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THE COUGAR’S SHY SISSY




CHAPTER 1

Julia Glendower stepped into the restaurant looking like a star. I definitely had stars in my eyes. 

Well. She was a star. 

A retired actress, to be more specific. Not the Hollywood kind, though that didn’t really matter to me. She’d starred in several small-screen productions as Juliana Glendower and had been a force in the national theater scene in the 1980s, even releasing a dance album with a track that became a Top Fifty hit in 1985. Now she was nearing sixty and for the first time in a decade had moved back to her hometown. For what? No one knew exactly, but I guess it was to do the things retired people were supposed to do.

I cleared my throat and stood up as she approached me. 

“I almost couldn’t recognize you in that suit, Jasper,” she said, giving me an air kiss on the cheek.

“Thank you, Mrs. Glendower,” I said, blushing. I was wearing an old hand-me-down jacket that belonged to my mom’s boyfriend. It was a little big on me, and the pants just about swept the floor when I walked, but I’d wanted to look extra professional for tonight. “And thank you for the opportunity, once again.”

She smiled and slipped into the other end of the curved leather seat. She fished a small gold mirror from her handbag and began fixing her hair and lipstick, ignoring the patrons that were staring at her. They had to know who she was. 

I took my time enjoying her look too. She had long blonde hair that shone like silk and thick, juicy lips that could make any man think some very dirty thoughts. Her top-heavy frame made the wrap dress she was wearing bulge out in all the right ways, and as she deftly moved her fingers to dab onto the fresh coating of her lipstick, her breasts shifted and rubbed against each other in a not-so-subtle way. She was definitely wearing a bra because I could see the outline of the straps on her shoulders, but it wasn’t giving her too much support. Though I kind of liked that. It made her breasts seem all the more real.

Did she know how good-looking she was? Even in her sixties?

“Did you practice your lines?” she asked once she was done with her touch-up.

“I did, Mrs. Glendower,” I answered.

She glanced down at her watch. “Good. Terry’s still on his way, so we can go over your lines until then.”

A waiter interrupted us then with the menus. I watched her closely as she perused the menu, looking over the selection of wine and appetizers. She ordered a vodka martini. The waiter broke into a smile and started excitedly talking to her about one of her TV movies.

What the fuck am I doing in a fancy-ass restaurant with this exquisite actress right across from me? I wondered as I listened to their back and forth. 

I was a twenty-five-year-old college dropout who still lived with his mom. I didn’t really have any aspirations. I spent my days killing time on the internet and working my shifts at my fancy-schmancy job sorting produce at a grocery store. When Julia moved to the large bungalow-style house across the street from us—the one that had been built by some bored and impulsive architect and had been left vacant since I was a teen because no one in our town had that kind of money—I didn’t even know who she was until Mom filled me in. I was pretty good at spying on her from that point on, mostly because circumstances made it so that it would’ve been impossible not to, since my bedroom window perfectly lined up to her own. 

Julia didn’t know this, but I’d once seen her braless. 

Just one time. It was pretty neat. Her tits were full and heavy and tear-drop-shaped and looked like they were DDs. Her nipples were swollen and as big as teats like they’d been sucked on by many lucky men over the years.

Now, those DDs were just a few feet away from me. 

I mean, I would’ve been very happy just to keep spying on her. But everything changed the day she saw me washing my mom’s car. 

Julia was out on her front porch wearing a sundress and reading a book. She had a smart-looking corgi decked out next to her, catching the morning sunlight and beaming at everyone just the way corgis do. Of course I’d been checking her out from the corner of my eye while I was tending to the car, but when she caught me looking at her she set down her book and called me over. 

“Do you know who I am?” she asked. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Hm,” she said. “And you are?”

“I’m Jasper, ma’am,” I said. “Jasper Miller.”

A bead of sweat trickled down my forehead, and I nervously brushed it away. I didn’t have much experience talking to the other sex, let alone a gorgeous cougar. 

She asked me a few more questions, and I had to tell her with a straight face that I was a college drop-out living with my mom and her boyfriend. 

She looked at me thoughtfully while her corgi sniffed at my boots.

“Have you ever wanted to get into acting?” she asked.

“Acting?”

The question threw me off guard at first. Like I said, I’d never really had anything in my life I was truly passionate about, let alone dreams of becoming famous. I’d trudged through life so far without a lot of luck by my side and my mom kept rubbing in my face that I had no career and I was destined to live with her forever. She was right. My friends all had great jobs and pretty girlfriends…while I was broke and had no one. Time was slipping like sand through my fingers and I was drifting further and further away from who a twenty-five-year-old guy was supposed to be. 

“Look up at my eyes, boy,” Julia said suddenly. “And answer the question.”

My eyes snapped up and heat pooled into both my cheeks. I didn’t even know I’d been absent-mindedly staring at her breasts.  

“Yes, ma’am,” I lied. “I’ve thought about acting. Since I was a baby. My mom put me in a couple of baby commercials by the time I was teething.”

She arched a perfectly lined eyebrow up at me. She seemed surprised at what I’d just said—none of which was true, of course.

“You should know I work as a scout. Did you know that, Jasper?” she said. 

I shook my head, not quite sure what she was getting at. 

She gave me an infectious smile. “I’m actually seeing a producer for dinner tomorrow and I’d like you to come along,” she said. “Though you’ll have to wear something better than that grimy shirt and those dirty boots.” 

She told me to wait on the porch and she went inside her house. Several minutes later, she came out and handed me a folder. My heart pounded as I opened up the folder. It contained a short script, printed neatly in that standard screenwriting font. Julia told me to memorize them and come to the restaurant at seven.

“You’re lucky she’s giving you the opportunity,” my mom said when I hurried back to the house and told her the news. She took a drag from her cigarette and tossed her head at me. “Don’t fuck this one up.”

I wasn’t planning to fuck it up, though I still wasn’t sure exactly what someone like Julia had seen in me. 

Now, with her sitting right there in front of me, still patiently talking to the nosy waiter, I couldn’t believe she was giving me a lifeline. I had it all planned out in my mind. I was going to bag this audition and I was going to be a rising star, and I’d impress all the execs so much that they’d send me off to Hollywood. Julia Glendower would be my secret lover, and my mom would be one proud mom. 

Once the waiter left, Julia went over my lines with me.

“How could you do this to me, Sienna?” I spoke in a hushed voice because I was really self-conscious. “How dare you, uh, cheat on me?”

“Because cheating was the only way I could bring the passion out of you,” Julia said, her lashes flashing at me through her sizzling gaze. 

As we did the scene snippet over and over again, I got lost in time. Julia had a way of making you feel emotions you never knew you were capable of feeling. I felt angst, longing, and the ache of having a girlfriend betray you even though I’d been single my whole life. I felt like I was sucked into a universe where we were no longer even acting and I was normal.  

Her pull was so powerful it took me a while to realize that she was slipping closer and closer to me through the curved seat. 

Our arms finally touched. 

My breath hitched. 

She took my hand and placed it on her lap. Her hand was full of soft lines and I wanted to curl my fingers around hers and feel her gentle, feminine warmth.

“Uh?” Was this part of the scene? I was so lost I didn’t even know what to say. 

I didn’t recall a seduction scene in the script she’d given me…

Julia looked so calm, though. So calm even as she was steadily pushing my hand lower down her dress.

I gulped and quickly whipped my head around to check if anyone had caught the move. Surprisingly, everyone seemed to be enjoying their meals, and no one was giving me the stink-eye. I tried to catch Julia’s gaze but she didn’t even look at me. With her poker face on, she was just casually inspecting her drink. Then she took a long sip. 

Is this really happening?

When my fingers grazed her bare skin, I almost squealed. She wasn’t wearing any pantyhose. Didn’t women her age wear pantyhose? She was a cougar, alright. The skin of her thigh was so soft. Like…butter. Whipped butter. I’d never touched a woman like this. 

Every touch was like a lightning strike to my chest.

I watched as Julia smiled at no one in particular as she finally thrust my hand between her legs. 


CHAPTER 2

Fuck me. She isn’t wearing panties!

My fingers combed through her lower lips. She had a little peach fuzz going on and it was very nice to the touch. A horny cougar’s pussy. There was so much to explore. 

Julia let go of my hand and cupped the stem of her martini glass. Her thighs parted until her knee rested on my dress pants. She wants more. Taking a deep breath, I gently preened her pussy lips apart and slithered my fingers into what lay beneath. Folds upon folds, and nestled at the top was the wet, ripe nub of her clit. I started massaging there with my middle finger, hoping I had on a poker face that was half as good as hers. 

Between my own legs, I had what was probably the biggest erection of my life. 

The diners to the left of us dropped a fork to the ground with a clatter. The woman, who looked about in her 30s, dipped down to search for it. When she didn’t rise back up, I knew she could probably see the surprise party going on underneath our tablecloth. 

Reluctantly, I took my hand out of Julia’s pussy lips. 

The woman shot me a dirty look and muttered something to her husband.

“Don’t be shy,” Julia whispered. Her voice was soft yet stern at the same time. She still didn’t look at me. She was glaring at the woman, as if daring her to say something. 

Did she like this? The thrill of doing it in public?

Possibly getting me in trouble?

Shivering, I plunged my fingers back in again. I traced her linings from top to bottom before paying attention to her nub once more. She was getting really wet. I could feel her body temperature rising, her pleasure swelling, and all my thoughts slowed down, becoming sludge in my head.

Julia clamped her thighs around my fingers, enclosing them in her wetness. She pressed herself against me and almost instantly my fingertips were soaked. She brought her glass to her lips and kissed the rim, wiping her fresh lipstick on there to leave a kiss print. 

God, what I would do to have those lips on mine! 

I pleasured her with my fingers, picking up speed. I wanted to make her cum more than anything, but the truth was I had no idea what I was doing. I was just copying stuff I’d seen in porn. But could she tell? I suddenly felt completely inadequate. How could I have even thought that I could make an accomplished actress cum? I was a nobody. 

To my shock, my cock hardened. I wasn’t sure why. I was ready to blow my load at the thought of disappointing Julia…how fucked up was that? Why? I could just imagine her being pissed off at me, and she’d vow never to talk to me again. 

No. I couldn’t let that happen. 

“Get down there,” she said. 

I froze. Wait. She wanted me to get down under the table?

That could only mean one thing.

My stiff cock groaned with longing. 

I quickly snuck a glance at our surroundings, and once I decided the coast was clear, I wriggled myself through the space between the table and our leather seat.  

In the darkness, I stuck my tongue out and began tasting Julia’s cunt. I felt her buckle and she pressed her thighs around my head like she wanted to squish my neck, resting her feet on my back. I used my hand to pry her lips open and nibbled at her clitoris before sucking on it gently like it was a nipple. If someone were to drop something again they’d catch me for sure, and how fucking dirty would they think I was to have my tongue all over the private parts of a woman who was thirty years my senior? The thought excited me a little too much…

Here it was, my first sexual experience with a woman and I was loving it. There was something so primal about her mature scent, making both my mind and my body move to please.

She was a Goddess…

In a bold move, I dragged Julia’s hips further down and propped her butt slightly up so I could get access to her tempting cougar butthole. Her smell and taste down there quickly began overpowering me. I stuck my tongue inside her hole and felt her clench, a sexy moan escaping her lips. The Goddess was on the cusp of an orgasm. 

Any minute now…

“Julia!” a man boomed from behind me. “Looking as lovely as always!”

I gasped and almost knocked my head on the underside of the table. Julia gave me a kick to push me away. Then her legs were gone. I could hear what sounded like air kisses being exchanged, and then her legs reappeared. 

“It looks like our young man is a little late,” she said. “Disappointing.” 

“Are you sure about him then?”

There was a pause. “That remains to be seen. Obviously.”

“You should school him about first impressions,” he said, chuckling. 

Sweating, I pulled my knees up to my chest and crouched toward the middle of the table so I wouldn’t accidentally get kicked by Julia’s conversing friend. The taste of her pussy and ass was still on my lips. 

Crap. What the fuck do I do?

Someone came to the table, their dress shoes tip-tapping on the tiled floor. A waiter. “Could I get you anything from the bar, sir?”

“Bring me a double scotch, please. On the rocks.” There was a pause. “Would you direct me to the restroom?” 

“Certainly, sir,” the waiter said. “Please follow me.”

I waited until their legs disappeared and then I scrambled out, giving Julia a sheepish grin while brushing away the web of dust that had stuck to my suit.

She smiled back at me like she didn’t almost just get me in trouble. Like I hadn’t—just seconds earlier—furiously eaten her booty.

She likes putting me in danger, I thought. 

We sat in awkward silence until the man—he had to be Terry—returned. He was about as well-dressed as I’d expected and he towered over me as I shook his hand.

“So this is Jasper,” he said, giving me the once-over. 

“Pleased to meet you, mister…uh…mister…”

“Mr. Burke,” he said. His voice seemed to rumble from his chest as he spoke. “So I’m assuming Jules told you about me. I’m a filmmaker and producer, and I’ve personally worked with her on about a dozen productions. What makes you think you can work alongside an icon like Jules?”

Julia cast me a curious look.

“I’m not sure I can, but I’d like to give it my best shot, Mr. Burke, and I’ve watched all her movies,” I said. “You could say I’m a huge fan.” 

The lie had vomited out of me faster than I could stop myself. 

“Oh? What would you say is your favorite?” he asked.

“Uh…Felicity’s Fate, Mr. Burke,” I blubbered. I only knew that one because mom wouldn’t stop shutting up about it. “I’ve watched it since I was a baby.”

That seemed to impress him. The waiter came by again and we ordered off the menu. To play it safe, I ordered the same thing Julia wanted: creamed lobster with a side of asparagus and potatoes. By the time the food came, I couldn’t help but feel like a fish out of water. Julia and Terry were so good-looking and exuded status and all this greatness and then there was just…me. 

“He has soft features,” Mr. Burke said out of the blue. 

Soft features? What did he mean by that?

“He does,” Julia said. “I’m sure he’ll look even smaller on the screen. Don’t you?”

“I believe so,” he said. 

They were both talking like I wasn’t even there. 

“But why don’t we test it out?” Mr. Burke added. “I’ve got the goods right here.” He patted something to his right then produced a leather tote, which he handed to me. 

Julia clapped her hands, and her tits clapped right along too. “Great,” she said, then she turned to me. “We’d like you to change into the dress and heels we’ve got in there. We really need to get an idea on how we can market your look.”

I blinked. “A dress? Heels?” I asked. “Like…girl’s clothes?”

“That’s right, Jasper,” Julia said. She was keeping her face very still. “It’s part of our audition tonight.” She flipped toward me, resting her eyes on mine. Those steamy, hypnotizing blue eyes. “Look, I’ll be blunt. You don’t have to do it just because we say so. But if you’re truly interested in this role, I’d suggest you think before you act. I don’t want just anybody. I want someone who’s truly committed and isn’t afraid to show it.”

“The restrooms are right at the end of the corridor there,” Mr. Burke said helpfully, pointing to the end of the dining hall.  

I swallowed. My throat was suddenly as dry as dust. I mean, it was definitely a weird request. If they wanted me to play a woman, I most definitely wasn’t going to agree to it. I was already enough of a loser without having people find out I got cast in a huge movie…only to play a girl. 

You couldn’t pay me a million dollars to live through that kind of humiliation. 

But I couldn’t back out just right now, either. Not only would Mom be royally pissed off at me, I’d lose all potential chances of having my tongue roam inside Julia Glendower’s very playful kitty again.

I could always back out later, right? Right. 

I decided to play along. 

I smiled politely at both of them, then got up and walked in the direction of the restroom, swinging the tote over my shoulder.  


CHAPTER 3

It was a blue off-shoulder dress. When I ran my fingers through the fabric, I knew that it was probably a designer dress. I’d never seen something like this before, much less touched it. As far as I was concerned, a woman’s world was an alien world to me, and women’s clothing and fashion was a very strange alien language. 

I tried to figure out all the parts of the dress first. The bottom was poofy and the bust had an elegant bow, and there were diamond-shaped cut-outs trailing down on either side. I guessed that was where the hips were supposed to be. Along with the dress, there was a pair of midnight-blue strappy heels. The heels were in the shape of blocks and were about three inches long. 

But that wasn’t all that was in the tote.

My face scrunched up in disgust as I pulled out the final item in the bag. 

A thin blue g-string.

No. Fucking. Way. 

Heart pounding, I threw the garments back inside the tote and zipped it back up. I wasn’t sure what kind of game they were playing with me, but I wasn’t going to humiliate myself by wearing a dress and a thong in public. 

I busted out of the restroom, and began my walk back to the table. 

Julia and Terry were both laughing and enjoying dinner. Julia was looking like a dream, her seductive bustline on display and her fiery eyes sparkling. My cock tingled as I remembered her scent and the feel of her pussy folds in my mouth.   

Did I really want to disappoint her? Possibly piss her off? Ruin my chances of eventually losing my virginity with someone so damn sexy?

Just because you wear a dress doesn’t mean you have to agree to anything else, I thought. Really. It’s no big deal. You’ll never see anyone else in this restaurant again anyway.

“I’m not wearing a g-string,” I muttered as I slacked my way back to the restroom. “No one’s gonna know anyway.”

Opening up the tote, I laid out the dress on top of the marble sink counters. I had to be quick in case anyone else came in and saw the weird guy in a designer dress in the restroom and reported him to security. 

Placing the dress in a heaping loop on the floor, I stepped into it and wriggled it up my body, then did a few jumps in front of the mirror to zip up the back. 

Digging into the bag once more, I held the g-string in my hand and shook my head. 

I threw it back inside and picked up the heels. I scooped myself into them and instantly saw they were too big. How could a pair of heels be that big on me? Was I that small? 

I sighed and walked to the large walled mirror that was flanked by potted plants. Of course I looked like a complete idiot. Why was I even doing this?

Pussy. 

Oh.

I sighed again and went back to examining my reflection. That was when something dawned on me. 

The design of the blue dress was apparently very deliberate. 

The g-string was supposed to be seen through the cut-outs. 

Fuck. 

My plaid boxers were peeking through them, looking ghastly against the soft blue of the dress. So either I was going to have to wear the panties, or go commando. Either way, Julia and Terry were going to know. 

Somehow, going out in public with my balls free and swinging seemed like a worse option than wearing a g-string. 

Biting my lip, I removed my boxers and brought the g-string up my thighs. It had just enough surface area at the front to cover the entirety of my privates, but it was tight enough that I could feel the tension of the string in between my ass cheeks. 

I bowed my head and walked back out to our table. I didn’t have to look up to know that everyone was staring at me. A waiter almost bumped into me with a tray full of food, and I let out a small scream as I almost lost my balance. But the waiter kept apologizing and helped me put the heels back on again. 

My face was practically on fire by the time I reached the table.

“Oh look, he’s smaller than I thought,” Terry said, surveying me with keen eyes.

“He’s red all over,” Julia said, her lashes sweeping as she took me in. “He’s so shy. But then again, isn’t that what we wanted? Wouldn’t that make it more authentic?”

“I’d take authenticity over subpar acting any day,” Terry agreed. He smiled at me, and his eyes raked through the cut-outs that showcased the side strings of the thong. His eyes widened. Julia’s gaze followed his, and she licked her lips.

“Please, sit down, Jasper,” she said.

“Uh,” I muttered, slipping down into the leather seat. 

“I think this little exercise has confirmed my initial suspicions,” she said. “You look very sexy in women’s clothing.”

Sexy? I blushed hard. No one had ever called me that before. 

“What about his voice?” Terry interrupted. 

Julia waved the question away with her manicured hand. “I’ve already tested that out. He’s got a naturally high voice for his age, which means he shouldn’t have any trouble. He’s got a sort of melodic quality to it as well, which should translate well on the screen.”

I swallowed. They were talking in riddles! Why were they so interested in making me into a woman? There was no way I was going to star in a screen wearing women’s clothing, that was for sure. 

I’d had enough of this. “Mrs. Glendower,” I said, clearing my throat while I spoke to make sure it didn’t sound as high as they thought I did. “Could I ask about the role?”

“Of course you can,” she said. “Terry, why don’t you explain the whole thing to Jasper?”

“You can think of this as Jules’s passion project,” Terry said. “It’s been a few years in the works, actually, since she retired. Jules is ready to have an audience again. It’s just that she’s been waiting for the right person to come along.”

“Mrs. Glendower, you’ll be acting again?” I asked, confused but also amazed as fuck. 

“Something like that,” she said lightly. “And if you’re wondering about whether you’ll be playing the role of a woman, no, Jasper, you won’t. Though I know that even if that was needed, you wouldn’t refuse, would you? I know you’d do anything for me.” She smiled sexily.

I looked at her. All of my previous reluctance melted away. 

I really wanted to please her. 

“Jasper, we’ll be doing a preliminary test shoot at my cottage which is a two-hour drive from here. It’ll just be you and me though. You’ll learn more about the role then, and I’ll see if you’re truly ready to take it on.” She leaned forward and her palm grazed my thigh through the slit of my dress. She looked down at my body and I shivered. Why was she looking at me like I was a hot piece of meat? 

“But I want to make one thing very clear,” she continued. “I don’t want just anyone. You have to give all of yourself to this role. If you’re not prepared to do that, I’d like you to get the fuck off this table right now.”

I froze. Seeing the anger flash in her eyes had fired something in me. It was so sexy. 

Julia and me in a cottage alone?

I admit. At that moment I acted more with my dick than with my brain.

“You won’t be disappointed, Mrs. Glendower,” I said.

She leaned back and lifted her hand away from my thigh. I wanted to scream and tell her to touch me again. It was like I was under a spell, and I didn’t give a damn about myself. She could’ve told me to get down on my knees and bark like a dog and I would’ve done it. 

“Now, I’ll be off to an event in the morning,” she said with a satisfied smile. “But I’ll be at the cottage soon after it’s done. Let me give you the address.”

I typed the address into my phone and then she handed me a key from her handbag.

“That’ll get you in,” she said. 

“I’ll be there,” I said, fingering the key and smiling like an obedient puppy.


CHAPTER 4

Julia’s ‘cottage’ turned out to be more like a mansion set just minutes away from the beach. I arrived there early. The sun was still rising into the sky and it was dead quiet, with a nice, warm breeze heading toward the cottage from the waters. I’d taken my mom’s car, which she’d let me borrow as soon as the words ‘test shoot’ had come out of my mouth. It had all sounded so glamorous to her, though I’d conveniently left out the part where I’d been asked to wear a woman’s dress and a g-string for the audition. Oh, and the part where I’d serviced Julia under the restaurant table. I left that part out too.

I hadn’t given them a definite ‘yes’ for the role, and I knew I didn’t have to say ‘yes’ either. I was just going to take what I could get today and then I could tell my mom I didn’t make it. I mean, I could take up acting by myself after this, couldn’t I?

Inside, the cottage was just about as nice as I’d expected. Spacious and immaculate. I’d never actually been to such a nice house in my life. Julia had been sweet to trust me with the key. 

I ambled through the house. I counted six bedrooms and the dining area had a twelve-seater. The living space had a real fireplace and a 77-inch OLED TV. I rounded back and headed to what I’d pegged to be the master bedroom. It was so clean it was hard to believe anyone had slept there, ever. The walk-in closet was full of dresses—expensive ones with fluttery sleeves and ruffles and fur. I’d worn one of these yesterday. 

Heck, I’d worn a g-string. 

For Julia.

Even though I wanted to throw up at the memory, my face was quickly becoming red-hot. The way she’d looked at me like she wanted to eat me had been so titillating. I just hoped I could see that part of her again today. 

I found myself gravitating toward a chest of drawers in the closet. I opened each drawer one by one, and was disappointed to see they held some pretty boring items: jewelry sets, boxes of makeup, and more jewelry.  Except for the bottom one. That one was locked. 

I calmly walked back out to the room. I had plenty of time to figure this out. 

Fifteen minutes later, I held another small key in my hand. I’d found it right underneath a figurine on the nightstand. 

I fitted it in through the hole of the drawer and it clicked instantly.

Bingo. 

I wasn’t sure what I’d expected to see in there. But it definitely wasn’t a cougar’s massive dildo collection. 

It looked like it belonged to a damn museum.

I picked one up and ran a fingertip across the shaft. It was dark chocolate brown with veins criss-crossing through it and had a pair of giant balls. I was already rock hard. Just imagining that huge brown helmet head plunging into Julia’s wet pussy. 

Without thinking, I put the dildo into my mouth. The plan wasn’t to suck a cock. It was to taste her pussy again. And in that second, I believed I could taste her. 

“Oh fuck, Juliahhh…” I moaned, cupping my growing cock as I furiously pumped the dildo in and out of my mouth. “Will you let me fuck you? Just like this? Oh yes, I can eat your fat sexy pussy first. Mmm. You’re fucking delicious, Julia…”

The sound of a car engine shot through the house. I let out a startled cry and wiped down the dildo on my jeans then threw it back into the drawer. I couldn’t get caught like this. Not when Julia trusted me so fucking much. 

I locked the drawer, closed the door as quietly as I could and rushed downstairs just in time to see a taxi sliding off down the road.

Julia stood on the paved stone adjusting her gold-rimmed sunglasses, an enormous handbag looped through her arm. She was wearing a tight cotton dress that went down to her knees, her gorgeous neckline and DD cups illuminated by some very colorful embroidery. 

“When did you get here?” she asked.

“About an hour ago,” I said, trying not to pant. 

She handed me her bag. “Hmm. That’s a long time to sit around doing nothing, Jasper. What did you do?”

I froze. The smell of my own saliva as I drooled over her dildo was still fresh on my mind. “I…nothing. Just played on my phone.”

“I see,” she said. She took off her glasses and her eyes scowled in disapproval when she looked at me. “You look ridiculous. Let’s change you into something a little more fitting.”

We went back upstairs again. I couldn’t help but admire her silhouette and the contour of her ass as she gracefully walked up those steps in that tiny dress. When we reached her bedroom, I looked around stealthily like it was the first time I’d ever seen the room. My heart was skipping and fluttering when it dawned on me that Julia and I were now alone in her room with that plush queen size bed calling to us. I wanted so badly to make a move on her, but my cowardly virgin side wasn’t about to let me have that freedom. I was too scared to fuck it up. 

So I waited, letting her take the reins. 

Julia waltzed into her closet and hummed while she raked her hands through her clothes. She skipped all the dazzling gowns and evening dresses and stopped at what looked like her nightwear collection. Her eyes lit up. 

Oh no. 

She took out a nightdress. The top was black and pretty much a bra. The bottom was red, although dangerously see-through, and flared out like a short skirt. It was something I would’ve expected my future wife to wear on our honeymoon or something. 

Speechless, I just stared at the dress and then down at my old jeans and T-shirt. Then I locked eyes with her.

Julia shrugged and tossed away the wooden hanger. “I’m a lady of dignity, Jasper. I don’t have men stay over here,” she said crossly. “Did you expect me to have men’s clothes just lying around? At least this is much better than the crummy outfit you’ve got on.” She went through one of her drawers and pulled out a pair of red lacy panties. “This babydoll nightie is slightly transparent though so here’s something for you to wear underneath. I don’t want to see your goods. Not yet, anyway.”

I kept staring at her.

She stared back back at me, a very deliberate smile creeping up her face. Then she pointed to the door on our left. 

“The bathroom’s in there,” she said flatly. 

Pussy, I thought. You’re doing this for pussy.

I went to the bathroom and locked myself in there, and put on the nightgown-lingerie thing. I was practically naked, and that’s exactly what it felt like since the nightie barely weighed anything. Seeing my protruding cock underneath the flared red bottom was pretty jarring. I quickly put on the panties, trying to avoid how nice the lace felt on my skin. Women didn’t wear clothes, I realized. They wore clouds. 

Keeping my line of vision straight so I could avoid looking into the mirror, I walked out of the bathroom. 

Julia didn’t even bat an eye. She let out a soft yawn. “My event was a little hectic. I need a hot bath first.” She grabbed a towel off the shelf in the bathroom and turned her back to me. “Will you unzip me?”

All the blood in my body rushed to my heart. I took a couple trembling steps forward and pulled at the zipper, gently bringing it down. Her back looked so soft and flawless and she had two dimples at the top that I thought was adorable. As more and more of her body revealed itself to me, I’d stopped breathing. The curve of her waist and the wider part of her hips was so sensual. So womanly.

I stepped back reluctantly when I was done with the zipper. 

Tossing her head behind at me with a dreamy smile, she kept her back to me as she shrugged the dress off her body. It fell to her feet. With a quick push and pull, she sprung open the hooks of her bra, letting it drop to the floor. Her fingers trailed down and hovered right above the waistline of her panties.

Then she…she completely undressed. 


CHAPTER 5

“Earth to Jasper! Have you never seen a woman’s body before?”

Julia had turned around and was snapping her fingers, registering my reaction with a smirk on her face. Her braless breasts rocked unabashedly in front of me, her nipples as hard as pebbles.

I was mesmerized by her nudity. I bit my lip, wondering whether I should be honest about the fact that I was a 25-year-old virgin. That I’d never even seen a naked woman before. Not in person. 

Julia laughed and skipped to her vanity, her big breasts bouncing. She sat down and began brushing her hair. I bathed myself in her frontal view, my pole swelling underneath my panties. I’d forgotten I was even wearing a babydoll nightie, and at that moment I didn’t even care. I was so happy that Julia was letting me appreciate the most sacred parts of her. 

Seeing a woman in the flesh was a totally different experience from seeing them in porn. Like, I could see that Julia’s tits were natural because they hung a little low and the nipples pointed down, though they definitely didn’t look like they belonged to an almost sixty-year-old. I could see her areolas were dotted with knots and had an entire valley of texture. Her stomach had a small pooch that padded out adorably as she sat.

I could see every scar, every roll, every imperfection on her, and somehow that was a thousand times more satisfying.

Julia set aside her hairbrush and gave me a sexy pout. I knew she was enjoying me watching her.

Enjoying the power she had over me.

“Seeing my négligée on you is very exciting.” Her voice had suddenly gone all raspy. “I don’t think I’ll be able to stop myself from touching you.” 

She stood up and bounced toward me. I kept my eyes on her beautiful maternal breasts. “I know you’re attracted to me, Jasper. You really enjoyed tasting me yesterday, didn’t you?” She laughed and then her hand was on my stomach. Her touch heated my sheer nightie and my poor cock flinched. “How weird! I’ve had all kinds of men throw themselves at me. Very successful men. I even had a fan who was a prince from Dubai offer to pay me a million dollars to spend the night with him. He was so handsome. But I rejected him, Jasper. I turned everyone away because they just weren’t doing it for me anymore.”

My breath hitched. Because her hand was trailing down to my bulge. My big, blossoming panty bulge. 

“Why so silent, Jasper?” she whispered. “Come on, it’s just us in here. We can afford to get a little loose.”

“I’m a virgin, Mrs. Glendower.”

The truth had just blurted out. I hadn’t been planning to be honest with her at all. But my body apparently had other ideas. It wanted to be vulnerable with her, to bare my real self even though it could take a bite out of my dignity.

Julia’s hand retreated like she was in shock. “I would’ve never guessed you were a virgin,” she said. “Well, that puts things into perspective, doesn’t it? No wonder you looked like I’d electrocuted you when I asked you to undress me…”

I gave her a shy smile. 

I was desperate for her to make another move.

Her hands landed on my stomach again. Touching all over. My stomach, waist, the side of my hips. Exploring my feminized body. She sighed as she lifted up the nightie and inspected my bulge. “I love seeing cocks in panties. Something about it is so exciting, you know?” she said. “So taboo. So intimate. A man wouldn’t want to be in panties for any woman. He needs a really special woman to bring out his feminine side. Like me. Wouldn’t you agree, baby, that your cock looks pretty in those red hot panties?”

I murmured some gibberish because my brain was fried. I looked down to see she had cupped my cock through the fabric and was slowly starting to massage it.

I was dripping pre-cum. I wanted to moan out loud but I couldn’t. Was there anything nicer than a sexy woman massaging your privates? No. No, there wasn’t. I was in heaven and hell at the same time, scared shitless but also unspeakably aroused, so aroused I could feel my inhibitions drifting away from me…

“I’m so glad you told me you were a virgin,” Julia murmured and I blushed harder.

And then it happened.

She stopped her massage and I looked down. At the huge wet spot of cum. 

I wrenched myself away in horror. I was fucking embarrassed. 

“Oh baby,” she said, biting her lip. “Are you horny for my mature pussy? Are you ready for me to take your virginity? All while you’re dressed in women’s clothes? Like my perfect little sissy?” She started caressing my cock a little harder. 

“You’re so hot, Mrs. Glendower,” I said, and then I gasped as she brought out my cock. She rubbed the cock onto the fabric and then onto her naked body.

A strange feeling came over me. There were these weird pangs in my chest and my heart was feeling really heavy. Was I having a heart attack? That couldn’t be right. I looked at Julia and suddenly everything became clearer. I might have passed out but I wanted to stay strong for her. 

I groaned as she rubbed my cock all over her pooch.

I reached out to jerk myself off.

“Don’t touch yourself,” she said sharply. “You’ll only do what I tell you to do from now on, understand?”

Helpless, I nodded. 

Julia fell back on the bed and widened her thighs. 

Her slit was glorious. So wet…so inviting…

She called to me with a finger. 

My heartbeat spiked up. My nerves were all over the place. 

I swallowed, looking down at my tiny bra top and the rest of the nightie that floated as I moved.

Julia’s intentions weren’t exactly pure.

But something was happening to me. 

I was falling in love with a cougar who was hell-bent on degrading me.

Fuck. This is not good. 


CHAPTER 6

I fell towards her. I wasn’t sure what to do with my hands so I just pinned my arms above her shoulders, trying not to get in her hair.

Julia took the tip of my cock and rubbed her nipples with it. She kept doing it until my cock stiffened up all over again and a trail of pre-cum stuck to each nipple. 

“Does that feel good?” she murmured. 

It felt more than good. I was just a pile of goo bending to her whims. My body was all hers. With her controlling touch, my shaft traveled along her velvet-soft breasts and rolled over the peaks of her nipples. I drew in a sharp breath, my groin tense with need. Every muscle in my body was screaming at me to fuck her now.

I tried to take my panties off while keeping my balance. 

Julia’s hand came flying and struck me on my wrist. 

“You’ll keep those on,” she said sharply. She relaxed back into the pillows and widened her thighs once more. “You like wearing the panties, Jasper?”

I knew the kind of answer she was looking for. 

“I like it, Mrs. Glendower,” I said timidly.

“There’s a camera inside the bench,” Julia said, flicking her fingers toward the edge of the bed. “Get it for me, baby.”

I slithered down the bed and opened up the ottoman. Inside, there was a Sony video camera with the strap already attached. I handed it to Julia. 

She pressed a button and the recording light came on. She signaled to me to smile.

“What do you think of my pussy, Jasper?” she asked.

My stomach was in knots. She was recording this? With my face and everything? 

“I asked you a fucking question,” she said. 

“S-sorry,” I said. This was beyond humiliating. “I think your pussy is a divine gift from heaven, Mrs. Glendower.”

Julia smiled, clearly pleased with my answer. “Would you like to fuck a 60-year-old pussy?” she asked.

“Hell yes,” I said. 

“Then tell the camera what a good little girl you are, baby,” she said in a seductive voice. 

“I’m such a good girl,” I said in this horribly squeaky feminine voice. 

“Mmm. Will you be an obedient darling who wears whatever I tell you to? Panties? A g-string like you wore the other day? A push-up bra? How about a sexy minidress that will show off your tush when you bend over?” 

“I’ll wear anything you tell me to, Mrs. Glendower.”

“Good little girl. Then why don’t you bend over and show your ass to the camera? I think you’ll look so sexy doing that.”

I knelt down and angled my butt to the cam. I knew she could see everything because the clothes were so sheer. Could she see my ass crack? 

To my horror, my cock rustled and hardened even more. I was getting horny. 

“From the back you look like a real girl, Jas. It’s mind-blowing. You’re a real girl who’d do anything to make me happy. A girl who loves to lick pussies and suck cock…”

My eyes widened. “Cock?”

She nodded. “You can’t fool me, baby. You think a place like this isn’t rigged with cameras? My closet easily holds some of the most expensive things I own. I really enjoyed the little performance you gave me on my dildo. The best part is I didn’t even have to ask! You’re such a natural.”

My blush deepened. I wanted to die.

She lowered the camera toward my groin then brought it back up to my face. “You ever wished you could deepthroat a cock? You can be honest, baby. It’s just you and me here. And the camera. Don’t worry, he has a no-judgment policy.” She laughed dryly.

“I…I’m not sure, Mrs. Glendower,” I mumbled.

“Don’t think I heard you right,” she said sharply.

“I…I guess I’ve wanted to,” I said. 

“Wanted to what?”

“Deepthroat…a dick.”

Her lips curled. She was mocking me. “Such a slutty sissy!” she said. “Take your clitty out of your pretty undies and show it to the camera. Show me how hard it is after wearing all that sexy lace.”

“Clitty?”

“Are you made of concrete, bitch?” Julia said impatiently. She waved a hand at my cock. “Come on. Use your fucking brains.”

I remembered the way she’d blown up at me last night at the restaurant. It was pretty clear Julia was used to getting what she wanted.

If only she didn’t look so sexy while she was pissed off…

I chewed on my lip as I held my erection in one hand while I placed the other on the waistline like I was posing for Playboy. My cock twitched, sending a thrill down my spine. I didn’t understand any of this. This wasn’t supposed to turn me on. All of it was making me nauseous and horny at the same time. 

“Why don’t you finish what we started yesterday?” Julia suggested, opening up her legs and bringing her knees up. “Do you think you can make me cum this time?” 

The excitement was almost too much to handle. I nodded to the camera.

“Come to Momma, baby,” she said.

I crawled toward her pussy.

I wanted to fuck her so badly. I wanted to lose my virginity with her. 

But Julia didn’t let me position my cock anywhere near her cunt. Instead, she pushed my head down so I could lick her. I dove in between her legs, tasting her with ferocious energy.

She stroked my head while I serviced her. “We’ll fuck soon, baby. Do you like Momma’s milk?”

I grunted in response. 

“Ew. Answer me properly like a girl, Jas, not a pig.”

I looked up. “I love your milk, Mrs. Glendower. I could drink it all day.”

She left me in silence again. I rolled up my tongue and started fucking her with that. God, she was wet. She was spurting out her juices, and it was impossible for me to lap it all up. The sheets were drenched.

“Does any of this seem familiar to you, Jas?”

I froze. 

“Dark Desires?” Julia prompted. “I did a sex scene just like this with a younger man. Of course, I was just about your age then.” 

I nodded. “I remember.”

I wanted to kick myself. I wish I’d never lied to her about her work in the first place. Right now, I didn’t want to lie. I wanted to be honest with her and bare my soul.

I made a mental note to check out Dark Desires once I went home.

“Do you know how sex scenes like this are done?” Julia said in between moans. “It’s actually the least sexiest thing ever. It’s just isolated body parts moving stitched together masterfully to insinuate sex. And it’s hot with all the lighting so you have to try your best to be cool. But putting on those performances would make me so horny. I’d often rub myself in my trailer once we were done with the shoot.” She stopped recording and placed the camera on the nightstand. “But this right here? This is the real thing.”

I stopped licking and lowered my gaze to her pussy. She was still spitting out a stream of her juices. I’d never seen anything like that before and I was in awe. 

Julia collected some of her juices and smeared it over her nipples, gesturing me to go back to tasting her.

“After I retired from acting, I faded away into obscurity,” she said. “It’s such a cliché thing, but it really does happen to a lot of actresses. I almost hated going out, because people always talked about my past. And ‘my prime’. Never about my plans or the future. As if I was a dead woman walking.” She rolled her eyes and then she spurted some more. I lapped all that syrup straight into my mouth. “But then Terry got in touch with me again and told me that there was still a market for me. It turns out that people like watching older women in erotic films.”

I stopped and sputtered. “You mean porn?”

“Not porn,” she said curtly. “Erotic films. There’s a difference. I told Terry I’d consider it if I could have creative direction. I’m older now, wiser, and the last thing I want to do is bend to another person’s demands. Especially another man’s demands. I was itching to create something special and that was my own. I’ve always been interested in training a sissy.” 

“A sissy?”

“A femboy, if you prefer that term,” she said. “But I don’t. I like ‘sissy girl’. That’s what you are right now.” She nodded toward me and I glanced down at myself and my cheeks went red. 

“Anyway, Terry’s already made me a website and we’ve got members signing up from all over the world,” she said, her blue eyes sparkling with excitement. “We’ve already got a few hundred subscribers, and Terry’s projecting it’ll be in the thousands before I even release my first video. The membership price is pretty steep, but this isn’t even about the money, Jasper. I have enough money. It’s a way for me to love myself again.”

“That’s deep,” I whispered, and I fell even harder in love with her.

“I could’ve done my recruitment for the perfect sissy online,” she continued. “But I’m a bit more old-fashioned in that sense. I needed star potential. Did you know that last night when you were walking in that sexy dress for everyone in the restaurant to see, people were looking at you? You were turning heads, Jas. I can tell people will like you on camera. Plus, your shyness is sexy. These things are all important. You have to be a little relatable, but also very easy on the eyes.”

Julia’s thighs suddenly clamped around my neck and shoulders. I kept my pace and energy going. I needed her to cum.

“So, Jasper, you’ll effectively be a co-star. Just you and me. Wouldn’t you want to be naughty with me? Show everyone what a naughty sissy girl you are?”

I nodded before I went back to licking. My jaw and tongue were on fire. I was exhausted, but I needed to keep going.  

“Now, I know what you’re thinking,” she said. “Going from a virgin to an erotic film star is a big leap. But I know you can do it. I’ll be training you. Let’s see how well you’re listening to my instructions. And then I’ll make up my mind. I want to see just how much you can please. I’m about to cum, baby. Yes!” 

She cried out as she orgasmed. Her thighs and calves vibrated along my back. I held on. Kept licking, kept fucking her with my tongue. I was getting good at this.

“Tell me you need me, baby,” she said while she was still in the throes of her orgasm. 

“I need you, Mrs. Glendower!” I cried. “I need you so much right now! I love you!”

“Oh yes!” Her head fell back onto the pillow and her eyes fluttered shut, her breathing easing down. She only took a second to reboot, though I waited patiently. I’d done it. Though I’d practically drowned in juices, I’d made my woman cum.  

“Mrs. Glendower? May I fuck you now?” I asked politely. 

Julia’s eyes flew open. She grasped my little pecker, which was hot and hard and throbbing. She gave me a delicious stare as she swiped the fresh wetness off my tip and held it up for me to see. Then she pushed her finger to my lips. 

Reluctantly, I sucked on her finger. 

I wasn’t sure I liked the taste.

“You loved that, didn’t you?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I murmured, gearing myself to fuck her wet cunt. 

“Alright, Jas, why don’t you start by fucking me nice and slow,” she said. “And have your panties around your legs. It’s important for me to see those panties.”

Shivering with excitement, I gathered myself and scooted toward her. This was my moment. 

After twenty-five long years, it was finally about to happen. The days I’d spent cooped up in bed, wondering, fantasizing, dreaming about how it would go. How lucky was I to have a beautiful, experienced woman to guide me for my first time?

And it was everything I dreamed of and more. 

Her fragrant pussy opened up just for me. I could feel it tighten and throb around me, and I was so happy that she was letting me experience the parts of her I couldn’t even see, just feel. Julia sighed as I fucked her again and again, a little clumsily at first, but then gaining confidence in my motions and rhythm. She sighed and moaned and lifted her arms around her head. Her plump breasts swung up and down violently each time I thrust into her.

“Do you feel your panties around your legs, baby?” she asked. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I grunted.

“Fuck me as hard as you can,” she said. “And don’t even think about stopping until I tell you to.”

I fucked her as hard as I could. My ass clenched hard as I jerked into her depths again and again, sweat pouring down my face. Julia reached out and cupped my bra top and fingered the lace lining of my panties, her moans getting louder and more desperate each time. It was obvious that my feminine appearance was the thing that excited her, maybe even more than my fucking.

But I didn’t care. I wanted so badly for her to tell me I was a good lover.

After a while my legs turned into jelly, and my iron dick was close to erupting when she stopped me. She turned around and shimmied her delicious ass for me. Then she let me have her doggy-style. 

My insides lurched with need as I pummeled into her plush depths from behind. This was too good…

I moaned as I finally let go. The release was mind-blowing. Load after load, emptying my big twitchy balls into her hot babymaking recesses.

I felt Julia tense. Then she wriggled forward, letting my cock slip out of her, and turned back around. 

“Did I tell you to cum inside me?”

My cheeks turned pink. “No, Mrs. Glendower.” 

“I thought so. Then why’d you do it?”

“It felt too good, Mrs. Glendower,” I said honestly. 

“Did it feel good, bitch?” 

I recoiled at the insult. There was a pit at the bottom of my stomach. This wasn’t what I’d wanted at all. 

“Suck all of that nasty sissy milk out of me right now,” Julia said. She grabbed me by the ear and pushed me between her legs. 

I drank it all up. I hated the taste and I hated myself. I’d fucked up our dreamy lovemaking session by having to slurp my own cum. 

“You’re horrible,” Julia said, her hand smoothing my hair as she watched me lose all my pride and ego. “Just horrible. You’ll never please a woman. Not like this. You should be thankful you’re a sissy. Just good at sucking and swallowing.”

When I emerged out of the darkness, my face was sticky with body fluids, sweat, and…tears. 

Julia saw me crying and I could see it had triggered something in her. She called me onto her lap and nestled my head in the crook of her soft, warm arm. 

“Suck on Momma’s tits, baby,” she said in a hushed whisper. “Then you’ll feel better.”

She cooed and hugged me as I suckled on the tender skin of her breast and the tough nubs of her nips. I kept crying, but then I really did begin to feel better. Wrapped in the warm cocoon of Julia’s body, her breasts squished into me, I felt safe. 

When she finally let me go, she looked at me long and hard. I was a mess.

“You know what?” she said softly. “This won’t do. You’re not turning me on anymore. I think we need to freshen you up a bit.”


CHAPTER 7

Fuck. 

Julia had that look again. Like she wanted to eat me for dinner.

She pushed me out of the bed and into her bathroom. There was a bathtub overlooking a giant window. Sunlight was streaming through it and onto the pristine white tiles, reminding me it was still only noon. 

“Right. I need you naked,” Julia said. 

I felt cold and numb as she stripped everything off me. I was scared again. Lost. I didn’t know what the hell she’d got planned for me. I’d lost my virginity not more than five minutes ago and my whole world had opened up, but now all I could feel was shame. 

I’d let her down.

“What are you waiting for, slut?” Julia said, motioning to the tub. “You know, if you’d rather not do this, I’ll let you go. I can easily find someone else who’s completely devoted to me.”

I rushed to the tub and sat down. She filled it to the rim and I almost moaned as the water hugged me like a blanket. She dropped a bath bomb into the water which turned it bright pink.

“Wash your face,” she ordered, handing me a washcloth. “Get all that nasty gunk off.”

I dipped the washcloth into the sudsy water and rubbed it over my face until it was clean. Then she gave me a razor and a bottle of shaving cream. 

“Do you know what this is?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I said hesitantly. “It’s a razor.”

“Well, don’t just sit there looking like an imbecile,” she said. “Use it. Do your arms first.”

“But…” I said sheepishly. I was prepared to do all kinds of kinky stuff in the privacy of her cottage. But shaving? I couldn’t help but think what my mom would say if I went home all plucked and hairless. And what about Russell, her boyfriend? He already teased me a lot. 

“Go on, girl, we don’t have all day!” Julia said firmly. She put on a fluffy robe and sat down on the tiled bench across from the tub. I think she was just a little cold because apart from her arms she didn’t bother wrapping the robe around her body. Her tits and her stomach pooch still looked so fucking hot to me. 

That, and the fact that she looked just about ready to kill me now.

I nervously slathered on the shaving cream and slid the razor across my arm. With a good dunk in the water my arm became unnervingly hairless. Julia instructed me to shave my other arm before proceeding to my legs, my pits, arms, and my stomach. The whole time I felt like I was making a big mistake…until she told me to stand up and shave my cock and balls right in front of her. That was when I started getting horny again. Maybe it was the fact that Julia was staring at my privates, watching me steadily remove clumps of my pubic hair. Maybe it was the fact that I was doing something so taboo to my body. 

Julia didn’t comment on my boner as I shaved. She just watched me silently. Like a tigress hiding in the grass, waiting for the perfect moment to pounce. 

Before I knew it, though, I was done. I’d never felt so…naked. So girly.

And I hated how much it was turning me on.

“Out,” Julia barked.

I got out of the tub and she asked me to towel off while she went and got me some clothes. She returned with layers and layers of clothing piled high on her arms. She made me put on a pink bra and stuffed the cups with stockings so I actually looked like I had a cleavage. Then she slithered on a hot pink thong up my legs. After that, she hooked on a corset, which she pulled in so tight I could hardly breathe. Apparently that was to create a waist. Finally, she slipped on a pink bandage dress over my head and arms and zipped up the back. 

And surprise, surprise…this dress was sheer too, so you could see all the undergarments I had on. 

“Wow,” Julia said. “You’re prettier than I expected. Do you feel like a girl yet?”

I blushed. I felt so desired yet worthless at the same time. I wasn’t a twenty-five-year-old man anymore. I was a shy, young, helpless girl. 

Julia groped my breasts and snickered. “My my, what big tits you have!” she said, her eyes lighting up as she touched my body all over. “Look how soft your skin is! Were you ever a man, Jasper? I don’t think so…” 

I couldn’t believe she was poking fun at my feminine frame. She was the one who’d asked me to shave. She was the one who’d done this to me. Why? I used to be a normal guy. Now I was no longer a virgin but I was getting aroused at things that definitely shouldn’t arouse me. 

Tears crept down my face again as Julia kept humiliating and shaming me. She ripped down the front of my thong and smirked. “Did you shave your whole dick off? It looks so small! At least you can be glad you’ll never fuck a woman again! What? Are you crying, baby?”

Julia peered down at my tears. I sniffled. 

“Well, that’s settled then,” she said. “Men don’t cry. You’re a girl! You like being all girly, don’t you? You like showing off to me what a sissy you are?” 

I nodded. 

“Good girl. Now wipe those tears off. We’ve got more work to do for the shoot.”

She thrust me toward the window and shoved my face into the natural light. She doused my face in makeup, slapping on powders and colors and a wine-red lipstick. Then she stuck on some huge false lashes and covered my hair with a wig cap. She pinned a shiny brown wig into place. She said that she wore it for one of her sets twenty years ago, and that I should feel honored she was allowing me to wear it. She also made me wear the same towering strappy heels I’d worn that night at the restaurant.

Once we were done, she got rid of her robe, letting her body bask in the twinkling sunlight. I found myself gravitating toward her. 

Never had I seen someone so beautiful. I lowered my eyes and saw that her shiny swollen cunt was dripping. Because of me. All I wanted to do was feel it, lick it, pleasure it, and cream her cougar pussy with my sissy seed. 

“Good thing I’m turned on again,” she said, taking me by the hand to her bed again. She spread her legs and lightly slapped her pussy like she was warming it up. It made squelching noises. “I’m just a tad sweaty and I haven’t had my bath yet. It’s a good thing I’ve got my very own personal sissy, huh? You can clean me up.”

“Can I run you a bath?” I asked shyly. 

Julia rolled her eyes. “Where’s the fun in that? You’ve got a perfectly functioning tongue, haven’t you?”

“You want me…to lick you?”

“What do you think, sissy?” she said, and whacked me hard across my butt.

I sucked in a breath and tried to ignore all the throbbing that was going on downstairs. Julia raised her arm. She giggled as I tentatively licked her underarm. Oh god, the humiliation. I was a cougar’s personal body-licker. 

I kept licking, giving my Goddess a tongue bath. I did her arms, her back, her stomach pooch, and her legs. The whole room smelled of my saliva. Whenever Julia thought I was being too slow or leaving traces of lipstick on her she slapped me across my butt cheeks or yanked on my ear. I wasn’t being slow because I didn’t want to lick her. I was slow because I was scared to do a bad job. 

“I think it’s time for you to clean my ass,” Julia announced. “How about it, Jas? Would you like to clean an old woman’s ass? You’re a whore so I think you’ll do it happily.”

“I’d love to clean your ass, Mrs. Glendower,” I said. 

“Get to it then!”

Julia spread her cheeks for me. I inhaled her scent down there. My tongue hurt and my mouth was dry after all the licking but her ass was looking scrumptious. I worked from the outside in, slobbering over her soft, plump skin until I reached the pristine valley of her crack. 

“After you clean my ass we can fuck again,” Julia said. “Wouldn’t you like that, baby? You want to fuck, don’t you, my girlie? Oh, look at you all blushing. You’re so cute when you blush like that! If you clean my ass well, I’ll make the sex extra special, okay?”

“Yes, ma’am!” I said. 

I was already so excited. My tongue landed easily on her wrinkled asshole and I tasted her, this time from the inside out. Her asshole was definitely tight as hell, and I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel to have my cock inside it. 

Could anal sex be in the cards today?

Yes, I decided. My face grew pinker at the thought. 

“God, I can cum just from you doing this.” Julia moaned, sighing happily. “Nothing better than a sissy tongue up your ass. I swear, it’s better than a cock.”

I cleaned and serviced her ass until she’d had enough. My tongue and jaw were both numb, and I think the smell of ass became permanently ingrained in my brain. 

“Now,” she said, spreading her legs on the bed again. “I think you look so girly now that you can’t fuck me.”

My face fell. 

“I’ll have to fuck you.” She gave me a knowing smile. “Don’t pout, baby. I think you were made to be fucked. To be totally honest, I don’t think you were good at fucking. Your clit is small and I could barely feel it.”

Julia swung over to my side and fixed my wig before reapplying my lipstick. “You better not cry again, girl. I don’t want your makeup ruined.”

“Yes, Mrs. Glendower,” I said in a small voice. 

“Now hike up that dress and pull down the thong,” she commanded. “Then bend over and show me your ass.”


CHAPTER 8

How could one woman hold that much power over me?

In less than two days, Julia had me wearing a daring dress, a g-string, bra and panties, a corset, a fucking wig. She’d stripped me of my masculinity. Reduced me to a freaky, kinky whore. I’d eaten my own cum and dedicated myself to licking her body clean. Now I was shaved to the bone, decked in lingerie and a tight sexy dress, baring my smooth, shaved ass for her pleasure. 

And now I was about to get fucked from the back…

There was a sudden flash and my fingers twitched on my cheeks. I was straining to keep my ass open. I turned around and gulped when I saw Julia holding the camera and taking shot after shot of my brown eye. 

“Just warming you up,” she said cheerily. “I know you like to show off for the camera, don’t you? That’s right. Maybe we can use these shots as promo material on the site. What do you think? Keep stretching those cheeks. Wow, I can tell your hole is so tiny from here. Do you think it’s tight?”

“I’m…I’m a virgin back there,” I muttered. I felt like my entire body was blushing. I thought about what my friends and Russell would say if they saw the pictures one day, and I shivered. I would die. 

I’d been so fucking stupid, thinking that today was going to be the day I’d brag to everyone about how I’d lost my virginity to a hot cougar. 

But now I’d stooped so low that it now felt impossible for me to recover. 

“Not for long,” Julia said. “How about you try and put a finger in there for me, baby?”

I was glad my face wasn’t to the camera. I took a deep breath and placed my forefinger on the rim of my asshole. Exhaling slowly, I pushed it in. Julia asked me to go in as deep as I could. 

“I’m…I’m so tight,” I croaked. 

“Tight is right, baby. Let’s bounce those ass cheeks,” Julia instructed. “Keep your finger still! Show me the slut you know you are! Let’s hear them clap!”

I twerked my booty up and down with my finger up my ass. The blood rush to my clitty was immediate. 

This is ridiculous. Why…is this turning me on so much? 

“Done,” Julia said. “I’m so inspired. Now let’s take a front shot.” 

I swiveled to the front and there she was, still unabashedly naked, her big tits flopping as she waved the camera about. I could feel myself leaking. Showing my face in that video was just about the most degrading thing she could’ve asked me to do. 

“Well don’t just stand there like a robot. Strike a pose! I want everyone to know you’re not a man. Or a woman. Just a pathetic sissy. Show everyone your slimy clitty in those slutty panties!”

I really got into it then. I couldn’t really help it—I was so turned on. I kind of propped my head to the side and did a knee pop while I showed off my shameful clit. I had no idea if it looked good. 

“And what did you just do for Jules, baby?”

I looked at the camera. “I ate your ass, ma’am.”

“And?”

“I…I ate my cum,” I said shyly.

“Say it louder for the camera, baby.”

“I ate MY OWN CUM!” And my clitty swelled even further. 

Julia laughed. “She sucked it right off me like it was her morning smoothie! Mmm. How about a cum smoothie, baby? Oh, the possibilities are endless.” She clicked off the camera, messed with the buttons a bit and said, “I just shared that with Terry. You’ve turned me on so much, my good little sissy. I guess it’s time for me to fuck you.”

My asshole puckered. 

Julia asked me to kneel on the floor and set up the camera on the nightstand. Then she bounced her way to her closet. When she returned she was sporting a flesh-colored dildo attached to a pink strap on her hips. She was also wearing heels. They clicked while she sauntered over to me. 

It felt impossible, but this was the sexiest I’d seen her yet. 

“Show me how much you worship my cock,” she said, swinging it up and down in her palm. “Give it a kiss.”

I kissed the mushroom head of Julia’s cock. 

Julia giggled. She was getting such a thrill out of embarrassing me. “Now I want you to suck it like the girly girl you are. Don’t think about it too much. Just repeat the little performance you gave me this morning, okay?”

My mind was like scrambled eggs as she pumped her cock back and forth in my mouth.

What the fuck was I doing?

I gasped as Julia thrust into me so hard I felt the dildo tip knock the back of my throat. My eyes were welling up with tears. 

Julia slapped me hard on the face, sending me whirling back. I coughed and gagged. 

“The fuck are you crying for, bitch?” she said. “I’m teaching you how to deepthroat. If you mess up your pretty face you’ll have another thing coming.”

She handed me a bottle of lube. 

“Slather it on there, nice and good,” she said.

A blob of lube landed on the dildo. I spread it all over the head and then brought it down the shaft. I was shivering all over. I knew what was about to happen. I knew what this cock was really for.

And yet, I couldn’t get myself to verbalize it. Not even to myself. 

The dildo was in my mouth again. I rocked my head back and forth, sucking on it with gusto like I’d seen a million chicks do in porn. I tried to swallow more and more of it each time I bobbed toward Julia, trying to silence my gag reflex. She kept laughing at my attempts. 

“You suck,” she said. “Literally.”

She grabbed onto my wig and kept me sucking then pushed me straight into her cock so I’d gag again. She laughed even louder.

“Get rid of the thong,” she said. “And look at the camera while you do it.”

Helplessly, I stood up and took off my thong. She snatched it away from me. The next thing I knew, she was pushing it down my mouth. 

I whimpered to the camera.  

“Can you taste yourself in there?” she said, grinning devilishly. “Your soiled little thong?”

I nodded. It was a terrible reminder I’d worn them. 

Julia made me lean over the side of the bed and splay my right leg on top of the bedspread so the camera could have a close-up view. I could feel the warmth of her body as she came close, her palm pressing into one of my ass cheeks. Then I felt the wet, slimy tip of her dildo trail up and down my crack.

Her breath hitched.

I could taste her excitement. 

The dildo pushing through my entrance was like a prick at first. Then all I could feel was this incredible, overwhelming tightness. I panicked and cried out—or tried to at least. Instead, I coughed and blubbered into the thong sitting in my mouth. My nails held onto the mattress for dear life. 

My makeup was getting ruined whether I liked it or not. 

Julia stopped penetrating me. She could hear my sniffles. “Stay still, baby,” she said. Her voice had suddenly gone soft. She was stroking my ass with her soft hands. “I know it’s your first time. The first time can be a little tough. Well, here’s a word of advice. I’m not going to lie. It’s going to hurt a little at first, but then the pleasure will take over. Soon you’ll be begging me to screw your hot little ass all day.” 

“Okay.” That’s what I tried to say, but it came out all garbled. I had a feeling she understood though, because she patted me on the back and went back to fucking me. 

She wasn’t lying about it. The penetration did hurt. Even with all the lube, it still hurt. But as she kept thrusting and the cock further invaded my back door, I began to feel the force and the friction and the wetness of it all at once, and I was amazed by how good it was all starting to feel. Like, I didn’t even know my body could produce this kind of pleasure…

I was huffing, puffing, groaning…all while Julia fucked me with the strength and energy of grizzly bear. The brown hair of my wig swayed back and forth as she pumped into me harder, harder, harder.

“Bounce that ass, baby,” Julia growled. “Bounce while I fuck your tight virgin pussy.”

My cock was growing. My balls were aching. 

I desperately wanted someone to touch me down there. 

I seized my cock with one hand and tried to jerk myself off. 

“Hands off the squirter!” Julia blasted at me. 

Her cock slid straight out of my ass.

“No!” I screamed, my voice muffled. 

Julia grabbed my chin and glared at me. “You want me to fuck you? Well you’ll have to beg for it now, sissy. How bad do you want it?”

I blubbered something.

“The camera can’t hear you,” she says. “Say you need me to fuck your tight little virgin sissy pussy.”

“I need you to fuck my tight little virgin sissy pussy,” I blurbled through the thong.

“Clap your cheeks for me,” she said. 

Saliva poured down my mouth as I clapped my cheeks in position, tears streaming down at the destruction of my dignity. She wrenched the panties out of my mouth, then bent down to drool into my own pool of saliva. 

“Drink all of that up,” she said. “Think of it as practice for your cum smoothie.”

This is so humiliating, I thought.

I lapped up the whole pool of spit.

“Open your mouth,” Julia said. “And angle it to the camera.”

When I did, she coughed up and spit straight into my mouth. I swallowed it all down like a good whore. 

She patted the top of my head. “I’ve trained you well.” 

The pleasure was almost too much to handle as she drilled into me again. Her cock stretched me to a capacity I never knew I had. I was experiencing what I could only describe as bursts of ecstasy spiking up my body. My crotch felt like it was being split in two. 

Julia fucked me even harder. 

I howled as ropes of cum ejected out of me. My entire body froze as I kept spurting, my asshole still clamped tight around the dildo. I bounced back to the dildo-head like a crazed whore, trying to screw myself in an attempt to milk every last bit of my orgasm, crying and screaming in my anguish.

“Beautiful,” Julia said. “That was just a beautiful performance. You know what to do right now, don’t you, sissy?”

I bowed down to shamefully lap up my fluids.

As soon as I was done, Julia hurried over and stopped the recording. She removed the harness and wiped the light sheen of sweat that glowed on her face. Even though she’d practically been through a workout the whole day, her makeup was still flawless and she looked beautiful.

“You’re just perfect for the role, Jasper!” she said. “Thousands of people all over the world are going to witness our erotic films. Which means you’re going to be a star! Could you run my bath while I call Terry? Hey, maybe you could call your friends and family and tell them the good news, too?”

“Uh, sure, Mrs. Glendower,” I said. 

I went to the bathroom and ran a bath. I took my phone from my jeans still lying on the floor and glanced over at my phone. No notifications. Except a text from my manager demanding an explanation for why I missed my shift. 

I sighed.

The call could wait. 

Julia took a long bath and then I stayed in the bathroom, bringing her various lotions and creams as she called for them and massaging them onto her skin. She did her hair and her makeup while I watched. 

I found myself licking my lips. 

Julia’s phone rang and she answered it. I knew at once it was Terry. 

“Filming starts on Monday!” she said once she hung up. She was beaming. “We need to go shopping. Get you some new lingerie and a proper wig! Some nice heels and a few good bras too. There’s so much to do! A co-starring role isn’t as easy as you think, Jasper. You’ll see.” She looked over at me thoughtfully. At my messy hair, stained face, and sweaty bandage dress. “Why don’t you stay over? We’ll have the whole weekend to ourselves. You need lots of practice, after all.” 

She waltzed into her walk-in closet and I followed. “Maybe we should head to the beach first to cool down a bit. Grab a bite on the way there. How does that sound?”

I swallowed. I couldn’t wait to start filming. I wasn’t sure what I was going to tell my mom or my friends. How they were eventually to see me on a screen playing a very…sexy…role. But somehow, that was a problem that seemed to be a long way off in the distance.

After all, didn’t I have the whole fucking weekend to figure it out?

“Well?” Julia pressed impatiently. “I asked you a question, sissy.”

I gave her a shy smile. “I’d love to, Mrs. Glendower.” 


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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