

THE BABYSITTER’S SISSY

OR:

How I Thought The Bitch Would Ruin My Life

Copyright © 2024 Jaclyn Dicey

All Rights Reserved


Copyright

Copyright © 2024 Jaclyn Dicey

All rights reserved.

This book is COPYRIGHTED © and licensed for your personal enjoyment. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. Any resemblance to real persons living or dead is purely coincidental and not intended by this author. This book may contain sensitive material for people under 18 years of age.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the express written consent of the publisher.


Dedication

I would like to thank the following people for their love, support, and critiques: Lea, Donn, Pusseexxxx, Debbie, Loni, and Simra - all kindred spirits who share my love of fetish transgender, and gay erotica.

Most of all - To all of my precious readers who enjoy what I do, and show their appreciation. I practice my craft thinking of what turns you on!!!

❤️❤️❤️

JD


More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story).

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD

Here are links to some of my favorites!

PAINTED WET

HER ODD SISSY - SERIES

RAVAGED BY THE BABYSITTER

THE FEMBOY PLOT

HOT T-GURLS 10 STORY COLLECTION

CAUTION - SLIPPERY WHEN WET!

SURPRISE PACKAGE

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE

GROUP LUST

I WANT MORE

SILENT SECRET

GUILTY PLEASURES - 7 BOOK COLLECTION

STAGE FRIGHT


Table of Contents

Copyright
Dedication
More Stories for You!
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Epilogue
More Juice From Jaclyn
About the Author




Chapter One

_______________

___

For the most part, my wife Paula and I have a pretty normal marriage. We’re both thirty five, have a three year old daughter named Courtney who we love to the Moon and back, and have a nice home in the suburbs. I’m not home as much as I’d like to be because I’m an orthopedic surgeon, and sometimes I’ll get hospital cases at weird hours. Paula worked in the corporate world since college where we met, but when Courtney was born she decided on being a stay-at-home mom. It’s fine with me.

I said that for the most part Paula and I have a normal marriage, if such a definition exists, but here’s the thing: Paula can be, how shall I put it? Adventurous. Yeah that’s one way to describe it. I’m talking about our sex life. She’s never cheated on me, nor I on her, but she likes to try out new things. For example, on the advice of one of her crazy friends, she got interested in “light bondage,” where she’ll ask me to put those toy, furry handcuffs on her, and fasten her hands to the bedposts, and well, you know – “crazy stuff.” Or sometimes she’ll dress up like a teenage slut and pretend that I’m a teacher who “has to punish her.” She went out and bought a skimpy school uniform for that one. The “role-play” games are outrageous and kinky as hell.

Some of the other stuff she does is a lot of fun and makes me totally crazy – delaying my orgasms is a favorite of hers. She can be such a tease at times. She’s even thought of writing erotic romance short stories based on the stuff we do and selling them online; she’s that talented and has plenty of material to work with. Of course, she’ll use a pen name. The latest one she uses is “Lea Taylor,” a nice, innocent sounding name. So, bless her heart, I’ll let her do what makes her happy.

I gotta admit that some of these things she does really turn me on! Paula is an exceptionally beautiful woman. She’s got deep green eyes, long auburn hair done up nicely that falls down to the small of her back, large, firm, pear shaped breasts, and tall, slender legs that when she wears a short skirt (which is pretty often when I’m home), makes me get hard as a rock. She likes to wear button down blouses with the first three or four buttons open that give a teasing view of her cleavage.

Sometimes I fantasize about what it would be like if one of her friends who feeds her these ideas came over and got a little intimate with us. That wouldn’t really be cheating, right - just some harmless fun? 

Occasionally, to keep our relationship going like any other couple, we have to go out. Paula’s mom can’t come over that often anymore; not since her father got sick, so we’ve been looking for a babysitter.

One morning during breakfast Paula had some news. “Richard, I think I may have found a babysitter so we could go out to dinner and a movie this weekend.”

“Yeah babe? That sounds good. Who is she?”

“My friend Tiffany’s daughter.” Tiffany was a woman my wife got friendly with about a year ago. We belonged to the same country club, and they played tennis together. I didn’t know that much about her except for that. I wasn’t even sure I had the right person.

“Tiffany, Tiffany,” I strained my brain to remember because I heard Paula mention her before. “Is she the one who gets kicks out of making her husband wear a leash and walk around the house like a dog and beg for sex, or some shit like that?”

“Yes, good memory! But she’s been divorced for about a year now. She lives with her daughter, Robin.”

“I guess the guy couldn’t take it anymore, huh? I don’t know. She sounds a little nuts to me. I worry about the apple not falling far from the tree, you know?”

Paula scrunched up her face in that cute way that makes me want to bend her over a table sometimes. “Come on now, don’t get crazy on me. Tiffany is perfectly normal – just a tad eccentric. I’m sure her daughter will be fine.

Perhaps I was being too hasty, and I would hear her out. “Okay, sounds good. Tell me about the girl.”

“Well, she’s a nineteen year old student at Lakeland Community College. She’s a good kid, not into any drugs, gets good grades, and is looking to make some money on the side like all the kids.”

I nodded my head and figured, okay why not? “Alright then. Call up Tiffany and have her ask Robin to give you a call, set something up and we’ll meet her.”

“Thanks honey, I love you!” she said and ran over to me, sat on my lap and kissed me deeply. Then she ran her hands over my scrub pants and got my old boner going. I let nature take its course. I had a surgical case that morning and I just made it in time to the hospital. The room was already set up and they were waiting for me to start. “Traffic,” I told everyone, blushing a little at my white lie.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

___

Thursday night that week I was home early. A case got cancelled and Paula spoke to Robin and asked her to come over at eight o’clock for an informal interview. I was the one to open the door, and the sight that greeted me will forever be etched in my brain. At first I thought it was my wife in concert with Tiffany playing some sick joke on me. The girl who stood before me was a gorgeous blonde with brilliant blue eyes wearing a short black miniskirt with a high slit up the side, smelled like strawberry vanilla, had long legs, high strapped heels, and wore a white button down shirt with the top three buttons open, revealing incredible cleavage and a red laced bra. My mouth hung open. I thought I would have a heart attack – family heredity catching up with me at the young age of thirty five. If I didn’t know better I’d say she was a young looking thirty year old.

“Hi, my name’s Robin, and you must be Dr. Burnside.”

“Uh, hi. Yes . . . uh, you can call me Richard.” I probably sounded like an ass, because she just grinned at me, and stood there because I forgot to ask her to come in. When I came back to Earth, I said, “Oh! Where are my manners. I’m sorry! Come in Robin, come in. We heard so much about you from your mom, er, I mean Paula did – Paula heard so much about you from your mom.”

She gave a small laugh and stepped through into the hallway. Just then Paula came downstairs. “Hi Robin, thanks for coming” she said, holding her hand out to shake. “Please, come in, come in. Would you like something to drink? Coffee, tea, anything?”

“Thanks Mrs. Burnside, I’ll have a cola if you have one.”

“Call me Paula, please. Everyone else does! Mrs. Burnside is my mother in law.” They both laughed at the joke, and my wife led the way into the kitchen. I felt like an intruder. “Come on, you too Richard.”

I was still stunned and was in a fog – a fog of pure lust. I just smiled and took my seat at the kitchen table. Paula did the talking.

“So mom tells me you have two younger nieces you’ve babysat for, is that right?

“Yes. Sophie is fifteen, and Margaret is ten. I’ve watched them both over the years. I started babysitting at thirteen.”

“Well Courtney is three. She’s playing in her room now. Let’s talk a bit and I’ll take you upstairs to meet her. It’s past her bedtime, but we really wanted her to meet you. She’s excited.”

“That sounds great Paula. My mom thinks I really have a way with little kids.”

“See Richard? What did I tell you? I think that Robin will work out just fine.”

“It sure seems that way,” I said, trying very hard not to stare. I was still in my scrubs, and I was afraid to stand up because my boner would definitely be making a cameo appearance.

When Paula took Robin upstairs I made my way up to the bedroom to change out of my scrubs. Courtney really liked Robin, and Paula thought it would be fun if Robin read her one of her favorite bedtime stories and put her to sleep. So the deal was sealed. She would start on Saturday night and give Paula and me some couple’s time.

After Robin left and she read Courtney to sleep I was in my study doing some charting on my laptop. Paula snuck up behind me and put her arms around my neck. “It seems that someone was very aroused tonight – pretty hard I’d say,” as Paula grabbed for my cock through my jeans.

“Oh you noticed.”

“Of course I did Richard. I’m not stupid, and besides, Robin is a very attractive and sexy young lady if I do say so myself.”

I was surprised at her remark and my mind started going in all sorts of crazy directions. She kept rubbing my cock and said, “It would be a shame to let this go to waste, now wouldn’t it?”

How could I refuse. I was busting out of my seams thinking all sorts of deliciously naughty thoughts about Robin.

“Tell you what Richard. Let’s do a little roleplay. Would you like that,” she said as she stuck her tongue inside my ear, rubbing it all around.

“Hell yeah babe! Let’s do it.”

“Just wait there, I’ll be right back.”

Paula was a very dramatic person; lately more so about our sex lives. She didn’t disappoint either.

“Well, how do you like me?” she said, all giddy and spinning herself around. She was wearing the “school girl outfit,” with dark framed glasses on and a gaudy makeup job she hurried through. She screamed total slut. The skirt was like a short, plaid parochial school girl’s, and my eyes were glued to her tits underneath the pressed cotton blouse with a fake school shield on it.

“Okay, here’s the scenario. You’re the school headmaster, and this is the fifth time I’ve been caught smoking in the girl’s room. You MUST punish me!”

My cock was already dancing at the idea. I ad-libbed as best I could.

“Oh! My name is Casey, and I’m an eighteen year old senior.”

I laughed at my wife’s creativity. Paula stood behind my computer desk, her hands folded palms up in front of her waist, and she was swaying side to side with a pouty look on her face.

“Well Casey,” I began, clearing my throat. “This is the fifth time Mrs. Pearsall caught you smoking in the girl’s room. You know perfectly well that smoking is not permitted anywhere on school property. I hoped that after five times in detention you would have learned your lesson. I think that now you leave me no choice but to call your parents in Switzerland and have them take you out of school. Of course, you’ll miss your graduation, and you won’t get a high school diploma.” (I raised my voice a bit – Paula loved that.) “So, what do you have to say for yourself young lady?”

She started a fake (but convincing) crying act. “Oh please Mr. Burnside, I’m so sorry, but I couldn’t help myself. I’m just a hopeless addict. Isn’t there some kind of arrangement we can come to??” She batted her long, fake eyelashes at me, and looked at me hopefully.

“I’m sorry Casey, but my mind is made up.” I shuffled through some papers on my desk. “Ah, here. I found your father’s phone number.”

Paula swayed her hips and walked towards me, running her long fingernails down over her pressed cotton blouse. I stopped what I was doing and stared at what she was doing, my wife’s magnificent cleavage practically glowing. She wasn’t wearing a bra either.

“Are you sure there’s no way I could convince you not to Mr. Burnside?” she said and stood in front of my chair, pouting her lips and gently pressing her legs against the front of it, pushing me back a little.

My cock was enraged at this assault from my wife’s excellent play acting. There was no way she was leaving this room without a good fucking, that was for sure.

“Uh let’s see . . . what did you have in mind Casey?” I said in an “innocent” way.

“Oh, I don’t know Mr. Burnside, but I see that your hard cock sticking up through your jeans may have some ideas,” she said as the hand that was stroking her nipples through her blouse came down south and grabbed the tip of my cock with the pads of her fingers. As she rubbed gently, I felt a drop of pre cum leaking out from the tip of my cock, and I wasn’t sure how much of this “play” I could take any longer.

“Yes Casey, I think that it may have very definite ideas!” I said as I started unbuckling my belt and pulling my zipper down. “In fact Casey, it may not be necessary to call your father after all. I think that we can find a suitable punishment for you right now!”

Paula dropped down on her knees and unfastened the remaining buttons of her blouse. “So what do you want me to do Mr. Burnside?”

I shuffled my ass up off the chair and slid my jeans and my boxers down around my ankles. “Why I’d like you to wrap those gorgeous, moist lips around the tip of my little friend here Casey.”

“Oh! You mean you want me to suck your cock?” She said as her lips bobbed on and off the top of my “helmet.”

“Um humm,” I moaned out, eyes closed.

“I’ll try Mr. Burnside, but I’ve never done this before. I’m just an innocent little girl,” she said looking up at me as her fingers wrapped themselves around my thick, throbbing shaft.

Now her lips made a tight seal around the head of my cock, and her tongue went to work, swirling itself around my bulbous head, which was leaking drops of pre cum. She came off me and said, “You taste pretty good Mr. Burnside,” she said, smacking her lips. “Are you sure this is a punishment?”

“Yes, just keep going Casey – please don’t stop!”

Paula laughed. She was really enjoying our little game. Her mouth was nice and wet and now she went down the whole length of my shaft, her tongue rubbing the underside of the sensitive skin on the bottom of my cock’s tip. Faster and faster she went, audibly sucking and slurping her saliva and making me totally crazy. I lifted my ass off the chair with each bob of her head, her silky hair on my bare thighs adding to my enjoyment.

Finally, I could take no more and her lips closed even tighter around me as I shot my load off the back of my wife’s throat. I shot out about three good spurts and some of my cum ran down the sides of her mouth onto my thighs. Her eyes were glazed over, and she picked up her head, her mouth dripping my cum as she kissed me on my lips, giving me the sweet/salty taste of myself.

Her arms were around my neck as she raised herself up a little. “Am I punished enough yet Mr. Burnside?”

I had some definite ideas. I had only started. “No Casey, I think there is one final lesson you must learn, and then I think your punishment will be complete.”

“Oh? And what would that be Mr. Burnside?”

“Stand up please, you little slut!”

Paula stood up and I got off of my chair and walked behind my wife. “Yes Mr. Burnside. Anything you say.”

“Good,” I said as I swept my laptop off to the side, and placed Paula bent over the desk with her arms spread out. I was dying to see what she wore underneath her little schoolgirl outfit. So I unfastened her skirt from the front and pulled it down. I wasn’t disappointed. She had on sheer, black, nylon pantyhose which strapped onto a red laced girdle with a G-String underneath. I was getting my hard on back. I just couldn’t resist because I was so turned on by the play.

I spit on my hands and moved the G-String across my wife’s butt cheek. Then I rubbed my wet fingers all the way down her taint, but that wasn’t really necessary because Paula’s pussy was leaking enough. So I mixed my spit with it and lubed up her cherry asshole. I stuck my slick fingers inside her asshole and rubbed them around in a circle and Paula moaned.

Then I quickly got back into character, and I slapped her butt hard a few times and yelled out “This should teach you to obey the school rules I think!”

She was panting and said practically out of breath, “Yes Mr. Burnside, I’ll be a good girl from now on!”

“Well, we may have to continue this punishment for the rest of the week. I wouldn’t want you to forget these lessons you know!”

“Anything you say Mr. Burnside!”

I spread her butt cheeks apart and placed the tip of my cock on top of her asshole. She loved this kind of sex, and so did I. I slowly entered her, and she was slick and tight. I pulled out slowly and re-entered her again a few times, swirling my cock in a circle around her insides. Now I went all the way in, and she gasped and balled her fists up on the desk. In sync with me she raised her ass off the desk and backed into my thrusting, again and again.

Paula moaned and squirted on top of the green blotter on my desk as I picked up my speed. Finally I shot out a load of warm cum filling up her insides. I was so fucking turned on by the whole thing and that I was able to have enough jizz to do the job and satisfy. I pressed my face into her hair that flowed down on her back and inhaled the delicious smell. Then I withdrew.

She turned to me and said, “Mr. Burnside that was so much fun! I think I need to be punished more often.”

“Anytime babe – just surprise me,” I answered with a lusty grin. Just then, Courtney’s crying brought us back to reality.

“Stay here honey,” I said. “I don’t think you want to answer her when she asks you ‘Mommy, why are you dressed funny?’ I’ll go.”

We both laughed and I went upstairs to take care of our daughter.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________

___

Robin came to our house at eight o’clock on Saturday night. Our plan was to go to this new Thai restaurant and see a rom com that we easily could have waited to see on cable, but we just had to get out. Paula answered the door and let her come in. I was in the kitchen, getting a bottle of water from the ref when both of them came in. Robin had a knapsack with what I assumed were books and probably her laptop for class work. However, that wasn’t what made me almost spit the water out of my mouth. She was dressed like the first night I met her only on steroids!

She wore this pink camisole with a very low cut so I could see the full extent of her massive cleavage that seemed way too big for her age. She reminded me of a nurse from my residency with huge jugs like that, that I couldn’t help staring at – but that’s a story for another time.

“Hi Richard,” she said with that sweet, airy voice.

“Hi Robin. Thanks for coming, we really appreciate this.”

“Oh no problem, Courtney is an angel!”

“I see you brought some schoolwork with you Robin?” Paula said.

“Yeah. I have a psych test on Monday. But I won’t study until Courtney is asleep of course.”

“Well she had a playdate today and she’s fast asleep. But the monitor is in the living room, so if she cries you can just go upstairs. In the meantime,” Paula said with a sweeping hand gesture, “the house is all yours. We should be home around midnight to one. Sound good?”

“Sure Paula.”

“Okay then,” Paula said, smiling at Robin, and gathering up her jingling keys and her bag. “Call us if anything comes up.”

“Okay Paula. I have both of your cell numbers.”

“Great, see you later Robin, and thank you!”

I was still dazed and couldn’t take my eyes off her. My cock was bulging in my jeans, and I felt a little guilty. But hey, I’m married, but I’m not dead, I reasoned. Paula gave me a little smirk when Robin wasn’t looking.

“Come along now Richard,” Paula said, on to my little not so secret.

Once we were outside Paula said to me, “Richard, you’re such a horn dog. Do you think you could make it a bit less obvious next time??”

I laughed as I opened the passenger door for her, and bent down to kiss her. “You know I only have eyes for you honey.”

“Uh huh,” she said playfully.

***

We got home about twelve thirty, having had dinner and making the last show. I couldn’t remember the last time Paula and I had a night out to ourselves since Courtney was born. We found Robin sitting on the sofa watching a lecture and taking some notes. The tv was playing low in the background.

“So everything go okay Robin?” Paula asked.

“Oh yeah. Courtney woke up crying about ten o’clock and she was so excited to see me. It took a while for her to get back to sleep again. I made her some warm milk and read a story to her.”

“Great,” Paula said. “That’s just what we do. You’re going to make a great mom someday Robin.”

“Well not right away I hope,” Robin said laughing. This time she was looking at me when she said that. It only made my hard on go right back to attention. I fantasized, wondering if she was getting wet thinking about me. I wanted to smack myself in the face. What the hell was I thinking? All these stories about famous men impregnating their kid’s nannies came to my mind. I don’t think Paula would take too kindly to that!

We had a wedding in two weeks – some niece of Paula’s upstate. Fortunately Robin was able to babysit for us. About a week before that, I came home from work and Paula had some news for me. Her friend Tiffany’s house had a fire in it. The damage was pretty moderate, but thankfully, Tiffany and Robin weren’t home. Since Paula and Tiffany were best friends and we had a spacious house with four bedrooms, Paula offered Tiffany and Robin a place to stay while her house was rebuilt from the fire damage. It would save them a lot of money to stay with us.

Of course, it was the decent thing to do, but it made some crazy wheels turn in my brain. I would be living under the same roof with the hottest babysitter I could imagine. I knew nothing would come of it, but Jesus – talk about temptation! I started daydreaming about it at work. It got so bad that I was thinking about what I would do if Robin made moves on me. I swore from that first night she babysat for us that she was eyeing me when she made that remark about not having a kid so fast.

After spending two nights at a hotel, Tiffany and Robin moved in. They estimated it would be for about three months. They had to find a contractor, painter, all that stuff, and straighten the insurance out which her ex-husband would pay for.

The wedding came and went. It was a no-brainer because we had Tiffany and Robin to watch Courtney. The next Saturday, Tiffany and Paula went to the mall, and I was home doing some office charting and Robin was in the living room studying. I felt like ordering in a pizza, so I asked her if she wanted to have some with me when I came downstairs.

“Sure Richard sounds great. Mom and Paula are probably eating out at the mall anyway. I don’t mind because I’ll work it off at the gym later,” she said. Typical nineteen year old girl. Probably thinking of all the guys that were chasing her. I had only just gotten to know her, a little better since she and Tiffany moved in, and she never mentioned any guys to me. I was curious. Now I admit it was none of my business, but I decided to cross that line of the unknown and ask her about it. You know, just some harmless banter – which naturally had my cock on edge, imagining that I was a guy on her campus.

The pizza came, and I brought the box into the living room and set it down on the coffee table, along with a couple of cans of soft drinks with it. I thought I would broach the subject with some kindness. I sat down on the couch next to her and broke off a slice saying to her, “You know Robin, if you happen to have a date, you can always use my car to get somewhere.”

How innocent sounding was that? “Thanks Richard, that’s so sweet! I really appreciate it, but I haven’t found any guys on campus that I’m interested in. They’re all such little boys. I like mature men, you know?” she said eyeing me directly. She couldn’t have sent a better signal if she carved it on my chest. Not to mention the fact that she wore complete makeup and was dressed in a very revealing short skirt as well that made her nice long legs stick out for me too.

I always said later on that it was she who crossed the line. As she said those last words she was licking her bottom lip with her tongue, and running her hands down the front of her blouse. What she was doing was the same damn thing that Paula did during our roleplay games – but this was real.

“Robin,” I said. “What’s going on here?”

“What do you mean Richard?” she said “innocently,” and batting her eyes at me.

“Well, I mean it seems that you’re coming onto me.”

“Tell me you don’t like it,” she said, with the seductive voice of a thirty year old horny hot wife.

“That’s not the point. I’m flattered. I really am. It’s just not appropriate. I’m a married man.”

“Come on Richard. No one has to know. Look, I’m not stupid. I see how you look at me.” Her eyes went down to my crotch where my boner was obvious, and she said, pointing to it, “I also see how turned on you are. You probably dream about bending me over the coffee table and fucking the daylights out of me, don’t you Richard. Besides, you and Paula are so good to my mom and me. I would never do anything so dumb as to get caught.”

Then I must have sounded like a whiny kid, but I was putty in her hands. “Yeah but, I mean, what about the guilt? I don’t think I can live with that. Paula and I have a solid marriage.”

She made a “tsk tsk” sound, staring at me, those bright blue eyes burning a hole in my head. “Those are just voices in your head Richard. Come on. Like I said, no one has to know,” and with that she slid her butt closer to me on the couch, her face just inches from mine. She pressed her index finger into my nose. I was totally helpless. Her pressed white blouse had the top three buttons open and swear to Christ she wasn’t even wearing a bra, which made her nipples stick out like two little pencil points.

I was dumbfounded as she gently pressed her lips against mine and grabbed for my cock through my jeans and rubbed. “That’s it Richard, go with it,” she said, hot breath on me. At this point anything she said would give me the excuse I needed to follow through with this.

“Relax Richard,” she said. “My mom called me just before you came down and said they were having ‘a girl’s night out,’ so we have plenty . . . of . . . time,” she said, kissing me after each of those three words.

Then she slowly placed her fingers underneath my belt line and slid them against my cock through my boxers.

“Umm, so nice and hard. My pussy is leaking just thinking about this,” she said, laughing, and slipping her hand under my boxers and giving my cock a big four-fingered squeeze along the length of my shaft. I leaked a drop of pre cum, and she withdrew her hand and licked the tip of her index finger, looking at me with the innocent “little girl “ look I loved so well. “Mmmm, you taste so good Richard.”

Then she abruptly stood up and undid the zipper and fastener of her short denim skirt and looking at me, slid it down her long legs and kicked it off to the side. She undid the straps to her pantyhose and slipped off her girdle and G-String, letting them fall to the floor too. There’s something that really turns me on about watching a girl take off her lingerie, wondering how the soft, silky fabric feels against her pussy. I was staring at eighteen year old pubic hair wet with arousal and engorged folds. She saw me staring and laughed. “Don’t worry Richard, I’m on the pill.” I thought she didn’t have any boyfriends, but I didn’t pursue the matter. She lie back on the couch and hooked her legs over my shoulders giving me full access to the candy store. The musky smell made me crazy, and she moved closer to me until the springy hair was touching my lips.

My tongue came out from between my lips and started exploring. It pushed deep into her folds, and she pressed the back of my head in closer to her. She spread her legs farther apart and I stuck my tongue onto her clit and then put my whole mouth over her, tasting her juices which were leaking onto my face. I licked her up and down, and was directly over her opening. She stiffened and moaned as my tongue did its furtive dance in and out of her, exploring.

I took my face off of her after a few minutes of this play and licked my fingers, replacing my tongue. I felt her clit as hard as a knob, and played with it, snapping it like a rubber band, each time causing her to shudder with exquisite delight. Soaking wet, she got up off the couch and she spread her legs hovering over my lap, my legs between hers. She grabbed my cock again in her fist. She pushed my legs farther apart and sat down on top of my lap, guiding my cock finally into her. She played by squatting on top of it and lifting off, going up and down; teasing and letting just the head of it enter her. My cock was sopping wet with her juices leaking like a sieve all over it.

The game was fully on, all caution left to the wind, and I was fully inside her as she went up and down on me faster and faster. I bucked my ass off the couch and got in sync with her motions. Her pussy was so tight and so good. I could take no more of this, and her screams of ecstasy sent me over the edge, and I came with full force, shooting load after load of warm, gooey cum deep inside her. She pulled on my hair as she shuddered and cried out. I was still thrusting, and pushed until it was as if we were one.

I stopped thrusting and she bent down and kissed me hard, our tongues wrapping together with lips sealed, long blonde hair falling over my chest and shoulders.

“There now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” she said just above a whisper.

I grunted and said, “It was far from bad. It was amazing, Robin.”

“Yes and just think Richard. We can do this again and again.”

❤️❤️❤️
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That last sentence of hers; we can do this again and again Richard, kept playing over and over again in my head. I’m not gonna lie. It became more difficult to be around Robin as the days wore on. I was able to place my guilt towards Paula in the back of my head, and did my best to rationalize it – I was a helpless male in the hands of a young, yet skilled seductress.

She kept stealing me these looks; sticking her tongue out at me when Tiffany or Paula weren’t looking. I was constantly hard and did my best to conceal it from Paula. Sometimes I wasn’t successful, but Paula took it as a sign of my arousal towards her, so our sex life even became better. I think that Robin may have been a bit jealous of Paula.

One night, after coming home late from an emergency ED admit that my residents called me to the hospital for, I decided to do my laundry. Paula was fast asleep, and I had just put my wash in, and planned to go upstairs and watch tv while my wash was finished. As I was about to leave, Robin came into the laundry room, wearing nothing but an oversized college football jersey.

As I looked at her in shock, she jumped up on me (I was wearing my boxers and a t-shirt) and hooked her legs around my waist, arms around my shoulders, kissing me hard on the mouth, her tongue sailing between my lips. I noticed she wasn’t wearing  panties underneath the Jersey. Before I knew what was happening, I turned us around, and had her bent back over the washing machine, my cock thrusting inside her wet, slick pussy. Her nails dug into my shoulders, and if I wasn’t wearing a shirt, she would have drawn blood. Her pussy was so tight it practically swallowed my cock in a vise grip. I came so hard I thought cum would shoot out of her mouth and nose. She liked it fast and hard – there was no messing around with Robin. She was very definite about how she liked it. Then, just as suddenly as she came into the laundry room, she left. This was her way of saying I can take you anywhere and anytime I want to Richard. I had to take a good shower before I went to sleep.

I think the fear of Paula walking in on us actually turned me on in a sick sort of way. I even fantasized about the three of us together! That’s how sick and twisted I was becoming. But there was more to that which I think I need to confess here.

She always made a point of showing me briefly how she liked to play with herself. Sometimes, before she came onto me, she would rub her pussy on her satin thong, making herself wet. Now it was her lingerie that was becoming a turn on for me.

One Saturday afternoon, Paula and Tiffany took Courtney and went out to the mall. I was upstairs in our bedroom and was on my way downstairs to do some work in my office off the living room when I noticed the door to Robin’s bedroom was open. Temptation struck. I wondered what sorts of things she had in her drawers. So I walked into the room, and I smelled Robin – the scent of her perfume and clothes hung heavy in the air. I made my way over to her dresser with the mirror on the top and decided to open one of the drawers. I didn’t go for the top. A giddy excitement came over me and I went for the bottom drawer thinking that’s where “the good stuff” was.

Inside, neatly folded were her panties, bras, and pantyhose. I can’t remember ever being so hard. The fact that I was so turned on by the undergarments of an eighteen year old seductress who fucked me like she was an experienced thirty year old increased my arousal greatly. I stared at what I was sure were the panties she wore the first time I let her seduce me – a red satin G-String. I picked it up gingerly, and it smelled nice and fresh from the dryer sheet. I placed it up to my nose and inhaled deeply. I rubbed the cool material over my face, and rubbed it between my fingers.

Then I did what I never thought I would be doing in a million years. I stepped out of my jeans and boxers quickly and placed the G-String on the carpet in front of the dresser. Slowly, I pulled it up over my legs and felt a chill as I wondered if Robin felt the same way as she got dressed in this each day. I had a skinny waist, yet I was able to fit it comfortably, not too tight around my cock and over my balls.

I rubbed the cool material over the tip of my cock and closed my eyes, fantasizing about Robin. But I didn’t stop there. I took off my t-shirt and reached inside the drawer and pulled out the matching red laced bra she had on that day as well. The cups were nicely formed and as I slipped it over my head and felt the soft straps settle over my shoulders, I felt so good. It was tight enough that it gave me the illusion of cleavage.

I didn’t just want to try Robin’s clothes on, I wanted to actually become her! Where this came from I have no idea. Then my mind briefly drifted to the thought of a game that I could play with Paula! Yes! She could dress me up as a slut . . . and I wouldn’t mind. Just a couple of months ago, this whole scenario would have been crazy – unthinkable! But now, I was surrounded by pussy! I was losing my mind. Paula was becoming Robin, and Robin was becoming Paula. And what was I? Some twisted crossdressing hybrid of the two of them?

I stared at this version of me in the mirror. Something was missing, and it was then I realized I had crossed the line between a simple fetish and what had become an obsession. There was a tube of cherry lip gloss on top of the table. I opened it, sniffed it, and gently touched it to my lower lip, spreading a small ribbon across it. I did the same to the top and then I leaned into the mirror and slid my lips over each other. I was shocked at how hard I was becoming from this one simple act.

My hair was short and didn’t look feminine at all, so I would really need a wig to complete myself. I scanned the top of Robin’s closet and found nothing. But then I struck gold. I remembered that Paula had a “play wig” in her closet! So dressed as I was I ran into our bedroom and found the box containing Paula’s wig on the top shelf. My heart was beating fast as I pulled out the black, long wig with the curls on the bottom and the top done up in some kind of braid – perfect!

I placed it on my head and the illusion was almost complete. I needed eye makeup, but I knew nothing about it. Could I chance putting it on, and do a horrible job of taking it off, leaving telltale signs for Paula, Tiffany and especially Robin to see? No, I couldn’t chance it. Satisfied for now, I went back into Robin’s room and stood in front of her dresser mirror.

I made faces in the mirror. I tried a steamy, slutty look, and talked dirty to myself, calling myself a dirty little whore who needed to be punished. I was using pieces of my roleplay with Paula – on myself! I stood to the side and looked at myself, and said “Hey big daddy, wanna fuck??”

After loving what I saw and what I became, I lied down on Robin’s bed and took her G-String off. While pulling it off I discovered how good the strap felt between my butt cheeks, cradling my ass; interesting . . . I rubbed the cool satin over my cock and a drop of pre cum came out and wet the fabric! Shit, shit, shit! I grabbed a bunch of tissues from the nightstand next to Robin’s bed and rubbed it out as best I could.

Then I went into full jerk-off mode and pulled the thong away at just the right second, shooting a tremendous white, creamy load into the tissues. I lie there a second to catch my breath and wait till my heart stopped beating so fast. It was the kinkiest orgasm I ever had. Whoever said masturbation couldn’t be fun? I slowly swung my legs off the bed and went into her bathroom and rubbed and washed the lipstick off and carefully put the bra and thong back into Robin’s bottom drawer.

I had crossed a line. I found something new. Something that I don’t think I could ever share with Paula. Or perhaps maybe I could.
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Now I had another reason for guilt. I reasoned that this wasn’t as bad as actually cheating on my wife. I considered the clothing to be an act of autoeroticism; nothing to be ashamed of. But still, it was something I had to hide from Paula, AND Robin.

My sexual trysts with Robin continued in the oddest of places – the laundry room, sometimes the kitchen (when Paula and Tiffany were out), and even the garage of all places. One time we did it in the freestanding shed in the backyard! The girl was wild. As the weeks went by I started to wonder what I was to her. We never discussed our relationship. Did she think there was hope for a future between us? Could I have stumbled into a “Fatal Attraction” scenario? I hoped not. Besides, we didn’t own a pet bunny rabbit! For now, I was content to keep things as they were. Yet I had a feeling that Paula suspected something. It could have just been my guilty conscience talking to me. I was in a sense of semi-denial.

One night Tiffany and Paula went out for a “girl’s night” with a few other friends of theirs. So I would be alone with Robin. I wondered what sort of wild time she had planned with me. I came home early, and I had no work to do, so I decided to join Robin in the living room where she had a NETFLIX movie on.

When I found Robin on the couch she was looking at me funny. I acted like nothing was unusual and I went into the kitchen for a beer. “Robin,” I called out. “Would you like a beer from the fridge?”

“Sure Richard, bring me whatever you have.”

So I opened two bottles of Corona Lite and brought the two bottles into the living room. I handed her a bottle and sat on the couch next to her and smiled, expecting her to jump my bones like she always did. Instead she stayed put, staring at me. My nerves were starting to get on edge.

“Something’s going on Richard, and I think you know what it is.”

I should mention at this point that I had ventured into her room several times and played around with different pairs of her lingerie over the course of a few weeks now without getting caught. I had no reason to suspect that my secret was discovered, so I played innocent.

“No Robin, sorry I don’t. What’s going on?”

Robin reached into the pocket of her sweatpants and pulled out a bunch of crumpled tissues. “I found these on the carpet next to my bed Richard,” she said with an evil-looking grin. “Did you know that they were a bit wet and sticky, and smell like jizz?” she said as she suddenly shoved the wad into my face.

I had done the nasty last night when the three of them were out at the gym. How could I have been so careless????? SHIT! How was I supposed to talk my way out of this. Denial. That was how I would play this.

“Those aren’t mine Robin. Why would I even be in your room unless we were together in there?” I said trying my best at a sly grin.

“Don’t bullshit me Richard!” She was raising her voice. “That isn’t all,” she said as she pulled out the red satin G-String from her pocket as well. “How do you explain this . . .” she said as she held the thong out to me and pointed out a soiled and somewhat stiff area in the middle of the front pouch. She then angrily threw it in my face. I knew then she had me, but I would try to continue my game of denial a while longer.

“And that’s not all! I think you’ve been messing with my lip gloss and the other panties and hosiery and bras too in my drawers. They are not how I had them neatly arranged. You see I notice these things. So I’ll ask you again Richard. What THE FUCK were you doing with my things??” It sounded a bit like a rhetorical question.

Now I tried “the complimentary approach.”

“Well, uh, what I mean is you’re right Robin, You caught me. But I am just so taken with you that one day I just wanted to feel your G-String and smell them and think about you. It was just a daydream that got out of control, I suppose. You should really feel flattered I suppose.”

“Flattered? Flattered Richard? Really? How about ‘invasion of privacy’ Richard? Just because we’re fucking, and enjoying it too I might add, doesn’t give you the right to perv all over my shit! Besides, I thought you were a grown man and not like the little boys in my school!”

There was an uncomfortable silence, and I took a couple of good slugs from my beer as Robin sat there thinking. Then an evil little smirk/smile crept on her face.

“Now I’m pretty sure you have some sort of a cross dressing fetish Richard. I just happen to be here, and I guess you thought I would never notice what you did. I had my suspicions a week ago when I found my clothes in some disarray.”

I must have looked like a kid caught in the act jerking off because that’s exactly how I felt. She had me dead to rights.

“Okay Robin. Yes I did try your under garments on, and yes, I even put your lipstick on and a wig that Paula had in her closet. You see Paula and I like to play dress up games.” Her eyebrows raised in surprise.

“You mean, like you dress up in her stuff too?”

“No, no. Paula likes to dress up in like a parochial school girl uniform and we play pretend like she has to go to the principal’s office – that’s me – for punishment.”

Then her expression changed, and she started laughing. “Oh my, this is getting very interesting Richard. Tell me more!”

“Well there’s not much to tell. We play out a scenario like I described, and we always end up fucking. It really heightens our sexual excitement.”

“Wow – now that is very cool, and inventive. It sounds like something I would want to do! But not quite like you described. You wouldn’t want Paula to know what we’ve been doing together, now would you Richard?”

“God NO! I could never tell Paula we’ve been, you know, sneaking around behind her back!”

“Okay, okay. Well here’s the good news. She doesn’t have to know. But know this: I own you Richard. After what you did I think I’m going to have a lot of fun with you. I don’t really care if you enjoy it or not, but I think you will.” Now I got a little frightened. What was she planning?
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Here’s what’s going to happen Richard,” she said with a domineering tone like someone who knows they have the upper hand, which she did. “I’m going to feminize you Richard. Far beyond anything you’ve done. Have you ever gone farther than what you did with my stuff?”

“No I haven’t,” I answered honestly.

“I’m going to go shopping for you Richard. I think I have your sizes. I’m going to get you your own lingerie, and even buy you a couple of dresses, skirts and blouses. I’ll take a look at Paula’s wig, but I’d like to buy you another one, and also some costume jewelry, and guess what?”

“What?” I asked, getting truly excited which I tried to hide from Robin. “You’re going to pay for everything Richard. I’ll just use one of your rich doctor credit cards. It will be so much fun turning you into my personal little faggot sissy!” She squealed and clapped her hands and bounced up and down on the couch.

That weekend, Robin left the house on Saturday and announced to her mother and Paula that she was going shopping, and wouldn’t be back for a while because she was going with one of her girlfriends from school. That way, Paula or Tiffany wouldn’t ask to tag along.

Call it serendipity, or just dumb luck, but the next day Paula and Tiffany had an announcement to make. They would be going away on a three-day weekend, and taking Courtney with them. It was Memorial Day weekend coming up and I had to work on Saturday. It also meant that I would be alone with Robin for three nights.

As they pulled out of the driveway, Robin went outside to say goodbye to them and then ran back into the house. She had that same mischievous grin on her face.

“Let’s get started Richard! I can’t wait.” She said with glee, rubbing her hands.

“Now don’t get any ideas of wimping out on me because you know I’ll tell Paula EVERYTHING!”

“Oh no. A deal’s a deal,” I said.

Robin came up close to me and her eyes looked me over up and down. She held my shoulders and kissed me tight. “I know that you love the idea of becoming my little sissy Richard, and you’ll be my sissy even after mom and I move back into our house because I can still tell Paula you know,” she said, touching my nose with her index finger. “So there’s no getting away from me!”

“Now come upstairs to my room!” she said, pulling me up by my hand. I had the largest boner of my life. I really did look forward to being her sissy slave after all. I was just curious about all the “fine points,” and see where the imagination of a very sexually active nineteen year old would take me.

When we got up to her room I saw all the clothes she bought laid out on the bed. She got me an emerald green satin sleeveless dress with a low neckline, a pair of high heels – three inch with straps that went around my ankles, and the G-String and girdle she got me were black lace. I was dripping pre cum in my excitement. I couldn’t have done a better job if I picked everything else out myself. For a wig, she picked out a longhaired auburn one done up on the top, that went down past my breasts. There was a case of makeup near the foot of the bed.

“See,” she said. “I even got you your very own sissy makeup! But the surprises I have in store for you come later,” she said, grinning.

“I even have thick, false eyelashes for you with long, fake nails as well,” she said picking up a plastic case and turning it around for me to see. “You’ll be set!”

Now when I took my clothes off and dressed in the G-String, it felt better than when I did it myself. There was something about being “forced” to cross dress by a hot girl that was more of a turn on then when I did it myself.

She looked at me standing there in the lingerie, minus the pantyhose and bra and said with her hand underneath her chin, “You know Richard, I really need to shave you.”

“Really?” I said. “Is that really necessary?”

“Yes it is Richard. Of course, if you won’t let me shave you, I can’t dress you, and if I can’t dress you, I’ll just have to tell Paula . .”

“Okay, okay! I’ll do it,” I said, realizing that I had no choice. But truthfully, I was looking forward to putting on the G-String with shaved legs and really feeling the difference. So she took me into the bathroom and made me take a bath first, and shaved me in the tub – including my pubic hair, and all around my ass too. She also did a little trim of my eyebrows. How I would explain that one to Paula I had no idea, so I bargained with Robin.

“Robin, if you shave my eyebrows then the game is up. My legs and chest I can make excuses for, even my groin, but my face? Not my eyebrows, please!?”

“Humm. Maybe you’re right. I can do something with the eyebrow pencil.”

She realized I was right, and agreed to compromise. After I was dried off, I put the G-String back on. My hard on was of course right there in all its glory and it made Robin smile. “We’re going to have so much fun Richard! Think of it as a new game!”

So I got dressed in the pantyhose, girdle and bra, and Robin said, “Wait there Richard. Don’t put the wig or the dress on yet. I have something for you,” and she reached into the top drawer on her nightstand. She pulled out a hard silicone pink contraption that looked like a cage of some sorts.

“Now here is something that no self-respecting sissy can ever go without,” she said proudly, holding the cock cage out for me to see.

She walked over to me, and adjusted it over my cock and balls. I made a hissing sound because it was tight on me and quite painful. The pain subsided as my boner went away. Then she pulled out a small gold padlock and snapped it shut. She produced a little key which she placed inside her pocket.

“Now you’ll really feel like a girl with a clitty,” she said laughing. “Come, let’s go into the bathroom. Take a seat in front of the vanity mirror.”

She turned me sideways as she did the makeup on me. Everything including foundation, blush, mascara, the false eyelashes – everything. Last to go on was the wig. She was an artist. I didn’t even recognize myself when she was through with me, and I turned around to look. I was incredibly turned on.

After the dress and the costume jewelry and nails went on, I was completely transformed. My cock was straining against the cage, aching to get out, but it was no use.

“Now bend over the bed,” my new mistress said. I did as she told me, and she flipped the dress up over my back. The next thing I felt was a hard WHACK across my left butt cheek. Then I felt another whack across my right side. I winced with pain and turned around shocked to look at Robin. Her face was contorted like a demon as she administered four more whacks with a small wooden paddle she pulled out from somewhere. I yelled but it did no good. There was no one home to hear me scream anyway. I didn’t think I’d be able to sit for a week.

“I think I’m going to enjoy this even more than you Richard. Oh! You know what? We need a sissy name for you. Something hookerish and slutty. How about ‘Raven.’”

I wasn’t sure how my voice would sound after that thrumping, but I tried. I squeaked out, “Raven is fine Robin.”

“Ha, ha. Good! Raven you shall be henceforth whenever we play. Remember. You’re just a cheap slut whore,” and she sprayed some cheap, gaudy perfume on me. “Great, now you even smell the part.”

It’s funny. Every time she whacked me with the paddle, my cock started pressing against the plastic cage. This was a real learning experience for me.

“Okay now Raven, you’ve been a bad girl,” she said in this new playacting game. “Your earnings from the street this week have been rather poor. I think it’s time you got a good lesson.”

“What are you going to do with me Mistress Robin?”

“Mistress Robin . . . humm, I like that! Very creative Raven,” she said, clearly impressed with my choice.

“You’re about to find out. Now get on the bed on your fours facing the front of the bed.” I did as I was told, and Robin went to her dresser and rummaged around her middle drawer. That was one place I never looked before. She pulled out a long, thick, veiny, flesh colored dildo with a strap attached to it. There was a thick hook attached to the back, for when she thrusted, it would be like a cock going inside her too. This girl thought of everything, I had to admit.

“Now Richard, you’re about to feel what it’s like to have a ‘boy clitty.’ At first there will be some pain, some fullness as I fuck you like the cheap slut you are, but then you’ll have the most indescribable pleasure. Do you trust me?”

What could I say? Did it matter? So I said, “Yes Mistress Robin, I believe anything you say,” staying in character.

“Great, because maybe this will teach you to stay in line and keep your earnings high!”

She spread my butt cheeks apart and I felt a cool, slick gel being spread around my asshole and down to my ball sack. I recognized it as K-Y Jelly, which Robin had in her drawer. I looked behind me curiously, and she got off the bed for me to see better. Robin spread the K-Y Jelly all over the dildo and especially on that rear hook thing. The belt she wore was flesh covered and the illusion of her having a cock was so real. She saw me looking.

“You like this, huh?” she said. “Who knows Raven. Maybe you’ll become a ‘super slut,’ and become my biggest earner on the street. There’s a big market out there for totally developed ‘pretty sissy boys’ who take a good cock up their ass!”

She hopped back on the bed and spread my cheeks apart again, and I felt a new and strange sensation: A soft, silicone “cock tip” pressed against my lubed asshole. It sent chills through my body and made my cock press up against the cage giving me pain. The odd thing was that I wanted to feel this. I wanted to feel the meshed, pink silicone of the cage press up against my cock.

Then I felt the head of this dildo actually spread my asshole apart and go in about two inches. Robin moved back and forth. It stretched me and I hissed between closed teeth and balled my fists up on the bed.

“You’re doing fine Raven,” she said, twisting her lower body around to get that plug into her pussy as well.

Then she went in farther and I felt the shaft of that thing sliding in and out of my ass or, as Robin liked to call it, my “boy pussy,” or “bussy.” I’m not gonna lie and say all was peaches and cream. This hurt like fuck, but my cock was pressing harder and harder against the cage, semi-erect in the confines of the cage, and it felt sort of good.

She went faster and faster, in and out, and also up and down making that end thing go into her pussy. She was moaning with each thrust. I moved my ass back and forth to meet her thrusts because now the pain was mixed with an odd sort of pleasure I had never experienced before.

I was gasping – the pleasure was unreal and soon my semi-erect cock shot out a huge load of jizz and a tremor went through my body with the most intense orgasm I ever had in my life. At the same time as I made the loud moan, Robin screamed and ground herself against me, the dildo fully inside me, her thighs slamming my butt cheeks.

She slowed down, exhausted, and still inside me, collapsed against my back, her hard nipples pressing my skin and her silky hair falling all over me. Then she pulled out and stuck her face in front of my ass hole, licking it with her tongue. This made me shiver again, as her tongue went inside me, licking, exploring. I shot another load from the cock cage.

“Congratulations Raven,” she said. “You’ve had your first of many sissygasms to come!” she said proudly.

“I need more,” she said, seemingly to herself, and walked over to dresser drawers. She pulled out what looked like a silicone ring from the top drawer.

Like a college professor she held it up to me. “Now Raven, I’m going to slide this over your cock, and I want you to see the magic happen!” She pulled the key to the cock cage from the pocket of her sweat pants on the floor and took the cage off me. As soon as she put the ring on, and slid it down to the base of my newly liberated cock, I got hard again.

She grabbed my still slippery cock with her fist and stroked it, making me even harder. Then she got on the bed again, facing me and kissed me hard, her tongue slipping through her slightly parted lips.

“Now I want you to fuck me hard Raven.” I’ve always dreamed about being fucked by a cross dressed guy! “Take me doggy style, Raven.”

We switched positions and her pussy was sopping wet from our earlier play, and I lined my swollen cock up against her opening, and rubbed my cock up and down her folds, and reached in front, grabbing her clit with my thumb and forefinger, snapping it like a rubber band.

She moaned in total abandon, and grunted “Fuck me Raven!”

What can I say? I did as I was ordered, and soon found myself thrusting deep inside that delicious pussy I knew as well as my wife’s. I discovered then that I enjoyed fucking dressed as a girl more than anything.

I went faster and she bucked up against me, matching my thrusts. I heard her scream wordless noises, and her fingernails were clutching the bed sheets. Both of us were covered in sweat, and I came again, filling her pussy with my warm jizz. I loved the feeling of sweat, and her scent mingled together on me.

The front of my dress had a small stain on it after we were through, and my wig was all misshapen falling down over my face. I really looked like a true cum slut. I was proud of myself.

“I know you totally love this Raven!” She laughed. “Can you imagine what Paula would say if I called you ‘Raven’ in front of her???”

I didn’t think that was so funny. The rest of that weekend, we played more games, and I had different outfits to put on. On Sunday evening, after our last session Robin told me that she would keep my clothes for “safety.” The next day Paula, Tiffany and Courtney came home. In another week, Tiffany and Paula’s home would be finished with the repairs, and both of them would leave. Of course, Robin would still babysit Courtney, and we would get together in different motel rooms, and wherever Robin’s creativity would lead us. The threat of telling Paula was still real, but I think that Robin knew it was a moot point, because we both enjoyed these “games” more than anything, so that wasn’t a real concern anymore.
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MANY MARRIED MEN let their dicks stray, but I don’t know of many that have had the same experiences as me. I was lucky because I had the best of both worlds. I had a wife who was willing to try different, exotic ways of keeping our sex life active, and a (I hate using the word, but what other way is there to describe it?) girlfriend half my age who introduced me to a side of myself I never knew I had inside of me. I think Robin knew I enjoyed playing along with her. The idea of “telling my wife” was a thrill for her, and honestly, for me too. Deep down I knew she enjoyed our times together too much to really do anything to make them stop.

One day I came home from work and Paula was in the kitchen in an unusually chipper mood – she was singing to herself as she stirred the stew on the stove, Courtney was happy and coming up with new vocabulary words every day that made us laugh like crazy, and our life was good (my dalliances safe from discovery – for now).

“Honey, what are you so happy about?” I asked as she kept singing.

She looked at me and smiled – one of her “naughty thoughts” smiles. “Okay, what is it,” I asked, almost afraid of what the answer might be. She stopped stirring and put the lid back on the pot. Then she scooted over to where I was sitting, and jumped sideways across my lap. Her long fingers quickly found my cock, stroked it through my scrub bottoms, and made it stand like the Washington Monument.

She kissed me hard on the lips, and had her arm around my shoulders. “Richard, aren’t you getting a little tired of the ‘schoolgirl punishment game?’”

“Oh, I don’t know. We keep putting new twists on it, and it kinda doesn’t get old. But if you have any other suggestions, I’d sure like to hear them.”

“Really??”

“Sure, why not honey. What’re you thinking of?”

“You’ll never guess who I spoke to about it.”

“Uh okay. So who did you speak to about it?”

“Well, today I met Tiffany for lunch. Tiffany is still seeing that guy from the online dating app and their relationship is really heating up. As it turns out, they like ‘to play games’ too!”

Now I was interested. Tiffany was never a focus of my interest in that way, so I was curious what Paula had in mind.

“I don’t know if this would be the sort of thing you’d be interested in Richard.”

“Try me babe.”

Paula grinned. “Would you believe that Tiffany got the idea from her daughter Robin? When I heard it I was shocked. I mean completely shocked!” At this point I thought I was headed for real trouble that would cost me millions and destroy my life. So I played it cool.

“Well apparently Robin gave Tiffany the idea to feminize Mike, that’s the guy’s name. I mean really dress him up like a girl and then fuck him, do all sorts of things with him. She had this idea that most men get a kick out of dressing like a woman and fucking, and even getting fucked. I was thinking my God, where does a nineteen year old girl come up with these things???” Then Robin told me later on she watched videos online where this stuff really takes place.”

I swallowed hard. “And?”

“Tiffany has been dressing Mike now for two weeks and their sex is DYNAMITE Richard! What do you say?” Paula asked me gripping me by both shoulders and looking at me straight in the eyes.

“You mean you want me to dress like a woman, er, uh, cross dress and make that our new thing!?”

“Yes Richard! I could buy you clothes and we could have all sorts of fun! I even think you’d look really sexy in another wig than the one I wear. Come on honey, can we play??? If you don’t like it we don’t have to, but I’ll be disappointed,” she said, pouting in the way that only my wife could turn me on. “Haven’t you ever had the urge to try on my G-String and wrap it around your cock to see what it felt like? Come on,” she said, tugging at the front of my scrub shirt. “I know you’ve thought of it you pervert!!”

“Well, maybe once or, uh, I don’t know . . .” I said, my voice trailing off.

“So you’ll do it then? Let me pick out some cute outfits for you? You’d really do it??”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Yeah, okay babe, sure. I’ll play.”

Paula squealed in a way that sounded too familiar. “Oh, there is one other small thing Richard.”

“And what’s that?” I asked.

“Well, Robin called me later at home and we had a long talk.” Now I was getting scared but tried hard not to let it show.

“She asked me if I did cross dress you, if she could come over sometime and join in on the fun! Just think of it Richard! A threesome! Two women and a sissy cross dresser. I wouldn’t even mind if you fucked her! How would you feel about me with another woman? Come on, what do you say Richard? I’m down with it!”

Now if this was a movie dear reader, this would be the part where I turned and looked at you in the camera and grinned from ear to ear!

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

Dear Readers,

I absolutely adore writing first time feminization and HOT transgender erotica short stories. Please tell me what you would like to read about, and I will do my best to accommodate!

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

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

Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust,

JD❤️


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

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

You can reach me on my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD
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