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Sara was everything Kevin never expected to have in a wife. She was an ex-model and now a successful editor. Meanwhile Kevin's just your average IT guy for the company. It was a wonder that she even asked him out in the first place. The fact that she actually married him was beyond his wildest expectations. Guys like him don't land women like Sara.

Kevin has been married to Sara just over a year and the initial sizzle of the relationship was fading. He is starting to realize that his wife, despite her obvious charms and good looks, has her faults. The biggest being that she’s a bit demanding. That fact he could tolerate if not for her most insistent demand. Sara demands that every Friday night be spent playing games with her friends or as she calls them "Our Friends". Our friends, what a joke. Chloe and Samantha were her friends since just about forever, and not his friends at all. Sure, their husbands came along too, but they weren't Kevin's type of guys. Friday nights were the worst, and it was starting to degrade their marriage. He could just feel it happening.

That was true right up until the introduction of a one thousand dollar bet during one Friday night game night. That bet led to panties, submission, and Kevin's marriage going in a direction it turns out he was born to satisfy. Friday nights just might become the best night out with our friends Kevin never imagined it could be!

Adult Games is a first time feminization romance.


Chapter 1

"I don’t understand why we have to spend every Friday night with your friends," said Kevin.

Sara looked at him and patted him on the shoulder like he was her pet. She said in her stern voice, “Our friends.”

“I don’t think they’re my friends at all.”

“We’ve been over this topic again and again. We have been married for just over a year now. There is no yours and mine anymore. They’re our friends now.”

Our friends, really? It was easier for her to say that since they only spent time with Chloe and Samantha, her two best friends since forever. And, of course, their two husband’s Todd and Major. It’s not that Todd and Major weren’t good guys to hang around with, it was just that they weren’t in any sense of the word Kevin’s posse of friends chosen of his own free will. He hadn’t seen his friends in a year. The truth was, they were just her friends and Friday game night was the girls’ night out. The three guys were just along for the ride.

Kevin missed his old posse. He had thrown them away all for Sara’s heart. He still remembered the day when she asked him out.  He was doing IT on her laptop, and she just asked him out on a date. She did that out the blue. He was floored. She was … Well, she was more than he ever hoped he could land as a wife at least looks wise. She was a former teen beauty queen and model. Now she works as an editor for a fashion website. She was only twenty-three when they met. It was love at first sight. Yeah, you could say that she hung his moon. And he was her type of guy. A fact he still had trouble believing.

It went from a date to marriage so fast. Now he was just beginning to realize the price he paid for marrying Sara. She liked things done her way. He had given in easy at first to her demands because he was just happy to be dating her. Now, it was starting to be a drag. He didn’t realize the marriage would be so one-sided. It was her way all the time. He always gave in. His lack of backbone disgusted him at times. Still, he did nothing about it.

They stood on the porch in silence waiting for someone to open the front door. Perhaps, now wasn’t the best time for Kevin to bring up this subject. He could see Sara’s feathers were ruffled already over the our friends subject. Sara composed herself perfectly, though. Then she walked up and rang the doorbell a second time.

Sara was poured into a white evening dress that showed plenty of leg. She’d spent three hours preparing for tonight. She never did that anymore to turn Kevin on. He resented the fact that she went all out to represent in front of her friends, but never just for him. In one year, all the excitement had gone out of their marriage. Was he the only one that felt the sizzle fading or did she feel it too?

Sara got all made up so Chloe and Samantha would gush all over her ex-model figure. He could hear their voices now. Where did you buy that? That new routine is really lifting your butt. Aren't those earrings just to die for? You’d think they hadn’t seen each other in months instead of one week with daily text messages sent to each other in between.

Finally, the door opened. Sara blew Chloe an air kiss, then immediately the two whisked each other away as they gabbed about this and that, leaving Kevin alone by the front door. Kevin sighed and let himself in. He couldn’t go on like this. He couldn’t go on knowing he came in second to her and her friends.

“Kevin, how about those Mets?” greeted Major. Major wasn’t in the military, but he looked the part. He was an actor that mostly spent his time either auditioning, working out, or watching sports on television. You didn’t have to guess why Samantha married him. He looked good on a girl’s arm. The question of if he would ever actually work a day in his life didn’t seem to matter to Samantha.

“They looked good last night,” added Todd. The two guys were over by the television drinking beer and watching baseball. Kevin joined them. Todd was almost the exact opposite of Major. Todd wasn’t much to look at, but he had money and a solid work ethic. Money, they say, is honey and Chloe was a busy bee that buzzed around Todd’s hive. All that meant was that Chloe and Todd always hosted these Friday night things. Todd was a banker and while banking was boring, it paid for an incredible house. Anyway, banking was not as boring as the Mets to Kevin.

Both men looked over at Kevin. Kevin replied, “I don’t really follow the Mets.”

Major shot him with a faux punch in the arm. “I forgot. You’re a faggot Red Sox fan, aren’t you?" Major laughed and Todd joined in.

Kevin was always a touch underweight and used to guys making homosexual jokes at his expense while in high school. The fact his wife was the best looking of the bunch apparently didn’t end the ribbing even now that he was all grown up. Guys could be such assholes to each other. He wanted to stick it back at Major, but … Well, Sara would be mad if he made a scene in front of her friends so Kevin ate Major’s ribbing just like he did every Friday night.

The girls suddenly invaded the room. Each had with her a wine glass in hand. Chloe was carrying a deck of cards in her free hand. Kevin assumed the game part of game night was about to begin. The faster they played, the faster they left so Kevin was happy to see the cards. Chloe draped herself over Todd’s back. She asked, “What’s all the giggling about?”

Todd gave her a weak smile. “Oh, nothing.”

Major must have noticed the wine glasses because he went over to raid Todd’s beer bar. He asked Todd, “What are we drinking today?”

Todd brightened up. He replied, “I got some great microbrews in the back."

Major rolled his eyes. “We don’t like those sissy beers, right Kevin?”

Kevin replied, “Well, actually…”

“Shit, I forgot who I was talking to. I bet Kevin here goes down smoother than any beer,” said Major.

The whole room burst into laughter. Including Sara. Kevin hid his embarrassment by grabbing a beer and sipping on it.

“Let’s sit down in the living room, it’s time for the adult games to begin,” announced Chloe.

Kevin knew what that meant. Every Friday the six of them played board games, card games or other such time wasters while drinking. About the only good thing Kevin could think to say about adult games was that they were better than talking about the Mets. Todd at least had good alcohol as well. It was a little sad to think you needed alcohol to get through every Friday evening, but that was the truth.

They moved to the living room. Major jumped on the couch next to his wife. He looked eager to play. Kevin knew that Major had a thing about winning. For some reason he was under the impression the rest of them cared who won or lost these stupid games. What was Kevin going to do, brag that he won at crazy eights next Monday at work? It was childish, but that was Major in a nutshell. Kevin sat on a loveseat next to Sara. Sara whispered to him, “I want to win tonight.” That reminded him, his wife also liked winning. Why Sara cared about winning a silly board game, Kevin had no idea.

Samantha asked Chloe, “What’s it going to be tonight?”

Chloe announced, “Scattergories and something else special mixed in.”

“I like the sound of that one,” added Todd.

“Shall we do girls versus boys,” asked Samantha?"

"No, fair with Kevin here, that’s four against two,” said Major.

The room all laughed again. Kevin could only slow burn and take it. He better just cool off with another beer, he thought. What did Sara see in these people? That Major was annoying as hell. Someone should stick him in his place. Kevin sucked his long neck dry. He needed another beer already. Kevin went to get another beer. It was going to be a long night.

He returned to see Chloe was still holding a deck of cards. She was jabbering away. She’d been talking the whole time that he’d been retrieving the beer. He hadn’t bothered to listen from the other room because they’d played these games so many times before. Then he remembered the fact that she’d said that she had something special for tonight. Those cards must have something to do with it. It was a new game of some kind. Not exactly exciting news.

Kevin sat next to his wife just as Major announced, “I think we should put up money.”

Kevin blurted out, “Do we really need to bet to make Scattergories more fun?”

Sara shook her head in disgust. “Kevin, Kevin, Kevin haven’t you been paying attention.”

“Too busy thinking about penis, I bet,” interjected Major.

Kevin slowly simmered again. This was going to be the last night of this shit for him. He finally had enough. Major was a Major asshole. Chloe and Todd were dull as could be. And Samantha did nothing to correct her husband. Worst was Sara, who enjoyed as much as anyone else Major’s constant insults. Kevin was putting his foot down when they got home. No more Friday night with her friends. If that meant that the marriage was over then … well, then it was either him or these stupid adult games. She would have to decide. Yes, weekly time with her friends was too much to ask from him. Particularly these friends.

Chloe held out the deck of cards. She explained to Kevin, “These are sex cards. The way it works is each couple picks a card and then this week the couple has to do the act on their card during the week. If they don’t do it, then they lose the game.”

Samantha asked, “How will we know they did or didn’t do it?”

Todd being the analytical one dryly said, “We will require proof naturally; a photo, video, that sort of thing.”

“That sounds disgusting,” said Kevin. His mouth moved before he thought. Immediately Sara hit him in the ribs with her elbow.

“Kevin don’t be negative!” she scolded.

“Let’s put money in the pot or it’s no fun to play,” said Major with excitement.

“A thousand bucks!” barked out Sara.

What the heck had he missed while grabbing this brew. A thousand buck bet on a sex card game? Was Sara serious? Kevin said, “I don’t know about this.”

“Too scared to bet, fag?” taunted Major.

Sara spoke for Kevin. She said, “Of course he isn’t afraid. We’re on if everyone else is in.”

Todd smiled and then nodded. “We’re in.”

Sara shouted, “Let’s deal the cards out then!”

“Okay,” replied Chloe. She shuffled the deck then fanned them in her hand. She said, “Host picks first. Todd pick one.”

Todd analyzed the cards as if he could tell one from another. He picked one at last. He flipped it over. He smiled. “Blow job.”

“Shit, that’s an easy one,” said Major.

“Easy for you men, as she does all the work,” added Samantha.

Chloe waved the cards in Major’s face. He snatched one up quickly. The fun seemed to ebb from his face. He exclaimed, “Missionary position. Fuck, so dull!”

Chloe moved on to Kevin. Kevin didn’t want to play at all. He certainly didn’t want to play for a thousand bucks. This was stupid. He didn’t even want to ever come to game night again and now he was on the hook to return next week with evidence. This whole game sounded perverted to him. Worse, there was now one thousand of his hard-earned dollars on the line. He sighed. He knew Sara would yell at him if he didn’t play along. He picked a card. He read it. He scratched his chin. He read it aloud. “Pegging. What was that all about?”

Major laughed his ass off. They all joined in. Sara snatched the card from him. She said, “Don't worry about it, dear. It will be a lot of fun.”

Chloe put the deck away. She said, “That is settled then. Remember, ladies, we expect evidence of the deed. Now let’s move on to the main game of the evening.”

After a few moments the Scattergories began, and Kevin did forget about the first game for now.


Chapter 2

It was Wednesday night. Hump day was almost over. Kevin was in the shower trying to get extra clean for tonight’s activities. Wednesday night wasn’t just the end of hump day, it was also their couple’s night. Kevin remembered when they first dated, they were like rabbits. Each time with Sara was like their first time. He couldn’t wait to unwrap her. Then as the months of their marriage passed, the sex sessions got less and less frequent. Until finally Sara informed him that she liked it once a week on Wednesdays so as to not interfere with her weekend plans. Just over a year in and it felt like they already hit the seven-year itch with their marriage. Maybe Sara was just not into him anymore? They were an odd match to begin with. He worried that he just wasn’t the right guy for her. The fact they seemed to have completely different ideas on friends only seemed to confirm it. He shook his head. Tonight wasn’t the night for thoughts like this. He could save them for Friday night. He smiled at that idea. Well, that was enough thinking negative like that. Tonight was their night together and he still loved it. Yea, as much as Kevin hated Friday nights, he still looked forward to each Wednesday night’s session with Sara. She might be losing interest in him, at least he was worried she was, but he was still as interested in her sexually as that very first day.

Kevin stepped out of the shower and began to towel off. Sara wouldn’t go all the way with him unless they were both showered, teeth brushed, and the room lights out. She was in her ways a very demanding person. Kevin was a bit of a beta around her. What pleased her, pleased him. Still, the routine as it stood was sort of a turn off. He liked seeing Sara in the light. Luckily, a wife like Sara was worth pleasing. That was why he hadn’t told her about how much he hated their Friday nights to the point that he was ending them just yet. He’d meant to tell her a thousand times since last Friday. He just couldn’t get the words out. Honey, we’re spending Friday night without your friends this week or else! The words didn’t exactly leap off his tongue naturally. He’d do it, though, eventually. Maybe not this week, but soon because he knew that their marriage was at stake. That last bit felt silly. Really, you couldn’t break up a marriage over something like spending too much time with your wife’s weird friends, right? After the sex tonight he would tell her. She’d be in a better mood then ... Well, if she climaxed, which she rarely did these days.  Kevin would work extra hard tonight to satisfy her. Then when she was in the afterglow, he’d bring up the idea of seeing less of Chloe and Samantha. That was a good plan, right?

He polished his teeth, slipped into his robe, and then headed for the bedroom. He had confidence now. Tonight, he was going to put his foot down. Only his plan hit a snag right away. He didn’t find Sara waiting in bed as usual. Funny, she was usually dressed by now in her flannel PJs and tucked into bed. “Honey, I’m ready for you know what,” announced Kevin. He was feeling a little bit naughty tonight.

Sara came out of the master bedroom closet. She was dressed in her red and white checkered flannel PJs. She had such a nice body that it was too bad she only showed it off for her friends. Still, he’d get to feel it a little during the moment. He went over and gave her a peck on the cheek.

She didn’t light up to his kiss. She shoved him away instead. “Hold your fire. Remember that we got a bet to win.”

Bet? His mind focused back on last Friday night. Chloe and her stupid sex card game. He’d forgotten all about the card game and the money. It was their night to cuddle, her friends and their dumb games should be the last thing either of them should be thinking about. Kevin said, “I don’t think your friends were serious about that sex card game. Let’s focus on us for a change.”

“Us? Kevin, our friends are always serious. Our friends complete us,” she replied. Kevin stood there slack jawed trying to comprehend what that meant. Complete us, how? All they seemed to do was spoil every Friday night. They were absolutely ruining their marriage. She had to see that, right?

Sara opened Kevin’s robe and dropped it to the floor. Suddenly things were looking up. He stopped worrying about her friends. She shoved him onto the bed. She was eager tonight. She hadn’t been eager like this in ages. He wondered what had gotten into her. Maybe that sex game. Huh, maybe it wasn’t so stupid after all. She got on her knees and lifted his leg. She rested it on her shoulder. She pulled out a pair of panties from the pockets in her flannel PJs. She then slowly slid them up his leg, and then she lifted his other leg.

He sat there watching the lavender lace panties slowly go up his legs until they covered his manhood. Then he coughed. “Dear, what exactly are you doing?”

“You pulled the card, not me. Now shut up and be a good sissy for me tonight, bitch!”

“I …” Kevin's words froze on his lips as soon as the razor came out. She went to get a jar of cream. Finally, he managed, “What is going on? Why do we need a razor?”

She spoke from the bathroom. “I’ve been doing a little reading. A good sissy is a smooth sissy. If I’m going to peg you good and proper, then it might as well be deliciously good sissy sex that we’re having. I don’t like doing things half-ass.” She returned and started putting the shaving gel on his legs. Then she started shaving him. He wanted to protest but didn’t find the words. This was the most foreplay they’d done in months. It turned him on. Yeah, he was sporting wood. The blade tickled a little as she shaved his balls clean. She hadn’t handled them like that since before their wedding day. She had a gentle touch with it. She ran her hands up and down his legs then declared him finished. It was too bad; he was just getting into her shaving him.

She went into the closet. She returned with black lacy nylons. “Legs up again!” she ordered. This kinky stuff was sort of fun. Normally she ordered him about, but not in a kinky way. Kevin raised his legs up. She slid those nylons on his bare legs. “There’s nothing like silky nylons on smooth bare legs, right?”

“I … I suppose so,” replied Kevin.

She smiled a wicked smile at him. Then she flicked his erect staff. “You seem to like it plenty.”

She left again. Back into the closet she went. He rubbed his hands up and down his own legs. She did have a point. He had nice feminine legs now that he noticed it. He never appreciated that fact before. Now without the hair and covered in pantyhose, they really did stand out. Wow, this Wednesday night was making up for a lot of terrible Friday nights.

He called to her, “We’re not really going to take a picture of me dressed like this, right? You know? For the bet.”

Sara returned. She smiled at him. “Of course not. The card said pegging. We need penetration for that.”

“I like the sound of that,” he said.

“I thought you would.”

She displayed a matching bra in front of his eyes. Then she started to hook it on him.

Kevin said, “This is getting a little weird.”

Sara latched it and placed foam inserts to give him a hint of cleavage. If his statement was noticed by her, it certainly didn’t have any impact. She ran her hand over his chest. “You were always naturally smooth on top. That always turned me on about you.”

“Really?”

She nodded her head. Then she petted his cock. “You’re raging under your panties. I think you like being my sissy girl.”

“Well, maybe just for fun,” he admitted.

He looked down. Damn, his cock was pointed north and saluting. He couldn’t deny how turned on he was. He told himself it wasn’t the clothes, but all her attention she was finally giving him. Normally Wednesday night was in bed, lights off, kiss-kiss, pants off, condom on, he climaxed, she looked bored, and then off to sleep. The whole thing took ten minutes tops. Tonight, she looked anything but bored for the first time in months.

“I do like the attention,” he added.

“All girls do. Women are attention whores. I love my Friday nights with our friends for all the attention I get from my friends. I love seeing how Major looks at me. I love seeing how jealously lustful those looks from other men make you.”

“Me jealous of Major?”

“Yes, Major. He thinks that sissy Kevin, what’s he doing with a woman like that. Todd wants me too. Chloe and Samantha are so jealous of my good looks. They have been since we were teenagers. It’s silly because they’re not bad looking themselves. I should be more supportive of them, but I just love the attention. I just love it! Bitch envy turns me on.”

She got up and went into the master bathroom. Kevin tried to process what she just told him. He knew Sara was a bit of a narcissist. He married her anyway. Maybe he did that because he liked all the attention she got. He liked knowing all the other guys wanted his girl. For the first time, he sort of began to like Friday nights. The joke was on Major. Sara was all Kevin’s.

She came out carrying a bag from her closet. “What’s in that?” Kevin asked.

“A little makeup for my girl.” She opened the bag and began applying it liberally. All he could do was sit there. It wasn’t all he could do, come to think of it. He reached over and started feeling her through her flannel PJs.

Sara slapped his hands away. “Please dear, I’m making you look pretty for the pictures.”

Kevin announced, “I’m really turned-on Sara. I think maybe we’ve done enough foreplay already.”

She slapped him across the face. Then she sternly said, “I’m the man tonight. I will tell you when it’s enough!” He froze. She moved away from him. She could be so temperamental. Why’d he like her being mean to him so much?

She carried the bag back into the bathroom. She returned with a brush and a can of hairspray. “I don’t have a wig for you, so we’ll just tease your hair a little.” She jetted hairspray onto his head. The smell made him cough a little. Then she left again, back to the bathroom.

He looked down at his boner trapped in those panties. He wiggled his hips. He loved the way the panties tickled his erection. Damn it, Sara, hurry up or he might just cream in those pretty lavender panties.

She came out of the bathroom again. The flannel PJs were gone. She was wearing a black latex bodysuit. She’d never dressed like that for him before. She struck a pose for him. She asked, “Does my sissy girl like what she sees?”

“You look hot Sara!” Kevin exclaimed. He couldn’t wait to feel her in that skintight outfit.

“Doesn’t my sissy wish she was wearing this instead?”

“Ah … Not really.”

She laughed at him. “Of course you do, but you don’t have the curves to pull it off just yet.” Then she hit the record button on her cell phone. She placed it on the bookshelf. She said, “Now everyone will get a good view.”

“Sara, we’re not really going to show everyone a movie of us doing it, right?”

She removed her latex codpiece. He could see her juices were flowing. He’d never seen her this turned on by him. Then again, they never did this sort of foreplay before. She moved on him. She pulled his cock out the side of his panties. Then she sat on his lap. Her warm wet hole was welcoming. She said, “Oh, sissy cock feels so good inside me.” She let out a squeak like she did whenever she climaxed. Wow, she was on him for only thirty seconds, and she popped. This dressing up as foreplay stuff really worked! He’d gotten her button pushed and how. She liked him like this. Was that possible?

She stood up off him. Clearly, she was done with his rod. She clicked a new piece into her codpiece. This one sported a black latex dildo.

She ordered, “Turnover, bitch.”

“Why?”

“I want to peg you and you want to be pegged.”

“I do?”

“Roll over.”

It finally occurred to him what pegging was. Shit, she made him look like a girl because planned to make him a girl. He found himself turning over. He was too into the moment not to. Damn it, she had him so worked up, he had to try it.

She tugged his panties down. He felt cream on his bare ass. Then she shoved the head of the dildo into his hole. His ass fought against it. The harder it fought, the more he wanted his ass to lose the battle. Oh god, this felt so good. Her breasts tucked in their hard latex covering beat against his back as she rode that latex rod deep into him.

“Is my sissy enjoying it?”

He winced and then replied, “Oh man Sara, this is so hot. My loins are on fire. Is this what it feels like to be the girl?”

“No, it gets better,” she said. Then she started going in and out of him. His ass eased and his anus soon was gobbling more and more cock on each thrust. That allowed her to go harder with longer strokes.

“Are you going to cum?”

“Oh yeah!”

“When?”

“Soon so very soon. Don’t stop!”

She slapped him across the back of the head “Never tell me what to do!”

She got off him. He was so unfulfilled. She turned around. She pointed her perfect apple bottom at him. She ordered, “Rub your little girl cock with those panties of yours until you cream on my tight latex covered ass.”

It was an order hard to say no to an order like that. Her ass in those unzipped split crotch latex suit looked delicious. He stood up. He tucked his raging dick back in his panties. Then he moved close behind her. He pressed his panty covered cock against that hot latex covered bottom. He ground on it. Those panties felt so good. Better than her hot box. Was that possible? Oh yeah, it was possible.

She tweaked her bottom. Her ass cheeks spanked his monkey as he ground on her. He couldn’t hold out. He pulled the waistline of his panties down. He did that just in time. A hot load erupted from his loins. He pumped it onto her latex covered ass like he was told.

“Good girl," she praised him. “Now lick it off me.”

“What?”

She turned around and slapped him across the face. She repeated, “Lick your warm seed off me this instant!”

“But…”

“Exactly, my butt and your tongue immediately.”

“I can’t lick my own seed.”

“Do you want me to show that video to all our friends this Friday night?”

He looked at the cell phone. Crap, in the moment he forgot all about it. Major thought he was a fag now. What would he think if he saw that Kevin took it in the ass from his wife?”

“I don’t know that I should,” he replied, feeling like his will to resist was weakening.

“Then lick it off, bitch!”

She turned around and bent over again. Kevin stuck his tongue out. How bad could it be? He darted his tongue out. It was a touch salty and sour.

“Clean it all,” she ordered.

Kevin closed his eyes and ran his tongue up and down her gorgeous bottom. He couldn’t help it if it tasted so good. Why did it have to taste so good?

Finally, she was satisfied at the job he had done cleaning her. She strutted over to the bookcase and turned her phone off. She announced, “Kevin, my little bitch, that the first time you’ve ever given me multiple orgasms in a session. I think we found our new thing. We’re winning that bet!” She turned the camera off.

“But you said …”

She laughed at him. “Silly little sissy, you should never trust another woman.”

Kevin jumped up. “You can’t show that. Everyone will think I like being a chick!”

“But you do like being a girl.”

She walked over to him. She gently kissed him on the lips. He relaxed. However, he didn’t stay relaxed. He felt something shove into his anus.

She explained, “That’s your plug. You are to keep yourself stretched for me at all times. Is that clear?”

She was looking directly into his eyes. She had hard eyes. He found himself giving in to her greater will. He replied, “Yes.”

“And Kevin, you’re never to be seen in men’s underwear again. It is panties from now on, understood?” He nodded his head. “I can’t hear you.”

“Yes.”

“Doesn’t it feel good to surrender your manhood to me?”

“Yes.”

She kissed him again. Then she broke away and headed for the bathroom. “Now I remember why I married you.”


Chapter 3

It was Friday night which meant game night. This wasn’t any old game night either. It was the night they had to prove they’d played the game card Kevin had pulled the week before. The room lights went back on. Kevin could hear a little bit of chatter. There was no laughter, though. Maybe it wasn’t as bad as Kevin feared. Kevin removed his hands from in front of his eyes. It couldn’t be as bad as he imagined that it was going to be, right? It just couldn’t. The first thing he saw was the expression plastered on Todd’s face. He looked stunned. Kevin glanced over at Chloe. She looked annoyed. She said to Todd, “Kevin went all out like that for Sara, and you couldn’t even get it up for a BJ."

“I ran out of blue pills,” replied Todd back to her in a whisper.

Major bounded up from his seat. He came right over and sat down next to Kevin. He hugged him. Major said, “Damn it man, I didn’t think you’d go there like that. You’ve got game, kid. You got that killer instinct, buddy. I guess the bet was a tie. We can split Todd’s thousand, four hundred a piece.”

Sara corrected, “That would be five hundred a piece, Major, and no deal. We keep playing until there is a winner. Bring out the cards!”

Kevin said, “Really, I think a tie is just fine.”

Major disagreed, “Nah Kevin, Sara’s right. We need an outright winner.” Naturally, he’d say that. He got an easy card last time. He didn’t have to get banged in the rear last week. Major was still sitting too uncomfortably close for Kevin’s liking. There was also a large bulge in his trousers. Maybe Major liked seeing Kevin dressed feminine and getting pegged a tad too much. Kevin tried to move away.

Chloe announced, “I’ll go get the cards.”

He still couldn’t believe Sara had just shown her friends that video. He worried that he was a touch too natural and actually attractive looking in that video. Well, not attractive because who would be attracted to him? Did he appear to be too good at being the girl? He’d turned on Major on that much was obvious. Yeah, he was too attractive dressed up feminine. He needed a drink. He needed more than one drink. He headed for the beer bar in the other room. Kevin stood up. No one stopped him so he headed to the bar.

He opened the refrigerator and took out a beer. He opened it. He drank it while pacing behind the bar. He needed to put his foot down. Sara was his wife, not his boss, right? He had wanted to end Friday night’s game night. Now he was trapped in this stupid bet. He had done weird unthinkable things. This video thing was one step too far. Now they all knew what he had done, and he let them know. No, there could be no more Friday nights with her friends. He’d liked this game just fine, if it were private, but to show all her … Their friends that video, it was unacceptable! He would never come here again. How could he face them after tonight? They all thought he was weird now. He would demand they not come here again. Yes, he would demand it. But not now. Later. When they were alone together. He had to be strong and tell Sara eventually. Oh, but there was a thousand dollars on the line. More than that, he sort of wanted to beat Major. Yead, to beat Major at his own game. Major thought he was god’s gift to women. Well, it was Kevin that could win any sex card game, no matter what the cards turned.

He paused and looked at his beer. He was impressed he had that much confidence in himself. It must be the alcohol, right?

“Kevin, what are you doing here?” asked Sara.

He was annoyed. She should understand how he felt. He blurted out, “I’m humiliated. In front of your friends, you showed a video of me dressed … Dressed like a Nancy boy and you treating me as such!”

She circled around the bar. She asked him, “Were you really humiliated?”

“Of course I was, how did you think I’d feel?”

“I mean really, deep down humiliated?”

“Yes!”

“Good, now come pull your card.”

Good! He was furious at her. He was ready to bolt.

“Sara, we need to discuss this . . .”

“Keep your voice down, here comes Major. I want to beat him in the worst way.”

“Well, I do too, but there have to be limits.”

“If you want to win, there can be no limits.”

She bent over to get a beer. Kevin grabbed his beer and tried to return to the game room.

Major blocked his way. He said to Kevin, “Nice ass on your wife, Kevin. Too bad she sticks you instead of the other way around.”

“What!” exclaimed Kevin.

“When you lick your load off it. That was hot. Wish you peeled that latex suit all the way off, though. I’d love to see Sara’s pink asshole.” Kevin froze. Did Major just admit he wanted his wife? Sara stood up. Major tugged at his collar. “Oops, I thought we were alone.”

Sara came around the bar. She was casual. Of course, she wouldn’t be mad. She was an attention whore. She asked Major, “Care for one?”

“Sure.” He reached his hand out expecting her to give him the beer she was holding.

Sara pulled her skirt up instead. She didn’t have panties on. She said to Major, “I didn’t mean a beer.”

Kevin tried to tug at Sara's hemline. “Honey, what the fuck? You don’t even have panties on,” he protested.

“I know. You’re wearing them these days,” she replied with a wink toward Major.

Sara shoved Kevin away. She said to Major, “Never mind, Kevin. He’s going to be my good cuckold from now on. The meaner I am to him, the more he likes it. I want to give my husband what he wants. I want to be fucked by another man in front of him.” She placed her hands on Major’s waist. She ran her finger tips up and down his bulge. “I knew that video excited you, but I never knew there was so much to excite until now.”

“Sara, please, you’re embarrassing me … Us … What if Samantha walks in?” said Kevin.

Sara went over to the bar. She placed her hands on it. She presented her bare bottom for Major to enjoy. “All the better. I like gambling, don’t you Major? You did say you wanted to see my bare ass. Here it is, do something with it!”

Major shoved Kevin to the side. “Sorry, man, but your little lady needs to be satisfied by a real man.”

Major dropped his fly. He fished twelve inches of raw manhood out. Kevin’s fixated on it. He was intimidated by the sight. He tried to protest. He couldn’t let another man take his Sara. Oh, but that cock. What girl could resist it? A little drool escaped from Kevin’s lips. He wouldn’t say a word. He would just watch. If you just watched, then it wouldn’t be so bad, right?

Sara asked Kevin, “You want to see me have it, don’t you?” Kevin grimaced. “If you want to win the game, there can be no limits, Kevin.” Kevin slowly nodded his head. He wanted his wife to have it. There was something satisfying about knowing your wife was getting a real man’s cock instead of your little knob.

Major didn’t need more encouragement than that. He went in for the kill. Kevin had never asked for anal from his wife. He never even thought she would be into it. The Major spread Sara’s ass cheeks wide open. Then that long fat cock of his rode her pussy lips lapping up her flowing juices. After it was moist enough, Major sank his rode deep into Sara’s backdoor. All Kevin could do was watch. Only it wasn’t all he could do. He could enjoy it. What if Samantha walked in? The perverse nature of it all excited him.

“Oh, Kevin. It’s so big,” moaned Sara.

The Major started pumping her. Each thrust drove his love bone deeper. It took a minute to drive it all the way home. Sara’s ass had finally yielded completely. She was fully stretched now and starting to take a pounding. Now the Major humped her without hesitation. He was like a man on a workout machine. He was putting Sara through the routine. The sound of raw flesh slapping upon each other echoed within the room. They had to hear it in the other room, right? It didn’t matter. All that mattered was Sara’s satisfaction. Kevin longed to be able to please his wife like Major could. All Kevin could still do was watch. He discovered that he liked to watch. His cock had grown rock hard inside his panties. His popped boner was rubbing on those panties Sara insisted he wear tonight. He loved the feel of his erection on those delicate soft white cotton panties. He rubbed himself as his wife took it in the rear. What was it like? He was curious to know. He realized he wanted more than Sara pleased. He wouldn’t mind being pleased in the same way. But it was different than his wife pegging him. It would be gay. It would be so fucking gay.

Major exclaimed, “I’m going to cum!”

Sara looked annoyed. She clearly wanted more. “Not in me,” demanded Sara. She looked over at Kevin. “Kevin dear, take Major’s load for me.”

“What!” exclaimed Kevin.

“Shit, I’m going to blow,” added Major.

“Kevin, on your knees and take that load now!” ordered Sara.

Major yanked that mighty rod of his out of Sara’s gapped ass. Kevin instinctively dropped to his knees. His mouth was wide open. The Major stuck his huge soldier into Kevin’s eager mouth. A moment later, he erupted into Kevin’s mouth. The Major packed a large load and it mostly went into Kevin.

When he was done, the Major wiped the sweat from his brow. He looked at his seed dripping from Kevin’s mouth. He laughed. “Damn Kevin, you Red Sox fans are really all fags.”

Sara slapped Major across the face. “My Kevin is more of a man than you’ll ever be.”

It was then that Samantha called out, “Major, where are you?”

“Shit, the misses!” The Major hustled back, zipping his fly up along the way.

Sara petted Kevin on his head.

“I think we got in his head now. We are totally winning that bet,” said Sara, pushing her skirt down.

Kevin couldn’t reply for obvious reasons. He somehow just let a man dump his salty load in his waiting mouth. The weird part was he wasn’t disgusted by it. No, the weird part that Sara had wanted it.

She continued, “It is funny. Only last month, I was starting to question why I married you. But now I know why. You’re a real man. A real man loves to keep his wife satisfied no matter what. My happiness is your happiness. From that very first date we had; you’ve always kept my happiness above your own. That’s why I love you. Swallow that load, dear, and let’s go get our card. I want to beat that Major at this game. He climaxed before I could, so disappointing. He isn’t a real man at all. We must beat him.”

Kevin wasn’t sure he was a real man. He felt more like a heel. He just let a man take his wife’s bottom. Then he took that man’s load full in the mouth. Kevin swallowed. Damn, why did it have to taste so good? He didn’t even want to wash it down with a beer. He wanted that taste to linger on the palette. Sara headed back into the other room. He was alone. He pressed down on his waist. He ground on his panties. Just a little more pressure and he’d pop a load too.

Sara called to him, “Kevin, dear, Chloe found the cards. We’re starting the game.” He stopped. He’d save his pleasure for later.

He hustled back. Chloe was already dangling the deck in front of Major. Major pulled the first card. He announced, “Hand job. More like, two hand job with my cock size.” He winked at Sara as he said that.

Chloe moved over to Kevin. She said, “Go on, it can’t be harder than last week’s card.”

Kevin picked a card. He flipped it over. He read it out loud, “Sissy submission, what’s that?” he asked.

“That’s no fair, he was basically a submissive sissy last week!” dearer Major.

“The cards have spoken,” announced Chloe.

“Don’t I get a card?” asked Todd.

Chloe rolled her eyes. “You couldn’t even complete last week’s card, dear.”

“I have the money to lose, I want a card,” insisted Todd.

“Very well,” agreed Chloe.

Todd took a card. His face soured. “Watch her please herself.”

“I’ve been doing that for years,” said Chloe. Everyone laughed. Even Kevin joined in. For once someone else was the butt of the joke. You know, these friends of theirs, they were growing on him. He couldn’t believe it, but maybe this adult games card deck was a godsend.

Sara petted him on the head. “Don’t worry about it, my dear. It will be loads of fun and we will win.”

Todd pulled out a game board. He said, “And now that we’ve gotten that out of the way, how about couples Trivial Pursuit?”


Chapter 4

The next Wednesday night had arrived. Kevin pulled his car into his driveway. The work week never felt like it moved slower than it had this week. Kevin got out of his car and adjusted himself. Just think, he’d been wearing pretty little panties all week and no one at work had noticed. No one knew but him. Well, him and Sara. Well, him, Sara, and likely Sara’s friends as she told them everything. But they didn’t count . . . Much. Nah, it was their dirty little secret. There was something naughty about having a secret like that. The biggest secret was how much he liked wearing them. Even Sara probably didn’t know that. He suppressed a giggle and went inside.

Sara wasn’t home yet. He put on an apron and started cooking. She was allowing him to cook dinner more and more. She was also allowing him to clean the house more and more too. Allow was sort of a loaded word here. It was more like she insisted that he did it. She said one of them needed to be the domestic homemaker and his personality fit that role better than her. She must be right; she was always right. She had even been right about game night all this time. Funny how watching a guy take your wife turns out to be the best thing to happen to your relationship. He never felt closer to his wife than this week. She had opened a door to herself that had remained shut until now. It wasn’t what she did that bothered him, it was that she had had that door closed. But now it was open, and oddly enough they both had liked it. Her satisfaction was his satisfaction. Now game night was satisfying them both. A cloud in their relationship was lifted. Yeah, him cooking and cleaning for her made her happy. She had to be super happy with how hard he worked this week to keep the house looking spotless. He just knew tonight was going to be the best sex night yet. When Sara was satisfied, the sex was great.

He looked at his tiny prick tucked away in his pants. He didn’t measure up to Major down there. Size didn’t really matter, right? He’d seen how much Sara liked a big one, though. He loved knowing that a big one hadn’t really satisfied her. If only Major held out longer, but he didn’t. No, size wasn’t everything. No, what turned on Sara was complete obedience. He knew that now. That he loved being passive to her Alpha meant they were made for each other, right?

He got the food going on the stove and started setting the table. Mood candles seemed appropriate for tonight. Women loved candles. He took out the long-stemmed candles. They felt good in his hands. They reminded him of Major for some reason.

The front door opened. “Honey, I’m home. Dinner better be ready, or I’ll spank the living fuck out of you,” said Sara. She was really getting quite dominant of late. Kevin thought a little about being a touch naughty, so he’d receive that spanking. He could use a good hard spanking. Sara didn’t step into the kitchen to check on his dinner. Instead, she went right upstairs. He heard the shower running over his head. She must be as randy as he was. Good!

He finished setting the table and putting the food out on the serving board. Then he sat in his chair and waited. He used to help himself, but lately Sara got mad if he started eating without her telling him it was okay to eat. Indeed, she insisted on telling him when to do just about everything these days. He sort of liked being bossed around. He also liked seeing her get angry if he was a bit naughty. She was cute when those cheeks of hers got flush from threatening him. Yeah, she was hot, but she was hotter when she was angry. Treat them mean to keep them keen, and it was true in Sara’s case.

She came downstairs dressed in that black latex bodysuit. She was carrying a wooden paddle. On the paddle was embossed the words, bad girl. Suddenly the spanking threat felt more real. Didn’t she know there was a difference between a spank and a paddling? Kevin knew the difference and thought better of trying to inform her of it. He had a feeling a good paddling would follow any attempt to correct her. Instead, Kevin said, “Why don’t we wait to wear latex until after dinner?”

“I’m thinking of dressing like this all the time while at home. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” The latex displayed every curve that Kevin married her for. He liked it a lot. It sure beat flannel PJs. He nodded his head.

He replied, “Yes, that looks great.”

“Excuse me.”

She had gotten in the habit of insisting he call her dear every time he directly spoke to her. It was just a minor thing. “Yes, dear, that would be lovely,” he corrected.

“Yes, Mistress Sara, if that makes you happy, it makes me happy.”

“What?”

“Wrong answer. Stand up!”

The sound of her voice was so forceful that he stood immediately. She undid the button on his trousers. She tugged down his pants exposing the pretty pink boyshorts with the blue unicorn on them that she dressed him in this morning.

“Bend over,” she insisted.

He knew what was coming. He half feared it, half craved it. He complied. Then the paddle whacked across his ass. He yelped like a little girl.

She said, “You will call me your mistress from now on, got it!”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She paddled him again. She added, “Yes, Mistress Sara. Do it correctly or no orgasm for you tonight.”

He swallowed hard. He’d been Jonesing to have one off since he saw Major fuck Sara’s lovely pink asshole Friday night. He knew he needed to obey her. He loved obeying her. She deserved to be obeyed. He replied, “Yes, Mistress Sara.”

She stroked his head. “You are such an obedient little bitch. Let’s eat this shit later. I bought some gifts for you upstairs. I can’t wait to see you dressed up in them.”

“Oh, thank you Mistress Sara.”

She whacked him again hard against his ass.

“Thank me for that too!”

“Oh, thank you Mistress Sara.”

“Beg me for another!”

“Oh, paddle me, paddle me hard.”

“Later, I love buying gifts for obedient girls and those girls better run upstairs and dress.”

She turned and headed upstairs. Dressed like she was, Kevin couldn’t keep his horny eyes off her. Yup, the marriage had clearly changed. Just think all this time the real Sara was hiding. The card game had given her the chance to come out as who she really was. It certainly spiced up their marriage. That was a good thing, right? He looked at his cock ready and eager to escape from those pretty panties of his. Oh yeah, it was a good thing. He would so be a good girl for her. He rushed upstairs.

He walked into the bedroom and asked, “Where is my outfit?”

“First you need to shower and shave … All over!” she ordered.

“But Mistress Sara, I’m so ready now for our Wednesday night.”

She paddled his ass with one hard swooping hit. “You’re not ready until I say you’re ready!”

“Yes, Mistress Sara.”

He winced and happily headed for the master bathroom. Being naughty never felt so good. He dropped his clothes and stepped into the shower. Normally he liked a hot shower, but right now he needed to cool things down a bit or he just might explode. That would ruin tonight’s activities. He took out his wife’s razor and started on his legs. As he shaved, she explained, “You will be shaving three times a week now. I want you smooth all over full time. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Sara.”

She continued, “It will make you look pretty in your pantyhose. And down below, we need to make you smooth inside your panties too, right?”

He looked at the fluff around his staff. She was so correct. All that man hair really didn’t go well with panties. He suddenly wanted smooth nads. The idea delighted him to no end. He went to work on making it so. When he was done, Kevin stepped out of the shower. Sara was there to greet him. She ordered, “A good girl sits in the chair until her pretty makeup is done.”

“Yes, Mistress Sara.”

She went to work on him. Things were much improved from last week. She’d bought new stuff just for his complexion. She also bought a strawberry blonde wig. He stared at the mirror and was a little afraid of what he saw. He didn’t look bad at all. No, he looked pretty good. He might look too good this way and that’s what scared him. He liked it. Yeah, he liked it almost too much. It was their little secret, though. Well, they’d be sharing it with their friends. They had to win that bet. It meant so much to Sara. And, well, maybe it would turn Major on. Not that Kevin wanted to turn Major on. That much. Kevin was a better girl than Major was a man, that much Kevin knew.

“You really make a pretty little flower, my Kevin. But Kevin, it’s not a proper name for a girl. I’m going to call you Liv from now on. Do you like your new name?”

“Is it just for Wednesday nights?” he asked.

“Are we looking to be paddled again?”

“Yes, Mistress Sara, I love my new name,” Kevin replied. He did like the name. It matched his face. He blinked his long lashes and winked at himself. Liv had it rocking. It was rock for Wednesday nights. Why not be Liv to please Sara once a week? It was fun. Marriage was about having fun together.

“Now we may dress!” ordered Sara.

She had with her black lace panties and a matching peekaboo bra. He dressed into them quickly. Sara pulled a black see-through silken nightie on him over his head. It was short. It allowed plenty of the panties to be seen. In those panties, Kevin was more than ready for the things that would come later on.

“Sit down, we need to put your silky hose on, no reason to shave smooth unless we put silky smooth things on our legs,” explained Sara.

“Yes, Mistress Sara.”

Kevin sat. She rolled them up one at a time. They left a small fleshy zone which highlighted his hungry loins. Sara flashed her eyes at him. “We’re almost done now. Just one more feature for your pretty feminine outfit.”

She reached into his panties. Her hands were ice cold which took some buzz off. She made him sit still until all the buzz was completely off. It felt like she was spoiling the moment. Then the sex toy came out. He didn’t recognize it.

“What’s that, Mistress Sara?”

“Fun, Liv, pure fun,” she replied. With a snap it was around his cock and balls. She turned the key and it locked. Then she placed the key inside a locket that hung around her gold necklace. Then she let the necklace chain fall down into her bosom.

“Now your manhood is mine and only mine.” She paused. Then she said, “Thank me!”

“Thank you, Mistress Sara.”

In a flash, Kevin was suddenly gone. Liv was there and she was worried about her two best friends down below. “I can’t get hard with that trapping my dick, Mistress Sara.”

She stroked his pretty strawberry blonde locks. She explained, “My dick, dear. It’s mine now. Tonight, you’re just my pretty pink hole. Your ass is needed for that and only your ass. Any pleasure you receive will come from there alone. From now on, I use my dick in your panties, only when I deem it necessary for my pleasure. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Sara.”

She took him by the hand and guided him toward the bedroom. She left him near the bed and went into the closet. His ass? This sissy pegging stuff was intense. His manhood was trapped in a cage and Sara had designs on his pink treats. Was this going to Wednesday night from now on? More importantly, was that a bad thing?

She came out of the closet sporting a twelve-inch black latex dildo strapped over her outfit. His eyes fell on it. He felt a bit hungry all of a sudden. She said, “I saw how jealous you were of me getting all of Major’s thick long cock. I saw how eager your asshole was to have it too. Good thing you pulled that sissy pegging card. By Friday, your ass will be stretched enough to have Major’s cock. You want Major inside you, don’t you?” Kevin nervously laughed. Sara did not look amused. She scowled. “I’m serious. Good girls take cock and you’re going to be such a good girl for me, aren’t you?”

“I … I … I …” Kevin was sexually confused. He finally got out, “I will do whatever pleases Mistress Sara.”

“Good answer. The only correct answer from now on.”

Sara placed her cell phone on the dresser and pointed it toward the bed. Then she turned the camera on. She then approached him. She pointed to the ground. “Lubricate it, now!”

His jaw dropped. Then he dropped to his knees. He wrapped his lips around that black latex member. He couldn’t resist it.

“Suck it, bitch. Get me nice and lubricated,” ordered Sara.

Kevin worked his tongue up and down that mighty shaft. Then on a whim, he tried swallowing it. He gagged hard. That just thickened his saliva, though. He was proud of his work. Her staff was starting to sparkle due to its proper wetness. He was a good little cock sucker now. Yeah, it didn’t hurt that he loved doing this. Mistress Sara was going to be so pleased with him.

“I think it is ready. Palm of your hands on the bed. Ass facing me. Arch your back.” He did as he was told. She paddled his ass hard. “You call that arching! That’s better. Such a pretty pink hole you have. From behind you’d never know you were once a man. After tonight you won’t ever be that nasty Kevin again. We don’t need him. Our marriage is better off with Liv. Yes, such a better match Liv and I ate.

“Yes, Mistress Sara,” Liv agreed.

Sara tugged Liv’s panties down. She paddled his bare ass a few times. She beat it until it was red and raw. Then he felt that moist cock head press on him. His ass spread. It kept spreading. Her magnificent black mamba sank deep into him. It felt good. Why did it have to feel so good? He reached one hand up his nightie and played with his nipples. They were rock hard. He couldn’t get hard below. His little soldier wanted to salute but that cage held it. It felt so good to be trapped. There was nothing like prostate stimulation while being caged.

She thrust fully inside him now. He squealed in delight. “Do you like it, Liv?”

“Yes, Mistress Sara.”

“Do you love it?”

“Yes, Mistress Sara.”

“Mistress Sara is pleased. She is ever so pleased by you tonight. You are being such a good, good girl. Now just keep arching that back and grind on my staff, bitch!”

There was nothing he wanted to do more. He worked his bottom. In and out. Around and around. He could feel her hot breath on the back of his neck. She was breathing harder and harder. She made a little sound. He knew she had climaxed. This crossdressing thing was a real button pusher for her. Who knew she’d be so into dominating him? He did now, though. He loved knowing that a huge cock wasn't enough. She liked dressing and ordering Liv around more than she liked his cock. He’d be a good girl for her. He would keep her satisfied. It didn’t hurt that anal felt so good. Then she pulled out. The rush of cold air burst into his gaping asshole. Disappointment followed. That full rectal feeling had been so nice.

She went over and turned off the camera. She said, “One thousand bucks from Todd, one thousand from Major. That is going to buy a lot of new outfits for my Liv.”

Liv wasn’t thinking about outfits. It was Wednesday night. He wanted his orgasm too. He coughed and said, “Mistress Sara, could I please cum now?”

She shook her head. “Maybe next week if you’re very good to me and do everything I say until then.”

“But . . .” Crack! The paddle struck him hard on his exposed backside. He backed down. He said, “Thank you, Mistress Sara. Next week will be great. Thank you.”

"Now lick my staff clean of your anal juices and then go re-heat my dinner!”

“Yes, Mistress Sara.”

“And Liv . . .”

“Yes, Mistress Sara?”

“We are only keeping Kevin’s clothes he needs for the office. At home we will be Liv. Every day from now on. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Sara.”

“You are such a good girl. We should have done this ages ago.” She then planted a stainless-steel butt plug inside him. He understood Liv was required to be stretched at all times for his mistress. There was nothing wrong with that.


Chapter 5

“Stop fidgeting, Liv,” ordered Sara.

Kevin couldn’t help it. Any guy would be fidgeting if their wife forced them to wear a yellow summer dress that was nearly see-through to their friends’ Friday night party. The worst part was that the high heels that she made Kevin wear didn’t match the dress he had on at all. He was embarrassed to even be seen in the current combo. Wait, that wasn't the worst part. He looked down at the shoes to verify that part. Yup, they were the worst part of it. He stopped fidgeting all the same. He mustn’t make Mistress Sara mad, or she might not let him cum again next week. He might explode if that were true.

The front door opened. Major was on the other side. Kevin remembered the pain of tonight was going to go beyond what was on his feet. However, much to his surprise, Major didn’t dish out an instant insult. Instead, Major’s eyes lit up upon seeing Kevin. He said, “Say, Sara, who’s the new girl?”

“You knew Kevin, but we will call her Liv now," she explained. She said that as casual as could be and then brushed by Major and went inside.

Kevin offered up a weak smile toward Major. Major replied, “Shit, you two have real game. You didn’t just let her sissy peg you; you went full sissy.”

“I . . .”

“You don’t need to explain anything to me. You want that money badly. You got that killer instinct inside you, Kevin ...err… Liv. I respect that. I do. I love a guy that has that eye of the tiger and the ass of an angel.” Major looked down at Kevin’s bare legs. “You got killer legs too,” added Major. Kevin blushed. Major laughed. “I am just kidding. I’m no fag. We both know that, right?” He paused. “No, really I’m not.”

Kevin didn’t know how to respond to that since the word yet was so clearly left out of that last statement and they both knew it. Tonight’s game night was probably going to get freaky.  Good. He went inside. All the girls were waiting for him on the inside. They had gathered just to see Liv for themselves. Kevin could guess that they were all well informed via text messages just how far Sara went this week to win this game. Their eyes naturally fell on his shoes. Fuck those shoes. Chloe elbowed Todd, “See, Kevin, adds spice to their relationship. You can’t even get it up once a month.”

“Oh, that’s what he’s doing dressed like that. I had wondered. I just want it known that I’m okay adding spice to my relationship so long as I’m not dressed up as a Spice Girl while doing it,” dismissed Todd.

Samantha came up to Kevin. She walked around him. She complimented him, “Liv, you have such a nice figure. Stick with me girl, I’ll teach you about shoes.” Then she turned a sour note. “But you need a video of you getting pegged like that or we win the game. A sissy appearance doesn’t count as sissy pegging! I need to see proof you went all submissive and gave your ass up while doing it.”

“It sounds like time for the home movies,” said Chloe.

Major on cue attached his cell phone to Todd’s projector. Todd hit the lights off. On display was a prick whose size gave away its owner immediately. That prick was getting a heavy petting. Everyone found their seats. The hands of Samantha were beating Major’s raw dog hard, at least, she was up there on the large screen. It was a sight to behold. Kevin started getting a little hot under the collar. He had to fan himself. Kevin could see Major’s face. He was beaming with pride about everyone seeing his massive cock get a solid hand job. It was soon a two-hand affair. After a minute of heavy action, the prick on the screen erupted in a violent display. It splattered harmlessly to the floor. What a waste of a good load, thought Kevin.

Major said, “Man, am I good on the silver screen or what? I’m going to win an Oscar one day!”

“Of course you are, honey,” said Samantha.

The lights went on. Major gave Kevin a wink. Major said, “Another card done perfectly by us. Well, Kevin, can you prove to us that you’re not just a sissy named Liv, but a pegged submissive sissy?”

Sara went over to the projector. She shoved Major aside. She said, “Of course, we can. Liv is totally subordinate now. Her will is my will.”

“I like the sound of that,” said Chloe.

“Dear, don’t get ideas,” grumbled Todd.

The movie started playing. There’s something about seeing yourself getting fucked that is a touch hard to watch. Kevin thought that Liv was fun, but she was also getting him into a difficult situation. Still, it was hard to be mad at Liv. Her will was Sara’s will, and it was just as hard to be mad at Sara. Both the girls Kevin was watching looked so good up on the big screen. Poor Kevin, he was a sucker for a pretty face even if that pretty girl turned out to be his feminized self.

He could hear whispering in the room. Kevin swore he heard Chloe whisper to Todd, “It looks like we have your first erection in a month. You must like watching Liv get one a lot more than you’re telling us.”

“It is the … Ah … Wine tonight. It is very romantic in flavor,” replied Todd, as he crossed his legs to hide his growing bulge.  

“Admit it, dear, you like watching sissies get treated as they should be,” whispered Chloe.

“Maybe just a little,” replied Todd.

Kevin looked over at Major. His eyes were glued to the screen. His legs were firmly crossed as well. No doubt to hide the large bulge he was clearly sporting. Samantha was fanning herself. He looked over at Sara. She had a hungry look about her as well. She always had that look when she knew she was winning at something.

The movie ended just as Kevin remembered it ending. It ended with his full mouth of her black mamba and his balls blue. He was as eager to have one off now as he had been during the filming. Unfortunately, Sara hadn’t unlocked him tonight. He knew he just needed to be extra good to her this week and she’d reward him. He loved being good for her. She was his wife. She deserved it. 

Sara turned the lights on. The first thing Kevin saw was that Chloe now had a mouthful of Todd’s little fellow. Everyone must have seen it too because Sara waved the others to leave the room. Kevin liked watching, but he wouldn’t upset Sara. Plus, since Todd worked up that first woody in over a month, it would be a shame to waste it. Chloe knew that and had jumped on the chance. All that was due to seeing sexy ole Kevin get pegged like a good girl deserved to be pegged.

Kevin headed for the beer bar. The Major was heading there too. He nudged Kevin in the shoulder. “Eye of the tiger, you got it, Kevin. This is the best game we’ve ever played, huh?”

“It is a little weird,” replied Kevin.

“But a good type of weird, right?”

“A very good type of weird,” agreed Kevin.

“Now let me get you a beer,” offered Major. Major pulled out two long necks from the refrigerator. He popped the tops and the bar top bottle opener. Major hit his bottle on top of Kevin’s. The foam started building up in Kevin’s beer. Major said, “Better tackle that beer before that beer foam gets all over you, Kevin.”

Major was right. Although it was Major’s fault the beer was foaming. Kevin stuck the long neck of the bottle in his mouth and started guzzling that white foam down. He looked over to see the Major staring at him instead of drinking his own beer. Kevin’s eyes moved down. The Major’s erection from watching the movie of Liv getting pegged hadn’t calmed down. That huge cock was in Sara’s tight ass last week. Now that Kevin knew how good a cock in his ass felt, his mind started wandering to places it shouldn’t go. Would a real one feel as good as a fake one? No, he shouldn’t think about that. The truth was, all those years of people calling him gay built up a complex in him. He feared the idea of being gay. No matter how tempted he might be. He shouldn’t suck Major’s cock. Not without Sara’s permission. Yes, not without Sara’s permission.

Samantha and Sara came into the room saving Kevin from the temptation to act. Sara immediately asked Kevin, “Are you two boys playing nicely with each other?”

Kevin replied, “Yes, Mistress Sara.”

Major burst out laughing. He looked over at his wife. “Ha, get Kevin. You hear how he talks to Sara now. Damn, that sissy card they got last week sure did a number on him.”

Samatha walked up to Major. She looked pissed. She asked Major, “What’s funny about how Kevin respects his wife?”

“Well … Ah … I mean …” Major looked to Kevin for help. Kevin kept quiet and sipped on his beer.

Sara came up alongside Kevin. She said, “Seeing Todd and Chloe going at it got me randy. Poor Kevin here is now a poor cuckold and can’t satisfy me in the least. Mind if Major gives me one, Samantha?”

Major laughed again. “Give her one. Like I’d do that.”

Samantha replied, “We all know you would. Just like you fuck all those other women you meet at the fitness center.”

“I have never cheated in my life!” protested Major.

Samantha added, “Just like you went down under on Sara last week in this very room.”

The beer nearly shot out Kevin’s nose. Holy crap! Samantha knew about last week. She should be furious at Sara. But somehow, she wasn’t. Kevin sensed something was going on between the two ladies and that Major was about to be in for it. Sara started undressing. Kevin didn’t like the idea of his wife undressing in front of Major, but she was the boss now. He just had to sit there quietly and watch. If he protested, she might keep his manhood locked up for several more weeks to come. It wasn’t all bad, though, because he also enjoyed watching. Yes, he liked watching Sara enjoy herself. It was so nice to watch. Her joy was his joy.

The Major was flustered now. He did what every man like Major did in a situation like this. He tried to take flight. He wasn’t going to get away, though. He knew Sara was worth sticking around for. Samantha was attractive, but Sara was flawless. She was all Kevin’s. She was his wife. Major could do as he pleased with her, but he could never put a ring on her finger. A ring on the finger counted a lot more than a cock in the bush. If a wise man never said that in the past, it was only due to the lack of proper sissies among the past’s wise men. Yes, there were never enough sissies in recorded history. A bias for sure in the official record.

Samantha said to Major, “I will let you fuck my friend, if you will call me Mistress Samantha from now on. It’s about respect. Call me that and you may have any woman I tell you; you may have. Disobey me, and I’ll cuckold you too like poor Liv here.”

Major was shrinking away from his wife. The moment was too much for him. A bully like Major always backed down when confronted. Major was no different. He nodded his head. He asked, “Any woman?”

“Any woman I tell you that you may.”

“And all I have to do is call you Mistress?”

“Mistress Samantha,” she insisted.

Major said, “Yes, Mistress Samantha, I will do as you ask.”

“Always.”

Major nodded, “Always, Mistress Samantha.” He looked sheepishly over to Kevin. There was a quiet understanding between them now. An understanding of the meaning of the word obedience. Kevin wondered if turned on the Major as much as it turned on him.

Sara asked Samantha, “Is he ready to enjoy me yet?”

“Yes, my bitch may fuck you if she puts on these,” she had in her hands a pair of red satin panties.

Major chuckled. Then realizing that would draw the wrath of Samantha, so he hushed up. He instead asked, “Must I, Mistress Samantha.”

“You must!” Samantha demanded.

Major reached out and took the panties. He dropped his trousers to the floor. Then his underwear. He mumbled, “This is ridiculous.” He might pretend to hate those panties, but his raging cock could not be contained inside that satin pair. Kevin liked to watch. Samantha, most likely, liked to watch too. She took Major’s beer and hopped up on a bar stool next to Kevin. She said to Kevin, “Front row seats are nice, huh Liv?”

“Yes, Mistress Samantha,” replied Kevin.

Sara took the initiative. She released Major’s magnificent member from the panties but kept those panties all the way up. That huge cock merely peeked out the side ready for action. Major scooped up Kevin’s wife. He lifted her waist high in the air. Then he backed her into the far wall. Sara’s legs wrapped around Major’s powerful body. They started kissing. They were wet heavy kisses. Sara must have been wet already from all the foreplay because Major penetrated her with ease. He was single minded now, so the kissing stopped. He pressed his body against hers. His hands held her thighs. He guided her body up and down. The wall around them shook like an earthquake was hitting the building. Kevin watched. Kevin enjoyed it. He enjoyed it ever so much. Sara was getting a treat that Kevin could never give her. He wasn’t strong enough to use that sex position. His little girl cock wasn’t enough to please Sara. She deserved the best and biggest, though. She was his wife, and his wife would always get the best from now on. If that meant letting a man who had what he lacked take her while he watched, he’d make sure she got that kind of sexual pleasure guilt free.

The Major relaxed. He released Sara from his grip. She slid down his muscle-bound body to the floor. Her honey hole was dripping with another man’s seed. She looked satisfied, but her face had been obscured from him during it. He would have liked to have seen it at the moment of climax. The whole thing only took five minutes. Well, isn’t that the way when you’re in that randy mood?

Samantha finished the beer and came off the stool. She took up Major’s pants. She said, “You keep your panties on and pull up your trousers.”

Major hesitated for a second then he did as told. He was hers now. It had been fun for Kevin to watch him get broken in. He just wished he had some physical fun tonight too. Everyone else was having sex, but him. Oh, but Sara would let him have that fun when the time was right. She knew best for him. He would trust her.

Sara dressed just in time for Chloe to come into the room with Todd. Chloe had a familiar stain down the front of her dress. Everyone pretended not to notice. Todd was all smiles. They must have heard what had been happening in here. They must know, thought Kevin. Chloe pretended not to notice; she had those sex cards in her hand. She asked, “Ready for one more round of cards?”

She dealt the first card to Major. He looked toward Samantha. She nodded her approval, and he took it. He read it to himself. Then he frowned. “Time to lose your male virginity? I lost that ages ago!”

“It means, get fucked by a man in the ass,” said Todd, with a laugh.

“Shit! I’m going to lose the bet now. No way I’m doing that!” protested Major.

“Dear, now, now there will be none of that!” warned Samantha.

“But Mistress Samantha . . .”

“Major, we do what we must do,” reminded Samantha.

“Yes, Mistress Samantha.

“Am I the only non-pussy whipped guy left in town?” asked Todd.

“We will discuss that later, take a card dear,” said Chloe.

“Jerk it alone,” said Todd.

“Something you might be able to handle at last,” said Chloe. Chloe offered a card to Kevin. Kevin looked to Sara. She nodded her head. He took the card.

He read it. He said, “MFF … Three letters ... What’s that all about?”

“Don’t worry your pretty little head about it, Liv,” replied Sara.

“The cards are done. Now let’s go into the other room and play a mean game of couples Yahtzee!” declared Todd.

Everyone left the room and started to play just as if the last weird-ass fifteen minutes hadn’t occurred. Kevin went along for the ride. After all, all this weird was making their night out with her friends much more enjoyable than it used to be. He was starting to look forward to next Friday. He couldn’t believe that was even possible. And yet Friday night was starting to top even Wednesday night. All this couple’s action was sort of fun.


Chapter 6

Kevin was setting the kitchen table. Tonight, everything had to be perfect. Tonight was Wednesday night and Kevin had been caged all week. He wasn’t allowed to cum in all that time and he was itching to get that cage off. To do that, Mistress Sara needed to be pleased with him tonight. He’d done the laundry, vacuumed the rug, cooked dinner, set the table, and cleaned both bathrooms. Indeed, he got down on his hands and knees to polish the bathroom floor with a toothbrush until the tiles practically glowed. Sara had to see what a good little girl he’d been for her. She just had too. Didn’t his little girl cock deserve to be let out and played with once in a while?

He heard the humming engine of her car outside. Damn, she was home already! Kevin took off his apron and darted upstairs to freshen up. Mistress Sara didn’t care to be greeted at the door by a tired dirty looking girl. Kevin understood that even a domesticated woman like himself needed to keep up appearances to please the misses. He quickly took off his apron and slid into a pink evening dress with matching heels. It hugged his body in the right places to give him a hint of curves. A little padding in the bra might be cheating, but it was also effective. Mistress Sara would be pleased with him. Each day she was acquiring more and more outfits for Liv to wear. They were also throwing away more and more of his old attire to make room for them in Liv’s closet.  A girl had to have choices when dressing up to please Sara. It pleased him too, so he thought, out with the old, in with the new! Kevin was just a costume he put on to go to work. Liv was the real person.

He rushed to the bathroom as the front door opened. It was just a fast check of his makeup. One hour of makeup practice every day was starting to pay off. Still, Mistress Sara liked to paint him up herself when possible. There was something about being hands on that pleased Sara.

“Liv where are you?” called out Sara.

“Sorry, Mistress Sara, just freshening up for you.” He hurried downstairs. Be pleased by Liv tonight, please, oh please, he thought. Sara ignored him. She washed her hands and sat down at the table ready for her dinner. He made her plate for her and served it to her. Then he sat down opposite her. He’d made her favorite meal. He was only having a salad. One did have to look out for one’s figure after all.

“I’d like a little red wine,” she said.

Red wine? She never drank red wine. Not with this meal. “But surely the meal would go better with white wine, Mistress Sara,” he said that automatically. He should have known better than to question her.

“I didn’t ask you for an opinion, I told you what I desire. Fulfill that desire immediately!”

Kevin shrank in fear. What have you done? he thought. Oh noes, if she isn’t pleased with me, I won’t be let out of my cage.

“It … it is just … The meal goes better with white. I didn’t mean …”

Sara interrupted, “Let us make one thing clear, just because you’re correct, doesn’t mean you’re right. Mistress Sara is always right. Your job is to be a good little girl and a very good little girl always simply obeys her master without question!” After she said that she tossed her plate on the floor. “I’m so disgusted, I’ve lost my appetite. I’m going upstairs … Alone. Clean my floor of the mess you made me make, bitch!”

“I’m so sorry, Mistress Sara. Please don’t leave me alone. Liv is sorry, she is so very sorry. She wasn’t thinking. Let me make you another plate and pour you a glass of wine.”

Sara stopped in her tracks. She pulled on the chain of her gold necklace out from her perfect breasts. She opened the locket and out came that precious little key. She kept his manhood on that necklace safely tucked between her breasts. Kevin eyed that key with greed in his heart. He wanted that key. He needed to cum tonight. 

“You aren’t sorry. I know what you want, and it is not for me to eat dinner. You want your key so you can wank your sad little nob off to porn. Whore!” She tucked his key away, turned, and headed upstairs.

Kevin’s heart sank. You fool. You bloody idiot! He had gone and upset Mistress Sara. Why? He sat down at the dinner table. He was sick to his stomach. The perfect meal had been wasted. He sobbed quietly. He had been such a good girl this week. Why couldn’t she see it? Why wasn’t Mistress Sara pleased with him? What more could Liv do? He didn’t know, but he knew once he found out he would do it. Mistress Sara deserved to be pleased. He’d do anything to please her. Anything. Her will was Liv’s will. Liv wanted Sara happy.

The doorbell rang. Just what he didn’t need, a visitor at the door. He stood up, checked in the back of a spoon to see if his mascara had run, and then went to the door. It was likely some nut just trying to sell him something he didn’t need or, worse still, a Jehovah Witness. Those stupid Jehovah Witnesses were always picking the wrong time to try and convert him. Couldn’t they see that he was a man that just couldn’t be converted to anything?

He jerked the door open ready to tell whoever was out there off, but he found standing there on his stoop. Samantha was dressed in a red latex dress. It didn’t leave much room for the imagination. It certainly didn’t leave much room for her squeezed rack either. Kevin was starting to feel a little thirsty for milk for some reason. Judging by the length of those erect nipples on Samantha, he would need a straw for that milk. Then the idea of other refreshing white stuff came to mind as his eyes fell on Major. Not that he wasn’t happy to see him … them, but what were they doing here?

Samantha petted Kevin on the head. “Liv, you are such a good domestic helper. See how a good girl always answers the door properly and as a presentable lady? Major, you need to be more like Liv.”

Major said, “Liv … Oh, right Kevin. I forgot his fag name.” Major looked at Kevin’s dress with suspicion. He replied, “Okay, Mistress Samantha, when do we start?” His tone of voice would never be allowed by Mistress Sara. Mistress Samantha ignored it, though.

Sara called from upstairs, “Liv, did my guests arrive?”

My guests? She used to insist they were our friends. Kevin replied, “Yes, Mistress Sara.”

Mistress Samantha said to Major, “See how we all call him Liv even at home? You should have a pet name too, Major.”

“I’m not sure I want one,” replied Major.

Samantha ignored her husband and went inside. She waved her husband in. She headed for the stairs. Kevin said to Samantha, “Do you want to eat, or a drink, Mistress Samantha?”

Samantha smiled. She replied, “No thanks, Liv. We’re just came over here to fuck your wife. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Just fuck my wife?” repeated Kevin. He looked over at Major with envy.

Major shrugged. “No hard feelings, buddy but you did pull that card,” said Major. Then he headed upstairs.

Kevin darted up the stairs after them. He went into his bedroom. If he wasn’t going to pleasure himself, he might as well get to watch. He liked to watch. Sara had changed her outfit. She was dressed in nothing but her strap on dildo and knee-high black leather boots. Samantha was already standing next to her. She had a firm hold on Sara’s bare breasts. This was going to get interesting.

“Mistress Sara tonight is supposed to be about us!” Kevin exclaimed.

Sara shook her head in dissatisfaction. She replied to him, “Poor Liv, you just had to pull the MFF card. Well, that’s your fault, so don’t blame me.”

Major stumbled into the room. Kevin could see the lust in Sara’s eyes when they gazed at Major. She wanted that huge cock of Major’s. His cock wasn’t big enough for her anymore. Try as he might to please her, he knew he couldn’t do it alone. Oh, but he could let Major fuck her. That would please her. He liked to watch and so long as Sara was pleased everyone was happy. Maybe if he was a good watcher, Mistress Sara would let him lick the Major clean afterwards. That would be nice.

“Liv, dear, strip my husband,” ordered Samantha.

Kevin did as told. He tugged at Major’s shirt. Major said to him as he was disrobed, “You’ve been real sporting about all this, Kevin … Err . . . Liv.” Kevin wasn’t the only one that was being sporting. Major was sporting his typical wood. Kevin ran his hands over it. It had been a few weeks since Kevin’s bottom first got the taste of cock. It had been only Sara’s lovely but latex cock, but Kevin knew now his bottom was made for cock. Here Kevin was unwrapping the real thing and boy did Liv need the real thing. Kevin unbuttoned Major’s blue jeans. He went to his knees and tugged them down. Major had on a pair of powder baby blue hipster panties. The first hint Samantha had her man under her thumb more than the Major wanted to admit. He’d learn to submit to her will completely with time. Once the panties went on, it was only a matter of time that it happened. Major would learn how much better it was to give a wife whatever she needed.

Sara stood behind Kevin now. “Isn’t it lovely, Liv. Major has a real cock. Not like your sad little prick. Do you want to see it inside me?” Kevin nodded. She stopped petting. She slapped him on his cheek. “Liar! You want to see it in you instead.” Sara started spanking her strap-on against Kevin’s cheek. Kevin couldn’t resist. He licked her latex cock. Then he swallowed it.

Sara said to Major, “See how good Liv is?”

“I don’t want some dude sucking me off no matter how attractive he looks as a chick,” replied Major.

“Tell Mistress Sara, how much you want to fuck her sissy,” Sara said to Major.

Major sighed. “I want you babe,” Major replied. He paused, “You too honey bunch.” He said that to Samantha with a wink.

Samantha had the paddle in her hands. Kevin could see it dangling out of the corner of his eye while he lubricated Sara’s latex member with his tongue. Samantha smacked Major’s bottom with the paddle. The sound of paddle on flesh echoed in the master bedroom. She’d given him a good spanking. Kevin was a touch envious.

Major complained, “What was that for?”

“Respect! I must have respect. We go over and over this, but you don’t seem to learn!” said Samantha.

“Babe, I can fuck whoever you want me to fuck without all this bullshit. We’re here to male-female-female and win the bet for Sara because we all know I’m not going gay, right?” asked Major.

Sara slapped Major. She said, “We’re here to teach you to respect your woman like Liv here has learned to respect me.”

“But he’s a fruit now,” replied Major.

“You wish he was. Isn’t my Liv cute?”

“I mean, she is attractive for a guy dressed like a girl,” said Major.

“She has the tightest pink asshole you’ll ever get to try. But it’s not for you. That pink treat is all mine.” Sara turned around. Her strap-on had backdoor access. Her cock pulled from Kevin’s mouth. He was sad to see it go. He was just getting a good sucking on it. She displayed her ass to Major. She pulled her ass cheeks apart. Her pink asshole looked like it needed a licking. Kevin’s tongue was dripping already and so eager to lubricate it.

Samantha said to Major, “You want that tight asshole. You had it once. You loved it. You like the backdoor. You’re a backdoor man now. You don’t get pussy anymore except on special occasions. Only ass from now on for my man. Tight, pink, stretched ass. You can have any ass you want so long as you never touch any vagina but mine again. Tell Mistress Samantha how much you need a nice tight asshole to plug.”

“I guess ass isn’t so bad,” replied Major.

Smack across Major’s bottom went the paddle. Poor, but lucky Major, thought Kevin. To get so much attention, Kevin was getting jealous. Samantha said, “Ask me to fuck that pink asshole, bitch?”

“Can I have it, Mistress Samantha." Major was learning. A delicious bottom like Sara had would make a man a fast learner.

Samantha dropped the paddle. “Later, first things first. You can’t have MFF without the FF!” Samantha hiked up her latex dress. She wasn’t wearing panties. Her cooter was shaved smooth. Kevin never appreciated how voluptuous her body was before. He always liked his wife’s waif model body better. Serious curves, though, they weren’t bad either. Particularly if you packed those curves in latex. Kevin wanted more curves. Tits and ass, that’s what he needed now. Liv would look so much better with them.

Sara walked over to Samantha. She went down on her knees. She held her hand out. “Liv, wet my fingers for me.”

Kevin came over and kneeled. He was inches away from Samantha’s glorious absence. He was so horny he’d take it in front of Sara and Major. But he was caged. He had to be a good girl. Kevin swallowed Sara’s fingers. He got them dripping with warm saliva. Sara slapped his cheeks. He released them. Sara started playing with Samantha. She gave Samantha’s labia a good hard rub. Finally, she darted a finger inside. Samantha squeezed her thighs together and let out a pleasant groan.

“Ladies don’t forget the Major,” said Major.

Sara pulled her fingers out. She turned her head to Kevin. She told him, “Liv, you may lubricate my asshole for the Major now.” She then stood up. Samantha laid down face up on the edge of the bed. Sara played with her dildo. She teased that latex dick on Samantha’s special wet spot. Then she sank it in her. Samantha wrapped her legs around Sara, and they began to mash.

“Where’s my licking, bitch?” asked Sara.

Kevin was so into watching he forgot about her order. He was such a bad girl. Sara’s ass was moving like a bucking bronco. She wasn’t easy to plant with a tongue, but Kevin got his tongue on her pink hole. He circled it around and around. He used a finger to work the saliva in. He was such a good little helper. She would see what a good little helper Liv could be. Then she would let Liv cum. Liv so deserved to cum.

“Major, beg to stick it in her!” screamed Samantha.

“May I fuck that pink hole, Mistress Samantha!” shouted Major.

“Yes,” both women answered.

Major shoved Kevin aside. He tapped Sara’s pink anal treats. It could have used more stretching first by Kevin. Major was fighting to get inside. He was a determined man, though. Soon the three of them were a riving mass. Three people moving as one. All of this was for pleasure. Liv hoped Sara would be pleased. It looked so pleasing, she just had to be pleased. Who wouldn’t be pleased?

“Liv, the camera!” said Sara.

Kevin went over and got out his wife’s cell phone. He pointed it at the lovers. He pressed the record button. The bet was won. Imagine the clothes Mistress Sara would buy for Liv with the winnings!

Drool leaked from Kevin’s eager lips. Oh, how he wanted to be in on the fun. Samantha climaxed on the bottom of the pile. That finger bang by Sara had probably made her ready. She was on the bottom so she would just have to keep taking it until the others arrived. Major came soon after. He didn’t pull out, though. He dropped his load inside Sara making sure to plant every drop before he pulled out. He was dripping with sweat.

“Now that’s what I call a workout,” said Major.

Sara looked a touch annoyed. She hadn’t climaxed yet and Major had moved out of her. He was a bad girl. Kevin knew what happened to bad girls.

Sara came off Samantha. She asked Samantha, “Was it good for you?”

“Yes, and no. Yes, I liked playing out your card. But I hate losing out on mine.” Both women turned to the Major. Samantha fished out Kevin’s key from Sara’s bosom. Samantha said to Kevin, “Do you want this?” Kevin nodded. Both women displayed a wicked smile.

Samantha stood up and strolled over to her husband. She stroked his chin. “You were a bad little girl and didn’t let Sara finish before dropping your load. Now you will have to pay the price. Time to not lose the bet, dear.”

Major stammered, “What, Mistress Samantha?”

Sara inched up Kevin’s dress. She pulled down Kevin’s pretty panties. Then she unlocked him.

Samantha was stroking Major back to life. Major let her do it. Samantha said to Major, “Liv is so pretty. She’s more woman than you deserve. But she has an asshole. I told you that you could have any asshole I let you have, and I meant it.” Major was looking right at Kevin. He looked like he was considering it.

Sara asked Kevin, “Do you need his cock inside you, Liv?”

Kevin winced. He hated himself for the answer, but he couldn’t lie to her. He had to be a good girl. “Yes, Mistress Sara.”

“You are such a good girl, Liv.” Sara guided him to the bed. He bent over and planted his palms down on it. He arched his back.

“Damn, Liv does have a popping ass,” said Major.

“Pop it!” ordered Samantha.

“I … I can’t go gay,” whimpered Major. There was no conviction in his voice. He was already moving on Kevin.

Samantha asked Sara, “Should we lube him up?”

“Nah, Liv has been such a good little girl this week that she deserves a nice raw dog,” replied Sara.

Major said, “Why does his ass have to look so good? Look, no one ever tells anyone about this!”

Samantha taunted him, “Oh, I’m telling everyone. I’m dressing you up like Liv from now on. You’re going to be my fairy queen if you fuck him.”

Kevin could feel Major’s presence dancing around his anal rim. “I have to become your fairy queen, Mistress Samantha?”

“Yes, but look how much fun it is to be a good little girl for your mistress.”

Major said, “Fuck it, you win, Mistress Samantha.”

He forced himself into Kevin. Kevin’s ass fought back. Kevin wanted it to yield. It was spoiling the fun. Luckily, Major was too turned on to take clenching seriously. He thrust repeatedly. Slowly Kevin’s sphincter muscles gave up the battle. Major hit Kevin’s male G-spot. Kevin’s balls tingled at the massing of his special male g-spot. Sara had given him a good ass beating, but her latex penis was no match for the real thing. Major knew how to use it too. Not that Major was thinking about Kevin’s pleasure. Kevin was just a happy pink hole to him.

Major was already sweaty from his first go at Kevin’s wife. Kevin felt the drops of Major’s spent energy raining down on his back as Major pumped his bottom.

“Yeah, you like it bitch, do you like it?” asked Major. Kevin didn’t need to answer. Everyone knew the answer already.

Sara said, “This movie is going to be hotter than the first one!”

Major boasted, “You like watching me fuck your faggot husband, huh?”

Samantha said, “Never talk to us like that again!” Slap went the paddle. It wasn’t one hit. She started spanking Major in rhythm to his hard work.

“Oh yes, I’m a bad boy. Keep spanking my ass red raw, Mistress Samantha,” begged Major.

Samantha replied, “Bitch, you’re not my bad boy. You’re our bad girl!” She stopped paddling and pressed a lubed metal anal plug against Major’s eager hole. “You’re going to wear your plug night and day to keep your love hole ready for every other girl like you to play with. From now on your girl’s name is Majorette.”

“The butt plug feels so intense!” shouted Major.

“Wait until she fucks you,” assured Liv.

The Major erupted into Kevin’s gapped bottom. He pulled out and stood there heaving as he tried to catch his breath. The girls were on him fast. They hooked a black lacy bra on him. Then they pulled his panties up.

Samantha ordered Major, “Lift your right leg.” He did and Sara slid pantyhose on him. Then came the left.

Major asked, “Mistress Samantha, why are you dressing me? It’s over. I don’t have another cum-shot in me after planting that much seed in Liv’s ass.”

“Majorette, look at poor blue balled Liv over there. She needs her fun too,” she replied.

Kevin’s ears perked up. He looked longingly at Sara. She nodded her approval. At last, he’d been a good enough girl. He’d get to cum! Kevin was so turned on. The sight of Majorette in her pantyhose gave Kevin a wicked idea. He straddled Majorette’s leg. Pantyhose felt so good on a raw dog. Kevin humped Major's leg. Majorette’s spent soldier was dangling right where Kevin wanted it. Kevin started sucking the remains of the night from the Majorette. Liv was so ready that she shot her load all over those lovely silky-smooth pantyhose. Then like a good girl she cleaned up Majorette’s leg. He then stood up and looked Major in his eyes. Suddenly both men must have felt it, that longing for a kiss. They French kissed each other as they embraced.

Sara announced, “Everyone has climaxed tonight but me. Who wants to eat me out until I cream on their pretty little face?” They all raised their hands. Then they all took turns cleaning Sara’s drapes.


Chapter 7

Liv was dressed as a naughty schoolgirl in a red and white short plaid skirt and white buttoned down shirt. She tugged at her skirt. “Is this too short, Mistress Sara?”

“Of course it is,” she replied.

The front door opened. Majorette was on the other side. She was dressed in a backless evening dress. The two girls smiled at each other. Liv said, “Oh Majorette, I just love what you’ve done with your hair.”

“It is a new wig. You don’t think it is too much?”

“No, it is just enough. It really brings out your eyes,” explained Liv.

“Come on, Liv. Tyler and I were just watching the ball game. You know us, we love watching ball games."

“The more balls the better,” replied Liv and Majorette together. Then they looked at each other and laughed. Both girls paused, they looked over toward Sara. Sara pulled the key from her breasts. Then she reached under Liv’s dress and unlocked her. Samantha unlocked Majorette. Finally, Sara nodded her approval and off they went together to the beer bar. Todd was there dressed as Tyler. Apparently, Chloe had turned him out as a girl years ago. No wonder he could no longer get it up to his wife. Tyler being Tyler had already bought some liposuction and a fake pair of breasts. Really, it was too much. Liv didn’t mind natural breasts on her girlfriends. Tyler beamed with pride over his new looks, so Liv simply complimented her.

Majorette asked, “I’ll get you a micro-brew, Liv, while we watch the Red Sox?”

“I thought you two liked the Mets?” replied Liv.

“Nah, for some reason I’m more of a Sox fan now,” replied Majorette.

“Me too,” added Tyler.

“I thought being a sox fan was gay.”

“What is wrong with that?” asked Majorette. The three of them laughed.

Liv said, “How about we have a beer after we have something else in our mouths in need of washing down?”

“Now there’s an idea,” agreed Tyler.

Majorette lifted up his skirt. Tyler and Liv got down on their knees. Two mouths on a big cock, Liv just loved their friends. She couldn’t imagine ever having hated Friday nights, yet she had done that only three months ago.

Samantha, Sara, and Chloe stood at the doorway peeking in on what their good little obedient girls were getting up to. Samantha said, “Femdoming our husbands was the best idea you ever had Chloe.”

“I know but give Sara credit too. She was the former magician’s assistant that rigged the card game.”

“By the way, it’s been a few months now and I forgot all about it so who won the card game?” asked Chloe.

It was then that Majorette erupted into the eager mouths of Liv and Tyler. Sara smiled. She replied, I think we all did. Our sissy husbands will be best of friends forever, and thus we can remain best friends forever too.”

Samantha replied, “I got a fun idea, want to trade sissies for the week?” The three women looked at each other and giggled.

Chloe said, “I’ll get a deck of cards. High card picks a sissy first.”

“I’m dealing,” said Samantha.

“You don’t trust me?” asked Sara.

“Of course not,” replied Samantha.

OEBPS/image_rsrcW2.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




