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Chapter One

________________

____

Ijust got home after my second year of college and I was catching up with mom about things when she surprised me with some interesting news: The “ideal” married couple next door, the Hoods, John and Ella, had gotten a divorce while I was away. I had trouble believing it because whenever I saw them together they were always laughing, entertaining people in their backyard, and going on trips. They were in their late thirties, both professional people, and had no children. It seemed they were content to be with each other (and their Dalmatian, Sparky) and just do their thing. John was an accountant, and Ella was a dentist with a practice in a wing on the side of their house. John was the one who moved out.

It was sad in a way because whenever I talked with them, always coming and going, they were just nice people. They took an interest in my school and my social life – I had no girlfriends which they seemed to find strange since as Ella like to tell me, “You’re a good looking guy Paul, and smart. Any girl who lands you is going to be pretty lucky!”

I had a secret obsession over Ella. She was a very sexy woman; long, auburn hair that flowed over her very generous breasts, and a figure that looked like it just poured into whatever she was wearing. I had a bird’s eye view of her backyard, and whenever I got the chance, I would look out my bedroom window, hoping she would be outside “showing herself.”

I loved summers because she would be outside on a chaise lounge next to their in-ground pool, and she’d be wearing a skimpy black G-String, and just a black bra. I didn’t know much about women’s clothing, but I wouldn’t exactly call it a bathing suit. The way those perky butt cheeks raised themselves in the air, and those breasts – on my God, those breasts! They looked as if they were about to just pop out of the bra. I’ll be honest here. I would pull out my cock and have a good time just watching her, imagining all sorts of things of a rather lewd nature that she could do to me; all from my bedroom window.

Another thing about Ella: She also happened to be my dentist. Yeah, she would just say “open up,” and when she bent over to look inside my mouth I couldn’t help staring at her breasts through the “V” of the front of her scrub top. She knew. I mean how could she not? Her tits were so big, that one time I had a molar with a cavity that she filled, and her jugs were touching my chest through her scrubs.

I could feel the little dart tips of those tits pressing into my chest giving me a hard on which easily showed through my jeans, or tennis shorts if it was summer. It was a bit too cool now for shorts, but I had the whole summer, and I knew that soon I had a dental checkup scheduled.

Now, with the news that she was divorced, my mind went in all sorts of lewd directions; really fantasies. Now when she would lie outside in her backyard, there would be no husband around to “cock block” my fantasies. This was good, but they were only fantasies. For one thing she was at least twice my age, which meant why would she want to have anything to do with me? I imagined myself being her pool boy and becoming a sex toy for her to have around at her beck and call. In reality she had some company come over during the summer that serviced the pool. She also had a professional landscaper and gardener – the same one we had, so forget about that. I could think of no way that I could be of service to her.

She was friendly with my parents, so I would feel funny about getting close to her or actually asking her out – crazy, right? I knew something had to be done, and soon because I had a bad case of “Ella brain.”

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

________________

____

My dad knew the owner of a local hardware store, and it just so happened that he was looking for some summer help. The guy’s name was Tony Mugno, and he lived just a few blocks away and played tennis with my dad, Frank. Anyway, last Sunday, they got to talking “over the net,” and dad mentioned to Tony that maybe I could be of use to him over the summer. One thing led to another, and Monday morning I showed up at the store.

“Okay Paul, the big thing we do here is selling locks. I fix ‘em, install em, replace ‘em, you name it. How’d you like to learn?”

“Sure Tony, that would be great. Never hurts to learn new stuff.”

“Attaboy, then I’ll start teaching you today.” I was thinking about going back to school, and picking the dorm room locks of some of the girls I knew and maybe rustling around their drawers for “stuff.” Oh yeah, I should mention too that I had a thing, or more like a curiosity for the lingerie that ladies wore. I loved watching YOUTUBE videos and imagining how they would look and feel on me. I know it sounds sick, but I can’t help it. I suppose it’s a fetish of sorts, but it draws me in. I get hard even thinking about it.

So over the next few weeks, in addition to running the cash register and stocking shelves, Tony taught me all about different types of locks. I would accompany him on calls to different houses, cars; anyplace where someone was locked out. I was a fast learner, and when we got a call where someone was locked out of their house, I came along, and he let me do it myself; with him supervising me of course. But he was very impressed with how fast I picked up on it. I really enjoyed it too. In addition to locks, Tony rented out different types of power equipment – generators, chain saws, wood chippers, welding supplies. But none of that interested me as much as the locks.

In fact, I purchased my own set of tools on AMAZON and watched tons of YOUTUBE videos on everything to do with different types of locks and doors. I told Tony about it, and he was very impressed. He even asked me if I could work for him next summer. It's funny how when you learn a new skill, you get a chance to use it sooner than you think.

I was looking out of my bedroom window on a Saturday afternoon, after Ella finished seeing her morning patients. I hadn’t seen any cars in front of her house for at least a half hour, so I thought I might as well sit tight and see what happened. I was off for the day, and had nothing planned anyway; the mall was starting to bore me to death.

Then my afternoon suddenly changed for the better. Ella walked down the path from her front door to her car, a 2024 Ford Mustang GT Convertible – in fire engine red no less. Sweet ride. I pictured her shooting down the highway, mirrored sunglasses on, long auburn hair, wind-blown and flowing behind her, just screaming beauty and success. I would give anything to be sitting next to her. The car was a new addition, according to my parents, after the divorce. This told me that she had come out of it okay.

Later in the afternoon I was in the living room, and I heard the unmistakable sound of her car pulling into her driveway. So I ran upstairs to my viewing spot, and watched her get out of the car. She was wearing a very short black skirt with a slit up the sides, and what had to be at least four inch stiletto heels. I thought my cock would pop out of the sheetrock wall of my bedroom. Hell, I was already moist with pre cum.

She was standing outside of her front door unable to get into her house. Had she forgotten her keys? No, it looked like something was wrong, like the key wasn’t working! She stomped her heel into the ground, and her mouth was moving. If I was a lip reader I’d probably be listening to some choice curse words coming out.

I moved away from my window, and I lost sight of her. Then the doorbell rang, and my mom answered. It was Ella! I heard muffled sounds, and I came out of my bedroom and went downstairs.

My mom was telling Ella that my dad was out, but that I was home, and I worked for a hardware store. Both women turned to me smiling; Ella more than my mom.

“Paul, I was just telling Ella that you worked in Tony Mugno’s hardware store, and that you were being trained as a locksmith.”

“Oh is that right, Paul??” Ella asked, a hopeful smile crossing her face.

“Yeah, he’s been teaching me for three weeks now. It’s a big part of his business.”

“Oh of course!” Ella said. “I’ve seen his van around the neighborhood. Great! Do you think you could help me? My key just won’t turn inside.” Her eyes opened wide.

“Sure, I can try. I do have some tools here and some locks that he gave me to practice my skills with,” I said proudly.

“So can you come over now? I can’t get in through the front door, and I don’t have my office keys with me either!”

Mom looked at me proudly. She was very supportive of me learning new skills, especially something I was very interested in.

And here I thought I would have to wait for a dental appointment to see her alone. If it was anything like the last time she saw me in the chair, leaning over me in her scrubs with those tits banging my chest, I would fall asleep with Mountain Dew in my mouth to get a few cavities for her to fill. It would be worth it.

I ran upstairs to get my tool kit out from my room, and I came downstairs and followed Ella out of the house. She opened her storm door and I saw the lock. It was a new Schlage; very common, and using my took kit I had the door open in about two minutes. As soon as the door was opened, she went inside quickly to disable the alarm system. “Now just remember to use some ‘Lock Ease’ in that lock. These new locks are kind of stiff. Matter of fact I have some in my kit. I’ll put some in now.” That wasn’t the only thing that was stiff, that’s for sure.

“Wow Paul, you sure do know your stuff, thank you!” she said to me, her bright blue eyes gleaming at me. I felt myself melt right there. My cock was tenting up in my jeans. She had on this long sleeve white blouse with the three top buttons opened, giving me an unbelievable view of her cleavage, pressing tight against a black laced bra. Her long auburn hair was done up in a tight bun, and her eyes glanced down to my crotch, and she looked at me and grinned. I was “busted,” and I knew it.

“Have anyplace special you have to be Paul?” she asked.

“No, not really.”

“Great, then how would you like to stay for a cup of coffee?”

“Oh, I’d like that very much,” I said, very interested to see where this could be going.

“You know, since John and I got divorced three months ago, I’ve been keeping to myself, busy with my practice and not really getting out much.”

She sounded down, and what else could I say but, “Oh, that’s too bad . . . I mean, it’s kind of to be expected. It must be a traumatic thing to go through a divorce.”

“It is,” she said. “It’s traumatic and it’s liberating in a way too. Did you know that the fucker was cheating on me??? Can you imagine? With a client of his . . . A fifty three year old client, and another man no less. Well, a ‘shemale’ I think the right word is. That sick bastard. I hate his guts! My lawyer got him dead to rights. I took him for everything.” She laughed. “I even got to keep Sparky. He was a rescue, and I was the one who rescued him from the shelter, so that part was non-negotiable.” Just then, Sparky came into the kitchen and jumped on top of me. Ella tossed me a treat and I gave it to the dog, satisfying him.

“Look at me Paul. Who would want to cheat on a woman like me? What do you say?”

She had me tongue-tied. She was right. Apart from all else, who in their right mind would throw away a woman like Ella?

I stumbled a bit, and I cleared my throat. “I suppose you’re right Ella. I mean, yeah, John would have to be out of his mind.”

Ella smiled at me in a funny sort of way which made my cock throb in my jeans. “I’ll go make some coffee. Have a seat.”

So we sat in her kitchen, and she asked me about school and my new found interest in locksmithing. I was always handy with tools, so it was natural for me. Then we talked about her dental practice and how I was due for a check-up.

“Tell you what Paul. I have time now. How would you like your check-up?”

This totally surprised me and also made me question if I was letting my imagination run away with me. Maybe she was just being nice, and I was letting my horniness show through. As she stood up to put the coffee away, she bent over to the bottom cupboard, and I got a great look at the black strap of her G-String hugging her ass crack nicely.

“Sure, I have time.”

“Great! Let me go upstairs and change really quick into my scrubs and then we’ll go into my office.”

“Okay,” I said, remembering last year’s visit when she bent into me to work on my molar. Speaking of which, she said:

“How’s that molar of yours I worked on last time? It was a really . . . deep . . . cavity if I remember correctly.”

I swallowed hard at the way that came out. She got up and left and her heels clacked on her tiled floor as she made her way upstairs to change.

In no time at all she came down in her purple scrubs, but she was still wearing those heels! I mean, what dentist does that?

“Okay, follow me Paul,” she said, crooking her finger at me, and we walked downstairs to her operatory.

Ella was thirty nine years old by my calculations. How did I know? Because I read her website, and according to when she graduated Northwestern undergrad, and then U Penn Dental School, it would make her thirty nine or forty at most.

I took my place in the chair. She began her exam, picking and using her mirror. “Okay, good. I don’t see any cavities, and the molar looks fine, but I do need to do a good cleaning. Would you like Nitrous?”

“Yeah, sure, that would be great,” I said. I hated the scraping and the water.

In no time the gas was on, and I was floating and enjoying the gas buzz. Like last time, she leaned in close to me. I felt her nipples pressing up against me and looking down through the V of her scrubs I could see she wasn’t even wearing a bra. My cock was pressing against her thigh through the scrubs pants. I think that the Nitrous distorts the sense of time, because in no time at all, Ella was done with her work, and I was good for another year. She turned the gas off, took off her mask, gloves, and goggles and leaned in really close to me – much more than she would with any other patient, and she said, “Now how did that feel? You really are a good patient Paul.”

I could feel her warm, moist breath on my face. “Thank you? I mean, sure, no problem. You have a light touch.”

“A light touch?” she said, smiling. “Well how about this?” she said, biting her bottom lip as her hand went down to my crotch, rubbing my boner underneath my jeans.

“Umm, that’s a bit harder. I mean, uh, yeah, it’s good.” God! I must sound like such a jerk! I was a virgin too, I might add, and I was embarrassed because I think she knew that too about me.

She unbuttoned the top of my jeans, pulled my zipper down, and took my cock out and started stroking it. She felt the wetness of my pre cum, and rubbed it between her thumb and index finger.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

_________________

____

She straddled me on the chair just below my knees and pulled my t-shirt up, bending her head down, and placing the tip of my cock between her moist, red, glossy lips. She undid the tie in the back of her hair, letting her lush, auburn waves fall over my tummy. I was overcome by these sensations that were all so new and delightful to me. Having the object of my fantasies right before me now, in my grasp, made it seem all the more unreal, and yet – here it was.

She stuck her tongue out and the tip swept over my slit and went around the head of my cock. What a fucking tease! I wanted her to take ALL OF ME . . . but she took her sweet time. She stopped, pulled off and looked at me.

“You’re delicious Paul, and to think you’ve been next door all this time.” It was nice to hear, even if I was away at school most of the time, but now I could make the most of the summer. I looked down my chest and I saw that the tip of my cock was coated with her lip gloss.

She grinned at me and got back on, her lips making a tight seal around my “helmet,” and she swept her tongue around it, and grabbed my shaft with her fingers, playing me like a flute. Her nails dug into my skin, and it was a sharp pain mixed in with pleasure. I bucked my hips off the chair and tried to match her sucking movements with my body. I pressed the back of her head down on top of me, and she went deeper, taking all of me inside her mouth, using her tongue to rub my sensitive underside.

I was getting past the point of no return. “Ella,” I gasped. “I thinkI’mgoingtocum!” I said all in one fast word. That made her go faster and faster, and I shot my entire load into her mouth; spurt after spurt of white, warm cum, which she greedily took in. Not a drop leaked out; she swallowed all of me.

“Ummm,” she said, coming off me after licking me clean from top to bottom. “To think I’ve been missing this! It blows my mind.”

After hearing that compliment from such a beautiful woman, my “big head” was just as big as my “little head.”

Now she moved up on me and grabbing the back of my head, she kissed me hard on the lips, giving me a taste of my own cum. At first I was reluctant, but then my tongue started moving around hers inside my mouth. I experienced the sweet/salty mix, and I liked it! What does that say about me? I thought. Considering my fetish for certain women’s undergarments, did this mean I was gay? Or maybe, just a bit on the “eccentric” side? I tried not to dwell on it too much. I remembered an old saying: “Don’t analyze, utilize.”

She shifted herself and pulled the left side of her scrub top down, exposing her perky nipple, curving slightly upward, and placing it against my lips. I stuck my tongue out and swept around it in a circle, making her moan and twist her body. I sucked on it, and played with it.

Just then, Sparky began barking, running to the front door, and the doorbell rang!

“Now who could that be?” Ella asked, equally surprised. “I know it can’t be a patient,” she said, looking down at her scrubs. “But I suppose it’s good I’m dressed like this, just in case. C’mon Paul honey, pull yourself together and let’s go upstairs,” she said, grinning at our secret. I let her take the lead on this, and said, “Okay Ella, sure. I’ll follow you upstairs.”

So Ella left her operatory and went upstairs to answer the door. I hopped off the chair and pulled my jeans together, and ran up the stairs.

It was of all people, my mother. She was in Ella’s kitchen, seated at her table.

“Hi mom,” I said, totally embarrassed, but trying hard to remain calm.

“Ella was just telling me how quickly you were able to open her door! That’s so wonderful Paul that you were able to help her like that with your new skills.”

I almost choked as I heard those words come out of mom. “New skills” indeed!

“Yeah, and then Dr. Hood (referring to her by her title) realized that I needed my appointment anyway, so she worked on me.”

“Oh that’s great dear,” mom said. “Any cavities?”

“No Nancy, Paul was “all clean” this time,” she said, secretly winking at me. I wanted to crawl underneath her kitchen table.

So the three of us made small talk, and I was left wondering what would have happened if my mother – of all people hadn’t come over? Shit! I would have to think of some way to get over here again some time.

Back home, after dinner, my parents watched TV, and I went upstairs to my room and sat looking out my window at Ella’s house, replaying the events of the amazing afternoon over and over again. It wasn’t exactly pool weather, and I remembered from last summer how Ella with her then husband John, used to swim at night with the lights on and I would get a good look at her magnificent body, getting out of the pool, drying herself off, and then lying on her stomach on the chaise lounge with her butt sticking up in the air. I wondered if maybe some night this summer I could take the place of her ex-husband.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four

_________________

_____

On Tuesday night, around ten o’clock, my iPhone rang, and it said, “Dr. Hood.” Normally, I let my phone go to voice mail, but now I jumped at it. I was lying in my bed, rubbing one out and thinking of Ella.

“Hi Paul, I hope I’m not disturbing you, am I?”

“No, no, of course not. I’m glad you called.”

“You are? Really? That’s sweet because I was thinking of you.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, wondering what she could want. I was hoping she would want me to come over and fuck the hell out of her, or at least suck me off again.

“Paul, I have a three day dental convention in Chicago I’m going to on Thursday, and I’ll be back on Monday. I was wondering if you could walk and feed Sparky for me? I mean, I know you work and all. Can you do it?”

“Yeah, sure Ella, no problem. If I can’t, then I’m sure mom could.”

“Oh that’s great! I didn’t want to seem like I was imposing. You know Paul, I wish I could take you with me. I’m sure we’d have a great time!”

“Yeah, wouldn’t that be something,” I said. “Well, then I’ll see you when you get home, unless you have some time this week before you go away?” Now I was getting a bit pushy, but I mean, who wouldn’t?

“Unfortunately honey, this is a busy week for me, and I’m covering a colleague’s office across town on Wednesday before I go away. I wish I could. But don’t worry – I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”

“Okay Ella, that’s fine.”

“Now,” (and she laughed) I know you don’t need a key to get in, but I’ll leave the keys to the house underneath the flower pot on the porch, okay?”

“Sounds good to me Ella. I’ll take care of Sparky. He likes me.”

“Not as much as I like you!” Well, I thought, at least I rate higher than the dog. That was comforting.

***

Thursday morning I walked Sparky, and went to work, and then on my lunch break I came over, fed, and walked him too. At night, I came back as well. Only this time, I stayed a bit. I wondered what sorts of “treasures” I could find in Ella’s bedroom. I got hard just at the thought. My “compulsion” was just too hard to resist.

I walked upstairs and her bedroom door was unlocked. Hah! As if it would stop me if it was locked!. Right in front of me stood her dresser draws. My heart started beating fast as I walked over and opened the bottom drawer. I figured that would be the most likely place women would keep the most interesting items, and I was right. Staring me in the face was an emerald green G-String. I picked it up and put it to my nose and it had her body scent on it.

I didn’t waste any time and pulled my jeans down, then my boxers, and I kicked them both to the side. I rubbed the satiny material between the thumb and forefinger of my right hand, and my cock was pointing up to the ceiling. I slowly pulled them up my legs, the soft material tickling my skin, until the elastic laced band settled around my waist. I adjusted them until the pouch was firmly over my junk, and the back G-String nestled itself in the crack between my butt cheeks. How come women got to wear such arousing, and soft underwear? Any guilt I had about wearing them was gone, but I did wonder what Ella would do if God forbid she ever found out what I was up to. No, no, that must never happen.

I stuck my hand down the front, underneath the waistband, and I gently rubbed my cock against the delicious material, sending chills through my body. The central air conditioning was on, and it made the experience so much more pleasurable. In the drawer, underneath the panties I found an assortment of bras with molded cups. I picked one up, and it seemed like Ella and me were almost the same size. It was a matching shade of green and I took my t-shirt off, slipping the bra over my head, until the straps settled on my shoulders. The bra stretched and pulled the fat of my chest in, so I had the illusion of cleavage.

Next were the pantyhose with straps and the girdle that went over the G-String. Now, I bent my right leg, keeping the left one straight. I looked at myself in the mirror over the dresser and ran my hands from my waist, over my tummy to my chest. Damn, I thought, I look just like a woman! Hell, if I could, I would fuck myself!

But why stop here? There were so many delicious items in her closet, and also makeup in the bathroom. What good is dressing if you can’t go all the way? I thought. I had seen enough YOUTUBE videos to get the idea.

So, I went into her bathroom inside of the bedroom and found a makeup case sitting on the vanity counter. I put everything on, starting with the face makeup, all the way to the eyeliner and the mascara. My eyelashes were thick enough, so I didn’t need false ones. I chose a bright blue that went with my blue eyes. I had brown hair down to just below a shirt collar. Now what I saw in the mirror was magnified like ten times! I thought I would cum right there; rubbing my cock, looking at myself and licking my lips.

Coming back into the center of the bedroom, I saw a box on the top shelf of her closet. It looked like a hat box of some kind, but when I opened it, I discovered a long, jet black wig on a Styrofoam head! My cock was now thumping in the satin pouch as I slowly took the wig off it. It was made in the same style as Ella’s auburn hair. I slowly placed it on me, and as I did, I felt the soft waves gently rubbing my neck and shoulders. All the sensations; the clothing and the wig put me in a state that made me feel what I had been missing all my life.

On the bottom of her closet I found a pair of black stiletto heels, probably the same ones that she wore when she worked on my mouth Sunday. I slipped them on, and they were my size! I tried walking in them, but it was no good. I had to hold onto the night table to stop from wobbling and falling. If I was going to do this properly I would have to practice.

So I just lied down on the bed and played with my cock, rubbing it furiously on the inside of the satin pouch. I picked it up when I shot a full load onto my tummy, careful not to get any on the bra. I shot not once, nor twice, but three times. I pulled the G-String underneath my balls so as not to get any of my jizz on it. I used a few tissues from the nightstand to clean it up.

Looking at myself in the mirror again, I knew that I could remove the makeup and put everything away where I found it, but I wasn’t ready to; just not yet. I still had lots of admiring of myself to do.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Five

________________

_____

Suddenly I heard noise from downstairs! Sparky was barking, and I heard the front door unlock, and the alarm going off! WHAT THE FUCK???? Ella wasn’t supposed to be home until Sunday night! Who the hell was here? I remained absolutely quiet and went into the bathroom, careful to pick my clothes up off the floor and locking the door.

Then I heard someone running up the stairs with heavy footfalls. It was definitely not Ella. Who could it be??

“Hello? Hello? Is anyone in here?” came a familiar voice. Oh my God! It was my ex-neighbor, and Ella’s ex-husband John! What could he possibly be doing here??? Now my heart was beating out of my chest. If he were to catch me in here, I’d be dead! No, more than dead, if that was even possible, and I believed that it could be in my panicked state. The I remembered I left the fucking bedroom ceiling light on! What an asshole I was!

“Is someone in there?” John said, knocking on the bathroom door. Maybe, I thought, he wouldn’t recognize me, and I could say I was one of Ella’s friends who came over to use the pool? Walk Sparky? My mind was racing in a thousand directions.

“Come on, whoever’s in there, open up! I’m ARMED!!” he said which chilled me to the bone.

“I’m coming out,” I said using my best female voice, trying not to sound too nervous. When I opened the door, John was standing there with brown cargo shorts and a US Marine Corps T-Shirt and sandals. He had piercing blue eyes, sandy colored hair and a chiseled abdomen, and rock hard biceps and triceps. He could crush me in an instant if he wanted to.

“Who the fuck are you, and where’s Ella?” he said in almost a growl. Sparky ran up the stairs and came running into the bedroom standing by his ex-master’s side.

“Um, Ella’s away at a dental conference and I’m her friend Jillian from down the block. I walked Sparky and I was just going to use the pool.”

He looked me up and down like a hungry beast, probably with the most lewd and lascivious thoughts in mind. I looked back at him with my eyes wide open – a mix of fright and also . . . desire? Yes, desire. I’d never felt that way before, but I just could not help myself. I wanted this man, who I’d known for two years to take me from the ass and fuck me hard! I saw the bulge in his cargo shorts of what could only be a monstrously huge cock! I wanted it in my mouth. I wanted this uncomfortable encounter to end in a sexual way.

“Ella and I got divorced four months ago and I moved out last month. I don’t remember her mentioning a ‘Jillian.’”

“Oh, I live down the block, and my husband Roger and I are new patients.”

“Really? Cause you look a little young to be married and living in this neighborhood.”

I laughed nervously. “Ha! Yes, I get that a lot. I use a new cream that I’ve told Ella about, and . . .”

He cut me off in mid-sentence. “Well, if you’re going to use the pool, then where’s your bathing suit??” he said, grinning at me.

“Well, no one was home, so I thought I’d just go swimming on the spur of the moment. I came over to walk Sparky, and I didn’t think I’d want to go swimming.”

He came up and stood next to me. He was at least a full head taller. “I wonder what else you didn’t think about doing today – Jillian?” His eyes were melting through me.

Then I felt a bit gutsy and a little inquisitive, maybe a bit too inquisitive. I said, “So what brings you back here if you moved out?”

Wrong thing to say. “I really don’t think that’s any of your business Jillian. Something’s fishy here, and I’m going to find out just what it is! I have all the time in the world,” he said, his arms folded, and in a menacing tone which scared the shit out of me. We knew from Ella that John was a retired USMC Captain with four deployments overseas.

His fists were both balled up and the grin became something else, and his eyes narrowed into slits. I had to come clean and face the consequences.

Keeping my voice the same, and my head looking down I said, “I’m not Jillian, John. I’m, I’m . . . Paul from next door.”

I didn’t expect what came next. John started laughing hysterically, and pointing at me. He bent over and had to catch his breath.

“So, so, (laughing in between), Ella asked you to walk Sparky, and when you were all alone, you came, up, (more side-splitting laughter) you came up here to play dress-up because you’re a little SISSY!??”

He had tears in his eyes. “Does Ella know? Do your parents or anyone else know? How long have you been doing this? Did you . . . did you . . . no, that’s impossible, but did you fuck my wife??”

“Uh, no Sir, I didn’t fuck your wife or touch her, I just admire her clothes, that’s all.”

He looked me over differently now from head to toe.

“You know something,” he said. “You look just like a girl! Not just that, but like a really hot girl . . . I bet your ass is really tight too! You see, Ella found out that I like that sort of thing – young adult sissy boys, and she couldn’t take it, especially when she caught me here in the bedroom pounding one I picked up at a bar downtown. Well, that one was a bit older. Now you,” he said, putting his hand up to his chin, “You seem very convenient. Too bad I moved away. How would you like me to fuck you now? Right here? That boner in my wife’s (laughing again) G-String kinda tells me you would like it – very much!” Now I was scared and turned on at the same time.

“Tell you what we’re gonna do. I’m sure you don’t want your parents to know I caught you up here, do they Paul, er., ‘Jillian?’”

“Uh, no, I really don’t Sir.”

“Ok then,” he said with a malevolent grin, and he opened the zipper of his cargo pants and pulled out the largest cock I had ever seen out of them. “I want to see what you’ve got. Suck on me!”

I couldn’t hide my excitement any longer and I eagerly got down on all fours and took his cock with my hand, my fingers barely able to grab the whole width of that thick, veiny monster, and I placed it up to my red, glossy lips.

“Yeah that’s it!” he said. “Keep going until I tell you to stop!”

I stuck out the tip of my tongue and placed it against his slit. I could feel the sweet/salty mix of pre cum on my tongue, and I was as hard as a rock. Now I opened my lips and tasted the first cock of my life – the new me – ‘Jillian.’ I used my tongue like a whisk broom, going around and around his “helmet.” He was moaning and he placed his hand on top of my jet black wig, causing me to go deeper and deeper on his cock until I had at least three quarters of it in my mouth.

“Come on you sissy slut – deeper! Let’s go!” he barked at me.

So I tried as best I could. I started choking, taking a deep breath and steeling myself up to take it all in. It had to be an eight-incher at least. He was leaking more pre cum and I went faster and faster on him. Suddenly he pulled out, breathing heavily.

“I don’t wanna cum this way,” he said with an evil grin. “Now get on the bed on your hands and knees and face the headboard – NOW!!”

I quickly scrambled off my knees and jumped up on the bed and did as I was told. John got on right behind me and spit on his hand, parting my butt cheeks apart and wetting my “boy pussy” or “bussy” as I was to learn later it was called. He then rubbed saliva on his already hard cock, and lined it up against my cherry asshole. As soon as I felt it, I got an electric shock of pleasure running through my body. I wanted him deeply inside me.

Before I could get another thought in, he was pressing up against my hole and drilled me with the head of his cock. I hissed between clenched teeth, and I was grabbing the bed sheets with both fists. He knew it was my first time, so I think he purposely went a bit easier on me. He even said to me, “Let me know, my little sissy slut if I’m in too deep!”

“No” I said, with semi-bravado, “Keep going, I want ALL OF THAT COCK!”

“Oooh, now you’re talking,” and with that he pounded me so much that I thought I would rip apart. The pain was strange in that at the same time I felt pleasure. A good, hard, slippery cock filled me with everything I’ve ever fantasized about. My own wetness added to his and John’s speed inside me increased and I bucked my hips up against him; his balls slapping my butt cheeks.

“Now . . . how’s . . . thissss?” he hissed out at me, at the same time slapping my butt cheeks, left and right several times. That only added to my pleasure. I loved being spanked, and my thoughts turned to what a paddle would feel like. I had to ask him later about that because I knew this would not be my only time.

Then he hit that magical “p-spot,” that makes transgender women squeal, because that was what I was sure I was on my way to becoming. Back and forth he went, and he let out a scream: “Oh God Jillian . . . you’re the tightest I’ve ever had, fuck! I’m . . . cumming!!” And with that I felt flooded by his warm, wet jizz, all the way through and up my insides. Like a chain reaction I came too, right into Ella’s satin panties. He kept going, and I squirted three more times in the longest and best orgasm I ever had.

We were both panting, and he spread himself over me, his muscles felt like boulders over my back and butt.

“I’ve never broken in a new sissy before. Tell you what. How’d you like to come over to my house any time you want. I’ll even buy you some clothes. How’s that?”

“That would be great John. But I’m going away to school in the fall.”

“Oh yeah. Well, it doesn’t matter because I can come up to school any time I want, and put us up for a weekend in a nice five star hotel. Now how does that sound?”

“Really, you would do all that?” I said, thinking about the clothes and his cock pounding me on weekends.

“Of course I would. In fact, I’m thinking of being monogamous with you. What do you say?”

I turned around and kissed him hard on the mouth, roping my tongue around his, happier than I’ve ever been in a long time.

Of course Ella would know nothing, and I would have a relationship with her too. John wouldn’t be any the wiser. The thought of that bisexual relationship made me smile. I’d get the best of both worlds. But there was the matter of my transition. No matter, I had time. I had plenty of time.

♦️♦️♦️
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