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Ipulled out of the parking lot of the VA hospital no more cured than when I came in. I had to stop off at the SAV-ON drugstore on the way home to pick up the useless yellow pills the shrink had prescribed for me to handle “Those troubling thoughts” he kept telling me I had. Actually, I was the one who told him that I had those troubling thoughts, and now after six, forty-five minute sessions later, he tells me I’m “doing just dandy, and to keep taking the pills.” He diagnosed me with a “form of PTSD,” which is pretty stupid – it’s like saying “you have a form of pregnancy.”

I felt he was just giving me a garbage can term that he tells all the twenty-something men and women who walk through his doors, some more disheveled and fucked up than the rest – you should see the characters in the waiting room! Me? I think I was right in the middle; long brown hair down to my shoulders, a not-too-neatly trimmed reddish-brown beard and mustache, jeans, and a navy blue CHAMPION hoodie.

Oh, sorry - my name’s John, John Buford, and I’m twenty-five years old, and I did two tours in Afghanistan; in combat practically every day of those tours. I think that could pretty much fuck anybody up, and I guess I was lucky to have come home with all my limbs and my pecker in one piece. My main problem was that I needed to get laid, and I had trouble in “feeling normal” around girls. Like, maybe I couldn’t talk to them to make them interested in me, and I had no exciting career to talk about, or a family fortune to make them wanna chase after me.

I worked in a computer warehouse, stacking boxes, moving said boxes from one side of the storeroom to another, and then loading a truck which would take them to a retail outlet. Pretty good job for an ex-Army Ranger and qualified deadly sniper with 61 kills – all head shots, right? Bullshit! But right now that’s all I got. I live at home with my parents, the youngest of four sons, and the one with the least amount of marketable skills to make much of myself, unless someone wanted to hire a sniper or security guard. Lately, I’ve been having recurrent thoughts of pissing on the wall of the warehouse, (inside the warehouse) for no other reason than that I could – damn the consequences. Fuck ‘em if they can’t take a joke.

I think maybe if I had a girlfriend and was in some kind of a relationship that might, out of necessity cause me to straighten up and make something of my life, then I’d be okay. You know, I would want to be successful enough to father a little John Buford JR someday. I wasn’t much into the club scene, and that stuff didn’t particularly interest me, so how was I to meet women? Online? No thanks. With AI anyone could make themselves into a Brazilian beauty queen. I was somewhat friendly with a couple of guys from the VA counselling center, and I thought about carousing with them to look around, but if I was a woman, I’d be afraid to date them! I mean, some of these guys are scary as shit. I don’t know, maybe a matchmaker might be good. I know I was looking for something a bit “out of the ordinary.” I was about to find something very close to home that fit the bill.

“Hey John, how’re you doing today? How was the session?” my mother asked as I walked in with some groceries and my prescription of the “yellow magic.”

“Okay mom, you know, same bullshit. What’s doing? (I tried to steer the conversation away from me) You go out with dad today?”

“No John, we didn’t. Actually, the new neighbor moved in to the Sedgwick house next door, and we went over to say hello.”

“Yeah, who are they? They moved in last week right?”

“Yes they did, or rather, she did . . .” and my mom looked at me with one of those looks.

Sounding indifferent, I answered, “Okay mom, WHO IS SHE?”

“Her name is Barbara and she’s divorced, and she happens to be a judge. Can you believe that? An elected county judge living right next door!”

I guess that sort of shit impressed older people, but for the last four years I was used to living in close proximity to people of power, and most of them were dimwits, so I wasn’t really impressed; like a colonel I heard of whose troops were in a battle and he tells his chopper pilot, “Take me down to one thousand feet – I wanna’ be with my men!” You know, real douchebags.

“So what?” I said, rather indifferently, but I was immediately sorry for sounding like I was blowing her off, so I asked her, “I mean, nice mom – what’s she like?”

“Well John, I think she’s at least twice your age, but she is, if you’ll excuse my bold opinion, really hot!” I blushed when my mom said that. I would have expected my dad to say something along those lines. Speaking of which, he came downstairs and was on his way to the kitchen, having heard our little exchange.

“Hi John.”

“Hi dad.”

“I happened to catch your mom’s opinion of our new neighbor, and I’d have to agree with her son. Our new neighbor is HOT!”

This caused my mom to playfully elbow my dad in the ribs. “George Buford! Please keep those opinions to yourself!” My dad winked at me and immediately apologized.

“Sorry Rose, but I call ‘em as I see ‘em. After all, I’m still a man, but” (he put his arm around my mom tightly), and said, I’m a happily married man.” Then he kissed her. That made mom smile.

“Well thanks for the information guys. Maybe I’ll ring the bell and ask her if I can do some painting or yard work around her house. Or maybe she needs a pool boy, or a chauffeur,” I said with a little bitterness.

“It might do you some good John – just be discreet, I mean, she is a judge,” mom said.

Then dad smiled at me. He meant well, and having a little man-to-man banter did him some good, plus, he was trying to make me feel better.

“Okay, yeah, I think I’ll go over and say ‘hello.’ It couldn’t hurt, right?”

“You never know dear, maybe she has a younger sister or niece,” mom said.

Maybe the solution to my frustration about meeting women may have found a solution here. I went back upstairs to my room and fantasized a little about “the potential MILF next door.”

♦️♦️♦️
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It just so happened that my bedroom on the second floor of our colonial had a birds eye view of her front porch and her driveway. What caught my eye first was the red Corvette parked in it. She must have come home after me because I heard nothing. I was just about to turn away when her front door opened, and she left the house. My mother was right; she was hot alright. Goddamn perfect figure, a short black skirt with a slit up the middle, auburn hair; stylish, wavy mid-length with airy layers and flattering side bangs. Her bright red blouse was tucked neatly into her skirt, and when she bent down to open the driver side door, I got a good “from upstairs look” at an explosive cleavage with tits that looked like they might burst out at any second.

I’ll admit I have somewhat of a foot fetish – she had on black stiletto heels that wrapped around her ankles. Where the fuck would she be going on a Saturday afternoon dressed like that? Wherever it was, I would give anything to be in the front seat of that car next to her. My boner was swelled to its max, (despite the yellow pills) and it was ready to pop open my zipper. In a split second I could picture her down on her knees in front of me, taking my large eggplant into her mouth and drooling over it.

Looking around after she pulled out, I saw her bedroom window was right across from me. I didn’t see any shades which made me think of a new hobby, and a way to put my sniper scope (without the M-4 of course) to some good use. Yes Johnny boy, a little nighttime recon perhaps??? I said, laughing to myself.

I did my homework on her. Her name was Barbara Rosecrans, and she was a Democrat county court judge. I’ve seen her face on some old election posters around town. She used to be the District Attorney for Sable County, and now she moved up. It never hurt to have friends in high places.

Saturday nights, if I had nothing going on, I usually spent with my folks watching TV downstairs, but tonight I decided to stay in my room and watch the MARLINS game on ESPN. As soon as I saw the light from my neighbor’s headlights flash on the wall above my bed, I’d spring into action.

So, middle of the third inning, and the MARLINS tied with the PHILLIES 6-6, I saw the headlights flash on my wall. The only light in my room was from my TV, and I got out my scope and positioned myself on my knees in the front of the window. Reflexively, I checked for my ear piece – a symbol of the PTSD for sure, but just laughed it off. I wondered what Smitty, my old spotter was doing these days. I think one of the guys said he was in college. Well good for him. I hadn’t figured out my plans for that quite yet. I was only home about a year – I needed time to sort shit out.

Immediately, the sight of beautiful breasts filled my scope, and my cock was hard as a rock. My fingers holding the scope were trembling; but wait . . . the passenger door opened and a thin guy with blonde hair, an unconditioned belly, and a mustache got out the passenger side. Too old to be a kid, and not old enough to be her father, so, it looked like I had some competition. Now I put my scope down and waited for the bedroom lights to come on. Fifteen minutes – no luck, so I went back to the game and figured I’d wait till it was over.

During the commercials I got up to look out the window. By the end of the eighth inning, the MARLINS were up 10-6, so I thought I might as well get comfortable by the window. I got a pillow from my bed and put it on the floor under my knees. I waited five minutes, and the bedroom lights came on. Romeo waltzed into the room followed by my neighbor. Holy shit! She was topless and the top of her skirt was undone! I really had a ringside seat because the bed was aligned in a straight line with my window; the brass head against the far wall.

The guy laid on his back, head on the pillow, and my neighbor was straddling him – still in her heels which almost made me cum in my boxers, swear to God. When she bent over him, that tight ass was almost busting out of that slit skirt. I wondered what it would feel like, to squeeze it, to run my tongue over it.

She was a bit off to the side and I got a closeup through my scope of her taking Romeo’s cock in her mouth, painting the head of it red with her lip gloss. I had such a great view that I could see the wetness from her mouth covering his cock! It was massive and it looked as though the object of my interest could only stuff that bad boy in about half-way, from either of her openings.

She went faster and faster now, her long hair falling on his tummy and his balls, which she had in the grip of one hand. Meanwhile, my hand was tucked under the elastic of my boxers, my fingers grabbing my cock. I looked over my shoulder to my dresser where I had a bottle of hand lotion and I grabbed for it before the big finale which I was sure would come at any second. It's like my cock was yelling, go slower – wait for meee!

I pumped out a nice amount and rubbed it over my cock and my hand, sliding up and down, squeezing my index finger and my thumb together like an “OK,” to simulate those delicious lips. I went faster and faster. Romeo stiffened and bent his knees and curled his toes. That was enough for me, and I shot a large wad of jizz into the KLEENEX I had in my hand. It filled up quickly with an enormous, white, sticky helping. I must have shot out three squirts. I squeezed every drop out that I could, from tip to base.

In a flash, she pulled Romeo up and they were both on the bed, on their knees and facing each other. He was licking all of his cum from her mouth. Some was dribbling down her chin. What a slut! He didn’t miss a drop. As they were kissing, her hand was down her skirt, and she was rubbing herself fiercely until she threw her head back, hair flying, lost in total abandon. I could see her hand glistening from her pussy’s juice.

She still wasn’t satisfied because now she straddled him sitting on his face and was grinding her hips up and down over his mouth and nose. What a way to go: death by smothering with the judge’s pussy! I saw his pointy little tongue getting every bit of her. I was so fucking jealous of that little shit bag. What’s he got that I don’t? Probably education and money, that’s what.

What happened next blew my mind. Both of them got up off the bed and left the bedroom. She opened the door to what was her private bathroom, and he went out into the hallway. She was back into the bedroom first and sat up on the bed, facing away from me. When he came back into the bedroom I did a double take. I knew it was the same guy, except . . . except, holy fuck! He was totally nude, except for a fucking hot pink G-String, with a large pouch to cover his cock, and a long blonde wig!

Now this freakazoid got on the bed on his hands and knees and faced the headboard. She turned and I almost broke the glass of my window – On her waist was strapped the biggest pink flesh dildo I ever saw. She opened her nightstand drawer and took out a tube of K-Y JELLY; unmistakable, and rubbed it over the dildo. Sliding Romeo’s G-String to the side of his butt cheek, she rubbed the Jelly all over his asshole and even stuck her finger up his ass which made him clench.

She was merciless; slapping the sissy’s ass at least three times with a leather belt, and then pounding him with the dildo. There was screaming, but it was muffled because both our windows were closed. I zeroed in with my scope. She turned the lights off in her room now. No problem. I just switched my scope to night vision mode which turned everything into green. I zoomed in close. It amazed me how wide his asshole opened up for her silicone friend. This was definitely NOT this cowboy’s first rodeo.

Faster and faster she went inside him, the sounds from the room growing louder and louder, and she whipped his butt cheeks more. Then I saw him grab his cock, but she yelled something and slapped his hand away, not letting him touch himself. I was so turned on myself, that I started stroking my cock again, the hand lotion working its magic.

Each time she thrust; I pumped my fingers down the length of my cock. She was rocking her hips from side to side, obviously enjoying herself more. Finally, I saw Romeo’s sissy cock spurt a nice glob of cum over her pillow onto the bed spread. She made him cum just like that! Then her arms came down to her sides and she stiffened; the base of the dildo was leaking the juices from her pussy all the way down her thighs.

This was enough to make me cum again. Eventually they finished and both left her house. She pulled out of the driveway, and I think I was careless because the headlight from her car shone right in my eyes. I was too absorbed with my cock and my cumming to notice.

There was nothing more for me to do now but to go to sleep. I fucking had to work tomorrow – on Sunday! I was just about to fall asleep when my iPhone “dinged.” It was my text message alert. My mouth dropped open and my eyes widened and almost rolled back inside my head. There were five words – curt and to the point. The sender was unknown to me, but I had a good idea who it was. It said, all in caps: ENJOY THE SHOW? CALL ME!

♦️♦️♦️
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Iwoke up on Sunday morning at about nine o’clock and the first thing I did was race across the floor to my bedroom window. Her car was in the driveway and there was a blind pulled down shut behind her window. She couldn’t have known in advance of my voyeuristic pursuits last night, so why the hell did she leave her blinds pulled up doing what she did with the sissy?

I got dressed and came downstairs to have breakfast with my parents. I gotta say that my folks were overall pretty good. I put them through hell the last three years being away overseas and I had been home now for about a year, and they didn’t push me too hard about getting started in a career. I had a vague interest in the law, but first I needed a college education. Even with the GI benefits, I’d still have to work and attend school parttime anyway. It was only May, and I could probably get in late admission to Sable County Community College for the fall semester.

My folks went to church, but that wasn’t really my scene at the moment. After the shit I saw overseas and now next door, I had my doubts about the “Man on the Golden Throne of Judgment,” so I thought I might go next door and introduce myself to the judge, and try and wangle my way out of last night’s “recon mission.” I was embarrassed as hell, and I’d be putting myself at her mercy, but being neighbors, I thought going over and apologizing was the right thing to do; better than calling. I wanted the relationship to get off on the right foot. You’re thinking too far ahead, Johnny boy I told myself.

I gotta say I was nervous as hell, but I was also aroused as fuck. I thought in a rather perverse way that being yelled at by that piece of ass would be a turn-on! At eleven o’clock I left my house, and I walked over my lawn, past her driveway in front of her car. The engine was still warm. Where the hell could she have gone this early?

I took a deep breath and tried to steel my nerves as I rang her bell. I was smiling like an idiot – just a dumb reflex, mostly from inexperience with women. Hard to believe but true; I was still a virgin at twenty five. Yes, you heard right.

I heard the locks of the door being opened and I looked at this gorgeous woman standing in front of me. She looked even better in person, close up. Her hair was neatly done, with the auburn waves over her forehead, and she had piercing blue eyes. She wore jeans, and a gray sweatshirt, but she still made a stunning appearance.

In a curt, business like voice, she said, “So, I’m assuming you must be John. Grace’s son?”

I cleared my throat. “Um, that would be correct your honor.”

“Please John, we can dispense with the formalities, seeing as how we’ve already met, sort of, I guess?”

I smiled quickly and laughed which came out more like a snort. “You could say that, depending on your point of view.”

“Well come in. I assume you’re harmless, judging from the fact that you walked over here on your own. I’m glad you did. You scored more points with me than calling.”

Just as I thought. “Points?” I said. “Are we playing a game Barbara?”

We moved into her living room off the entranceway. It was a typical room; couch, dining room table at the other end, with an entrance to the kitchen. It was a smallish house which surprised me because I thought a former DA and now a county judge could afford better than this house. It looked a bit unfurnished, probably because she had just moved in. We were standing, facing each other and she answered me with a mischievous grin.

“That all depends on you John. What would you like? I mean you’ve seen me play last night. What did you think? How long were you at your window for?”

“I pretty much saw everything.” I tried to make an excuse that maybe she’d pity me. “Uh, well uh, you see Barbara, I’ve been overseas for two years in Afghanistan with the army, and I don’t really have much experience with women.”

“Yes, your mom told me. Four years in the service, right? Army Ranger?” she said, looking me over. I had a pretty trim physique. I got that way in the service, and I tried to maintain it. Then I tried flattery.

“Yes, that’s right. I saw you getting into your car the day you moved in last week, and I thought you were, uh, quite striking.” Quite ‘striking!’ What an asshole I must sound like!

She smiled at me. It made me relax a bit because it seemed that she enjoyed the fact that I was giving off a sexual vibe.

“Tell me, what did you think of the little game I played with Henry last night?”

Oh, so sissy boy has a name. I tried to be somewhat evasive. “I thought he was too old for you.”

“That’s interesting. He’s not really old, just, how shall I put it – ‘broken in.’”

Barbara had to be in her early forties or late thirties. From the looks of Henry, he seemed to be in his late fifties.

“I’ll be blunt John. I like dominating men – making them my pets, and doing whatever I want them to do. I like when they dress up as women, It really turns me on. What do you like John?”

“I don’t really know,” and my voice trailed off, probably because I now felt intimidated by this powerful and experienced woman.

“Would you like to fuck me John?”

I almost fainted, wondering if I heard that right, but the cock that was jumping out of my pants was saying Oh God, YES PLEASE!

“Um, sure. But like I said, I’m not very experienced.”

“Oh, okay, so you’re a virgin?” she was smiling. “I like that even better. You won’t have any bad habits that I’ll have to break you out of.”

“Why are you surprised Barbara? Did you think I spent my two years in Afghanistan raping and pillaging my way through the countryside?”

She laughed, a very husky, loud laugh. “No, of course not! I actually respect a man like you. You did your duty for your country, keeping us safe. I’d love to return the favor!”

I sensed a magnetism present, a pure lust. She moved in closer to me, pulling me into her force field, and I grabbed her around the shoulders and pressed her against me and I kissed her hard. She rubbed against my hard on, and grabbed at it with her long, painted fingernails. Now, I was going to take her in the way that my body would; lustful and hard.

I moved my lips off her and kissed her neck, her cheek, her face, and she moaned. She took my hand and placed it over her pussy and rubbed it. To egg me on a bit, she undid the buttons of her jeans and pulled down her zipper. I met no resistance and resumed kissing her, sticking my hand underneath the elastic band of nice, smooth satin panties. I stuck my tongue deep into her mouth, and she roped it with hers.

She was already dripping wet and breathing hard. “Don’t you dare fucking stop John . . .” she said sounding faraway, like in some mystical fantasy place. Who knows, maybe she pretended that I was a like a Barbarian or something, and after I burned and plundered her house I was taking her.

My fingers slid down her slick, thick wetness and I hooked my middle finger inside her pussy and went in and out. Her knees became weak, and she was propped against me. I got a nice heady smell of sweat and something else – pleasant and lusty.

“Here John,” she said, taking my hand by the wrist, “Play with my little clitty.”

I felt a little swollen nob above the opening of her pussy, and I kept rubbing it, and she moaned more. “Snap it between your fingers like a rubber band, John.”

It was really slippery, so I squeezed and played with it. She made “ahhhh” noises, and I kept it up. “Lick me now John, please!” She grabbed onto a tuft of my hair and pushed me down onto my knees. She shimmied her jeans down to her ankles and with her thumb, pulled her panties down. I sensed a woman in high heat, which caused my cock to practically ache.

She spread her legs a bit and pushed my head between them, my tongue instinctively reaching for that wet treasure. I was on my knees now and I loved the taste. I licked her up and down with an intensity I’d only read about in magazines, or saw on YOUTUBE videos. She squirted her juices right onto my face, and I got every drop. I moved my face in closer and as I licked, I rubbed my nose against her clit, making her shiver and dig her nails into my shoulder – hard, drawing a little blood.

“Oh FUUUCKK John!! Goddamn you’re – ummmm.” She was breathing heavy. Wherever I was supposed to be, I guess I was there. I felt some wetness in my boxers. Her hands groped under my sweat pants, and she found my drooling virgin cock and pulled me up with it, locking her mouth onto mine, and shoving her tongue down my throat. With a swift motion, she pulled my sweatpants and boxers down, so they fell around my ankles.

She was squeezing my cock and stroking it with the smooth palm of her hand. I thought I would come any second, and that’s exactly what happened. I moaned loudly and had the best orgasm of my life. Loads of creamy, hot cum shot out of me onto her open palm. She kept rubbing me and I felt cum on my thighs that leaked out from between her fingers.

She took her mouth off me and rubbed my cum onto my face, and stuck her index finger into my mouth, so I could taste the salty sweetness of myself.

“Like it Johnny?” she said in a low whisper.

“Umm, yes, yes I do,” I answered honestly.

Then, W-H-A-A-AC-K! – She smacked me across the face with her right hand, almost knocking me off balance, leaving me stunned. My mouth hung open, and I was like what the fuck????

Her eyes burned into me, completely changed from the sweet and sexually “exotic” judge and DA, into the mistress of a sex slave den. (Mind you, I’ve only seen these in books and videos).

“Barbara! WHAT THE FUCK . . . was that for!?” I said as I rubbed the sore, and red cheek.

“That’s for being a perverted, creepy little peeping Tom, voyeuristic asshole! You know I could have you locked up for what you did last night you little shit!”

I was stunned. I thought she enjoyed it. She studied my face and then started laughing.

Laughing so much that she was bending over, she pointed at me and said, “Oh my God John, (laughing more), you should have seen your expression!” She still laughed, and looked at me rubbing my cheek.

“Come on now John, I loved every minute,” and she moved close to me and kissed my burning cheek several times. “I would never press charges against someone like you. I may be, what would you call it – just a tad over the top, sexually adventurous maybe??? But I’m also in awe of you – I mean come on, you won a Bronze Star, Silver Star, a Purple Heart for cryin’ out loud.” Then she paused. “I’ve got plans for you baby.” Then she placed her arms around my neck, kissed me deeply, and I was hard again; and pulsing.

♦️♦️♦️
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We went into her kitchen, and she brought out a bottle of wine for us to share, and started talking to me about my future. She realized I was still “decompressing a bit” from my time overseas, just coming up on a year now.

“You know John, you could come work for me in the court system and become a court officer. I’m sure with your background they will be delighted to have you, and the training, I think you’ll breeze through, and the money will be much better than working in a warehouse pushing boxes across the floor. You’ll be able to afford college. Then you’ll be on your way to becoming a lawyer if that’s what you want.” She was quiet for a minute and then said, “And . . . you could come to work for me in my little side hustle.”

“Sounds great, Barbara, but what would I have to do?”

She looked at me like that was just what she was expecting me to ask her. She was grinning at me from ear to ear.

“What?” I asked, with some trepidation.

“As you no doubt know by now, from your nighttime exploring, that I have, well let’s just call them – certain “Interests;” you know, things that turn me on. You already passed the first test with flying colors.”

“And what would that be,” I asked.

“You like the taste of cum John.” She laughed. “That’s pretty obvious already.”

“But . . .” she cut me off.

She held her hand up, and shrugging her shoulders, she told me, “Your cum, someone else’s cum. It doesn’t matter. It’s all the same.”

I had an idea what she was getting at, and I wasn’t sure if I liked it or not.

“Look, I’m going easy on you – breaking you in gradually.”

“To what???”

“I want you to become one of my personal, private playthings, John. I like to dominate certain men, and have them do what I want; crossdressing, taking it up the ass from other men or transgender women, that sort of thing.”

“You mean like that sissy Henry?”

“Oh no, no, no. NOT like Henry. You see, Henry just has a panty fetish, and likes to be punished for it. I want you to go much farther, and become much more slutty than poor Henry!”

“NO WAY!” I protested loudly. “There’s no fucking way that I’m going to play ‘dress-up,’ and become a cum depository for some weirdo!”

She placed her arms around my shoulders. “John, there’s something special about you. I would love having sex with you, pretty much like you’d expect, but I really get off on watching transgender men fucking and sucking each other. I’m offering you the chance that I never give any other of my ‘creations.’”

Creation? Is that what I was, or would be? “And what would that chance be?”

“Why having me, of course. I’ll fuck and suck you six ways to Sunday John, every day, for as long as you want. Who knows? You could become a permanent fixture in my life. All I ask is this little thing,” she said and came close to me, kissing me hard and making me even harder.

She ran the back of her hand slowly against my cheek. “What do you say John?”

“I have to think about it,” I said. She looked hurt.

“Well, you know, I could change my mind about the court officer job, your college, and maybe even law school. I’ll pay for everything, because quite frankly, your service history turns me on, John. I think there could be something there for us, and all you have to do is please me. Come on now,” she said, practically begging.

Quite honestly, I thought that this would be exciting, you know? Different. Something about her offer turned me on. I would have this drop dead gorgeous woman all for myself, college paid for, a job, and maybe even law school. I was starting to think of this whole thing as kind of an ‘adventure.’

“Okay Barbara, I’ll do it. When do we start.”

“You will???” She asked, eyes opened wide and positively beaming, the color rushing to her cheeks.

“Yes, I will,” I said smiling. In just a few hours, my world was being flipped upside down. I thought that it would even be good for my PTSD – something a whole world away from the nightmare, the sweats, the shaking, the zombie looks. In fact, I thought of this as a kind of, of therapy.

In a flash she grabbed hold of my cock, and kissed me all over my face, and pulled my zipper down – again.

♦️♦️♦️
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_____________________________

________________

Iwas to come over to her house next Saturday evening. She wanted to work on me so that I would be able to join her little “social club” as she put it. She promised me that I would see things I never thought possible, and she softened her terms quite a lot. She felt bad about threatening me with the court officer job and college, and all that. I knew that she really respected me for what I did over there – heaven help me, she would NEVER know, and I knew she was sincere. This was a woman who was used to getting whatever she wanted.

She told me to come over early – about four o’clock. I told my parents that a friend from the veteran’s counselling center was picking me up in the afternoon. They would be out for the day anyway, so my car would be in the driveway.

I dressed in a button-down shirt, jeans, and loafers with no socks. I was ready, but with no idea of what I would be walking into. I rang her bell like the first time I came over last week, and she greeted me as if she had known me for years.

“Hi John, so glad you decided to come,” she said, genuinely sincere. “We are going to have so much fun tonight, I promise!”

“Okay, sounds great.” She took me into the kitchen, and she already had the wine set out. It was a red Rosé, and tasted like the wine last week, but it seemed to hit me a bit quicker, and I was immediately relaxed, and seemed more open to suggestion. It wasn’t until later that I really gave it much thought. We made some small talk, and she told me more about her social club that gathered at her house frequently– all men, or transgender men. Some of them she told me liked to be called “shemales,” like the ones in Thailand who get a nice degree of respect in Thai culture. Another moniker for them is “Lady Boy.”

“What are we waiting for?” she said suddenly, grabbing me by my forearms and leading me upstairs to her bedroom for the first time. Her bedroom was large – the size of two rooms, with a very large armoire on the opposite wall from the door. That Saturday night, I hadn’t seen that. The bed had a canopy and four wooden posts. The bed itself had a brass headboard, with a pair of pink satin panties hanging off of it.

“John,” she said, “The wine went to my head and made me really horny! I can’t wait for you to fuck me, but we have to ‘fix you up’ a little bit first.”

The feeling was mutual. Tonight, Barbara was dressed in a short satin miniskirt, with a slit up the side and a white satin blouse whose buttons were ready to pop out on account of her extra large tits. She had a black, laced bra underneath, but her nipples were so hard, they were pointed, and clearly showed through the blouse. She spared no expense on the makeup either – long, black eyelashes, with a lot of black eyeliner, and red glossy lipstick. We were standing in the entrance of the bedroom, and she stared at me; deep and penetrating, while biting her lower lip and grabbing at my cock.

Then, out of the blue she became a different person. She pushed me down on the bedroom and said, “Okay slut! I’m going to dress you now, but first I want you to go into the bathroom and run the tub so I can shave you, beard, and all!”

I got into the tub, and Barbara walked into the bathroom about a minute after me and she was topless. She stuck her tits right in my mouth, and my cock was throbbing because I just wanted to rub my dick over those tits.

“Now hold still John so I don’t nick you.”

She lathered me up and shaved all of me. The only hair she left was on top of my head. I almost came in her hand when she shaved me underneath my ball sack, and I was powerless to resist. I was giddy and she handed me another glass of the Rosé.

After I dried off and walked back into the bedroom I looked at the bed. There was a whole outfit spread out there. I knew that now there was no going back. How badly did I want Barbara? If I didn’t play along, I would get nothing. I wanted her - badly!

She grinned at me and handed me a pink satin G-String. My legs were muscular, but could still pass as an “athletic” feminine. I stepped into them and felt the cool, soft material rising up my legs, and then settled the pouch over my junk. I almost came inside them. I had absolutely no resistance against her “super power” over me.

The G-String actually felt good nestled up in the crack of my ass. Something inside me just made this whole thing seem right. My inhibitions were gone. Next was a matching pink laced bra that had hard cups to give the illusion of cleavage. It was tight and pulled the skin of my chest together. Next was sheer nylon black pantyhose with straps that attached to a pink garter belt I put on. I wasn’t allowed to look at myself through this whole process.

“I think we’ll keep you barefoot for now John. But definitely we’ll get you some heels.” She stopped and looked at her work so far. I felt my face and it was strange not feeling my beard. My skin was as smooth as a baby’s butt.

“There’s something else John; your name. I have to come up with a girl’s name for you. I happen to like Jasmine. What do you think? Could you be a Jasmine for me? You’d be the first Jasmine in my club.”

“Sure,” I said with a bit of pride and a ton of excitement. “Jasmine is beautiful.” Where the FUCK did that come from??? Did I say that?? What’s happening to me?

“Then it’s settled. Jasmine it shall be.”

“Here, now put this on,” she said, handing me a white cotton “boyfriend shirt,” with the collar turned up. She circled behind me and then came to face me. “Wow, I can’t even tell you have a cock! Now isn’t that something?”

She walked over to the top shelf inside the armoire where she picked up a long, auburn wig, with waves on top and curls that went down to the middle of my back. She placed a cap on my head first, and then adjusted the wig so it was just right.

“I bet you can just taste the cum now, right JASMINE?”

“I can’t wait Barbara” was all I could say.

“Just one more very important thing – for now.”

She pulled a pink silicone contraption from behind her back. She called it a “cock cage.” She placed it over my cock and my balls, and as my hard on pressed against it, it was a bit painful. There was a little padlock on it, and she closed it shut, holding the key in front of my face.

“This is so that you can’t touch yourself, and you’ll cum just like a real girl Jasmine.” She laughed. “Or just like a sissy! Now follow me into the bathroom, and I’ll do your makeup – nice and thick!”

Barbara was a maestro with her makeup case, and I was in a chair sideways so I couldn’t look at myself. “Now I want you make a real slutty face, Jasmine, because that’s what you’re going to look like; a cheap, cum sucking, slutty whore!”

I pursed my lips and made a frown, that said I want cock, and she worked her magic with the eye makeup, purple eye shadow, false, big, black eyelashes, and bright lavender lipstick. I didn’t have to fake much because strangely enough, I really wanted to suck a cock.

“Now for the last thing. It may sound disgusting dear, but you have to smoke like a real slut – just like a sixteen year-old high school slut who fucks the whole football team, and reeks of cigarette smoke and cheap perfume.” She paused. “Some of our members have fetishes like that, roleplay you might say, so that’s what you’ll do. Now here, take one . . . slut!”

She pulled out a long all white brand of Virginia Slims 120s for me. Taking one herself, she lit us up. I smoked like a fiend in

Afghanistan, so it was no big deal. She did a French inhale and told me, “Here, copy me Jasmine.” So I copied her.

“I think you’re ready now Jasmine. Stand up and face the mirror.”

When I stood up and turned sideways to look at myself, I couldn’t believe that what looked back at me through the glass was actually me. Whoever that slutty looking bitch was in the mirror, I wanted to fuck – badly. My cock was throbbing up against the cage. Barbara was excited too, applauding me and her work.

“Perfect Jasmine! Just perfect. Tonight will be a little roleplay and I think that you’ll become a club favorite.”

♦️♦️♦️
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__________________

Barbara and I went downstairs, and we had some more of the Rosé and a cheese platter. I was hungry after all that work. It was about six-thirty, and she told me that some guests would be arriving soon. She tortured me a bit, coming in close to me and kissing me, all the while my cock was aching and chafing against the small bars of the cock cage. She did it purposely I’m sure, because when we broke off, she was looking down and grinning.

“Ready to go upstairs and get ready to play, Jasmine?”

“Yes, of course Barbara,” I said, a little light headed from the wine and whatever was in it.

“Good, good. Oh! Don’t worry about a thing Jasmine. I’ll be with you the whole time.”

I wondered what she meant by that, but my head was in such a fog, I didn’t care. I laughed a little with her, and we went upstairs. “And just remember Jasmine. I want you, and you belong to me, and everything I said will come true – trust me, okay?”

“Anything you say . . . Ba Barbara.” I suppose I was a little out of it?

“Good, now just lie on the bed and relax.”

I must have fallen asleep a little bit, because I remember the door bell ringing and I heard Barbara and a few strange voices coming from the living room.

I drifted off again, and I woke up when I felt Barbara’s hot breath and lips over my face and kissing me. “Wakey, wakey, my little pet. Time to be a slut!”

I sat up slowly, and when I felt the softness of the panties, and the nylons, and other accoutrements Barbara had given me, I was wide eyed and ready for the next part of, I guess you could call it – my initiation.

“Jasmine,” Barbara crowed, “YOU . . . are going to be the hit of our little group. I’m so excited for everyone to meet you. But don’t worry, we’ll go easy on you, I promise.”

Before I could think about that last sentence, Barbara must have moved like lightning, and placed a furry-lined metal handcuff on my right hand and attached the other end to the brass head bar of the bed. “Please get on your knees Jasmine.”

I obeyed without giving it a second thought, and twisted myself around so I was on my knees and facing the head of the bed like she wanted, my ass sticking up in the air. If I was feeling faster and more like myself, she would never have been able to do that to me. Now I was certain there was something in the Rosé she kept feeding me.

I looked from my cuffed wrist to Barbara and back to my wrist again. “Don’t worry my love. This is all for the best, I promise you.”

Then slowly, Jasmine kissed me and placed a second cuff on my left wrist and locked the other end onto the head bar, so my wrists were not uncomfortably spaced too far apart. I was having an “outer body experience” watching myself get shackled. Feelings that would otherwise have caused me great anxiety were stifled chemically from the wine. Speaking of which, Barbara poured me another glass and said, “Here, drink this my love.”

I did so without question, and any anxiety I had about the whole thing instantly disappeared.

“Okay,” the voice inside me said out loud.

“Now honey, I want you to look over your shoulder at me and make a pout.”

I turned my head slowly towards her and did just that.

“Umm, a little bit more expression Jasmine, please.”

I scrunched my eyebrows a bit. “Perfect,” she said happily. I saw a bulky, flat-headed guy in a brown turtleneck sweater with a flattened “boxer’s nose” alongside her with a professional camera take my picture.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Jasmine, this is Bruno. He’s going to make you a STAR!”

I said nothing. Then the door opened, and I looked to the side and saw a slutty looking, beautiful Black girl with blonde hair as long as mine walk into the room, wearing similar lingerie, except hers was white.

“Jasmine, this is Cindy; Cindy, Jasmine.”

“Oh my Barbara, you’ve really outdone yourself with this one!”

“Why thank you Cindy. Just wait till you taste her, she’s delicious.”

The Cindy person smacked her lips and looked at me.

“Jasmine, you and Cindy are going to become quite close!” Barbara said with a giggle. Cindy stifled a laugh, and climbed up on the bed behind me. The lighting in the room changed a bit and Bruno set up a tripod on the side of the bed facing us.

What the fuck is this?? I thought to myself. But part of me really was enjoying myself. My inhibitions were gone – completely. It was like I was part of a scripted movie. It certainly played out that way:

*****

Cindy was behind me, and Barbara came into the room. I saw Bruno looking down into the lens of a camera.

“Cindy! How many times have I told you to wait your turn to fuck the new sissies!” Barbara said with her best acting voice, her hands balled up into fists on her hips.
“I’m sorry Mistress Barbara, she looked so good I just couldn’t wait.”


“Well, okay you little cum-slut, I guess you’ll just have to get what you want while I sit here and watch,” Barbara said. I did a double take. Barbara was wearing a similar outfit to me and Cindy, only she had on black, stiletto heels that wrapped around her ankle. The same ones I had seen that Saturday. My cock was aching because it was pressing up against the bars of the cock cage. Barbara sat on a plush, red velvet chair on the opposite side of the bed as Bruno, the camera man. She spread her legs apart, lit a cigarette, and had a glass of wine on a table next to her, while she slowly stuck her fingers underneath the elastic waistband of her G-String. Meantime, Cindy moved the back strap of my G-String to the side of my butt.

“You’re going to need this dear, we want our new sissy to be very comfortable,” Barbara said speaking to Cindy, as she reached into a drawer under her table and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly which she tossed over to Cindy. Cindy caught it with one hand and squeezed out a generous helping which she spread all over my asshole, and the bottom of the cock cage, which became increasingly tighter as my boner grew even bigger.

I scrunched my butt cheeks together from the cool gel. Cindy slid the pouch of her panties apart revealing a large, seven-inch cock of her own, which hung low to mid-thigh. She rubbed it with the K-Y, and it immediately came to life, like a dragon underneath a mountain of gold. I could almost hear it roar.

I felt a new sensation, gentle and innocent at first; the fleshy head of Cindy’s gurl cock pressing up against my boy pussy, or “bussy” as I was to learn the terminology later. She played at my entranceway, slowly moving it from side to side, teasing me. I could feel the softness give way to a stiffness, and it seemed to get wider. Now she moved her hips in closer to me and entered my ass with just the head of her large, Black cock. I gasped, and Cindy withdrew, repeating the move several times. A glance over at Barbara saw her sliding her fingers up and down her shaved pussy from top to her nether regions.

Cindy went farther and deeper inside of me, and reflexively I cried out in pain.

With a dreamy voice, Barbara called out. “Easy Cindy, remember she’s new. Jasmine, I promise it will start to feel much better soon.”

Cindy repeated her moves until I was able to tolerate them. Soon, I took half of her seven inches inside me, and it felt – different; pain mixed with pleasure. My cock was straining at the cage, a bit of moisture gathering at the tip.

Cindy was moaning as her thrusting got faster and faster. Instinctively, I moved my butt back up against her hips and I could feel her ball sack smacking my butt.

“Keep going you fucking cheap slut!” Barbara called out from her chair; smoke coming out of her nose, and her G-String pulled down over her knees, pussy glistening with wetness.

I could feel Cindy going harder and faster now, my pleasure reaching a feverish pitch as I backed up into her repeatedly faster and faster, making her go deeper and deeper inside me.

Cindy let out a large, earthy moan, and Barbara moaned too, both reaching climax at the same time. I felt a hot warm sensation fill my asshole as Cindy emptied a tremendous amount of her cum into me. I felt a shiver go through me and a feeling like an impending sneeze knife through my body as a load of cum shot out of my cock from the cage, onto the bed below me.

“Wow, look Cindy,” Barbara exclaimed. “You made Jasmine have her first ‘sissygasm,’” and both of them were laughing as the camera closed in on my ass swallowing Cindy’s massive cock.

Cindy slowly pulled out of me and turned around, sliding her head below me, licking up her cum that leaked out of my ass onto my buttocks.

I moaned with delight, and wanted to grab Cindy and place her head on my cock, but the cuffs restrained me from even trying to do so.

Barbara was misty eyed from her leaking orgasm and walked over to me saying, “What an excellent job Jasmine. Now you’re no longer a virgin.”

Just then the door opened, and a White girl with long, red hair, and red lingerie walked into the room, saying with a hearty voice, “Oh my! I hope I didn’t miss too much. Is there something left for me?”

“Of course dear,” Barbara said. Then addressing me Barbara said , “Jasmine, this beautiful and very horny girl is Daria. She’s probably the horniest girl in this whole house.”

She also had the biggest tits I ever saw. Barbara leaned over me and unlocked my handcuffs. “Cindy, your turn,” Barbara said.

Now Cindy obediently got on her knees where I just was, and Barbara cuffed her wrists to the brass head bar. “Jasmine honey, now you get to fuck Cindy. Come on now, on your knees and get behind her.” Cindy’s heady aroma got my cock hard instantly.

I felt hands on the sides of my butt, and a quick look back told me it was the horny red head, Daria. The lust was seeping out of her eyes. Barbara tossed her the tube of K-Y Jelly. It was like a train, and I heard Barbara tell Bruno, “Make sure you get a good shot of the three of them in a line, but I want you to focus on Jasmine because she’s the star of our show.” Bruno nodded and adjusted the tripod and camera.

I didn’t need much lube on my dilated ass, but Daria placed a nice amount on her cock as she pulled down her red G-String.

Once again I felt the familiar cock on the back of my ass, and my cock was also lubed and lined up with Cindy’s ass. I wanted it. No, I needed it. Whatever I was before that walked into Barbara’s house would not be the same person who walked out later tonight.

Greedily, I pumped Cindy’s ass hard, wanting in a playful way to take some “vengeance” on her for the pounding I just received from her. It ws my first time fucking anyone, and I was surprised how good this felt as I began pumping Cindy. She opened nice and wide for me, telling me that this wasn’t her first time by any “stretch” of the imagination.

Daria was inside me too, her balls smacking my butt, and the three of us got into a rhythm – me on top of Cindy, and Daria behind me. It was incredible and I was getting turned on at both ends at the same time. I tried to hold back as long as I could, but my moans, involuntary now kept coming.

Cindy screamed and shot her load onto the bed; after furiously stroking her cock. I guessed that was a pleasure the more experienced girls got. Behind me I felt the familiar warm sensation of a giant load of Daria’s cum being unleashed inside me. The sound of the three of us moaning filled the room, and Barbara was sitting back in her plush velvet chair, her head back and eyes closed, making lower, more guttural sounds.

Now I let loose, so soon after cumming myself, my jizz filling up Cindy’s bussy. I loved the warm wet feeling surrounding my cock. Cindy loved it and made small wordless noises of pleasure.

“Jasmine, get underneath Cindy and lick your cum out of her ass,” Barbara ordered.

I said nothing, and got underneath Cindy, and sucked on her cock, making her squeal with delight. “Don’t stop Jasmine, please,” Cindy cried out. I kept sucking, Cindy’s legs straddling my upper shoulders.

I couldn’t stop myself, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bruno move in closer to me, getting all of it. Then, I couldn’t believe it. It almost made me laugh. Barbara was on her knees while Bruno was filming, and she had his cock out through his fly and was sucking him off – the camera man! By itself it could have made a good flick! Barbara was a pro, and she certainly was a hungry bitch.

Then, Cindy let out a scream and an “ahhhh,” and shot a load of her cum into my mouth. That was my first time tasting someone else’s cum, and I loved it. Her cock was so huge it almost didn’t fit into my mouth. My lips were open wide, as spurt after spurt filled me, some of it dripping down my cheeks.

*****

The others left the room. Barbara still had Bruno’s cum on her face, mascara running like a real slut, and she sat on the bed next to me, with wine for the both of us.

“So how do you like the ‘new you’ Jasmine?”

“I liked it,” saying something that just one day before I never would have dreamed possible.

“Good. I guess that now you’ve got an idea about my little club here. This house is only one of many sites. I shoot these films in different spots of the US. I have one in Paris, one in Italy, and even one in Moscow. I make much, much more money doing these films than anything I get from sitting on the bench.”

It just dawned on me that Barbara was indeed an elected judge who ran an empire of adult movies. I suppose crazier things are possible.

“Yes, I can only imagine,” I said in awe.

She placed her arm around my shoulders. “You, Jasmine, are going to be my top star. I mean, just look at you! Oh, by the way. You aren’t going anywhere tonight. You get to fuck my pussy, my ass, whatever you want. See, I told you. I didn’t lie. You can start your court officer training and you’ll continue to make these little films for me. What do you think?”

“Well, so far I like everything about it Barbara.”

“This is only the beginning, Jasmine. Now tell me the truth. Did you ever expect, in a million years, that you would ever get such a naughty neighbor?”

I laughed. I even forgot about the stuff she put in the wine. I felt no need to even bring it up.

“No I didn’t Barbara. I’m just wondering how I’m going to bring up what happened here tonight at my veteran’s counselling session.”

We both laughed, and spent the first of many nights together. As I write this now, I’m in my second year of law school, Barbara got elected to her second term as county court judge, and things between us are great. I’m thinking of transitioning full time, and Barbara is very encouraging. I’ve also become great friends with Cindy and Daria too. We’re like one big, happy family. It also turns out that this was just the thing I needed for my PTS!

♦️♦️♦️
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