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I WAS WATCHING MRS. FINNEGAN ever since she moved in next door last year. Back then, I was a senior in high school and didn’t have much of an interest in girls because I was too busy trying to please my parents and get into a good college.

So once I got into Milburn State, a couple of hours away by car from my parent’s home, I got more interested. I started socializing, dating, and doing the party scene with my friends. Naturally, like every nineteen year old guy, older women held a particular fascination for me; the secrets they held, their experience in the art of lovemaking, their maturity. It didn’t seem to me that they liked to play games which the girls in my age bracket were so fond of.

Now home for the summer after my freshman year, I found a job at the local chain department store in the mall near my house, working the register and doing stock work. The job would be waiting for me during Christmas Break and holiday weeks when I came home.

Mrs. Finnegan and her husband Vern didn’t have any children. They were the typical forty-something couple who entertained friends in their backyard by the pool during the summer, often throwing loud parties – nothing too obnoxious mind you, but loud. My parents didn’t seem to mind. In fact, I think they would be able to sleep through an earthquake if we were to have one. My mom knew Cathy – that’s Mrs. Finnegan’s name, and she went over there sometimes for coffee.

Cathy was somewhat of an enigma and she was HOT - I’m talking MILF heaven – long, auburn hair, buxom figure, athletic, and a quiet, mysterious personality.

When I was home, cutting the grass and landscaping was my job. Sometimes I would see Cathy over the fence doing her gardening, wearing her short tennis skirt and sleeveless top. She would wave to me over the fence and sometimes engage me in mindless, polite conversation. We would talk about my school, the weather, and my plans for the future. One time I found myself staring at her. She was wearing a sport top which revealed her perfect and muscular waist, and exposed navel. I caught myself but not before she noticed me staring. All she did was smile, but didn’t say anything to me about it. I turned beet red, and my member was at full attention.

Her husband had a boring job as an accountant in the city, according to my mother, and I don’t know if Cathy had any sort of a job or what she did. Most of the time she was home, but often leaving at odd hours during the day. My room was on the second floor of the house, affording me a nice view of her house and her bedroom window. I would sometimes catch her comings and goings, but I never saw her alone in her bedroom which was something I wish that I had.

One evening I heard my parents talking in the living room. I had eaten out after work and came home late. My mother said that Mr. Finnegan had gone out of town on a business trip. So naturally, I began to fantasize about ringing Cathy’s doorbell, getting invited inside and then letting her seduce me. I played with all scenarios in my mind – and I played with myself! She became something of an obsession. I daydreamed about her at work, and at home I would be on my knees in front of the bedroom window staring at her house and waiting for the light to go on in her room.

One day at work, I was on the register and who of all people should come up to my counter but Cathy Finnegan! “Oh hi Brian, your mom told me you were working in retail this summer, but I had no idea it was here. I love this store,” she said in her deep, throaty voice.

“Yeah, it’s just a summer job. I don’t plan on making SELBY’S a permanent career move.”

She laughed. “Oh I’m sure you don’t. In fact when I went to college I had a similar job. It’s a good place to start,” she said, looking at me intently, eyes boring into me. I shrugged and I was tongue tied. My heart was beating fast and I was getting pretty hard. Of course my telltale red face was in full bloom. She saw me and loved to flirt with me. I rang her stuff up and she continued her banter. “You know Brian, since we’ve moved in I never really got to know you. Since you’re home now for the next three months or so, why don’t you come over to the house, and I can make some iced tea . . . or something stronger maybe?”

I was knocked out! She had to know the effect she was having on me. “In fact, this week is supposed to be very hot, so why don’t you come over with your bathing suit, and you can use the pool?” Of course I knew from my mom that her husband was away on a business trip this week. I wondered if I would get such an invitation if he was at home – I doubted it very much.

“Wow Cathy, that’s very . . . very generous of you.” I felt like an idiot. Of all the things to say. As for her, she might as well have said Why don’t you come over so I can teach you what an experienced woman can show a young man like you.

“In fact, let’s make it definite. Sunday is supposed to be sunny and in the high eighties. So, do we have a date?”

I swallowed hard and got weak in the knees. “Sure, it sounds wonderful.”

She smiled at me and said, “Fantastic Brian. I’ll see you Sunday. Come over whenever you want to.”

The rest of the day went by in a blur. I barely understood what the manager was saying to me. I made a couple of mistakes at the register which was not like me at all. But then again, these were very unusual circumstances. This was only Wednesday – I had three days to go yet to get ready for Sunday. Now the question was what would I tell my parents? After deliberating for all of ten seconds, I decided that I would tell them nothing.

On Thursday, which was my day off, I saw the pool maintenance truck pull up in front of Cathy’s house. I assumed that she was having it serviced for its inaugural use for the season with me on Sunday. I watched as the tall guy with long blonde hair in a ponytail got out of the truck and went around to the backyard with a pump and cleaning equipment on a hand truck. So far, nothing unusual, and I was getting ready to leave my “perch” in my bedroom and go downstairs for something to eat. But then suddenly, something caught my eye.

Cathy came out through the sliding glass door leading to her backyard. She was wearing a loosely tied robe with a bathing suit underneath – oh wait! No, it wasn’t a bathing suit at all – it was just a G-String and no bra. Her tits were barely covered by the satin material of the robe. The guy cleaning the pool put down his stuff and smiled at her, and walked over to her – just like this was pre-planned. Holy shit! This was too good to just walk away from. I had to see how this would play out.

The guy had to be no older than his mid-twenties. Cathy skipped up to him and thew her arms around his shoulders, pressing her body tightly against his. Obviously this was not their first time. Absently, I noticed my hand going underneath my shorts to grab my cock – it couldn’t be helped. They kissed for what seemed like minutes and I watched her reach behind her and free up her long auburn hair. She fumbled for the guy’s belt and undid his jeans. Then she pushed him down on the chaise lounge and straddled him, pulling his jeans and boxers down around his ankles.

Next to come off was her G-String, and she slipped out of it, throwing it on the cement patio next to the chaise lounge. I had a bird’s eye view of her mounting him and a perfect view of his hard cock at stiff attention. But before doing the obvious, she backed down his legs and bent over, placing her mouth over his cock. It was a scene that drove me mad. I’d never seen anything like it – not in all the videos I’d watched, or pictures I’d seen.

My view was a perfect side one from my second floor window. I saw her take all of him and could even hear her loud slurping and his moaning. She went faster and faster on him, and he stiffened and she gripped his cock with her right fist and pulled her mouth off his manhood. I watched his cum shoot all over her face. It covered her completely with its white stickiness. Her eyes looked like they were pasted shut, and droplets clung to her hair. She was a hot mess – and loving every second of it.

He sat up and pulled her close, licking all his cum from her face. She moved her head from side to side, letting him clean her completely. I thought the show was over – but I could not have been more wrong. She continued stroking his cock and she mounted him; his cock easily slipping inside of her aching pussy. She made a furious display of going up and down on him, running her fingers over his bare chest. His hands reached up and played with her nipples; carefully squeezing and caressing each one. Her hands went up behind her like she was stretching, and went underneath her hair, lifting it up.

Then she slowed, and his legs stiffened – he came a second time. Their little tryst over, she went back through the sliding doors into her kitchen and came out with a pitcher and a couple of glasses as he went about his work. My mouth hung open, and my own cock was throbbing by this time. No one was home to bother me and I jerked myself off – my eyes closed and thinking of Cathy . . . and the Sunday pool invite! Would I get so lucky as the pool guy?
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I WOKE UP EARLY ON SUNDAY MORNING and had an uneventful breakfast with my parents. They asked me about my plans for the day, and I told a little white lie. I said that I was going over to a friend’s house for a pool party – it wasn’t really that far from the truth. I mean Cathy was sort of a friend, right? Just for effect, and to remove any chance of being discovered, I would park my car over by the public library a few blocks from my house.

I left the house about one o’clock and I was wearing my bathing trunks underneath my shorts, and I carried a small bag and a beach towel. The con was on. I got into my car and drove over to the public library, parking my car over on one of the side streets. Then I walked the half mile to Cathy’s house, making sure to approach from the opposite side of mine. Her car was in the driveway, and I could hear music coming from inside. I rang the bell and I could hear my heart beating fast over the music.

“Well hello there Brian! I didn’t expect you until three, but I’m glad you came early.”

“Yeah, we never decided on a definite time, so I hope it’s okay?” My heart sank a little – God, I fucked this up!

“No don’t be silly! Of course it’s okay,” she said with her sultry MILF voice that could melt stone. She looked at me over her shoulder as she walked cat-like, away from her entrance hall into her house. She led me right to her kitchen. “Would you like a beer Brian?”

“Of course, yeah. It’s pretty hot out today.”

I took a seat and looked around at the neat kitchen. I got the strange feeling that she lived there alone. It was crazy because I knew she was married. Did inviting the kid next door over for a simple swim violate any rules of marriage I wondered? Then I realized I was thinking crazy after the show I witnessed on Wednesday with the pool guy. She handed me a bottle of beer and I took a sip. She had one for herself too. “You know Brian, you’re in luck. After we spoke at the store this week, I realized that I needed to have the pool serviced, so I called the company and had it done Wednesday.” I almost spit the beer out. “Everything okay Brian?”

“Uh yeah. I guess the beer is a little strong.” That made sense because it was one of those German imports which were stronger and more bitter than American domestic beers.

“Uh huh,” she said, not being fooled by my lame excuses. Fortunately, she let it go. “So Brian. Do you have a girlfriend?” she asked thoughtfully with a hand under her chin.

“No I don’t. I mean I date, but I haven’t found anyone I really like.”

“I see. Well if you don’t mind my asking Brian, what sort of girl is your type?”

Here we go I thought. This is make or break. I shifted my butt in the chair. It felt like I was on a job interview.

“I like mature girls. You know, the kind without any of the baggage or the hangups of a typical nineteen or twenty year old. Like, If I’m out with someone, I wouldn’t want them to be on their cell phone in the middle of a restaurant, or texting some mindless bullshit.”

“That’s a very unusual and mature thing for a man your age to say. I guess you really do know what you want. What else?”

“I like a woman,” note I didn’t say girl, “who enjoys intellectual pursuits like politics, reading, music, that kind of thing.”

She tilted her head and her eyes sort of half-closed in thought. “So you’re more inclined towards older women, am I right?” There was a pause. “Do older women sexually excite you more?” Now it was out on the table.

I took a deep breath. “As a matter of fact . . . they do.” Now I wondered what would come next. Was I barking up the wrong tree? Would she just tease me and leave me stiff and sore? But I was pleasantly surprised as she walked towards me and stood behind me, her hands rubbing my shoulders.

“I happen to love younger men Brian. They don’t have many bad habits that I need to break them of. Moldable, yeah; they’re moldable,” she said as she dug her hands into my shoulders and rubbed my face with the palms of her hands. “And I like that.” She bent over me and her long hair cascaded down the front of my shirt. Her hands found their way underneath my t-shirt and began rubbing my chest. I closed my eyes, hypnotized by the slow rhythm. My boner was throbbing; begging for release. She noticed it, gave a soft laugh, and reached down to touch it with the tips of her fingers.

“My my . . . someone’s excited,” she said in the soft seductive voice I loved. I said nothing – she was in total control. I thought of the pool guy, and I realized that if he was any indication, I was in for the time of my life. “Let me take you into my bedroom, and show you some things.”

She abruptly stopped rubbing my cock and straightened up, pulling me up out of the chair with both hands, and leading me out of the kitchen to her bedroom. My mouth was hanging open, and I was staring at her breast. She wore a red halter top that tied up high in the front, and white denim shorts. I could see the points of her tits sticking up through the blouse.

“What about the pool,” I asked, half-jokingly.

“Yeah well, I guess that will have to wait. You don’t mind now, do you Brian?”

“No of course not!” Before I could say anymore she pushed me down onto the bed, lying on my back. She loomed over me with a wicked smile and undid the tie on my bathing trunks and pulled them down around my ankles. I kicked them off. My cock immediately sprung to life, free of the constraints of material.

“So big you are Brian. I wonder if this is going to be too much for me to handle.” Somehow I doubted that would be the case.

“I’m going to rock your world Brian,” she said with firm conviction.

She grabbed onto my cock with her right hand, curling her fingers around my shaft, and rubbing it along its length. A drop of pre cum escaped from the tip. She didn’t let that go to waste and placed her lips over my tip, her tongue sliding out from between her lips and licking it clean. She sent chills through my body and made me stiffen and moan. Looking down at me she chuckled and smiled. She used her fingers to guide my cock right into her mouth. She took me whole, not wasting time by teasing me at my tip. Her tongue worked skillfully over my tip, moving around and around, and then it slid down my shaft; all the while maintaining a tight seal with her lips. Her mouth was nice and wet, and her lips and the inside of her mouth had a silky smooth texture. Cathy went faster and faster. I placed my hands on the back of her head, and pressed down firmly. My fingers ran through her silky, lush hair.

I couldn’t take this torture any longer and I gasped and shot a tremendous load into her mouth. Like I had seen her do with the pool guy, she quickly took her mouth off my cock, and I sprayed all over her face – eyes, cheeks, chin, and hair. She was a riotous mess of sticky, wet white cum, and smudged face makeup. That sight turned me on even more. Cathy grabbed my shaft and squeezed even harder, causing more drops of cum to leak out which she promptly licked up.

Smacking her lips she said to me in the sensual, husky voice: “Be a good boy Brian and lick my face clean.”

She moved up over me and with her face over mine I licked, kissed and sucked until all traces of cum were gone from her face. “That’s it, that’s nice,” she cooed, and leaned in and kissed me deeply. That was really the first time we kissed. Her “hello” was a blowjob. I tasted my own sweet/salty cum from her face and the inside of her mouth.

“I don’t know if I told you Brian, but I like to play games, and they involve my husband Vern.”

Surprised I answered, “No Cathy, you never mentioned anything about Mr. Finnegan” – She cut me off.

“No Brian! It’s Vern – ‘Mr. Finnegan’ is the name for a real man. Vern doesn’t qualify as that,” she laughed. Intrigued, I let her continue.

“Mr. Finnegan and I have sort of an arrangement you see. I love to fuck around with anyone I happen to find attractive.” She placed her index finger on the tip of my nose. “YOU . . . are very special to me because as I said, you’re young and untainted from life. In other words, you’re refreshing to me because you don’t have any bad habits I need to break you of.” I shrugged, not sure where this was going.

“Okay, and? How do I fit in here?”

“You see Brian, in our marriage, or what passes for a marriage, I insist on having my freedoms – or else I’ll leave Vern high and dry and take my inheritance with me. He’d never be able to afford this house or anything like it, and all the amenities that come with living in this neighborhood. One thing I insist on doing, is to fuck other guys and make Vern sit in that chair over there (she pointed to a club chair alongside the wall close to the bed) and watch. Occasionally I’ll let him play with himself for release – if I’m in the mood that is.”

“So you want to use me to get even somehow, or play games with your husband?”

“Yes Brian, something like that. Of course you get the benefits of having me whenever you want. There are of course, certain conditions that I’ll need you to fulfill. Once those are done to my satisfaction, I’ll fuck you and rock you to your hearts content.”

It sounded pretty reasonable to me. I wondered about Cathy’s “conditions.”
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CATHY ASKED ME TO COME OVER to her house on Wednesday night, because as she put it, Vern will be home from his lousy business trip then. I was about to get an exclusive look inside of a marriage from hell. But then again, who was I to judge – being only nineteen years old and just a kid?

I worked the early shift at the store on Wednesday and told my parents some bullshit story about why I needed to be out that night. Again, as on Sunday, I drove my car around the block and walked over to Cathy’s house. There were two cars in the driveway this time, so I knew that Vern was home. I’d only seen the guy from a distance, but now my curiosity to actually meet him was really high.

“Well hello there Brian, welcome. Come on in, you’re just in time. Vern is excited to meet you too.”

“Hi Cathy. I, uh, I hope I’m dressed appropriately.” I was just wearing denim shorts and a t-shirt. She hadn’t really specified any sort of a dress code for this evening’s activities.

She looked me over really quick. “Oh come now, you look just fine. Anyway, you won’t be wearing that stuff much longer anyway,” she said with a wink. When she noticed some trepidation in my attitude, she came up close to me and kissed me hard on the lips, her tongue snaking its way into my mouth, getting me nice and hard. Helping that along was her hand which poked underneath the waistband of my shorts and boxers; rubbing the underside of my cock. I had my eyes closed. She came off me suddenly and said, “Sunday was only a taste Brian. If you’re a good boy and play along with me, there’s lots more of that to come.”

Sunday was wild beyond anything I’d thought possible. I’d jacked Cathy six ways to Tuesday, in positions I never thought humanly possible: over a staircase, on the kitchen table, in the pool – oh yes! We went into her pool and fucked underwater as well. The woman was insatiable. I could not believe that she was over forty – but barely. I discovered something about myself as well. I could not be happy being with a woman my own age. I had to have an older woman – a MILF, a sugar momma; whatever you wanted to call it.

She took me by both hands, and laughing, led me into her bedroom. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw. It was Vern, at least I think it was Vern . . . standing in the corner dressed like some kind of teenage hooker with fishnet stockings and red pumps. He had on a long, redheaded wig and tons of makeup. Cathy gave him a malevolent smile and introduced us: “Brian, this sissy piece of shit is my excuse for a husband, Vern.”

“Say hello to Brian Vern.”

The very sheepish sissy hooker thing that was Vern, very meekly said, “Hello Brian.”

I didn’t respond except with a cursory nod. “Why don’t you tell Brian here a little bit about what a miserable excuse for a human being you are Vern?” Cathy said, with ridicule and mocking sarcasm. “Go on Vern, we don’t have all day!”

“Uh, I was bad. Cathy caught me having an affair with a secretary by looking at text messages and phone calls I had made.”

“And???”

“And she threatened to cut me off financially and throw my cheating, sissy self out into the street unless I did exactly what she wanted me to do.”

“That’s right Vern, and you know I could too.” Then turning to me Cathy said “Brian, Vern knows that I am an heiress to a large trust fund my family manages, and that makes me the breadwinner and the ‘keeper of the castle,’ so to speak. So as a penance for his scummy cheating behavior, he has to do exactly what I want, and play my little games with me.” She let that sink in a little. The atmosphere in the room was intimidating – for me too, and then she continued. “I on the other hand, can do exactly as I please – which includes fucking whomever I want, where and when I want. It turns me on to fuck strange men in front of Vern.” She laughed. “He really has no choice but to be my pet. And you love it Vern, don’t you?”

“Yes Cathy I do love it,” he replied, minus all dignity and self-worth.

“But today is your lucky day Brian and do you know why?” It was a rhetorical question. “Because you get to be the instrument of my punishment. Now how does that sound?”

The prospect was intriguing, but if it got me into Cathy’s hot little shorts I would do anything. I was after all, a very horny nineteen year old.

“It sounds great Cathy, sure.”

“That’s the spirit Brian. It’s very neighborly of you.”

Cathy reached over to her black leather handbag on the night table and pulled out a pack of long, all-white menthol cigarettes which happened to also be a big turn on of mine. I had somewhat of a smoking fetish. I got off on watching older women smoke, and enjoyed the smell of it on them – their breath, their hair, and their clothing. She seductively placed one dangling out the corner of her mouth and lit it up with a thin, silver butane lighter. Then she did a practiced French inhale and blew out a plume of blue smoke right into Vern’s face. After a couple of more drags, the ashes began to pile up. Almost on cue, Vern held out the palm of his hand, and Cathy flicked the tower of ashes onto it. Satisfied, she turned to me.

“Okay Brian, now here’s what I want you to do. Hear me out before you respond, okay? I promise you that it will be worth it.”

That got my attention. “Sure Cathy. I’m all ears.”

“Good, okay. You . . . are going to fuck Vern here. Her sissy name is Valerie. So call her Valerie from now on. That’s number one. Next, there is a certain procedure to how you will fuck Vern. Listen carefully, but first I have to get you prepared.” With that, Cathy strutted over to her walk-in closet and picked out some things from a dresser drawer inside. She turned behind and said to me. “You need to be in costume for this Brian. If you do this for me, I promise you that you’ll be happy for a long time. Who knows? Keep an open mind. You might like it!”

I thought I knew what was coming, but I had to let it play out. I told myself to keep my eye on the prize. Cathy was humming as she picked out what looked like lingerie, and a green, shiny one-piece dress, and a long, redheaded wig. She held them in her arms and turned to me and smirked. I watched as she walked over to her bed and threw everything down. Vern was standing still in the corner, silent, as if awaiting orders from Cathy. It seemed as though she controlled his every movement. Which really, she did.

Cathy held up a hot pink G-String with a lace top. “Here Brian catch,” and she threw it over to me. I didn’t know what to make of it, but I just thought of Cathy’s promise to me. I rubbed the garment between my fingers and loved the smooth satin texture and how it felt between my fingers. Soft and cool. Then I held it against my face and rubbed it against my cheek. All of a sudden – like out of nowhere, my cock became hard! What the fuck was going on? In fact my boner was so huge it stuck out from my shorts. Cathy noticed it with her keen powers of observation and looked at me, considering possibilities, and smiling.

“Humm Brian, I think we found something you like, am I right?”

“Umm, I think so – yeah, maybe.”

“Well just don’t stand there Strip for me!”

I unfastened my snap, undid my zipper and pulled my shorts and my boxers off and threw them on her carpet. Next, I took my t-shirt off. My hairless, smooth, late adolescent body was on full view for Cathy to see.

“Whoaaaa look at you Brian.” My very erect cock was on full view for Cathy to admire. “You know, for a young man like yourself, that cock has a lot of possibilities.” Her eyes were glowing. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all.

I stepped into the thong on the floor and slipped it up my hairless legs. I got chills from the cool, satin feel that tickled my bare skin. It made my cock throb as it moved closer to my junk. Cathy watched with intensity as I slipped it over my cock, and moved my hand to center it. A bit of pre cum escaped from the tip, leaving a small, dime-sized wet stain, and I moaned quietly with my eyes closed.

Next she threw me a stretch bra which I slipped over my head and outstretched arms. Centering it on my chest it pulled my skin together giving me the illusion of cleavage. The satin dress went on next. It had a plunging neckline and straps over the shoulder. I loved the way it felt over my body. I didn’t really have a muscular physique, and the thought occurred to me that I was made for this stuff . . . The cups of the bra were sturdy, and it made my breasts look real – like I had a small cup size. Cathy stood off to the side admiring me.

The last thing was the long redheaded wig which Cathy carefully handed me, along with a latex wig cap. I tucked my natural hair underneath it, and then placed the wig on top. Cathy came over to me with a brush and untangled some of the knots. She held my chin in her hand and looked at my face, turning it from side to side. “Humm, I think I’ll take you into the bathroom Brian. Some makeup will complete the picture nicely.”

I took a seat by the vanity table and turned to the side so Cathy could apply makeup. She started with foundation, moved to my eyes, and used a heavy mascara to accent my eyelashes. For my eyebrows she used a brown eyebrow pencil. Cathy had a nice cherry red lipstick which she applied carefully, outlining it with a lip pencil.

“Okay Brian, turn to the mirror and look at yourself! Tell me what you think.”

I was stunned at what looked back at me from the mirror. Was this really me?? I couldn’t believe it. She was a master at what she did. “Now there’s just one more thing to do. Wait here.”

Cathy walked into her bedroom and came back with her bag. “I want you to be a full on slut now Brian.” She handed me a cigarette from her pack. I had smoked pot in school, so it was no big deal. She lit me up. I dragged on it, copying her. I did a perfect French inhale and didn’t even choke. When I watched myself in the mirror smoking, it just made me even harder. My cock was poking out from underneath the satin dress. Cathy watched with pride as her new creation took shape. “Now we’re ready to have some fun Brian!”

I followed her back into the bedroom with Vern looking on – his face expressionless.
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CATHY REACHED INTO HER BAG and pulled out a tube of lube jelly. “This will make the experience more pleasurable Brian, although for Vern I don’t really care how hard you rip him up. That’s okay with you, right Vern?” The obsequious Vern just nodded his assent.

Without being told, Vern, who obviously was no stranger to this took his position with his hands spread against the wall and his butt sticking up into the air. He was wearing a black, cloth skirt with a G-String underneath.

“Go ahead now Brian, do your thing.”

Normally, I would have never done anything like this, but I actually enjoyed being Cathy’s partner in crime. It was something deliciously evil that turned me on. The combination of my dressing up and fucking another man crossdressed was too much to deny. It shocked me. I guess you can learn something new about yourself every day. Cathy stood off to the side and said, “Go ahead Brian – take him. Make him your sissy!”

My cock was throbbing and as I walked over to where he was standing against the wall, I reached under my dress and pulled my cock out from under my G-String. I rubbed it against the satin of the dress and my mind was blown. Shit, I really enjoy dressing up, smoking like a slut and applying makeup!

Cathy tossed me the tube of lube gel. I caught it and took the cap off, squeezing a nice amount of it into the palm of my hand. I applied the cool gel to my cock, and then to Vern’s ass right between the crack. I rubbed it in well, and for good measure, I even stuck a lubed fingertip inside of him and rubbed it around, making him squeal. Cathy laughed. “Wow Brian, the sissy fuck loves it! Go ahead, keep going. I think you’re a natural. In fact, you’re probably better than Ralph, my pool maintenance guy.”

When I heard that I froze. So she does this with him too, eh? Wow. No matter, I was determined to please Cathy and finish off Vern here. I wasted no time and got right up next to Vern and guided my cock right over Vern’s man pussy. That’s right – I thought of it just as another type of pussy to be fucked – no big deal.

I thrust myself inside him. I was fucking horny and so turned on by my dress and the heat of the moment that I didn’t care about being slow and gentle. The thought never entered my mind. He squealed and stiffen as I entered him. Cathy was watching – in a trance. “That’s it Brian – you’ve got him now. Think of me as your reward! After this you’ll have me any time you want. I’ll even visit you at school.”

Now that thought blew my mind; Cathy at my college! Back to the business at hand. I drew out slowly and went back into Vern with a punishing vengeance. Cathy infused me with fury towards Vern. I would become Cathy’s instrument of punishment for his lecherous activities – I’d show him by God!

I went back into Vern’s boy pussy, this time all the way. It felt incredible – the way it just gripped me tight, sending chills running up and down my body. I went harder and faster and faster. Vern moaned and backed up against my thrusts – matching me one for one. Cathy was sitting on the club chair and her legs were apart, and the zipper on sher shorts open. She was stroking her cunt with her middle finger as a cigarette hung out the side of her mouth. She was enjoying herself.

I kept up my pace and speed, and felt Vern dilate slightly. The friction and the heat of the moment was too much for me and I exploded a huge wad of cum right up into Vern’s sissy asshole. I felt my warm cum surround my cock, and some of it actually leaked out between Vern’s butt cheeks and dripped onto the floor. This only made me go faster and faster, and I shot out not once, but two, and then three times. I slowed down with the effort and slowly withdrew. I knew I would be back.

“Bravo Brian,” Cathy said breathlessly. “That was a wonderful sight to behold - the sissy getting rammed.” Then she thought a moment and smiled. “Humm. If Vern is a sissy . . . what does that make you?? Tell me Brian, did you really enjoy that?”

I wasn’t sure where she was going with this, but I thought about it. What did it make me? I suppose I was a sissy too. But I preferred to think of myself as a transvestite. She took the words out of my mouth.

“I like to think of you more as a transvestite, Brian – Not a sissy. How does that sound?”

“I like it Cathy. I like it fine.”

“Good girl! Now that you’ve fucked Valerie here, I have another task for you. I want Valerie to fuck you the same way.” Now I hesitated.

“Wait a second Cathy! No one said anything about that . . .”

“Well I just did Brian. Come on now. Don’t you want to please your mistress Cathy??? Hummm?? Pretty please,” she said, batting her eyes at me.

“Okay, if you put it that way.” I wouldn’t out my ass like that for just anyone, but Cathy was an exception.

“OKAY GIRLS! SWITCH!” Cathy barked and clapped her hands.

Vern came off the wall and stood behind me. I took Vern’s place against the wall. “You see Brian. It isn’t all punishment for Vern, er, I mean Valerie. She needs some incentive to perform. Just like a miserable dog, right Valerie?” Valerie remained quiet.

I took some of the jelly and lubed my ass up good. Vern took the tube and rubbed it on his cock. Then he moved the back strap of my G-String aside, exposing my boy pussy. I braced myself against the wall with my two hands – palms flat against it. Vern took his place behind me and just as I did, he thrust inside of me. I yelped in pain and saw stars.

“That’s okay Brian. It takes some getting used to, that’s all. You’ll really enjoy this – trust me,” Cathy said reassuringly.

After the first couple of painful strokes, I felt different. I began to get in the rhythm, and I felt myself going back and forth on his cock – keeping in time to his thrusts. He was moaning and fucking me hard. I felt so slutty and delicious. I enjoyed being taken just like a woman. The thought lingered, but not too long. I came back to reality, and it was great.

Vern sped up to a frenzy, and he cried out and filled my ass with a huge wad of his cum. I felt the excess run down inside my butt cheeks. Then I was seized with a peculiar, pleasurable and unfamiliar feeling. It was as if a ball of fire was welled up inside of me, waiting to explode. Then without warning, I shot my own wad of cum into my G-String. From that moment on, I knew I was hooked. Cathy knew it too, and I could tell by the satisfied expression on her face.

“Well Brian, you did very well. As your reward now, you can fuck me anytime, or even fuck Valerie here some more. For her though, it’s humiliation, but for you – what is it Brian??”

“It’s pleasure,” I said without missing a beat.

***

The rest of the summer was fucking Cathy as my normal self. Occasionally she had me dress as Brittany which was my femme moniker. Then when Vern was home I fucked him too, and let him fuck me. A whole new world had opened for me – including my ass. I had become the hot wife’s pet, and loved every minute of it.
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