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Most of all - To all of my precious readers who enjoy what I do, and show their appreciation. I practice my craft thinking of what turns you on!!!

❤️❤️❤️
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More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story). I would love to hear what you like to read about! Just shoot me an email and let me know. I’ll even name a character for you and send you a free book!

Jdicey120@yahoo.com

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD
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One

______________

___

THIS WILL GO DOWN AS ONE OF THE WEIRDEST and certainly most memorable chapters of my young life. Tracy has been my best friend since the first day here at Buford State. We’re both juniors. We met at orientation, and started dating right away. But after a couple of months, we both realized the romantic attraction just wasn’t there. However, we still had good times together. She made me laugh, and feel good about myself. So, we decided to keep it platonic – but fun.

I didn’t really date much. It’s not that there was a shortage of good looking girls on campus, I think it was me; I was conflicted about my sexuality. Take Tracy – I was more interested in what she wore, and her feminine ways, than romance. I never confided this to Tracy, and even if she knew that about me, I doubt it would have made a difference. We became more like two girlfriends. She was comfortable talking to me about guys she dated and often asked my opinion if the guys she went out with were “her type.” It never crossed her mind that I never mentioned women.

One weekday afternoon, Tracy and I were having lunch at the food court on campus, and she surprised me with some good news. “David, my dad is on a business trip and it’s just gonna be my stepmom and me home for Spring Break. I was thinking. How would you like to come stay at our house with us? We have a pool, and there are malls and movies nearby, and we could have a good time hanging out. What do you say?”

I liked the idea. Tracy’s father had been divorced for ten years, and he remarried two years ago to a woman named Wanda. She got along great with Tracy, and as far as I knew they had a great marriage. They lived in an affluent suburb of Miami, Florida, where it was always summer. It was also close to the Spring Break bars and such, so staying there would be much better and less threatening to me than a typical raunchy college kid resort.

My family was not rich, or well-off by any means, and my parents fought a lot. So, my older brother and I liked to stay as far away from home as possible. I did work study at the college library, and I saved money as best I could, so I could afford the plane ticket to Miami. But Tracy surprised me and bought me a ticket! That’s the kind of girl she was; generous and kind almost to a fault.

I was a bit self-conscious about my “being poor,” but Tracy never mentioned it, or fed into those feelings. She made me feel like a part of her family. We took an Uber to her house along the water, and to me, it looked like a palace, a celebrity’s house. There was an Olympic sized pool, a tennis court, a cabana, and a speed boat and jet skis. She was right – we would definitely have more fun here than at any shabby college hostel.

I never met her parents before. I was introduced as her best friend over FACETIME a few times when I was in her room when they called her.

I’m not gonna lie. I had a “thing” for her mother. Not that I would act on it. I wasn’t crazy. I mean it would be immoral, jeopardize or kill my friendship with Tracy, and maybe even get me arrested. Speaking of which, her mother Wanda was a very “arresting woman” – slender figure, long auburn hair that went down to her waist, mesmerizing green eyes, a pouty, “Angelina Jolie” sort of mouth, and huge breasts, that would look great in any sort of blouse. But you know the old adage: It’s okay to look, but don’t touch!

When we got to her house, her mom was there to greet us. She was wearing a short, white tennis outfit, with a low-cut top. Underneath I could see the tips of her tits pointing up through the cotton material. She had beads of sweat along her forehead, and was damping it with a white handkerchief. To me, she looked like a goddess. Her arms looked strong – tennis arms. Tracy told me her mom played a lot, and was a star on her college tennis team – The University of Miami. I was aroused like never before, my cock tenting in my pants like a ramrod. I stood, shyly on the side of Tracy as her mother greeted us, slightly embarrassed at her sweaty appearance.

“Hi guys! Did you have good flight? I’m sorry I didn’t pick you up myself, but I had an open house today.” Wanda was a local realtor with her own firm, and from what Tracy told me, it was a very successful one.

Then she turned to me. “David, it’s so good to see you again!” The last time I saw Wanda and her husband was last President’s Day when they came to our college town to visit us. They took us all out to dinner. She never questioned her daughter about our “status,” but she accepted it, for whatever it was – some kind of a platonic friendship.

She brought me in for a hug, seemingly not caring about her dampness. It only turned me on more – her heady female smell surrounding me “You look so much more handsome in person!” she said, as she held me at arm’s length.

“Stop it mom, you’re embarrassing him,” Tracy said sounding serious.

“That’s crazy Tracy – David’s a very handsome young man . . .”

She would have said more, but I think she caught herself when she remembered we were just good friends.

I thought I imagined it, but when Tracy put her bags down, Wanda was looking at me – really looking at me . . . like maybe I had done something. It made me uncomfortable, and I shifted. I realized that I was in full frontal view of her, and she had caught a glimpse of my cock bursting at the seams.

“Okay guys let’s go into the kitchen – I prepared tuna fish salad and cold drinks. You must be hungry after that long flight, and all you got were bags of chips, right.”

“Yep, that’s what they gave us. We didn’t fly first class you know,” I said, trying to break the tension.

“Well, maybe someday. You never know,” she said smiling.

I hadn’t realized how hungry I was until I started in on the tuna and tomato. Tracy and her mom made small talk as we ate. Wanda was definitely staring at me as they talked, sending me subliminal messages and making me very uncomfortable. Of course it didn’t help when she kicked off her shoes and started rubbing my bare leg underneath the table as she continued talking to Tracy. Her green eyes bore in to me. Then I started fantasizing about what would have happened if she was sitting next to me at the table – would she pull a ”Wedding Crashers” and be reaching for my cock underneath?

The whole thing was surreal. My thoughts and doubts about my sexual identity took a back seat to my arousal. “Don’t analyze, utilize,” I remember reading somewhere.

Wanda stood up after we sat and talked about small stuff for a while. Me? I was tongue tied, because her foot had moved up to my crotch. “Why don’t we spend an afternoon by the pool, and go for a swim and get some sun. You guys look all pale. I think you could use it.”

“Great idea mom!” Tracy said.

Then Wanda looked at me with a piercing glance. “David, why don’t you go into your room and change while we do the same, and we’ll meet back out here. I’ll show you where it is.”

“Okay Mrs. Kearney.”

“Oh please David, call me Wanda. Everybody does.”

“See you outside,” Tracy cheerfully called out to me.

“Yep,” I said, and followed Wanda to the guest room on the first floor overlooking the front of the property.

Just as we approached the room, Wanda placed the palm of her hand squarely on my butt cheek and dug in a bit with her nails. Once inside the room, she turned to me and got close. I could smell the sweet odor of her perspiration, and a slight scent of cigarette smoke. I have to say that was another one of my big turn-ons – women who smoked the long, all-white cigarettes. My cock was huge and bulging through my shorts.

Looking down at it Wanda smiled and said, “Wow, I can see someone’s a bit aroused!” Then she placed her hand on my crotch, nails digging in through the soft cotton material, and she put her mouth close to my ear and whispered, hot moist breath on me; “We can’t let Tracy know that her step mom has a thing for her friend, now can we David?”

My eyes opened wide, as I was very taken aback by this confession, and I swallowed hard, and said, “I guess not.”

She held me at arm’s length and said, “Good boy. I’m gonna blow your mind these next two weeks David,” and she leaned into me, tugging on my t-shirt, and gently kissed me on the mouth, her tongue wrapping itself around mine. She broke off and said softly, “Now get changed David and meet us outside.” She left me in shock to change.

❤️❤️❤️


Two

______________

___

I TOOK A SEAT ON A PATIO RECLINER BY THE POOL, and I was facing the back of the house. The women were changing in what I could only assume was Wanda’s bedroom that she shared with Tracy’s dad. I saw them together talking, and then Tracy moved out of site as Wanda began to change. The blinds were open just enough for me to get a good look inside, but not open so much as to be obvious. I knew that Wanda positioned herself there on purpose. I saw her mouth move, talking to Tracy.

She took the beret off her hair that held it in place for tennis, and I watched as she slowly pulled off her top, revealing a black, laced bra. I had a perfect side view and watched as she shook her head, letting her auburn hair fall around her bare shoulders. My cock was aching. I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. Slowly, I saw her hands reach behind her and undo the snaps of the bra, and she let it fall to the floor.

Her tits were gorgeous, pear shaped and full, the tips pointing up to the ceiling. The light hit them just right and I could make out the curves and shadows of pure, luscious femininity. Then she turned facing the pool – and me, still talking to Tracy who was standing out of view. Then she reached for her white tennis skirt and let it drop. Now I could see the almost perfect curves of her ass, sitting temptingly inside black satin panties. She walked out of view towards Tracy, and it seemed the show was over.

I had my sunglasses on, and I was wearing my boxer bathing suit with a gray college t-shirt, the name Buford College emblazoned on the front. After watching Wanda in a near state of undress I began to feel ashamed of my scrawny body, trying to look cool with my sunglasses. It goes without saying that I needed to hide my feelings from Tracy over what just happened in the guest room. Then the patio door from the kitchen opened and Tracy and Wanda came outside.

“Too bad you two can’t go to school here in Florida. It’s so delightful all year around. Of course, we do have to put up with the mugginess and the heat,” she said with an exaggerated sigh and smiling at me. “And hurricanes too!” she added. I watched as Wanda got up from the recliner and dove off the diving board in a perfect Olympic style dive.

“My mom likes to show off,” Tracy said smiling at me. “So what would you like to do tonight David? How about a movie. There’ a theater nearby where every show is five dollars.”

“Oh, sounds good Trace,” I said, somewhat relieved that I wouldn’t have any sexual tension this evening. Yet I was also a bit disappointed, fantasizing about Wanda.

We watched Wanda swim for a while and then Tracy looked at me and said, “I’m gonna go in for a swim David, wanna come?” she said, looking at me sweetly.

“Sure, the sun is really strong.”

“Why don’t you take your t-shirt off?” Tracy asked.

“Because I burn easily. I should really put sunscreen on my face,” I said.

“Okay, see you in the pool,” Tracy said as she went off the diving board, but not nearly as elegantly as her stepmom.

I went in from the three foot side. The pool had lanes marked off. It really was unusual to see such a full-size Olympic pool in a backyard. Her parents had to be doing really well; even better than I thought. It turned out that Tracy’s dad was a hedge fund manager, and a very good one at that.

Wanda basically ignored me as she and Tracy swam around. Tracy was playful and splashed me, and chased me as I swam underwater. There were a couple of floating deck chairs in the pool and we each took one and lied there side by side, soaking up the midday Florida sun.

Wanda was a perfect “ten” and she showed herself off to me when Tracy wasn’t looking. She ran her hands down the front of her breasts and over the top of her crotch, licking her lips around. It was driving me nuts, and my boxers did a very poor job of hiding my erection. Sensing my embarrassment, Wanda began to laugh.

“What’s so funny mom?” Tracy asked Wanda.

“Nothing dear. David needs to relax a bit, that’s all. He seems very tense. That’s all.”

Tracy looked at me standing in four feet of water, a bit confused. I made light of the situation. “Oh it’s nothing, “ I said. “I guess I’m just not used to being in paradise,” and I smiled.

“Oh, okay, yeah I get it. This place is so beautiful it’ll do that to you,” she said, and laughed. We all did, but I could see through Wanda’s intent. She was toying with me.

So after a poolside barbecue, Tracy and I borrowed her stepmom’s new Audi and went to the movie. It was a showing of “The Good, The Bad and The Ugly,” one of my favorites which also explained the five dollar tickets.

“So what do you think David?” Tracy asked. “You like Miami? After the movie we could go to Coconut Grove and grab a few drinks. Would you mind being the designated driver?”

“No, not at all,” I said as we exited the movie theater.

“You know David, I’m not blind,” Tracy said. “I’m really sorry if you’re embarrassed, but Wanda likes to flirt with friends I bring over. That’s just how she is. It’s harmless. I’m sorry if she made you uncomfortable. I can talk to her if you like.”

I let out a huff. “Oh no need for that Tracy. I can take care of myself,” I said in as light hearted a mood as I could muster.

“You’re sure? Because sometimes she can be, a . . . a little bit over the top. My dad married her and there’s like a fifteen year age difference between them. Can I tell you a secret?”

“Sure.”

“Promise you won’t let this get back to anybody at school?”

“Yeah, of course Trace. What is it?”

“Well, we had a guy who used to . . . wait. I know this might sound a bit cliché. But we had a young guy who used to come by and take care of the pool. Now we have a company that does that. Anyway, the guy’s name was Rob, and he was HOT. I mean, he was like, very sexual you know what I mean?”

“Yeah I do,” I said, thinking about my own skimpy frame.

“Well, Wanda had “a thing” for him you know. At first I thought it was my imagination. But then one day, I came home, and her car and the pool truck was in front of the house, but it looked like no one was home. I went to the backyard and didn’t see anyone. So I walked by Wanda and my dad’s bedroom. The door was closed, and I could hear Wanda and Rob laughing inside. I was so shocked that I just got into my car and drove around and went to the mall. When I came home I didn’t say a thing to Wanda – I was too embarrassed. But I felt so sorry for my dad, you know?”

“Wow. Yeah, I get it. So after that you just never spoke to her about it?’

“That’s right. It happened a couple of years ago, about six months after they were married.”

“Gee, I’m so sorry, I mean, for your dad. I had no idea.”

Tracy shrugged. “But my dad seems happy, so maybe it was just a phase she went through, like maybe something she had to get rid of, you know. Anyway, I never saw that happen again. But really, it’s none of my business. If my dad ever finds out, then that’s a different story.”

So we walked to an open smoothies place, and Tracy had a drink, two as a matter of fact with alcohol, and I just had a couple of colas, and we went back home. We were both tired from travelling and swimming, so we said good night and went to bed.

So, Wanda liked to fool around on Tracy’s old man, eh? Well, I can certainly see that now for myself. I felt like jerking myself to sleep thinking about her hot mom, and that’s just what I did. I fell into a deep sleep afterwards. I left the tissues I used on the floor next to my bed.

Somewhere during the middle of the night, I got up and had to use the bathroom which was in my large guestroom/bedroom. I thought about the day’s events and wondered what, if anything would happen between Tracy’s mom and me. My cock wanted it for sure, but the “little angel” on one of my shoulders told me I should know better. So with all this stuff racing through my mind I climbed back into bed. I slept on my side and fell asleep quickly. Then I had the oddest dream, or at least at first that’s what I thought it was. I felt a very smooth, bare foot rubbing my leg, and pressure on the side of my pillow. I startled awake and a tobacco smelling hand covered my mouth. Of course it was Wanda. It definitely wasn’t Tracy! That much was for sure.

“Just be quiet David and let me take over,” Wanda said in a deep whisper. My heart started beating quickly; I still thought I was dreaming, but the hand firmly gripping my cock and stroking the soft underside told me a different story. I stiffened and moaned through the hand that was still against my mouth, but now much lighter.

She pulled my t-shirt up and let her long, luscious hair tickle my belly, and she kissed my neck and my chest, all the while stroking my cock. I could only see her as a silhouette through my partially opened blinds. Her long, painted nails tapped gently moving down my chest and belly and stopped where the band on my under shorts met my groin. She tugged on it and reflexively I lifted my butt off the bed and let her pull them down completely. I kicked them off to the floor next to my bed.

In a very fluid motion, she slid down me, but first she buried my face in her hair. I felt so alive, so sexual. I was still a virgin after all, and I began wondering why I never tried harder with Tracy. At that time it was still an enigma.

So then, after rubbing her head back and forth on my groin, she lifted my cock up with her fingernails and placed just my tip in between her glossed, moist lips. The stinging pain of her fingernails combined with the soft, exquisite feel of her lips on my cock was exquisite, and when her lips closed tightly around my head, I got even harder. Her tongue began to rub circles around my head. Her mouth was very wet and only added to my excitement. I bucked my hips up off the bed and went deeper into her mouth. She in turn, went further down me, sliding all the way down to the base of my cock. She was now over me on her elbows, and with one hand, she dug her nails into my balls. I grunted, trying hard not to cry out.

Her tongue slid back and forth over the sensitive tuft of skin on my underside, causing a drop of pre cum to come out of me. She removed her mouth completely off me and smacked her lips, saying, “Ooooh, you taste so delicious David.” I saw her smile in the dim light as she placed her mouth back on me and resumed sucking me. She went faster and faster, rubbing her G-String pouch against my thigh. I could take this no longer, and cried out softly as I shot a huge load of my warm, creamy cum inside her mouth. She didn’t seem to gag, but swallowed and sucked on me harder, taking all of it. I shot at least three times, and I felt a bit of my cum drip onto my groin, because there was some leaking down the sides of her mouth.

There was nothing left on my cock – it was sucked completely clean of any residue. She came off me and slid up to me until our faces were inches apart. She kissed me hard, giving me a taste of my own, sweet/salty mix. I licked the sides of her lips and her cheeks. She purred contentedly. My heart was beating so fast because all of this was so naughty, so dirty, right in the same house as my best friend. But it didn’t feel like a betrayal as it did earlier today because my relationship with Tracy wasn’t sexual at all, but still . . .

“This was just a small taste of things to come David. We have two weeks you know,” she said as she stuck her index finger on the tip of my nose. Slowly, she kissed me all over my face. “Sweet dreams honey. I’ll see you in the morning,” she said, and very gracefully got off my bed and left the room. I was still hard, and as soon as my door closed I wondered if it was all a dream, but my wet cock told me otherwise.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

______________

___

THE NEXT DAY I TRIED VERY HARD TO ACT NORMAL around Tracy. We were all in the kitchen having breakfast, and when Tracy asked me how I slept, I almost choked on my eggs. Wanda, who was standing behind Tracy began to smile.

Wanda grabbed her black leather bag from next to the kitchen table and pulled out a pack of EVE MENTHOL 120s and slowly placed one in the corner of her lips, and lit up with a silver butane lighter she had. She was staring at me and did a very seductive French inhale, standing behind Tracy, and it was a good thing too, because Wanda played with the end of the filter and stuck her tongue out and touched the end of it like it was a cock. She grinned at me – she knew how much it turned me on, and my cock became ramrod stiff.

“Mom, must you smoke in here? It’s such a disgusting, dirty habit, and it’s not good for you! Besides, David doesn’t like it either, right David?”

“Oh, umm, well I don’t smoke, but I don’t mind,” I said sheepishly. Tracy glared at me.

“What? I mean it’s your house,” I said to Wanda, knowing that Tracy would be pissed at me for saying that, as Wanda’s mouth curled up in a smile, and gave Tracy a frown.

“Ok, but mom, could you please do that in another room at least?”

“David, is she this difficult at school?” Wanda said laughing.

I smiled, and said, “Oh no Wanda, not at all – much worse.” For that, Tracy gave me a kick under the table.

“Okay, okay. I deserved that,” I said.

“Well okay Tracy. I’ll just finish this in the living room with my coffee. What do you say we all go to the beach today? I could pack a lunch, and we could have a picnic.”

“Oh, that sounds nice mom. Whaddya’ say David? Sound good?”

“Sure, all right by me.” The chance to see that exquisite body in a tight bikini by the ocean excited me even more. Then Wanda smiled and winked at me , taking her cup of coffee and cigarette and went into the living room.

The beach was crowded with spring breakers of all shapes and sizes. We managed to find a semi-secluded spot near a refreshment stand. I wasn’t much of a swimmer, but Wanda was, and she scared us and probably a couple of the lifeguards by how far out she went. The beach was nice, and in-between small talk with me and Tracy, I began to replay the events of last night over and over again in my brain. I resigned myself to “this is how it is,” and I knew Wanda certainly wouldn’t tell Tracy about our little trysts, and I would try my best not to give any hints to Tracy, but after knowing her for almost three years, it would be hard for my perceptive friend not to read my mind.

Tracy and I were on our blankets and Wanda came out of the ocean looking like a goddess; her long auburn hair in tangles between her massive cleavage and green eyes shimmering as she walked towards us. She wore a white bikini with a silver ring slip tie on the top part, and when she bent down to get her towel to dry off, she “lingered” a bit giving me a good show. My eyes and my mind darted between “the show” and Tracy.

“ . . . so what do you think David?” Tracy said.

“Huh, oh, uh, what? I missed the first part?”

She sighed. “Were you listening to anything I said? What’s with you David. You’ve been acting so strangely today. I asked if you wanted to go to an outdoor concert tonight in South Beach.”

“Oh sure, yeah. Definitely!”

“Hey, that sounds like fun. Would you kids mind if I tagged along?” Wanda said.

“Of course you can mom,” Tracy said.

“I promise I won’t be a bother to you two.”

“That would be great Wanda,” I added.

“Well that’s very kind of you David. See Tracy, I always said what a nice young man David is.”

Tracy looked at me sideways when her mom turned away. That, I didn’t like. I said nothing.

Later that night, South Beach was like a carnival atmosphere; crowded as hell, with live music on the streets, a mime, juggling, and of course rowdy college kids with the ever present Miami cops.

Tracy’s mom wore faded blue jeans and a white camisole top with sandals, and her long hair was down, with a part on the side and done up on top. She looked exquisite. When Tracy wasn’t looking, she ran her tongue across her bottom lip and then opened them like she was just about to receive a cock in her mouth – my cock . . . Wanda stopped to light a cigarette, and then turned to me, and started moving to the music, seductively taking drags off her long EVE.

“Tracy, do you mind if I borrow David for a dance?” she asked.

Tracy just shrugged and looked at me, saying, “Sure mom, go ahead.” I turned to Tracy and nodded my head. I could tell she wasn’t pleased.

Both of us started out slow, looking at the band and gyrating. That’s when I really became uncomfortable. Wanda put her arms around my shoulders and pulled me in close, smiling at her stepdaughter. I tried my hardest to play the “innocent victim” here. However, I was really enjoying myself and of course my cock got very hard as it usually did. Wanda took a slow deliberate drag and exhaled right into my face, the slight breeze carrying most of it away.

When we stopped we just walked around and got a few drinks at an outdoor café, and then headed home. I was beat from the ocean and walking around and excused myself and went to sleep. I heard loud voices from the kitchen. Tracy and Wanda were having a “conversation.” I got out of bed and put my ear to the door.

“I don’t know mom. I was very uncomfortable! It looked like you were putting the moves on David. He’s a very sensitive guy, and I know it bothered him!”

“Bothered him?? Come on Tracy, you sound like my mother. He was having a good time, that’s all. And why should it bother you? You told me that you weren’t involved with David in that way.”

“Well, I don’t see why you have to flirt with a guy that I bring to the house, love interest or not! Don’t forget, I remember that one time with the pool guy!”

Wanda looked surprised. Oh, so you knew about that. How did you know?”

“Never mind ‘how I knew,’ but I didn’t tell Dad anything.”

“Well, that was a one-time thing, and it just so happens I told your father, and it turns him on.”

“Wait . . . It turns dad on??”

“Well if you must know – yes it does. Look, your father and I have a healthy marriage, and we have an agreement, okay? You’re old enough to hear it from me. We don’t keep secrets from each other and lots of couples do things like that.”

“Are you two . . . ‘swingers?’”

Wanda laughed. “Well that’s one way to put it. We don’t really give a name to it. But it enhances our sex life, that’s all.”

“So then these, these men, know about you?”

“Yes, and it’s all fine and dandy with them.”

“Well, just don’t let David find out! I don’t want him hurt. I’ll never forgive you Wanda.”

Do these men know about you? I wondered what Tracy meant by that. I knew about “hot wives.” I guess Wanda was one of them. In a crazy way it eased my conscience a bit. Because if God forbid Tracy’s dad ever found out about Wanda and me, he probably wouldn’t be upset. What her dad’s role was in all this I tried not to think about.

❤️❤️❤️


Four

______________

___

I DIDN’T WAKE UP TO USE THE BATHROOM. I don’t know how long I was asleep for, but deep into the night or early morning, I felt who could only be Wanda, giggling softly and pressing on top of me. She was topless and the feel of her bare legs rubbing up against mine told me she was only wearing a G-String. She placed her breasts against my face, her hard, pencil-point tits moving in between my lips. Her luscious, silky hair was flowing over my face, and I could feel her fingernails once again digging into my engorged cock. She kissed me all over my face tenderly, slid down me and once again she wrapped her wet, glossed lips around the head of my cock, making a tight seal, as her tongue made circles around it.

Again, I let out a bit of pre cum and my arms were wrapped tightly over her bare back. She moaned and sucked even harder, slowly sliding down to my base and then back up again. Just when I felt an explosion beginning, she pulled off me suddenly. I started to say something, and she covered my lips with an index finger, and she shushed me.

“Wanda, what did I do?” I wondered.

“Nothing David, you’re terrific. I just don’t want you coming in my mouth, that’s all.”

“Wh – what do you mean?” I was so confused.

“Silly boy! This is your big debut,” she said in a soft whisper. “I want you to FUCK ME!” Was I hearing right? Did she say she wanted me to fuck her???? Oh my God, this is my one big chance to have all my fantasies come true. After hearing Tracy talking with her mom, I could barely contain myself. I mean, we still had to be careful, but Tracy wouldn’t be shocked if she found out, right?

Wanda reached on the floor and pulled out a tube. I couldn’t see what was in it. I looked confused, which made Wanda smile.

“Now listen David. I want you to fuck me . . . in my ass!” Now this really flipped me. “Come on, get up on your knees and get behind me.”

I did as she asked, and she took the tube and handed it to me. “I want you to squeeze out the jelly and rub it all along my asshole, and then stick your finger inside me and rub it around a little bit. Then, place some on your cock. Think you could do that for me baby?”

“Sure,” I said.

I did what she asked., and she gasped as I rubbed the cool gel all the way up and down her taint. But first, she reached behind her and moved the strap from her G-String off to the side of one of her butt cheeks. When I stuck my slippery finger into her ass and began moving it around, she began gyrating her hips and let out a large sigh.

I rubbed the gel over my cock and tossed the tube on the floor. Then I positioned myself behind her and spread her butt cheeks apart and leaned in; the tip of my cock pressing against her puckered asshole. I slid in just a little, my head swallowed up by the tight grip of her muscle. It was incredible – so much more than the lips I was used to. Then I felt myself being sucked in all the way. For a second I wondered what a pussy would feel like, but I imagined it would be something like this. Maybe next time she’d let me do that. Wanda was a wild woman.

She let out a groan and a stifled shriek, and moved her hips around my cock. I got into the same rhythm and made my cock move like a paint stirrer, going around and around inside her. I pulled out and went back in, again and again slowly. Her hips bucked up against me, my balls slapping her butt cheeks.

I was going at a furious, hungry, frenzied pace and she let out a gasp and a moan, and I could tell she was cumming. That triggered me and I could feel the wet warmth of my own cum surrounding my cock inside of her. I didn’t stop, it just felt too damn good. So I kept going until finally I came a second time. Her non-stop gasping and moaning kept me hard. She came a second time too. Finally we stopped and I spread out over her lower back exhausted.

Wanda turned around on her knees and faced me, kissing me and holding me tight, her fingernails digging into my back. She kissed me all over my face, and with her hot breath close to my face, she said, “You’re incredible David. I’m going now. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I was confused. Just like that? Passionate lovemaking, only to have her leave like that? But I guess that was the price to pay.

The next day I was used to Wanda flirting with me in the kitchen, but it wasn’t so obvious as to make Tracy notice anything, and my poker face which I was able to master was unreadable. Tracy and I had the pool to ourselves as Wanda ran some errands and quickly checked in with the brokers in her office. For my visit and the fact of Tracy’s dad being out of town, she was taking a little vacation.

That evening, the three of us settled down to watch a movie at home. This relaxing day proved to me that I could be around Wanda, and even though I couldn’t help staring at her incredible body and thinking about sex, I could still be “normal” around Tracy.

❤️❤️❤️


Five

______________

___

WANDA SPOILED ME BECAUSE NOW I WAS EXPECTING her to make her entrance. But like the two previous nights I fell asleep. Again, sometime during the wee hours of the morning, I was awakened by Wanda’s bare legs rubbing against mine. Like last night, she was only wearing her G-String and this time a terry cloth robe which she slipped out of before waking me. I smiled as I woke up and realized it was her.

“David,” she said softly. “Wake up. It’s my turn.”

“Huh? What do you mean?” She shushed me by placing her soft index finger against my lips. Then she slid off the bed and reached into the pocket of her bathrobe on the floor and took out her cigarettes and lit up in front of me. Now my fetish took over and I was in the mood for a smoky blowjob. She read my mind and proceeded to suck my cock like the first night, taking little breaks off me to take a drag and blow smoke over the tip of my cock. It didn’t take me long to cum this time, and I shot a full load into her mouth. But this time, she pulled off me and I shot my load over her entire face, eyes, lips, and forehead. She pulled me in close and had me clean her off completely. I had grown to love the taste of my own jizz and enjoyed licking Wanda. Then we kissed, and there was still cum in her mouth which I finished.

Then she got off the bed and took out the tube of lubricant jelly from last night. But she didn’t tell me to get on the bed. Instead she stood in front of me and tucked her thumb inside the front of her pouch and looked at me. The light was just enough for me to see her piercing green eyes looking at me intently. She bit her bottom lip and pulled down the rest of her G-String.

Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. It made me question my own sanity and made me feel like the most naïve guy in the World. Wanda had the largest cock I had ever seen.

“WANDA!!” I said in a loud whisper. “What the fuck??? Are you . . are you a male???”

She laughed softly, amused by my shock. “David, I’m what you would call a ‘shemale’. I like the term much better than ‘transgender woman’ you know.”

“But what about Tracy? What about Tracy’s dad – your husband??”

“Oh, Tracy found out after we had been dating for a few months after she saw that Arnie was happy. You see, Arnie loves shemales. He got introduced to them when he was in the army in Japan and Thailand, so he was well-acquainted with Thai Lady Boys.”

I just stared at Wanda and her “appendage” – stupefied.

“The question is – how do you feel David? Would you let me make love to you? I can promise you it’s better than anything you could possibly have with a straight female.”

“Does that make me gay?” I asked incredulously.

“David, David,” she said with a tsk, tsk. “What’s in a name? What does it matter. This is about feelings, about satisfaction. Now do you want me or not??”

At this point how could I refuse. I laughed to myself. If I was ever in prison, this could be a useful skill to attain.

“What’s so funny David?” she asked with her eyes wide open and beautiful. How could I refuse this?

“Nothing Wanda, I guess I’m just surprised, that’s all. Sure, I want to be with you.”

“Good boy. Now get on the bed and stick your ass up high in the air.”

I did as she asked, and she spread a handful of the cool gel on my ass and all around down to my ball sack. Then she slowly and carefully stuck her finger inside me. I felt full, but also strangely aroused. She took her finger out and placed a handful of the gel all over her hard, throbbing cock. “I can’t wait to be inside you David. I’m going to take you hard and you’re going to love every second of what I’m going to do with you. Just trust me.”

“Okay,” I muttered softly.

Now she spread my butt cheeks apart and I could feel her fleshy hard cock up against my cherry asshole. The first time I felt a cock go inside my ass was incredible and something to this day I will never forget. It was a queer mix of both pain and pleasure. I was stretched and my fists clenched and grabbed the sides of the bed tightly. She just “played a bit” with me and went in and out slowly with the head alone of her cock. Then, she went in slowly, slowly, and . . . deeper. I cried out in pain as quietly as I could, and she just rubbed my butt cheeks as they were spread apart, and said “I love you David.” Now she began thrusting, harder and farther in each time.

The pain became pleasure, and I wanted her deeper inside me. I moved back on her massive she cock, and it was all electric – I could feel things I never felt before. Jerking off was NOTHING . . . compared to getting pounded by Wanda. My desire for her consumed me. Faster and faster she went, and I was hard too. I grabbed my cock, and she said hoarsely in a loud whisper: “Don’t touch yourself David – trust me!”

I took my hand off and her rhythm continued. Finally, I heard her gasp, and her body stiffened, her nails digging into my butt cheeks. My ass was full of warm, creamy cum. I felt the excess leak down the insides of my thighs. Then suddenly I felt a ball of fire from deep inside me grow. She hit a very sensitive spot – my p-spot I was to learn later. The ball of fire became a fountain of my own jizz and an incredible orgasm. I shot a huge load all over my sheets. I thought to myself that this is what it must feel like to cum as a woman. I didn’t try to analyze it as before – I just “went with the flow.” She went faster and faster and soon I heard her cry out again and felt more of her jizz leaking out of my now deflowered “boy pussy.”

When she came out of me, she spun me around and we embraced and kissed. She rubbed her long, luscious hair all over my face. She bit my lower lip and wrapped her tongue around me, and she came off my mouth and tenderly kissed me all over my face.

That’s the way the rest of the two weeks went. I hid my feelings and sexual activities from Tracy. She suspected something, but said nothing. When it was time to leave, of course I was disappointed, but I had an invitation to come back down “any time.”




Epilogue

EVENTUALLY, THE TRUTH CAME OUT, because by the end of my junior year I decided that the only way that I could really enjoy sex was to be a transgendered woman or a shemale. This decision also deepened my relationship with Tracy as she helped me with clothing and makeup. She wasn’t surprised about my relationship with Wanda, which she strongly suspected, and Wanda confirmed. I also found a group of “girls” like myself who went through HRT. I didn’t want surgery as I enjoyed having a cock too much. After college, Tracy and I remained very close and were like two best girlfriends. Of course I maintained contact with Wanda. Tracy was okay with that – she understood. I never met Arnie, Tracy’s father, I think that would have been too painful for me because I wanted the unattainable – Wanda for myself.

So I dated various guys and finally met someone about five years out of college who “had a thing” for shemales, which is how I referred to myself. I still managed to get down to Miami every so often. The job I landed in pharmaceutical sales helped with that. I had finally come into my own – my self doubts and fears laid to rest.

And to think, my wild journey all began so . . . “Innocent.”

❤️❤️❤️
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