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Chapter One

After I did my two combat tours in Afghanistan with the 10th Mountain Division, I got an honorable discharge from the army. At twenty-one years old, I went back to live with my parents right after I got out. For the next year, I did nothing but “decompress,” and attend veteran’s meetings, where we all shot the shit and talked about all the changes we went through “over there.” I was lucky physically; not a scratch, but “upstairs” I dealt with a fair amount of PTS, and trouble sleeping.

I enrolled in some business classes at the local community college, paid for by Uncle Sam. I wanted to own a business of some kind. I was thinking maybe upscale home renovations or architecture. I could draw almost flawlessly.

I had sketchpads full of houses that I designed for kicks, and I was also a terrific sketch artist - of ordinary people. I did a lot of drawing during the time I was away, when we weren’t on patrol or getting shot at, and maybe someday I’ll even have them published; they’re really good.

I also developed an interest in astronomy. When it was a clear night, the Afghan sky was beautiful and loaded with stars. So two months ago I bought a nice telescope, and did lots of stargazing.

I missed female companionship, but all the guys at the vets group said to “give it time.” Speaking of women, we had new neighbors move into the house next door. The elderly couple that lived there previously moved to Scottsdale, or wherever. Now the new neighbors were something else. They were a childless couple and in their late thirties. The husband was an average Joe; shirt, tie, briefcase, glasses, who left the house each morning like clockwork - at seven-thirty. The wife, oh the wife was a killer.

She had long legs - really long, auburn hair that went below shoulder length and always wore blouses that showed her “mountainous” cleavage; four-inch-high heels, a short black skirt usually, that molded her really compact derriere. She left the house like clockwork every morning at eight-forty-five.

I didn’t go out much at night. Usually I had too much schoolwork to do, and the kids in my class, were, well, kids; eighteen- and nineteen-year-old. Not very mature, either. So my whole fantasy sex life revolved around my next-door neighbor.

Her job kept her out late, and she usually came home after her husband at nine o’clock each evening. They had a double bedroom window that faced our house, and after the first time I saw her undressing in front of her window, I just had to have my telescope set up. Our windows were on the same level. I know what you’re thinking, but I saw this as a harmless fantasy; a little “recon” if you will.

The first week they moved in my mom went over to say hello, and brought her a marble cake that she baked for them. She told me that they were Barbara and James Whitaker. He was a car salesman for FORD, and she was a receptionist/paralegal for a big law firm in the city; and I was right - they had no kids.

One night I was looking at her window through my telescope on high magnification, and the foot of their bed was closest to the window, set back a way so I could see the whole length of the bed.

She usually stood between the foot of the bed and the window. That night, she was standing sideways like she always did, and she slipped out of her tight little skirt, and took off her top and her bra.

The real treat was watching her stand completely nude except for a pair of satin pink panties. I got a terrific view of her pert, erect nipples, with her long, luxurious hair falling into her cleavage.

My cock became erect immediately, and I wished that I could be in that room with her, helping her to remove those panties and expose the delicious pussy underneath.

Then, she did something new and exciting. She started playing with her tits, licking her fingers, and touching them, moving them around and around the base, and throwing her head back.

Of course, my room was blacked out, and I didn’t have to worry about being detected. I had a ringside seat!

When she stood up, she was exposed right down to mid-thigh. I told you she had really long legs. I was treated to a full-frontal view.

My cock was now throbbing, and as hard as a rock, precum leaking out into my sweat pants as I watched her slip outside those panties, and she kicked them off to the side.

Then, oh my God, I was going to die right there - she took her right middle finger and licked it, then rubbed it around her pussy. She was finger fucking in the middle of the window!

There were blinds, but they were never closed. Even when they left the house for work, they were always open. Through my lens, I could see that her mound and the sides of her legs had a liquid shine to them. It was more than saliva; she was getting as wet as a fucking sponge!

My boner was aching to crash out of my pants and fly over to her window and knock on it by itself! She was wearing a silk robe that was open, and she spread her legs apart and moved over to her bed.

Now came the best part. She lie down on her bed, legs apart, her pussy glistening and red. Thank God she kept her window clean! She was playing more furiously with her pussy, rubbing quickly up and down, in a steady rhythm.

Her knees were bent, and her legs were spread apart. My telescope was so powerful that I was able to see the skin lines on her “fucking finger.”

In a few minutes, she was contorting as she arched her back and threw her head back. Her finger was working furiously. She was coming - and hard, her mouth wide open.

By this time, I had my hands down the front of my sweat pants, and my monster eight-inch cock was close to coming as I spit on my hand like she did, and started to jerk myself off.

Before I could do anything about it, I came all over my bedroom window, shooting right from where I was standing, three feet away. It was maybe three years’ worth of jizz!

My eye was still transfixed on the sight across the way at my neighbor’s window. I was stunned; it was all I could think about. Then, after a while, I saw her get up and shut the bedroom lights off, and the show for that evening was over.

Funny thing though: In the subsequent nights that I watched her in action, I never saw signs of her husband joining her. Remember I still had trouble sleeping, and I would have seen the reflection of her bedroom lights coming on if her husband were to join her. They never did.

I started to draw her in my sketch pad; obsessively, in and out of school. I drew my sketches inside of a large circle which stood for my telescope lens. I got every detail in, every bead of sweat on her pussy, her mouth open wide, and face contorted in pleasure, even the lines of skin on her hands.

My drawings were like photos - very close up photos, like in some museum of erotic art.

The next day while I was in class, I could hardly concentrate, thinking about what “heavenly bodies” I would see tonight through my telescope lens.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

The next morning I had a later class. I left the house about eight-forty, and as I was getting into my car, parked between our two houses by the curb, I looked at the space between our home and the Whitakers. I saw Mrs. Whitaker dressed like a sex goddess, as usual; but she was staring up at my bedroom window from her side of the house. What was she looking at?

Holy shit! I forgot to clean the jizz off my bedroom window! It was a translucent, white blob sitting dead center in the glass. Her head turned to me getting into my car. She waved at me with a grin stretching all across her face.

Turning beet red, I waved back and as I started my engine, she signaled for me to stop. She was walking over to my car! I was sure I was busted; my little nocturnal adventure exposed.

She walked around to the driver side window; cat-like, not fast, but very purposefully, her legs swishing with every step, making her short skirt go up and down. I rolled my window down. Good thing I was in my car because my boner was gigantic.

“David, isn’t it?”

“Yes, and your name is Barbara, right?”

She shook her head yes. “You know when we moved in last month I met your parents. Very nice people. I understand that you’re just back from the army in Afghanistan.”

“Well, not really. I’ve been home for a year, kind of “adjusting,” and now I go to West Kellen Community College.”

“Oh, of course. It must have been terrible over there.”

“Yeah, I prefer not to dwell on it. I’ve seen things that are . . . are . . . difficult, you know?”

“No I don’t,” she said sympathetically, “but I can just imagine. My dad was in Vietnam with the Marines.”

“Oh, so you have some idea then.”

“Yes. Oh! My husband and I are planning on throwing a party in a few weeks; just some friends, but there will be some single girls there. How would you like to stop by once we have the date fixed?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Yes, yes, of course. That’s very nice of you, I’d love to come over.”

“Great. Well I’ll ring your bell or see you in the morning like now and tell you when. It should be in about three weeks; just before Thanksgiving.”

“Yeah, sounds great Barbara, thanks.”

“Oh, don’t mention it, we’re looking forward to it!” Then the oddest thing happened. Barbara turned around quickly after she had just gone a few steps. “David,” she said, rather shyly, “why don’t you just give me your cell phone number and your e-mail address. It’ll make things a lot easier.”

So it looked like my social life was going to change for the better, and sooner than I expected it to. Of course I wasn’t thinking about any single women - just fucking her and what that would be like. Yet, there was something a bit odd for her to ask me for my cell number at our first meeting; neighbors or not.

❤️❤️❤️

My obsession with Barbara just got worse. I Googled her name and got the name and address of the law firm where she was a paralegal. On Tuesday morning, I didn’t have any classes until an architectural drawing lab at four o’clock, so I had all morning to devote to my “research” on Barbara Whitaker.

At about eleven o’clock I left home and drove to where her firm was in the city. It was like a forty-minute drive from home. I circled the block a few times to get the lay of the place.

There was an open area in a courtyard shared by other buildings nearby. People gathered there on nice days to have their lunches outside, to smoke and to chat.

I went back out there several times at the same hour, and got to know the faces of all the people that went out there about lunch time, but no sign of Barbara.

I went back out for several days, even skipping some classes to go. Was this healthy behavior? Probably not. Did I care? No! I was compelled to do it. My cock was doing my thinking for me.

After a few more trips I hit paydirt. The first thing that hit me were those tall legs and short skirt. I was far enough away not to be seen. I’ve had some experience in surveillance I learned in the army.

She took a seat on the benches that surrounded the water fountain in the middle of the courtyard. She wore a bright yellow business suit with a white blouse that was open just enough to get a nice view of her cleavage.

I had one of those powerful monoculars with the ads that pop up on the Internet all the time. The view and resolution were astounding. I was able to attach my cell phone camera to the eyepiece and look at my screen so as not to attract attention from passersby. All they would see would be some guy looking down at his cell phone - big deal.

I closed in on her breasts and holy shit! I saw her nipples peeking out underneath her blouse. It was a mild day, and she took off her jacket and had it folded on the bench. Her legs were crossed ,and I was just able to see a hint of the pink panties she wore on the first night I looked across at her bedroom window.

She took out a cigarette from her bag. It was one of those long, all-white 120mm cigarettes, and lit up. The sight of her, a gorgeous woman in a business suit with long, flowing auburn hair sitting there and effeminately smoking and talking with other women was a huge turn on for me. I would give just about anything to be one of those women sitting next to her and smoking. My cock was as stiff as a flagpole at my old base camp in Afghanistan.

It was then that a crazy thought entered my brain and wouldn’t leave it. What if I could somehow approach her and not be recognized, and even sit close to her and just watch her; maybe even light up too (I was a casual smoker) But how exactly would I accomplish that?

Meantime, I had to jerk off to what I was seeing. It was an absolute need! I had a box of tissues in the car, and if I could just manage rubbing my cock while looking straight ahead and not be seen by anyone, it would be amazing.

I would have to keep my right arm still, and do the deed while moving just my wrist. My hands were rough, but the tissues were cool and silky, and I could manage. It wouldn’t take long.

So that’s what I did. I was looking at my iPhone screen, and I pulled my cock out from my opened fly. A quick glance around told me that I would be safe from view. The last thing I needed was to be arrested for indecent exposure and be labeled as a sex offender.

I was getting a good rhythm going, and just as she took an eye-squinting, cheek-hollowing drag, I blew my load and almost drowned in my own car! Fuck! That was good. So without looking down I cleaned up, and tucked my junk back where it belonged, and I drove back to school.

This whole business became almost a daily thing as I schemed and plotted.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

So my midday excursions went on at least three days a week. Of course, on rainy days I had to leave it alone. Fortunately, we didn’t have a lot of those.

I convinced myself that it might be fun to dress as a woman just to be around other women and be accepted as one of them. Yes, even the thought of that made me hard as a rock.

One night I set up my telescope as usual, planning my nightly astronomical “stargazing” adventure. Lately, Mrs. Whitaker’s bedroom light would come on at nine-thirty. My boner would usually start at around seven-thirty - like clockwork.

So the lights went on, and Barbara didn’t disappoint tonight; she never did. This time she came in wearing a black leather underbust that laced up the front, very short leather skirt, and black leather boots with a wide top that went above her knees. She was dressed like an automatic cum machine; a gorgeous hooker!

What the hell was she doing? It looked like she was talking to someone, but they were out of view. She strutted back and forth across the window as if - no, that would be impossible - as if she knew I was watching her! It couldn’t be.

Suddenly a redhaired woman came into view. What the fuck? She was dressed like a real slut: Long red hair, permed up at the top, tons of slutty eye makeup with green eye shadow, hoop earrings, and a very short skirt, hiked all the way up; The kind a college co-ed would wear.

Instead of boots, this one wore tall high heels that laced around her ankles.

She seemed to be giving orders to the redhead. The redhead walked closer to Barbara, and they started kissing, locked in and embrace, and Barbara reached underneath the redhead’s skirt, rubbing.

Then Barbara lit up a long cigarette and exhaled on the redheads face, and then kissed her again; exhaling into her mouth. The redhead then exhaled the smoke herself.

Barbara lied on top of the bed, and pulled her skirt down over the boots, revealing navy-blue satin panties this time with a bow. She quickly shimmied out of the panties, kicking them off to the side.

I had precum in my shorts already, and I couldn’t resist grabbing my cock with all my fingers. She forced the redhead to watch as she pleasured herself like always.

She stuck her middle finger deep into her pussy, juices leaking into her hand which was three fingers deep into her snatch; but something about this was different from the other times. It was more . . . like for an audience; entertaining me?

She gave the redhead a drag from her cigarette before stubbing it out. Now I realized the redhead was the intended audience.

I was not prepared at all for what I saw next. Barbara stood up, reached into her night table, and pulled out a flesh-colored silicone dildo - an exact replica of a gigantic cock, bulging veins and all. It had to be at least nine inches long and wide around the girth.

Now, she lie lengthwise across the bed, legs spread apart, knees bent, pointing to the ceiling; and she toyed with the large cock, rubbing it over her mons, and then lower to her clit. I could see it was vibrating through my powerful lens.

I had a birds eye view of the whole show as she began plunging that monster cock in and out repeatedly. I could see it was glistening; the beads of her juices clearly visible.

Barbara’s head rocked back, and she looked like she spasmed. She moved that thing in a circle while it was inside her, like a wooden mixing spoon in batter. I could see her juices pooling out. All the time, the redhead was watching.

I couldn’t take it anymore, and I was rubbing my cock hard between my fingers, until I shot out a cannonball of jizz right at the same spot on my window as before.

But the show wasn’t over yet. The redhead dropped her skirt and Barbara tugged at the elastic band on the front of her panties, pulling them down.

To my complete shock, I saw . . . a giant cock spill out of the redhead’s panties, now freed, unfettered. What the fuck is this????

❤️❤️❤️




Chapter Four

The redhead now straddled Barbara, her face towards me; her cock over Barbara’s mouth! Barbara toyed with it at first, kissing it, getting her cherry red lipstick all over the tip.

Her head was bobbing up and down, taking the whole length of what looked like a “regular” sized cock fully in her mouth.

The redhead helped her along by meeting her head thrusts with her pelvis going up and down; her cock filling Barbara’s mouth.

God how I wished that were my cock! Their motion continued in a frenzy, until the redhead threw her head back and she came inside Barbara’s mouth.

Barbara continued her sucking, but slowed down until she was no longer thrusting. Then she pulled out from under the redhead, and I could see the jizz rolling down from the corners of the redhead’s mouth, and on to her chin, glistening.

Now both sat on the bed, facing each other sideways and began kissing; deeply; the redhead licking all of her cum off from Barbara’s face They embraced for a while, the redhead playing with Barbara’s erect nipples.

Both of them took a break, each having a long, all-white cigarette. The sight of both of them sitting there, smoking; with Barbara just wearing the underbust with the top of her tits exposed was making my cock hard again.

The next “act” was surreal. Barbara attached the silicone cock to the front of a belt which she strapped on. The redhead now got on all fours on the bed, her ass up in the air; across the bed. I had a perfect side view of the action.

The thought that this “show” was intended for me, now became a distinct possibility.

Barbara was on her two knees bending over the redhead’s ass. Barbara reached over her night table pulling out what looked like a tube of K-Y Jelly, and rubbed it over the redhead’s asshole and the giant silicone cock.

She went to work right away, slowly inserting the tip of the massive dildo in and out of the redhead’s ass, going faster and faster.

I could tell that the redhead was no stranger to this treatment because of the ease with which she took the cock. In my mind I was there, in that room across the way.

I was jerking my own cock to that rhythm, and I blew another load over the same spot on my window. NOTE TO SELF – CLEAN THE WINDOW!!

I saw the redhead on one arm, her other hand holding onto her cock, and stroking it, just before blowing her load onto the bed sheets.

Now, I had left the door to my room cracked open, because my parents usually went to bed early, and I never closed my door completely. I didn’t like to be in a locked room, enclosed like that; another habit from the army – always vigilant.

❤️❤️❤️

That was my undoing that evening. My mother got up to use the bathroom and she put the hall light on; the light seeping into my room, outlining my silhouette in the window.

I was still peering through my telescope and . . . I saw Barbara standing at her window, looking straight at me in my telescope.

I froze. I was pretty sure this could be construed as “stalking,” and aside from the embarrassment I was scared shitless at this invasion of her privacy, which in my fantasy world I neglected.

She stood there with her hands on her hips and a wide smile on her face. Then she pointed two fingers at her eyes, then back at me. The universal sign for “I see you.”

She kept standing there, smiling, and – she started stroking her pussy right up against her window facing me! She moved her tongue seductively over her lips as she dipped three fingers into her slippery pussy, dragging in a cigarette with the other hand.

She made a hand signal, pointing down to her pussy, and jerking a closed fist up and down – inviting me to jerk off again. The redhead was nowhere in sight.

So, thinking (correctly as it turned out) that I was out of danger, I did just that. I was so fucking horny; I had no trouble coming for a third time.

Right in front of her, I jerked off again on the window. Just after, I received a text message from her.

It said: “I hope you enjoyed the show,” with a smiley face giving a kiss emoji. “See you tomorrow morning out front 8:40.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

The next morning I was in my car at eight-fifteen. I did not want to miss this meeting with Barbara Whitaker! I still had a boner from last night. By the way, I cleaned my window off!

I saw Barbara leave her house and start walking towards me. I would wait for her to start the conversation.

“So David “ she began. “It seems you enjoy playing with telescopes. See anything interesting lately?”

I turned red and I said, “I’m sorry about that Barbara, really I am. I didn’t mean any harm.”

She put her hand in my shoulder and said to me “It’s okay sweetie, I understand. You’ve been in a war zone a little over a year ago without any female companionship, and opportunities are limited, right? The girls you meet at college are all little girls – immature, and you’re a grown, big man . . .”

Just the way she spoke to me I knew she was coming on to me. I even knew that last night when she put on the show for me in her bedroom window. The next time I wouldn’t be watching from my bedroom window. That much was certain; and my cock was straining to get out of my pants.

When she said “big,” I knew she wasn’t referring to my height.

“So anyway David, the party I talked about a few weeks ago is this Saturday night. I really hope I see you there,” she said, with her hand on my arm.

“Yes Barbara, you can count on it - I’ll be there for sure!”

“In the meantime David, I’ll leave my blinds open in case you’d care to do more “stargazing.”

Even though my little secret was out in the open, I turned bright red.

“One more thing,” she said. My husband James has a little problem I hope you can help him with.”

“What kind of a problem?” I said, really curious; but I had a vague idea.

She laughed a nice throaty “MILF” laugh. “Ummm . . . I really can’t describe it well; you’ll have to see it.”

“Of course,” I said, and with that we said goodbye and we each went our separate ways. I was quite sure that she knew nothing about my little visits to her place of work during the day. That would be a “stalking” charge for sure!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

Saturday finally arrived, and of course I had two days that week where I got some more good views of the goddess at lunchtime; making more additions to my sketch book.

I rang the Whittaker’s bell at nine o’clock, and noticed that cars were parked all up and down the street. Evidently the couple had a lot of friends. Based on their activities I could only imagine what the night would be like.

Barbara greeted me at the door with a big smile on her face, dressed like a well-manicured slut! She had on a very short green long sleeve satin dress with four-inch pumps and a plunging neckline and NO bra on at all.

Her tits looked like they were aching to get through the material. If I didn’t know better I’d say she wasn’t wearing panties either because the dress was so tight I could almost make out the mound of her pubic hair underneath her dress. Her nails were long and painted crimson red to match her lipstick. She wore false, thick eyelashes, and green eyeshadow to match her dress.

I wanted to chew on her right there. I think my “pogo stick” was quite obvious because when she eyed me up and down, her eyes lingered on my crotch just a bit too long.

She introduced me to her husband James who I only saw every morning on the way to work. He was dressed conservative-casual, with a turtle neck sweater and a wool sport coat.

On closer inspection he looked a lot like the “woman” I saw in the bedroom window almost every night.

“David,” she said. “I think you know my husband James?”

“Uh, sorry, I don’t think we’ve met before.”

Barbara gave me a sly smile. “Oh, forgive me; I thought you two were acquainted.”

She introduced me to several people who all seemed normal, and when one of the young ladies that Barbara said would be there started chatting me up, Barbara intervened, and said, “David, Melissa, excuse me – I just want to introduce David to some of the other guests. Plenty of time for chitchat later.”

That was Barbara’s way of saying: “Fuck off, he’s mine!” She turned to me and took me by the elbow like some kind of ravenous beast. “David let’s go upstairs for a bit,” she said, shooting me a grin. All my fantasies were about to come true.

When we got to her bedroom, I was surprised to see women’s clothing laid out on the bed. I wonder if that’s what she meant when she said she wanted my help for a problem her husband was having.

But if that were so, what did she want from me? I didn’t tell Barbara, but I was very turned on by what I saw on the bed.

There was a long black satin skirt with a high slit on the sides, a long white satin blouse, black shiny pumps, deep blue satin panties, pantyhose with straps that hooked to a girdle and a size C bra with cups.

“Do these turn you on David, and I’ll tell you why. See, I only fuck men who are dressed en femme. So, what do you say? Are you in, or out? The choice is yours.” Then came the kicker.

“If you refuse, I could press stalking charges against you, much as it pains me, what with you being a veteran and all, but I usually get what I want – and I want YOU!”

I let this sink in for a minute and thought to myself that this really is a fantasy of mine, and besides, who outside of Barbara would really know? I suppose her guests might wonder where she disappeared to, but that wasn’t my problem.

“Tell you what Barbara; I’ll do it. It might even be fun.”

That said, my fate was sealed. She spun me around and kissed me hard on the lips, not wasting time and sticking her tongue deep into my mouth.

“Wise decision David,” she said. “Now let’s get you dressed, shall we?” It was more rhetorical than an actual question. She gave off a vibe that was hoping I really enjoyed it more than anything. I don’t believe she would have carried out the threat to have me prosecuted.

So I quickly undressed, and started with the panties, which felt terrific going up my legs and then wrapping around my cock. The silkiness of them, plus the hot, smoky kiss made me aroused immediately.

Barbara reached over and rubbed my cock through them, looking me straight in the eye, clearly enjoying what she was doing to me.

I enjoyed the pantyhose and the girdle too. After I slipped on the bra, which pulled tight to give me the illusion of real women’s breasts, I was ready for the makeup.

We went into the bathroom, and I took a seat on the vanity chair facing the mirror. She chose black eyeshadow for me and extra-long, black fake eyelashes which she expertly applied. The lipstick was cherry red. Then she sprayed me with a lot of perfume which I thought was excessive, but she was the boss.

Last to go on was the wig – long, black hair, down past shoulder length, and a pair of satin “bondage gloves” which went up to wrist level. She placed clip-on earrings on me and a velvet choker with a dangling, single pearl. Looking at myself in the mirror, I could see my large, engorged cock tenting through the skirt.

Barbara studied me and said, “hummm . . . I think we’ll need a gaff to hide your boner. But overall you look like a real cock-sucking slut!”

That I never even considered, but she had me going all the way, so – I didn’t have a choice. “Now,” she said, “we need a slutty girl name for you. I know! It’s a bit unusual, but you’re special David. Let’s call you Miss Pussee xxxx! How do you like it?”

“Well, I . . .” Before I could get another word out, I felt a sharp sting on my besatined ass! Barbara hit me with a whip!

You’re MY SLUT now, ‘Miss Puss,’” Barbara barked at me. Then she said, “here – have a cigarette!” She gave me one of her 120mm all-white ones and lit me up quickly.

“Now your slut image is complete.” I was loving every minute of it, and I think she knew.

“I want to see how you look crouching on the floor and taking a drag of your cigarette – I want to see your legs through the slit, and you on the balls of your feet with your shiny pumps. My husband, or any other man I can get for that matter, may want to just rub his cock on your satin dress and blouse, and then cum on your face, making your mascara run! Sound like fun. Puss?”

It really did, and I answered my “maker” truthfully. “Yes it does. Barbara.”

“Good, now I want you to really get into the habit of whorishly smoking.”

Before I knew what was happening, there was a knock on the bedroom door. Barbara knew who it was, and she quickly opened the door – it was her husband, James! He was dressed as a sissy like the other night!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

“James, meet our new neighbor and plaything, ‘Pussee xxxx,’ but you can just call her “Puss.”

“Nice to meet you Puss,” said the sissy. He was wearing a bright pink, short hair costume wig.

“We will be breaking in Puss tonight, you and me. Then after tonight, she’ll be ready to entertain our guests. She is a total slut – without question!”

“Now Puss, I did promise you something good in exchange, did I not? Or I mean I promised you a good time, and I meant it!”

Barbara shimmied out of her dress, and let it drop to the floor. She stood in front of me and James with nothing on except her panties.

She walked towards me and threw her arms around me and deep kissed me, roping her tongue around mine. I was hard as a rock from the satin panties, and the whole crossdressing thing. I felt her wet pussy against me through the dress.

I played with her tits and covered them with my lipstick, my tongue making circles around her nipples. But Barbara was hungry tonight, pulling my skirt half off my butt, and loosening my pantyhose.

She stuck her hand under my satin panties and played with my cock which now extended to a full eight inches. James, her sissy husband was sitting on a club chair and putting his hands down his cloth miniskirt and stroking his cock; clearly excited by the events taking place in the bedroom.

Barbara lie spread on the bed like I had seen her do so many times before. The difference was that now it was me who was getting the action for real. She turned herself around and wanted me to fuck her “doggie style” like I had seen James do; although now he was no longer known as “The Redhead;” he was the sissy slut husband of Barbara.

Barbara was already sopping wet which made my entry into her very easy and fast. I was thrusting very hard, and she moved her tight ass up to meet every one of mine. She was moaning, Puss, Puss, over and over again.

I felt an odd sensation. I was on my knees fucking Barbara, and her sissy husband James, was right behind me, just rubbing his cock on my black satin skirt! I hoped that the little shit didn’t jizz on my new wardrobe because I liked it! He was making noises, and Barbara heard him.

“Wait your turn, you little shit! Don’t you dare distract Miss Pussee from her work here; you’ll ruin her concentration, and I’ll have to whip you if you do! Sorry Puss, you’ll have to forgive my husband. James is from New Zealand, and they are very horny people. The loveliest in the world, but very naughty!” She said this through staggered, orgasmic breaths.

Immediately, I felt him leave my backside. I had to use all my concentration to keep from coming, and thrusted on Barbara faster and faster. I felt a new wetness envelope my cock; Barbara was squirting like mad and her back stiffened and she threw her neck back.

I couldn’t hold back any longer and I came a whole tsunami’s worth of jizz inside of Barbara. So much so, that I thought it would come up her throat. I was still hard, but Barbara was a bit spent after that. I pulled out of her with a semi-erect cock.

Immediately, she turned and placed her mouth right on top of it, slurping up my white, ropy jizz with her tongue, probably also tasting herself in the process. We stopped a bit and had a cigarette together.

“Puss,” Barbara said. Is this beyond your wildest expectations?”

“Yes, I never would have guessed. I had a feeling that James was your bedroom guest all along, but I didn’t know. I hope it doesn’t change anything.”

“Trust me Puss, you stick with me, and all of your most intimate desires will be fulfilled.”

“Barbara, you mentioned your husband needed ‘help’ with something?”

“As a matter of fact I did.” She signaled over to James, and he got back on the bed. My skirt was still partly off, like a slut who was ravaged in an alleyway.

Barbara now ordered me: “Okay Puss, get on all fours and face front toward the headrails.” I did as she asked and immediately I felt a cold, wet gel go on my butt cheeks and my ass hole. I knew this to be the K-Y Jelly I had seen Barbara use before. Only now, it was being used on me.

She applied it expertly, and I was pretty sure I knew what was coming next, and at first I had my doubts. Then . . . I felt the tip of James’s cock up against my tight cherry ass hole. From what I saw, it wasn’t that big, so I kept an open mind, like the real slut I always dreamed of becoming.

Easily, James penetrated me, and I gasped - a feeling of fullness overcame me, then it settled down as James continued thrusting. I was getting into it now myself, and I met him thrust for thrust. Still, it did sting for a while longer. Then the strangest thing happened: I was getting hard again; aroused one more time so soon after coming inside of Barbara. Dinner, then dessert!

Just by reflex, as my cock got harder and the thrusting became pleasurable, I automatically grabbed my cock in my fist and began stroking it up and down. It was already slick from Barbara’s pussy.

I was very close to coming; when all of a sudden James moaned. It was the first thing I heard him say all night. I felt a warmth spread through my ass, filled up with James’s jizz. I guessed correctly that I was the solution to his problem that Barbara needed my help with. James needed a transgender butt to plow.

A second or two after I felt his warmth inside me, I shot a huge load right on Barbara’s sheets in front of me, my fist pumping up and down to get all of it out at once. It was the best orgasm I had in my life. I was now an official cock-taking, soon to be cum-licking slut!

I loved my new neighbors. James turned out to be an okay guy when he was in James mode; and Barbara, you couldn’t ask for a better neighbor. As the months went on, I had much less stress in my life, and I was actually sleeping better. Of course, I was much more sexually active than I had ever been in my life. I happily embraced my new identity as “Miss Pussee xxxx.”

Later that summer when James and Barbara took a trip to New Zealand to visit James’s family, they asked me to come along - of course with my long, black satin dress, and my black satin bondage gloves. It was James’s favorite; and mine too! Now I was ready to “spread my wings” on another continent, well island nation really; and learn new things! See what happens when you take up stargazing for a hobby? You end up wishing on a star! [image: Winking face outline with solid fill]

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice from Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this story of one young man who gets to know his neighbors - very well, and the changes that can take place. It’s always nice to have friends willing to help you do naughty things! – very naughty things. For a good cause, of course. The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in David’s journey. Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These stories are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the subway, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey

If you send me an email and tell me what kinky stuff you like to read about, I will send you a free e-book!

Here is some latest releases as of this date: May, 2023: ALL Jaclyn Dicey books are exclusive to AMAZON.
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If you’re REALLY into the whole smoking fetish thing:
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About The Author

Jaclyn Dicey

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes. After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my email which is jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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