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S

o here it is: My dad’s cousin’s wife Jean. This woman has been my ultimate fetish and obsession since I was fourteen years old, when masturbating became an absolute necessity for me. I would usually rub out four a day. Now, I’m a twenty year old student in my local community college. I take courses in sound production, communications, and I’m thinking about going on to a four-year college and pursuing a career for a network or something like that. The main thing is I live at home, and when my dad’s cousin Jack comes over with his wife Jean on the weekends, I make it my business to be home.

Jean is forty-three years old, has a fucking HOT body, and since I was sixteen she loved to flaunt it – in front of me, knowing that I was too young to do anything about it. She took a delight in teasing and torturing me. But now that I’m twenty, my fantasies have become something that is rather taboo – but possible. They come to our house on Sunday, hang out with my mom and dad, and Jean always dresses to kill. She’s an absolute assassin with usually a short black leather skirt, the right amount of makeup, and blouses that show off her cleavage and just the top lace of her bra. She has brown hair in like a bob style, and gold hoop earrings. She loves to sit with her legs crossed, and wears ankle strapped high heels, that make a seductive “clack, clack” sound when she moves across the kitchen floor.

In other words, if you looked up the definition of MILF in the Urban Dictionary, you’d see Jean’s picture underneath the word. I’m not exactly what you’d call a “ladies man.” I mean I’m not bad looking, but my body type is on the thin, shortish side – five feet eight inches, and I’m not one for working out in gyms or playing many sports. So, I don’t really date much at all. I’m OBSESSED with Jean. There was one time, about two years ago, when I thought I needed to see a psychologist about this unhealthy obsession. My friends were dating, but all I could think about was Jean.

My computer is full of fetish sites with older woman-younger man trysts and seduction videos. I have a whole catalog full on Kindle of erotic short stories by my favorite fetish writer Jaclyn Dicey, among others. I can’t get enough. But nothing comes close to Jean. At night, after she’s been over to the house with Jack, and I go to sleep, I’ll need to pleasure myself to her image. I’m crazy about her cat-like, throaty seductive voice, due in part to the long, all white ladies cigarettes she smokes. That turns me on something fierce. Yeah, I also have a big smoking fetish, and have for the longest time.

For the last, I’d say, couple of years maybe, she purposely does things to excite me. She knows I’m watching, and she’ll cross her legs, making a “swoosh” sound with her nylon pantyhose, then she’ll look at me, and smirk, batting her eyes - that bitch! Or she’ll be at the kitchen table and light up, and do a French inhale, dragging it out on purpose because she knows I’m ogling her, and understands that her smoking and her dress turns me on.

Sometimes she’ll bump into me on purpose, saying, “Oh, excuse me Trevor, I’m just so clumsy sometimes.” Instantly, I’ll get hard, and she’ll make a point of looking down at my gym shorts, and smirk at me because she knows that she’s the cause of the quick crane job she did on my steel girder.

Of course, I would never say anything to my parents about it because that would be very stupid. I suppose that I’m going to have to ignore her, get over my obsession, and move on to find a girlfriend my own age, and one that’s suitable for a normal dating life. But Jean’s face (and tight butt) will always get in my way.

My mom thinks that Jean is a snob and a bitch, because she and Jack have amassed a small fortune from Jack’s real estate empire over the years. They have an expansive beach house in the Hamptons and invite us out for barbecues in the summer, and we usually stay the weekend, then brave the Sunday evening traffic to come home to Islip, which really isn’t too far away. Jack and Jean’s main house is on the “Gold Coast” of Long Island, on Sand’s Point (think Tom Buchannon,Great Gatsby).

One weekend, we were supposed to go out east to Uncle Jack and Jean’s summer home and we got there early on Friday evening. Jack was working late and would join us later on. For some reason Jean seemed distracted – she wasn’t her usual talkative self (to my parents), or her secretive flirty self with me. Something was definitely amiss. So we had a quiet barbecue dinner of the most delicious cut of sirloin steak I had ever tasted, baked potatoes, incredible salad, and some of the finest French, red table wine I’ve had. Jean was a marvelous cook. They had a wine cellar in their basement and Uncle Jack was a connoisseur.

My parents and I looked at each other during dinner wondering what the problem was. It wasn’t just the fact that Jean wasn’t her usual loquacious self, but when the subject of Jack came up, she became angry and sarcastic.

About eight o’clock we heard Jack’s Corvette pull up in the circular driveway and he came right to the backyard, where we exchanged the usual greetings. “Sorry I’m late guys, but I had a showing in Bellport at the last minute.” Turning to Jean he said, “I finally think I’ve found a buyer for the house on Cove Avenue!”

“That’s wonderful Jack,” Jean said, as flat as an ironing board.

We looked at each other. Jack didn’t react at all, and said, “Ok, I’m going upstairs to change and then I’ll be down.” He turned to Jean smiling, and said, “You’ve really outdone yourself tonight, honey. The food smells wonderful!” He leaned in to kiss his wife, and she was as cold as a marble slab, almost cringing when he kissed her.

She waited for him to go upstairs, and then she followed him, turning to us smiling and saying, “I’ll be right down guys.”

In a few minutes we heard arguing coming from the master bedroom, which had a terrace overlooking the backyard and the grounds, which included a pool and tennis court. The sliding door was opened, and the sound traveled easily.

We heard them arguing. “You lousy sonofabitch Jack! How could you? Hotel receipts? Zole’s Jewelry? Who the FUCK are they for?

“Wait Jean, I can explain! I meant to give these to you . . .”

“HOLD IT RIGHT THERE, YOU SNEAKY, MINDLESS SHIT!! HOW DO YOU EXPLAIN THESE?!!!!!” I found out later that in addition to various receipts and unexplained credit card purchases, Jean was holding up a pair of panties, not hers, and threw them in Jack’s face. The evidence was pretty clear that Jack was having an affair. He still tried to worm his way out of it, even when confronted by this damning evidence, until Jean pulled the ace out of her sleeve.

“The BITCH called the house today Jack! Oh yes she did! And she asked me when you were coming home, as if I was the fucking maid! She sounded like she was fucking FOURTEEN Jack!!” Who the fuck IS SHE?!!!!”

Then for what must have been a minute, Jack was speaking in a low voice, and we couldn’t understand what he was trying to say. But then Jean started screaming again.

“IT’S THAT LITTLE WHORE FROM THE FRONT OFFICE, ISN’T IT JACK?!”

More silence. Then we couldn’t hear any more. My father drained his wine glass and poured another. He also topped off my mom’s glass and looked at me with a very serious expression on his face. “You’re driving us home tonight Trevor.”

I shrugged my shoulders, and I was just as uncomfortable as my parents. “No problem dad,” I said.

After several more minutes of uncomfortable silence, Jean came down – alone. “That son of a bitch!” She said to none of us in particular. She sighed and said, “Fortunately, Jack won’t be joining us for coffee and dessert.” She got up and walked through the sliding door into the kitchen. I followed her ass with my eyes and became extremely hard – turned on by her yelling. I came into the kitchen with her; in part because I was horny as fuck, and also because I felt bad and wanted to help her taking things outside.

“That prick found himself a new receptionist in his company to fuck! I should have known something was up, but then when the asshat got sloppy with his charge receipts and his laptop, I was able to see everything! It wasn’t only her either; it was other girls from anywhere you could imagine. The kicker was last week when the slut from his office actually had the balls to call the house!! Can you imagine?” I said nothing, and my parents listened from outside in stunned silence.

She lit a cigarette during coffee and my cock was bursting inside my shorts, but this time, I don’t think she cared much about whether or not she turned me on – she had bigger fish to fry.

“So, what are you going to do Jean?” my father asked in a sympathetic tone.

She put on a brave face, making her nose stick up a bit, and her eyes become slits and said, “I’m going to kick the fucker out of the house and divorce him. By the time the shit bag can count to ten, his head will be spinning, and I’ll get the business and the house. My friend Tara is a TOP divorce lawyer!”

The rest of the dessert was really good – key lime pie, my favorite, but none of us had an appetite, and no one was more upset than me, because if Jean and Jack got divorced, I would never see her again – bummer! That thought was more than I could bear.

♦️♦️♦️
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Six Months Later

F

or me, the girl situation stayed the same. I wasn’t interested in anyone on the campus. I couldn’t get Jean out of my head. I would fall asleep with my cock in my hands and have the most bizarre dreams. Jean would seductively smoke in front of me and fondle my cock, while throwing lingerie at my face, and grin. My soiled bedsheets were a testimony to the power of my fetish. Alas, nothing I could do about it.

One Saturday, I decided to go to the mall myself for some clothes shopping. I walked past the lingerie section on the first floor, looking at the mannequins and some of the skirts and blouses, on my way upstairs to the men’s section. I always had a hard on whenever I saw that stuff, but thought nothing of it. The thought of actually wearing any of that never crossed my mind (ummm, not completely true).

I stopped just before the escalator to the second floor when a mannequin caught my attention wearing a laced pair of red panties. Someone tapped me on the shoulder. I turned around, and to my total surprise it was Jean!

“Trevor, she cooed. How nice to see you!” She smelled like smoke and perfume, and she had a on a midi-length black leather skirt, a corset which revealed her firm, large breasts, and auburn silky hair falling into the middle of her breasts. I was hard already from daydreaming about the mannequin’s attire; seeing Jean only made it worse.

“Jean,” I said. “How are you?”

“Well, as you know, Jack and I are separated, the divorce not finalized yet, but at least he’s out of the house,” she said, flirting with me – so obviously, I could have sworn the dummy winked at me. My heart was beating rapidly.

“Yes, I know. It’s a shame because mom and dad and I enjoyed coming out to visit you guys.”

“I see. But that doesn’t mean that you can’t come by to visit,” she said, poking a long fingernail into the center of my chest. “I’d love to hear about how school’s going, and what your plans are for when you finish community college,” she said smiling.

I wanted to cum right then and there, and I think I might have if I was fondling my cock.

“So what are you shopping for . . . here?” She asked, looking around, obviously interested in the fact that I was staring at women’s lingerie.

“Uh, I was on my way upstairs to look at some slacks and shirts for school – you know, casual stuff.”

“Well if you’d like, I can help you pick out things; my shopping is done,” and she nodded to some bags she was holding.

I ‘d have to be insane to pass up an opportunity to be close to Jean again after six months! Also, this time, she gave me “an in” to see more of her. My parents wouldn’t have to know a damn thing. I was in, and already my mind was going to her bedroom, without my uncle Jack around.

She took a “motherly” interest in my wardrobe and picked out some clothes for me, nothing special, and then she invited me up to the food court on the third floor. I was hungry and could use lunch. After I felt comfortable making some chit chat, she felt comfortable enough to confide in me.

“You know Trevor, there were some other reasons why I decided to get rid of Jack, although his infidelity would be enough. She leaned in close to me. “If I tell you, you have to promise not to tell your parents, okay?”

Oh God, this was torture. All my fetishes were coming together to make a stew which could have kept me hard for a month – a woman more than twice my age, an elegant smoker, a hot body. I mean, what more could a horny virgin like me with multiple fetishes ask for?? I wanted a “sugar momma” desperately.

“Sure Jean, you have my word. I won’t say a thing.”

“Good boy,” she said, her hand moving to my thigh under the table. “Jack really didn’t want to please me in the way that I wanted. Do you want to hear about it?” Fuck yeah I did!

“Sure Jean, what didn’t he do.”

Her eyes bore into mine. “On second thought, talking about it here, won’t really do it justice. Why don’t you come over to my house so I can talk about it in more comfortable surroundings? Do you have any plans for tonight?”

“No, I really don’t. What time would you like me to come over?

She smiled at me and had an I can’t wait to fuck you kind of look on her face. At that moment, all thoughts about morality and decency left me. I was on complete autopilot, controlled by the “flight stick” in my boxers.

“Oh, how about eight o’clock?”

“Yeah, that would work,” I said. We finished our food, and got up and walked outside together to the parking lot. Before we got to the door on the main floor, she stopped and took me by the shoulders. “Are you sure that you don’t want to ‘browse’ anymore Trevor?” an obvious reference to when she first tapped my shoulder when she caught me looking at the lingerie mannequin. My face turned all different shades of red.

“Um, no, I’m good,” I said, quite embarrassed.

She laughed and said, almost in a sing song voice – “See you later Trevor.”

♦️♦️♦️
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I

drove home from the mall with an incredible hard-on. If my car was a manual transmission, I might have crashed, mistaking my stick shift for my cock! After some banter with my parents, showing them the clothes I purchased (without of course telling them who helped me pick them out), I went upstairs to lie down for a while before I took the drive to The Gold Coast and Jean’s house.

The thoughts of that tight body in leather, writhing underneath me and calling out my name in moans of pure ecstasy made it hard for me to rest. I had to rub one out before so I could take a nap for two hours.

So I got dressed in one of the button down shirts and Docker’s slacks that Jean picked out for me and a pair of boat shoes – very casual. It was good in case she wanted to go out.

Jean’s house in Sand’s Point made the expansive summer home in the Hamptons look like a cottage. It was more like a French Chateau I had seen in WWII movies like “The Dirty Dozen.”- parapets, balconies, and lots of land including a horse stable, and with the divorce settlement she got it all. I parked my car in the circular driveway in front of the house, behind what was now, her red Corvette.

I rang the bell, and it chimed like a mansion’s bell. I was very surprised when a very tall and muscular man in a tuxedo opened the door. He had closely cropped brown hair and an earpiece in his right ear. His body was like a Greek statue – biceps bursting out of his jacket, and what looked like a battery pack attached to his belt in the rear. In an accent that sounded Middle Eastern he said, “You must be Trevor.”

“Yes, that’s right,” I said, feeling very intimidated by this colossus.

“Wait here please. I’ll tell Mrs. Chamberlain that you’re here.”

I looked around and was in awe. I had never been to their house. They had only moved here about two years before their divorce from a similar, but much smaller home in Upper Brookville, one of the statelier areas of the Town of Oyster Bay. The entranceway opened into a large oak-paneled living room with an enormous fireplace on the far wall that was blazing since it was the middle of winter, and a very cold one at that. Books lined an endless wall of shelves, that also contained bric-a-brac, and there were heads of animals mounted to the walls. Jack liked to hunt, having gone on exotic safaris to Africa and South America.

Of course, there was a long table with a couch behind it, next to which was a bar which would make the finest restaurant’s look like a neighborhood pub. Two drinks and a bottle of wine in an ice bucket were already on the table, I’m assuming courtesy of “Jeeves.” A long, marble, circular stairway led to the upstairs.

My eyes were roaming the room when I heard Jean call out a greeting, as she reached the bottom stair. “Trevor, so good to see you again so soon!” she laughed, and moved close, kissing me on the cheek.

“Make yourself comfortable, please. I had Milan pour us some wine. Please, come in, sit. He’ll take your coat.”

“Thanks Jean. Wow, I’ve never seen a house like this before, except in movies.”

“Yes, well, it’s all mine now,” she said with a sound of triumph in her speech, apparently well-deserved after what Jack had done to her. She was dressed in a long-sleeved white, low-cut satin blouse with ruffles, exposing her mouthwatering cleavage, and the mid-length leather skirt she wore this afternoon. I couldn’t help staring at her breasts.

As she said he would, Milan, the stone figure came up to me and I handed him my parka. I took a seat next to Jean on the couch. “Let’s raise our glasses in a toast Trevor. To freedom.”

“To freedom,” I said, clinking glasses with Jean. She was looking me over.

“The clothes I bought you today look good on you. You really are very handsome Trevor.”

“Thank you.”

“After we finish, and mellow out a bit, I’d like to take you upstairs, if it’s okay with you,” she said rhetorically.

My cock was pulsing, and I wondered how could she even think I would say “no.”

She moved closer to me on the couch and started rubbing my thigh. “I’m so glad I ran into you today Trevor,” she said sweetly and sincerely.

“Yes, so am I Jean. I really didn’t think I’d ever see you again.” I was almost shaking; and I was fighting the urge to slap myself because this seemed like a dream to me.

She took out a long, all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol, and lit it quickly with a thin silver butane lighter. She exhaled a long stream into my face, while touching my crotch with her long, red-painted fingernails.

“You know Trevor, since you were a teenager, I’ve had a ‘thing’ for you. I know you’re attracted to shall I say mature women, and especially ones who smoke. Yes, I can see you have a bit of a smoking fetish going on, now don’t you?”

“Yes I do,” I answered truthfully.

“Well doll, if this is to go any further, I insist that you smoke as well. It turns me on to see a man with a smoking fetish enjoying himself. Sooooo . . . . want one?” she said grinning, with the Virginia Slim dangling from the corner of her mouth. Now of course, if this meant the difference between getting laid tonight or no, of course I would.

So she handed me one from her pack and lit me up, watching to see my reaction.

I’d smoked before, at home; sneaking my mother’s cigarettes, and putting a dash of lipstick on, and smoke in front of a mirror, getting very turned on by the sight of lipstick on the filter, and on me.

She dragged, intently looking at me and said, “You’re really turned on by me, aren’t you Trevor?”

“You think?” I said laughing through an exhale.

She leaned in closer and kissed me on the lips, breaking away to whisper seductively, “good boy.” The smell of her perfume, her bodily scents, and the smoke around her was driving me over the edge – she still had her hand on my cock through the slacks.

“I think we should go upstairs Trevor; I believe my bedroom would provide us with a bit more privacy – now don’t you think?”

“Of course, lead the way,” I said, totally entranced by this master seductress.

Her bedroom was just as, if not more luxurious than the downstairs, with a smaller fireplace, a canopy bed and a large bathroom attached. The spread on the bed was a bright red – the color of seduction. “Trevor,” she said as she led me into her room, “Do you remember when I told you that in addition to Jack’s infidelities, he didn’t ‘satisfy me’ in the ways I desired?”

“Yes, you mentioned it this afternoon as being a partial reason for your divorce.”

“That’s right,” she said as she patted the spread of the bed, inviting me to sit down. As soon as I did, she grabbed my cock again, but this time with her whole hand, and not just poking me through my pants with a fingernail.

“Would you like to know the things he didn’t do Trevor?”

“Please,” I said. “Do enlighten me,” I said as she kept rubbing.

She smiled at me, and the thoughts she was telegraphing me seemed like if I didn’t like what she wanted, then I would have no future with her.

“Okay,” she said, in as blunt a way as I’ve ever heard anyone say before. “I like men Trevor, but only ‘special types’ of men.”

“What do you mean?”

“If you’re going to fuck me, and I really hope you do, you have to,” she paused and looked me right in the eyes to gauge my response, “dress like a woman whenever we fuck. Otherwise I’m afraid there’s no deal.”

I think that Jean had a clue that my fetish went beyond just wanting to fuck women like her who were older, in fact twice my age, but that I wanted to dress like them too. Only that would truly give me sexual fulfillment. It didn’t mean I wanted to transition yet; but in the bedroom I delighted in it. So, I knew it would be in my best interests to be completely honest with Jean. In that way, our needs were sympatico.

“Yes Jean, I’ve always wanted to see what it would be like to dress as a woman and fuck the daylights out of a beautiful woman like yourself.”

The smile she gave off totally lit up the room. It also made her pull down the zipper of my trousers and pull my hard, big cock right out. So there I was, sitting on the bed with the object of my lifelong fetish – cock out and at the ready. I would do anything she asked.

“GREAT TREVOR! I’m so happy that you want this too. Poor Jack didn’t know what he was missing. He was a straight as a missile – so dull,” she said, her eyes squinting at me. I hope you can spend the night without telling your parents where you are, because they absolutely cannot know!”

“Jean,” I said reassuringly, “That would be the last thing I would do.”

“All right then. But first, I have a hunger . . . that I must satisfy first!” She stood up and unclasped and unzipped her leather skirt, pulling it off. Underneath, she wore black, sheer nylon pantyhose with straps that were hooked up to a girdle over her black satin G-String panties. She then unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a back laced bra that looked like it would burst from the cleavage underneath.

She made me lie down face-up on the bed after pulling down the fire red spread. Then she straddled me down lower and lifted my cock up with her fingernails; an unlit Virginia Slims dangling from the side of her mouth. She lit it quickly from the silver butane lighter on the night table, and then with her mouth open over my cock, she blew a stream of smoke over it, then covered it with her mouth; smoke now coming out her nose.

He lips were covered in a gloss of cherry red, as they touched the tip of my cock through the smoky haze. I felt a wave run through it, like I would come any second, but I clenched my fists to avoid giving into temptation. Her tongue rolled out of her mouth, and stroked the tuft of sensitive skin underneath my cock, going back and forth, like a magic massage. Of course, being a virgin, I had no idea what to expect. Her mouth was so wet, she started to slurp and got the whole length of my fleshy monster cock in her throat. “FUCK TREVOR, You’re so big,” she slurped some more, “I don’t think . . . you . . . realize,” getting out of breath, “what a gift to women you have . . .”

I felt a “sneeze” welling up from inside me and I blew a forceful load of thick, sticky cum all the way to the back of her throat. Her head even jerked back from the force of it, and she kept on sucking. I had three big pulses, and my hands were pressing down on her silky hair, her hoop earrings touching the sides of my lower thigh. One hand reached over and was rubbing her tight butt through her skirt.

She came off my cock and looked at me with misty, half closed eyes, and my white cum drooling down the sides of her lips and onto her chin. “This is as far as Jack ever got with me. No, scratch that – he wasn’t nearly as good as you are doll,” she said. “Now it’s time to grow up,” she said with a smirk.

I knew what was coming next, and I said confidently, “Jean, I’m really looking forward to this – that was absolutely mind-blowing!”

We sat up and she placed her arms around me, and I licked my jizz off of her face and the sweet/salty taste was wonderful!

“Humm,” she said. “I see that you like the taste of your own cum – that’s encouraging. It will make the rest of the evening I think, rather successful doll.”

♦️♦️♦️
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J

ust listening to the way Jean spoke turned me on and got me hard. She had this svelte, cat-like sound that made my boner jump. After sucking my cock, anything she did made me nuts and like putty in her hands.

She leaned over and kissed me deeply on the mouth, causing me to desire her again in the worst way. My fetish was screaming out to be satisfied again. Once she had me where she wanted me, she began.

I had a question that I was curious about. “Jean,” I said, “Did you want Jack to dress up throughout your whole marriage?”

“No, not for the first few years of our marriage. I at first thought of it as an unobtainable fantasy, but about four years ago, I became insistent, and couldn’t enjoy ‘vanilla sex’ with Jack anymore. Something about you, and your fetish tells me that you wouldn’t object , and you would go along with it, this early in our relationship.”

She continued.

“Look, here it is Trevor. I just gave you a little taste of what I could be like, and if you wish to continue to do all sorts of naughty things with me, like I said, you’ll dress up for me, now won’t you?” 


I didn’t know what to say. All sorts of things ran through my mind: Suppose I did as she asked, and I really liked it. What then? Would I want to always dress up and even possibly transition? If I did do it, what would be so terrible? I knew that a big part of my fetish was actually becoming like Jean. How many times have I masturbated at home and dreamed about something like this. Besides, what would I be missing? It’s not like I have a slew of girlfriends lining up to have sex with me. After all, I’m still a virgin, right? Does having oral sex, NOT make one a virgin?

So, given my heated state, I told her, “Okay Jean, sure – I’ll do it – just for fun, just to see if I like it.”

“Really Trevor?? Oh, I’m so glad! I promise you won’t regret it! Here have a cigarette – get nice and hard, and I’ll dress you. Now go into the bathroom and run the water, fill the tub.”

“Why?”

“Because silly,” she laughed with that deep throated, middle aged voice. “I’m going to need to shave you. I don’t want any body hair on you.”

It kinda made sense, but I drew the line at my eyebrows. I wasn’t ready just yet for that now. She took out two cigarettes, and lit us both up with the same flame, purposely doing the French, snap inhale I enjoyed watching so much. My cock was pulsating. I didn’t think I could survive the soapy bath and her shaving me without me blowing my load.

“Trevor, there is something else you need to know.”

“Oh, what’s that Jean,” I said as I was taking off my shirt, and throwing my pants on the floor next to the bed.

She placed her arms around my shoulders, and with her smoky breath right in my face she said, “I want you to become a very sexy, horny little bimbo cum-slut; just for me, okay?”

“Sure, of course,” I said. I think I would have jumped off the roof if she had asked me to. “I’ll become as sexy as I can be – as in my most naughty fetishes.” That made her smile wickedly at me. It also put a little fear in me, like what did I just agree to?

She soaped me up in the hot tub; we each had a glass of wine, and I was fully relaxed. When she washed my cock with her bare hands, it took me every ounce of will power to avoid cumming. She really enjoyed that part.

Jean shaved me very carefully, not overlooking anything, except of course, the eyebrows. I dried myself off in the bathroom and came back into the bedroom. I couldn’t believe what I saw laid out on the bed. There was a black satin G-String, black sheer nylon hose with a lace top that went up to mid-thigh level, with straps that attached to a laced girdle open towards the front. The bra was one of those one piece things, that pulled my chest together, giving me the illusion of cleavage. One of my fetishes was hair and makeup. I liked it applied on thick, and I liked, long, black silky hair. Jean didn’t disappoint. It was all there.

I held the G-String/thong in my hands, and I put it up to my face. It was so silky and soft – I loved it. It smelled faintly of Jean, and she watched as I sniffed it, probably knowing that “I picked up her scent” on it, because her eyes opened wide as she watched me step into it and slowly slide it up my newly shaved legs.

It both tickled and thrilled me as I slid it up my legs and then settled the pouch around my junk. I stuck my hands underneath the elastic waist in front, centering my cock, which made a bulge. That wasn’t a problem, as Jean had purchased a “gaff” which hid my erection, to complete the illusion of a woman’s body.

*****

“So what do you think Trevor?” Jean asked, very proud of her transformation of me.

“I love it – Jean you’re a genius with the makeup, and the dress.”

“Well Trevor,” she said. “It’s my fantasy too you know.”

I was amazed. I wanted to fuck myself, that’s how good I looked. The cherry red lip gloss looked amazing, and also the smoky blue eye shadow. The mascara was put on nice and heavy. I would never know that was me. I could even fool my parents! Of course, that would never happen. I took my time strutting in front of the mirror. The skirt and blouse were amazing, and the panty hose felt so good wrapped around my legs and my thighs. Now my boner was aching! I wanted a cigarette to complete the picture, and light up while looking at myself in the mirror – hoping that I wouldn’t cum!

“Jean, may I please have a cigarette?” I asked, in my most feminine voice. In my fantasy, Jean was my mother, and I had just started smoking in front of her. She loved the idea and played along with me, getting me even more aroused.

“Trevor dear,” she said in mock astonishment. “I never knew you smoked!”

“Yes mommy, I do.” Then I went total slut. I stuck out and shook my ass which fit perfectly in the black leather skirt. “I find the boys like it, and it makes me feel like a real teenage slut!”

“Oh good! Now I know who to come to when I want a cigarette,” she said.

“Yes, I just love being a hooked, smoky, teenage slut.”

“Here you go dear, mommy has a new lighter for you,” and Jean gave me her silver butane lighter. She had tons of them around her house anyway. She lit me up, and I inhaled and smoked just like she did.

“I’m so proud of you dear,” she said.

“Thanks mom,” I said to Jean while looking at myself in the mirror, and holy shit! My cock was poking a tent in the middle of the gaff. But that was because my cock was so large.

“We have to come up with a girl’s name for you Trevor. I like Sharon. I always wanted a Sharon.”

“Okay Jean, I mean mommy, Sharon sounds good!”

“Now Sharon, I’ll find an ashtray that you can have in your room, just like a big girl! In fact, I think I’ll give you your own room in this house that can be your whenever you come over. Now how would you like that?”

“I’d love it mommy!”

“Good girl!”

I loved playing at my fetish with Jean. What’s more, she knew I loved it and would do anything to keep it going.

“It’s time for your reward dear. I want you to fuck me hard, and make me cum too!”

♦️♦️♦️
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_____________________________

_________________


I saw her shaved pussy glistening with a coating of her dew, and her actions in getting into place for me, were like those of a hungry, sex-starved beast. She stuck her magnificent butt in the air and moaned, “I want you to fuck me doggy style Sharon.” When it dawned on her that I was still a virgin, she said, “Just get behind me and I’ll guide you in sweetheart.”

“Yes mommy, I obediently replied,” knowing that she was the boss, or as I was later to learn to call her, my “dom.” I was to be her “sub.”

My cock was pulsating, and its veins were full, so soon after having cum a huge wad in her mouth. She grabbed behind her, holding my cock and my balls in her fingers; long, painted nails digging into me. She guided me inside her, slowly and expertly.

Her pussy closed in tight around me and I went back and forth slowly, deliciously. Her hands had shifted to rubbing the outside of her pussy and her clit, making her writhe and moan with each of my thrusts. I felt her stiffen and my cock became wetter, her juices dripping down the insides of her thighs. I’ve never had such pleasure before. I could not duplicate it with any amount of masturbation I had tried. The slick tightness and wetness of her pussy, the way it just sucked my cock inside her, deeper and deeper was amazing. Adding to my excitement of course was the whole “play acting,” of my new name, my new role in her life, and the fulfillment of all my fetishes. I would do anything. That thought would soon be put to the test.

“Come on Sharon, faster, harder,” she moaned in staccato breaths. I did so, and her hips went up and back to meet me, my balls slamming into her butt. I was seized with the impending orgasm just seconds after she said that, and I shot a huge load of cum all the way inside her, filling her. My cock had more room to move along inside her and I kept thrusting, streams of my cum mixing with her juice all over the bed sheets below us.

“Now Sharon, get underneath me and drink from me,” she said. I turned over and got underneath her waist and she sat on my face, rivulets of cum and her juice falling all over my face. My mouth was open, and my tongue was licking every drop of her nectar off her. I played at the opening of her puckered asshole, my tongue going inside like a fleshy dart.

We ended, embracing in the middle of the bed. She kept looking at me and I was glad my new appearance and clothing pleased her. I think she may have known how much it pleased me too.

“Very good Sharon. You’re half my age and I have never been fucked as good as that. Let’s have a cigarette.” She took out two and we sat there smoking. I had to get off the bed and I looked at my new self in the long door mirror. I was wearing my pantyhose, now pulling the girdle up my legs, my panties covering my cock. I moved in a girly way in front of the mirror, smoking effeminately, and turning side to side, admiring myself, and Jean’s superb makeup job.

“Now Sharon, come into the bathroom with me. I have to touch up your makeup.” I was bit surprised, but what the heck – I supposed she enjoyed looking at me as much as I did.

“The new rules are Sharon, that whenever I want you too, you’ll come over and dress up and we’ll keep playing our games. Is that okay with you. I think you really love this, am I right?”

“Oh, definitely Jean. I feel, different, like a new me. But it’s funny – I feel like something’s missing. I don’t quite feel like a slut yet.” Jean smirked at me, and led me into the bathroom.

“Give it a little time,” she said.

She had me put my blouse on over the one-piece black stretch bra with the hard cups, that helped the illusion of cleavage along.

There was a light tapping at the bedroom door. Jean looked at me smiling, and said, “I think I can help you with feeling like a slut, and it will give mommy lots of pleasure!” My heart started beating fast, wondering what she was doing.

The door opened and my mouth dropped. Milan was standing in the doorway; shirt off, just wearing his black tuxedo pants, his cummerbund, and a black bowtie around his neck. The way he stood with his muscular arms at his side, was like a model from a bodybuilding magazine. They weren’t straight at his sides, they were sort of “bow-legged,” bent at the elbows. There was too much bulk. His waist was skinny by comparison. He was grinning.

“Sharon, I believe you know Milan, my houseman from downstairs. He’s the head of my security team, and he ‘helps me’ with different things from time to time.”

“Hi,” I said, rather meekly.

“So what do you think, Sharon?” Wouldn’t you just love it if Milan put his enormous, beefy, slick cock inside your little boy pussy? Come on, be truthful now.”

“Yes Jean, I would, very much.” My cock was stiff and really aching now. I wanted this more than anything else.

I sat on the bed and watched as Milan stood in front of Jean, and Jean knelt in front of Milan and opened the zipper to his pants, and fished around inside, turning her head to smile at me. She mouthed “This is what you want, isn’t it?”

I had to agree with her there.

She pulled a monster cock out of the statue’s pants, and took it in her fingers and placed her glossed lips on it. She turned both of them to the side that I could see and not miss any action. I don’t know how Jean made that cock disappear, but she did. I saw its outline through her cheeks, as she sucked on it up and down. Milan closed his eyes and put his hands on top of Jean’s head, pressing her into his waist. He moved his strong hips back and forth to meet her thrusts. Then, all of a sudden, she stopped, and came off him.

By this time, my hand was underneath my G-String pouch, and I was stroking my hard on, just watching.

“I know you want something, Sharon - don’t you?”

I couldn’t speak and just nodded, yes, a thousand times yes.

“Well, don’t just sit there, get on the bed!” As I did, Jean took out a black, studded dog collar and placed it around Milan’s neck. It was attached to a chain leash. It only turned me on some more, and Jean was laughing. Milan’s cock was throbbing, having been denied an orgasm, which now he knew was coming.

Jean was right there with a tube of K-Y Jelly, which Milan spread on my puckered boy pussy, and played around a bit at my opening, sticking a finger inside me. I hissed through my clenched teeth.

Milan was all too eager, and Jean yanked on his leash. “Easy now Milan. Sharon here is a virgin. We must be gentle with her . . . at first,” and she laughed.

I felt Milan’s soft, fleshy head at the opening of my “bussy,” and I had pre cum coming out of my cock. He went in with the whole first third of his cock, making me yell out.

“Don’t worry Sharon,” Jean said from an armchair against the wall, “You’ll love it in a few seconds.” She was stroking her wet pussy with her middle finger and clearly enjoying herself, while holding onto Milan’s leash.

Faster and deeper he went inside me, and I never felt anything like it before. I felt like a real girl. As he thrusted, I reflexively started stroking my cock.

“Take your hands off your cock, Sharon. I want you to cum without touching yourself. You’ll see – you can do it!”

I felt like I was going to burst, then the pain became pleasure as he was deep inside me. He let out a subdued scream and I did too as a big wad of my cum shot out from under me on the bed sheet. He still kept stroking and thrusting, and I kept cumming. It was an unbelievable orgasm. I liked it more than anything I had ever felt before. I was turned onto a whole new world.

Jean began to moan from her chair as she came too, squirting out onto the plush fabric of the Louis the XIV.

“How did that feel Sharon? I think you’re on your way to becoming the fetish slut of your dreams.”

I saw the clock – it was almost midnight.

“I think I’ll have you stay with me tonight, Sharon – it’s snowing, anyway.”

“Yes, of course.”

“Milan and I will keep you busy all night. By the way, I’m having a party here in two weeks and you’re coming. I have some ‘special friends’ coming. By the end of the night you’ll really be a cock-sucking cum slut for sure. I think we’ll also begin to transition you. How would you like that?”

“Jean, you’ve made all my dreams come true!” For the first time in my life, I felt truly fulfilled.

“This is just the beginning my dear,” she said, winking at me.

♦️♦️♦️
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