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My Wife Turned Me Gay

I should have put a stop to it the moment Marissa slid her finger up my ass I guess, but I don’t always think clearly when a woman has my cock in her mouth. They say you can’t be “turned” gay, that you are what you are, but she woke something in me I never knew was there.

My wife Marissa is a hot little package, petite with short brown hair, but curvy in all the right places and happy to show those curves off.  As she puts it she’s all about keeping her man happy. And she’s open to trying new things to do that.

Like that night when we were in bed and she was leaning over me with her lips wrapped around my rock hard cock, giving me one of her teasing blowjobs. She almost never lets me cum like that, but if she’s in the mood for some hard and fast fucking she loves to get me really worked up that way. And it works, because damn the feel of her tongue swirling around my cockhead is so fucking hot.

What I’d never felt before was her index finger, slippery with saliva, pressing against my asshole. I moan and tried to pull away, but laying on the bed and with her on top of me it wasn’t easy to move. She kept up the gentle pressure but pulled her mouth away from my cock for a moment.

“Shhh baby, relax.” She whispered in a throaty voice. “I’m just trying something I think you’ll like.”

I wanted her mouth back on my cock, so I nodded my willingness and she grinned down at me, pushing harder with her finger as her lips slid back over my cock, taking it deep into her mouth. I moaned, hips thrusting upwards eager for more, and at the same time her finger pushed deeper into my ass.

It was a strange sensation at first, distracting me from the pleasure I was experiencing elsewhere, but then as her thin finger moved about inside me I felt a sudden jolt and my body jerked. Marissa sat up again, grinning in triumph.

“Feels good huh?” She teased me, her finger working that spot, my cock twitched and pulsed in response. “Still want me to stop?”

I shook my head, wordless, my body telling Marissa everything she needed to know. I wanted her to suck me again, but I didn’t want her finger to stop doing what it was doing. She nodded in satisfaction then leant over and kissed me passionately, her tongue pushing into my mouth.

I returned the kiss, part of my brain focussed on the finger working my ass so skillfully. Breaking the kiss she grinned again.

“I knew you’d love something in your ass.” She said then her mouth returned to sucking my dick. The combination of her tongue, the sucking and her finger teasing my ass was irresistible. I could feel my cock throbbing and swelling as she worked it so skillfully.

“Honey…” I groaned by way of warning, but she made no effort to stop, her finger probing my ass, sucking harder on my cock, bobbing up and down and taking it deeper into her mouth.

It was too much of course. I’d tried to warn her, but if she wasn’t going to stop then she would just have to deal with the consequences. I grunted out a low moan, my hips arching upwards off the mattress as I shot the first spurt of cum into her mouth. I expected her to pull away, but this time she didn’t, continuing to suck and finger me as I spurted again and again before slumping back on the bed exhausted.

When she was sure I was done she let my still hard cock slip from between her lips and gently extracted her finger then crawled up my body until her face was directly above mine. Her grin was almost predatory. I stared up at her wondering what she was thinking, but her mouth darted down towards mine and before I realized it her tongue was slipping between my lips, bringing with it the salty taste of my own cum.

*     *     *     *     *

I fell asleep not long afterwards, sated by the passionate sex and exhausted by orgasm, but questions lingered in my mind. What Marissa had done felt good at the time, really good if I’m honest, but… A finger up my ass, tasting my own cum? It felt wrong in the cold, clear light of day.

I’ve never been interested in guys. I mean, who would be when there are so many gorgeous women to look at? When I have Marissa to enjoy any time I please? But, a finger up my ass, that seemed a bit gay and having my own semen in my mouth well what else is that?

I didn’t say anything to Marissa, I didn’t want to upset her. She’d obviously thought I would enjoy it, and the truth was I did enjoy it. I came hard and quick so there’s no denying it. But what if she wanted to do it again. Would I stop her? Did I want her to?

Having all this stuff in my head made me grumpy. I snapped at Marissa, I was barely tolerable to my colleagues at work. I spent an inordinate amount of time searching for answers on Google. That was probably a mistake, because while there was the occasional serious article on the subject, most of what I found was porn. Gay porn.

And I found myself looking at it, reading it, watching it. Of course I kept that secret from Marissa too and the atmosphere around the house cooled noticeably. Turns out if you’re rude to people they’re much less likely to have sex with you. But I couldn’t let this go. Was I gay? It’s not like I thought there was anything wrong with that, did I?

The brooding and self-doubt went on for about two week before Marissa had enough and stepped in to settling things.

“We need to talk.” Was her opening salvo. “You’re being an ass and I’ve had enough of it.” Marissa doesn’t mess around, she says what she thinks.

I just looked at her blankly. I wasn’t ready to acknowledge my confusion to anyone not even, or perhaps not particularly my wife. But my sulking didn’t dissuade Marissa for a second.

“I stuck my finger up your butt. You liked it.” She said and I felt my cheeks heat up at her blunt talk. “You came, I kissed you. You liked that too.”

“But…” I started to say.

“You like my finger up your ass.” She said again, cutting me off. “Stop over thinking this.”

“Why did you do it?” I asked, I sounded petulant even to myself.

“Because I thought you’d like it and because I think it’s hot.” Marissa shrugged. “I have fantasies too you know.”

“Fantasies?”

“Want to hear one?” Marissa grinned. “Want me to tell you a dirty fantasy?”

Hey, I’m a guy it doesn’t take much to distract me. That grin sent signals direct to my groin. I nodded eagerly. Marissa took my hand and lead me over to the sofa, sitting down next to me. She kissed my cheek and then lay her head on my shoulder, gazing off into space.

I wondered what she was thinking about, but I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to break the moment, it was the closest we had been in a while. I just waited as patiently as I could. Finally she spoke.

“You’re not the only one who looks at porn.” She said. That surprised me, I mean I know some women do, but Marissa? I just never pictured it. I kept quiet and just listened.

“I’ve been looking at it since before we even met. It’s my dirty little secret.” She smiled at me. “The thing I was too embarrassed to tell you. I have a favorite type you see. I like gay porn.”

If I was surprised before now I was astonished. My wife, Marissa… watching gay porn. The image was foreign to me, but it also raised a lot of questions about what we had done and why she had done it.

“There’s just something about looking at two guys going at it that’s really hot.” Marissa leaned in against me, her hand stroking my arm. “It’s not like straight porn, the guys are muscled and really good looking and they’re totally into cock. The way they go at each other, it’s pure lust.”

I licked my lips, this was a lot to get my head around, but really was it any different than all those guys who enjoyed lesbian porn? Certainly it was nothing for her to be ashamed about. Why hadn’t she told me before and why was she telling me now.

“The thing is honey…” She paused and there was a tremor in her voice. “I have this fantasy, this dirty fantasy, of watching you with another guy.”

And there it was, her hidden motivation laid bare for me. She hadn’t been manipulating me exactly but she had been testing me out, looking or my boundaries. And what were my boundaries? I’d done everything she’d suggested so far. Her hand was still stroking my arm, moving slowly up and down my exposed skin.

“You know I love you.” She said, trying to reassure me. “But you’ve never been fucked. Not like you’ve fucked me. I want to see you experience that. I want to see you take cock.”

Her words, so blunt, so typically Marissa, sent a jolt of electricity through my body.  Images whirled through my mind. Until recently I’d seen very little gay porn, but my searches of late had exposed me to plenty. Now all those photos and videos streamed through my head, but with me as the star. Marissa took my hand in hers, holding it gently.

“When I watch gay porn, sometimes I think about being the one getting fucked.” She said, her voice a hoarse whisper. “I had a boyfriend… Logan, he used to bend me over and just take me. I want you to experience that.”

Her choice of words, the specific nature of her fantasy, I felt my body react to it, my cock beginning to swell in my jeans. Marissa noticed it too, she guided my hand to my crotch, placing it directly over the growing bulge. I glanced at her and she grinned back, relaxing now at my clear enjoyment of her words.

“Logan’s a big guy.” She whispered. “I mean muscled but also, he has a big cock. He could just pick me up and bend me over whenever he want. I bet he could take you too.”

I didn’t speak, my eyes locked with Marissa’s as she pressed my hand down on my hardening cock, letting the pressure do the work. My hips started to move involuntarily.

“Can you imagine that?” She asked me, her eyes gleaming as she remembered her experiences with this ex. She leaned in closer and licked my ear, hot breath arousing me as she whispered her story. “He would just bend you right over the sofa, spread your legs apart and take you. You wouldn’t be able to stop him.”

Her hand was still on top of mine, but she wasn’t pressing down any more, that was all me, pushing my palm against my pulsing dick, groin moving against it. Her tongue tickled my neck as she kissed me softly.

“Right over the back of this sofa.” She whispered. “A strong man just pushing you down,  and you would be totally helpless. You remember how it felt when I fingered your ass don’t you? You liked it, you came hard. Logan’s cock is so much bigger than my finger.”

I swallowed, my mouth dry. Marissa’s teasing was getting to me, suddenly the idea of being taken… fucked, didn’t seem so strange or scary. It almost seemed right.

“Take off your pants.” She urged me and I was only too happy to comply, struggling to pull them down  around my ankle. My boxers followed swiftly.

“Turn over.” She said and again I did it without question, laying down on the sofa with my legs over hers. I shivered as her hands stroked my ass.

“He wouldn’t be as gentle as me.” She whispered as her wet finger probed my asshole. “Logan would take what he wanted.” She pushed harder and I groaned. My muscles tightened automatically, but Marissa was patient, keeping the pressure steady until I relaxed.

“Just my tiny little finger and it feels so good doesn’t it?” She teased. “Imagine a cock inside you. Imagine a big man, a real man fucking you.”

I flushed with shame at her choice of phrasing, wasn’t I a real man? Just how big was this Logan anyway? Then Marissa’s finger pushed deeper penetrating my ass and I lost track of my thoughts.

“Take it all.” Marissa whispered. “Show me what a slut you are.”

I couldn’t help myself, I pushed back against her finger, my body craving more and stronger sensations, my cock pulsing and twitching against her legs

“You like it don’t you.” She leant down, her lips near my ear. “You like it up the ass.”

I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t think clearly. I just groaned, my hips moving thrusting my hard cock against her legs as her finger worked deeper into my ass.

“I’m not going to touch your cock.” She said, her tongue trailing along the back of my neck. “Do you want another finger?”

I whimpered, nodding, needing. She worked a second finger into my ass, spreading my wider, and I grunted with pleasure.

“Logan’s cock is much thicker than this.” Marissa teased me. “Longer, bigger, thicker, and he won’t be gentle.”

My hips thrust more urgently, humping Marissa’s legs, telling her everything she needed to know about my reaction to her fingering. She had me exactly where she wanted me and I was loving it.

“It’s okay sweety. You can cum if you want to.” She cooed. “We both know how much your ass needs this.”

I moaned again, panting for breath now as my hips moved faster and faster while Marissa’s fingers worked my ass, thrusting and probing.

“Show me what a fag you are.” She breathed into my ear and I couldn’t hold back any longer. The pleasure and the shame mixed inexorably. With a despairing moan I thrust against her legs one last time, cum spurting from my rigid cock.

Marissa let me lay there for a moment, slumped over her lap and panting for breath, before encouraging me to roll off her and sit up. Her thighs, bare below her short skirt were coated with my cum. She made a tsking sound that sent a ripple of shame through me then ran a finger through my sticky seed and raised it to her mouth.

I watched as her tongue darted out to lick the cum from her finger, there was something so dirty about that simple action that it fascinated me. Her hand returned to her thighs and scooped up more cum, but this time she moved her hand over to my mouth and her finger brushed against my lips.

We locked eyes as she waited, finger resting against my lips. I knew what she wanted, but to do it voluntarily after I had cum seemed like an admission of some sort. The moment dragged out, then I opened my mouth and she slipped her finger inside, letting me suck my own salty cum off it.

“Very good.” She said.

*     *     *     *     *

Marissa didn’t say another word about what we had done for the rest of the day and I was still too confused to address the issue, but something had changed. Where as I’d snapped and shouted for the last two weeks, now I just felt calmer. It was as though I had the urge to please her.  I made the dinner that night and even took care of the dishes without any prompting for her.

She didn’t say anything about it the next day either or the one after that although we continued to have sex. But it was our usual sex and now it seemed so pedestrian, so… boring. I was going through the motions but the overwhelming excitement I had felt while she fingered my asshole just wasn’t there as I lay on top of her and thrust between her legs.

My internet explorations increased. I wasn’t even trying to look up information now, I was just hunting down more porn. It was becoming an obsession I knew, but I just needed another hit of the hormone cocktail. Gay porn became my go to get off material any time I was on my own and wanted to masturbate. And soon that was every day.

Marissa and I both have our own laptops but we don’t password protect them or anything so I shouldn’t have been surprised to come home one night and find my machine sitting open with a particularly filthy video up on screen and playing. Marissa was in the kitchen but she heard me come in and waited just long enough for me to register what was on my computer.

“Logan’s cock is bigger than that.” She called out. “Of course he’s not a fag, so we’ll have to persuade him.”

I stared at the screen, at the huge cock shoving into another man’s ass. Was Logan really bigger than that or was she exaggerating. What did she mean persuade him? Was she serious, did she mean I was actually going to…

“Of course he does love ass.” Marissa walked in from the kitchen and grinned at me. “He could never get enough of mine. I’m sure I can persuade him to give you what you need.”

I didn’t have any words or know how to respond. I was straight wasn’t I? I’d always been into women. How was this happening? I didn’t tell her no though and Marissa dropped her next bombshell.

“I’ve been chatting with him online.” She said, her hand going to her long brown hair and flipping it back. “After I found all the gay porn you’ve been browsing. We need to get you fucked and he has the cock for it.”

My mouth hung open. I could tell from the look on her face she was serious and the thing was, I wanted this. I wanted to see this giant cock, I wanted to feel it. I wanted her to watch me being taken. I just nodded.

“This is going to be so hot.” Marissa grinned. “I can’t wait to see him pound your ass. Once he starts, you won’t be able to stop him. So fucking hot.” She grinned again and returned to the kitchen to work on dinner.

The doubts returned as I lay in bed that night. Sleep wouldn’t come to me but Marissa was dead to the world. I started to wonder if I was making a huge mistake and letting my curiosity run away with me. Would it hurt? What would happen afterwards? Could I really do that… with a guy?

But I’d agreed to this. Not verbally true, but by my actions. I didn’t feel like I could let Marissa down, not at this point. And she wasn’t going to let the opportunity slip away she’d already casually let it drop that Logan would be visiting tomorrow night. I as committed. I was going to find out what it felt to have a man’s cock in my ass.

*     *     *     *     *

I was useless at work that day. My mind just kept wandering. Marissa had shown me a picture of Logan that morning. She was right, he was good looking and obviously kept himself fit. He, unlike me, had a six pack. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not in bad shape. I keep my weight under control, but I’m not a big guy and I don’t have muscles, not like Logan clearly did. He really would be able to manhandle me if he wanted to.

When I pulled up at our house there was another car in the driveway. A flashy sports car, Logan’s I assumed. He hadn’t parked on the sidewalk he was right there in the driveway, in the spot where my car should go. That rankled, Marissa had mentioned Logan could be full of himself. I sat in my car for several minutes wondering if I could go through with this. I almost drove away, but then my phone rang.

“Hi.” I answered it.

“Dan, get your ass in here.” Marissa giggled. “Logan is waiting.”

I could still have driven away. Marissa would have been mad but we’d have gotten over it. Nobody forced me to get out the car and walk into the house, I chose to do it. In some ways that’s the hardest thing for me to wrap my head around.  I walked into my house so that my wife’s ex could fuck me while she watched. I wanted to do it, or at least part of me did.

Logan was every bit as large and muscular as his photo promised he would be. He towered over me. When he thrust out his hand in greeting I almost flinched, and his grip was firm to the point of painful. His lips twitched with a smirk. It felt like he was measuring me and finding me wanting.

“Dan meet Logan.” Marissa introduced us while I fought the urge to run and hide. “Logan I’ve been telling Dan all about your cock. I don’t know if he beelieves me, but he’s very curious.”

I blushed bright red with embarrassment at Marissa’s blunt words. My wife has no shame when it comes to sex.

“Well you should know.” Logan winked at my wife. “It’s been a while but you haven’t forgotten have you?”

I squirmed, rooted to the spot with shame and humiliation as they discussed not only me but their former relationship. Logan’s smirk was turning into a sneer as he looked me up and down again.

“Oh I definitely haven’t forgotten.” Marissa grinned. “It’s memorable. But you’re not here for me today. I want to see you fuck Dan.”

I don’t know why I didn’t leave. I don’t know why my cock started to get hard. I just stood there, waiting to be told what to do.

“You know I’m not into guys Marissa.” Logan shrugged, looking at little dissapointed.

“Neither is Dan, he just needs a guy in him.” Marissa laughed and Logan joined in.

“He does seem eager.” Logan stared openly at the growing bulge in my pants. “What’s in it for me?”

“You get to take his ass.” Marissa moved closer to Logan. “You don’t need to be nice you don’t need to be gentle. You get to fuck him, use him… make him your bitch. Do what you’ve always wanted to do, what I wouldn’t let you.” She leaned in against him her hand stroking his arm.

I just stood their watching, my cock now fully hard. Marissa’s words conjured up images and it was easy to picture Logan doing those things to me. If he wanted it, I doubted I could stop him. Logan looked at me again and he had a shark’s grin on his face now.

“Strip.” He said in a matter of fact tone, but I didn’t hesitate pulling off my clothes until I was naked before him. He stared at me again, pausing at my cock. “You sure you don’t want a refresher?” He asked my wife.

“Don’t be mean.” Marissa laughed. “He’s not as big as you but he’s very considerate.” Her defense of me was almost as humiliating as his put downs.

Logan shrugged again, so confident that he didn’t worry about upsetting either of us. He pulled off his t-shirt and stood there smirking as both Marissa and eye stared at his muscled torso. The man had the body of a god and my wife had been with it. Soon I would too.

When he stepped out of his jeans and pulled down his briefs my jaw dropped. Marissa had told me was big, but Logan made me look like a teenager. There was no way that thing could fit in my ass. I stepped back nervously.

“Don’t worry honey.” Marissa said. “I’ll lube you up. You don’t have to do anything.”

“Where are we going to do this?” Logan asked.

“Over the sofa honey.” Marissa instructed me. “Just like we talked about.”

I walked around the pair of them and leant over the sofa, spreading my legs apart and exposing myself completely. Logan snorted. I just lay there for a moment, unable to see what was going on behind me. I almost jumped at the touch of Marissa’s hands as they spread something cold and sticky around and in my ass.

“You’re going to need a lot of lube.” She giggled “It’s going to be tight.”

I moaned, letting my head all forward against the cushion of the sofa as her finger wriggled deeper into my ass preparing me for her ex’s huge cock. What was I doing?

“There, that should do it.” She said, withdrawing her finger. “Now give me a moment honey. I need to… um… well Logan needs to be really hard to fuck you.  Just lay there and don’t look.”

What did she mean I wondered, feeling so naked and exposed in this position. A moment later I heard a man, Logan, moan and the familiar sound of sucking and licking. I almost got up and turned to look, but I didn’t want to see Marissa sucking Logan’s cock. There was a blunt logic to it, the sort Marissa specialized in, Logan needed to be hard, this got him hard. And how could I complain, I was the one he was going to fuck.

I didn’t want to see it, but I admit the images in my head were pretty hot. Marissa on her knees before that muscular, naked man, his cock hardening further in her mouth. Hot and humiliating, but this was just the warm up.

I lay there, hard cock pressed against the sofa, waiting to be used. I had no way to keep track of time, it felt like forever. Clearly Logan was in no rush, not while he was receiving my wife’s attentions, but eventually there were footsteps and I sensed a presence behind me. A moment later I could see Marissa in my peripheral vision, watching intently. That could mean only one thing.

Logan grasped my hip firmly with one hand and I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my ass. He wasn’t gentle or coaxing the way Marissa had been, he just pushed, forcing his way in.

I cried out in pain, but he didn’t care, shoving more and more of his cock into my ass, stretching me wider. Marissa leaned in closer, her eyes glittering with excitement.

“It looks huge.” Her voice was soft, as though in awe of what she was seeing. All I could do was grunt acknowledgement, how much more could there be?

Finally he was all the way inside me, his hands on my hips and I could feel his balls against my ass. He held that position for a moment, no doubt enjoying the sense of power that must come from taking me like this. I squirmed and he laughed.

“You really are cock hungry aren’t you?” There was a cruelty to his words that both stung and excited me. I tried to push myself up but he easily held me down, then slowly withdrew.

I couldn’t help myself, I moaned as his cock pulled out of me. He paused, only the tip inside me now.

“Beg for it.” His harsh and commanding voice expected immediate obedience.

“Please… fuck me.” I couldn’t look at Marissa as I said the words.

That was all Logan needed to hear though, he slammed back into me, making me gasp and grunt, and then he began to fuck me in earnest. It was rough and hard, almost brutal. He just kept thrusting into me, harder, faster, uncaring.

Marissa moved closer, clearly captivated by what she was seeing. I could see her chest rising and falling, her breath coming unnaturally fast.

“So hot.” It was barely audible, just thoughts that had escaped out loud. I couldn’t respond to her anyway, I was helpless, bent over and used by this powerful man. My cock pulsed with every thrust from Logan.

He didn’t say anything more, didn’t care about me at all. He just planned to keep fucking me till he came, and I couldn’t stop him. I didn’t know how he could keep up this pace for so long, but he barely seemed out of breath.

“How does it feel.” Marissa whispered in my ear. “To be his bitch?” My cock throbbed and twitched at her words, but I couldn’t answer. I couldn’t think, couldn’t speak. I just moaned and took it.

Logan forced me down against back of the sofa, his hands squeezing me roughly as he sped up, fucking me even faster. I could tell he was close now and sure enough a moment later his hands tightened painfully against me as he slammed all the way in one last time and then held me there, his cock spurting its seed into my asshole.

He paused for a moment, and then he was done, pulling out swiftly, taking no interest in me at all. I couldn’t move, I just lay there slumped over the sofa, my ass gaping, feeling the hot liquid drip down my legs. How must I look to my wife right now? I could hear Logan dressing and part of him desperately wanted him to leave, the other part of me wanted to cum.

“Give me a call if you need a reminder of what you’re missing.” Logan’s arrogant words were aimed at my wife. She didn’t answer, but she didn’t reject him either. Moments later the door opened and closed.

“Come here.” My wife said, her voice gentle yet commanding.

I turned my head to the side and she was sitting in one of the upright chairs, her legs spread and her skirt pulled up to show her bare pussy. She grinned back at me.

“That was so fucking hot.” She spread her legs wider. “Get your fag ass over here, I need to cum.”

I pushed myself up and off the sofa then staggered over towards her, sinking back down onto my knees. Her hand wrapped around my head guiding it closer to her cunt.  Her sex lips glistened with her juices, she wasn’t kidding about how hot she had found this. I stretched out my tongue and she moaned.

“You loved it, didn’t you.” She gasped as my tongue lapped against her cunt. “You loved being Logan’s gay bitch.”

I reached down with one hand and wrapped it around my swollen cock, squeezing and stroking it as I continued to lick my wife’s pussy just the way she liked it.

“He took you… so… hard.” Her legs squeezed the side of my body and she pulled me tighter against her. “Just… fucked you.”

My hand moved faster, up and down my hard cock, my tongue licked Marissa’s juices, I could feel cold cum still leaking from my ass. It was too much, with a shudder and muffled groan I came, spurting onto the floor.

Marissa didn’t relax her grip, she wasn’t done yet and I knew better than to stop licking her. As worked up as this had got her I could be on my knees all night long.

“No we know how much you love cock, maybe I should invite all your friends round and you call pull a train.” She teased, pressing my mouth hard against her cunt.
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1) I Bought Them for You - Kate buys some sexy new panties, but she doesn’t plan on wearing them.

2) A Present for You - Kate has a present delivered for Mark at his work, what could it be?

3) New Panties for Mark - Kate takes Mark shopping for more panties, but what will her friend Amy say?

4) Halloween Panties - Kate takes Mark out to a Halloween party all dressed up.

So Small - The Big Tale of a Small Man

Brian’s visit to a massage parlor for relief results in his “little problem” being exposed to the women there and his humiliation in front of and by them. The humiliation spills over into his work life when one of his colleagues finds out about his size issues.

This collects all four parts of the novella So Small in a single volume. The story features femdom and small penis humiliation.

Available at Amazon from Mark Adams
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