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Introduction

Several years ago I had an affair with a man who shared the story of his first encounter (but by no means his last) with a feminized man. I thought the story was hot, so I'm sharing it and hoping you feel the same way...


The Story


I'm not a fitness nut, but every weekend I'd get up an jog just in hope of catching glimpses of my wife's best friend, Jamie, as she jogged through the neighborhood. She was a nice looking lady and I loved ending up a few hundred feed behind her and watching her ass wiggle as she jogged along. Unfortunately, she was in much better shape than me and typically left me in the dust after a while.

My wife and Jamie would go shopping at the outlet mall about a two hour drive from our houses once a month or so. During football season it wasn't unusual for Jamie's husband, John, and I to get together to watch the game and drink a few beers.


Actually, a lot of times we'd skip the game and watch a bit of porn. It got to the point where it wasn't unusual for John and I to sit around for an hour or so wanking off while the wife's were gone.


One weekend, after jogging behind Jamie for a mile or so, I mentioned to John while we were "watching football" how lucky he was. Jamie had an absolutely perfect ass! After telling him how I enjoyed following her when she jogged, John disappeared for a few minute.


When he came back, he had the running shorts, sports bra, and panties Jamie had been wearing when she jogged that morning. He handed them to me and I was in heaven! Her panties were still damp with sweat and, sniffing them, I could smell the odor of her exertions. Without even thinking, I rubbed them over my hard cock. Then I remembered her husband was watching me... At first I was afraid he'd be mad at me lusting after his wife, but he didn't seem to really care that much.


A few weeks later when John and I were 'watching football' again, I mentioned how much Jamie's undies had turned me on (hoping he'd take the hint). This time he took me upstairs, started the porn on the tv in their bedroom, and handed me several pairs of panties from her undies drawer. I laid down on the bed, touching, sniffing, and rubbing.


John disappeared into the master bath and I figured he was bringing out her panties from that morning. Focused on the porn and Jamie's undies, I didn't notice John come back in at first. But when I looked up, I did a double take--John was standing there wearing Jamie's sweaty panties and sports bra from that morning's run.


I got up off the bed, looking at John. He was trim and had little body hair. I'd always wondered why Jamie (who was a knockout) married a guy who was a bit of a sissy. We were about a yard apart and our eyes met.


My voice kind of choked as I said, "John?"


He took a step toward me and whispered, "Call me Jamie, please..."


I'd never done anything 'gay', but somehow things just seemed right...


I grabbed him in my arms and pulled him close. I could feel our dicks rubbing together through the silky fabric of the panties. Our hands ran over each other. Our lips met and we kissed deeply.


Pulling back slightly, I whispered, "Jamie, I need you so bad..."


We sat on the edge of the bed, kissing. My hands were inside his panties feeling his ass and cock. He was gently stroking my hard cock.


I moved my hands up to his breasts and began to rub and pinch his nipples through the bra. I pushed the bra up and leaned down. I took one of his nipples in my mouth and began to suck and lick it. Then I gently pinched his nipple between my teeth and heard him gasp. His hands went behind my head and pulled me tightly to his chest. After sucking one nipple for while, I moved my attention to the other.


I pushed him back on the bed so he was laying with his legs over the edge. I began kissing a trail downward. As I approached his crotch, I reached through one of the leg holes of his panties and pulled his hard dick out.


My senses were filled. The sight of the panties with his stiffy poking through a leg hole. The sweaty smell of Jamie's panties mixed with the scent of John and my's sweat. The sounds of his moans. The touch of his hands on the back of my head pushing me downward.


John's dick wasn't that big, maybe a bit under five inches. I didn't hesitate and there was nothing subtle about it, I swallowed his dick. I took every inch of it down my throat and went to work. I'd never sucked a man before, but I went to work with abandon on this panty clad dick.


My head bobbed up and down on his shaft. My fingers played with his balls. Soon he was thrusting and bucking upward. His moans and groans filled the bedroom. Suddenly he let out a high pitched screech. I felt his dick swell in my throat and it suddenly began to twitch. With each jerk, I could feel his cum squirting down my throat. I moved up a bit so I could taste his salty cum. I continued to suck and fuck him with my mouth until he was totally drained and limp.


I looked looked up as I let his limp dick fall from my mouth. He stretched out to the bedside table, opened a drawer, and handed me a jar of vasoline. Without a word, he rolled over, got on his knees, and prepared for me to fuck him doggie style.


I pulled the panties down around his knees. Using one hand, I spread his ass cheeks while I lubed his hole with a finger from my other hand. Then I lubed myself really good and moved into position behind him.


My cock pushed against his tightly puckered ass. I stayed still while he rocked back and forth against me. After a few unsuccessful tries to take me, I grabbed his hips. I pushed forward, slowly but firmly. He let out a long moan as his ass seemed to suddenly relax and receive me. I slid inside, burying my whole dick up his ass.


He began rocking back and forth again, fucking me. I looked down in fascination as my dick slid in and out of his ass and at the panties waded around his knees. I'm not sure how long I remained still and watched, but soon I knew I was nearing the point of no return.


I grabbed his hips again and began to desperately fuck him. He moaned and groaned in pleasure. Soon my dick stiffened and began to squirt a load deep inside him.


Tired and satisfied, we collapsed into a pile on the bed. I drifted off, but woke to hear him showering. Soon he came out fully dressed and went downstairs. I took my turn in the shower, dressed, and went downstairs. A few hours later the wives showed up, we all went to dinner, and then went our separate ways.


For weeks, questions ran through my mind. Was I gay? Would I ever be comfortable talking to John again? Would he be comfortable around me? Was what happened a one time thing? Or would it happen again?


A few weeks later, the girls were off to shop again. John and I sat watching the game for a while, but soon he disappeared. He came back wearing a black teddy of Jamie's and soon we were making love again. About once a month for the next year, we had our sessions. Unfortunately both of us moved away because of new jobs at around the same time.


We never really talked about what happened. And we haven't stayed in touch. I wonder sometimes if he's someone else's bitch now--now on his knees in Jamie's undies. And I wonder if I'll ever find a bitch to take his place...
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