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Chapter 1

____________________________

_________________

If you know that you’ve been adopted, there comes a point in your life when you get curious about your birth parents, or in my case; about my father. What I do know is that my name is Julian and I’m twenty-one-years-of-age. For most of my life, in the times when I’ve asked my mother to tell me about my real father, she’s always been close lipped about the matter.

You’re probably thinking, okay, here’s this guy raised by a single mother, probably raised in squalor, maybe in a trailer park somewhere, and maybe a bit messed up with an inferiority complex because of the mystery surrounding his dad. Who knows? Maybe his dad is a famous US Senator, or even a grandson of the president?

Well, that’s not the case with me. My mom, Daria, has been happily married to a guy named Hank who’s been working for the post office almost all his life. She works in a lab as a medical technologist. They married when I was five, and he’s been like a real dad to me, so I never missed out on anything like playing catch, going to ball games, family vacations, etc., I have a stepsister named Tracy who’s three years older than I am. I’ve always thought of her as my big sister – no “step-stuff” in my family, and we get along great.

So now that I’ve graduated college, I got a job as a technician for the local cable company. They pay well and the benefits are good. I’ve been living in my own apartment with a roommate from school, and been dwelling on the question of my natural father lately; no other motive than curiosity.

I went over to my parent’s house on a Sunday morning for breakfast. It was just the two of them and me. Dad had to leave early because that was his golf day with his friends. Now this “father thing” was on my mind, so I figured this was the best time to talk to her.

“Mom, can I ask you something?”

“Sure Julian, what’s up?” mom said, pouring coffee for herself and me.

“Well, I mean, I don’t know where to start, but, you know how I was always asking about my dad – er., my birth dad?”

Mom sighed, and she knew what was coming next. She sort of half-smiled at me, and said, “Okay Julian. Before you say anymore, I think it’s time I told you.” I was in a state of disbelief that this lifelong secret for me was finally getting an answer. Mom took her time and brought her cup of coffee over to the table and sat down next to me.

“I was a junior at U-Penn, and I met your dad there. At the time, your dad was a dental student at Temple, and we started dating. We were . . . we were in a steady relationship for about a year, and I found myself pregnant – with you.” She took a minute for this to sink in. I saw how she was struggling with this, and I was almost sorry I brought up the subject, but she kept going.

“Anyway, I decided to have you. I know hearing that sounds funny, but many women in my situation would probably have terminated the pregnancy, but not me. You came into this world for a reason, and I love you very much. Of course, your grandpa and grandma helped me along, and I had to move back home to finish my education and get my degree.”

“Yeah, I get it mom. I know it was tough, but my memories from back then are sort of vague, you know?”

Mom laughed. “Yes, I realized that. I was afraid that your dad wouldn’t want a wife who already came with a child, but it was Hank’s father who deserves a lot of credit for his wisdom. Your dad likes to tell the story of after his first date with me. When he came home from the date, your grandpa Louis asked him, ‘how did your date go?’”

“So Hank said, ‘It went fine, she’s a great girl, I really like her, but there’s one thing.’ Grandpa Lou asked, ‘Oh, and what’s that?’ Hank said, ‘Well, she has a four-year-old son.’ And your grandpa said, ‘See what kind of boy he is, how respectful, how kind, well adjusted, etc. And if you see that he is, you’ll know this woman will make a good wife and a good mother.’”

“So, that was that. After fifteen months from when I first went out with Hank, he became my husband, and then he formally adopted you. So you see Julian, you grew up with a lot of love around, and that’s why you’re such a fine man today. I think Hank and I did a pretty good job, with you and Tracy.”

Mom wasn’t finished yet, but what I heard so far was pretty good. “Now, your dad lives across the country in California, the last I know of. I’ve followed him on social media. He doesn’t do personal postings, it’s all from his practice; he’s a dentist. I figure that you’re smart enough to figure it out. So, I’ll leave it up to you. I have no interest in meeting him.”

“I’m guessing he wanted nothing to do with me or you after he found out you were pregnant, right?”

Mom hesitated, and said “Correct,” under her breath. I felt bad right away.

“Okay mom, maybe I’ll look him up and maybe I won’t. I was just curious, and” Mom put her hand up.

“Julian, there’s no need to explain, I get it. It’s okay.” Then she came over to me and hugged me, and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “I support whatever kind of relationship you want to have with him.”

“Uh, mom?”

“Yes Julian?” she said as if I’d exhausted all her answers for the morning.

“You wouldn’t happen to know if he’s married and has his own family or anything, now would you?”

“No, I really don’t. Much as I may have wanted to over the years, I’ve never scoured social media for any postings from a wife or offspring.”

“Okay mom, thanks.” I finished my coffee, and got whatever information my mom had from him. It turns out he was paying child support for me all these years until I was eighteen, something mom had told me soon after she gave me his information. He paid pretty regularly, never missed a payment, so I knew that my “real dad” wasn’t a deadbeat or anything like that.

“Julian,” mom said.

“Yes mom.”

“He’ll know me by my maiden name – Torres, okay?”

“Thanks mom, sure.”

Over the next year, I saved up by not taking any vacation time, until I thought I was ready to make contact. So by the next February, right after my twenty second birthday, I decided I was ready to make the trip out to California. I saved up enough time for four weeks. My roommate Doug was concerned that maybe if I liked the situation, that I might consider moving out there. I told him that I don’t make rash decisions. Doug was okay, and I didn’t want to stiff him and put him through the hassle of finding a new roommate or a new apartment.

So, I got all the information about where to contact my birth father. I wondered if it would be better just to show up at his door or call him at his office first. I decided on something much better. I would make an appointment and show up at his office under an assumed name. Clever, right?

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

_____________________________

________________

My plan was pretty solid. I was to fly out to Santa Barbara Airport because it was the closest, get a room at a RED ROOF INN in Ventura near my father’s office. At the very worst, he’d tell me “Nice meeting you, now goodbye – you’re over eighteen and I want nothing to do with you anymore,” or maybe he’d be like, “Oh great! I finally meet my grown up son, and we can have some quality bonding time.” The third option was anything in between. I would try my luck and just see what happened.

I rented a compact car at the airport, and I called his office in Camarillo and made an appointment for the following day under the name Jim McDonald, who happened to pitch for the NY YANKEES in 1953. Obviously, it wasn’t me, and the name was common enough. My appointment was for eleven o’clock. I was going as a self-pay because I didn’t have time to do a full CIA act and come up with a whole new identity. I’d show up to his office much like Jack Reacher would; just carrying a toothbrush with me.

So, I braved the California freeways and drove to his office. The office was in a large strip mall, bigger than the ones we had in PA, and it was on the second floor of a medical building. I walked into the building and looked at the directory in the lobby. There it was, in front of me: Dr. Robert Lang DDS, Camarillo Family Dental - Suite 207.

I was a bit nervous, as the elevator door opened, and a guy with a walker and his wife took their sweet time getting out. I’m not a nasty guy, I was just a tad impatient that morning.

I walked down the corridor to the suite door, and a waiting room that was empty. I was halted in my tracks by a gorgeous brunette with bright green eyes, humongous breasts, and a powder blue scrub uniform that showed her cleavage all too well. She had to be at least in her early forties maybe? I had a thing for older women, so who knew? Maybe I could get her number after the visit. I didn’t see a wedding ring or any jewelry on her whatsoever. My eyes just zeroed in on those breasts and the way her hair curled over into that cleavage. I was aroused instantly – those twenty-two-year-old hormones at work.

She looked up at me, and said “Hi, you must be Mr. McDonald.”

“Yes that’s right.”

“Okay, would you mind filling out these new patient information forms please?” she said, handing me a pen and a clipboard.

Now there were all sorts of questions on there of a medical and insurance nature, and since this really wasn’t a dental visit, but a personal one, I took a deep breath and passed the clipboard back to her. I saw on the tag she wore that her name was Donna Marie.

She looked at me puzzled. “Uh, could you please tell Dr. Lang that this is a personal and not a dental matter?” I said, as politely as I could.

She looked at me carefully, maybe a bit too carefully, and she said, “Look, I’m Dr. Lang’s wife, so can you tell me what this is about?”

This was do or die now. What should I do? I was acting on autopilot, and I thought I would play this slowly – need to know only. What would happen if she blew up, screamed at pops, and ruined everything. I mean, she looked rational, but I had no way of knowing what the right thing was. I mean, some random kid shows up at your husband’s place of work, he’s happily married, and you tell her that her husband’s his dad from an unplanned pregnancy? There are limits to honesty.

“Uh, I’d rather speak to the doctor alone – I mean, uh, this is very personal.”

She looked at me, and her expression changed to a hard one. “No, you either tell me now, or you leave.”

It must have been the puppy dog expression on my face, or my pitiful appearance, but the gods were on my side, and she relented.

“Okay, okay. You seem like a nice guy”-

“This isn’t about money or anything shady! I promise – it’s all ok!” I blurted. Then I added, “It’s man stuff!”

She looked at me, sighed, and said, “Okay, just a second,” and she got up from her chair and went into the operatory. She studied me for a second before closing the door behind her.

I waited for the longest two minutes of my life until the door opened, and Donna Marie invited me in, and she left, standing outside the door. Dr. Lang stood in front of me, his arms folded in a defensive posture, a quizzical look on his face as he looked me over from top to bottom.

“Can I help you son?” he said.

“That’s just it Sir,” I said quietly.

“What’s it?” he said sounding confused.

“I’m Daria Torres’s son, Julian.”

He looked as if he might keel over, but he kept staring. Then he asked the million dollar question. “What do you want Julian?”

“Oh nothing. See, I graduated college as an electronics technician and graphic artist, and I was really curious to meet you, that’s all. Mom, as you know is married, I have a half-sister, and I have a job. Money is not an issue. I guess, I don’t know, I was hoping, er . . . maybe, for a, (I was stumbling over my words here) relationship or acquaintance, or something. Nothing illegal or funny – just you.”

He continued looking at me. I supposed that he was at a loss for words. I mean, who wouldn’t be?

“I’m guessing that your wife, Donna Marie, doesn’t know about me.”

He sighed. “Well, that’s not entirely true. I told her that I had a child out of wedlock, and I paid child support and alimony, but that I’d never met you, which of course, you know is true. I was up front about it with her while we were dating. It’s just a surprise you see when you came knocking on the door.” He continued. “You seem like a nice young man, you’re clean cut, and from what you say, you’re doing okay.” For the first time he smiled. “I knew this day would come, and I’ll tell you this young man; from what I can see, you’ve been raised well by Daria.”

So far this was going well. “Just a second Julian.” He opened the door, went outside and I could hear him speaking to his wife in hushed tones. Then, both of them walked into the room.

“Donna, I’d like you to meet my son, Julian.” Now she extended her hand and smiled at me, but it was more like she was checking me out. She squeezed it gently, and shook it.

“You know Robert, he certainly looks like you. It’s amazing – Julian is the spitting image of you.”

I didn’t know what to call him at this point, so I asked, “Dr. Lang? Do I have any half-sisters, or half-brothers?”

“As a matter of fact, you do.

“How old are they, if I may ask, Dr. Lang?”

“Oh please, call me da - - er, Robert is fine for now.”

“Sure Robert.” I wanted to call him dad, but I guessed that may come in time. I was glad I didn’t cause a divorce or get kicked out of the door. “How old are my brother and sister?”

It was Donna Marie who answered. “Judy is fifteen, and Dennis is seventeen.”

“Oh, okay, nice.”

“Where are you staying Julian?” Donna Marie asked. She went from being a bitch five minutes ago to being somewhat nice, very welcoming. In fact, I couldn’t take my eyes off her. I mean she was beautiful, gorgeous even. I felt a bit of a stirring underneath my jeans.

“I’m staying at the RED ROOF INN in Ventura. I have three weeks’ vacation – I saved up my time for the trip.”

She looked at Robert. “Well, we can’t have that, Robert. I think Julian should stay with us; get to know Dennis and Judy. He is family after all.”

Robert shook his head. “Sure, why not. Let’s do it. Julian, after my office hours, Donna and I will take you to Ventura and get your stuff, and take you back to our house.”

“Oh that won’t be necessary Robert,” I said. “I rented a car at the airport, so I could follow you home, or plug your address into my GPS.”

“Even better,” Donna said. “You’ll stay for dinner tonight Julian, won’t you?”

“Yes, that would be wonderful,” I said, finally relaxed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

_____________________________

________________

On the drive back to the RED ROOF, I thought about the momentous event in my life that I just had. I found a whole new family. I wasn’t trying to replace my mom and Hank, but I had just added a whole new set of relatives. I was very curious about my half brother and sister. They were teenagers, still in high school; but what were they like? How would they react to me. I’m sure that Robert and Donna never told them about me.

All this stuff was running around in my head when I pulled into the parking slot at the INN. I had just gotten out of the car and a horn beeped a couple of times, making me turn around. Three cars down to my left in the lot was a red BMW M3. Behind the wheel was Donna. As she got out of the car, smiling, she wasn’t wearing her office scrubs now. Instead she was dressed in a short denim skirt, her long hair flowing over her shoulders, and wearing a low cut orange cotton camisole, her erect nipples showing through. It came down just below her belt buckle. She wasn’t wearing the CROCKS on her feet that she wore in the office either. She wore four-inch black high heels, with straps around her ankles.

“Hi Julian! Robert got a call to go to the hospital. Some broken jaw case. It should take him a couple of hours to get home. I hope you’re not too hungry because supper will be a bit late tonight. I was going to stop off and bring home a couple of pizzas. I, uh, came over to see if you needed any help in getting your stuff over to the house. You can stay with us as long as you like.”

She spit all that out, in about two seconds. She was out of breath and standing right in front of me, shall we say, a bit close in on my personal space, and smiling. She caught me a bit flustered to say the least.

“That’s fine Donna. I really don’t have much stuff with me. Just a suitcase. I took enough clothes for a three-week stay.”

“Okay, great. So why are we standing around out here? Let’s go inside.” I barely had my key out when she practically forced me through the door.

She closed the door behind her and stood with her back pressing it closed, and I was standing in front of her. There’s something you don’t know Julian.”

“Oh, and what’s that?”

“I’m Robert’s second wife. He got divorced from the mother of Judy and Dennis, and married me two and a half years ago.”

“Oh,” I said. “I did not know that” thinking why would that make any difference here.

“The reason I’m telling you this is that I’m not how you would say, ‘very satisfied.’”

Okay, I’m thinking to myself, where is this going? as my cock starts pulsating, my eyes roving over that gorgeous body up and down.

Those green eyes bore a hole into my head as she moved into me and threw her arms around my shoulders, smiled, and kissed me. Thinking back on the cold reception I got when I first walked into the office, I knew that it was more than my sudden appearance that accounted for her attitude. The woman was just not happy with her overall situation.

She ran her fingers through the back of my shoulder-length brown hair, and stuck her tongue through my lips, her body pressed full against me. As she was kissing me, her right hand moved down and grabbed my cock through my pants, her cherry painted fingernails digging into my ball sack.

She broke off from my mouth and started kissing me all over my face and my neck, giving me chills up and down my body. She moved us away from the door towards the bed, and kissed me deeply on the mouth again, making soft sounds, hungry sounds. Our tongues danced around each other’s and suddenly, she pushed me down onto the bed spread, straddling me, smiling, her head bent with her hair falling all over my face, sweeping it like a broom. I lifted my t-shirt up, and she let her hair fall over my chest, caressing my nipples, tickling my neck.

She was on her knees and one elbow, using her left hand to fight with my belt buckle and my zipper. She was in a feverish pace, like do or die. Never had a woman been so desperate to get inside me, to pleasure me before. I helped her out, and finished opening my belt, and shimmied my jeans down to just above my knees. I didn’t have to bother with my boxers, she took care of that, grabbing the front in her teeth, and moving down to expose my cock which sprang out like a jack-in-the-box.

“So big Julian. I know you didn’t inherit that from Robert,” she said, laughing. I felt the desperation in the air, yet she took her time with me at this stage, lightly kissing the head of my cock, and sticking her tongue out to the tip of my slit, running it around and around my fleshy head. I felt extra moisture, it was my pre cum. I knew that if she started on my whole shaft I would blow at any second. Yet that’s exactly what she did. Her tongue moved around my head like an old master painting a masterpiece. She opened her mouth, slowly and exquisitely taking my whole shaft in her mouth, going all the way to the base of my cock.

I never measured my cock, but I knew it had to be a good size, not just because of how she compared me to Robert, but because of the way she gagged a bit, pulled off, and then got back on, sucking, and tonguing, getting wetter and wetter.

With one hand she moved her denim skirt up and she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. She placed her pussy on top of my thigh, and I could feel it dripping, sweating, pouring out onto me. She humped me like that furiously, moaning in the middle of her sucking me. I was getting closer to the edge, helpless to resist (not that I’d want to), but she had me good. I couldn’t take it any longer and I let out a large sigh, and shot a huge load of every drop of jizz stored up inside of me inside of her mouth. Quickly, she took her mouth off of my cock and grabbed it with her fist, taking shots of my cum, one after the other, onto her face, covering it in my dripping goo. It was the sexiest thing I ever saw – this beautiful goddess of a woman looking down on me, completely covered by me.

Her face hovered over me, her hand coming off my now spent cock. She moved closer to me, and I started licking my jizz off of her face. That was the first time I had done that with any woman, and I liked it. First time for everything. There was something, I don’t know, arousing about it. I was still hard, as my tongue stuck itself into every crevice of her face – her eyes, her lids, the top of her lips, the sides of her cheeks. I didn’t stop until she was all clean. Her mascara ran in a dark line from the corners of her eyes.

“Ummm,” she said. “Nice job Julian. I’m not fucking done with you yet. I want you to eat me, then fuck me.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

_____________________________

_________________

“Ilike you Julian. I think you came along at the right time for me. I was thinking of leaving Robert, but now you’re here.”

“Donna, I’m only here for three weeks.”

“But just think of it Julian. You could probably get a job out here, and see me, I mean us, more often, and then I wouldn’t have to leave.”

I became quiet, mulling this new thought over in my head. It was sneaky as fuck, but certainly tempting. Then her cell phone rang. “Just a second, honey,” she said and kissed me lightly on the lips. Don’t go anywhere.”

“Yes, oh sure, ah hah, okay . . . ok, sounds good. Yeah, I guess he’ll be over soon, he’s got the address. I was thinking about pizza, ok? Sure, ok, bye – love you.” She let out a deep breath and she looked like she was going to cry at any second.

“What’s wrong?” I said, leaning on both elbows behind me, my pants down around below my knees.

“That was, as you probably guessed, Robert. He got done with the case early. I have to freshen up in the bathroom, and then bring home pizza. You, uh, let’s see. It’s five-thirty now, come over at seven, ok?”

“Okay, sure,” I said. I mean, what could I do? My balls were getting bluer by the minute. I was really looking forward to tasting that beautiful, pink, juicy pussy. Still, there were possibilities. I’d be staying with them for at least two weeks. Her idea of me moving out here was interesting; something to consider.

Donna got dressed and left, continuing on with her errands. It was hard for her to leave, and even harder for me. I felt like I was left stranded with my dick hanging out. So, I took a shower and shaved, put on a clean shirt, and a new pair of slacks I had. On the way over to the house, I stopped off and picked up a bottle of red table wine. My suitcase was in my trunk. I checked out of the motel, figuring if I wasn’t going to stay, I could always come back and check in again.

The house, of course, was in a very posh area, nicely manicured lawns, lots of land, and lots of space between neighboring houses. I rang the bell, and a teenage girl answered the door.

“Oh hi,” I said. “You must be Judy. Did your mom and dad tell you about me?” The girl smiled at me, looking at me curiously and said, “Yes! You’re my brother Julian! This is sooo cool! Wait until I tell my friends I have a new brother.” She laughed.

Just then Donna came out and kissed me on the cheek. She was a good actress, and certainly lived close enough to Hollywood perhaps to become one, I thought. “Just in time Julian, the pizza’s nice and hot.” I handed her the bottle of wine in a foil wrap with a ribbon on top.

“My, how very thoughtful of you.”

“Sure, no problem. Is Robert home?” That was a stupid question because the blue Lamborghini was in the driveway in front of Donna’s BMW. But it didn’t matter.

“Yes he is, he’s just freshening up. He’ll be down in a minute.”

Just then, a lanky teenage boy wearing baggy pants came down the winding spiral staircase. He looked me over cautiously.

He came over to me and stuck out his hand. “Hi, I’m Dennis.”

“Hi Dennis, nice to meet you, I’m your brother Julian.” He laughed, I suppose at the novelty of it.

“Hey mom, you know, I can see the resemblance already.”

“Yes, Dennis, Julian is a very handsome young man,” Donna said, I think maybe just a tad too familiar, but it went over their heads.

We made some small talk, chipping away at the awkwardness of the situation. I explained why I had to wait so long before I could meet everybody.

“Yeah, yeah, I could see that,” Dennis said. We spoke about everything from college to baseball, and especially basketball, which was Dennis’s favorite. Not surprising because he was at least six-foot-three.

Then Robert walked in from the main floor bathroom. He was dressed casually, no longer in his scrubs and white coat from the office.

“So,” I said, “you’re an oral surgeon.”

“Yes, I also do general dentistry. Out here it’s good to have a specialization. It’s not as crowded as PA, and people like the fact that they don’t need referrals for all their dental work. It keeps me pretty busy. I’m on staff at a couple of the local hospitals and I get cases from the residents.”

“Very nice,” I said.

“And you’re a cable technician I think you said?”

“Well, that, and I also do some graphics work on the side. I’m pretty good with computers.”

“Oh great!” Dennis said. “Julian can hook up our new router for us. The one we have now is slow as shit.”

“Easy with the language young man,” Robert said, lightly admonishing Dennis.

“Oh sure, sorry dad.”

“No problem,” I said. “Right after dinner.”

“Great. Thanks Julian.”

“Okay now, shall we eat before the food gets cold? Julian, do you like salad?”

“Yes, very much,” I said.

“Good, that’s one thing we have a lot of here. Most of our fruits and veggies are home grown,” Donna said, pointing to the back yard, through the sliding glass doors in the kitchen. The back yard was tremendous. The whole property, I was to learn, measured two full acres. There was an entire farm, full of apples, oranges, a few avocado trees, lemons, tomatoes, even a couple of rows of lettuce. I couldn’t even see where it all ended. They also had a pool with a cabana, a tennis court, and a large patio with a huge counter-sized grill.

Robert saw me looking and said proudly, “We have this property declared as a farm, so there is a huge break on the property taxes.”

“Wow, this is incredible. Our house, I mean, you could probably fit four houses like mine on all this land.” Just then, I heard loud barking and the scampering of big paws on the tiled floor.

“Ah, here comes our yellow Lab, Ranger.” The big dog ran right up to me and started licking my face.

“Better be careful, Julian, Ranger here’s a real attack dog.”

“Yes, I can see that,” as he rolled over for me to pet his belly.”

Judy squealed, “Aw, he loves you Julian.”

“Nice, how old is he?”

“Ranger is one year old, just a pup – almost.”

“He sure has good taste,” Donna said, smiling and giving me a side wink.

“Okay, let’s eat.” We all sat at the table, and Donna brought out the salad, and baked Italian garlic knots she got from the pizza place.

“Argento’s does it the best around here,” Donna said.

“Yeah, it’s hard to find good pizza out here. Not like Philly,” Robert said, reminiscing about his time at Temple, and perhaps about my mother.

*****

Just as I (and Donna) had hoped, I was invited to stay over at the house for two or three weeks, for the rest of my vacation. The house could certainly accommodate me. It had five bedrooms, two stories and a completely finished basement. After dinner I endeared myself to my “new family” by not just setting up the new router, but even speeding it up by purchasing some simple gadgets from the local electronics store. By the time I was finished, their computer system was more powerful than the Death Star on STAR WARS.

I was given a bedroom downstairs on the first floor, Judy, and Dennis each having their own rooms upstairs, and Donna and Robert down the hall from the kids.

“Julian,” Robert said to me that first night after I had set up the router and the kids had gone to sleep, “I’m really happy that you decided to look us up. I knew that this day would come, eventually, but (and he laughed) you never really expect a ‘reunion’ as I like to call this.”

“Sure Robert, I get it. I’m grateful for the hospitality you, Donna, and the kids are showing me.” Then, I decided to get really poetic, and honestly, a little “simpy” about it. “I’d like to become truly part of the family.”

Robert paused, and then he did something I never would have expected. He hugged me, and said, “I’m looking forward to really getting to know you better . . . son.” Oh see, he used the ‘magic ‘word. I passed through lots of guilt at that moment, considering the lascivious activities I had with Donna this afternoon. Somehow I didn’t actually think of her as “mom,” but she was Robert’s, my dad’s wife.

I wasn’t sure long term what my plans were, but I was hoping that what happened back at the motel would be a good indication of what was to happen for the rest of my stay here. But if Donna was entertaining the same thoughts about me, they remained a mystery. She gave me no indication of anything. That is, until later that first night.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

_____________________________

_________________

The kids were excited because I promised them that tomorrow I would help them set up their new PLAYSTATION V, and play some games with them. So after we spent the evening talking and watching TV, we turned in for the night. Donna had to stay up late because she had work from her online graphic design/video business. She was a hustler and did that in addition to running Robert’s dental office. I went to sleep with a smile on my face thinking about the events of the afternoon and the two or three n weeks to come.

I fell asleep quickly. My bedroom had a terrace which overlooked the pool and the tennis courts. It was a cool evening, and I left the door slightly open, and a nice breeze and the moonlight filtered into the room, casting a silver light on everything inside. I don’t know how long I was asleep, when I was startled awake with a hand pressing across my mouth. I thrashed about until I knew who it was.

“It’s me Julian! Don’t make a sound,” Donna whispered and was holding me down. My eyes were wide open with the initial shock. “I usually walk the grounds outside after my work to unwind before bed.” I saw the door to my room was slightly ajar, and Donna got up quickly, closed it softly, then came back to me.

She was on top, straddling me, and was only wearing a t-shirt, with no panties underneath; not even a bra. Instantly, my cock was pounding like a jackhammer.

“I hope you have something left for me Julian.”

“Of course Donna” –

She cut me off abruptly. “I’d prefer you call me ‘mommy!’”

So this was “the game.” Okay, so I played along. “Yes, mommy.”

“Now, mommy is really fucking horny, and wants to reward her son for his help with the stuff tonight.”

I was only sleeping in my gym shorts, and as she straddled me, I felt the dewy wetness of her arousal on my thigh. That only made me lust for her even more. I wanted all of her then; to devour her.

She moved her head from side to side, her long, luscious, thick hair, brushing against my face and my chest. Then she bent over me, and we kissed – hard. She entered my mouth with her tongue right away, wrapping it around mine, breaking off a bit to kiss me on my face and my chest. I was covered with her mouth.

She got up straight on her knees and moved up on me until her pussy was right over my neck. I could see the wetness of her from top to bottom as it glistened in the moonlight. She ran her middle finger down the entire length of her pussy, and rubbed her clit, turning her head from side to side and moaning. Then, slowly, she pulled her finger out of her pussy and the light made it glisten. Slowly, she moved it closer and closer to my mouth, and in a deep, sensuous voice she said, “taste me Julian.” The tip of her finger pressed against my closed lips and entered, meeting little resistance from me. I tasted a sweet/salty mix of her woman, as her finger tickled my lips, and then went inside my mouth, rubbing itself on top of my tongue.

She smiled and said, “Does my boy like the way mommy tastes?”

“Yes,” I said, trancelike.

“Good, I’m so glad Julian.”

My neck was soaked from her pussy pressing into it. She slid up slowly until she wiped my face with her pussy, her folds engorged. Pressing deeper into my face, she rubbed her clit against the tip of my nose, going around and around, making her stiffen and leak even more. I stuck my tongue out, and she helped me along by gyrating her waist, and using my tongue as a “joy stick,” licking her up and down. At the same time, she grabbed for my cock, and jerked it along its length with her fingers closed around it. I tried very hard not to come, waiting for the moment I could enter that silky wetness. But for now, it was all about the erotic dance of my tongue on her clit.

I circled it around and around, feeling its hardness and she pressed closer into me, going up and down at the same time. I felt another shower of wetness roll down my face as she moaned and grabbed a tuft of my hair, clenching it in a fist. My tongue now played with her entire pussy, skillfully, as a prodigy would play the piano; up and down, side to side, in and out of her opening. Her lips opened wide to welcome my tongue, sucking it in, as I played with it, making circles.

Her hands grabbed my cheeks in her palms, gently caressing them with her fingers, as she slowly slid down me; her hands replaced ever so gently by her lips against mine. Her tongue was deep inside my mouth, making love to me. I had never felt so alive; dream and reality becoming one.

My cock was hard, beating on its own, as she glided her slippery wetness over it, coating it in the natural film of her arousal. Up and down she went until finally I entered her, and she paused, letting us both take in the moment of first discovery of pleasure.

She began thrusting, ever so slowly along my length. I lifted my hips off the bed, and I met her; both of us in rhythm, her palms planted firmly on the bed, her hair falling over my face. I took in all of her scents, breathing deeply. The moonlight played with the outline of her body, casting shadows of us on the wall beyond the bed. Time became irrelevant; the only thing there was total passion.

I went faster and faster, and she stifled a moan. If she could, I knew it would be a scream. I felt the mattress shift as her hands grabbed the edge of the bed – hard, unyielding. I couldn’t contain myself anymore, taking a deep breath as I exploded inside of her. This is what I was waiting for all of   my twenty-two years. Thrust after thrust of cum left me, coating her insides. I could feel it leaking out onto the sides of my thighs; copious amounts. Each drop like a tear of absolute joy.

Donna was gyrating on top of me, almost breaking my cock, pulling it in all directions. Finally, we lay spent on top of each other, nothing left to give.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 6

____________________________________________

___________________

Our nightly rendezvous continued each night. Each morning after, our feelings for each other were difficult to maintain amongst the others in the house, but I was certain no one suspected anything out of the ordinary. On Saturday, Robert came downstairs for breakfast and made an announcement. There was a convention/CME seminar in Detroit that he had to attend because he was one of the featured speakers. The kids had school, Donna had to go into the office and catch up on billing, and patient reminders – stuff like that.

I would stay and be around when Robert came back the following Sunday; about two days before I was to leave. At that point I was still undecided if I would make a permanent move to California. In my line of work it wouldn’t be hard to find some job similar to what I was doing back home, but the nights I was spending with “mommy,” became harder to make me think of leaving. I was under no pressure to make a definite decision yet anyway. What was obvious, was that Donna and I would have a bit more freedom to carry on our nocturnal affairs when Robert was gone.

That night things got a little weird. Donna came in and I was wide awake, now used to expecting her nocturnal visitations. “Tonight Julian, mommy is going to introduce you to a new game.” For the first time, she put the lights on in the room. She was in full makeup, unlike the other nights, and she was only wearing a long, LA LAKERS t-shirt and four-inch stiletto heels.

“Daddy and I like to play this game, and if you play along, it will make mommy very happy. I’m afraid if you don’t, (her lips pouted), mommy will be very unhappy with you.”

I sat up on my elbows wondering what the hell she had in mind. She carried a blue gym bag with her. “Uh, okay, what is it?” I said with genuine – and cautious curiosity.

She opened it up, looking at me and smirking. “Come Julian, get off the bed and stand on the side for a minute,” she said.

I complied with her weird request, and as soon as she opened the gym bag, I got the shock of my life. She was humming to herself, some nameless tune, and pulled out a black nylon G-String, and slowly placed it on the bed, looking at me. Before I could say anything, she took out a black, one-piece bra, and laid it next to it. Then she took out a long, jet black wig, parted somewhat off to the left side, with hair that was straight and long, reaching down to what would be the middle of my back.

She hadn’t quite finished when I interrupted, “Donna – what the fuck!?”

“I’m sorry dear, if you want me to answer you it has to be in the correct way.”

“Okay, mommy what the fuck!?” There, I corrected myself.

“I’m going to make you into a beautiful sissy Julian; mommy’s very own sissy! Just think! You’ll become a beautiful cum-sucking slut in no time!”

I turned white and my mouth hung open. I’ve heard of games like this before, and now I suppose I was in one.

“Take your shorts off and put the G-String on dear for mommy.”

I did as I was told, sliding the G-String up my legs until it covered my cock, and the strap nestled itself between my butt cheeks. “How does it feel dear?” she said.

“Er, uh, . . . strange.” But the truth was, I liked the way the smooth satin felt against my cock. As a teenager, I’d had some fantasies about what it would feel like and look like to dress up like a sissy. The truth is, I actually acted out on one of them with a guy from my high school class back in tenth grade. There was this kid who was very effeminate, and was teased mercilessly by all the jocks in school. They got a kick out of it when they grabbed his books, which he held in the front like a girl. When he would run away and scream , they thought it was hysterical. He even walked and ran like a girl.

Now it just so happened that we had the same bus stop together, and he lived only two blocks from my house. He really had no friends other than a bunch of girls. The other guys called them “fag hags,” a demeaning term for girls who liked gay or effeminate guys. Something about him told me he was a cross dresser in secret.

So one bright day, he got off the bus, and I got off behind him. He lit up an all-white, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette. Until now, my dealings with him were cursory “hellos” in the hallways, but I was self-conscious about being seen talking to him. I wasn’t a jock or even close – I just minded my own business, not belonging really to any group in school.

I asked him for a cigarette. He was a bit surprised but said, “sure,” and he gave me one and lit it for me. I looked around, but we were the only two walking the same way. The words just came out that I enjoyed dressing up, and would he like to come over to my house one day when no one was home, and we could dress up together. Fast-forwarding, we both dressed up after “hooking up” a few times, and went out. He sucked my cock, and I sucked a cock for the first time in my life. Since then, I haven’t had any experiences like that. I didn’t know what I was – I mean I loved women, but secretly, I wanted to be a woman too. Maybe I was “some kind” of a bisexual, or trans-something??

Now, here I was with Donna, my father’s new wife, helping facilitate that.

I loved the way the satin caressed my cock and my balls, and the way the G-String nestled itself between my butt cheeks. I was immediately hard again. Donna watched in amazement as I put on the mid-thigh high black, sheer nylons with the laced top on, and the girdle over the G-String pouch which hooked onto the pantyhose.

“Wow, someone’s eager.” Donna came closer to me. “It seems Julian, that you’ve done this before. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you really enjoyed this and had done this before.” Her voice softened. “Am I right, honey?”

I had to come clean. I was a bit abrupt, but Donna forgave me, because she understood. “Okay, let’s put the slutty make-up on, and you wouldn’t by any chance have a long, all-white cigarette, now, would you,” I said.

Donna smiled from ear to ear. “Of course mommy will put the makeup on her good little slut, and yes, mommy would love it if you smoked with her. I promise after I put your wig and your makeup on, that we can go out on the terrace and have an EVE 120 Menthol together. Now how does that sound, honey?”

I smiled back at her. “It sounds wonderful mommy.” The only thing I’m missing is a good cock to suck.” Where the hell did that come from. But it was true, I wanted that. I also wanted Donna now in the worst way.

“Well, I may have something, like that, but let’s see how you look.”

Donna took me into the bathroom adjacent to my bedroom and asked me to sit on the vanity chair, but with my side facing the mirror. “I’m guessing you’ve done this before sweetheart, is mommy right?”

“Yes mommy, you are,” I said, sounding not a bit self-conscious.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 7

____________________________________________

__________________

Donna applied the sluttiest makeup on me that even I couldn’t think of. She applied the green eye shadow, which made my brown eyes stand out more, eyebrow pencil, red gloss lipstick the worse. She combed out my wig perfectly. The last touch were the fake red nails. She was a pro.

“Now turn around and look at the new you Julian.”

I turned around, almost came into the G-String pouch, and looked at myself with my mouth open. Hell, I would even have fucked myself if that were at all possible. “Wow mommy, you did an excellent job on me.”

“I know darling. Now Julian will simply not do. We need a female name for you.” She looked at me with her hand on her chin. “I think you look like a Loni. How do you like that name?”

“I love it mommy, thank you!” I said, my excitement reaching a fever pitch.

“Okay Loni,” she said. “Let’s go out on the terrace and have your first new sissy cigarette, okay?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling like a teenage slut whose mother allowed her to smoke in front of her for the first time.

So we went onto the terrace and Donna offered me a cigarette from her pack of EVES, and she took one as well, and lit us both up with her slim, silver butane lighter.

She came closer to me, and we kissed as we always had, except Donna was noticeably turned on even more than she had ever been, obviously in ecstasy that I was agreeable to her “game.” She said she had done this with Robert, but somehow I couldn’t picture him doing this.

“Now come inside Loni,” she said after we finished our cigarettes, tossing the butts onto the patio below.

“Now I want to help complete the last part of your sissy transition,” she said, smiling strangely at me. What the hell, I had come this far, so I went along.

“I want my lovely Loni to get on the bed facing the front on all fours now, ok?”

“Yes mommy, anything for you,” I said obediently.

She left the girdle in placed and pulled the G-String down to just below my knees. Looking down at myself, I admired the nice cleavage the tight, one-piece bra produced. I was as hard as a rock; my arousal only increasing the farther we went on with Donna’s game.

Next Donna reached into her gym bag and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. I was facing front as she smeared a glob of the gel onto her hand. She got a nice amount on my cock, which combined with my arousal made me almost cum on the spot. I stiffened up and stopped moving to avoid this. Then what Donna did next fucking blew me away.

She rubbed a nice helping from the base of my balls all the way up past my asshole, and then took her index finger and placed her slick finger right up my “foyer.” I got an electric sensation run through me, and Donna noticed.

“Ummm . . . I’ll bet my little slut likes that one, right?”

“Yes mommy, I do!”

“Good, because you will love this.”

Her next move was to pull out a moderate sized (looked like an average cock size, but what did I know? I never went around asking guys, ‘hey, how big is your cock’) fleshy, pink dildo. She lathered that up with a good amount of gel. It was attached to a belt, and fit over a prong on the front of the belt. The last third of the dildo was hollow. The other end was a prong that she lubed as well. This one went up into her pussy, so when she thrusted me, she would get thrusted back, and rocketed into space.

I guess it was a “his and hers” dildo. I wasn’t an expert on these contraptions or new designs in the field, but anyway. After everything was in place, she played around at the entrance to my ass with the dildo tip, gently circling me with it, making me shiver. I wanted it inside me very badly. Donna obliged me.

She entered me with just the head at first, and I got a jolt of pain from my ass all the way to my tummy, and I hissed through my gritted teeth. “Easy now Loni, it will get better soon, I promise you.”

Now she went deeper and picked up speed. The pain sensation oddly mixed with a pleasure I never felt before. It got better as she was slow and easy with me, even holding still for a few minutes. Then she resumed rocking back and forth, pleasuring herself in the process as well. I was into a new dimension of pleasure and tension release that I had never known before. Then it dawned on me that I could do this to myself, taking bigger and bigger dildos, and maybe even some day, a real cock!

The pace of her thrusting increased, and she made her stifled moans of pleasure and hissed as well, going faster and faster. I felt the pleasure welling up inside of me like a ball, almost like a sneeze coming on. I felt like a woman. I had a flash in my mind of becoming a transgender woman. These thoughts raced through my mind, and they were soon driven out by what was happening on the bed. An explosion was imminent.

She stiffened and I could feel her arousal leaking down my butt cheeks. This was my cue; I had reached my limit. She reached something I was to later learn was a “p-spot.” Reflexively, I grabbed my cock and began stroking it myself to help things along, but that proved unnecessary. I soon blew a tremendous load that landed on my pillow and ran through my fingers – a thick, creamy cum-shot. My first “sissygasm.” I kept going. This was more powerful than any orgasm I had ever experienced.

Pulse after pulse of cum shot out of me. Then, I was dry, except for Donna’s wetness dripping down my butt. She pulled out of me and spun me around and began sucking and licking my cock. I was still hard, and she was taking all my jizz, greedily, hungrily.

She kept going, and I pushed her hair down on me. As she sucked me, she fingered herself again, moaning through the sucks and licks. Soon, I blew another load right into the back of her throat, it was that strong. I felt my cock being sucked almost off its base, my skin practically tearing as if she wanted to swallow me whole.

She pulled off me and we faced each other. She locked her lips against me, and I could taste myself from her mouth. I licked her mouth clean. The belt with the dildo lay between us. Then we stopped.

“What do you say honey? Come out on the terrace and have another cigarette with mommy.”

“Okay, that was out of this world, Donna.”

“Good Loni, I’m glad you liked it. You know, I think you enjoy being a sissy slut even better than Robert. In fact, I enjoy you much better than Robert.”

“Well that’s nice to hear.” I didn’t bear the tiniest shred of guilt.

We stood on the terrace smoking together. “What would you say to moving out to California? You could find a job out here easily, I’m sure, and I can have you in your own apartment. Who knows, we may even go out together and pick up guys.”

“That sounds like something worth thinking about Donna. You know, before I came out here, I didn’t know what to expect.”

“And now?”

“I wouldn’t have missed this for the world.”

Too much, too far? I don’t know about that. I think it was just right.

❤️❤️❤️
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