ever, not in a million years, that a sexy, sophisticated, brilliant woman like Mrs. Delgado would fall for me. Professor Delgado was older, not like sixty or anything. She was thirty-five. That’s young. Not old. Not even middle-aged. But compared to my eighteen years, she was older. Mrs. Delgado was my literature professor, and being my major was English, her opinion was super important to me. Over my freshman year in college, it went from an infatuation to love to blind obedience.

I love to write, so I’ve always kept a diary. My diary after the first day of English class: Professor Delgado is perfect. She’s my dream come true. But what could a woman like her see in me? Everything about her is the embodiment of a Goddess. Her figure is flawless. I want to run my hand down the delicate ruffles at her neckline and unbutton her white blouse one button at a time. Then, I run my hand up her thigh, pulling her tight black skirt…. I never finished that entry. Instead, I darted to the bathroom, put two fingers around my cock, and relieved the sexual tension.

That first semester blended into a monotonous routine. One thing remained constant: Professire Delgado. My lust for her increased each time English came around. When she glided into the lecture hall, everything was right. Watching her hips sway, I heard little of her lectures. She talked. I observed her every step. Memorizing the way her body moved with grace. Sometimes, I’d even practice it at my apartment. Wondering what it felt like to have heavy, mouth-watering breasts jiggling with my every step.

Each day after class, when I got back to my dorm room, I filled my mind with images of Mrs. Delgado and jacked off. Masturbation was the pinnacle of my sexual experience.

I’d commit to asking her out, just for coffee. To talk about my writing career. But I’d always chicken out. Who’d want a five-foot-four, skinny, effeminate nerd like me? Not Mrs Delgado, that’s for sure. On the grapevine, I’d heard she’s married to a pro football player. He wasn’t just any player, an all-pro linebacker, and I’m the furthest thing from that.

That’s why I nearly had a heart attack at eighteen when she asked me for coffee. That was the day our relationship pivoted from a love-stricken eighteen-year-old virgin and his gorgeous professor to a friendship. It wasn’t a date; she offered to buy me coffee to critique my current short story. How could I refuse?

It wasn’t a date, but I considered it a date. I don’t think she did. It was all business. Give me detailed feedback on my short story, then go home—just another student. I braced myself for the conversation. “Cary, give up on your dream of being a best-selling author. This story…. You have no talent. Why not do something practical like an accountant?”

Even before we sat down, coffee in hand, I sensed an unspoken connection between us. Like we were destined for each other. Or I was predestined for her. Looking back, there was. She’d picked me. Then she tricked me into doing something that deep down I wanted more than anything else.


Chapter Two

On our first date, okay, it wasn’t a date. But coffee. Kind of date. I considered it a date. We talked a little about my story. I couldn’t tell you what she said because I fantasized about what we’d do after our date. Looking back, I realize she didn’t care at all about my skills as a writer.

What I do recall was that as the hot coffee warmed my hands, Professor Delgado’s questions seemed to become more and more personal. They were so intimate a hot flush rose from the chest, spreading to the cheeks and causing a tingling sensation all over the body. She probed my sexual life as a detective and might dig for details to convict a murderer. What seemed to be her biggest concern was my sexuality. Why was she so concerned about my sexuality? My stomach tightened, and my heart raced. I wanted to leave. There was nothing to tell. So, I avoided the questions.

I convinced myself she was attracted to me. But why? I wanted to open up and tell her I loved her and do anything for her. But why would she like me?

“Have you ever been with a woman?” she asked. Our eyes locked.

My body tensed up. I broke eye contact and looked at the door. There’s nothing to tell. I had no experience. None.

“A man?”

“No!” My lips finally moved. Technically, that’s the only sexual experience I’ve had with my body.

“So you’re a virgin? No sexual experience at all.”

My palms were sweaty now, and I wanted to cover my face. Unless you considered masturbation experienced, then I was a man of the world. Many times over. Hell, I might even hold a world record or something.

I wanted to lie. Makeup some wild stories of conquest. Tell her I love her. Tell her I’d do anything for her. But her curiosity caused me so much embarrassment that I couldn’t speak. Out of nowhere, she opened up, revealing her struggles at home. The rumors were true: she was married to a football player. But they were separated. “He did something…. He had a request. It made me feel uneasy. I threw him out. But I love him.”

She didn’t tell me what it was. I’d find out later she wasn’t separated at all. That was the lure. The bait that drew me into her trap.

She sighed. “I need a friend, Cary. I need someone to talk to. When I read your story, I thought maybe…. You were so sensitive. It seemed like you were a good listener. So…. I’m sorry if I was too probing and made you feel uncomfortable. I think society is so black and white about sexuality….”

She went into a speech, and I wanted to tell her. “I’ll do anything for you, Mrs Delgado.” It wouldn’t be long before she’d test that thought.

Looking back, I was naïve. Small town farm boy. She gazed at me with a thoughtful expression. “I see something in you,” she finally said, her voice trailing. “I know this sounds strange, but I need a BFF. You’d be like a girlfriend to me, someone I could talk to. Want to come to dinner with me?”

How could I possibly say no?

We left and went to dinner. Mrs. Delgado ordered for me, which made me feel uncomfortable, but she was paying for it, so I kept my mouth shut. After eating, she ordered another drink, her third, and ordered me dessert—ice cream. Chocolate mint chip.

Then things took an unexpected turn. Her estranged husband, Jerry, showed up. He kissed her. Not a friendly kiss. Not a kiss a separated couple might make. But a deep, passionate kiss. Tension filled the air.

I ate my ice cream as they whispered. They were glancing subtly at me. They seemed to be talking about me. Both are licking their lips, their eyes full of lust and craving like I was a meal to be devoured. As much as I wanted to ignore it all and move on, it was impossible not to feel self-conscious. I felt like a piece of meat. But, deep down, I enjoyed it. There was a part of me that enjoyed being the center of attention. Besides, I’d do anything for time with Mrs. Delgado.


Chapter Three

The day after my coffee “date” with Professor Delgado, I walked into the cafeteria; everyone had a look of envy plastered on their faces. My reputation as a loser that followed me from the small, remote farming town in western New York was gone. In its place were comments about me being a cougar hunter. And everyone, even some of the other professors, joined in the joke about my “sugar mama.”

From that day forward, we had coffee. Then lunch. I couldn’t help but notice how she seemed more and more at ease with me as time passed. Then, one day, we found ourselves back at her place. We talked. Or she mainly spoke about her husband. How much she missed him. How she’d do anything for him. Yet, she wanted to move on. If we weren’t talking seriously, we laughed. We seemed to have the same sarcasm in our bones.

Days passed. I wondered how it would feel to be in her arms, to forget my small-town origins, and to lose myself in the heat of her embrace. I wanted to reach out and hold her. Play it cool, I told myself.

Weeks passed.

The desire for her would flood through me as I watched her talk. She was my drug of choice, intoxicating me. Burning in me was a raw desire that threatened to consume me.

Two months passed.

My infatuation had grown into an uncontrollable obsession.

Another month. I hoped to tell her I’d do anything for you. The words were there on the tip of my tongue.

We returned to her place almost every day. I wanted to kiss her. Touch her. I couldn’t take my eyes off her gorgeous tits. I wanted to feel them. Hell, I wanted to feel anyone’s tits. I didn’t know what to do. Could I do anything? She was separated. No! I’d let her make the first move. I wanted her to make the first move.

Then, one day, things were different. Usually, our conversations were upbeat. Happy. Positive. That day, she buried her head in her hands, shaking her head. “I don’t know what to do. How could he? I mean, like guys? Can you believe a guy would want to dress up like a girl?”

“What?”

It seemed her husband had a dark secret. A fetish for crossdressers. He wanted her to play along, to indulge in this taboo cosplay. Why was she telling me this? “I threw him out when I found out. Do you think some guys would want this?”

“No, I don’t think so.” I never imagined that this was something people did. Couples? Somehow, I knew I would. I’d have done anything for Mrs. Delgado if I had been more observant of something besides Mrs. Delgado, her tits, her eyes. Her. I’d have realized Mr. Delgado hadn’t moved out.

She ignored me for a week. Was she embarrassed? I wanted to beg. Please invite me over. I tried hundreds of times to tell her I didn’t want to be your friend. I wanted to be something more. But alas, she was forbidden fruit. She was married, and I had no experience with women. Why would a woman like her go for me?


Chapter Four

I jacked off thinking about her like a hundred thousand times in three months. Is that a record? A world record? I even watched some porn about crossdressers and wondered what I’d look like in a dress. I‘d do it for her.

In class, she wouldn’t look at me. Had I done something wrong? I tried talking to her, but she turned her back and walked away.

Then, out of the blue, she asked me to come over that evening. I wasn’t saying no. Mrs. Delgado invited me over, and by that time, I was putty in her hand to be molded however she desired. My cock was hard all day thinking about it. When I got to her house, we sat side by side on the couch, as always. Then she leaned in, grabbed my chin and kissed me. We made out for what seemed like an eternity. Then she talked about her husband—his kinky desires. “I don’t know what to do. I enjoyed myself. Maybe you should go home. I’m sorry.”

I went home.

Every day for a week, we made out. Talked. I didn’t mind when she said I was the only one that cared about her. Or that she could trust me. She needed a friend like me. As we talked, I could see the desperation in her eyes, searching for a release from the weight of her husband’s demands. With each kiss and touch, I stared at her tits. Her breasts were round and full, and she stretched the fabric of her white blouse as she leaned forward. The tops peeked out from her unbuttoned blouse.

She asked if I wanted to touch them. “No, I can’t let you. I’m married. It wouldn’t be right.”

I went home.

The next night was the same deal. Talk. Make out. Me fantasizing about touching her tits. Then she said, “You can if you want. But through her blouse. I’m not comfortable being married and letting another man play with them. Not yet, anyway.”

I couldn’t believe it. Professor Delgado was gorgeous. Smart. What did she want with me? My hand shook. Gently, I brushed them through the fabric; they were soft. “Go on. I do you a favor, and you do one for me, okay?” I wasted no more time and grabbed a handful.

The next day, the same thing happened. We talked—the conversation took a slight turn. “Jerry plays for the pro team. He’s a national figure. He’s in the news all the time, and if it ever got out that he’s into sissies, guys. He’s not gay. A little bi, I think. But.... What do you think I should do?”

I never answered. I didn’t know what to do. I just wanted to make out with her, feel her tits, even through her clothing. We chatted and made out, and she let me touch them. My cock got hard. Our routine for the next two weeks was the same. Chatting. Making out and feeling her up. “Someday, I might need you to do a favor for me.”

My response came easily. “I’ll do anything for you, Mrs. Delgado.”

“Anything?”

I went home and jacked off.


Chapter Five

Then, one night, she crossed a line I never thought was there. I never imagined even being there. Little did I know, Ms. Delgado had picked me out not for my writing but had concocted a scheme to turn me into a femboy and offer me up to her estranged husband. She planned to dress me up, all so she could serve me to her husband on a silver platter.

We chatted—same conversation. “I don’t know what to do. Jerry plays for the pro team, and if it ever got out that he’s into sissies, guys. He’s not gay. A little bi, I think. But.... What do you think I should do? I had never feminized a man before. Have you ever thought about it? Or like worn panties?”

“What?” I’m confused. Surprised. But this was Professor Delgado—my dream woman. I’d do anything for her. But this? I lied. “Uh, no….”

“I understand. I wish…. I don’t know. I just wanted to try it. I mean…. That’s a shame. I just thought. Well, that you’d do me a favor. Cary, I think that I’m going to have to end our friendship-”

I couldn’t let that happen. No! “I never have. But that doesn’t mean I wouldn’t. I mean, just to try it. Not for me. But you.”

Her coy demeanor changed. All of a sudden, she got demanding. Controlling. “Good. You need to strip. Get those clothes off. Shave and…. I mean, shave. Every strand of hair off that body. Face. Arms. Legs. Chest. Ass. No stubble. Smooth like a girl. Leave that mop of hair for me to deal with. You let it grow out for me, I see. Wash it. Use the conditioner.”

My jaw dropped open. I was confused. Yet I wasn’t. I wasn’t gay. I was helping Mrs Delgado work through some of her marital issues. After all, she let me touch her tits. She was my friend, and friends help friends. Maybe if I supported her, we’d be more than friends. Still, I hesitated.

Mrs. Delgado, sensing my confusion, stood, grabbed my chin, and kissed me. Driving her tongue into my mouth like she owned it. “Please, Cary, do it for me.” She unbuttoned her blouse slowly, one button at a time. She slipped one arm out, then the other. Her bra was black, lacey, and see-through. Her nipples were gorgeous. “I’ll let you see them if you strip.”

“You want me to strip. Right here? Then shave?”

She teased the bra strap. “Get naked. I want to see your dick. Show me, and this comes off.” She snapped her bra strap.

I’d never gotten naked so fast; I stripped like a thousand fire ants were crawling through my clothes. I stood there nude, my little sissy cock throbbing. Mrs Delgado studied my erection. “You know Jerry has a huge cock. Not like that. Are you embarrassed by it? I bet you are. Jerry’s is big. A man’s cock. That thing there is like a sissy’s cock. Wanna see?”

What do I say to that? A wave of hot, prickly shame washed over my entire body.

She studied it. “No wonder you never got laid.”

When she said those words, it was as if her hands were squeezing my innards, twisting them into a physical manifestation of being publicly shamed. The question was: why did I like it?

I felt as big as my cock—small and pathetic. Still, I wanted to see her tits. She grabbed her phone and pulled up a picture. Jerry stood naked. Posing. All muscle. Broad shoulders. Muscular chest. Big, thick cock. Looking at Jerry, I knew I’d never have Mrs. Delgado. My skin feels prickly, and I feel like a dick pic was being sent to every phone on the planet. Like a public service message, everyone was laughing at my little wiener. I’m humiliated. But I remained standing there. Waiting. But for what?

“Ever fuck a girl? Has a girl other than me seen that pathetic thing?”

I shook my head. There was no way I was telling her about my first girlfriend. Her reaction was about the same as Mrs. Delgado’s. But she told everyone. I was the butt of a hundred thousand jokes. I never dated again.

“Well, it’s not much use to you or anyone else. Maybe you have something else that is of use.”

I’m pretty sure I knew what she was talking about. But maybe I misread her.

She reiterated her demands. “Shave, and when you get back…. Hurry up. Be smooth. I want to see what this feminization stuff is all about.”

I shaved. Making sure I was smooth—anything for Mrs. Delgado. When I got back, Mrs Delgado was holding panties in her hand. “Put these on.”

She had me in her spell, and I could not ignore her request. The panties were pink, a thong, and they weren’t hers. Mrs Delgado had wider hips, and mine were slender. Had she planned this?

“I don’t know. I’m not sure.” The words didn’t match my feelings. My cock expressed what I’d be doing next when it bounced with a strange desire to feel them on me.

I started to justify my actions then. I wanted to understand what women think when they are in them. How did they feel? Sexy? Aroused? It would be good writing practice. I‘d go home and describe it. Good writing practice. It’s a school project. This was for Mrs. Delgado. I grabbed them. “Do you think my cock will fit?”


Chapter Six

“I think we can manage it. So, no worries, darling. It’s not much of one, anyway. Might as well be a girl.”

What? What was that supposed to mean? Was I being played? Tricked into crossdressing? I didn’t care. I slipped into them. My little cock barely stretched the silky fabric. Strangely, the soft, lacy fabric felt like a gentle caress and felt fantastic. Even though it was just me and Mrs. Delgado in the room, I felt like I was standing in a room full of people, completely naked. Everyone’s judging me. They are all laughing. Pointing. In my mind, I hear words like: “Sissy.” “Faggot.” Every word directly hits my core. I’m defenseless and exposed. Yet, oddly aroused. I liked this.

My cock hardened. I glanced down, willing it to grow more. Hoping the power of positive thought will add about six inches so that I can compete with Jerry Delgado. No such luck; I’m a man with a little dick standing in front of a gorgeous woman, and I’m aroused at doing something so forbidden. I didn’t want to take them off.

“Tuck your cock back.”

I did.

“You look amazing. I think I like this. How about you?”

“Uh yeah. I guess. If you do?”

“Try this?” She handed me a matching pink bra.

“A bra? I don’t have tits? But I’ll put it on if that’s what you want me to do. I guess.”

“Yes. That’s what I want.” Gone was the gentleness of her voice. The sweetness. She was direct and demanding, and oddly, it aroused me.

I grabbed it. It was lacey and pink. I stared at it. “I….”

She helped me into it, stepped back, and studied me. “We fix that long hair of yours, maybe some makeup, and you’re going to be our sexy little girl.”

“Girl? I’m a guy?”

“Not anymore. At least for me. Understand?”

I couldn’t say no to her. I nodded.

She guided me into the bedroom. I stood in front of her makeup table, looking at the bottles of flesh-colored products. The brushes. The pallets of colors. “Mrs. Delgado. I can’t.”

She smacked my ass. “I’m going to make you sexy. That’s it. You said you’d do me a favor. I let you play with my tits. You want to be sexy, right?”

"Uh….Uh…"

“You promised, just for the afternoon. Let me turn you into a pretty girl. A sissy femboy. Let me try.”

“Sissy? Femboy?”

She smacked my ass again. “Sit down. Or I’ll find another friend. Do you like our chats? You like playing with my titties?”

I did, so I sat. I was under her spell. There was no turning back. Mrs. Delgado went to work. She started with what she called foundation—patting it and blending it until I had an even complexion. In a flurry of activity, she used eyeshadow to create a smoky look on my eyes. I couldn’t believe how pretty I was becoming. The mascara and eyeliner made my eyes look sultry and, well, slutty. As she transformed me, she chatted about all the things she wanted to do with me now that I was her “sissy femboy.”

I’m uncomfortable. But slowly, the discomfort was replaced with excitement as Mrs. Delgado worked her magic on me; I was caught up in how good I looked. After pulling my hair back into two ponytails, I looked like a slut. Ready for action.

Done, she guided me to a mirror. “Tell me you don’t like being a slut?”

“Oh my gosh,” I exclaimed, “I look beautiful!”

She handed me a schoolgirl outfit.

“Then can we have you know? You said?”

“Sex? She grabbed my little dick. I’m sorry, princess, but that little thing won’t do diddly squat for me. But there are things you can do for me that will please me, maybe even more. I would never lie to my little sissy girl. Now, would I?”


Chapter Seven

I put on the schoolgirl uniform. First, the white-collared blouse. Then, the blue and green plaid skirt. The white knee-high socks are next, followed by the black shoes she called Mary Jane’s. It was strange, but….But it felt right. It felt good because as I slipped each item of clothes over my skin, Mrs. Delgado’s eyes lit up with pleasure.

When dressed, I fidgeted. Unsure of how to stand or what to say. “Now?” I asked.

“Now.” She said. She picked up her phone and dialed. “She went for it, and she’s ready.” She turned to me and said to whoever was on the other end of the phone. “You are going to be pleased. I know how to pick ’em.” There’s a pause. “Got her dressed up in a schoolgirl outfit. Pony tails. Just how you like them.”

Minutes later, Jerry, her football player husband, entered. He kissed Mrs. Delgado. It wasn’t a friendly kiss. It was the kiss of lovers. Then they stood hand in hand, devouring me.

Jerry broke the silence, “Damn, it never ceases to amaze me. You are an artist. This is the best sissy yet. I hope she performs as well as she looks.”

My mouth dropped open. Performed? Do they expect me to dance? Do a cheer? What?

Mrs. Delgado glanced at me. “She better.”

“What? I’m not sure…. What are you talking about?”

“Relax, slut. We know what we’re doing. And you can hide your feelings from yourself. But not me. I know a sissy when I see one. You can deny your desire to serve us. But the cock, what little flesh there is. No matter how small or big, it never lies. I saw how it pulsed, spilled precum out of it as I feminized you—humiliated you.

“What? What’s that supposed to mean? I have a dick! I’m not what you think I am!”

Mrs. Delgado laughed. “Oh? And what do I think you are? You have a sissy clitty. I know you want to be feminized as much as we do. As much as Jerry does. And I know you want to be my special friend. Then, do what I ask. Or go. No more coffee. No more lunches. No more playing with my tits. Besides, what choice do you have with a little clitty like that?”

“I.....” I’m not sure what to say. My body tensed up, trying to fend off the embarrassment, the shame of being dressed up like a girl. A slutty girl. And yet, I find the feeling of being exposed exciting. I surrendered, “What do I have to do?”

“You do whatever my husband and I want you to do till I say go home. From now until I release you, you are our little sissy slut.”

“All afternoon?”

“All afternoon. All night. Till his passions are quenched, he can go multiple times. Please do this for me. Please. You said you wanted to lose your virginity.” Mrs. Delgado said.

“Yeah, I said that…. I said it to you in confidence. But…. Not how you’re thinking.”

Mrs Delgado brushed her hand on my cheek. “Honey, you look so good. So pretty. Why waste it?”

Jerry chimed in, “So pretty, babe.”

Mrs Delgado said, “Go with it, sissy. I watched you as I feminized you. I saw how your eyes lit up when you saw yourself in the mirror. All pretty.”

Jerry said, “You’re so sexy, babe. Let Daddy show you how to be a good girl.”

I turned toward Mrs. Delgado. “I’m not a girl. I never considered getting fucked like a girl before.”

“Honey, when you looked in the mirror, you saw what I saw. A girl. A beautiful girl. Now all you have to do…. Break in the new you. The sissy. The slut. And get fucked like never before. Like a girl.”


Chapter Eight

She stepped toward me, hugged me, pulled me in, and pressed her tits into my arm, making me believe there still was a chance for us.

“I don’t know. I’m a virgin.” I had no idea what to do. None. Mrs. Delgado did looking back, I have doubts about that.

She positioned herself behind me, wrapped her arms around me, pressing her heavy tits into my back. Then she put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down. “Right where a sissy slut should be.”

“What?” I glanced back up at her.

Jerry stepped forward. His crotch was right in front of my eyes.

“What do you mean?” I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “You want me to…. Do what?” But I knew what I was supposed to do. I’m naive. But…. With a man? I stared at Jerry’s hard, meaty cock, ready for me beneath his pants. How the hell was I going to…. With that monstrosity.

“Yes, slut.” Jerry grabbed my chin, forcing me to look up into his eyes. “I know guys like you. You’re a sissy. You have always wanted to suck a dick, haven’t you?”

Mrs. Delgado whispered in my ear. “You’re so pretty. Please.”

“But…” My mind raced. This couldn’t be happening, could it? I took a deep breath, my heart pounding even harder. What was shocking? My cock swelled and dribbled precum.

“Be a good girl for me.” Mrs. Delgado said, kneeling beside me, admiring the sight of me kneeling before her husband. “Now show him what a good little cocksucker you are.”

What do I say? Do I run? I glanced at the door.

“Go if you want. But we are no longer friends then. You said you’d do me a favor. This is it.”

Technically, I never said that, or did I. I paused as Jerry stripped off his shirt.

Mrs Delgado said. “Two choices. Leave or please.”

I’m unsure where it came from, but I know it was the correct answer. And it felt good to say when it spilled out of my mouth, “Yes, ma’am.” I swallowed hard.

Jerry kicked off his pants and underwear, revealing a rock-hard erection pointing at me like a divining rod. It twitched, demanding my attention. It stirred something inside me. I was drawn to it like a moth to a flame. But I turned my head away, knowing if I looked at it, I’d be addicted to dick forever. I’d never ger enough. I’ds be a slut. A cock slut. A cumslut. I’d give up all pretense of reluctance, of the thought that I was being forced. The fact was being compelled to suck it turned me on. Not only did I want to swallow his massive cock, but I wanted to ne forced to do it. It’s something I craved. So I said. “No. I’m not that kind of girl.”

Mrs. Delgado laughed. Jerry laughed. “Girl, huh? You’re already settling into your new role here and becoming a sissy slut.”

I realized what I’d said, keeping my head turned. “I’m not a girl.”

“Look at it. Look at your new purpose in life.” Mrs. Delgado commanded. I met Jerry’s lust-filled gaze.

As I reached out, my palms were already slick with sweat. I wrapped my hand around Jerry’s erection. It was a sizzling, thick, and throbbing piece of flesh. A pulse beat against my palm as I stroked its length. I’d played with myself before. Jerry’s cock swallowed my hand. There’s a suffocating sensation running through me, leaving me feeling inferior as a man. My fingers covered half, only half its length, while when I masturbated, I only needed two fingers. I feel flawed. Humiliated, as I realized with a man like this, there never was a chance that Mrs. Delgado ever would go for me. But could I still please her?

“Oh, that’s beautiful, Cary. Now show your mommy how good you are with your little mouth.”

“Mommy?” I stroked his cock. I let go of my guy persona. I drifted into my role as a girl. As I evolved into the innocent schoolgirl, his cock felt right in my hands. What would an innocent schoolgirl do? No, maybe a nasty little schoolgirl? She’d swallow his cock and love it. So, in keeping with my role, I couldn’t believe I was about to do this. I leaned forward. I opened my mouth. I took the head of Jerry’s cock between my lips and kissed it gently, my tongue swirling around the sensitive flesh. My cock pulsated in the panties. I couldn’t believe it. Having another guy’s flesh filling my mouth, pressing against my tongue, was incredible. But I wasn’t Cary. Cary, the guy. I was Cary the slut. Somewhere between a guy and a girl. A sissy.

“Fuck yeah.” Jerry groaned, letting out a long, low moan. “Take it, slut.”

Mrs. Delgado said, “Oh yeah. You’re a natural!”

Jerry grabbed Mrs. Delgado’s chin and kissed her as I licked his head. “This is the best one ever.”

I watched the two kiss, wishing it was me. Wishing my lips were Jerry’s.

Mrs. Delgado looked down and said. “Did I tell you to stop? Kiss the tip. Then, run your tongue up and down the shaft. No. Slower. Like it’s a lollipop. Yeah, like that.”

I grew more aroused by Mrs. Delgado’s commands. I licked, kissed, and slobbered on Jerry’s cock. “Now for the fun part. Open your mouth. Swallow it. Keep going till you have swallowed it all.”

I opened my mouth. Swallowed. Choked. Back at it. Swallowed. Gagged. I took more of it into my mouth each time as I bobbed my head up and down. Jerry moaned. Mrs Delgado cheered me on.

“Oh god,” Jerry groaned. “She’s such a dirty little slut.”

I imagined myself as a cheap slut, dressed up at a costume party, taking all the guys. One by one.

Mrs. Delgado laughed, her fingers digging into my hair. She pushed the back of my head. “I said all of it!”

She drove my head forward, forcing her husbands’s cock deep into my throat. “You love it, don’t you, whore? Admit it, you love being my little cocksucker and taking care of business. Admit it.”

I couldn’t answer. I had eight or nine inches of flesh buried in my throat, too consumed, having too much fun. It was fucking hot that Mrs Delgado was enjoying this just as much as Jerry. And I realized then that I wanted it, too. As Mrs Delgado urged me on, the thoughts of her and me doing it faded. My mind filled with thoughts of pleasing Jerry. Making him cum.

When he moaned, I kept doing what I was doing.

When his muscles tensed, I sucked harder.

My dreams shifted. I could care less about getting to feel Mrs. Delgado’s boobs and focused on Jerry’s cock. As he looked down on me with lust, I loved it. I knew I looked like a sexy slut in my short skirt, my ponytails, and my makeup. I adored the new me.

“You’re doing such a good job, whore. You’re doing a good job for Mommy.”

“Fuck yeah,” Jerry said.

Mrs. Delgado held the back of my head as Jerry bucked, releasing his hot cum deep into my throat. I swallowed the massive load of cum, so I didn’t choke on it.

I stood. I felt like I’d accomplished my mission. Jerry’s cock was still hard. Throbbing. Slick with cum and spit. But ready for more.

Mrs. Delgado said. “I told you. Get on the bed. Now it’s time to break in that sissy hole.”


Chapter Nine

“That was incredible,” Mrs. Delgado breathed, her eyes meeting mine. “You’re such a good little cocksucker.”

I hadn’t reached an orgasm, yet I felt a warm and blissful wave of satisfaction washing over my body, leaving tingling sensations like I’d just had the best orgasm of my life. I felt a twisted sense of pride in what we had just done. I lowered my eyes. “Thank you, Mrs. Delgado.” I didn’t want to spoil the day, I stared at Jerry’s cock. It was still hard, and ready for more. Could I take it? I said. “It’s so big. I’m not sure….”

Mrs Delgado ignored my fears. “Now it’s time for you to show Jerry how good you are with that pretty little sissy pussy of yours.”

I felt gorgeous. Like a girl. As the cum hung in my throat, I realized that the innocent, small-town boy had vanished forever. The room spun as Mrs. Delgado led me to the bed. My heart pounded. How was I going to take that in my ass? I would never admit it, but I’d put a finger or two up my ass before. The orgasms were intense. I imagined what it would feel like with Jerry’s cock rocking my prostrate. My cock twitched at the thought of it. But his cock was thicker than my entire fist. No way! I can’t!

I had to, for Mrs. Delgado. To please her, I’d do it. I’d let a freight train run up into my ass for her.

I couldn’t believe I was going to let another man fuck me. It’s not going to fit. She’ll be disappointed in me. Yet I would never have felt I could get his cock in my mouth, either.

All three of us stood at the edge of the bed. Jerry is on my right. Mrs. Delgado is on my left. Both of them cradled me in between.

“How do you want to do this?” Mrs. Delgado said.

“Uh….”

Mrs. Delgado smacked my ass. “You do what we say. I wasn’t talking to you.”

Jerry said, “From behind. I want to take this little slut from behind. Pound that ass. I want her on her knees.”

Mrs. Delgado rubbed her chin. After thinking momentarily, she said, “Maybe I’ll try out her mouth. See if she can eat pussy like she can eat cock.”

If there wasn’t enough blood in my engorged cock already, more rushed to it, causing a pleasant throbbing sensation. I get to touch her. Touch my Goddess.

Mrs Delgado runs her hand down my shoulder; her touch on my skin, already on fire and sensitive, puts me on the verge of an orgasm. “You want to eat my pussy?”

I nodded.

“Better make me cum.”

I nodded.

Mrs. Delgado stripped. All fears of taking Jerry’s cock vanished. Jerry opened a dresser drawer and tossed a bottle of lube and four different-sized anal probes onto the bed.

I’m on the edge. Edge of pleasing the woman I adore and taking something that might be painful. I am eagerly anticipating both, nonetheless. Pleasure and pain. I’m sacrificing my ass to please my Goddess—a fair trade.

Mrs. Delgado laid on the bed and spread her legs over the edge. She looked at me. “Ever done this before?”

I couldn’t speak.

“Do what I say, then.”

I knelt between her legs. Jerry positioned himself between my legs, and I couldn’t help but gulp as he rubbed his cock between my quivering cheeks. “Please,” I moaned, desperate to…. What? Be fucked? Eat pussy? Or please don’t. I’m not sure.

He chuckled and kicked my knees apart. Mrs. Delgado grabbed my head and pulled me in between her thighs, glistening with wetness, inviting my touch and exploration. But what do I do? Kiss it? Lick it?

Sensing my inexperience, she said. “Put your tongue out and run it over…. Oh shit. My…. My, aren’t we the enthused little slut.” She gripped my head tighter as the first dildo split my ass.

My tongue shot back into my mouth as I grimaced. Mrs. Delgado smacked my head. “Did I tell you to stop?”

As I worshipped my Goddess’s wet, swollen lips, Jerry forced the first of four plastic invaders inside me. I gasped, feeling it stretch me. It hurt, but in a good way, too, like I was being claimed. Marked. Taken. The feeling of Mrs. Delgado’s flesh tightening around my tongue felt warm and moist, pulsating with the desire. A craving need I was creating. It was beyond incredible.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Jerry said as his hand frantically moved forward and back. “You like that, don’t you?”

I nodded. It felt good. I’m not sure which felt better, pleasing Mrs. Delgado. Feeling her slick arousal on my tongue, inviting me to explore the depths of her pussy. Or the pounding I’m taken, the surrendering of my manhood. What was most pleasing about the submission was that I was doing it for my Goddess.

After how long, I’m not sure. But a wider implement of my submission entered my sissy hole, then another and another. Then, there was something thicker, hotter, and alive, probing me from behind. I couldn’t help but moan. My fingernails dug into my palms. I didn’t care. All I could think about was the way he felt inside me and how Mrs. Delgado’s walls melted around my flicking tongue.

“That’s it, sissy,” Mrs. Delgado said. Her already swollen and engorged pussy became even more so. “Take it like the good little slut you are.”

Mrs. Delgado’s howls echoed as her husband pounded me. He gripped my hips tightly, pulling me closer to him with each thrust. The bed squeaked under our weight, and I couldn’t help but wail louder. Mrs Delgado screamed with a primal ferocity. Filled with desire. With pleasure. With a need to release. Release her appreciation onto my tongue.

I was alive. Every time Jerry’s hips slapped my ass, an electric current coursed through me. The air was thick with lust and passion, and I could feel beads of sweat forming on my skin. Beads of sweat trickled down from Mrs. Delgaod’s stomach. Her thighs pressed harder and tighter against my cheeks.

Jerry whispered. “You like this, don’t you? Tell me you do.”

“I love it. I love your dick in my ass.”

Mrs. Delgado grabbed both my ponytails and pulled me back into her.

He picked up his pace, slamming his hips into mine with a force that left me weak in the knees.

“That’s my good girl,” they both said in unison. I’m inspired.

My tongue now experienced where and how to set Mrs. Delgado into a frenzy, cleverly set off a blinding heat inside her.

Behind me, Jerry slapped my ass as he pounded me. “Take it all, baby. Take what you want.”

Our bodies moved in sync like we’d practiced for hours. All three of us lost in rhythm. Mrs. Delgado’s back arched out of the blue, and she pulled me into her moist, swollen, throbbing center. I glanced up. Her face was twisted in pleasure. She closed her eyes and relinquished control to my tongue. I could feel the waves of pleasure coursing through her. Then, a sweet taste filled my mouth. A burst of the most precious fruit exploded on my tongue.

I wanted to savor her. Enjoy the sweetness, but behind me, Jerry jackhammered faster and harder into my ass, inspired perhaps by watching his wife writhe in pleasure. He tensed like he was having a grand mal seizure. His fingers dug into the flesh of my hips.

Mrs Delgado said. “Fill our slut with your seed. Breed her. Claim her as yours. As ours.”

Then the damn burst. He exploded like the force of a hurricane; the warmth and thickness of his sperm inside me were like tiny, pulsating bubbles bursting against the tight throbbing walls of my ass.

Mrs. Delgado stood and disappeared. Moments later, the rhythmic pattering of the shower filled the room like a soft drumbeat. I stood and glanced down at Jerry’s cock. It wasn’t as hard as it was, but I still had something left.

“I’m not done, are you?” Jerry said.

I smiled, knowing I’d have a story to write about when I got home. I grabbed Jerry’s cock with confidence, bringing him to another orgasm, even before Mrs. Delgado had finished her shower. When finally the day ended after many more orgasms, I went home and wrote my first of hundreds of erotic stories.




The End
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