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   And Sissy Makes Three
 
   By Gia Maria Marquez
 
    
 
    
 
   Sheryl was sitting at the kitchen table when Richard arrived home—sitting in his chair, drinking his beer, and… what the hell?  Was that his paper?  Was she filling in his crossword puzzle? And in pen, no less!
 
    
 
   “Hi honey!” Christie called from the kitchen.  “How was work?  Sheryl’s here for a visit.”
 
    
 
   “So I see.”  He tried not to grumble too obviously.  “Hi Sheryl. What brings you over?”
 
    
 
   Sheryl turned around and offered an unimpressed smile.  “Do I need an excuse to visit my oldest friend?  Or are you so possessive you don’t allow your wife to see her friends without your written consent?”
 
    
 
   “What?  I don’t…”  He looked to Christie.  “I’m not… I’m not like that.”
 
    
 
   “She’s teasing,” Christie said.  “Sheryl knows you’re nothing but good to me.”
 
    
 
   “That’s right,” Richard said, defensively.  He turned his gaze to Sheryl.  “I’m nothing but good to her.”
 
    
 
   “Be nice,” Christie said, softly.  “Sheryl’s been dumped. She isn’t in the greatest mood.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” Sheryl snapped.  “That was private information.”
 
    
 
   Christie kissed Richard on the cheek and held his hand.  “I tell Richard everything, Sher. That’s what marriage is all about.”
 
    
 
   Richard took a step back when Sheryl’s eyes narrowed to slits.  “Is that some sort of passive-aggressive comment on my sexuality?”
 
    
 
   “No!” Christie said, forcing a laugh.  “Of course not. You could marry a woman or marry a man.  You could marry anyone, if you wanted to—isn’t that one of the perks of being bisexual?  I’ve always assumed you enjoy the single life.”
 
    
 
   “I can certainly see its perks,” Richard teased.
 
    
 
   Christie slapped him playfully.  “You wanna go, Mister?”
 
    
 
   “Nah,” he said, taking Christie’s empty chair at the table.  “I think I’d rather stay.”
 
    
 
   “Well, so would I.”
 
    
 
   When Christie sat in his lap, Sheryl took a big swig of beer like she was trying to wash the bad taste from her mouth.  “You two make me sick.  How can a couple be so happy after… how many years have you two been together?”
 
    
 
   Richard looked Christie in the eye.  They held each other’s gazes for a long time, suppressing their laughter, because they both knew the answer to that question.  Not just the question of how long they’d been married, but how they’d remained so happy.
 
    
 
   “Let’s just say we have a very unique relationship,” Christie said.
 
    
 
   Richard felt a blush rising into his cheeks.
 
    
 
   Sheryl gave him a sly look.  “Don’t tell me you have an open marriage and you never told me.”
 
    
 
   “No, nothing like that,” Christie said.
 
    
 
   Richard’s heart started beating really fast.  Way too fast.  Like it wanted to jump out of his chest, land on the kitchen floor, sprout legs, and run away.
 
    
 
   “What, then?” Sheryl asked.  “Why are you two acting so shifty?  What’s the secret?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think I’m going to tell her,” Christie said to Richard.
 
    
 
   He breathed a sigh of relief.  “Oh, thank God…” 
 
    
 
   “You are,” Christie went on.  “No, scratch that.  You’re going to show her.”
 
    
 
   “What?”  Richard’s heart pounded in his ears.  “You’re not… you don’t… you’re not serious?”
 
    
 
   Christie raised her eyebrows—both of them—and said, “Are you talking back to me?”
 
    
 
   That tone!  She’d never used it in front of another person before.  It was their way, their style, just for them.  It was private.  Sharing it with Sheryl pushed Richard right to his limit.  He couldn’t do this.
 
    
 
   Could he?
 
    
 
   “Becky?” Christie said, in a low and serious tone.  “I’m not kidding, here.  Go upstairs and get ready.  You’re going to show Sheryl how we maintain a happy marriage.”
 
    
 
   Richard’s throat closed up.  He couldn’t believe his wife had called him that name in front of someone else.
 
    
 
   “Who’s Becky?” Sheryl asked, seeming perplexed.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you’ll see.”  Christie grabbed Richard by the earlobe and pulled him from the kitchen table, toward the stairs.  Slapping him on the rump, she said, “And be quick about it.  Don’t keep us waiting.”
 
    
 
   Maybe this is what it felt like to go into shock.  By the time Richard had reached the bedroom, he had no memory of how he’d gotten there.  His ears rang.  His throat ached.  And his heart?  Well, that didn’t know what to do.
 
    
 
   He looked around, stunned.  He hadn’t expected any of this.  All his things were put neatly away, and it felt very strange to pull them out of the closet with Sheryl waiting downstairs.
 
    
 
   Usually, when he set his makeup case on the dresser, Christie was there to help him select which eye shadow went with which lipstick.  She’d inevitably chastise him for choosing the wrong shade, but after that initial frustration she’d always help out.  She’d fix his blush if he’d gotten it over his cheekbone instead of under. And she’d do his liquid liner for him.  How was he supposed to do that on his own? Like he wasn’t already nervous enough!
 
    
 
   And what should he wear?  Christie usually helped him with clothing, too!
 
    
 
   “Oh, God!”  Richard collapsed on the bed, staring into the closet.  “I don’t think I can do this on my own.”
 
    
 
   Who was he even talking to?  Himself!  First sign that he was cracking up…
 
    
 
   Well, at least he knew where to start.  His hands trembled as he stripped out of his work clothes.  He could hear Christie and Sheryl talking downstairs, though he couldn’t make out what they were saying.  Sheryl’s mere presence made him nervous as hell while he put on his pussy.
 
    
 
   They’d dished out a fair sum for this thing, and it was worth every penny.  The pussy was basically a G-string made of thin latex-y plastic.  It had a pocket on the inside, where he slipped his cock.  Only his shiny reddish tip protruded. It looked like a big, swollen clit.  That was the whole idea.
 
    
 
   The front of the G-string had been made to match his skin tone.  When they’d ordered online, they’d selected one of many styles and colours of pubic hair: curly brown, not too much, but more than a landing strip.  When he wore it, he looked and felt like his dick was gone, replaced by a pussy.  They loved it, he and Christie.  They both did.
 
    
 
   Panties would be overkill on top of the G-string, but he took two balloons full of Arborio rice from his underwear drawer.  They were heavier than real breasts, but that’s what he liked about them.  He’d even put the balloons inside nylons to make them look more the colour of his skin.
 
    
 
   The balloons went inside his favourite underwire bra, and he heaved that onto his waxed chest. Good thing Christie had done his front and his legs recently, or he’d be a mess of regrowth.  But too bad Christie wasn’t standing behind him right now to do up this bra.  He had trouble getting the latches on his own.  He needed his wife for so many things.
 
    
 
   “Becky?” Christie called from downstairs.  “Get a move on or we’re coming up to surprise you, whether you’re decent or not!”
 
    
 
   Richard’s head buzzed.  “Wait!  Not yet!”
 
    
 
   He moved in double time, rushing around the bed to look at himself in the mirror above the dressing table.  Oh God, he looked a fright!  No make-up, no wig—just a man in a pussy G-string and a bright red bra.
 
    
 
   What should he do first?  Pick an outfit or do his make-up?  Make-up would take longer, and he could think about clothes while he did it, so he picked up his foundation and a sponge. His hands trembled so badly that… oh no!  He hadn’t shaven since morning.   His five o’clock shadow caught on the make-up sponge as he spread a thick layer.  This was no good. No good at all.  Sheryl would take one look at him and think he was nothing but a second-rate cross-dresser.
 
    
 
   Then again, maybe he was…
 
    
 
   “Becky?  Hurry that bratty ass up!”
 
    
 
   “I am! I will!”  Oh god, no time to shave.  Just get this foundation on.  Good.  And a bit on his neck too, so he wouldn’t have a weird tan line.  Good. Good enough.  Now powder… no, wait.  He should put on some clothes first.
 
    
 
   Whacking his hip against the corner of the bed, he rushed to the closet.  Were the walls closing in on him?  Was the bed getting bigger?  Suddenly the bedroom felt much smaller than usual.  He could barely catch his breath as he sorted through skirts, dresses and tops.
 
    
 
   What to wear?  What to wear?  Which outfit looked best on him, and drew the least attention to his wide shoulders and slight belly?
 
    
 
   The red dress!
 
    
 
   The pattern was so busy it drew the eye to all the right places.  Not just that, but the slinky fabric felt amazing against his bare skin. With only the pussy G-string on, his red dress mingled nicely against his tight ass.  Better than that, it brushed his exposed cockhead every time he moved.  It felt so good that arousal took over from anxiety, if only for a moment.
 
    
 
   “Becky!”
 
    
 
   “I’m not ready,” Richard cried, in a high and frazzled voice.  “Wait! I still need to do my make-up and… and…”
 
    
 
   He spun around the room, looking for a wig. How could he possibly have forgotten where the wigs lived?  They hadn’t moved in ages.
 
    
 
   The closet.  In the closet.  He reached up to the shelf above their hanging clothes and brought down a redhead.  It wouldn’t match his pubes, but he was in a hurry.
 
    
 
   He wouldn’t normally put on a wig until after he’d finished with his make-up, but everything was topsy-turvey today.  In truth, he didn’t want Sheryl seeing him wigless.  He wasn’t sure why, but that would be a million times worse than her seeing him without make-up.
 
    
 
   Make-up!
 
    
 
   “Listen, brat!”  Christie was closer, now.  On the stairs?  “You’re taking forever and we’re tired of waiting.”
 
    
 
   “No, no, no!”  His hand trembled as he gathered together a shadow and a few tubes of lipstick to choose from.  “I’m stilling putting on my face!”
 
    
 
   He threw on far too much powder, and then coughed madly, trying to clear the air with a handkerchief.  Was there time to blot some off?  He looked positively vampiric.  No, perhaps not.  He moved on to the shadow and smeared it over his eyes.  Shoot!  He’d forgotten liner.  Damn it!  Now lipstick… lipstick… which one?  Red to match the dress?
 
    
 
   When the bedroom door squealed open, he dragged a random lipstick across his pouting lips.  No good.  No good at all.  Oh, just look at that!  He’d turned himself into Ronald McDonald.
 
    
 
   Sheryl cackled at the sight.  “What the hell is this?”
 
    
 
   “This is Becky,” Christie replied.
 
    
 
   Richard met Sheryl’s gaze tentatively, but when he did, he realized that she was more unsettled by this situation than he was.
 
    
 
   “Hello,” he said, in his Becky voice.  “I didn’t have time to get my makeup in order.  I must look a fright.”
 
    
 
   “You got that right,” Christie said, and sat him down at the dressing table.  “Are you kidding me with this lipstick?  You’re like The Joker.”
 
    
 
   Sheryl tittered in the doorway as Christie took a hankie and rubbed the colour from Richard’s lips.  “I’m sorry,” he said.  “I was so rushed.  I did what I could.  I’m used to you helping me.”
 
    
 
   “Well, you obviously need it!  And look at this, Sheryl—not a trace of eyeliner.  What a fool.”
 
    
 
   When Sheryl stepped into the bedroom, Richard felt her apprehension like a poison in his veins.  All he wanted to do, in that moment, was heal her.  She’d never been his favourite person, but maybe that was because she’d never exposed her vulnerability to him.  Maybe she wasn’t so bad.  Maybe she just felt she had something to prove.
 
    
 
   “Sheryl?” he asked.  “Would you help me with my eyeliner?”
 
    
 
   She looked quickly to Christie.  “Oh, I don’t know.  I’ve never done anyone else’s make-up before.  Who knows?  I might poke your eye out.”
 
    
 
   “You’ll be careful,” Christie said, and handed her a liquid pencil.  “Anyway, it’s not brain surgery.”
 
    
 
   Sheryl took the eyeliner and contemplated it, breathing deep and hard.  “Are you sure you want me here for this?”
 
    
 
   “You asked what kept us together all these years,” Christie reasoned.  “Don’t you want the answer?”
 
    
 
   Clutching the eyeliner with both hands, Sheryl said, “I guess I could stick around for a little bit, if you want me here.”
 
    
 
   Look at her, so afraid of what she might encounter here in the bedroom!  Dare he classify her reaction as cute?  Richard had never considered Sheryl much of a looker, but with her dark eyes open so wide he could see just how lush her eyelashes were.  As her cherry lips hung open, they drew attention to the waves of chestnut hair curled over her shoulders.  With those full cheeks and button nose, she actually looked adorable.
 
    
 
   “Stay,” Christie said.  “Who knows?  We might put you to use.”
 
    
 
   Richard gasped even louder than Sheryl.  What exactly did his wife have planned?  It seemed that he and Sheryl were pawns in some game of hers.
 
    
 
   Gazing down at the eyeliner in her hand, Sheryl asked, “Do you want this on now?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Christie said, and observed while Sheryl popped the top.  They’d never been in such close proximity as when she hunched over in front of him.
 
    
 
   “Close your eyes,” she said, softly.
 
    
 
   That’s when Richard realized he was staring down her top, which hung open as she bent.  His cock twitched inside his pussy G-string because, wow, she had some nice breasts under that non-descript shirt!  Full and round, a little tanned.  He’d never noticed her skin’s luscious olive tone.
 
    
 
   Sheryl really was a lovely woman.
 
    
 
   “She said close them,” Christie chimed in, and that’s when Richard snapped out of his reverie and shut his eyes.
 
    
 
   Placing one hand on his shoulder, Sheryl spread liquid liner the length of his lids.  He tried not to breathe while she did it, but her warm perfume found its way inside his head and made him dizzy as hell.  It wasn’t just her scent that dizzified him, but the way it interacted with her skin.  A cloud of aroma enveloped him, and he smiled.
 
    
 
   “Ready for your lipstick?” Christie asked.
 
    
 
   “Hmm?  Oh, yeah.  Yes.  Thanks.”
 
    
 
   “Sheryl can do that too.”  Christie handed over not a stick but a gloss.  The moment that fuzzy little brush thing found his lips, he giggled like a schoolgirl.
 
    
 
   Smiling gently, Sheryl asked, “Does it tickle?”
 
    
 
   Richard nodded as he looked into her eyes.  Was he crazy, or did they share a moment?  Right there in front of his wife!
 
    
 
   She finished with the gloss and then said, “There we have it. Finito!”
 
    
 
   When he looked at himself in the mirror, he really didn’t look too bad.
 
    
 
   “Get up,” Christie said.  “Show us your outfit.”
 
    
 
   “Oh. Okay.”  He stood, almost trembling as he stepped through Sheryl’s warm aura. “What do you think?”
 
    
 
   “You look good,” Sheryl said.
 
    
 
   Christie asked, “What’s with the bare feet?  Are you pregnant in the kitchen?”
 
    
 
   “No, Ma’am,” he responded, bowing his head.  “I just didn’t have time to put them on.  That’s all.”
 
    
 
   “Well, you’ve got time now,” she said, and pulled a pair of heels from the closet.  “Here.  These ones.”
 
    
 
   When he slipped his feet inside, they pinched, but he liked that about them.  He really felt those shoes around his feet.  They pinched him in like a corset.  What a feeling…
 
    
 
   “Now give us a spin, baby doll.”  Christie clapped her hands, like she was training a dog.  “Go on.  What are you waiting for, a written invitation?”
 
    
 
   “No, it’s not that.”  Richard looked shyly at Sheryl.  “Only, I’m not wearing any underwear.”
 
    
 
   Christie laughed.  “Good!  Now put on a show.”
 
    
 
   Poor Sheryl.  She hadn’t signed up for this, but there she stood, subjected to it by Christie the Cruel Mistress of the House.
 
    
 
   Wait… was that a smile?  Was Sheryl actually enjoying Richard’s feminization?
 
    
 
   “Go on, Becky,” Sheryl said.  “Dance, monkey, dance!”
 
    
 
   Richard’s heart raced.  As he twirled around in his high-heeled shoes, the skirt of his dress rose in a circle around him.  He could have pressed it down, of course.  He could have.  But he didn’t.
 
    
 
   Sheryl gasped when his skirt flew up high enough to expose his look-alike pussy.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God,” she said.  “Is that a… a…?”
 
    
 
   “A what?”  Christie stopped him spinning and pressed him down on the bed.  His head was so dizzied he dropped right down on his back while his wife tossed up his skirt.  “What does it look like to you?”
 
    
 
   With one hand covering her mouth, Sheryl crept closer.  “Oh, it’s a… well, look at that!”
 
    
 
   “Look,” Christie said.  “But don’t touch.  That’s my domain.”
 
    
 
   Before Sheryl could respond, Christie started rubbing his swollen cockhead. It stuck out of the G-string like a giant clit, and spinning had made him so aroused his body pumped out pre-cum like a fire hose.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” Christie went on.  “Becky’s very, very wet today.  She must get turned on thinking about two women looking at her bare pussy.  Are you an exhibitionist, baby doll?”
 
    
 
   “No, Ma’am,” Richard replied.  “I’m not an exhibitionist.  I just do as I’m told.”
 
    
 
   Sheryl spoke up.  “But if you’re not an exhibitionist, then why are you so turned on?”
 
    
 
   “Because you’re touching me!”
 
    
 
   “Why were you turned on before then?” Christie asked.
 
    
 
   “It’s the anticipation.” Richard felt his breasts weighing heavily on his chest, and the sensation made him want to come even more than his wife’s fingers on his tip.  “I’m hoping something good will happen.”
 
    
 
   Christie raised an eyebrow.  “And what’s your definition of something good?”
 
    
 
   Speaking softly, Richard said, “Something sexy.”
 
    
 
   Backing away from his swollen clit, Christie went to the toy drawer.  “Sexy like this?”
 
    
 
   Sheryl gasped when Christie held up a strap-on dildo and harness.
 
    
 
   “I know I told you to look but don’t touch,” Christie went on.  “But I’m sure you know your way around one of these babies.  What do you say?  Want to fuck little Becky, here?”
 
    
 
   Sheryl’s eyes widened like saucers.  She swallowed hard.  “I… I… do you want me to?”
 
    
 
   Christie shrugged.  “It’s your choice.”
 
    
 
   “Does Becky want me to?”
 
    
 
   “She doesn’t get a choice.”  Christie offered a sly grin.  “I make all her choices for her.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.”  Sheryl shied away, stepping back toward the door. “It might be a little weird, don’t you think?  Like fucking my brother.”
 
    
 
   “That’s not very nice,” Richard said, though he’d never seen her looking so scared.  “At least say it would be like fucking your sister.”
 
    
 
   “Your little sister Becky,” Christie added.  “Becky, open your pretty little legs for Big Sister Sheryl.”
 
    
 
   Richard did as he was told, pulling his feet up onto the bed and opening his thighs to her.  The G-string had a fuckable pussy slot, but it didn’t feel very real, so Christie usually fucked his ass instead.  The pussy garment was cleverly designed, with a pretty pink asshole that could pass for a virgin.
 
    
 
   “Well?” Christie asked Sheryl.  “What are you thinking?”
 
    
 
   She bit her lip.  Her brow furrowed.  “Do I have to take off my clothes?”
 
    
 
   “Not if you don’t want to,” Christie replied.
 
    
 
   She cocked her head.  “Well… okay, then.”
 
    
 
   Christie raced across the room excitedly and helped Sheryl into the strap-on.  The dildo attached was a racy shade of blue.  It wasn’t too big, but it wasn’t too small.  As for the harness itself, it looked pretty damn good over Sheryl’s faded jeans.  Her billowy top just about covered it, but not quite.  The blue dildo bobbed out from under that light linen fabric as Sheryl took a few steps closer.
 
    
 
   “Can’t forget the lube,” Christie said.  “We’re cruel, but we’re not that cruel.”
 
    
 
   Richard’s heart raced.  His asshole clenched and unclenched, and he was glad all Sheryl could see was the fake orifice.  It was much nicer to look at.
 
    
 
   “Be gentle with me,” Richard begged as Christie rubbed lube all over the blue dildo.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you’re getting it on my shirt,” Sheryl said.  “Crap.  Maybe I’ll just…”
 
    
 
   Without another word, Sheryl pulled her top over her head, exposing the swell of her breasts.  They didn’t look so big under the tops and sweaters she customarily wore, but exposed like this, cradled only in a firm but sexy white bra?  Richard couldn’t stop staring.
 
    
 
   “Do you need help putting it in?” Christie asked.
 
    
 
   Sheryl laughed.  “This ain’t my first rodeo, honey.”
 
    
 
   They both laughed, and Richard watched in awe as Sheryl’s generous cleavage rippled inside her bra.  All that flesh!  God, he was a little bit jealous.  Part of him wished he could sport a pair of tits like those, while another part of him would be more than happy to toss her back and fuck the life out of those big boobs.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready, Becky?”
 
    
 
   Christie didn’t wait for an answer before stuffing her lubed-up finger through the pretty pinkness and into Richard’s actual asshole.  He moaned because fingers felt so good.  One was never enough, but he knew there was more to come.  Two, then three, to stretch him wide open.  Oh, that felt good.  It felt so good he groaned with anticipation.
 
    
 
   “Becky loves getting fucked up the ass,” Christie said.
 
    
 
   “Apparently so.”
 
    
 
   Richard’s gaze locked on Sheryl’s tits.  As she laughed, his cock throbbed against the interior of the G-string, trying to find its way out.
 
    
 
   “Look at Becky’s clit,” Christie said. “Look how it’s twitching.  She must really want to get fucked.”
 
    
 
   “I do,” Richard admitted.  “I want it.  I want it bad.”
 
    
 
   “Well, then…”  Christie pushed her friend closer between his legs.  “Ready… aim…”
 
    
 
   Sheryl pressed the softly curved end of the dildo to his fake asshole and then pushed through it, into the real one.  He gasped when the dull plastic met him head-on and opened him up.  Sheryl worked slowly, letting the elastic ring of his ass come to terms with the invasion.  She’d obviously done this before.  Newbies tried to go too fast, and it hurt like hell.  Not Sheryl.  She went at a good speed, letting him get used to the strain before shoving more of her blue cock inside him.
 
    
 
   “Oh, that’s good.”  Christie pulled off her top too.  “Very good.”
 
    
 
   His wife’s breasts were smaller than Sheryl’s, but she exposed them fully.  Despite their familiarity, they never ceased to arouse Richard.  He loved watching her undress as much as she, he assumed, enjoyed watching him get dressed up.
 
    
 
   Sheryl’s face looked pained when she beheld Christie’s nudity.  She stopped moving inside Richard’s asshole to say, “Oh… wow… look at you.”
 
    
 
   “If you like.”  Christie shrugged and her breasts bounced along.  “Look, but don’t touch.”
 
    
 
   “Oh…”
 
    
 
   Sheryl seemed disappointed that she wasn’t allowed near her friend’s naked body, and Richard felt her desire inside himself.  His lungs rattled as she reached behind her back to unhook her sturdy white bra.  He couldn’t breathe when she cast it off, exposing her large breasts to them both.
 
    
 
   “What do you think, Becky?”  Sheryl met his awestruck gaze.  “You think Christie likes me enough to suck my tits?”
 
    
 
   Without responding, Christie stormed around the bed and crawled up the mattress, far away from Sheryl.
 
    
 
   “Guess she’s afraid of my big, bad boobs.”
 
    
 
   Richard whimpered.  He felt his asshole seizing around the blue dildo while Sheryl cupped her round breasts, pressing them together.  Richard’s big clit throbbed.  He wished someone would touch it, but he didn’t dare.
 
    
 
   Naked, Christie straddled Richard’s made-up face, dripping pussy juice all down his chin.  Usually, she’d face the headboard and ride him that way.  This time, she faced the foot of the bed, where Sheryl drummed up a rhythmic fuck.
 
    
 
   “I’m gonna ride your pretty little face, Becky.”  Christie’s voice was an unapologetic growl.  “Hear that, baby?  I’m gonna ride it good and hard.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” Richard replied as his wife set her pussy down on his mouth.
 
    
 
   “Ouch!” she shrieked, and slapped his side.  “Jesus, you could have shaved!  It’s like rubbing my clit on glass shards.”
 
    
 
   Richard took a chance and grabbed her hips, pulling her down on his mouth.  She shrieked as her hands landed on his fake boobs, but she held them tight as he rocked her body on his face.  He couldn’t resist.  He loved the taste of his wife’s cunt so much he was willing to risk getting in trouble for eating it.
 
    
 
   But she didn’t chastise him for taking initiative.  She didn’t even chastise him a second time for his stubble.  Soon enough, she took control of the motion, rubbing her pussy all over his outstretched tongue. The taste of her musk caught at the back of his throat, so strong he could smell it. Smelled like sex.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” Sheryl asked as Christie’s weight shifted.  “Thinking about sucking my tits?”
 
    
 
   “No,” Christie snapped.  “I’m just down here to rub Becky’s big clit.”
 
    
 
   Richard clung to Christie’s hips as he ate her like a watermelon.  When she touched his cockhead, oh, the sensation made his buried balls seize.  If only he could see himself from the women’s perspective while one pumped him full of fake cock and the other rubbed his nub.
 
    
 
   Did Sheryl feel like she was fucking a real girl’s ass?  Were her big breasts bouncing and slapping each other with every push?
 
    
 
   Oh, if only he could watch, but his wife’s ass blocked his view.  Not that he could complain.  He loved the way her backside moved as she stroked off on his face. Her butt clenched as she jerked forward, then relaxed when she moved back.  The sight made his cock throb as Sheryl rammed him with hers.
 
    
 
   “Go easy,” Christie said.
 
    
 
   “No,” Richards cried.  “Don’t go easy.  Go hard.  Really hard.”
 
    
 
   Sheryl pummelled his ass, making his P-spot glow warm with arousal.  Oh, he was getting close.  His wife’s friend was getting him there.
 
    
 
   “Careful!” Christie insisted.  “You’re going to break my sissy!”
 
    
 
   Richard ate her cunt even harder when she called him that.  He wished she’d say it a hundred times over. He’d come in no time.
 
    
 
   Arching up, Christie cried, “Oh God!”
 
    
 
   He pulled her back down on his face while Sheryl built friction in his ass.  He was hot all over, sweating underneath his red dress.  His cock pounded inside his fake pussy, and Christie stroked the tip harder, faster, in sweeping circles.
 
    
 
   “You’re going to make me come,” Richard said, in his light and fluffy Becky voice.
 
    
 
   “Me too,” Christie moaned.
 
    
 
   Sheryl fucked him harder, and said, “Christie, suck my tits!”
 
    
 
   “What? No!”
 
    
 
   “What—yes!”
 
    
 
   Richard couldn’t see what happened, but Sheryl must have grabbed his wife’s head and slammed it against her breast.  Christie’s body jerked forward, and he pulled back, filling her pussy with his tongue.  When she shrieked, her voice sounded muffled.  He heard slurping, sucking sounds from the foot of the bed.  Was it really happening?  Was his wife sucking her best friend’s tits?
 
    
 
   “Oh no,” Richard said, trying to hold out. The image of his wife’s lips wrapped around Sheryl’s big boobs put him right over the edge.  His balls tightened, his P-spot glowed, and his cock strained and wept. He came so hard it almost hurt.
 
    
 
   Almost.
 
    
 
   “Watch out,” Christie said, sounding like she was speaking into Sheryl’s nipple.
 
    
 
   When Sheryl shrieked, Richard could just imagine a hot stream of cum landing against her belly, dripping down her strap-on harness.  “Oh my god,” she said.  “There’s so much!”
 
    
 
   He kept coming all over his wife’s best friend while Christie scoured her pussy against his face.  Her mouth made all kinds of unfamiliar noises as she worked herself into a frenzy.  Richard’s lipstick was probably gone by now, washed off against his wife’s pussy.  She whimpered and cried as Sheryl egged her on.  All the while, Richard’s asshole locked on the blue cock.
 
    
 
   “Oh wow,” Sheryl said, more in an enjoyment tone than an orgasm tone.  “That feels really good.”
 
    
 
   His wife was all orgasm as she grinded on his face. When she’d had enough, she rolled off his face with her lips still wrapped around her best friend’s nipple.
 
    
 
   Finally, Richard got a look at them together! It was even better than he’d imagined.  Sheryl nursed his wife like a pro, jamming her tits against Christie’s face, squishing them together so Christie could move from one to the other.
 
    
 
   “May I try it, too?” Richard asked, in a tiny, cowardly voice.
 
    
 
   “Of course, Becky.”  Sheryl pulled out of his ass and waved him down the bed.  “Come on. You can have the right one.”
 
    
 
   Christie shifted to Sheryl’s left breast as Richard crawled to the other.  His dress had slipped up over his bare ass, but he left it that way, left his bum exposed as he bent on all fours to suckle his wife’s friend.
 
    
 
   When he latched on, she gasped.  He wondered what it felt like to have big breasts, to be suckled.  It must be amazing.
 
    
 
   His ass blazed and his P-spot glowed, but his cock rested quietly inside his pussy G-string.  His fake books swung like heavy pendulums beneath him as he caressed Sheryl’s nipple with his mouth.  His shoulder butted up against Christie’s and his cheek brushed hers, but she must have been too entranced by the action to say anything about his stubble.
 
    
 
   “Mmm…” Sheryl hummed.
 
    
 
   Christie responded with her own “Mmm…”
 
    
 
   The women’s enjoyment made Richard unspeakably happy.  He wrapped his arm around his wife’s naked body and petted her bare skin while Sheryl ran a hand through Christie’s hair. The bedroom’s silent warmth extended into eternity as they suckled side by side.
 
    
 
   In his red wig, red dress and high heels, Sissy Richard hoped the moment would never end.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ABOUT THE AUTHOR
 
    
 
   GIA MARIA MARQUEZ knows her stuff. She’s been writing for as long as she can remember—not about sissies and cross-dressing and domestic discipline, though. That’s close to home, so she’s kept it to herself until now. Writing spicy stories is easy, but sharing a piece of herself with the world? That’s the tough part.
 
    
 
   Watch for more from Gia. It’s coming…
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