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Mrs. Rochefort moved in next door to me and my mom a few months ago. My parents are divorced, and my father is a deadbeat dad and was greatly relieved when I reached my eighteenth birthday because he could at last stop paying child support. My mom and I were never friendly with any of our neighbors. You know how it is – people are too busy with their own shit these days; social media, “introverting activities,” etc., etc. My sister Deirdre, was five years older than me, married with two kids, and lived on the other side of the country.

But Mrs. Rochefort was special – at least to me anyway. My mom had spoken to her a few times and seemed to hit it off with her. She was about forty years old and divorced, and was a successful CEO for some small company which she owned. I never met Mrs. Rochefort, whose first name was Diane, according to mom.

Me? My name is Nelson, and I just started the spring semester of my junior year. I commute to a local university every day. I was never a “ladies man,” nor much of a dater. I was always awkward around girls. As a high school kid, I had a bad case of acne, wore thick glasses, braces, and got picked on a lot by the jocks and the usual shit heads you could find in a typical suburban high school. I could count on one hand the number of parties I got invited to. After Stacy Selinger’s Bat Mitzvah in eighth grade, it was all downhill from there.

Mrs. Rochefort was a horny virgin’s dream. She had long black hair, parted in the middle, reddish pink lipstick, a nice bustline, and from what I could see spying out of my bedroom window, wore very short business suits to work. She probably had a lot of money judging from the red Ferrari she drove.

My secret desire was to be in a “sugar momma” relationship with a hot older woman – a MILF in other words. Mrs. Rochefort was perfect; she owned her own company, was very alluring, and pretty much kept to herself. I loved mystery. I fantasized about her at night; what I could do with her in the privacy of her boudoir, and what she would do to me. I pictured her in her lingerie; Victoria’s Secret stuff, strutting around me and saying things like “Oh Nelson, you’re too much man for me, I can’t take it anymore,” and “God, you’re such a stud – I want you all for myself.”

I daydreamed about trendy vacations with her to resorts with sandy beaches, European cities, and not getting out of bed until the afternoons. I thought about her during class, when I drove home, and especially at night when I could pleasure myself to these fantasies.

But reality and adult life was there waiting for me after college – the great unknowns about careers, places to live, all that. But for right now my mom liked having me around the house because for one thing, we had a great relationship, and secondly, I was very handy, saving us a lot of money in repairs, and household maintenance.

We lived in a nice neighborhood and had a well-manicured lawn like all the neighbors, and I took care of ours – the weeding, reseeding, the edging, tree trimming, all that.

One Saturday, I had nothing in particular to do, so I decided to wash my 2020 Toyota Camry in the morning. I finished the washing and had the wax can and rag ready to go to work, when I saw Mrs. Rochefort leaving her house. Holy shit! This was it I would finally meet the object of all my fantasies!

She was walking to her car in front of her house when she turned and saw me in the driveway working on my car. She had a big smile on her face as she walked over to me. “Oh hi, you must be Nelson. Your mom Lydia and I talk sometimes, but I’ve never met you. She never told me what a handsome young man you are.”

I gulped and turned red in the face. I blush easily, it was a warm day in April, but still my red face stuck out. I was tongue-tied and thought that whatever I would say would sound dumb.

“Oh, thank you Mrs. Rochefort. It’s nice to finally meet you.” God, I sound like such a jerk!

“Please Nelson, call me Diane.”

“Oh, sorry, Diane.”

She came closer to me, maybe too close for a first social encounter. “Let me get a good look at you,” she said. I thought it was an awkward way to start a conversation, but who cares? She could put her nose against me if she wanted to. She was close enough that I could smell her perfume. I was hard as a rock. I thought my bulging cock would tip her off to my feelings right away. She had to notice. I knew it. For a Saturday, she was dressed for business, classy as hell. She had on a short, black skirt that outlined her perfect butt cheeks.

“You are rather handsome Nelson. I would imagine the girls would be all over you.”

“Uhh . . . . well, not quite. I, uh, study a lot and don’t really have much time for socializing.”

“Oh that’s too bad,” she said, pouting. “Such a waste. You have to get out there. You’re too handsome to just sit around and waste away.” I saw her glancing down at the bulge in my jeans which I tried desperately to hide, but she’s seen it already – too late.

She laughed. “I know that you have it Nelson, you really should use it!” Her tone was seductive, cat-like, got me thinking crazy things. She knew very well what she was doing to me. The angle she stood at gave me a perfect view of her magnificent cleavage. I imagined what those ripe, pink nipples would look like; how they would feel between my fingers, between my lips. As it is, they were erect and screaming to come out of her blouse.

“I’m on my way to work now Nelson, but I’d like to ask you something. Will you be home later tonight, or do you have plans?”

I couldn’t believe this conversation was taking place. “Sure, I’ll be home later. I’ll probably be watching TV with my mom.”

“With your mom? On a Saturday night? You’re what – twenty one?”

“Yes, I’m a senior at Walsh University.”

“Oh, so you commute, do you?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Well, Nelson, it just so happens that I’ll be entertaining later, you know, just some friends, and I think it would be good if you could come over and join our little party. What do you say? That is, if your mom lets you go.”

I felt this a subtle jab at my manhood, and I wasn’t going to let this go unchallenged. “No, it’s fine. I’ll come over. What time would you like me to come?”

“Great! Why don’t you come over about eight o’clock?”

“Okay, eight sounds fine Diane. I’ll see you then. Uh, what should I wear?”

She laughed. “Anything you want to Nelson. See you later. Why don’t you give me your cell phone number, so I can text you, and then you’ll have mine, ok?”

“Sounds good to me.” Holy shit! I thought. The hottest piece of ass in the neighborhood wants my phone number!

She whipped out her phone and texted the number to my phone. After the little “ding,” I had her on my contact list.

“Have a nice afternoon Nelson. Car looks good by the way.”

“Thanks,” I said as she walked down the driveway to her car, watching the breeze blow her long, black, silky hair over her shoulders.

As an afterthought, she turned around to me and said, “You know Nelson, maybe I’ll have you wax my car someday.” Now that was nice of her to say, but of course I was thinking of what else of hers I could wax.

I finished putting the final coat of wax on my car about noon and I was tired. I thought I would try to relax, maybe play some video games before going next door to Mrs. Rochefort. Of course I would have to tell mom I was going out. I wasn’t gonna tell her about my meeting with Mrs. Rochefort, or her invitation.

My bedroom window was on the front of the house, on the second floor, and it afforded me a good look at my driveway and the front of Mrs. Rochefort’s. At six o’clock I saw her Ferrari pull up to the front, and it pulled up more and made a turn into her driveway, presumably to make room for her guests tonight. I wondered what type of business she was in that made her dress up on a Saturday.

But try as I may to relax, I kept thinking about her. I couldn’t get over the fact that such a gorgeous, sexy woman would ever take an interest in me. Before I knew it, I had my cock in my hand, slipping it behind the front of my jeans. I was on my knees in front of my bedroom window, watching her slowly get out of her car. I was fantasizing about this afternoon’s meeting, and I kept stroking myself, the memory of her seductive, cat-like voice coming through, imprinted in my brain. I thought of her cleavage and low cut blouse, her nipples straining to poke out, nice and firm.

I imagined her getting wet from just talking to me. That was enough to set me off. I came into my hand – a mighty burst of my jizz, running between my fingers, dripping onto my carpet.

I cleaned up the goo from my carpet and washed my hands. I planned to wear the jeans tonight that I wore now, checking carefully for any liquid residue on them, but there was none.

My mom called me down for dinner. We made some small talk, and she asked me about my plans for tonight. I made up a bullshit story about going over to my friend’s house to play video games and watch TV.

“You know Nelson” my mom said. “It wouldn’t hurt you to try and find some young lady to date. You’re a junior and I’ve hardly ever seen you go out, especially on a Saturday night. Why is that I wonder? You’re certainly handsome enough that girls would find you attractive.”

I had to come up with an excuse. “I try mom. But the thing is that I commute, and most of the dorm life is something that I’m not a part of. Maybe I should have moved out when I was a sophomore. I would probably have a better social life.”

“Well, maybe you should try harder. The weather is getting warm now. I’m sure you could still find some cute girl on a lunch break outside. You know college is more than books.”

“Okay mom, I suppose you’re right. I could go to some campus parties.”

“Good Nelson, I think you should.”

❤️❤️❤️
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Ipicked out a nice button down shirt to wear from my closet and decided to change into a pair of khaki green dockers and wear my moccasins – casual and neat. I combed my long, brown, shoulder length hair in place. I didn’t usually pay much attention to my looks, but tonight was special. I wondered what sort of social gathering of middle aged people would want a twenty one year old college student. Oh well, I would soon find out. I was horny as fuck. There were cars parked all along the street in front of our houses, so “intimate” wouldn’t properly describe the gathering. I was perhaps delusional, hoping that Mrs. Rochefort wanted me all to herself. Wouldn’t that be nice!

I parked my car a few houses down so my mother would think I was out. Well, I was out, just a bit near home. As I walked over to Mrs. Rochefort’s (Diane’s) house, my heart was beating fast. I tried to get my sexual imagination and my arousal under control. This was just the first of what I hoped would be many more meetings – more intimate meetings.

I rang the bell, and I could hear laughter and music coming from inside the house. After what seemed like an eternity, Diane opened the door.

“Well hello Nelson, I’m glad you could make it.”

I tried to act tough, and suave. “Did you think I wouldn’t come?”

“No Nelson, to tell you the truth, the thought never entered my mind. So, why don’t you come inside, and I’ll introduce you around to my friends. It was like I thought; three middle aged couples. The men were sort of paunchy, with thinning hair, and the women were pretty nice looking – all MILFs, like Diane.

They were talking amongst themselves and regarded me with a sort of curiosity that I picked up on.

Diane stood next to me, and the guests were all seated on a large sofa with drinks in their hands, the women were all smoking long, all-white 120 cigarettes. I should mention here that I had a “thing” for attractive women who smoked the effeminate long, white cigarettes like Virginia Slims. It got me hard right away, to add to the arousal that I had from Diane.

“Okay everyone, this is my new next door neighbor, Nelson,” she said, pointing at the couples from left to right, “This is Carol and Harry, Jane and Fred, and Barbara and Don.”

“Oh how do you do? I said.”

“Nice to meet you Nelson,” Jane said. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

I thought that was an odd way to begin an introduction, but I answered, trying to be polite. “Uh, no I don’t. Not at the moment.”

“Oh that’s too bad,” Jane said, looking at Diane.

Then Carol’s husband Harry chimed in, “I would think there would be lots of pretty girls on campus, Nelson, no? Diane told us that you were a junior in college.”

“Yes, I am, but I guess I haven’t crossed paths with the right one yet,” I said, and they all started laughing.

“That’s okay Nelson,” Don, Barbara’s husband said. “I’m sure we can help that along. You know something,” he said, looking at Diane. “Diane isn’t seeing anybody at the moment. Do you like older women Nelson?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. All these strangers who I just met tonight for the first time taking such an interest in my and Diane’s yet-to-be, if at all sex life – in the same sentence. What about Diane? Did she even enjoy being referred to as an older woman. I didn’t care about her age, even if I was seeing her, but to have someone bring it up like that? Weird. I certainly wouldn’t.

“Well you see,” Diane said, putting her arm around my shoulder, “Nelson and I are just getting to know each other.” Oh my God, I can’t believe she went there! My cock was doing a happy dance in my boxers.

“Nelson,” Diane said. “Why don’t you go up to the bar over there,” pointing to a small bar with two stools sitting in the corner of the room, “and pour yourself a drink, and come join us on the couch.”

“Sure Diane, thank you.” Everyone else had something. Why did I feel like I was “the guest of honor?” Or maybe it was just my imagination. I felt like everyone was watching me as I made my way to the bar. I decided to go with the flow and see where events took me.

Diane and I sat on the edge of the couch. I had a scotch and soda, and Diane had a gin and tonic. She was talking to Carol, a lively blonde with long legs and a big cleavage; in fact, they all had huge tits that looked like they were straining to bust out of their blouses.

They were talking to each other, and Diane got closer to me and placed her hand on my thigh, sneaking a sly peak at my crotch which was bulging by now. A smile crossed her face. The alcohol loosened me up and added to my excitement.

“You know Nelson, this is a special group and it’s actually a part of my business, which, by the way, is very successful,” she spoke quietly to me so the others couldn’t hear our conversation.

“Umm, what exactly is the nature of your business, if you don’t mind me asking Diane?”

Diane gave me a deep throaty laugh, and reached for her handbag on the floor in front of the sofa. She pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, just like the other women, dangled it out the corner of her mouth, and lit it quickly with a flick from her gold butane lighter. She offered me one. I declined, but I was very curious to try it. After all, I did have a big smoking fetish.

She took a cheek-hollowing drag, and blew the stream of smoke right in my face. “I’m in the ‘pleasure and relaxation’ business Nelson, and I’d like you to be a part of it and work with me.”

I was shocked, to say the least. “You mean I would be working for you?”

“Yes, you would be – on a trial basis, to see how you’d do.”

“Okay,” I said cautiously. “What exactly would I have to do?”

“For that, we’ll have to go upstairs; you’ll need to be shown.”

Diane stood and pulled me up with both her outstretched arms, her long cigarette dangling from her lips, smoke streaming out of her nose. The other couples noticed, but didn’t say anything, and went back to their conversations.

We walked up the carpeted staircase to the second floor of her house and into her bedroom. My cock was pulsing with anticipation. She sat on the bed and patted the mattress next to her for me to sit down. “Sit,” she said as I did so.

❤️❤️❤️
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So Nelson,” she said, rather matter-of-factly, and without much emotion, “I’m guessing that you would very much like to fuck me, and probably have ever since I moved in here and saw you spying on me from your bedroom window. Is that a fair assessment?”

I swallowed hard, she hit the nail on the head – and caught me red handed. She laughed, and looked at me like she had just caught a fish – me. Diane didn’t say a word, but let her skirt drop to the floor of the bedroom, and she kicked off her high heels. Her low-cut blouse came off, and she put on a black, sheer nylon top, which covered her black laced bra. Underneath she wore a garter belt which strapped onto the black sheer nylons she wore underneath.

Looking like an Egyptian Princess, she had a jeweled necklace with red rubies encased in a gold chain. Now I was sitting on the bed, and she was standing in front of me. She straddled me and sat on my lap, facing me. Leaning in, she kissed me hard on my lips, her tongue pushing open my lips. The smells of smoke, perfume, and the cherry-apple lip gloss hit me all at once, causing my cock to scrape my boxers, straining to come out, pre cum leaking out into my boxers.

Her arms were locked around my neck, and she was riding my boner through her G-String panties and open garter. Her long, red-painted nails were stroking my face and neck. Our tongues roped together, and the kiss was hard, serious, seductive.

She broke off and seemed impatient as she opened my belt, and pulled my Dockers and boxers down over my knees, so they rode around my ankles. Now it was naked cock against silky, black panties.

She resumed riding me, and I could feel wetness coming through her panties, her arousal, and the scent of her leaking pussy reached my nose, making me nuts. She smiled at me and said, “Now I’m sure you want me, isn’t that right Nelson?”

“Yes, yes, I do, Mrs. Rochefort, very much.”

She laughed at my use of her last name, but said nothing, and threw her hair back over her shoulders. I was close to cumming because of the motion of her hips on mine, the silky fabric driving me insane.

“I want to suck that very large cock of yours Nelson,” she said with her deep, sultry voice.

She slid down off me and had her knees on the carpet on the side of the bed, those beautiful moist lips now wrapping themselves over the head of my cock. She teased me, by placing her tongue on the top of my slit, and moving her head back and forth, still covering the tip of my cock.

“Now get on the bed,” she said, and pushed me onto my back, straddling me mid-torso. More than my tip, she now had my whole cock inside her mouth, covering it in saliva and going up and down, very fast, rubbing her pussy over my thigh. She shifted and slid her soaked panties down over her thighs and rubbed her naked pussy over my thigh. She was dripping down the side of my leg.

I could take this torture no longer and came inside her mouth, shot after shot of thick, ropy cum, which she took completely, sucking hard. I was still rock solid, and she kept going, stiffened, and moaned, and I felt a river running down the inside of my thigh. Her silky hair fell over my naked tummy and added to my excitement.

When she came off me, she kissed me immediately, giving me a taste of my own sweet/salty jizz. Some of it ran down her chin and I licked it off her, greedily licking and kissing her entire face.

We slowed down and stopped, she got off the bed, left me lying there in my own wetness and lit a cigarette from the pack inside her bed. I got hard again, immediately. “My, my,” she said, “It looks like someone has a smoking fetish.” I looked at her blankly, my secret was out.

“Don’t worry Nelson, it’s actually fine. Now it’s my turn.”

I wondered what she meant. Hadn’t she just came?

She walked slowly into the bathroom, and when she came out my eyes were wide open. Hanging from a belt she wore was a very large silicone dildo. The thing had to be at least seven inches long.

“What the fuck Diane!”

❤️❤️❤️
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Oh this?” she said, looking down and nodding at the accessory. “This is something I hope you’ll enjoy. Let me explain this to you. Remember I told you about working for me?”

“Yes, but, you didn’t say anything about, about, that!”

“Let me explain Nelson. You can decline anytime you want to. But part of working for me is that you’ll get to fuck me anytime you want to. Blowjobs are just the beginning. For each session with a client, you’ll get five thousand dollars.”

I swallowed hard. “Clients? Five thousand dollars? For what?”

She laughed. “For you Nelson. Think of yourself as a relaxation and a pleasure consultant. Those guests of mine downstairs? The girls you saw all work for me too. They’re your new colleagues.”

I was confused. “But I’m a guy – a dude!”

She made a “tsk, tsk” noise, clicking her tongue.

“Those women downstairs look hot, now don’t they?”

“Yes, yes they do, but –“ she cut me off. “They aren’t women, women. They’re trans women. I like to call them shemales. Their tits are real Nelson. They all started out like you. Carol is my longest employee. She’s been with me ten years since I started this business. All three of those women, and I have, let’s see . . . one, two – five more, have all transitioned to become shemales.”

“I got the idea during a trip to Thailand eleven years ago. I really don’t like the whole ‘transgender thing’ they have going here in the States. I like the source – the original; from the Orient. Why, did you know they are a highly respected class over there? Some even consider them to be a third gender. It’s fascinating, really.”

I was listening, hypnotized. If I had any sense, I would have said “no thank you,” and run out of the house, but the idea of fucking Diane any time I wanted her was too irresistible to pass up. Plus, five thousand, for every session? I decided to hang around.

“Okay, so suppose I agree. What do I have to do?”

“I’m a pretty good judge of character Nelson. Tell you what. I’m going to lay out some articles of clothing here for you, and go downstairs for a while. When I come up in about an hour, I’ll know if you want to take me up on my offer.”

She unhooked the belt with the dildo on it and said, “You know Nelson, I don’t think we’ll need this tonight, but I would like to try it another time,” she said and winked at me. My mouth dropped open.

Diane walked over to a wardrobe cabinet and took out some pretty sexy looking stuff. There was everything a woman would need – from panties, a bra, garters, and nylons with straps, and a beautiful long, black, silky wig.

She also left her pack of Virginia Slims and the lighter on the night stand. My cock was throbbing as she lay all the clothes out on the bed. Diane saw it and just smiled. Then she left the room. I think she knew me better than I knew myself.

What I didn’t tell her was that since I was a teenager, along with my smoking fetish, I enjoyed trying on my older sister’s clothing when I was home alone. For a while, I thought about what it would be like to dress as a girl all the time, but I never had the courage to act out on it. Now, here was everything I needed; a fetishist’s dream come true!

I picked up a pair of black panties. Everything was just like Diane’s. I rubbed the silk of the panties first between my fingers, and then against my cock, and I got very hard. I took a cigarette out from the pack and placed an unlit one in my mouth, along with the long, black wig, parted in the center.

Oh my God, how good the long, silky hair felt, falling down my bare shoulders and chest. Next, I slipped the panties on with the G-String in the back. The pouch in front fit perfectly around my cock. I loved the way the G-String felt between my butt cheeks.

I placed the garter on me, the open side forward, and slipped the nylons on, strapping them to the garter belt. Now I put lipstick on from the makeup case on the bed. I looked at myself in the mirror.

Oh my! I was so hot from looking at my reflection in the mirror. Actually, it was quite a pleasant shock to me, how I could be plain old, boring, dorky Nelson, college junior in one minute, and then sexy – I needed a female name – well, that would come later I thought; whoever, in the next.

I got closer to the mirror and spoke seductively to myself, teasing. Come on mister, don’t you want some of me. I bet you’re dying to fuck me, aren’t you now. I made a kissing face with my lips, and I loved it. I wanted to please Diane so much. I took my cell phone out and texted her: “Come up – I’m ready.”

She came up in five minutes and stood in the doorway smiling. I just realized that she went downstairs wearing only her lingerie, which, thinking about it made sense, because the people downstairs were all employees and clients of her pleasure and relaxation business.

“My, my Nelson, don’t you look sexy! How does it feel?” Looking down, she saw my boner. “I guess I don’t need to ask, now do I?”

“Here,” she said. “Let me put the makeup on you.” Diane took me into the bathroom and worked her magic, with the eyeshadow, eyeliner, and foundation – all the stuff a pro would use. She gave me a slutty appearance which I loved.

“There we go,” she said admiringly. “Now we just need a female name for you.” She thought for a moment. “I have it! I think we’ll call you Jasmine. How do you like it?”

“I like it just fine,” I said.

“That’s great because I have someone here who you can try your . . . your ‘new you’ on.”

“Wait,” I said. “What do you mean?”

“Well, I have a client who I use because of his expertise in training my newest employees. His name is Bruce. He’s twenty eight, and he breaks in my new girls for me. I didn’t think you’d want any of those dumpy guys for your first time, am I right? Bruce is very handsome and well-built.”

Strangely, the thought of being with a good looking guy, when I was dressed like this appealed to me very much. I was getting excited, and my “she cock” was dancing in my pouch. She came closer to me and said, “I do need to be fucked by you dear, but I can wait. Let Bruce have some fun first.”

“Umm, Diane?”

“Yes Jasmine,” she said, referring to me by new female name for the first time.

“Could you please light my cigarette for me?”

Diane laughed. “Sure honey, whatever you want. I knew you’d want to smoke when you saw yourself – your ‘new self.’ I should say, the total slut!”

I took to smoking like a natural. I was so fucking hard; I couldn’t wait for Bruce. I felt a tingling sensation where the G-String cradled my little boy pussy, or “bussy” as Diane would teach me to call it. Eventually, she would also school me on the proper use of a cock cage, but not tonight.

Diane took out her cell phone. “Yes, yes Bruce, she’s ready and I must say, she looks really good!” Diane said, looking at me right in the eyes.

❤️❤️❤️
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The door opened and I was looking at a male model. Bruce stood at six feet, had wavy brown hair and blue eyes, and sculpted muscles. The top three buttons of his shirt were opened, and he was grinning lasciviously at me. I loved it.

“Well, I guess I’ll leave you two alone now. Enjoy yourselves.” Diane walked over to me and whispered. “You get five thousand for tonight!”

Wow, I would get the pleasure and the prize tonight. I had it all. Bruce walked over to me, and softly said, cupping my face in his strong hands. “Mmmm . . . don’t you look delicious, Jasmine.” My cock was throbbing. I was breathless. I just wanted this hunk inside me so badly. He leaned in and kissed me – hard.

I found myself grinding up against that tall man sculpture of steel. I reached down and with my fake, red nails, grabbed his cock through his jeans. He was already hard, and ready to go. He moaned through the kiss.

“I want you to suck me Jasmine.” It was more like an order than a request. I just discovered something new about myself. I loved to be dominated.

Without saying a word, I unzipped his zipper, and placed his hard cock inside my willing, hungry mouth. He was so big! He had to be at least eight inches long and wide. So wide in fact, he stretched my lips out. I played with his cock, much like Diane had done with me. I managed to wrap my tongue around it, and circled it, making him sway, and moan.

“Oh fuck Jasmine! You’re so good.”

I smiled and went back to sucking.

“Wait!” he said. “I’m close to coming. Let me fuck you!”

That was music to my ears. I absolutely had to have that long, hard, aroused cock inside me. My insides were trembling, and my butt was twitching with anticipation.

“Now Diane says you’re new, and I don’t want to hurt you. I’m sure I’ll want you again, and I want your first time to be pleasant, so I’ll make this easy for you.” He pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly and after pulling his trousers and his boxers down, he rubbed it over that giant cobra, looking at me.

Without saying a word, I was on my knees on the bed, facing the head. Bruce got on right behind me and spread the jelly over my bussy. I moaned, as he pulled the G-String away and slathered the jelly all over me. He stuck a wet index finger inside me and made me squeal with delight. My mind was set on what was to happen. I never wanted anything so much in my life before. A week ago, I would have said you were crazy, but I would really be lying to myself. Now I knew for sure. This was me, Jasmine.

“Yummy looking,” Bruce said and then did something unexpected. He smacked my ass with the palm of his hand three times. I cried out but was surprised at how good it felt.

Now both of his hands were on each buttock, spreading me apart. “Ummm, I love virgins,” he said.

I felt the tip of his cock, touching, probing, not thrusting, against my bussy. It was all new to me, yet reassuring, like this is how it was always meant to be. He was now lined up; both his cock, and my opening were thick with the lubricant, and he began to insert himself inside me. I felt a sense of fullness inside, but then, as Bruce drove deeper inside me, I had pain replaced by an exquisite joy.

Once having broken inside me, he began to thrust; each time going deeper and deeper, the long, coiled snake reaching my inner depths. Instinctively, I rocked back against him, his balls were smacking my butt cheeks. The pain was gone. Now it was all pleasure, a deep lust welling up from inside me.

“Harder Bruce, harder,” I said, just above a whimper. I had never felt more alive, more pleased than at this very moment. I grabbed my cock with my fist and started stroking it. He reached a spot inside me, the “P-Spot” from where all the pleasure of sex came from. Bruce was a master at drawing it out of me. I was moaning, and soon I shot a mother lode of thick, creamy jizz onto the bed sheets.

Bruce hearing me moan, said, “Fuck Jasmine, you’re so goddamn tight! I love it, keep doin’ it!”

I felt him warm, stiff, and hard, inside me. I felt another orgasm well up inside me – a “sissygasm,” my second. I shot again on the bedsheet, but this time not as much as before. I came again and again. I was locked in a circle of indescribable euphoria.

Now Bruce let out a huge cry and I felt him shoot a terrific load inside of me. “Fuuccccck!” he screamed out. I felt his cum inside me, warming my insides, and dripping down the sides of my butt; his cock going faster and faster until finally he was spent.

He pulled out of me, and stuck his head underneath my ass, licking all of his cum off me. “Umm, Jasmine, you were fabulous.”

“You too babe,” I heard myself say. The fact that I was saying this to a man the first time in my life was strange, but it felt so right too. I was being myself for the first time in my life.

Diane came into the room. “Well, it looks like you two have gotten along very well.”

“She’s a winner Diane. I think she’s your new number one.”

“Wow, did you hear that Jasmine? What do you think?”

“I’m so pleased Diane. I think I’m going to like working here very much.”

“Well that’s great Jasmine, because guess what?”

“What?” I said.

“Next week we’re going to Las Vegas!”

“But what about school?” I said, reaching for a much-needed cigarette.

“I think you’ve had enough of that kind of education, now don’t you dear?”

I smiled at her and Bruce. “I think you’re right, Diane.”

❤️❤️❤️
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