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Chapter 1

_____________________________

_________________


My son was seeing Rhonda for seven years since they were both seniors in college. After graduation, Rhonda moved into the city and got a job with an interior design firm, and my son, Buck, went to medical school upstate; and so began a long distance relationship that was to last for another six years, because after medical school came residency in Maine.

On weekends, Buck would take a three-hour train ride down to see Rhonda, and on vacations they would spend the week or weeks together going on exotic trips, or local stuff.

Rhonda’s mother Susan was divorced and lived in Miami Beach. Since the college was in Miami, my wife and I went down to Florida for the graduation, and there was a graduation dinner afterwards where we met Rhonda’s mother Susan for the first time.

Susan was personable, a lot of fun to talk to, and she was what you would call a VERY HOT MILF! Of course, I’m married, but it doesn’t mean that I’m dead – you know what I mean. I can look at the buffet table, but it doesn’t mean I have to eat from it.

We had a waitress come by the table to take a family picture, and Susan stood next to me. It was to be a chummy picture, and get everyone together – a couple of aunts, Rhonda’s sister who flew in from California, and her father Mikhail, and his girlfriend. We had to get close and place our arms around each other.

Susan wore a low cut silk blouse and white slacks that looked like she was poured into them, and she got really close to me. My wife would say later – too close; but I was innocent – really; back then. Susan rested her head on my shoulder and pressed her left breast right into my chest; so much so that I could feel her perky little nipple through her blouse. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

I was in my early fifties, and Susan was no more than forty-three. I never had a problem with the plumbing like many men my age started to get, so I had the mother of all boners, and it was quite obvious to Susan. She looked right at it, then up at me and gave me a wink! If you’ve ever had a time that you wished you weren’t with your significant other, then this would be one of those times.

I just shrugged it off, and the next time I had sex with my wife, Stacy, I imagined what it would be like to have Susan on top of me, riding me. The image was something that would stay with me for a long time. She tormented me; little did I know how she would flip my life around.

By the time the breakup happened my son was well into his residency, and keeping up a long distance relationship. His very rigorous work schedule was insane, but my son was very dedicated to Rhonda, and they even looked at engagement rings together. Gradually, Buck noticed a change in Rhonda’s attitude towards him over that last year, and so the couple drifted apart. On one weekend trip to Portland, Rhonda told him that she didn’t love him anymore.

That’s the way things go. My wife and I did our best to support him emotionally, but it was tough. He was up in Portland all alone, no family nearby, but fortunately there were tons of dating apps. Now, about four months after the breakup, it seems that he’s moving on nicely with his life.

I am an executive for a large national furniture chain based in New York, and sometimes my work takes me out of state, and even abroad. So one day, I had an announcement to make to my wife Stacy. She worked as a medical assistant close to the house and she was making dinner when I walked in.

“Hi honey,” she said. “You’re home early tonight.” She was right. Usually I got home at seven-thirty, but tonight I made it home by six.

“Well, I’ve got some news for you, and it kind of took me by surprise too,” I said.

“What is it Steve? Did you make CEO?” she said with a hint of sarcasm. Always the comedienne.

I laughed and said, “Umm, not quite. Lou (my boss, the CFO) told me that the Miami store is having some problems with inventory; shipments have been backlogged since the COVID Pandemic, and he wants me to go down there for three days and lend a hand.”

“Miami Beach? And you’re not taking me?” Stacy said, obviously upset.

“I know, it would have been nice if they had given me some notice in advance, but I have to be down there tomorrow afternoon. Would you be able to give me a ride to the airport?”

“Not on your life buddy! I have stuff to do tomorrow, and I only get one day a week to do it, so you can put the Uber charges on your expense account!” Her voice was shrill and sarcastic. Buck is our only child, and since he went away, Stacy and I never really developed much of a life for ourselves. In fact, we were drifting apart. Sometimes I swear, I would wake up and ask myself what the hell am I doing here? Marriage is a tough proposition.

We ate dinner without much conversation, and I didn’t feel like saying anything to give her an excuse to attack me, thus giving me a shitty send-off. So, after dinner I went upstairs to pack. As I was packing it occurred to me that Susan lived in Miami Beach, and that I could possibly look her up. My cock was getting swollen just thinking about it.

That would be my ultimate fantasy. I know, it looks cheesy, right; hitting on your son’s ex-girlfriend’s hot, divorced mother? It was, let’s see, at least six years since I’d seen her, and when my son broke up with Rhonda, there was no mention of Susan having a boyfriend. Then I started running through some possible scenarios for my plan. I could be honest and ask her how she was doing; I’m in town for three days, and how would she like to go grab something to eat? Or, I could say that as soon as I knew I was coming to Miami, I could barely keep my cock in my pants. Both of those ideas really sounded like shit, so what else could I say?

Then it dawned on me – Rhonda’s mother was a successful real estate agent, with her own agency. I could say that Stacy and I were looking for a condo in the Greater Miami area, and could she please help me look for something while I’m down there?

So for me, the answer lay behind door number three, and I was off to Miami the next morning. I don’t remember if I said goodbye to Stacy or not.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_____________________________

_________________


The flight to Miami out of JFK took about three hours, and was uneventful. I called Stacy to let her know I was okay, and I made sure the iPhone tracking device was turned off so I wouldn’t have any suspicious whereabouts to explain. I had a taxi take me to my hotel which was located in Miami Beach about two miles from the store I was supposed to help out with. I had a few hours to kill, having left a bit earlier than I needed to so I decided to call Susan. I grabbed some bourbon from the mini bar to “fortify” me a bit before the call.

I still had her number in my contacts, and I picked up my phone, lying on the hotel bed and I called her, taking a deep breath first.

“Steve! What a surprise! To what do I deserve this honor? It’s really good to hear from you.” That sultry, flirtatious voice that could make a mud pie hard was the same and it was working its magic on me already. Who knows, maybe she gained a hundred pounds? I was hoping to find out – up close and personal.

“Well, I suddenly got called down to Miami Beach for work for a few days, and I thought I’d call you to see how you were doing. It’s been like what – six years or so?”

“Let’s see – yes! Six years since the kid’s graduation. Too bad about the breakup. Rhonda took it hard.” I found that a little hard to believe because Rhonda was the one to break up with Buck. Oh well. I really didn’t want to talk about our kids. I think she got that idea.

There was a bit of an awkward silence, then I said, “Yeah, it uh, wasn’t easy for Buck either, you know. A seven-year relationship is a hard thing, especially when it’s done long distance.”

“So Steve, what’s up? What’s the reason for your call?”

“Stacy and I were thinking about looking for a condo in the Miami area and we thought who do we know that’s a realtor in Florida? So, naturally, your name came up.”

“Is that so? Are you sure this wasn’t just your idea Steve?” Oooh – busted! What do you say to that? I suppose the truth is the best thing. You know, get it out there right away.

“Okay Susan, ya got me. Would you be up for a little lunch, or dinner maybe?”

She laughed. “What’s the matter Steve, you not getting any from Stacy?” She certainly didn’t miss any punches.

“Uh, no, it’s okay on that front – I guess.”

“If you say so. But sure, I’d love to meet you for dinner. Are you free tonight? Say about eight o’clock? I know a Mexican place near me that won’t burn a hole through your gut.”

“Sounds great. Are you still at the address I have down?”

“If you have 1667 Pershing Street, I guess you have it.”

“That I do,” I said, feeling much more relaxed. I guess the bourbon kicked in.

“Okay, I’ll expect you at eight then. Bye Steverino.” Steverino? Only my dad called me Steverino; and that was when I was five years old.

I stopped in at the store and they hit me with a mountain of paperwork. My job was to dig through it all, and basically look at the ins and outs. I don’t know why they called me to do that shit. Maybe they thought if they sent someone from the main office it would cause people to pay attention to details more.

So I got out of there at six o’clock and made it back to my hotel, just in time to take a fast dip in the pool, shower and get dressed for tonight. I told Stacy I was going out to dinner with the people from the store. Did I feel guilty? No. Horny as fuck? Yes.

I got dressed and had some time to kill. She was only about twenty minutes from my hotel, and so I took out my phone and looked at the old graduation dinner picture I still had on my photos. I zeroed in on the image of her tit pressing hard up against my chest, and her head sort of resting on my shoulder. I looked up her company website and her picture was front and center- a head shot, and it was seductive as hell. It was like “Rent something from me and then fuck my brains out.”

So I hopped in the rental at seven-fifteen, allowing for traffic, and arrived at her gated community. It wasn’t the typical stucco, red-roofed houses you see in these Florida developments, it was a massive house, like the others in the development. There was a golf course, and a canal in the back of her house. Of course, her house was right by the golf course and the tennis courts.

I stopped off at the hotel gift shop and bought a bottle of red wine. I didn’t want to walk in empty handed you know. The driveway was a big, circular one, and in the middle, in front of the house, was a white marble fountain with colored lights showing through the water which came out of the mouths of two cherubs. I parked my car on the side of the driveway behind hers I assumed. Nice house. I supposed business was good.

The front door was open, and I didn’t have to ring the bell. She saw me through the storm door and walked over to let me in. She hadn’t changed since the last time I saw her six years ago. If anything she even looked better.

She opened the door with a big smile on her face. I got the feeling that she wasn’t seeing anybody special. “Welcome Steve,” and she greeted me with a hug and a kiss on the cheek. It was about what I expected. “So, this is a pleasant surprise.”

“Yeah it is, for me too. So, maybe you can take me around tomorrow?”

“Well, let’s see. Today is Wednesday, and you’re here how long?”

“Until Sunday afternoon,” I said.

She smiled up at me. She was only five-foot one, and I was almost a head taller than her. “Oh good,” she said. I do have some nice condos nearby. I can take you out tomorrow afternoon, around four o’clock.”

“That would be great. I’ll make sure I get off early.”

I felt kind of awkward, knowing I had no intention on buying a condo, and wondered if she discovered my subterfuge yet.

She saw the bottle of wine I brought. “Oh how thoughtful of you! I made reservations for nine-thirty, so we can have a glass of this now before we go.”

“Sounds good,” I said. “So, how’s Rhonda? Where’s she living now?”

“She’s back in New York. She came down here for a few months after the break-up, just to get a change of scenery, and now she’s back, doing her interior design.”

“Nice. Stacy and I miss her.”

“Well, what’re you gonna do? Things don’t always work out like you planned.”

I nodded my head as she went into the kitchen for a corkscrew and a couple of wine glasses. She lit up a long, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette.

“Last time we met, you said that you gave that up.”

“Yeah, I know, but one thing leads to another,” she said, and made an exaggerated hand motion with the cigarette. I got a very large boner right away. I have had a smoking fetish for as long as I could remember. The site of very attractive smoking women always turned me on something fierce.

Susan had long, black hair with a part in the middle, and a wavy thing going on just below her breasts. Speaking of which, she wasn’t wearing a bra, and I could see her tits poking through her white satin blouse. She had on four-inch heels with straps that wound around her ankles, and a mid-length black satin skirt with a high slit up the side.

I was seated on the living room sofa, and she sat down next to me, and poured two glasses of the red wine.

“So Steve,” she said nonchalantly, “I’m not seeing anybody at the moment.” That was kind of weird for her to say, but I suppose that she had an inkling as to my intentions from the get go. She was looking at me to see my reaction to her last statement.

I laughed and said, “Well, neither am I at the moment.”

She moved closer to me on the couch, and put her hand on my leg, noticing the tenting of my slacks.

Her hand was moving up and down my leg. “You’re married, but somehow I get the feeling that you’re open to, how shall I put it? Extra-curricular activities?” She didn’t wait for me to reply, but leaned in and kissed me. She tasted like wine and smoke which made me crazy. If I had any doubts as to how this trip would turn out, I had none now. I could feel a bit of moisture gathering at the tip of my cock, which she was digging into through my pants with her long, painted nails.

She pulled off me, and touched the tip of my nose playfully with her finger. “You know, you’re a very naughty man. In fact, if I didn’t know any better, I’d say you came down here to seduce me. Now tell Susan the truth,” referring to herself in the third person; “You really aren’t interested in a condo for yourself and Stacy now, are you?”

I was a bit red in the face, maybe from the wine, or maybe from my embarrassment at being caught red-handed, so I told her the truth. “You’re right, I’m not looking for a condo. My job sent me down here for a few days, and I wanted to pay you a call.”

“Did you now? Why? Did you think I was hot the last time we saw each other? I saw you eyeballing me. I remember our last picture together. Stacy must have loved it when I pressed my tits into your chest.”

“Tit,” I said.

“Oh that’s right; it was just my left tit, with my head sort of on your shoulder, right?”

“Yeah, like that.”

“I bet Stacy loved that one!”

“No she didn’t. She blamed me for it.”

“Okay, well I can’t help it. If I see something I like I go after it. I’m surprised it took you six years to come down Steve.”

She leaned in and kissed me again. “Come on, we’ll be late for our reservation. Then we can come back here and continue our little chat.”

The way she spoke, and looked; cat-like in a way, really turned me on, and I too was wondering why I waited so long to come down and see her.

So we left for the restaurant, and I didn’t have a shred of guilt about coming down here to see Susan. It’s one of those once in a lifetime crazy things that you either do, or let go of forever. I’m a doer.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

_____________________________

_________________


The restaurant was an average Mexican restaurant, with a Florida vibe. It was in South Beach, and after dinner we just walked around a bit, popping into a club for a drink, and we danced to some crazy electronic funk music which I thought they only played in the South Bronx. As we danced she pressed her satin skirt close into my waist and ground herself against my hard on, and placed her arms around my neck, drawing me close into her. None of us kept time or paid any attention to the music. I was sure she was dying to fuck me, and so was I.

She broke off and looked me in the eyes, and started to pull me to the door. “Let’s get out of here and go back to my place,” she said very determined.

“Hell yeah,” I said, and we got into my rental and drove back to her house. As soon as we got inside she wasted no time and pulled me upstairs to her bedroom which had a terrace looking out over the golf and tennis courts. Her backyard was expansive. This woman had money.

She sat on the bed and took off her shoes. The next thing I knew she was on top of me, on her knees, opening my belt buckle and pulling down my zipper. “Now let’s see if your trip was worth it,” she said grinning.

She pulled my slacks down and my boxers, revealing a very aroused, and hard, thick cock, which, I’ll have you know, I was very proud of.

“Oh my Steven, you are so fucking BIG. I love it,” she said, and slid down me, pushing my shirt up. Her long, silky black hair fell onto my chest.


Her girdle, which strapped to her pantyhose was off, and I took off her G-String thong, and kicked it to the floor next to the bed. She swung her head from side to side over me; washing me with her long, silky hair. It was gliding over my stiff, hard cock, and I may have gotten a drop or two of pre cum in her hair.

She had her mouth open and was about to take my cock in her mouth when she stopped and said: “Steven, I have to say I compliment on your deviousness in setting up this little fling!” Taking it as a compliment of my genius, I just smiled. What I wanted to say was “Suck it already, slut!” And that, she did.

She bent down to me and kept her mouth off of my cock for just a second, and instead stuck her tongue out, and circled the head of my cock with it, sticking the tip of her tongue into my slit, making me crazy. This woman knew how to tease. I reached across my chest and placed my fingers on her nipples which were already erect. I had always wanted to squeeze them, ever since that photo of six years ago. I squeezed each one between my thumb and index finger, and she moaned through her tonguing me as she did so.

She closed her lips tightly around the head of my cock, and kept circling my cock with her wet tongue. I lifted my hips to place my cock deeper into her mouth, and she met me half way by bobbing her head up and down on my giant wand. Her lips were like soft velvet, and she had a way of moving them from side to side which drove me completely nuts. There was no way I was going to last through this absolute torture.

“Sweet Jesus!” I yelled out. “I’m gonna cum Susan.” Meanwhile Susan was grinding her hips into my thigh, and she suddenly stiffened and squirted onto me, dripping her juices down the side of my leg onto the bed.

She pulled her mouth off of me quickly and took hold of the shaft of my cock, pumping it, and I could hold back no longer, and shot my load all over her face which she put right in front of me. She loved to cover her face with my jizz, causing her eye makeup to run down her face. She was bathing in it. Then, when I thought I was done, she resumed sucking on me so skillfully, that I came again, unloading in her mouth. She sucked and slurped like she lived in a desert all her life. I was her oasis of cum tonight.

On top of me, she slid up and kissed me hard, giving me a taste of my own jizz. Her pussy was glistening wet, and she took my hand and rubbed it all around her pussy, rubbing my fingers around her clitoris, and then placing them inside of her. She closed her thighs around my hand, then pulled it out and stuck my fingers in my mouth. I licked them clean, getting a good taste of her.

*****

Stretched out on top of me, her delicious tits rubbing on my chest, she said softly, “Steven, I’m not finished with you yet.” She reached across the bed into her night table and pulled out a silicone cock ring from the drawer, slipping it over my cock, which was now semi-erect. In less than a minute, I was hard again. She got up on her knees and turned around quickly, and I slid back, up the bed.

“I want you to take me from behind,” she said. What choice did I have but to obey the lady. I guided my cock right against her pussy, and slowly entered her, and she gasped.

As I slowly entered her, enjoying the feel of her tight pussy around my cock, she backed up on me and met me thrust for thrust. I went faster and faster. The bed was quaking as her speed increased. My hands were on top of her shoulders, and my chest was sliding along her backside. I felt her stiffen and squirt again and she moved her ass around so that my cock was circling the inside of her pussy. It felt like a sneeze was welling up inside of me, and I shot another load deep into Susan’s pussy. I was in so deep; I thought my cock would come out of her mouth.

She slowed down her thrusting and slowly came off my cock. She moved back, pushing me down onto the bed, and sat on my face. I stuck my tongue out and licked all of her juices up, playing her clit like a banjo with my tongue. It made her moan even more, and the last drops of her orgasm came out onto my face.

She got up after a little while and reached for her bag on the floor, pulling out a Virginia Slims 120. She took a deep drag, and said, “Oh that’s so good right after sex. Want one?” she said, the cigarette dangling out of the side of her mouth, and the smoke curling up her nose. It just felt like the right time, and I said, “Sure, why not?” Of course, my little smoking fetish took over and I got hard again. Susan noticed it as she lit me up and started laughing. “Wow, it doesn’t take you long to get hard again, now does it?” I didn’t answer, I just smoked with her on the bed.

We went downstairs to her kitchen, and she made coffee, and we made some small talk. “So what kind of relationship do you have with your wife Steve, if you go through these ‘highly unorthodox ways’ to cheat?”

I hadn’t expected that question, but I just shrugged my shoulders. “I suppose that the ‘fire’ went out of our sex a while ago, and though it’s still important to me, Stacy is just not into it anymore. I think she sees it more as a wifely duty than anything to get excited over.”

“Oh okay, so sex is boring, let me get my cock sucked outside, right?”

“That about sums it up.”

“Okay then, yeah, I can see that. Lots of men are in your situation. It must be tough. That’s what’s wrong with marriage. The way I see it, like the Amish take a year off from Amish life when they’re teenagers; I think they call it “Rumspringa,” where the kids go out and ‘sow their wild oats.’ Sometimes they don’t go back to the Amish way of life. They should have something like that in marriage. I mean, really, the whole idea of monogamy is so outmoded, right?”

“I suppose you’re talking to the right guy, yeah.”

So we finished up and I went back to my hotel. I told Susan I would come by again tomorrow night. I would be at the store late, and have dinner in the hotel, and swing by her house at about eight o’clock for another night of unbelievable sex. On Saturday night, my last night in Miami, we’d go out to dinner in South Beach again.

I called my wife Stacy in the morning, just to check in and ask her about her day, and told her that I worked late last night and went to be early because I was so exhausted. That was that.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_____________________________

________________


Ihappened to get lucky and finished up with work at the store by about four o’clock in the afternoon. I would go back to the hotel, call Stacy to “check in,” and then get ready to go back to Susan’s house. She was busy herself, having listed a big condo in Miami. I imagined what it would be like for me to have my own place with unlimited visits from Susan. Now wouldn’t that be nice.

I called Stacy, and her phone went to voice mail which I thought was odd, but it was only six o’clock, and sometimes the office stayed open later, like until eight. It was flu season, and the office was extremely busy. She worked for a pediatric group of physicians.

As I was seated in the hotel restaurant, I had a large boner, just thinking about seeing Susan later. I couldn’t even fathom going home after this week was over. The trick she used with the cock ring was unexpected and great. I hadn’t much experience with sex toys at all. In college, this one girl insisted I fuck her with a huge, pink dildo, but that was it.

I pulled up to Susan’s driveway at precisely eight o’clock. The light was on in the upstairs bedroom, but just like yesterday, she was at the storm door to greet me as I made my way around the circular driveway. The fountain reminded me of my spurting jizz, and I smiled at how crazy this whole week was. Crazy, but fantastic!

“Hello stranger, come on in,” she said, as she grabbed me around the shoulders and gave me a lingering kiss. She pushed up against my waist and felt my huge boner ready to come out and play again.

“My, my, someone’s excited tonight,” she said, as she gave my crotch a squeeze.

“Oh, without a doubt,” I said.

“Let’s have some wine. Would you care for a cigarette, Steve?”

“Of course I would,” I said, taking a seat on the living room sofa.

She brought over the same bottle that I had brought last night and handed me a cigarette. After pouring two glasses of wine, she lit herself up, and then me from the same flame.

“Does Stacy know you smoke, or is this just a thing when you fuck other women?” she said, laughing, and exhaling.

“Oh no, I don’t smoke in the house. Once in a while, I go outside and smoke in the back. She doesn’t seem to mind it.”

I was relaxed on the couch with my head resting on the back, and my feet up on the ottoman she had. Putting her glass down, Susan leaned over and kissed me hard on the mouth, causing my cock to stir around, vying for my attention. In my mind I said, Soon little buddy.

She broke off and lied her head on my chest. “So when do you think we can do this again Steve. You’re growing on me fast. It’s going to be hard to say goodbye Saturday night.”

“I know, but I’ll figure something out. We’re a national chain, after all, and I work at corporate, so it might even be in another city.”

“Oh that sounds like fun. Maybe Vegas?” she said, arching her eyebrows.

“I don’t think so. Stacy barely let me come here to Miami alone, because it was just one day’s notice. I don’t know how she would feel about Las Vegas.”

She stuck her hands through my shirt and began rubbing my chest. She took a drag off her cigarette and placed it in the ashtray, and then opened my fly, and undid my belt buckle. I helped things along by sliding down my pants and my boxers down around my ankles.

Susan wasted no time and lie lengthwise on the couch and placed her lips on my cock. She kissed it, and stuck her tongue out again, swirling it around my head. I was leaking precum again which she licked off, and left it glistening on her glossy red lipstick. I unbuttoned my shirt and threw it on the floor next to the sofa.

Now I was lying on the sofa, and she was on top of me, sliding down to my waist, and sucking on my cock. She put the whole thing in her mouth, and used her tongue to swirl around and around. I was really fucking horny tonight, and Susan was very accommodating, giving it to me just the way I liked it; making a seal with lips, nice, wet, and tight.

I pushed her head down into my lap, and her luxurious hair again swept over my chest and my balls. Susan had her jeans down, but wasn’t wearing any panties, and slid her pussy up and down my thigh. She was dripping a puddle on me, and while she was busy sucking up a storm on me, she squirted all over my leg.

I let out a loud moan, and shot a big wad of jizz into her mouth. This time, she drank it all in. It was such a huge load, that some of it dripped down the corners of her mouth; but she never stopped her up and down bobbing motion. She stopped and immediately lifted her head up to kiss me, giving me a full taste of myself, and the wine she drank.

I was overcome, and she reached into her handbag and handed me the cock ring. “Here Steve, put this on now and we’ll go upstairs. You can leave your clothes here,” she said.

So I slipped the cock ring on, and marched upstairs behind Susan, and all she was wearing was her blouse, unbuttoned. We went into her bedroom, and the sheets were down already, and I smiled. She was waiting for me all day.

She lit another cigarette and took another sip of wine from her glass. She brought hers and mine upstairs. Placing her hand on my chest and rubbing again, she asked me, “Are you ready to go again Steve?”

“Damn right I am!”

“Well I was thinking that it would be nice if you spent the night here with me.”

“I could do that,” I said. I really wanted to anyway.

“Good. Now I have another surprise for you.”

“Oh, and what would that be?” I asked, excitedly.

She touched the tip of my nose with her finger and bit her bottom lip. Just wait right here, and she got up and went into the hallway and to the next bedroom on the right of the hallway. Susan wasn’t gone more than a minute and when she came back into the room, I thought I would get up, open the sliding glass door, and jump off the terrace onto the brick patio below, head first.

Standing next to Susan was my wife Stacy! Only Stacy was wearing an outfit I never saw before. She wore a black leather underbust that laced up the front and her hair was down, just below her breasts, and her makeup made her look like a hooker. I was frozen in disbelief and my eyes were wide as saucers. I was unable to speak, and both women stood together laughing at me.

Finally, I did manage to get out a few words. “What the fuck! Stacy, is that really you????” My eyes moved between Susan and Stacy.

“Yes Steve, it’s really me,” Stacy said. She took one of Susan’s cigarettes and lit up. I didn’t know she smoked. My eyes moved over her up and down. She was only wearing a black G-String.

“You see Steve,” Stacy continued. “Sarah and I have become good friends over the years our kids were dating, and we couldn’t see how their breaking up could ruin our friendship. Isn’t that right Susan?”

“It sure is, sweetheart.” Sweetheart?? What the fuck was this!?

Stacy and Susan faced each other and moved close and were kissing and hugging each other around the shoulders. “Ummm, so good. I’ve missed you honey,” Stacy said. I picked up the wine glass to see if maybe I had been drugged with a hallucinogen. They both turned to me and laughed.

“You see Steve, we see each other as much as we can, mostly in New York when I fly up. What is that darling?” Susan said to Stacy, “Once a month?”

“Yes, that would be about right.”

Now I knew I wasn’t dreaming. It was apparent that both my wife and Susan were bisexual and having an affair with each other. Susan’s hand was rubbing Stacy’s pussy underneath her G-String pouch, and she was moaning. I watched mesmerized as the two of them kissed, nibbled each other’s ears, and rubbed their cunts together.

“Now, whatever shall I do with you, Steve?” Stacy said, with a smile on her face, and her voice pretending to be serious. “You see Steve,” Stacy continued. “Susan likes it a lot when you fuck her,” and I don’t mind it a bit, because she always comes back to me you see.”

“Yes Steve,” Susan said. “Stacy and I are a pair.” I was wondering what my future would hold, but I didn’t have to wonder long.

“You see honey,” Stacy said to me, a foreign sense of mischief in her voice; “I was thinking of divorcing you, and with the evidence her of your infidelity, I don’t think you really have a leg to stand on – you’re BUSTED, Steve.”

She had me. I was at her mercy, and apparently Susan’s too. “You see, as soon as Susan told me you were coming here, I must say I was very surprised, but then we thought we could turn this situation over to our advantage.”

I was stone-cold out of my mind by this point. I knew that Stacy’s sister was a “take no prisoners” divorce attorney, and if she were to divorce me, I’d be lucky if I was left in the street in my underwear – and dead broke!

“So, (my voice was cracking) how long have you two . . .”

“Been together? Fucking? About a year after we all met for the first time. She would come up to New York, and with Buck in Maine, it was pretty easy for us to see each other,” Stacy said.

“Now the question with you, Steve, is what to do with you?” Stacy said. Both of them were laughing, turning their attention from me, and facing each other like I wasn’t in the room, began touching each other.

Stacy had her hand on Susan’s pantyless pussy, and using her fingers very skillfully to rub the slick wetness that I had only tasted recently. She used her middle finger to play with Susan’s clit until she was weak in the knees. Both of them, still locked in an embrace, went over to the bed ,and lied on it facing each other. Both of them were kissing, and my wife took off her panties and kicked them off the side of the bed.

Through gasps of breath, my wife said, “Go have a seat over there Steve, and pull the chair up and watch.” I still had the cock ring on, so I was nice and hard. After I moved the plush chair over to the side of the bed, I couldn’t help but stroke my cock.

Now, I felt like a ghost in the room, still full of amazement as I watched my wife get finger-fucked by another woman – the woman I was having an affair with! 

Things accelerated, and Susan was now eating out my wife, probably better than any man could ever do. Stacy kept her underbust on but with the leather strings open, so that Susan could play with tits at the same time. They switched places for a while, and Susan kissed Stacy hard and left the bed. Stacy watched me stroking my cock and smiled, telling me, “Don’t worry honey, you’ll get yours soon – plus more.”

I was in too much shock to think about that when Susan came back into the room wearing a strap-on very large flesh – colored dildo. In one hand she had a tube of K-Y Jelly. I could see that Stacy could barely contain her excitement. For the next hour or so I watched them ride each other with a fury that I had never seen – not from Stacy or Susan. I never knew my wife could take such a large cock, and though I’ve never measured myself, I knew I was a decent size. But still.

They both were exhausted on the bed, facing each other, looks of bliss on their faces and they were whispering. Then, both of them lit up cigarettes, and stared at me, all naked wearing a cock-ring.

“Did you enjoy the show Steve?” Stacy asked. I could say nothing.

“Well, listen up Steverino, this is what’s gonna happen. You are going to play ‘dress up,’ and then we’ll have our way with you. Of course, you don’t have a choice. I know that my love, Stacy here, would like to make your life a living hell if you refuse.”

“Follow me into the guest room Steve,” Susan ordered. I stood up, the tip of my cock a bit sore and pointing up to the ceiling, and followed her into the next room.

What I saw laid out on the bed shocked me; a couple of G-Strings, pantyhose, a long, redhead wig, a bra, blouse, and a short denim mini-skirt. On the side next to the clothing was a makeup case.

“You see Steve, you are going to become the nice little cum-sucking slut we want you to be. Who knows, you may even get to entertain the occasional gentleman or two. So, let’s get the party started.”

Susan looked me over carefully. “Oh no, no, no, no; this will never do. It looks like I’m going to have to shave you Steve.”

“What? Where?” I said incredulously.

“All over your body, including your eyebrows – they’re just too thick, not very feminine at all.”

Stacy watched approvingly as Susan was a maestro with the razor blade that shaved my chest, my legs, and my pubic area. After I was dried off, I slipped on the black G-String. Being totally honest here, my smoking fetish did include dressing up like the women I fantasized about. I would have been hard even without the cock-ring, but neither Stacy nor Susan knew that, or at least I didn’t think they did.

The G-String felt really good between the crack of my ass, rubbing gently over my asshole or “boy pussy” as I would later refer to it. The satin pouch felt delightful over my cock and my balls. My bulge was quite obvious. Susan turned to Stacy and said, “You know honey, if he’s to go anywhere like this, he’ll need a gaff to hide that large cock of his. Oh! For your information Steve, your cock is now to be called a ‘girl clitty,’ got it?”

I said nothing, and didn’t want to ‘give up the ghost’ and let on that I really enjoyed this. Maybe Susan knew, but if she did, she wasn’t talking to me about it.

After Susan was done with me, she took me back into the master bedroom, and I stood in front of the long mirror on the bedroom door and couldn’t believe what I saw. I was a new man, or rather, “a new woman.”

The makeup was excellent with green eye shadow, heavy black mascara, and eyeliner, which went well with my brown eyes and red wig. I had red lip gloss on. Hell, I would even fuck myself. Either way, I had no choice, I was trapped.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

_____________________________

________________


Nice job Susan, he looks good enough to eat!” Stacy said, and both of them burst out laughing. “How do you like your ‘new self’ honey?” Stacy asked mockingly.

I wasn’t about to hand them an easy victory, so I said, “It looks pretty good for a cross dressing job.”

Susan laughed, and said, “Who said anything about cross dressing, Steve?”

I didn’t respond. “Okay, now here’s what you’re gonna do for us Steve,” Susan said. “You’re going to get on the bed, on your knees and face the headboard, ok?”

I wasn’t wearing the skirt, just the G-String panties, the black laced bra, and the blouse. “Wait a second,” Stacy said. “What are we going to call ‘her’?”

Susan thought a moment and said, “Doesn’t he look like a ‘Courtney’?”

“Yes, yes, that’s a great sissy name for him – Courtney. I like the sound, has a ring to it.”

“Okay Steve, from here on in, your name with us will be ‘Courtney!’” Stacy said.

I did as I was told and got up on the bed, on my knees, head facing north.

Susan said, “Stacy, you can go first, after all, he is your husband!” Stacy nodded enthusiastically and took the belt with the dildo from Susan and put it on herself. Susan handed her a tube of K-Y Jelly.

I felt Stacy brush aside the G-String from the crack in my ass to the side, exposing my as yet virgin “boy pussy,” or bussy” as it was called to whatever these women had planned for me. Wouldn’t it be something, a game changer perhaps, if I really enjoyed what they had in store for me?

I did enjoy it when Stacy spread the cool K-Y Jelly all around my ass, and when she stuck her index finger inside of my ass I let out a yelp which made both of them laugh. She stuck it as deep as she could, even taking it out and putting a second helping of jelly on my little red ass lips.

Strangely, in addition to the uncomfortable feeling of having something crammed up my ass, it felt a bit pleasant as well. I would absolutely NOT let on to them that I enjoyed it. Let them figure it out for themselves. Either way I had to go through with this humiliation or face the wrecking of my life from Stacy’s sister and the tsunami of destruction she would bring down on me.

Now I felt the silicone head of the dildo just stopping at the entrance to my boy pussy. Stacy was rubbing my back and she put her hands on both sides of my hips and got herself lined up. I could see Susan smoking and drinking a glass of wine out of the corner of my eye.

Now I felt a weird sensation of something much wider than a finger enter me, and coming out and going forward again. “Now this may hurt a bit darling, but I can assure you that you’ll come to love it. Don’t worry, if I see blood I’ll stop.” I didn’t like the sound of that, but I felt like a virgin about to have her nether regions breeched for the first time.

The in and out motion continued, and soon, more of the length of the dildo penetrated me, back and forth, deeper, and deeper. I felt a fullness, which was quite uncomfortable, along with sharp pain, but I gritted my teeth. I didn’t want to show any weakness to these women whatsoever.

The jelly made her go faster and faster, and as she did so, I reached forward and grabbed hold of my cock, which was screaming for attention. I began stroking it, and spitting in my hand first to lube it a bit. Susan saw what I was doing, and she came over and put some of the K-Y into my hand, so I could run it along the length of my cock – bless her heart.

Stacy had the whole length of the dildo inside me, and now . . . I felt a sense of pleasure, that welled up inside of me from the deepest regions. I don’t know how else to describe it. I moved my hips back and forth to meet all her thrusts, and we continued like this faster and faster. Soon, I felt a bolt of electricity shoot through me, like pure pleasure, and I shot an enormous load of milky, white jizz into my hand, running down through my fingers. I let out a howl of release.

The two women laughed. “See Stacy, I knew he’d take to it.” Both of them were laughing now.

I was spent. “I think you really enjoyed this Courtney,” Susan said. “This could be the beginning of something really wonderful for you!”

“Yeah, we could dress him up anytime we want and go out to pick up guys. I know a few guys that Courtney’s cherry ass would really appeal too,” Susan said and laughed.

“So what do you say to your two “fem doms” sweetie?” Stacy asked.

“I think a little show of appreciation here would be appropriate,” Susan said.

I really needed to humble myself here. I had no other choice. In the meantime, Stacy took off her belt and handed it to Susan who saw me watching. “Don’t worry Courtney. By the time we’re done with you here tonight, you’ll be a new woman!” Both of them were laughing very hard.

“Uh could I please have a cigarette?” I asked Susan.

“ I didn’t know that Courtney smoked,” Stacy said with mock horror.

“Yes darling, she’s become the ultimate cum whore. Wait till we find some cock for her to suck.” Susan handed me a cigarette and lit me up.

Susan was in thought for a minute and said, “You know something Stacy? There’s this Black guy Mike in my office. He’s one of my top agents, and I think he would just love a good blowjob from Courtney here!”

“Ooooh, now that’s something I would very much love to see!” Stacy said.

“I can arrange that for tomorrow night. I think that’s Courtney’s last day down here. I wonder how he’s going to sit for a three-hour plane ride!” Both of them laughed more. I was their “butt” of amusement. But secretly, as I lie on my back, I was smiling. I think after all I really hit the jackpot. I would show them that I was the ultimate “out-of-town sissy!”

❤️❤️❤️
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