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Prologue

Iwould call myself an average guy. I’m happily married to a good woman, have two adult sons who I’m very proud of, and live in an upscale neighborhood on Long Island. I’m an orthopedic surgeon with a very busy practice, and what little time I have outside of my work, I devote to my wife and my family.

My name is Dr. Zev Berenson, and my wife Ariel is what’s called a Sabra - a native born Israeli, and she lives up to the reputation that many Israeli women have of being like the sabra fruit: tough on the outside, sweet and delicious on the inside. She is a stunning woman: shapely legs, a nice, tight ass, light skinned, crystal blue eyes, and long, blonde hair, and stands at five feet- five - inches tall in her stiletto heels (when she has occasion to wear them). Some people mistake her accent and appearance for French, which only increases her sex appeal to me. In a bathing suit? Forget about it!

We met when I was in medical school in Israel at Bar-Ilan University, and immediately there was a huge physical and emotional attraction. She’s intelligent, street smart, and well, beautiful. After a stint in the Israel Defense Forces as a combat surgeon; seeing things I still have trouble forgetting, we moved to the US, where I joined a very large orthopedic practice. Like I said before, the work schedule is very grueling, thus making the time that I can spend with Ariel very precious.

I never spent a lot of time online looking at porno sites, stuff like that, because Ariel and I have a decent, but rather conservative sex life. However, I do spend time on social media; perhaps more than I should. It can even be more dangerous than porn sites. As you’ll soon see, this story is about a “scrape” I had that changed my life around.

Now, if you were to classify my married sex life, if there even is such a metric, I would call it a “shade of vanilla.” Ariel and I never really discuss it. Sometimes we spice things up a bit by starting up in the kitchen or the living room, and then go upstairs laughing into the bedroom. I always believed that Ariel was fulfilled sexually. Lately however; since our two sons moved out of the house, things changed. I don’t know, maybe Ariel was having some kind of a mid-life crisis or something. Lately, there’s been a machine-like quality to our lovemaking. Some people would say it’s normal when you’ve been married for thirty years. I am happy, but I think (it could all be in my head) that she wants something “more,” as if something is missing. I wish she would talk to me about it.

I’m fifty-three years old, Ariel is fifty-two, and looks not a day older than thirty. That’s one thing I love about her - she knows how to keep herself. I’m pretty fit myself and keep active. I don’t have that “middle age belly” that so many guys my age have. If I did I wouldn’t be able to stand on my feet in the OR all day.

The story that I’m about to tell could happen to anybody. I don’t believe I was “marked” for it, it just happened. It’s called life, so, it could happen to you too. I’ll just say this: Don’t take it for granted that you know someone implicitly - especially your spouse - you could be in for quite a surprise. Enjoy the ride!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter I - The House Guests

“Married or not, the chemistry of sexual attraction between men and women doesn’t stop because of a ring.”

It was a Monday morning, and I was getting ready to go in to the office. It was to be a busy day because I had a surgery at the hospital at one o’clock. Ariel and I had a nice weekend which I was grateful for. The summer was a hot one, and we enjoyed a nice beach day on Saturday, and a relaxing day at a friend’s house for a barbecue yesterday afternoon. So now, back to work. Our vacation wasn’t to be until late August - next month. Ariel worked as a data systems analyst for a finance company, and she had a “normal job;” nine to five, Monday through Friday.

“Don’t work too hard Zev,” she said. Don’t forget to change into those running shoes of yours before you go to the OR. I don’t want you to throw your back out!”

“You mean like this?” and I put my arms around her waist, squeezed her tight and picked her up and whirled her around the kitchen. She squealed. “Yes, exactly like that.” I put her down and looked into those beautiful eyes and said, “I love you Ariel.”

“Me too, motek” (Hebrew for sweetheart). “Oh,” she said. “What do you want for dinner?”

“Well, I should be home close to seven, so I’ll just have the chicken breast from last night.”

“Sounds good - Okay honey, have a good day, and be careful! - lots of crazy people on the road!” That’s her, always looking out for me, like a mother hen. Since I was the parent with the crazy hours, I would have to give Ariel most of the credit in raising our sons to be the good young men they are today. I was seriously in love with this woman. To me, she would always be my “my bride.”

I came home a little later than I had planned - about seven-thirty, and she waited for me before she ate. We exchanged small talk about our day over dinner. She opened a bottle of Merlot, my favorite, and we let the wine take the edge off our day. I couldn’t wait to stretch out on the couch. She put some Netflix movie on, and I had my laptop out, finishing up some patient charting for the office; called the two surgical patients from today to see how they were doing, and I snuggled up with Ariel. Both of our sons called us, and we were still making the adjustment to being “empty nesters,” but it was okay. That’s how it should be. You raise kids, and in the blink of an eye, they’re out and on their own, making their way in the world.

At about nine o’clock, Ariel got a call from a girlfriend in Israel she did her army time with. She hadn’t heard from her in a while, so I got busy with my own stuff, expecting - and I was right, a lengthy phone call. I didn’t hear many words, but what I did hear was lots of laughing. After about an hour and a half Ariel came to me in the living room where I was half asleep, stretched out, and the laptop was on the coffee table next to me.

“I’m sorry honey, Dorit and I haven’t spoken in months, but guess what?”

“What?” I said, expecting, I don’t know what. My eyes were barely open, but what Ariel said woke me up -and quickly!

“She said she’s coming here for about a month with her girlfriend, Yaffa. I told her that they are welcome to stay here as long as they want to.” Ariel looked at me expectantly. “That’s okay, isn’t it Zev?”

❤️❤️❤️

I immediately froze, and a lightning bolt of fear ran right through me, draining the color out of my face. Holy shit! I said, and not with any exaggeration. What I didn’t tell my wife was that I was quite familiar with Yaffa through Instagram. I know it sounds sleazy, dirty, and any other salacious adjective you may want to throw in there, but here’s what happened: I made up a second Facebook account under an assumed name, and I used it to go on to Instagram to talk to other girls and have vicarious online “romances” with them. I happened to come across pictures of Dorit and Yaffa. I was very careful, and I stayed away from Dorit, but something about Yaffa caught my interest; I got “very chummy” with her. Yeah I know, colossal mistake. What the fuck was I thinking!? I knew she was a lesbian, maybe bisexual, and in a relationship with Dorit, but I didn’t tell her I was married. She insisted on getting a picture of me, and I kept putting it off. When it became apparent that she would “drop me” if I didn’t send her a picture, I found an online photo of some Spanish male model, played around with it a little on a Photoshop editor, and sent it. I also sent her pictures of my cock (I didn’t doctor those!). I told her my name was “Esteban,” the best match I could find to Zev. This little game was going on for about a year. She even hinted around that she was in an open relationship and would love for me to come to Israel and meet-up with her! The next thing I knew, she was sending me barely clad pictures of herself, in bikinis, and pictures in very suggestive poses; teasing me and almost daring me to go further.

I would often take my iPhone somewhere private and jerk-off my rock-hard cock to these pictures of Yaffa from Instagram, and also the most incredibly sexy photos she sent to an e-mail address I made up just for this. There were pictures of her shoving dildos up her ass; pictures of her face with cum dripping down from her chin and her eyes. One quick video showed her holding onto some dude’s humongous Black cock as it was spraying her face with a gallon of creamy jizz. In my mind I wasn’t cheating because nothing physical passed between us. To me, and I suppose many other guys, it was just harmless fun.

Since I found out she was actually coming to visit us, I was fantasizing about revealing myself to her, and wondered what I could get away with. I mean, after all, she would be here under our roof! But I told myself that was crazy. I didn’t want to ruin my marriage with Ariel. So their visit started with all sorts of things running through my mind; some of them scary.

❤️❤️❤️

“Of course it is honey. This house has been too quiet since the boys left, so maybe a little company will ‘spice things up’ a bit,” I said, after the initial shock wore off. (Ordinarily, I wouldn’t be so forthcoming with hospitality, but I know how much Dorit means to Ariel. Besides, Ariel doesn’t have any trust issues with me being around Dorit because Dorit prefers women to men. I like her as well. She is one of those people who is always interesting, and speaks with an animated flair.)

Dorit and her partner Yaffa, who is a grandchild of Moroccan immigrants to Israel, both run a new start-up company in the field of biomedical technology. It’s quite successful and involves some cutting-edge science dealing with the heart muscle. This means that I certainly won’t be bored by their conversation.

Yaffa stands at about five feet-nine inches tall, has a killer figure, has long, golden, luxurious hair, and has a nice, light complexion.

“Dorit says they will be with us for about two weeks, then go down to a conference in Washington for one week, then back up here for a week before they fly back to Israel.”

“Nice. So what do you plan to do with them? We don’t have vacation time until the end of August.”

“Well, Dorit says they will be renting a car and would like to do some sightseeing in NYC and maybe upstate. Yaffa has never been to the States. Don’t worry too much about keeping them busy; you know how independent Dorit is.” I nodded my assent.

“So when are they coming?” I asked.

“They will arrive on Thursday afternoon, and Dorit will drive them both here directly from JFK.”

“Sounds good. I guess we can let them stay in the guest room upstairs, right?”

“Sure. They’re polite, won’t get in our way, and we also have the pool where they can lounge around during the day.”

“Yes,” I said. “They can do that while we ‘working class people’ do our jobs,” and I would be treated to actually seeing that hot body of Yaffa in real life! I was already feeling my cock moving around in anticipation of . . . of a “feast?”

Ariel laughed at my joke, which was partly true. “I’m going to try and get next week off. If I finish this data project I have, then I can work the rest from home and spend some time with them.”

“That’s fine with me,” I said. Now, what was I going to do with Yaffa? Suppose she sends e-mails and Instagram posts to “Esteban” during her time here? Should I play along and answer her as if she wasn’t in the States? She knew that “Esteban lived in Spain. I would just have to be patient and see how things developed.

❤️❤️❤️

Finally Thursday rolled around. I was at the office all day, and when I came home I was beat. It was time for my “Oscar winning performance” to begin, just as I was pulling up and I saw their rented silver Nissan with Georgia license plates in the driveway. It looked like my plans of falling asleep in front of the TV after dinner were going to need a raincheck. I took several deep breaths before I walked into the house, where I was greeted by Ariel, who threw her arms around me and kissed me. “Zev!” she said. “Look who’s here!”

“Hello Zev,” Dorit said, in perfect, but Hebrew-accented English. “How long has it been since I’ve seen you? Two years.”

“Yes, that’s about right. The last time Ariel and I were in Israel.” Dorit got up from the kitchen table and kissed me on the cheek.

“Oh,” I said, “and this must be Yaffa. Ariel has told me wonderful things about you.” She had really beautiful green eyes, and looked like she was in her early forties; at least ten years younger than Dorit, Ariel, and me. In person she was even hotter than on Instagram. She was dressed very chic, with a very stylish short green leather skirt and gold chain belt, four-inch green high heels, and a white, studded, short sleeve blouse. My mouth hung open because the top three buttons were open, and I was treated to a great view of the cleavage of two gorgeous peach-colored breasts. I think that seeing her tits like this was even better than the nudes she sent me. Something very alluring about semi-clad breasts that’s a real turn-on.

Her long golden hair was way past her shoulders, and I could make out the outline of two nipple rings on very erect nipples. It looked like they could punch through any bra. Right away my thoughts turned to seeing her outside, lounging around by the pool. I tried, without much success I’m guessing, from hiding my arousal which was, shall we say, “off the charts.” Just catching her scent of coconut skin cream, and French perfume was getting my cock very hard; like I could break walnuts with it. In addition, I usually wear scrubs in the office, and I didn’t change out of them before I came home. Sometimes I do, and sometimes I don’t. Today was one of those days where I definitely should have changed!

I’m positive that Ariel noticed my cock, but she didn’t say anything, secure in the knowledge that Yaffa and Dorit were a couple. Something told me though, in the way that Yaffa looked at me, that her relationship status (plus her Instagram posts - hello!) wouldn’t stop her from wanting to fuck me, especially because of the way that she was grinning at me! I tried my best not to show any emotion. Married or not, the chemistry of sexual attraction between men and women doesn’t stop because of a ring. I knew right then and there that I would have to be very careful this month!

“Yes, hello Zev. Thank you and Ariel for your hospitality. Dorit has told me many wonderful things about you. You’re a surgeon. That’s very impressive.” She stood up, and walked cat-like to where I was standing, and she kissed me on the cheek, stealing a quick wink at me that Ariel didn’t see because her back was turned to me. I felt my pants size shrink as my cock, with a mind of its own pressed further up against my scrub suit. I didn’t even have time to change. I tried to stoop over just a little to hide my erection; I was so embarrassed as I stood there in the kitchen looking like a hunchback. Yaffa didn’t say anything because maybe she was used to men having the same reaction as me when they first laid eyes on her. I tried my best not to make a big deal of it, and think of a way to get out of there and change - quickly.

In my fantasy thoughts, I wished it was the Middle Ages or something. I would just grunt like a caveman, grab Yaffa by those golden locks, bend her over the kitchen table and fuck her brains out, giving her pussy a good pounding from behind!

“Yes, I’m an orthopedic surgeon. Ariel told me that you two are in the biomedical engineering business and working on projects related to the heart muscle. After dinner I want to hear all about it!”

“Of course, my pleasure,” Yaffa said, looking at me straight in the eye, and focused like a laser making me extremely uncomfortable; yet turned on at the same time. The sexual tension could be cut with a knife.

Now Dorit was a beautiful, petite blonde like Ariel. She had the same gorgeous build as my wife, just a little shorter and was also dressed very, I want to say “provocative,” but the version of me that was in college would have used the word “fancy slut.” So there I was, in very revealing scrub attire, with three beautiful blonde women in the same room, and I needed an out - and fast!

“You ladies will have to excuse me, but I must take a shower (ice cold!) and get dressed for dinner and the evening.” It did feel like I was in college again, because in the shower, I took advantage of the hot water (forget about cold!) - and the soap, and did what any virile man in his early fifties would do. I jerked myself off, a large, thick wad of pent-up cum shooting up against the tiled wall; the smell of Yaffa still in my nostrils. I had my eyes closed and I thought of those e-mailed photos she sent me with the cum rolling down her face. I swear that if I didn’t have to be downstairs for dinner, I would have jerked off again like a twenty-year-old!

When I went into the master bedroom to dress, I went to look out the second-floor window, overlooking the pool and the back yard. Yaffa was standing outside, in front of the glass sliding door to the kitchen, very sensuously smoking a long, white, 120 cigarette. I instantly got another boner! There is something about watching a very hot woman smoking that turns me on. I’ve had a smoking fetish for about as long as I could remember, although neither Ariel nor I smoke.

As I was intently watching Yaffa, she turned and looked up at the bedroom window. Shit - busted! The only thing I could do was wave, and then she did something that totally blew me away - she blew a kiss at me! At that point, at not even past the first day of the visit, I knew I was getting sucked into something. So, I finished dressing and took my throbbing cock and me downstairs.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II - Lessons

The rest of the evening was uneventful; watching TV, making small talk, my wife and Dorit catching up on things, and reminiscing about stuff from their university days. Ariel and I were curious about how Dorit and Yaffa met. Ariel knew some details, and I think they spoke more for my benefit, than to satisfy Ariel’s curiosity. So here, I took the lead. “How did you two meet? I don’t recall Ariel telling me anything about that,” I said, a pleasant smile on my face, trying very hard to hide the excitement in my pants since I first walked in the door in my scrubs.

Dorit and Yaffa looked at each other and smiled. It was Dorit who spoke. “Well, as you know, I was studying biomedical engineering at the Technion in Haifa, and Yaffa and I were in advanced physics together. We were in a small research group, revolving around the differences in fluid pressure in the heart chambers . . .” She paused and smiled. “Ariel, are you sure you want to hear all this medical stuff?”

“Well, it’s a very different language for me, but okay. I think that’s how you two decided to form your start-up, am I right?”

“Yes, that’s it exactly,” Dorit said.

“Okay, so sure I want to hear about it, and I know Zev is very interested in what you two have to say.” Ariel shot me a knowing glance, with an obvious reference to my “demonstration” of the hydraulics of the penis earlier! Then, Yaffa broke in: “Naturally, after we got to know each other better at work, we started dating.” She had a faraway look. “I’ve never been with such a great, and considerate lover as Dorit in my life!” Yaffa said; and with that, Dorit leaned over and kissed Yaffa on the cheek.

Later that night, after Ariel and me had gone to bed, we were awakened by “noises” coming from the guest room next door, which among primal screams of pleasure included “bumping sounds” on the headboard. Now, our house is about fifty years old, and the walls are real walls; not the cheap crap they use in construction today, but the sound from next door still traveled.

“My God, Ariel. How long have they been at it?” I asked, completely in awe of the sexual Olympics going on in the guest room, and extremely jealous as well.

“What time did we go to sleep? 11:30?” Ariel asked.

“Yeah, and now it’s 3:45. This is only the first night! How are we supposed to last for three weeks?” I was such a great actor!

My mind was going crazy thinking about all the Instagram pictures as well as the pictures she emailed to me, in the private account I set up. This was dangerous. If Ariel was the jealous type, she could have easily done a search on me and found out my secret. Hearing the two of them going at it next door was making me insane. I wish there was some way I could just watch them - hide in the closet or something and shoot my load to what they were doing.

The next morning on the way to work, I was thinking crazy things, like getting Yaffa alone and telling her that I was her “Instagram lover,” and how much I wanted to fuck her. It would be like “strictly business.” I knew that she wouldn’t leave Dorit. She was a lesbian to be sure, as I saw from her other pictures, but she was also a bisexual lesbian. My God, I thought, what if she could be discreet and I could find some way to have her? The rest of that day at work I had trouble concentrating , knowing who was in my house for the next couple of weeks. A big surgical case was cancelled, and I got the chance to come home early. Ariel would be working until six o’clock trying to clear her schedule for the rest of her friend’s stay. I was hoping that Dorit and Yaffa would be outside in the backyard by the pool. This way, I would get to see both of them in bikinis.

I pulled up to the house about three o’clock, and Ariel’s car was gone, but the ladies were in. The question was, do I go directly into the backyard, or go into the house first and get into my bathing suit. Well, my curiosity got the better of me, as well as my raging hard-on, so I went around the house to the side gate, and entered the backyard. What I saw stopped me dead in my tracks. Both Dorit and Yaffa were in the pool, and both of their tops were off. Yaffa was wearing a cotton tennis skirt, and Dorit was in a very skimpy bikini bottom, with a purple string running down her ass crack. They were in four feet of water, arms around each other’s shoulders and kissing. I stood transfixed at the sight, wondering if I should intrude, or go back into the house, and wait for them to get out of the pool. But by the looks of things, no one was going anywhere.

My questions were answered when Yaffa opened her eyes and saw me standing there. She broke off from Dorit, looked at me and smiled, causing Dorit to turn in my direction also. “Hello Zev,” Yaffa said. “You’re home early, what happened?” Her tone suggested more delight than interest in why I was home three hours early.

“Oh, I had a case cancelled today, so I thought I would come home early. I’m sorry for intruding.”

Dorit answered, a big grin on her face. “Don’t be silly Zev! It’s your pool, why don’t you join us? I’m sure Ariel won’t mind.” Ariel wouldn’t mind? How did she know that; what made her so sure??

“Yes Zev,” Yaffa said, “Why don’t you join us. Please.” I was ready to jump in with my scrubs on, and didn’t need much prompting.

“Okay, I’ll change and be right down.” Both girls started giggling.

I went into the kitchen for a beer, and sat at the table, drinking it to calm my nerves, and stop my heart from racing. My cock was making a tent that could house a full regiment in my scrubs. I walked over to the sliding doors from the kitchen and called out to them in the backyard: “Would you ladies like some refreshments; beer, wine?”

Yaffa answered. “Sure Zev, bring out whatever you want,” and both of them were giggling like school girls.

I finished my beer and went upstairs to change into my bathing suit as quickly as I could. I realized from their giggles that both of them took notice of my cock poking out from my scrubs. I shrugged, and I thought, so what? Was that so unusual? I mean, they were hot women and knew that they would get that kind of a reaction. So after I changed I grabbed a towel from the hall closet and went downstairs. I brought out two beers and a bottle of red wine with some plastic cups on a tray. Dorit and Yaffa were out of the pool and sitting on two of the chaise lounges that Ariel and I had set up out by the pool. Yaffa was smoking one of her long, 120 Virginia Slims, eyeing me and seductively dragging on it. She knew how that turned me on from the other day when I watched her from the bedroom window.

“Thank you Zev, you’re a terrific host! No wonder that Ariel loves you so much,”
Yaffa said.

“I would think there might be a few more reasons why she loves me as much as she does,” I answered.

“I’m wondering if maybe she appreciates how you are in the bed? What do you think, Zev,” Yaffa said. Dorit was taking this in like it was completely normal. I turned a bright red. Now Dorit turned to Yaffa, and the rest of this little conversation was continued in Hebrew, because a lot of the idioms, and nuances of the subject were better for both of them in their native language. I, of course, spoke the language fluently as well, and answered them. For example, “Lih heet foke” - “to fuck” sounded much better when a sexy Israeli woman said it.

“I think I’m quite good in bed, Yaffa,” I answered.

“Oh Zev, Zev,” Yaffa said, with Dorit smiling intently at me, “I think that Ariel is looking for ‘a bit more’ from you as far as sex is concerned.”

“Really, and what makes you say that?” I asked.

“Because she told us Zev,” Dorit chimed in. “You know, during one of our many phone calls, Ariel told me that you don’t really know how to please a woman sexually.” This came as a shock to me because Ariel told me that she didn’t really speak all that much to Dorit, but the part about me “not satisfying her” may have some truth to it, because of Ariel’s behavior to me in bed. I knew that I sensed something. I felt ashamed, and also a bit angry that Ariel would discuss our sex life with her friends.

“So Zev, one of our goals on this trip is to try and educate you a little bit about your ‘deficiencies’ in that area. What do you say? Are you game? Don’t worry, Ariel knows we would have this conversation. In fact she told us that she won’t be home till about nine o’clock anyway tonight.”

“When did she tell you this Dorit, and how did you know I would be home early today?” Both Dorit and Yaffa were laughing. “We didn’t know this Zev. We were planning to start our lessons a bit later tonight, but now that you’re here earlier, so much the better,” Dorit said.

The fact that Ariel knew about these “lessons” pleased me greatly, because I was doing all I could to restrain myself from grabbing Yaffa, telling her that I was her Instagram lover and plowing her right here. But I thought I would be cautious and just wait a bit till I could reveal that. The photos of Yaffa with a face full of white cum dripping down her cheeks, holding onto a big Black cock, were fresh in my mind.

“You know Zev,” Dorit explained, “Yaffa and I have a very open relationship, so we don’t mind teaching you a few things. But we’re going to take things very slowly, and you have to take what we give you and not ask for more or the deal is off? Okay?” A little strange, and I would have to be an idiot not to take Dorit up on that, but my real desire of the two of them was Yaffa, and I think both of them knew that.

“The other thing Zev, is that Ariel doesn’t need to know all the details of what we do, ok? It’s up to you how much you want to explain to her,” Dorit said. “Now are you ready to join us in the pool for your first lesson, Doctor Zev??”

I didn’t say anything, but put the tray of drinks down on the table, threw my towel on the back of the empty lounge next to Dorit and went to the diving board at the end of the pool. I dove in head first, came up and swam over to the four-foot section of the pool. Dorit and Yaffa both laughing, jumped in to join me. There was nothing to be shy about. We had a nice fence enclosing our backyard from any neighbors. Besides, my property was two acres, and any nosy neighbors would need binoculars to see what was going on. As soon as I reached the four-feet section of the pool, Dorit grabbed me from the front and started kissing me rather intensely, winding her tongue around mine like a snake. She was, very talented in that. My raging cock was pressed up against her. Yaffa took her place behind me and wasted no time in slipping her fingers around my cock, underneath my bathing trunks and rubbing it between her thumb and index finger shaped like an “O.”

Both of them had their tops off and while Dorit pressed her tits into my chest, her nipple rings digging into my skin, Yaffa pressed her tits into my back as she was yanking me. At no time did Dorit take her mouth off mine. I only moaned through that long kiss, being bombarded by all these pleasant sensations. Now Dorit put her hands into my bathing suit as well, the two of them taking tuns in jerking me off. I’ve never had two women doing that to me at the same time, and let me tell you, the feeling is awesome. Yaffa put her long fingernails on the bottom of my balls, yanking and pulling. Through the sharp pain was pleasure, lots of pleasure. Dorit took my right arm off of her shoulder and forcefully took my hand and placed it underneath her skimpy bikini, centering it over her clit, which was as hard as a cherry pit.

She moaned as I squeezed it between my fingers, then resumed kissing me even harder after she gulped some air. Through our closed lips she “instructed me” to “slide your fingers into me!” So I did, and I was able to feel the slipperiness of her aroused cunt even through the water of the pool. She moaned with approval and Yaffa was yanking and sliding over me even harder. I felt Dorit stiffen and spasm, one time after another; cumming like a machine gun. I heard her hoarsely whisper: “This is what Ariel wants.” That was it for me. I groaned loudly and shot my cum into my bathing suit, most of it escaping to the surface of the water, making a white oil slick. Yaffa sensed this and squeezed me even harder. The girls switched positions. Now Yaffa was kissing me, and had her right hand down her short cotton tennis dress, playing with herself. Dorit was at my back, grinding her tits into my shoulders. Yaffa was moving her hands up and down her front with a fury. She stiffened and let out an “Ahhhhh,” and then relaxed.

The three of us stopped to catch our breath, and stood there hugging each other. “You did well Zev,” Dorit said. “Now, if you could only do that with Ariel, I think she’d be happy. But there’s still much more you have to learn.” I didn’t say a word, but stood up straight and led the two of them out of the pool to dry off. We headed to the lounge chairs for our drinks.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III - The Big Surprise

We had dinner without Ariel. She had called me and told me to order in Chinese takeout. Of course, I didn’t tell her about the afternoon’s activities, and thought it best to leave that up to the two “architects” of the plan, Dorit and Yaffa. All during dinner I wondered when would be a good time to “reveal myself” to Yaffa, and how would she react? I was hoping that she would be turned on even more than she was in the pool, which would be an amazing feat. As for Dorit, she was a hot little number herself, and I fantasized about watching her and Yaffa going at it. What would they do if I was around? Make me sit on a chair and watch them as I jerked off? Hop into bed and join them? That was one of my biggest fantasies - to be in be in the sack with two hot, oversexed lesbians. We had just finished the fortune cookies and the Chinese tea when the phone rang. It was my neighbor, Clarence, and he sounded urgent.

“Zev!” Clarence said.

“Hi Clarence, what’s up? You sound excited.”

“Zev, my goddamned hot water heater broke, and there’s like two inches of water in my basement! Can you come over with your Shop-Vac?” This couldn’t have come at a more inconvenient time. The girls had told me that Ariel wanted the four of us to hop into bed together and “explore new heights of pleasure.” At least that’s what Dorit had told me. She admitted over dinner that Ariel knew there would be a “pool party.” Now I agreed to help my neighbor out and who knew when the hell I would get back - SHIT!! But Clarence is a nice guy, so, I know he would do the same for me if I was stuck.

“Okay Clarence, give me a few minutes and I’ll be over. I’m just finishing up dinner.”

“Thanks Zev! I’ll see you soon.” Now I had to disappoint Dorit and Yaffa, just when my cock was telling me it was ready for some night action.

I hung up the phone and my face must have shown my disappointment because Dorit came over to me from behind my chair and placed her arms around my front. She leaned close to my ear and licked it with her tongue. “What’s wrong Zev? It sounds like you must leave us all alone tonight.”

“Unfortunately, yes. For a little while anyway, at least. That was my next-door neighbor, Clarence. He has a flood in his basement, and he needs my help.”

“Ohhh, too bad. Oh well, I guess that means we’ll just wait till you get home, ok?” Now I was NOT going to miss this for the world. Then, I started to think about Yaffa. Maybe if I took her on the side and revealed my Instagram “secret” to her, it would, how shall I say it, “pique” her interest. That way, while I’m gone helping Clarence out, she could discuss it with Dorit. So, after careful consideration of thirty seconds, I decided to talk to Yaffa.

“Yaffa, before I go, could I speak to you - alone?” This caused both to look at me, then to each other. Yaffa was quick to respond, “Sure Zev, we can talk.” I took Yaffa into the hallway leading outside to the front while Dorit remained at the table.

“What I’m going to say to you will come as a big surprise, ok?” She took a big drag of her long cigarette, blowing the smoke into my face, an evil little smile appearing on her lips because Yaffa knew how much that turned me on. (She knew how much it also turned on my “alias persona,” Esteban, because she sent “him” erotic smoking pictures of herself). My cock was officially now a “dangerous weapon.”

“I’ve spoken to you before, Yaffa,” I said. She made no expression, just looked at me and waited for me to continue. “You have a friend on Instagram and Facebook that you’ve been talking to regularly and sending pictures too.” She held up her hand and placed her two fingers holding the cigarette up to my lips, shushing me.

“I know all about that Zev. I was waiting for you to confess your little secret to me. Apparently, you don’t know very well how to disguise your tracks with online media. It wasn’t very hard for me to do a little digging, with some facial recognition software and tracking your IP Address for me to find out it was you. So, all I did was just string you along and see how far I could go with it.” Now an evil smile crossed her face. I turned white as a sheet, and my fear level went up one hundred percent; and my mouth was wide open.

“Dorit knows all about it,” she said. “But Ariel doesn’t know a thing. I wonder how she would take this news?” She did a mischievous smile with an exaggerated expression that looked like oh no! She had me. I was just waiting, dumbstruck, for the punchline to hit me, my mouth wide open. She continued: “Go run along now and help your friend, Zev. Enjoy the next few hours of freedom that you have, because now . . . you’re mine! But you know, being ‘mine’ isn’t all bad. In fact, I think you’ll really enjoy it. So, what do you say? Can we, as you in America call it, ‘play ball?’”

I tried to be as brave as possible in the face of what I would call getting “busted.” “Okay Yaffa, you win. You did your detective work. I suppose your time in the IDF’s military intelligence corps paid off for you.” She placed her arms around me and gave me a big smoky kiss, putting my cock on fire. “Yes, my time there was well spent - you bad, bad, boy,” and she laughed as I went out the door.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV - More Schooling

It took about three hours to help Clarence. He had a real shit show in his basement and would need a new floor for starters, poor guy. Thank God for insurance! As I left his house at about ten o’clock, I saw Ariel’s car in the driveway and wondered what kind of show I would be walking into. This was all uncharted territory for me, but I was very aroused by the whole thing - being a sex slave to three beautiful women! On one hand I deserved to be punished for the sneaking around online I did behind my wife’s back, but I was certain that the “punishment” would be very pleasurable.

The lights were off downstairs as I entered the house as quietly as possible through the back entrance by the pool. I disabled the entry chime using my smart phone. The marble staircase up to the bedroom made it possible for me to get up there without the sound of heavy footprints. I heard laughter coming from the master bedroom as I made my way to the foot of the staircase. I smelled a heavy odor of cigarette smoke, which seemed unusual for just Yaffa alone. I saw light streaming into the hallway with the door to the master bedroom open. The bathroom door across from the bedroom was open, and I could see the master bed through the reflection in the bathroom mirror.

Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw. All three women were completely naked except for Yaffa, who had navy blue panties on. Dorit was on her back, and my wife Ariel was on her knees straddling Dorit, with her face buried in her pussy. Dorit’s neck was arched, and her nails were digging into Ariel’s back. Yaffa was behind Ariel, bent over her back and playing with Ariel’s tits. The three of them were so absorbed with each other that I don’t think even my loud door chime would have made them take notice. I wanted very badly to get in on the action, wondering if I would have enough cum stored up in my fifty-year-old body for three women. Before I walked in, I stood to the side of the doorway, my hands down the front of my pants, feeling my hard cock and squeezing it.

“Hello girls.” I said as I made my grand entrance. The three of them were breathing heavy, and Ariel lifted her wet, glistening face up from Dorit’s slippery, wet cunt.

“Hi honey,” she said, panting. “Get undressed and join the party!” All three of them looked at me and started laughing. Yaffa said, “Okay, who get’s Zev’s cock first? Ariel, you can get it anytime you want, so let Dorit and I have a shot at it first, okay? Show some hospitality to your guests!” More laughter.

I wasted no time, kicking off my shoes, my T-shirt, and then my shorts. I still had my boxers on. Ariel said, “Come on sweetie, don’t be bashful! Show our houseguests your beautiful, circumcised cock!” This got all three of them going. As I took off my boxers, all three of them lit up their own cigarettes from Yaffa’s supply.

“Ariel!” I said surprised. “Since when do you smoke? And Dorit too?”

“Oh Zev, I know how much this turns you on! I know all the smoking fetish sites you look at on your laptop. Here, do you think I’m sexy, honey?” she said as she did a perfect snap, French inhale. She was also wearing a lot of makeup which she never wore with me. “Now come over here and fuck us!” she said, like she was asking for a cup of coffee. I couldn’t believe it - my wife was turning into a slut just for me. Or was it for me? Anyway, I didn’t care. I was jealous of women who were sexually pleasing my wife. It only aroused me more.

Dorit was like a wild animal. Her face was painted like a hooker as well, and she barked, reaching out with her hand, “Give that cock to me, NOW!” She pulled my massive, eight-inch cum stick very roughly to the side of the bed. She wasted no time in placing my cock in her mouth, blue eyes looking up at me, ‘ummming’ to herself. Her mouth was deliciously wet and slippery. The odor of pussy hung in the air, floating along with the smoke. She didn’t use her hands, just her mouth going up and down from the tip to the base of my cock. She was like a junkie getting a long, sought after fix.

Yaffa was on top of my wife, taking Dorit’s place, and eating out her pussy. Ariel’s legs were spread wide open, and she moaned with delight as the very experienced Yaffa went to work. Yaffa looked up for a second at me and Dorit, and said, “You see Zev, this is how you eat pussy!” Both Ariel and Yaffa laughed, and Dorit was trying very hard to make me cum. It didn’t take long. She held my cock with her whole fist, looking up at me and saying, “Will you please cum for me baby? I want you to shoot your cum all over my eyes and face, and then I want you to fuck me hard, OK!?”

She didn’t need to tell me that, I was well on my way. I let out a huge groan, and a big spray of white goo splashed all over Dorit’s eyes, cheeks, mouth, and chin. She was drowning in it and only wanted more! “Now Zev, I want you to lick my face clean!” This was a first for me, but I was so caught up in the events that I did so. I tasted my own, salty, thick jizz, along with the perfume that was on Dorit’s face. Right when I was finished and licked her clean, she grabbed the hair on the back of my head, stood up and kissed me hard, her tongue lapping up the cum from my mouth that I just licked off her. Then she pulled me down onto the king-sized bed on top of her, right next to Yaffa and Ariel.

“Eat me out Zev!” Dorit commanded. “Do a good job and suck on and bite my clitty!” I obeyed and was on my knees with Dorit sprawled out under me like a “V.” She was slippery and dripping, from Ariel’s play just thirty minutes before. My tongue tasted the sweet, tangy essence that was Dorit. It didn’t take long for her to quiver like the bow you shoot arrows with. She pushed my head deeper into her, and my nose came up against the hard, little cherry pit that was her clit, my tongue licking her insides up and down.

Then someone was grabbing for my cock, which wasn’t quite as hard as it was when I first walked into the bedroom. It was Yaffa, and she silently paced a blue silicone ring on my cock and slid it easily down to my base. I didn’t stop eating Dorit, and I knew better than to question Yaffa. She was up to something, and I was in no position to question her motives. Dorit let out a scream, quivering again, and she squirted a waterfall of pussy juice into my mouth. I was hard again. Dorit pulled me up her body, so our lips were at the same level, and she began biting my neck, my shoulders, and grabbing for my cock again, which was slick from before. Her tongue wrapped around mine and we kissed very hard. I was still trying to wrap my head around the fact that this was happening to me. I went from sucking up a wet basement floor to sucking up a wet pussy in about one hour. That had to be a world record somewhere!

What I saw in the bed next to me and Dorit was something I never expected to see in a million years. Yaffa was on her knees straddling Ariel and had Ariel flip over onto her stomach with her butt sticking up into the air. Yaffa looked at me and grinned as she stuck her thumb underneath her panties. Next, she pulled out a humongous nine-inch cock and started fucking my wife with it, winking at me sideways. My mouth opened in a wordless “holy shit!!” Yaffa like me had a huge cock ring slid over the base of her, I didn’t know what to call it - a

“She Cock?” Ariel was not surprised. Quite the contrary. She was turned on more than she ever was with me. She was moving backwards and forwards, meeting Yaffa thrust for thrust, the sound of Yaffa’s torso slamming into my wife’s butt rhythmic and loud.

Dorit took the cue from Yaffa and turned around with her butt facing up to me and yelled “Fuck me Zev! Come on!” I was so turned on by watching this transgender woman fucking my wife, “cuckolding” me, that I pounded Dorit hard and fast myself. The four of us were on the bed together; the four of us coupled up. Her pussy was nice and tight, grasping all eight inches of me as I slid in and out of that slick goodness. I buried my face in the back of her hair and bit her shoulders as I closed in on another orgasm. I inhaled the most pleasant aromas through my nose; her perfume, strawberry shampoo, and cigarette smoke – which for me was a natural aphrodisiac.

Ariel was crying out in an ecstasy from this crazy pounding, with animal sounds, not words. Finally, Yaffa let loose and pulled her cock out of my wife and shot her creamy load all over Ariel’s backside; her mouth opened, and her eyebrows furrowed in deep concentration and pleasure, as I did the same to Dorit and watched. I held and shook my cock like a firehouse.

In all the time, about a year since I’ve known Yaffa, I never knew she had a cock and was a transgendered woman. Nothing on her Instagram account showed any of that – she was just a very hot girl who loved cock, other men’s cocks. When everything seemed to break for a respite, I saw my wife lying on the bed face up with Yaffa lying on top of her. They were kissing deeply now, lost in their embrace. Dorit was the only one paying any attention to me. She took the time to light a cigarette and smiled at me, and I was sure that she knew about my Instagram relationship with her bisexual, transgendered lover, Yaffa.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter V - The Test

Slowly, Yaffa pulled off of Ariel, and Ariel was on her back now with Yaffa gently stroking her pussy, sliding her middle finger slowly up and length of it, occasionally dipping one of her fingers into her honey trap. Ariel was writhing with guilty pleasure, biting her bottom lip, looking at me sideways.

Ariel shocked me again and very seductively lit up a long, 120 Virgina Slims. After a quick snap – drag, she said to me: “How does it feel Zev to watch your wife get fucked with a cock that isn’t yours. Yaffa and Dorit were looking at me and smiling.

“Well shit! You know I’m knocked out by all this; I never expected anything like tonight to happen, but to tell the truth . . . I kinda like the idea – watching, I mean.”

“Okay then Zev, you want to know what would really turn me on and also help liven up our sex life?”

This got my attention quick. “What would that be honey?” Dorit and Yaffa were laughing, which sent a chill up my back.

“Wait,” I said, before she could answer me. “Before you tell me that, Ariel, I want to know how you felt seeing me fuck and get sucked off by another woman?”

Without hesitation she said, “It was so fucking hot watching you get off! I want to do this all the time Zev.” She paused, looked at Dorit and Yaffa, and said to me: “I want to see you sucking the cock of a transgender man, starting with our love Yaffa, and then . . . and then . . . I want you to fuck me, and then fuck other women dressed as a woman while I get to watch!!”

I thought I would say no fucking way, but to tell you the truth, I was really turned on by Yaffa, watching her bone my wife, and it was a long-time fantasy of mine; to dress up as a female and have sex like that. It had something to do with my smoking fetish to be sure. So, I think my answer surprised the girls more than me. At this point, in the heat of the moment, I really didn’t care if Yaffa told Ariel that I was her secret Instagram lover. Her “threat” over me at this stage was mute.

“Okay, I’ll do it. I mean I’m NOT going to transform, but I’ll dress as a woman and fuck you silly if that’s what you want!”

Yaffa wasted no time in voicing her opinion. “We’re wasting time here! I want Zev to suck my cock NOW! Come here handsome,” she cooed to me, then got closer and whispered in my ear; “Esteban.”

I was surprised about Ariel’s enthusiasm for the whole thing. It was a side of my wife I never knew existed. I lay back on the bed and Yaffa straddled me, large, thick, nine-inch cock and all, playing with it and wiping me across the face with it, a devilish grin on her peach-colored face. Ariel and Dorit were amused by the site. Dorit had probably seen Yaffa in action with other “stunned men” before, but for Ariel this was a sight to behold. She was intently staring at the action on the other side of the bed, her fingers dipping into her glistening cunt. Slowly, Yaffa teased me by placing her cock on top of my lips, trying to force my mouth open by bumping the tip of her cock on my teeth. She wasn’t hurried about it all. Very nonchalantly she called out to her lover Dorit: “Dorit, please get me a cigarette from my bag, and take out one for you and Ariel.”

Dorit complied, and lit up Yaffa, Ariel, and then herself. I was as hard as a rock, and my hand moved down to my cock at the sight of three beautiful women smoking. Yaffa had her long cigarette dangling out of the corner of her mouth, and looked at Dorit, giving a silent command. Taking the cue, Dorit pushed my hand off my cock and grabbed it for herself; also dangling her cigarette as she started stroking me.

“C’mon Zev, open up for me,” Yaffa said, her slutty eyes squinting from the smoke and pure lust. I did as she commanded and instantly, she shoved that cock in my mouth, and down my throat; far enough to make me gag on it. Fortunately, my juices were flowing, and I was getting Yaffa’s cock nice and wet. I was a natural at it. I’ve always been able to move my tongue in weird ways, and I was able to wrap it nicely around that monster size cock and lick it up and down. Yaffa kept pumping me, and my teeth were biting down just a bit and she enjoyed it. You know, that thin line between pleasure and pain. Meanwhile Dorit put some cocoa butter on her hand and between that, sucking on Yaffa, and the cock-ring, I was ready to blow my load all over. Yaffa was grunting, and I felt pleasure knowing that I could do that to her. “Lick me faster!” She called out to me, eyes closed and in a world of her own. I could feel the head of her cock which became even more engorged start to drip a little salty pre-cum. I knew that she was close to exploding in my mouth.

Her cock was so large, I couldn’t even get to the base of it, I was struggling with what I had, but Yaffa loved it. She proved it to me by letting out a loud moan, gripping the top of my head with both hands, and filling my mouth with a mother lode of white sticky cum. I felt it drooling down my chin and spilling onto my chest. Yaffa was still hard when she pulled out of my mouth and started licking her cum off my chin and cheeks. “Zev,” she said, “you are the best. With just a little more practice, I think you’ll be terrific!” But my thoughts were on what was happening a little lower down. Dorit stopped rubbing me, and I felt a familiar pair of lips around my cock now - it was my wife, Ariel, who took over from Dorit. Ariel hardly ever wears makeup, but tonight she wore a ton, and just seeing her face like that made me insane. She looked up at me expectantly, slut-like, with crow’s feet, and went to work on me.

She was able to play me like a violin and knew exactly what I wanted and how I liked it - nice and slippery and wet. Being practiced in pleasing me, it was only a few seconds before I came in her mouth. She pulled off a bit so that I shot most of my load all over her pretty painted face. What a fucking turn-on that was. It’s amazing what a little makeup can do to “accelerate” the mood! “Lick it off me Zev!” she said. By this point, after about five minutes I was already an experienced cum-slut, so that’s just what I did. I grabbed her and kissed her, getting the full taste of my own jizz from my wife’s mouth. “You missed a few places,” she said, and turned her cheek towards me. I licked her entire face clean, and while I was doing that, she was sticking her fingers in her snatch, and I could smell the heady aroma of an aroused pussy. With the cock-ring on I was still hard, and I wanted to fuck Ariel badly, but she had other ideas.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter VI - The Reluctant New Me

I’m sorry honey,” but I want Yaffa to fuck me.” I was surprised and a little hurt by that. Seeing my pained expression, she explained. “Zev, you are wonderful - I think you know that. But after fucking Yaffa, I think I only want to be fucked by a transgender man, or a full shemale from now on.”

“Okay,” I said, going along with my wife’s desires. “So, what do you want me to do?” Hearing this, the three of them started laughing.

“Well, you’re going to watch Yaffa fuck me again, and then . . . and then I want you to put on some clothes and fuck me dressed up. We can do that after I take you shopping! What do you say?”

What can you say to that? Being honest with myself, I had to admit that I liked the idea, and this was the opening night to a series of firsts, in a summer unlike any of my previous ones. “All right,” I said. I was pretty much taken care of for the evening and wondering about my role for the rest of the night. I got up and watched as Ariel took my place on the bed, and it was like she was teaching me something new. She turned over and got on her knees; her sweet, firm little ass up in the air, just as I saw it when I walked into the bedroom a few hours ago.

“I like it when I’m getting fucked from the rear Zevvy,” she said, Dorit and Yaffa laughing at my expense.

“Now pay attention Zev,” Yaffa said, in a fake, mocking tone. “This is how Ariel loves it and how you’ll be doing it for the rest of your married life, okay?”

With that said, Yaffa got on the bed, moved me out of the way, and took her place right behind Ariel; her cock very hard from the cock-ring, and found a very wet, very willing pussy. In all my married life, I never thought that I would be a bystander while my wife was being fucked and sucked by another cock, or rather, another person with a cock. But it was a huge turn on for me. I was still hard, and as Yaffa began humping Ariel, and my wife’s moans of pleasure reached my ears, I began running my fingers on my cock in rhythm with her. Dorit had just lit a cigarette, and she kissed my ear and whispered, “Zev, you don’t have to do that by yourself; I’ll help you along, and she got on her knees, facing the opposite way on the bed from Ariel, and slowly guided my erection into the slippery, and tight little pussy of hers. I was getting a consolation prize for going along with their little scheme.

“I love your cock Zev because you’re so big and thick,” she said, a cloud of smoke accompanying her words. Now I was fully at ease, and looking forward to fucking Ariel, dressed and made up as a woman. I mean, why not? Dorit moved back and forth on my eight-inch love snake, and the feeling of that tight pussy, all slick with her juice suffocating my cock was incredible. Now I took up the pace and my torso was slapping her ass with each thrust. In the background I could hear Ariel moaning with pleasure from Yaffa’s fucking, and it got me going harder. I went faster and faster, all the while listening to Dorit, Yaffa and Ariel moaning. It was too much for me to take and I exploded inside of Dorit, feeling the warmth of my cum surround my cock. It made me go faster and faster, her pussy soaking up every bit of that precious fluid. Ariel let out a scream and I turned around and saw her gripping the sheets as she came. She never did that with me, but all that would change when I dressed up and fucked her dressed as a woman.

The four of us, sated for the evening, fell asleep on the bed all tangled up with each other. Tomorrow the girls would take me shopping after I came home from work. I was exhausted from the day - from work in the morning, the afternoon of pleasure in the pool with Dorit and Yaffa, and helping Clarence with his basement, and then the incredible session the four of us had here in our bed. I was glad I had no cases to do. I called the office and left a message with my service to push all my appointments ahead to later in the day, because I needed to sleep.

❤️❤️❤️

I managed to get through the day at work, glad that I pushed all my appointments forward. When I came home it was about six-thirty and Ariel and the girls brought in a pizza. I guess no one felt like cooking after last night. Who could blame them?

“Ready to go shopping Zev?” Ariel asked me, kissing me and hugging me.

“Yes, I’m looking forward to it, very much.” This was a half-truth. After sleeping on it, I had doubts. I didn’t like to be “forced” to do anything, and there was pressure on me. My own wife refused to have further sex with me unless I dressed up before, and there was always the unknown factor of how Ariel would react if Yaffa told her that I had a “secretive” relationship with her, as an impostor, over Instagram. I didn’t want to find out what she truly thought and was resigned to doing what they asked of me. I was their plaything, their “experiment.” However, my curiosity and my fetish got the better of me.

All of us went to the nearby mall, and I came back with a load of stuff. Thankfully, they spared me the embarrassment of trying things on at the stores; Yaffa and Ariel taking careful note of my sizes for the various items they selected for me. After all, Yaffa had experience in sizing up men for this sort of thing. She had transitioned with drugs, but not surgery, and as a result she still had a penis, of course, but she had curvy hips, the right fat disposition, and breasts - nice, firm breasts. The wig they selected for me was blonde, naturally, and long. They wanted me to “blend in,” to become “one of the girls.”

When we got home in the late afternoon, everyone was tired, including me, and so we all slept for a couple of hours, and then took in dinner. It seemed that while our houseguests were here, takeout food would be a mainstay for our dinners. Ariel was in no mood to do dishes, and neither was I. There were more important things to do. We went upstairs, the girls smiling to each other, a victory of sorts being won. All the things they bought me were on the bed. Yaffa would oversee the makeup. While it was being applied, Yaffa would not let me watch. My reaction would have to wait until I saw myself in the mirror when it was all done.

“Let’s get started on ‘the new you,’ Zev,” Yaffa said, winking at me; a reference to our little secret that she still wielded over me in case I had any second thoughts about going through with it. I would say that my acceptance with the whole thing was about sixty-forty. Realistically, I had no choice. The panties were the first item to go on. They were bikini-shaped, with a large gaff to hide my cock from view. I slipped them on, and I must admit that I enjoyed the silky feel of them as they slid up my legs, and then around my waist. To my surprise, I got hard - very hard. I suppose my age made the skin and fat of my chest pliable to some degree because when the bra went on, being tight, it pulled the fat of my chest together, giving the illusion of a cleavage of sorts. Before the bra went on, Yaffa took me into the bathroom and shaved off my chest, arm, and leg hair. This was the only part that I really didn’t enjoy. Yaffa, however, was having fun with the shaving. She leaned in close to me and whispered into my ear: “Now Esteban, I would love to shave off your eyebrows and pencil them in, but not today - that would be too much, too soon, I think. But it’s really what you deserve for sneaking around behind Ariel’s back.” I didn’t respond.

After the black-laced bra went on, the panty hose were next. I was glad that my legs were shaved, because otherwise the pantyhose might have ripped, or gotten a run. I amazed myself because I was already thinking like a woman would! They were black, sheer pantyhose, and were very silky, giving me a nice feeling when they went on. The top was a black laced pattern, and there were straps that held them to my panties with the gaff. They selected a powder blue satin blouse for me, with a ruffled pattern going down the middle. The top three buttons were open, showing what little cleavage I had. The illusion was good. Dorit said it was good enough to go out in public, but the girls decided that I wasn’t ready for that yet. Maybe by the end of the summer they said, grinning at me. Of the three of them, Ariel enjoyed the show most of all. She was getting the husband she desired. I had to make a mental note of asking her when she decided that this was what she wanted for me; no, insisted for me.

The first thing that most guys look at when they’re checking a lady out at a bar, is the skirt, and how much leg is showing. They had that part covered nicely by buying me a black leather skirt with a wide, belt and buckle. It came with a slit up the side, and went to just a bit over my knees, leaving something to the imagination. The shoes were a complicated matter. Yaffa told me that I would have to wear four-inch heels to go out in public, but I needed practice in walking in them. So, shoes were the only accessory they didn’t bother with - yet.

Finally, Yaffa was ready with the makeup, and she took me into our bathroom, and had me sit on a chair, facing away from the mirror, as per our agreement that I was not allowed to see until after she was done with me. Ariel and Dorit were in the bedroom, kissing and touching, warming themselves up for the night’s activities, with me as the guest of honor. The joke amongst them was something like, “We wish Zev could have joined us tonight.” Apparently, they had another moniker for me, and it wouldn’t be “Esteban.”

After studying my face for a few minutes, Yaffa carefully applied the foundation, the blush, lip liner, a bright, cherry red lipstick, and blue eye shadow, with black eyeliner. My eye lashes were bright and not too thick, so they bought me false eyelashes - a dark brown, and long, to match with my blonde wig. When my face was done to her satisfaction, Yaffa applied the wig cap, centering it just right on my head. The blonde wig was just below shoulder length and had frosted tips. It cost around two-hundred dollars and was made from human hair. Only the best for Zev’s transformation. The front was wavy and parted over my forehead, and curly. Yaffa was a genius with this, and she told me I looked like a real “slut.” She used the Hebrew word for slut - zonah, and the girls laughed when she called me one for the first time.

At last, she was done, and now for the moment of truth. “Turn around Zev and look at the new you!” Until now, I didn’t see myself in the mirror at all. When I did, the reaction was amazement. I didn’t recognize myself. I was looking at a real hooker in the mirror - a very sexy, horny, cum-slut. A moment of confusion passed over me. I was at a loss to decide which was the real me - Zev the doctor, or this new person, the blonde slut. I was as hard as a rock, and really turned on by myself. I wanted to fuck the image in the mirror hard. I wanted to suck Yaffa’s cock and have her cum all over my face. I wanted to cum on her face and lick all my jizz off it.

“Well Zev,” Yaffa said. “What do you think. How do you like the ‘new you’”?

“You’re a master Yaffa, a real pro,” I said. This made her smile.

“You know Zev, you really do look beautiful. Why I even want to fuck you more than before! But there is one last thing. We need a female name for you. ‘Zev’ just won’t be good anymore. Any ideas?” I was clueless. No one had ever asked me that before. Even in all my dressing fantasies, I never had picked a female name for myself - a crossdressing name.

Yaffa’s hand was on her chin as she looked me over from side to side. Finally, inspiration hit her. “I think we’ll call you Estelle,” and she smiled a knowing smile at me, our secret. It was a play on my Instagram name, Esteban. “What do you think Estelle . . .?” rolling it off her lips slowly for added effect.

“Okay, yeah, I think I like it.” That was only half true. I knew it was her way of taunting me, getting back at me for my Instagram transgression. I think that Yaffa really hoped there was a Spanish Esteban for her to fuck. Now she had one - me.

“Ladies,” Yaffa announced, after making me get up from the chair and walk into the bedroom. “Meet our new playmate, ‘Estelle!’”

Ariel was the first to react. “I want her first!” She was laughing. “We’re married!” All three of them were laughing, but they weren’t mocking me, they were proud of me, sincerely. They wanted me to feel like I fit in with them.

Dorit said, “My, my, she looks like a very slutty girl.

Don’t you think so ladies?” They all nodded in agreement. “Just one thing is missing. She needs to smoke with the rest of us.” Now I had quit smoking about twenty years ago, and had no intention of starting again, but when I looked over at Yaffa, smirking at me, I knew I had no choice.

“Let me do the honors,” Yaffa said, getting a Virginia Slim out from her bag. Ceremoniously she took one out and placed it in my lips. Seeing my cherry red lipstick on the white filter was a huge turn on for me. My cock was rock hard. Yaffa had put a touch of her perfume on me, and I couldn’t wait to smell the smoke on myself mixed with the perfume. I knew it would only make me want to suck cock even more. The lighting up was not as rough as I expected. The nicotine rush came back to me as if I had never quit. I always told myself that if I ever smoked even one cigarette, I would be back to it in no time. I think I was right. I would have to reconcile this new fact with my new identity. I promised myself though, that I would only smoke when I was dressed as Estelle, and never as Zev. After all, Zev was a doctor - a highly respected orthopedic surgeon. Yaffa was pleased with the way I took to smoking. Looking at myself, with my false, red painted nails, holding a lipstick-stained cigarette effeminately between my index and middle fingers was a real turn on for me. I felt a chill of excitement run through my body. Ariel’s reaction was the one that counted the most.

“Oh Estelle!” Ariel said. “I do so wish for you to fuck the hell out of me.” This was music to my ears. Yaffa and Dorit were excited to watch, and the way that Dorit was bumping her ass on Yaffa’s crotch meant that I was turning them on too. When I walked in my stocking feet, I sashayed my hips, keeping my right had extended with the long cigarette, my eyes half closed with a slutty desire, and my left hand bent, with my hand on my hip. I loved the silky feel of the panties with the silky gaff against my hard cock, the “swish” of my legs in nylon against each other, and the tight feel of the skirt against me. Most of all, I loved the silky feel of the blue satin blouse against the skin of my shaved chest and arms, and the way the silly hair of my wig felt on the side of my neck. I inhaled the delicious scent of my perfume and smoky smells. It was hypnotic, and I was in a trance of self-absorption and a state of total arousal.

Ariel was standing across from me and her mouth was hanging open, her legs rubbing together. Whenever she did that, I knew that she was getting very wet and at the peak of her arousal. She slowly walked, cat-like towards me from across the room. Dorit and Yaffa were sitting on the bed and kissing, stealing glances over at me and Ariel. We were the main show for the evening, the main event of the summer. I knew they couldn’t wait for us to put on a show for them and fuck. Ariel couldn’t wait any longer and she quicky made her way to me, covering the last few steps fast, grabbing me around the shoulders and kissing me - hard. This erotic illusion was something that Ariel had waited for most of our married life, I was guessing. As for me, I was merely saving my marriage, but it was more than that. Despite my previous objections, I knew this was what I was meant to become as soon as my cock grew hair. Speaking of which, I knew that soon I would have to shave off my pubic hair as well. That was something which Yaffa neglected. I think as far as shaving my pubes went, she would let that come in time.

They gave us space. I grabbed Ariel back and we were kissing like we always had, but there was something different about it. All sorts of thoughts were running through my mind. Did Ariel have lesbian tendencies? Was I to expect her to bring home “lovers,” like other women, or more transgender men for her to play with. Did she expect me to play with other transgender men, other women. All these things were unknown, and I was starting to wonder to what lengths I would have to go to save my marriage. Right now, these were nebulous questions, and I had to concentrate on Ariel in front of me, and the new form our sex life would take. Her hands moved slowly down to my skirt and playing around, sliding her hand slowly between my skirt front and blouse. She broke off from the kiss and looked at me, biting her lower lip. Her smells were familiar, yet different, more exotic. The smoky aroma of her hair and face were a huge turn-on for me, maybe for Ariel as well.

I slid my hand down the front of her skirt as well, and immediately the fur on top of her mound was moist. As soon as I touched that spot, she moaned, and closed her eyes, using my body for support. She kissed my neck, my ears with an intensity that I hadn’t seen since we conceived our kids almost thirty years ago. I pulled her down to the bed and I got on top of her. Yaffa and Dorit were sitting together on a love seat across from the bed, kissing and stealing glances our way. They had a ringside seat to all our activities. We each took our blouses off, but I left my bra on, and Ariel left hers on. Next, both of us took off our skirts - Ariel unzipping mine, and I unzipped hers. We were both left in our nylons hose and garters on. I had her lie next to me, and I slipped my hand underneath her silky panties, which caused her to tense. She parted her legs for me, giving my hand easy access to her nether regions. The tips of my fingers found her clit which was slick with her juice, and slippery from her earlier play with Yaffa. I played with that hard little nub, snapping it between my fingers like a small rubber band, causing her to jerk and convulse.

“That’s it Estelle,” she used my new name! “Stick your fingers inside me, make me cum,” she breathed. My hand was in a lake, soaked in my wife’s femininity. I managed to stick, two, then three and four fingers inside her pussy, running them all around the inside, putting pressure on the sides. She stiffened and squirted, grabbing onto my wig, and then reaching down for my cock. “I want you to eat me out good,” she cooed softly, sounding out of breath, from what would be one of many orgasms that night - mostly from me. I placed my face between her legs, taking in the heady aromas of arousal, that tangy scent that was my wife. The tip of my nose was rubbing up against her clit, and my tongue was painting her wetness up and down, entering her pussy with just the tip, teasing.

I decided to try something new. I was licking between her wet cunt and her puckered, cherry asshole, sending her mouth into a wordless scream, as she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. She helped me by lifting her hips up into the air. Now my tongue was playing with her asshole, licking it, the wetness helped along by the dripping from her pussy. I took my left thumb and slowly played around with the entrance to her butt hole, and after it was slick and wet, I entered her with it, making her call out and scream wordlessly. I hit the bullseye. I didn’t want to hurt her by dilating her too much.

“Estelle, FUCK ME HARD!” she yelled; the lust and strength of her voice shocking me. In all our sexual play together, I never heard her call out to me like that.

“Turn over,” I said softly. She turned around, crunched up like a ball with her butt sticking up in the air. Then I took her. I slid in easily, the slick walls of her pussy closing in around my pulsing cock. This felt better than any other time I had sex with my spouse. I thought in the heat of that moment, that maybe it was due to the level of our mutual arousal; the way I was dressed, the force with which I took her. It didn’t matter. I wasn’t even conscious of Yaffa and Dorit; I didn’t really care either. My pounding increased to a feverish tempo. My cock met less resistance too; probably because Ariel stiffened and spasmed, flooding her pussy with juices. She came multiple times during that first session with her.

Now it was me that was losing control. I let out a large grunting sigh and shot a full load up into Ariel’s hot pussy. The warmth of my cum enveloping my raging cock, making us both shudder. I slowed down my pounding of her buttocks, and slowly withdrew from her. The jizz leaked out of her pussy, falling on the sheets below. Ariel turned around to me. “Stay there,” she said, her eyes squinting, full of pure unbridled passion. “I want to suck your cock clean.”

I backed up a bit and she lied down in front of me. I was on my knees and her mouth had all of me inside her, with her tongue twirling around my cock, making a slurping noise as she drank me in. I was still hard from the cock ring, and Ariel was still full of energy, after that incredible workout. “Ummm,” she moaned repeatedly, greedily drinking me in, wiping me clean. Dorit and Yaffa were on the loveseat, watching us intently. Then Yaffa rose and walked to us on the bed. “Ariel, is it okay if I get a piece of Estelle too?”

“Of course, sweetie, he’s here for all of us, and remember what we said; we all have to break him into his new role!”

❤️❤️❤️

Seductively, Yaffa lit one of her long, white cigarettes, and lit one for me at the same time. It made me even harder than before. She took a slow, contemplative drag, and asked me, “What do you think we should do now, Estelle?”

“What would you like to do?” I spoke. Yaffa looked first at Ariel, and then over at Dorit on the love seat. The three of them were conspiratorially smiling at each other.

“I think,” Yaffa said, “that Estelle should have another ‘first’ for her new life.” My eyes widened because I knew what she would say. The second option I was thinking of wasn’t quite practical yet.

“I think,” she repeated, “that I’d like Estelle to get down on the bed, behind me!” Yaffa moved in front of me, wasting no time in putting her butt high in the air. She held her cigarette between her index and middle finger, seductively, taking slow drags, waiting for me to get in position. I moved in behind her, my cigarette dangling out the right corner of my mouth. Yaffa’s ass was already wet, and just for good measure she wiped a little cocoa butter around her hole, turned around to me, and made a show of licking the excess off her finger. She was a true slut and I loved it. I loved being a part of their little sorority too.

“Come on Estelle, do me hard,” Yaffa said. I didn’t need much prompting. I put the tip of my cock up against her asshole, and she took me, sucking me inside her. She immediately groaned with a shock of pleasure, pushing back against me as I entered her. I was surprised at how good it felt, so much tighter and so much better than a pussy. The rhythm for both of us came naturally; she matched me stroke for stroke. I was breathing hard and turned on more from this than anything else I’d experienced. I thought about taking a cock myself; and only two weeks ago the thought would have repulsed me, but now it was like a second nature. I was sure I wouldn’t have to wait much longer.

My thrusting got faster and faster, Yaffa in complete bliss. Her sounds turned me on more and I felt that small precum leaking from the tip of my cock. Right on schedule I exploded inside Yaffa, the first time in a Shemale cunt. Yaffa let out a gasp and shot her load out on the pillow she was kneeling against. I didn’t pull out right away; instead, I came down slowly, my thrusting going into slow motion. I left Yaffa on the bed, sated, and smoking dreamily. I walked into the bathroom and looked at my reflection in the mirror.

My makeup was in place, except for my lipstick which was quite smudged, and my hair mussed up. I saw how good my pantyhose looked, the unhooked straps dangling alongside my thighs; my new “she-cock” hanging down in a state of semi-erection. Things worked out. I had put the spice back into my marriage, and Ariel and I found new ways to have some fun in bed. After Yaffa and Dorit fly back to Israel, we would have to find another couple to have fun with. Hopefully a transgendered couple, or two lesbians, whatever. The best part of all this was, to tell you the truth - I got to know myself much better. That was the big payoff to having two “houseguests.”

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice from Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this incredible tale of a married couple who have their sex lives and their marital relationship steered in a new and hot direction by a visit from two “houseguests.” The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in Zev and Ariel’s journey. Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. My books are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the subway, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

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

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

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

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey

Please be sure to check out these other titles and more by Jaclyn Dicey!

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

Copy and paste the link above into your search bar if link doesn’t get you there.
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About The Author

Jaclyn Dicey

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

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

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

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

AMAZON author page:

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

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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