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Chapter One

Caught Cheating

Two months ago, my wife Betty found a pair of frilly pink panties hidden in the glove box of my Mercedes. Little did she know that the panties she'd discovered were mine. Nor did she know or would have approved of what I'd done while wearing them. Not that she supported my adultery, she didn't. But, somehow, it was acceptable for a man, a rich, powerful alpha male, like myself to cheat. To want a girl on the side.                                                                                 

Betty confronted me about the panties. I did my usual routine and put it off on her. The next day, at work, I found the panties inside my briefcase. Stuffed inside the panties was a handwritten note in flawless penmanship that said, "You've got my number. Let's play again." It was from Mistress Audrey. 

There was another note next to it from Betty. It said, “Fuck You!” Betty hasn't spoken to me since.

So to set things right, I worked long hours, got caught up on all my most important cases and clients, and briefed the junior partners in the law firm I started about the rest. I left strict orders with the entire firm, do not call me for the next three weeks.

Then I rented a gorgeous house on the Atlantic ocean for Betty and the kids. I was going all-in to save my marriage, so I rented the house next door for her mother and father. Betty was marginally pleased. Unless I allowed her to hire a sitter to help her with the kids, she wasn’t going.

She added, "You can do whatever you want while we're there. If you want to fuck a girl, go ahead. You want to fuck a guy, or whatever those people call themselves. Go ahead."

The last dig was at my infidelity nearly fifteen years ago. About two months into our marriage, I had a thing with a transgender woman, which was always my most secretive fantasy. I swear this girl had the most enormous cock I'd ever seen, not that I've seen lots of them. But, honestly, it was the most fantastic sexual experience I've ever had.  

Since then, I'd fantasized about sucking cock and getting fucked in the ass. But I'd never done anything like it again, at least with a man. Well, at least not by my own choice. If a Mistress ordered me to do it, it was all right.

Mistress Audrey was the woman that required me to wear the frilly pink panties Betty found in my car. She was a high-priced professional dominitrix I hired to dominate and turn me into a sissy. Just because from time to time I liked to do something different doesn't mean I don’t enjoy the company of women – I do. Doing it with women was nice, but something was missing. I occasionally enjoyed being submissive, used, degraded, humiliated and even punished.

Once I hired a therapist paying in cash, insisting we meet anonymously – no names or records. The therapist, a middle-aged woman, assuaged my fears that nothing was abnormal about my fantasies or desires – many men had them. She suggested I open up to my wife, suggesting she might be into spicing up our love life.

I laughed and said, "Betty is a devote Southern Baptist with a God-fearing minister as a father. She'll put up with my infidelities only because she believes that men have the final word in a marriage. She has no idea that the sex I'm having is not the normal, regular stuff – man fucks woman. There is no way she's going to try anything kinky. Crap, she only wants sex in one position, missionary style. So, there is no way she will go for the other stuff."  

If Betty knew the truth, that on some occasions, my Mistresses had demanded that I service other men and even dressed me as a woman. The silent treatment was the least of my worries. It would end my marriage and ruin my law practice because my clients were wealthy conservative Christian businessmen and women. In addition, the wealth I'd built up representing those clients would be wiped out, my wife not only taking my children but every fucking cent as well.  


Chapter Two

Samantha - The Sitter




So Betty hired a young college girl named Samantha. We spent the first-day unpacking and getting situated when we arrived on the coast. But on the second day, we hit the beach.

I admired Sam as she sashayed out of the ocean. The foamy white surf swirled around her slender ankles. I glanced at my wife; she was busily assisting our two boys in building a sand castle.

So, I felt safe exploring Samantha's body. I started at her ankles. The left ankle sported a tattoo of a rose. The red rose's vine wrapped around her shapely calf. Her legs were long, slender, and lean – runner's legs. She had a tasty round ass. Her abs were tight and toned. As she walked toward me, her perky left breast was exposed slightly. I fantasized about sucking on her erect nipples and wondered if she'd dominate me, turn me into her bitch. She adjusted her white bikini top to cover her erect nipple, ending my fantasy. Long, blonde, wet hair cascaded over her slender tanned shoulders.

My eyes focused on her crotch, wishing she'd chosen to wear a bikini bottom instead of the white shorts she had on. I wondered why she always wore shorts. Then I saw something that shocked the hell out of me. I swear, underneath her dripping wet shorts that clung to her body was the outline of a rock-hard cock.

Could it be?

Sam caught me looking, stuck her hand down her shorts, adjusted her cock, or what I thought was a cock, and smiled. Did she have a cock? There was no way Betty would hire a girl with a cock. No way. 

I looked around the beach, did someone else see what I saw? No one noticed with everyone busy enjoying the sun, swimming, reading, drinking, or talking.

Sam scampered up the sand towards me. She quickly grabbed a towel and wrapped it around her waist. She looked at me, smiled, and explored my crotch. My cock throbbed as I thought about what might be between her legs and realized I'd developed a hard-on.

Could it be true? Could Sam fulfill my fantasy? Did I dare find out?

I looked at my wife. She was still busy adding another level to their sandcastle and was oblivious to Sam and me.

I reached for my towel, but Sam snatched it, dangling it in front of me, smiling. I didn't dare stand. Betty was twenty feet away, and I knew she watched me like a hawk looking for any signs of another infidelity. It was almost like Betty had set me up and wanted me to slip up, to make a pass for Sam.

Had Betty planned this? No way. There was no way she could have found out about my secret life.

I reached for the towel again, and Sam yanked it away playfully, brimming with joy. Then positioned it back within my reach, staring at my crotch. The teasing and humiliation Sam inflicted on me turned me on even more. It was almost like Sam was tempting me into another infidelity. My cock throbbed, begging me to reach out and grab Sam’s crotch.

Finally, Sam tossed the towel into my lap and adjusted it to cover my enlarged dick. As she did, she brushed against it, sending a wave of excitement through my cock and up my spine. My mouth fell open as I stared at her tiny but firm breasts in full view.

She smiled and dried off. Betty glanced my way and smirked. I can't read minds, but she seemed to say, go for it.


Chapter Three

Left alone with my hand, and my unfulfilled fantasies




As the week progressed, my plans to take Betty to dinner, dance at the local nightclubs, and have some private alone time didn't pan out. Damn it, I thought this was supposed to be a healing time.

Instead of healing, the gaping wound that developed after she found my panties grew larger. Betty and I drifted further apart. Damn it, this trip was a big waste of time and money.

Betty spent her time with her parents, alone, or with the kids, leaving me to fend for myself with my raging, uncontrollable fantasies and my hand. With nothing better to do, I watched porn, mostly shemale or femdom porn, with a dominant, demanding transgender female as the star and jacked off. I couldn't help myself. I had so many fantasies that I couldn't control, like getting fucked by a sexy, sweet piece of shemale cock. Like perhaps, Sam.

I couldn't get those dirty, perverted thoughts out of my mind. I wanted to find out if Sam had a cock between her legs. But I couldn't risk it.  

So, besides jacking off and watching porn, I stayed drunk, and Sam paraded around half-dressed, tempting me. So, I drank more and jacked off more. If she had a cock she kept it tucked tight because there were no other incidents like the one on the beach. So, I figured I'd have to stay drunk and jack off at least once a day to control my urge to drop to my knees and suck her cock – which I hoped was there. But, even if it was, what could I do?

This trip was supposed to be about my marriage and saving it. But, I realized that even before Betty found my panties, things weren't the same, not just because of my infidelities or the lack of intimacy in our marriage. Or at least the lack of sex I desired. I was depressed and wanted what I lacked – cock, being submissive, and crossdressing.

Because of my alpha male personality, I'd achieved phenomenal success, at least in business. As a result, I was a self-made multi-millionaire and a prominent member of the church community and our small town. As far as my infidelities, no one seemed to care. They wouldn't care, as long they thought I was cheating on my wife with other women and I was still the same alpha male they knew. I hated to think about what would happen to my marriage or law practice if word got out about what I paid the professional Dominatrixes to do to me.  

I didn't plan what would happen next - I didn't have to – I suspect Sam and Betty did.

Betty's parents took the kids to the amusement park, and I stayed behind. Betty went shopping, and Sam, I wasn't really sure where she was. I was kind of glad she wasn't around.

My fantasies about cock were raging, so I went for a long walk on the beach. I found an isolated spot, far from anyone, and pulled up one of my favorite porn videos. I guess I should have checked to see if anyone was watching. I was so horny as I watched the shemale on my tiny smartphone screen order a middle-aged man to get on his knees and lick her thigh-high leather high-heeled boots. I didn’t see or hear Sam walk up behind me.  


Chapter Four

A Sissy's Born




"What are you doing? You perverted little bitch?" Sam's demanding and domineering voice said.

I nearly jumped out of my skin. Because I thought I was alone on the beach, I didn't feel the need to control my hard-on, and it was fully erect and impossible to hide.

I kept my back to her and tried to close the video. In doing so, the phone fell from my hands, landing screen side up on the beach. The video played on as Sam faced me, ogled my crotch, and smiled at my raging hard-on.  

"You like that? Is that what you want? Your true desires, Mr. Johnson. To serve, to please, and to be someone's bitch?"

"No, I was just fantasizing… checking out different videos. Actually, this one just popped up must be some kind of mistake. Damn internet.” I grabbed the phone and closed the video.

Sam said, "Yeah, right, Mr. Johnson. There's no reason to hide what you want from me or what you've been fantasizing about doing with me. I know what you want, and I have it.”

I wanted to tell her my dirty little secret. I wanted to be her bitch, to let her dominate me in bed. But didn't.

Betty hated the infidelities that she thought I was having. Regular type sex with women, but she'd divorce me if she knew what I really liked and did in secret.

Before I knew what was happening, Sam grabbed my hand and led me to her room in the house I rented for Betty's parents.

At first, I worried, but everyone would be gone until midnight giving us at least six hours - it wouldn't take me that long to shoot my load.

Sam wasted no time peeling off her white blouse and bra, revealing her firm perky breasts. She grabbed me behind my neck and pulled me into her lips. Her tongue aggressively probed my mouth, flicking in and out. I never expressed my desires to Betty, wishing she'd be more aggressive in the bedroom like Sam was right now. I loved this. This was what I wanted.

Sam had on a wrap skirt, which she untied, peeled off, and tossed on the floor. Next, Sam grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt and yanked it over my head. Then she dropped to her knees and pulled my shorts down to my ankles. I quickly stepped out of them and kicked them across the room.

Sam's soft slender fingers stroked my cock. Then, I felt something I hoped would be there – her cock, an enormous throbbing piece of meat against my thigh.

Sam smiled as who she was registered with me. "What's wrong?" She asked.

"Oh my god, I knew it! You're a shemale." I said.

"Interesting choice of words." She said. "What I am doesn't matter. What matters is what you are or what you will be tonight. Tonight you are my slut. You will do what I want when I want. Understand, slut?."

I nodded, and Sam smiled, grabbed the back of my head, and pulled me into her mouth. She kissed me deeply. I couldn't resist and started stroking my cock. Sam smacked my hand, then pulled it away. "Ask permission, bitch."

I complied with the command and kept my hands to my side.

Sam said, "It's time to turn you into a sissy bitch. Go the bathroom, shave every spec of hair off your body."

I'm unsure why I complied without an ounce of argument or indecision. But, I headed to the bathroom, down the hall, feeling exposed and humiliated. My mind tormented me as I lathered up my chest and shaved the small amount of hair I had there. Next, I shaved my ass, armpits, and face. Now that my body was smooth, it felt sexy. I ran my hands over my body, making sure I was smooth. Satisfied I'd make Sam happy, I returned.

Sam admired my naked body and said. "Oh, you do smell good. Show me."

I did a slow circle, raising my arms above my head.

"Nice. Now bend over and spread your cheeks; I want to ensure you shaved your man pussy."

I bent over and thought, what was I doing? I can't do this; I can't let her turn me into her sissy. What about my marriage, my law practice?

But, even as I thought I didn't want this, I knew I did. I bent over and pulled my cheeks apart, blood rushing to my cock.

"I said pull your cheeks apart, sissy? Wider."

I pulled further as her hand slapped my ass.

"Wider, sissy." Sam smacked my ass another four or five times, alternating between my cheeks. When she stopped, my ass burned, and surprisingly my cock dripped precum.

Sam said, "Wait here."

She rummaged through her closet and returned with a bag. First, Sam pulled out a pair of frilly pink panties with satin bows on the front and back. I immediately recognized them as the panties my wife had found, or they looked similar to those my wife found.

How could she know the exact pair to buy? There was no way they were the same ones? Or were they?

She rubbed the panties on my cock, then across my face. Sam laughed and said. "Recognize them?"

They felt so soft and sexy.

She laughed again and said. "Do you like them?"

"Uh, yeah, they're nice, I guess. Don't know what you mean by recognizing them?"

"If you're going to play with me, you'll have to learn how to dress like a girl and be beautiful."

"Listen, Sam, I'm not sure where this is going. But I think it's going in the wrong direction." I said.

"I think you know exactly where this is going. I had a long conversation with Mistress Audrey, and I think you might recognize the rest of this stuff. Now get those panties on and  put this on too." Sam pulled out the matching pink bra.

I was pretty sure I had no choice at this point, and if I did, I still wanted to do this. So, I did as Sam wanted.

Sam helped me with the bra. When I had them on, she walked me to the mirror. Sam slipped her hand into my panties; I turned and pushed my ass out.

"You're going to be one hot, sissy, Bob, or maybe Bobby might be better. Soon, with a little work, you're going to be the toast of the town." She said.

Sam dug into the bag and pulled out makeup, a corset, high heels, a sexy pink chemise, and a wig. Sam went to work, and an hour later, she walked me to the mirror again. I couldn't believe it was me I was staring at. With my wig and the superb job Sam did applying my makeup, I looked so sexy. I could easily pass as a woman.

Sam didn’t waste any time and probed my mouth with her tongue. I returned the favor. She pushed my head down on one of her nipples. I licked it, sucked it, as Sam moaned.

Sam grabbed my wrist and guided my hand down to her cock. Instead of running out of the room, I stroked her cock as my cock grew in size.

We kissed crazily. My heart raced, and I felt uncomfortably happy. I stroked Sam's cock, enjoying it. Sam forced me to my knees. On the way down, I licked and kissed her, down passed her hard, toned stomach, right above her gorgeous cock, and then I kissed, licked every inch of her nine-inch cock.


Chapter Five

Betty Joins the Party




I lapped up the tiny bit of precum, and just as I was about to swallow her cock the door opened, and I heard my wife, Betty. "Well, hello, Sam."

I tried to stand, but Sam grabbed my shoulders, held me down, and said. "Hello, Betty. You were right on the money about your husband's secret desires and peculiar tastes in women. I got this sweet little slut all ready for you. Like you asked.” Sam slapped my ass.

I tried to stand and face my wife. But Sam held me down. For some reason, this turned me on more, and my cock throbbed. Sam said, "Keep at it, bitch. Get your mouth around that cock and do what you were born to do."

I should have stood, faced my wife, and begged for forgiveness. But I didn't. I opened my mouth and swallowed. It was easy because I'd been trained well by the professional Mistresses I hired.

Drool slithered down the side of my mouth, and I thought again about standing, turning, and saying, "Betty, listen, this is not what it looks like." But, I realized at this point how stupid it was. I was on my knees, dressed like a woman, and hungrily deep throating a nine-inch cock.

Betty walked across the room, sat on the edge of Sam's bed, and said."Well, go on, bitch. You'd better do a good job, or I will divorce you. Then I'll take your kids, and for the cherry on the cake: I'll take every penny you have in every bank account, including the secret Cayman Island accounts you hide your money in. Then I'll tell everyone what I sissy bitch you are.”

Sam grabbed my head and pulled me into her cock until my lips hit her stomach. I had swallowed the whole thing. I couldn't believe it and felt strangely proud of myself. I fought back my gag reflex as Sam held my head in place. Then she told Betty, "The stuff you requested is in the closet."

Betty stood, walked toward the closet, and said. "Dive in, bitch. You're going to learn how to respect me. You cheating bastard."

I was shocked at this turn of events and surprisingly excited. On more than one occasion, I'd fantasized that Betty would take a more active, maybe even a dominant role in the bedroom.

Sam held my neck and kept drilling my throat with her cock. In and out, she went. Drool was streaming down the side of my mouth, and the back of my throat was getting raw. She didn't care and seemed to be enjoying punishing me as her hips drove forward more brutally and faster with each stroke.

Sam said, "Damn, Betty, what a good little slut you have here. She's well trained. Did you do this?"

I gagged, and Betty said, "Don't you dare choke, bitch. No, I didn't, but this slut of a husband is going to wish I had."

Sam pulled her cock out and rubbed it against my bright red lips. Then she said, "Open that mouth, slut."

I obediently slipped it between my lips, and Sam thrust her hips forward, driving her cock into my throat.

As Sam's cock violated my throat repeatedly, Betty went on about her business. Sam kept me occupied for a good ten minutes.

Betty said, "I’m ready, Sam."

Sam stopped wreaking havoc on my throat, and commanded me to lie on the bed.

Betty was dressed from head to toe in a PVC bodysuit. Her hands were covered with black PVC gloves. Strapped around her waist was a ten-inch black plastic cock. A tiny pink plastic cock cage dangled from her left hand, and she gripped a riding crop in her right hand.

Betty said, "I'm done with your cheating and disrespecting the sanctity of our marriage. So you'll spend the rest of tonight doing everything I tell you to do, or I will leave you here, take the kids and leave you penniless."

After slipping my cock out of my pink panties and soaking it in ice-cold water, which was the only way she could get it soft. Finally, Betty got the cock cage on me, then directed me to the bed.

Previously, I had talked my way out of my infidelities, and Betty always listened and obeyed. Because she'd grown up in an environment where men were always right and ruled the family. So, I tried it again, "Betty, I am your husband and demand that you stop this. Divorce is wrong, and…."

Betty laughed and pointed to the bed. "Husband? Dressed as a cheap slut? No, you're not my husband. You are my slut, and I'm tired of your bullshit. You no longer wear the pants in this family. I do. You wear the panties and a chastity cage. So, get up on the bed. Now."

I complied and sat on the bed.

Betty said, smacking the riding crop on her hand. "No, on all fours like the bitch you are and like you were born to be, turn your ass around so it’s facing me."

Reluctantly, I adjusted my position to be on all fours. My heart raced faster in anticipation, and my breathing increased as I wondered what was in store for me.

Sam grabbed my head and pulled me so my face hung over one side of the twin bed and my ass hung over the other. Then, Sam stood before me and slapped her cock against my face.

Betty grabbed my caged cock and twisted. "You're my bitch now, slut."

"Ahhh…stop, please. I promise I'll never cheat on you again. I swear."

Betty twisted harder, then released it. "Oh, I know you won't, at least not after tonight."

Sam grabbed something off the bed and lifted my head to show me what it was. It was a long black dildo. Then she handed it to Betty. Sam grabbed my face and slid her cock roughly between my lips.

Betty said, "Suck her off, bitch." Then Betty smacked my ass with the riding crop.

I jolted forward, choking on Sam's cock. Betty smacked my ass with the riding crop, the crack of the leather alternating between my ass cheeks. Betty laughed as Sam ravaged my throat. My ass ached and burned when Betty finally stopped spanking me. Then I felt the pointed tip of the sex toy stretching my ass. Betty slowly applied more pressure, twisting it until it slid in. I winced and tried to move away; as I did, I choked on Sam's cock.

Betty slapped my tender, burning pink ass with her hand. "Don't you dare choke on her cock, slut."

Betty applied more pressure as Sam ruthlessly fucked my face. My body was drenched in sweat as Sam's cock mauled my throat, and my wife's toy intruded into my ass, stretching my man pussy even further.

The two enjoyed themselves for at least ten minutes, laughing and humiliating me. Then Betty pulled the dildo out of my ass.

I relaxed a little, but my ass felt different. Looser, and not quite as tight as when Betty thrust it into my ass ten minutes ago. I missed it hammering my asshole and felt like it belonged there. I knew I'd changed, and not only me but the dynamics between my wife and I had changed.

I married my wife more or less because it was expected. It was expected that a man would marry a woman, have children, and make love in a certain way. I'd never been able or was scared to express what I wanted.

Then, Betty said, "You have taken advantage of me all these years with no retribution. Tonight you learn how to obey me."

My wife slapped my ass with her hand - gently at first. But with each slap, it became harder and faster as my ass heated up and stung. I tried pulling away, but when I did, Sam's cock buried deeper in my throat, gagging me.

Sam made sure she hit the back of my throat each time she drove into my mouth. It was as if she enjoyed hearing me gag and choke. Though my ass and throat were warm and tender, I was getting into this and enjoying being the bitch. Strangely I wanted the punishment my wife was dishing out.

Betty said, "Time for my cock, bitch. Tell me you want it. Tell me that you are my bitch. Tell me you want it, beg for it."

Nothing came out of my mouth but a garbled reply. Sam was still fucking my face.

Betty laughed, humiliating me, which strangely I enjoyed. Finally, she said, "Good enough, slut."

I couldn't see what Betty was doing behind me, with Sam keeping my mouth busy. Then, something huge, my wife's strap-on pressed against my loose hole. I wiggled my ass toward Betty as she pushed forward, wanting every inch of the strap-on inside me.

Betty laughed and slapped my ass. "Aren't you the little slut?" Then talking to Sam, she said, "Are you enjoying my bitch, Sam? Is she pleasing you?"

Sam laughed and said, "Very much, so. I can't last much longer, Betty. I'm close."

Betty said, "Hold it just a little longer, hun. Let me bury my cock in her ass first."

Betty wiggled and pushed until her strap-on was all the way in. Sam continued to fuck my face. Finally, Betty's strap-on slid in, and the gentle pressure she had applied to enter my loosened ass turned into an all-out pounding.

Betty thrust in and out of my ass as I began to get into a rhythm. First, I pushed back into Betty's strap-on. In rhythm with her thrust as she drove deeper and then forward, taking all of Sam's cock.

The pace was relentless, and I tried not to choke or gag as Sam face fucked me. Betty fucked and stretched my ass further with each penetration. It was an incredible feeling of pleasure and discomfort as her cock buried deeper into my ass, rubbing against my now tender sissy g-spot.

My caged cock shuddered inside its prison. Betty thrust her strap-on deeper and more brutally than any of the previous thrusts. Finally, with Betty's cock deep inside me, it felt like it was up in my stomach. Sam moaned, pulled her cock out of my mouth, and shot her load. She covered my face in what seemed like a gallon of sticky cum. The thought of Sam's cum dripping down my face and Betty's strap-on still destroying my ass caused my cock to tremble in ecstasy, and I spurt my sissy seed all over the bed.

Betty stopped, pulled out of my ass, and hugged me. "I think we have reached a new level of intimacy in our relationship. I hope you enjoyed your night, and I hope you'll enjoy the rest of our vacation and the rest of our marriage because this is what's in store for you. This is your new purpose. You are my sissy, my bitch, and there is much more of this to come."

Betty bounced my caged cock, and coaxed a drop of cum out. She licked it off her finger and said, "I can see you enjoyed it. But I'll ask anyway. Is this what you want? Do you want to be my bitch? My cockhold husband? Do as I say, fuck who I say, and serve and obey me sexually?"

My mind was racing as I felt Betty's strap-on return to my stretched ass, rubbing around the opening. I knew I was in for a hard ride, lots of sessions like this one, and I wanted nothing more.

I thought back to when I married Betty. When the minister asked me if I take this woman to be my lawfully wedded wife, to honor and cherish, etcetera, etcetera. I responded I do. Not because it was what I wanted, but because that was what was expected.

This time my response was what I wanted, deep down inside. This is what I wanted. I wanted to be Betty's sissy, her bitch, her cockhold.

I said. "I do."

Betty reentered my sore ass. Though it was aching, I was determined to get through it.
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