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Chapter 1

_____________________________

_________________

My office is known throughout our industry for throwing the most outrageous Christmas parties. Wanna know what they’re like? Okay, think “The Wolf of Wall Street.” My boss has so much damn money that he holds back no expense when it comes to entertaining big clients, or his hard-working staff of young stock brokers like me. I have to give him credit though. He doesn’t play games like you saw in the movie; everything we do is on the up and up. He doesn’t need any trouble from the SEC or FBI. See, my boss’s father is the one who started the firm from scratch, and now forty years later he passed it on to his son, Dylan.

There is a lot of drinking at these parties, but he absolutely doesn’t allow any illicit drugs either at the parties or in our personal lives. We have random drug screenings, where we each go into the men’s or ladies room, and pee into a cup with a monitor from a private agency watching our every move. I once smoked a joint a few days before one of these random tests, and I thought for sure that I would lose my job in a heartbeat; but that never happened. I guess some things Dylan overlooked.

My name is Clayton, I’m twenty-five years old and I’m a stock broker with another specialty in personal finance. I happen to be really good at what I do, and yeah, I’ve got some pretty high caliber clients. Some of them are political figures, and well known sports figures, and celebrities. You would know some of them if I mentioned their names, but that’s irrelevant to the story.

Two years ago, on December nineteenth, we had a Christmas party that was the most memorable one in company history. That year we posted record earnings, and I was able to move out of my one-bedroom in Long Island City, and move into a very classy high rise on the Upper West Side. My parents lived on Long Island, in a big colonial where I grew up and went to high school. I was an only child.

When I was a senior in high school, my parents got divorced. My mother had an affair, and a problem with alcohol and drugs. After numerous stints in rehab, my dad couldn’t take it anymore, and divorced her; her chances and his patience having run out. For a while, I lived at home with my dad. We got along pretty well, and lately I’ve been encouraging him to date.

Now at this Christmas party, aside from the moderate drunken revelry, Dylan imported a Santa Klaus impersonator in costume with a real beard. In addition, he came in with about twenty “elves,” all young women in their early twenties, wearing elf costumes of green, pointed elf caps, and green elf shoes; only these shoes were special. Instead of looking like modified pointed stockings, they were green four-inch high heeled shoes with straps around the ankles.

In addition, they had on sheer green nylons with laced tops that went up their thighs. Underneath their velvet, long elf jackets, there was nothing on except green G-Strings. These girls were only too happy to sit on us, giving us lap dances. Our office had about sixty stock brokers with a smattering of women. The elves didn’t discriminate and even gave some of the obliging women the same treatment as the men. I thought my eyes were playing tricks on me. It looked like some of the elves were wearing strap-ons to satisfy the female and even some of the male members of our company. They even supplied condoms, much to our surprise. I tried not to give it much thought as I looked around the room.

At that time I was twenty-three, and was only casually dating, so naturally, I was a willing client of a couple of these elf-girls. My eyes first set sight on a tall brunette, with huge cleavage that showed on top of her fur-topped elf coat. I was hard as a cannon when she first looked my way, and I signaled that I was ready for some of her action.

She sat on my lap facing me with her arms around my shoulders and ground herself into my lap, making my business slacks tent upwards, pointing to the North Pole. In a sultry voice she asked me if I was “naughty or nice” this year, and what I wanted for Christmas the most. She had a grin on her face, that told me she was indeed ready to “hand out gifts” this year.

I didn’t have to tell her what I wanted, because as I quickly scanned the room, some of the other men (and women) were getting the same “holiday cheer.” She told me her name was Shannon, and she wasted no time in unzipping my fly and getting down to business. I had no trouble in presenting myself to her, and she was a goddamn pro, let me tell you. She put all the college girls I was ever with to shame.

Without missing a beat, she was on her knees in front of me, kissing the tip of my cock, grabbing my shaft with her closed fist, and using her tongue very skillfully in making circles around its head. Her mouth was extra wet, and it was easy for it to slide up and down my shaft. I was, I think, average size, but I wasn’t sure since I didn’t make it my business to measure other men’s sizes.

She made slurping noises, and she took hold of all of me. I thought I would choke her, but she kept going, faster and faster. I couldn’t help myself, but I moved my ass up to meet her head bobbing up and down, and soon, I felt not just pre cum, which made her moan with delight, but I shot a full load – I think the biggest one of my life right into her throat. She didn’t let a drop escape, but kept on going, until I was clean as a whistle.

My boss Dylan, who of course got some action himself, just walked past me and smiled. I was still erect as she climbed back up on my lap and kissed me full on, giving me a good taste of myself. Her breath tasted of wine and my own jizz, and she asked me in her sultry voice, “Was that a good present for being nice? Your boss told me to take extra good care of you,” and with that she placed her fingertip down underneath the pouch of her G-String.

When she pulled it out it was glistening with the wet dew of her nether regions. Then she gave me a taste of herself, placing her finger between my willing lips. She was delicious. I happen to enjoy that sort of thing very much, and she could tell by the reaction on my face that I did.

I got up and joined a couple of the guys who had just finished themselves, over at the bar for drinks. After that I needed a double scotch.

“Fuck Clayton, that elf ate you alive,” Jim, one of my many friends in the office said to me, laughing.

I wasn’t used to displaying my private moments for an audience, but I nodded my head at him and smiled.

“How was yours Jim?” I asked.

“Oh, she was fine – just what I asked Santa for when I took my six-year-old to see Santa at Macys,” he said with not a shred of guilt. According to Jim’s way of thinking, this sort of thing was ok as long as it was done at work in a group setting, which got me wondering how much of any of this was normal, or a typical office setting.

“You’re lucky being single Clayton,” he said. “You can do this anytime with whoever you want.”

“Well, this is my first time doing any of this,” I said. Jim was forty-one, married with two kids, a girl, and a boy, and I had only been with the company one year. It was my first real job out of college. “Let me ask you something Jim,” I said. “How often does Dylan do this stuff?”

“Every Christmas. We had an exceptional year, thanks in part to you, so he spared no expense. These are high class girls, and it must have cost him a fortune.”

“Yeah I’ll bet,” I said.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_____________________________

_________________

Fast-forwarding two years, I was still living in my swanky apartment on the Upper West Side of Manhattan, and I thought I would spend the weekend with my dad. I got there on Friday afternoon, and we would go out to dinner. My dad had a job at Home Depot, after having made a lot of money as a financial consultant in a firm with a longtime partner, so he was just looking for something to keep him busy. Dad was forty-nine, was athletic and a handsome middle-aged guy.

He got bitten by the pickle ball bug, and whenever he could, he was always playing with his friends. I belonged to a sports club in Manhattan, so I played occasionally. This weekend dad challenged me to a couple of sets, telling me that he would “kick my ass like a can down the road.” Now how could I refuse such a challenge like that – I couldn’t. So we set up to play on Saturday. I drove out to the house on Long Island after work on Friday, and I packed lightly for the weekend.

We went out for dinner at a hibachi place where the chef cooked the food in front of you, and we each got a bottle of Japanese beer, and talked while the griddle sizzled and popped.

“So dad,” I asked. “What’s new on the dating front? You seeing anybody?” His answer surprised me.

“As a matter of fact Clayton, I am.”

“Oh yeah, tell me about her,” I said, very curious. I wanted to know if he would pick a woman like mom, and I said God, I hope not!

“Well, there’s not much to tell. Her name is Cathy, she’s forty-two, divorced and she lives in Smithtown.”

“What does she do?”

“She uh, she works in retail – in a chain pharmacy as a technician behind the counter. She’s a lot of fun, and she makes me laugh.”

“Is she a gold digger dad?” I asked with a semi-serious grin. I was very protective of my dad.

“No, she really isn’t. She gets alimony payments and she’s set up nicely. She lives in a two-bedroom condo, and she’s real nice – you’d like her Clayton.”

“How long have you been seeing Cathy?”

Dad took a swig of his beer and took a deep breath and looked at me seriously. “Six months Clay. We’ve become exclusive. I love being around her and she takes care of me. Well, that’s a poor choice of words,” he said uncomfortably. “You know what I mean. The old man’s still got it,” he said with a wink.

“Gee, that’s great dad. Uh, where do you see this going if I may ask?”

“Good question. We’re not really sure yet. But I’d love for you to meet her; like I said, I think she’s good for me. You know, I get lonely sometimes by myself.” That was a subtle dig to my living alone, but I think dad understood. After all, I was a young adult, and I liked the excitement of living in the city.

“That sounds good. Sure I’d like to meet her.”

“You’re aunt Margie (dad’s older sister) has met her already at the house.”

“Really! Wow! This could turn into something dad – you know, the new “ex Mrs. Richardson,” I said laughing.

“Very funny, Clayton, very funny. Well, how about you? Are you dating?”

I shrugged and took a swig of my beer. “Here and there. I meet girls on this dating app, but I never met anyone I really liked. I don’t know, it seems they all come with baggage.” I instantly regretted what I said, being that dad told me Cathy was divorced. He didn’t seem to take offense. I guess at his age, every woman had some kind of story.

“Speaking of introductions, how did you and Cathy meet?” I asked.

“We met on a dating app. We emailed each other for a couple of weeks every day, and then finally I asked her out for a drink. She looked just like her picture.”

“Oh yeah, tell me.”

“She’s about five-feet-five-inches tall, has a really beautiful face, and black hair done up like a bob; you know, short hair. She dresses very well too. You’d never know she was forty-two. I love her eyes; aquamarine, cute nose, high cheek bones, and I love her smile. It just lights up a room.”

“Watch it dad! If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were falling for this woman.”

“You never know Clayton. I’ve been thinking about seeing how the next couple of months go; maybe then I’ll ask her to move in with me, you never know. Like I said, I get lonely. It’s a big house.”

“Okay, well, when and if she moves in with you, then I’d like to meet her. You have a picture of her on your phone?”

“Right here,” dad said and whipped out his iPhone, smiling broadly.

The photo was of them together, outdoors somewhere, and she did indeed look stunning. “Wow dad, she looks incredible. She keeps herself well. She looks like the athletic type.” She was wearing jeans and boots and had a figure that made her look like she was poured into those jeans.

“Yeah she is. We bike and play pickle ball all the time.”

“Nice. Well in that case, I’m glad you met someone nice.”

“Now, we have to get you fixed up buddy.”

“Oh I’ve got time dad. Like I said, I go on dates. I’m sure I’ll meet someone someday.”

The rest of the weekend was nice. We played pickle ball on Saturday, and just like he said, he kicked my ass like a can down the road. We stayed home Saturday night, watched a movie, and then on Sunday, after breakfast, I left to go back to the city. I had food shopping to do for the week.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

______________________________

_________________

Several months went by and I was no closer to meeting “Mrs. Right,” than I was a year ago. Besides, I don’t believe men have “biological clocks” like girls talk about all the time, but I was approaching twenty-six, and I thought that by thirty or thirty-one, I’d like to be married, or at least have a steady girlfriend. Without consciously realizing it, I was a little more discerning in who I dated than I was say, at twenty-two.

Dad, on the other hand, was seeing more and more of Cathy, and she was turning into the main topic of conversation between us. It was May already; the last Christmas party in my office seemed like it just happened yesterday. Like every year, we had the steady stream of “elves” come along with Santa to entertain us in the office. I guess I’ve been spoiled, but I was getting tired of it already.

These random “holiday hook-ups” like my buddies and me at work liked to call them, were getting tiresome. The office, the more successful the firm got, was turning into a toned-down version of “Wolf.” I didn’t get involved in all the nonsense, except the holiday party, but I had no worries as far as job security went. I was a top-earner.

Then one night I got a call from dad. “Clayton,” he said, “I’ve asked Cathy to move in with me, and she said yes, and she’s got her condo up for sale.”

“Wow dad, that’s really great!” I was very happy for him. “So now, when do I get to meet her?”

“How about you come over this Saturday night around six? Cathy’s going to make us dinner, and she’s a great cook. We’re gonna grill some steaks. I know you can’t refuse that.”

You’re probably thinking, why did his dad wait almost a whole year before he introduced his son to a woman who was going to move in with him? Well, my dad is a private guy, a bit on the serious side, and he wanted to make sure that he was sure before he introduced me. Yeah I know, weird, but that’s my pops.

“My mouth is watering already dad; sounds great!”

“Oh, also, your aunt Margie, uncle Hal, and cousin Kenny will be over too.” That was about it for our family. Like I said, I was an only child, and dad only had one sister.

“I can’t remember the last time I saw them; it should be fun.”

“Oh it will be. I’m looking forward to it Clayton. You know, I really don’t get to see a lot of you.” That was on me because I was always busy with my friends, and it’s no excuse. But Cathy understood how much I meant to dad. Dad said she would never interfere in our relationship.

Also, my dating life was picking up, and I had just started dating a girl that I met online too. Her name was Jennifer, a beautiful dark-skinned Latina from Washington Heights, and she was a real head-turner. I wasn’t ready to introduce Jennifer to my family yet, anyway. I’d have to see how things went. After all, it was only a couple of weeks, and our two dates were pretty good. I love being with a woman who makes other guy’s heads turn!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_____________________________

________________

Saturday afternoon, I got in my car and drove out to my childhood home in Melville. Aunt Margie and her family were already there. I could smell the mouthwatering steaks cooking from the backyard, so after I parked my car in the circular driveway, I walked around back. It was a warm May, and the pool was open. Good thing I remembered to pack my bathing suit. I drove in my shorts and a “NY YANKEES” t-shirt. I opened the wooden, pointed gate and came into the backyard. There was a patio, and the pool was further up on a second level. Aunt Margie was on the lounge talking to my cousin Kenny.

A woman, who I assumed to be Cathy was in the pool with my uncle Hal. Like her photo, she had short, black hair and was wearing wide, mirrored aviator sunglasses and a white bikini, with a silver “O-Ring” tied in the middle of her top. The thong, or G-String rather was “provocative” to say the least. From a distance, I could see she had ample breasts and a killer figure. I smiled. Dad was entitled to some happiness.

“Hey there he is!” My dad called out from the grill, a metal spatula in his hand. “Cathy did the preparing, all the hard work, and I’m just grilling. You smell the wood chips Clay?”

“Yeah dad, you have no idea how I’ve been waiting for this.”

“Hey Clay, how are you,” my cousin Kenny said, getting up from the chaise lounge. “We just got here about a half-hour ago, and your dad already had the steaks on. Why don’t you get changed and come into the pool?”

“Yeah I think I will.”

Aunt Margie was smiling at me. “Clayton, good to see you,” Aunt Margie said and started to get up.

“No, no, sit there,” I said as I walked over to where Aunt Margie was sitting, and I gave her a peck on the cheek, and she hugged me.

“How long has it been Clay? Thanksgiving?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“Well, you’re a busy young man in the city. I can’t expect a handsome guy like you to be hanging around here all the time.”

“Well I don’t really. But I came over last weekend and spent time with dad.”

“That’s nice; have you met Cathy yet?” Aunt Margie asked, raising an eyebrow to me.

“No I haven’t. I’ll go over now to the pool and say ‘hi’ to Uncle Hal and Cathy.”

My Uncle Hal and Cathy were standing in the mid-shallow section, water up to their shoulders and talking to each other, deep in conversation.

It was Cathy who spotted me first. “Well hello there young man, you must be Clayton. You dad has told me so much about you,” she said in a very deep sultry voice.

“Yes, that would be me. “Hi Uncle Hal, how’s it going?”

“Just fine Clay. You know the Yanks are off to a great start this year – I think they may go all the way!”

I was used to my favorite team being a disappointment lately.

“Well, if Judge and Stanton stay off the injured list, and Cole stays hot, they just may stand a chance.”

“Yep, that’s true. They’re playing the Marlins today.”

“I know, I had the game on the radio.”

“I think we may have some trouble here,” Cathy said playfully. “I’ve always been a die-hard Met’s fan.”

“Uh, she may be right Clay. You know, these Citi Field fans can be a bit fanatical.”

“That’s okay,” Cathy said. “I look forward to some friendly competition. Come on in Clay. We have some time before the steaks are ready.”

“Okay, I’ll go inside and change into my suit.”

The backyard was nice. My dad liked to collect “whimsical things” and place them in the yard, like old sinks, a traffic light, a street sign from the city, and a gazebo in the middle of the lawn. We always had a big property here. It was tough moving away, especially because of the summers.

After I changed in the bathroom, I came outside in my bathing suit. My physique was nothing to brag about. I had some muscle, but I didn’t stand out in any way that would turn heads of women. My Uncle Hal meanwhile, came out of the pool, and was having a beer with Kenny and Aunt Margie on the lounges.

The pool was heated, and the water felt great. I paddled over to Cathy who moved over into the deeper water. She leaned over and gave me a lingering kiss on the cheek. “It’s so nice to finally meet you Clay,” she said.

I didn’t plan on it, but my cock was as stiff as a ramrod. Thank God it was underwater. “I’ve heard a lot of good things about you Cathy,” I said, eyeballing her from top to bottom. This wasn’t lost on her.

“Where did you say you worked again Clay?”

“Just off Wall Street. For a brokerage house; Martin and Leek.”

“Ohhh, I think I may know that place.”

“Why, do you invest?” I asked, curious.

“No, but I have girlfriend who works for Merrill Lynch, and she knows it. The name’s come up a few times. She says they’re an aggressive firm and the customers are very happy.”

“Well, we try,” I said, with a bit of company pride. Cathy placed her sunglasses on the top of her head, revealing her deep green eyes, and nice, straight nose, and soft chin. Something about her looked familiar, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

“So, dad tells me you work in retail pharmacy – a tech, I think he said.”

“Yes, that’s right. I work for STOP-N-SHOP. I work in the store near my condo in Smithtown. I’ve been there full time for two years, but part time for about seven.”

She noticed I was staring at her. No one was paying us any attention. The steaks were almost done, and my aunt, uncle and cousin were talking to themselves. Dad, wearing his “Best Cook Ever” apron, looked over at Cathy and me and smiled.

“So dad tells me you met on a dating app.”

“Yes, on “This Feels Right.”

“Oh, interesting. I’ve been seeing a girl for about two months now, and we met on “PULSE.”

“That’s for twentysomethings, am I right, Clay?”

“Yeah. But hey, that’s how it is today. No more seedy bars or blind dates. I don’t know, would you consider someone who you met on a dating app to be a blind date?”

Cathy laughed. “No not really. Technology is really wonderful. Your dad is a great man, we’re really happy.”

“So he tells me. He also said you guys were planning to move in together and that your condo was for sale.”

“Yes, that’s right. It’s pretty exciting. But, so far, I’ve gotten no offers worth considering for my property. I’m not using a broker. If I find a buyer at the price I want, why should I pay a broker?”

“You’re pretty shrewd. I can understand that.”

Cathy seemed very pleasant, and it seemed that dad finally found someone who would be good for him. I was starting to like Cathy. But something was gnawing at me. Where the hell did I know her from? I racked my brain trying to figure it out. Dad said she was about forty-five, and she wouldn’t have travelled in the same social circles as I did, so where was she from. She certainly wasn’t a client. How much money could a pharmacy technician make anyway? I would have to chew on this for a while. Speaking of chewing, the steaks were ready, and dad was finishing up on the roasted corn on the cob.

Cathy and I got out of the pool. “Excuse me Clay, I have to go inside and bring out the paper plates, utensils, and the salad. Wanna give me a hand?”

“Sure,” I said. Cathy put on a terry cloth bathrobe, very slowly; and if I didn’t know any better, I’d say it was for my benefit – and it was. Now, as I got out of the pool, I had a huge hard on, very difficult to conceal. Meanwhile, my “brain fog” was about to clear, and fast.

Cathy had her back turned to me, and I was checking her figure out. My hard on was still in bloom, and as I raced into the kitchen, my dad, aunt, uncle, and cousin didn’t notice it;

especially my dad. I think he might have gotten just a tad upset at me. But Cathy noticed as she turned around, holding the salad bowl. She was smiling at me, my hands full of paper plates, forks, and knives.

“I think you’re wondering where you’ve seen me before Clay.” My mouth dropped open. BUSTED!

“I’ve been wondering the same thing, and then it hit me. Your company had a Christmas Party a few years ago, when you were just a pup at twenty-two, am I right?” she said, batting her eyes at me seductively.

“Uh, you know something Cathy, I think you’re right.” It all came flying back to me, in a moment of sheer dread. “Except that you were dressed as a scantily clad Santa’s elf, and your name was ‘Shannon.’” She put the bowl down and walked closer to me.

“Yes,” she said with a mock superiority, “You were very glad to have me kneel in front of you, zip your pants down and suck your cock, right?” What could I say? “Then, you let me sit in your lap and watched me as I placed my finger inside my (she leaned in closer to me to whisper the word into my ear) pussy and gave you a taaaste.” That last word came out like a whole sentence – she stretched it out like a sex video.

I just nodded my head, feeling somewhat ashamed given her new relationship with my dad. We were facing each other, and her hand, with her long painted nails, grabbed hold of my boner, almost making me explode right there through my shorts. It was that powerful, her effect on me. She looked me right in the eyes.

In her seductive, playful voice, she said, “Well, if I remember correctly, your cock was absolutely perfect in every way. It was, I think, six inches, a nice little curve to it, and dripping pre cum before my mouth even touched it. If we were in a more private place, I would have given you the ride of your life. I wanted to tear you apart, limb from limb, baby. Now how come you didn’t ask me for my phone number, you bad boy?” Her mouth was in a pretend pout, and she bit her lower lip, driving me insane. My body was awash with pure testosterone.

I was stuttering, completely under her spell once more. “I, uh, I never figured you’d see me again.” I drew a deep breath. “I thought you just considered it work.”

“Well see, that’s where you were wrong. I left that office dying. I wanted to come back another time and take matters into my own hands, so to speak. I never thought that about any other guy at any of those parties we did.” She was grinning, and brimming with desire. The next thing to do would be to grab her and kiss her deeply on the mouth, but I couldn’t do that – not here, not now.

“Well, given the new circumstances, it looks like we’ll be seeing lots of each other from now on. Of course, I’m really into your dad, so that presents a little obstacle. OR . . . you could look at it like a challenge to overcome. You see, soon I’ll be your stepmom!” While I let that new revelation sink in, Cathy brought me back to reality.

“Come on, we better go back outside with the salad, otherwise,” and she sighed, “they might think we’ve been fucking in here, given the size of your cock right now.” She was right – something had to be done.

“Okay, I’ll take the salad outside, and I’m afraid you’ll have to go somewhere and take care of that hard on before you come outside again.” With that, she leaned in and kissed me hard on the mouth, wrapping her tongue hungrily around mine, making sure no one saw through the sliding glass doors. “Oh, and when you come out again Clay, please bring out a couple of bottles of soda and some beers from the fridge, okay?”

“Yes.”

She pulled off me and said, like she was truly let down. “Believe me Clay, if there was any way I could take care of you now, I would!” I believed her.

So I did what any red-blooded American male with a huge stiffy would do – I went into the downstairs bathroom next to the kitchen and jacked myself off into some KLEENEX – Not my first choice. It came out ropy, thick, and creamy. I imagined what it would look like on Shannon/Cathy’s face – again.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

_____________________________

_________________

Iwas distracted to say the least during our dinner conversation. To me, it was all mindless chatter.

“ . . . the score Clay? Earth to Clay!” Uncle Hal said.

“Huh, oh yeah, uh, when I was in the car, the Marlins were ahead of the Yanks five to two in the fifth.”

“Well the Yanks pulled it out seven to five, Judge hit a grand slam, and Popovino hit a solo.”

“Oh yeah, great,” I said, feeling dumb. The source of my distraction was smiling at me, knowing where my mind was, coolly sipping a beer and just watching. The dinner was a killer. I never had a tastier, juicier steak before. The corn, crunchy and delicious, smothered with butter; the grilled vegetables, drizzled with olive oil and lemon juice. Cathy was a helluva good cook, in addition to her other talents. My dad was a lucky man I thought, with a tinge of major guilt.

Cathy went into the kitchen and brought out a key lime pie. There was a large coffee urn set up on the food table with the potato salad. So we sat and ate dessert, and I was wondering where to fit the pie and coffee in.

Then dad stood up. He cleared his throat. “Ahem, everybody. I have an announcement to make.” He did a little head gesture to Cathy, who stood up and tip toed next to him, her arm around his waist.

“I asked Cathy to marry me . . . and . . . (dad was smiling, and looking at us) she said ‘yes!’” Dad and Cathy looked at each other; dad standing a head taller than her, and they kissed quickly on the lips, to sounds of “Awwww” coming from our little group.

Margie was the first to react, clapping, and saying “Congratulations!! Good for you Bill,” then nodding to Cathy, “To the both of you! She raised a glass of wine, and toasted “To a long and happy life together!” Uncle Hal, Cousin Kenny, and me (although a bit subdued with crazy emotions running around my brain) all raised glasses of whatever we had and joined the toast.

I said, snapping out of it, “Everyone fill your glasses please.”

“To dad, Cathy, I wish you both lots and lots of health and happiness; and dad, after meeting Cathy, I know you could never find anyone better to share your life with!” Everyone clapped. Dad looked at me and mouthed a thank you. Cathy was beaming, and turning to me, gave me a wink, that no one else saw. I swallowed hard, and my Adam’s Apple bobbed up and down.

After putting a handful of peanuts into his mouth, Uncle Hal, a bit bored, asked the main question. “So when’s the wedding.”

Dad and Cathy looked at each other, smiling. “We were thinking of September Seventh, Saturday,” Dad said, beaming. “Everyone is home from Labor Day and summer holidays, and the weather is still nice and warm, so why not?” Everyone nodded their approval. I was gonna say “so soon,” but thought better of it. This was dad’s show after all.

Strangely, my cock got hard again. I had visions of me being the one to live with Cathy, and plow that exquisite body night after night, and have her go down on me with an insatiable hunger that she displayed that day at the office party a couple of years ago. My head was swimming, mostly because of my “disloyalty” to dad. Yes, even thinking such naughty thoughts were piling on layer after layer of guilt on me, but I couldn’t help it.

The rest of the evening was nice. The tiki torches were lit around the pool and deck where we sat, and Uncle Hal and I talked baseball. Even Cathy joined in, Met’s fan though she was. My uncomfortability with the situation waned a little bit, as I thought about just enjoying the evening, and trying to be happy for my dad.

The following Wednesday was an extremely busy, and profitable day at work. Dylan was being exceptionally friendly to me, even asking me if I would join him for lunch tomorrow at his private club Uptown, near Central Park. When I got home I was very tired. I was supposed to play Call of Duty on my PlayStation V with some guys from work, but I said no. I just wanted to watch NETFLIX for a while and go to sleep early.

At eleven o’clock, my phone rang. It was a number I didn’t recognize, but I went against my better judgement and picked it up. It was Cathy.

“Hello?” I said.

“Hi Clay, it’s mom.” That was the first time Cathy had ever used that term, and she was laughing.

“Very funny, but good to hear from you Cathy. Where’s dad?”

“He went to bed early. He worked hard today, trying to prove to them what a younger man could do I guess. I told him that he’ll ruin his back in the process, and then be unable to fuck me like I want to be fucked. I want to be ridden like a stallion.”

“Why are you telling me this Cathy? You’re only making me crazy.” Meanwhile, down under in my gym shorts I wore to bed, my cock was as erect as a drill sergeant at attention. I was rubbing my legs together.

“Hum.” She laughed. “Listen Clay. I need some help at my condo this weekend. I’m moving some stuff over to the house and I asked your dad if it was okay if I asked you to help me move.”

My cock was doing “the happy dance” now.

“I’m assuming he said ‘yes.’”

“He did. So, I was thinking about Saturday morning at say eleven o’clock. Is that good? Your dad is working all day from nine to six.”

“Sure, I’ll be over at the house about ten, and we can go from there.”

“No Clay. I want you to meet me at my condo. I’ll be there early getting things ready. It would be silly making an unnecessary stop at the house first, right?”

“Yes, I guess you’re right. Okay, give me the address.”

I got her address, and it went automatically to my GOOGLE MAPS, and it was set.

“Now don’t be late Clay, I don’t like to be kept waiting.”

“Oh, I won’t be.”

Cathy laughed, and said, “See you then. Make sure you bring your muscles.”

What can you say to that. “Okay Cathy, see you Saturday.”

Now, more frustrated than I think I’ve ever been, jerking off became more than a necessity; it was an absolute need. But once wasn’t enough – I had to do the nasty twice to even be a little bit calmed down, but damn that woman. I was ready to take her apart.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 6

_____________________________

_________________

Iwas over at Cathy’s condo at ten o’clock. The traffic from the city was light – even for a Saturday morning. Cathy was waiting for me, and stood behind the storm door as I parked my car in one of the spots allocated to her. There were two. Her green HYUNDAI was parked in one.

“Good morning Clay, would you like some coffee? I just perked it. Some breakfast maybe?”

I wore sweats, and Cathy wore jeans, running shoes, and a short-sleeve sweatshirt, with no bra. Her perky little tits were quite visible through the cotton of her top.

I was just going to say that coffee would be fine, because I had just eaten at home before leaving, but I didn’t have a chance to get that out. I also wanted to say that thanks to her, my cock was as sore as if I had been rubbing it with sandpaper for a week (That would be partly true).

Cathy held me by my biceps and looked up at me. In a very sultry, seductive voice, her breath tinged with cigarette smoke, she asked me “Maybe you want something else to eat for breakfast??”

She slammed me against the wall of her kitchen before I could respond, and she was tugging at my sweatpants, untying them, and pulling them down around my ankles, along with my boxers. In a second, she was down on her knees in front of me, her lips were wrapped around my cock, and my hands were messing her hair, my fists closing over it, pushing her down into me.

She made cooing noises, and now she was taking all of me in, sucking full on. She broke for a second and looked up at me with misty eyes. “I forgot how good your cock tasted Clayton,” and then resumed her sucking. Her mouth was getting wetter by the second, and her tongue was doing acrobatics over my thick, pulsing shaft. I realized then that I had been dreaming about this for a little bit more than two years, but not knowing until last week that I would ever have her again.

“I . . . I . . . can’t take this Cathy, I’m gonna blow . . .“

As soon as the words were out of my mouth, her mouth came off of me, and she squeezed and pumped my cock with her fist, making me shoot an enormous load of white, sticky, ropy jizz all over her face. She made sure I came over her eyes, cheeks, chin, and mouth, and them placed my cock back in her mouth, continuing her sucking. The cum all over my cock made her sucking turn into slurping noises, as she greedily took every last drop of me.

Now she got up off her knees and stood looking at me, her face plastered with my cum. “Did you know Clayton, I just love being a slut-whore?”

“Uh, I’m getting the idea,” I said.

“Now, lick yourself off of mommy’s face,” she said in that sexy voice. What could I do but oblige the lady?

After I licked her clean, she smiled at me, satisfied, and walked, cat-like over to her kitchen counter and pulled out an EVE 120 Menthol cigarette, and quickly lit it up, doing a snap inhale, and looking at me.

“Oh, your father doesn’t like it when I smoke in front of him, so I usually go outside, and then shower before I come back to him,” she said rolling her eyes. “What about you Clay? Do you mind that I smoke?” she said as I got hard again. Truth be told, I had a fetish for attractive women who smoked the long, all white feminine 120 cigarettes – especially older women.

“No, not at all,” I said. “I find it to be . . . uh, sexy.”

“Oh I see,” she said looking at my cock sticking up. I didn’t even have a chance to pull my pants and boxers up yet. “It looks like you have a little smoking fetish going on there, am I right Clayton?” she said, stroking my cock.

“Yes, yes I do,” I said, somewhat ashamed of my little secret being revealed.

“Good. I like that,” Cathy said. “I’m glad I turn you on.” I started to pull my pants up and she said, “Well, I’ll certainly try to make the most of that.”

There was a lot of work to do, and we got to it; packing and wrapping; glasses, china, etc., and it was after five o’clock when we finished. Dad had called Cathy to find out how we were doing, he was just leaving work, and he asked us to meet him at APPLEBEES. In case you’re wondering, I still had blue balls, because what we did in the morning was only a “taste.” Cathy felt the same way, but we were unfortunately under time constraints. I think Cathy got some kind of sadistic pleasure out of torturing me; little blow jobs here and there, seductive talking on the phone which became almost a nightly thing.

My father would be asleep, and Cathy would call me while her finger was stroking her pussy until it was gushing, and then call me from the living room couch and tell me all about her orgasms, and how she thought about me each time she masturbated. It made me a bit uncomfortable when she confessed to me that even while she had sex with dad, she imagined that it was me. Family get-togethers were getting harder and harder to get through – there’s a double meaning there.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 7

_____________________________

_________________

One day at work I was called into Dylan’s office about ten o’clock. “Come in Clayton, have a seat,” he said smiling. I wasn’t worried about getting canned, but I was certainly curious what this was about.

“You know Clay,” he was rarely that familiar with me. “We’re going to be opening a satellite brokerage on Long Island, in Jericho as a matter of fact. You’re from Long Island, you know it?”

I certainly did, it was just a couple of towns away from where dad’s house was. “Yes, sure Dylan.”

“Well, there’s an office park and I thought it would be convenient for some of our more affluent Long Island customers.”

“Right, okay.”

“I was thinking.” He looked at me seriously.

“How would you like to manage that office? You’ll have complete leeway to do as you please, hire top people, run things the way you want, set goals. I can’t think of anyone more qualified than you, and I like to promote from within.”

“Dylan, I don’t know what to say.” I was truly flabbergasted.

“Of course, the downside is, and you may or may not take it like that, is you’ll have to move out of the city.” Right away the wheels were turning. Dad and Cathy’s marriage was only a few

weeks away, and the thought of moving to Long Island was giving me a tremendous hard on, in Dylan’s office no less.

“You know Clay, you’ll be buying into a partnership with your commission payments too.”

How could I refuse such an offer? I couldn’t. I stood up and shook Dylan’s hand. “Dylan, you’ve got yourself a Long Island manager!”

“Good, good! I knew you’d say that. We’ll get started right away. You can move in next Monday!”

“I can’t thank you enough, Dylan. It’s a real honor Sir. I won’t let you down.”

“I know. I remember your father from my father. You and your dad are cut from the same cloth in this business, and you’ll do fine. As a matter of fact, we’ll see each other at your dad’s wedding on the seventh! I can’t wait. He’s shown me pictures of Cathy, and she’s beautiful! How does it feel to be getting a new mom?”

I laughed a bit. After all, I was nearing twenty-seven. “It feels great. Cathy and I get along just fine.”

“That’s good to hear. Well, it looks like things are certainly improving for you Clay.” And with that I left the boss’s office. When I told my friends, they were all very excited for me and sorry to see me go at the same time. I realized I would need some experienced help there to train the new brokers, so I asked Jim to come with me. He was more than happy. His wife had wanted him to move to Long Island, and have a good school district for their two kids. So that was it.

Of course, dad was ecstatic, and so was Cathy. I was over at their house one afternoon and she got me on the side, and whispered very close in my ear while grabbing my crotch, “Things are certainly looking up Clayton.” Aside from my stiff cock, she was right.

A week after Dylan promoted me, I decided to take Cathy up on the offer of temporarily moving into her condo. I was grateful, and it saved me a lot of time and trouble. It was close by the house and my new office, so it was perfect.

The wedding day had finally approached, and dad and I wore matching tux, and Dylan’s father was my dad’s best man. Cathy’s bridesmaid was a girl she worked with while she was in the “Santa’s elf business.” That girl that I was seeing several months ago, Jennifer, the Latina from the Bronx, didn’t work out. She had these religious hang ups among other things, so I was outta there.

The wedding was at the Chateau Marchand, a big catering hall out on eastern Long Island on the South Shore, right on the Great South Bay. It was quite picturesque. Dad had spared no expense. It was a black tie affair, and since I was in the groom’s party, we all made time to meet for the fittings, and all that fun stuff.

I’d be lying if I said that the ceremony didn’t evoke some strong emotions around the assembled guests. Most of them knew the story about why dad’s first marriage ended up being the disaster that it was, and they were happy that dad had found such a wonderful woman – and a younger one at that – to keep him company as a good wife for the rest of his life.

I however, knew differently, and I was torn up about it emotionally. The mind can play funny tricks on a person when they want something to go their way that isn’t entirely on the up and up. 


On the one hand, I knew that I would be responsible for Cathy straying a bit from the straight road; but this is how I justified it: If Cathy was going to cheat on dad, at least let it be with someone who didn’t want the marriage to end up badly, and for dad to be hurt. Cathy and I discussed this at length. After really talking with her on several occasions, in addition to getting blow jobs, I knew that my dad meant something to her and that she would never leave him. This mindset put my conscience at ease and allowed events to unfold as they would.

The cocktail hour was amazing, and then the ceremony came right after. A Methodist Minister officiated; Dr. Reverend Roberts, who had known our family for many years. Neither Cathy nor dad wanted a church wedding, and this venue was perfect. During the dinner, I stepped out of the banquet room for a breather, and Cathy surprised me by coming up behind me.

“C’mon Clayton, mommy doesn’t have much time.” Mommy? Oh yeah, I almost forgot. Cathy was now officially my step mom.

“What’s going on Cath . . . er, ‘mommy’?” I couldn’t quite get used to calling Cathy that yet, but she insisted on it.

“I told your father I was freshening up in the bridal suite for a bit – hurry, I want your cock” – she said forcefully, enunciating each word. No one was watching and she pulled me by the arm forcefully until we entered the bridal suite with its mirrors, couches, and dressing tables. She locked the door behind us. On the other side of the room was another door which led out into a hallway that was rarely used – it led out to the parking lot. She locked that one too. The next twenty minutes were a blur.

Cathy lit a cigarette, took a few drags, and set it in the ashtray on the dressing table. She thew her vail over her head, and quickly unbuckled my cummerbund, tuxedo trousers, and pulled everything, including my boxers, down around my ankles.

She had her back against a wall, and pulled me in closer to her, hiking her leg up on the top of the couch nearby. There was nothing on under her bridal gown! Holy shit!! I could see the glistening dew of her desire beading up on her short, clipped pubic hairs. She smiled wickedly at me, catching my shock.

In that same sultry voice which seduced me several years ago at the office “elf” party, she said, “Now it’s official, Clayton. You will call me mommy at all times when we’re alone and you will do exactly as I say, got it?”

“Yes mommy,” I replied. My God, I was so fucking hard. This was actually happening. She wouldn’t fuck me until after her and dad had tied the knot officially, making my blue balls turn gangrenous – what a bitch she was, but she knew exactly how to play me.

She was wet and slick enough, and my cock was simply sucked right into that pleasure cave of delights I had only been able to fantasize about for so long. Now it was real and was beyond belief. Our lips were locked together, tongues wrapping around each other and sucking, as I thrusted upwards inside her, making her gasp each time. This woman was a pro, and she proved it beyond a doubt, on her wedding day no less! She was slippery, tight, silky, and I was so fucking horny – more charged up than I had ever been in my life.

She let out a muffled scream through our tight kiss, and that was all I needed to hear to make me shoot a huge load of my sticky, white, ropy cum, all the way inside of “mommy.” I kept going. She took her arms off my shoulders and held her dress away so it wouldn’t have my cum stains showing through. Cathy had a tampon at the ready, and she put it up her snatch, and that was it. I think she emptied me of cum for the next month at least, though I knew I wouldn’t have to wait much longer for the next shot.

“Hurry up Clayton, we have to get back. I’ll walk in first, and then you come in through the front entrance,” she said. Just before I left, she grabbed me and kissed me again, leaning into me and saying, “Did mommy satisfy her good little boy?”

“Yes mommy, you did,” I answered, playing along with our new private, taboo game.

“Here, she said, handing me her cigarette after taking a last drag herself. “Be a good boy and go out and finish mommy’s cigarette.” She licked the filter. “Now you can taste me a little longer.”

The rest of the wedding dinner and dessert was a blur. We posed for a few more pictures, and I tried to smile through my guilt, but I wouldn’t change a thing. Call me selfish, I didn’t really care at that point; it was beyond return.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 8

_____________________________

________________

The honeymoon lasted two weeks and dad spared no expense. They went to France, Spain, and Portugal. I had settled into my new office and things were going rather well. Jim did a terrific job at breaking in the new brokers, and we hired some very heavy hitters who proved their worth and made me very rich.

Dad and Cathy settled into a pretty normal married life, and Cathy was even more forward towards me than before – sneaking in kisses and grabs of my cock whenever I came over to the house. Dad enjoyed landscaping, and one Sunday when I was over, Cathy grabbed me for a repeat of the wedding’s fucking in the bridal room. The excitement and danger of getting caught was a turn-on for both of us, and I accepted it as being normal.

Then, one Sunday at dinner, dad announced a fishing trip with his former buddies from the stock exchange, which would last a week, and be upstate at Lake George. Cathy and I tried to hide our excitement, and she looked at me with a salacious grin. Of course, I was as hard as a flagpole on the Fourth of July.

Dad left the next Saturday very early in the morning and Cathy wasted no time. “Hi Clayton! Good morning dear. Mommy wants to know if you can come over and play today. You know mommy gets sooo lonely when daddy goes away on these long trips,” she said, referring to herself in that arousing third person tense. I looked at my clock, clearing sleep from my eyes; it was barely eight o’clock. Of course, I always wake with a boner, and this morning was no exception, with Cathy’s voice to help it along.

“Oh, yeah, hi mommy,” I said, playing our game.

“So, what do you think? You wanna come over and mommy can make you breakfast and then we can play all day? I have a problem.”

This got my attention, and I sat up. “What kind of problem?”

I should have known. In a playful, pouty voice, she said, “Mommy’s pussy is aching, and so wet and slippery, she needs attention and daddy isn’t home to give it the attention she needs. What do you say to that.?”

“Uhhhh . . . I say I’m on my way over right away!”

“That’s a good boy. Mommy will have the coffee, bacon, and eggs ready for her sweet boy.”

I was trapped. There was no way in hell I was going to miss this. Now was not the time to be sobby or intellectual. Now, my “little head” was calling the shots. I nearly tripped over my sweats as I got dressed.

I drove over, trying my best not to speed, and I made sure to take my bathing suit – the pool was still open, but I wasn’t sure it would be a good idea to go swimming, and leave the front of the house unattended. If we were upstairs it would be okay because I had a little home office set-up upstairs for myself, into which I could always retreat into in case we were interrupted.

She met me at the door and let me in, closing it quickly behind us, and throwing her arms around my shoulders, looking up to me and kissing me hard on the mouth.

We went into the kitchen and the bacon and eggs were cooking on the stovetop, and the coffee was fresh and smelled terrific. Cathy and I made some small talk, and one idea we were toying around with while we ate, was that perhaps she could come to work in my office. However, I decided against it because although it sounded terrific, the magnetism between us was so strong, the risk of getting caught was just too much. So, she quickly changed the topic.

“Now Clayton, mommy has, shall we say, certain ‘needs’ that haven’t quite been satisfied yet, and I’m dying to try it out on you.” This made my antennae go up.

“And just what might these needs be??” I couldn’t think of what else there was because we had been fucking six ways to Sunday since dad and her got married.

“Try to search your mind way back to that office party where you met ‘Shannon.’”

I shrugged my shoulders and said “Okay, what about it.”

“Did you happen to notice something ‘a bit off’ with some of the girls?”

“Off? Like, what do you mean ‘off?’” This is where it became really strange, and almost ended everything. But like I said, my cock was doing the thinking.

“Okay Clayton. Let me perhaps refresh your memory. Some of the girls in my group had cocks.”

I stiffened up (my back) at that and tried to process what I just heard. “Did you just say ‘cocks?’”

“Yes I did Clay. Some of the girls were shemales. Dylan, your old boss specifically requested some, and my boss naturally obliged. Dylan was willing to pay extra for them. I was able to take some of them for a ‘spin,’ and let me tell you, I was wet for a week just remembering the experience.”

“Are you bisexual?”

“Clayton, honey, it all depends on how you look at it. Some would say yes, but screw them. I never had the desire to be with a biological woman, but a cross dresser or a transgender woman really excites me; especially one with a smoking fetish.”

I was following this carefully, and I said, “You mean, you want me to fuck you while I get dressed as a woman????”

“Yes! So, what do you say? Come on Clay, don’t you want to please mommy?” she said, as she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me hard.

“Just think,” she said. “Mommy always wanted a sissy slut teenage daughter she could teach to be a real cum-sucking whore. Just think of the fun we could have as we get guys to come over when Bill is away on a trip!”

My whole outlook on Cathy changed. Not only would I be fooling around with my father’s new wife, but I would be dressing up as a girl to do it. My head was exploding as I was being pulled in a thousand directions. Where was I all those years ago at the company Christmas party? Why didn’t I notice anything “funny” about some of the elves? Then I remembered something. I remembered some of the elves sitting in our women associate’s laps, with what I thought were huge strap-ons. I didn’t pay much attention to it then, but now it was starting to come back to me – with a chill.

Cathy noticed my faraway look. “I think it may be coming back to you Clayton; the party, I mean.”

She had me. “Yes, yes, now I remember.”

“Of course Clay, if you don’t want to please mommy, I suppose I’ll have to look elsewhere for a ‘mommy’s sissy.’”

Then my “little head” took over. I nodded. “Sure, ok, I mean I can give it a try, why not. This isn’t going any farther than the house, right?”

“Of course, Clayton. I promise you; YOU will be turned on so much by the whole thing. Now, this is how it will work. You’ll be a fifteen-year-old high school slut, and mommy will teach you how to smoke and attract guys. Of course, I’ll have to break you in a bit first – that’s where all the fun comes in. Okay?”

Before I could answer, Cathy took me by the arm upstairs. “ I’ve got everything laid out for you ‘Charisse.’ Charisse, that’s the new name for mommy’s little slut.” 

I walked into the bedroom after Cathy, and my eyes widened as I saw what she had out on the bed. There was a long, straight brunette wig, a black G-String, a strapless black bra, that looked like it would pull my semi-fatty chest together. There were a pair of sheer, black nylons with a lace top and straps, a girdle that went on top of the G-String, and of course a case with makeup. I didn’t see any other clothing.

“Oh don’t worry about shoes dear, mommy will teach you to walk in high heels soon enough,” Cathy said with glee.

She took me into the bathroom and sat me in the vanity chair and placed the wig on my head, and did the makeup. After undressing me she announced that she would first have to shave my legs, and chest, and of course, my ball sack and pubic hair. When I objected, she shushed me, and placed her finger on my lips.

“Okay Charisse, have a look at yourself in the mirror. Mommy is very proud of you. Go on, have a look.”

When I saw what Cathy had done with my body, I was horrified and very excited at the same time. I stared at myself for about two minutes, and then an amazing thing happened. I smirked at myself in the mirror, and my cock became as hard as a rock. I was enjoying “the transformation.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 9

_____________________________

_________________

“Now Charisse, we have to get you smoking. If there’s one thing the guys like, it’s a smoky slut, who likes to drag on a cigarette as boys cum on their pretty face.”

Cathy handed me an EVE 120 from her open pack and lit me up. I had smoked before, but even though it was a key fetish of mine, I had never really taken to it before. I leaned into the flame as she flicked her silver butane lighter. I did a snap inhale like Cathy always did, and she approved.

“Nice Charisse, mommy is very, very happy. Now, mommy is dying to suck on your girl-cock, ok?”

She got down her knees and pulled my newly shorn privates out from the G-String and girdle, and placed her lips on the tip. “Oooh, see? I knew my little slut daughter would love having her little slut-clitty sucked on. Remember, we have to practice for the boys.”

The idea of a guy sucking on my “slut-clitty” suddenly appealed to me. Funny thing, when I was dressed like this I didn’t really care one way or the other who was sucking on me. Cathy or “mommy” was really getting down to business. She had always been intense, but this was a new high entirely.

“Umm, such a good little slut. Mommy is so proud of her little teenage slut-whore.” She kept going. Her mouth was nice and wet, and the way she made her lips come together and suck on me was perfect. I went faster and faster, and Cathy met my thrusts with her own action. At the same time, her hand was down underneath her sweat pants and her fingers were coming out drenched. I could tell she was nearing her own orgasm. I could take this no longer and I shot out a cannon ball of jizz. Cathy took her mouth off of my cock, and held it in her fist, causing me to pump out load after load onto her face, causing her makeup to run.

Her eyes were misted over, and she stood up and faced me. “Now mommy wants her little slut to be a good girl and lick the cum off of mommy’s face.” I did so with pleasure. Since I was with Cathy, I really enjoyed the taste of my own jizz. I’ll bet Cathy was thinking about how I would enjoy another man’s or a transgender female’s jizz too.

After she was licked clean, she pointed her finger at me. “Now, mommy wants you to be a good girl and get on your knees on the bed, and face the front.” When I didn’t respond right away, Cathy said, a bit irritated, “What does Charisse have to say?”

“Of course mommy, anything you want.”

“That’s a good girl. There’s hope for you yet,” she said, laughing.

Cathy left the room and went down the hallway. When she came back she was carrying a contraption made of hard silicone that she called a “cock cage,” and a “cock ring.” I had heard of these things, but never had I experienced them before.

“Here, place these on, and let me help you lock the cage. You’re going to cum without touching yourself.” She saw my blank expression. “Don’t worry, you’ll see. I promise that my little slut Charisse will enjoy this.”

Then I saw her pull out a tube of K-Y JELLY from her night table drawer. I was on all fours, my ass spread wide, and I felt the cool sensation of the K-Y being slathered all over my asshole, and my balls. After Cathy placed on first the cock cage and then the cock-ring, I became even harder than before, so soon after I had just cum.

She also put on a strap-on dildo, flesh colored, at least six inches in length. “I think you’ll be able to take this dear, and then we’ll keep going bigger and bigger!” She was really into this. I wondered if dad had experienced any of this with Cathy, but I didn’t want to go there, and interrupt the fantasy.

She placed a good amount of the K-Y on the dildo and then took some and placed it on her middle finger, and inserted it up my ass. I gasped. It felt wonderful.

“I see my little whore loves this, eh? Well, you haven’t seen anything yet!”

Next, I felt what could only be described as a violation of my privates, but I was enjoying it at the same time, and as the dildo went farther and farther inside of me, I felt more pleasure. There was pain too, yes, but intense pleasure at the same time, as my ass was filled with the soft contraption. Cathy was bucking me like a broncho, and I moved my ass back and forth to keep time with her.

My hand grabbed for my cock, but I forgot that it was locked up in the silicone cage. My insides felt like a sneeze welling up inside me. I never had anything as exciting and pleasurable happen to me before, and soon I was craving it.

“Don’t stop mommy!” I cried out.

She went faster and faster. The dildo had an appendage in its rear that went in and out of her pussy as she rode me, making her drip all over the sheets. She was making herself come as well, and animalistic sounds of pleasure escaped from her lips. She moaned nonsense over and over again. The pressure that I felt welling up inside me caused me to explode a load of jizz through the cock cage onto the sheets. We both came at the same time.

Cathy pulled out and spun me around facing her. “Let’s have a cigarette together sweet heart. I think we both deserve one after that wonderful time together.”

“Yes mommy,” I said obediently. She lit us both up and we kissed, and I tasted my jizz still in her mouth from before, and I used my tongue to lap it all up.

“This is great for a beginning, Charisse. How do you feel? Did mommy please her little slut?”

“Yes mommy, very much.”

“Good, because now you’ve just had your first of many sissygasms to come.”

“Oh, by the way, you’re going to stay with mommy all day, and then tonight I’m going to come into bed with you, and you can be Clayton, and we’ll fuck till’ dawn. Now, how does that sound?”

“I can hardly wait mommy. I promise I’ll be good all day.”

“By the way Clayton, at that Christmas party at your old office, I asked you what you wanted for Christmas and if you’ve been naughty or nice, remember?”

“Yeah, I remember.”

“Well, think of me as your belated Christmas present – your stepmom, unwrapped.” We both had a good laugh at that.

“We’re only getting started,” she said with a smirk.

_______________

______

I hope you enjoyed this story, and please leave a nice star rating on the Amazon page before you go! Check out my other titles too!
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