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When you find yourself in unfamiliar territory, you’re forced to adapt, to blend in. It's a skill I’ve picked up along the way, just as the saying goes—when in Rome. It’s one of those things I’ve noticed, too, about my wife. She seems to understand me better than I do myself, though it’s not magic. Call it intuition, women just seem to have it. Samantha certainly does, and it led to a birthday surprise that opened up a whole new world for me.

We pulled up to "The World-Famous Break Free Club" in Solana Beach, California, courtesy of our Uber driver in his 2012 Toyota Camry. Even before stepping out, we could feel the bass from the music vibrating in the air. "This place is a vibe, Sam. What made you choose this spot, so far out from the city?"

Her lips curled into that mischievous smile she gives when she’s been planning something for a while. "It’s your birthday, baby. A guy at work told me about this spot, says it’s a high-end, exclusive kind of club. Judging by the cars in the lot, looks like he wasn’t wrong."

As we stepped out, we were greeted by a bouncer who had to be at least 6’5, built like a tank, with a smile as warm as his intimidating presence. The moment we entered the dimly lit club, I had this sneaking suspicion. I turned to Samantha, "Uh, Sam? Is that guy from your office, the one who told you about this place, gay?"

"Yeah, Kenny. Why?"

I gestured around at the crowd, taking in the couples dancing, all of them men. "Because this looks like a gay bar."

She smirked. "It's not just any bar, it’s a gay dance club."

"Right..." I muttered, but she didn’t let me protest further. Before I knew it, her hand was gripping mine, pulling me into the depths of the club.

We found a table near the dance floor, settling into the scene. It wasn’t really my kind of place, and I could feel the discomfort creeping in. Couples were everywhere, men pressed up against each other, their bodies moving in sync with the beat. Meanwhile, I was sitting there with my wife, feeling out of place but oddly intrigued.

As much as I wanted to complain, there was something about the vibe, the carefree atmosphere, that made me pause. Everyone was just... happy. It wasn’t like I was a stranger to the gay community; we lived in Los Angeles, after all. My boss? Was Bi. His boss? Gay. Samantha’s talent management firm was practically a rainbow of diversity. I had no hang-ups about it; in fact, we had both been hit on by the same sex more times than we could count. But tonight was supposed to be different. It was my birthday, and I had this vision of a quiet dinner followed by some hot birthday sex back home.

Instead, drinks arrived, and Samantha caught the look on my face—she always does. Without a word, she fished out a glass from the table. She held it out to me, a playful glint in her eyes. "Drink this, Kenny."

I eyed the pink fruity drink. "What is it?"

"Think of it as your nightly Whiskey, just a little something to help you relax. Trust me, you’ll feel amazing in no time."

Being the good husband, and maybe a little too curious for my own good, I downed the drink into my mouth quickly in a single swig as she took her identical drink and started sipping on it. Yes, it tasted equally fruity as it looked; I tasted faint hints of vodka. And then we waited. I watched the dance floor, men in tight outfits, bodies pressed together, moving sensually to the rhythm. It wasn’t long before I started to feel it—the warmth, the buzz.

The drink didn’t just relax me, it awakened something. My body synced up with the music in a way I hadn’t felt before, each beat reverberating through me like a pulse. My mind began to wander, curiosity blooming inside me as I watched the men on the dance floor. They weren’t just dancing; they were captivating. The sight of them—muscular, confident, so free in their movements—had an unexpected effect on me. I could feel my dick growing inside my jeans, and for the first time, I found myself wondering what it would feel like to be one of them—held close, desired by another man.

As the thoughts rolled o ver me, I felt a flush rise to my cheeks, and my cock pulsed harder beneath the table. The energy in the room was electric, and by the end of the first hour, I was fully tuned into it.

Samantha noticed, of course, flashing me a knowing smile. "I see you're finally relaxing," she teased, her voice soft yet dripping with satisfaction.

Her smile tugged at something inside me. I felt an overwhelming urge to pull her close, to take her right there in the middle of the club, to show her just how much I loved her. But instead, I leaned in, brushed my lips against her ear, and excused myself to the men’s room.

As I rose from the table, her voice called after me. "Enjoy yourself, baby boy. Tonight’s all about you, love."

I grinned as I made my way to the bar, asking the bartender for directions to the restroom. The lighting in the club was dim, casting everything in silhouette, but it wasn’t difficult to navigate. I pushed through the throngs of dancers, feeling hands brush against my body as I moved. A few fingers grazed my ass as I squeezed through the crowd, and my growing erection accidentally pressed up against more than one pretty boy. Their tight bodies, slick with sweat, sent a new wave of excitement coursing through me.

When I finally made it to the bathroom, it was like stepping into another world. The space was small but packed, filled with boys in various stages of undress. They were playful, giggling and chatting, their high-pitched laughter echoing off the tiled walls. As I made my way toward the urinals, a particularly cute boy with sharp cheekbones and an impish grin caught my eye. Before I could react, he darted over, planting a kiss on my cheek.

"Hey there, good lookin'. What’s cookin'?" he asked, his eyes sparkling with mischief.

Caught off guard, I stammered, "Uh, I just need to pee."

His smile widened, practically beaming. "Goodie! Let me help."

"Uh, no thanks," I said, more than a little surprised at the offer.

The boy turned to the room, throwing his hands in the air dramatically. "I’ve got a live one! Make room for her, bitches!" His voice rang out, cutting through the noise.

I froze. Her?  No one had ever referred to me as a “her” before, especially not a guy. A giggle escaped me, the absurdity of the moment sinking in. "Thank you for the offer," I said, smiling at him, genuinely amused by the situation.

I managed to get to the urinal without further interruption, and everything went smoothly until the last moment. As I shook off the final drops, the same cute boy sidled up next to me. Without warning, his soft hand wrapped around my cock, catching me off guard. He grinned up at me, his fingers moving skillfully along my shaft, stroking me back to full erection with practiced ease. "I’m just glad to be of service," he whispered, his voice sultry, eyes locked on mine. "I have a thing for pretty girls like you."

My heart raced as I processed what was happening, a strange mix of surprise, arousal, and curiosity flooding my system all at once.

A soft moan escaped my lips as his hand worked its magic on me. I couldn’t help but feel sexy, aroused in a way that was raw and primal, a side of me that had never surfaced before. Driven by pure lust, I instinctively wrapped my arm around his slender frame, pulling him closer, my desire for him growing with every second. The scent of him—cigarettes, cologne, and the unmistakable musk of cock—filled my senses. It was intoxicating, and I wanted him, wanted to taste him, kiss him, consume him.

But just as our faces got close, he laughed, the sound light and teasing, and pushed me away playfully. The rejection hit harder than I expected, leaving me aching, throbbing with need, hornier than I could ever remember being. I fumbled, trying to stuff my painfully hard cock back into my pants, my hands shaky and uncoordinated from both the lust and the drinks. Still, I couldn’t help myself—I turned back for one last look, my eyes trailing over the tight bodies and pretty bois scattered around the bathroom. They were so carefree, so desirable. I almost envied them.

By the time I returned to our table, my mind was buzzing, a pleasant dizziness settling over me. Everything felt amplified—the music, the colors, the movement. My second drink was gone in seconds, the alcohol burning its way down my throat as I finished it in one gulp. I turned to Samantha, needing something to steady myself. "Want another drink?" I asked, my voice sounding strange in my own ears.

She smiled, her eyes gleaming with understanding. "Not for me, baby. This is your night. Do what feels good, Kenny. I mean it—do whatever you want."

Her words were like gasoline on an already burning fire. I grinned, feeling the thrill of permission, the freedom in her statement, and I made my way back to the bar. The crowd pressed in around me, hands finding my ass, stroking and squeezing as I passed. Each touch sent jolts of arousal through me, my cock twitching in response. I was in a haze, my senses overwhelmed, and I loved it. "Two shots of Buttery Nipples, please," I called out to the bartender, my voice a little more confident now.

The bartender gave me a knowing smile as he set the shots in front of me. "Celebrating something?" he asked, his tone light.

"It’s my birthday," I replied, my grin widening.

"Happy birthday," he said, sliding two more shots across the bar, "These are on the house."

Before I knew it, the entire bar had erupted into a loud, off-key rendition of "Happy Birthday." I laughed, genuinely touched by the gesture, even as a hundred arms wrapped around me in tight, enthusiastic hugs. Bois and their lovers pressed in, their bodies warm against mine, their affection palpable. My cock swelled again, responding to the constant man-to-man contact, my arousal reaching dizzying heights.

I was lost in it, completely consumed. I loved everyone in that club, and I wanted—no, needed —to express that love.

As I made my way back to our table, Samantha rose to greet me, wrapping her arms around me in a warm embrace. Her lips brushed my ear, and in a soft voice, she said, "Tonight is yours, my love. Enjoy yourself. If your new friends can't give you a ride, make sure to call an Uber. I'll be asleep when you get home."

I watched her leave, a small part of me wishing she'd stay—ground me in the familiar, anchor me in what I knew. But before I could dwell on that, I felt strong arms wrap around my waist from behind. A firm, unmistakable cock pressed into the crack of my ass, and just like that, my focus shifted entirely.

I turned, and there he was—a man with piercing blue eyes and a smile that seemed to light up the dim club. His handsome face was framed by short, tousled hair, and he exuded a magnetism that was impossible to ignore. "Come on, birthday boi," he said, his voice deep and playful, "dance with me."

Who was I to refuse?

We danced together, just like the countless other men on the floor. Our movements in sync, bodies close, hands lingering longer than necessary. Nothing unusual in this place, nothing to stand out—just two men enjoying the beat. The fast rhythm of the music pulsed through me, our hips swaying in time with the crowd, a heat building between us.

After a couple of songs, he took my hand and led me back to the table where Samantha and I had been sitting. "Time for a break, Kenny," he said, his smile soft and knowing.

I blinked, surprised. "How do you know my name?"

He gave my hand a gentle squeeze, leaning in close. "Samantha told me, baby. We work together. She talks about you all the time. I’ve been dying to meet you."

A blush crept up my cheeks as I smiled back at him, feeling both flattered and intrigued. His presence had an undeniable pull, and the way he looked at me made my heart race. "Well, she certainly didn’t mention you to me," I said, my tone playful, squeezing his hand in return. "What’s your name?"

"How rude of me," he chuckled, his eyes twinkling. "I’m David."

David pulled out the chair for me, his touch lingering as he helped me sit. "Such a gentleman," I teased, feeling a coy smile spread across my face.

"Just for you, birthday boi," he said with a wink. "Back in a second baby. What are you drinking?"

I liked how he was treating me, and I couldn't help but continue the playful flirtation."You decide," I said, a sultry tone slipping into my voice as I basked in the attention David was lavishing on me.

David's smile broadened, his eyes gleaming with approval. "You're sweet, baby," he replied, leaning in to kiss my forehead in a tender, unexpected gesture. The warmth of his lips against my skin sent a shiver down my spine, and I couldn't help but blush, glancing around to see if anyone had noticed. But the room was too absorbed in its own atmosphere, too full of men swaying together, to care about us.

My hand instinctively dropped to adjust the stiffening erection his kiss had caused. I didn’t question it—I was too caught up in the euphoria, feeling so blissfully aroused, as if my whole body had been turned on like a switch. There was something electric in the air, something intoxicating that made me feel alive and buzzing with sexual energy. I was ready for anything.

I glanced around at the other couples on the dance floor, their bodies pressed close, hands lingering in familiar places. There were those sitting at the tables too, their conversations punctuated by soft touches, and flirtatious glances. The vibe was intensely sexual—sensual even—and my senses were overloaded. Every sight and every sound seemed to amplify my desire, filling me with a longing I couldn’t shake. I felt an overwhelming love for everyone around me and an almost uncontrollable need for sex.

David returned from the bar, placing the same pink-hued cocktail Samantha had gotten for me earlier in front of me. "Thank you, kind sir," I said, eyeing the drink with curiosity, "but how’d you know?"

"I simply knew, A sweet drink for a very sweet boi," David grinned, sliding in closer to me, his knee brushing against mine under the table.

I smiled, taking the straw between my lips and sipping it slowly this time, locking eyes with him through lowered lashes. The drink was once again very fruity and surprisingly smooth, a perfect complement to the warmth already flooding through my body. "Mmm, this is wonderful, David. Thank you."

"No need to thank me, sexy," he said, his hand patting mine before he took it in his, fingers lacing through mine. "It’s me who should be thanking you."

I giggled, the playful mood making my stomach flutter with butterflies. "Why, whatever for?" I asked, taking another sip, feeling his touch send little sparks up my arm.

David's smile was warm, his gaze lingering on my face as though I were the only one in the room. "Well, for starters, baby, you're the sexiest boi here—and you're with me."

I blushed deeper, feeling a surge of excitement, and my heart raced at his words. I felt so desired, so alive in this moment. But the reality of my life flickered through the haze, and I couldn’t help but remind him, "You know I'm married, right? Don’t forget Samantha."

David’s smile didn’t falter. Instead, it grew even more knowing, more conspiratorial. "Baby," he said softly, "it was Samantha who set this date up."

The butterflies in my tummy fluttered even harder. "She did?" I asked, my voice soft with surprise. "Why would she do that? I mean, you're very nice and incredibly handsome, but I’ve never been with a guy before."

David's eyes sparkled as he leaned in closer. "She did it because she loves you and wants you to enjoy life and all it has to offer, baby."

A playful smile crept across my lips, and I teased him, "So, you and I are on a date? You date married men?"

"Only the pretty ones," David grinned, his voice low and sultry, eyes roaming over me in a way that made my body buzz.

"And you think I'm pretty, David? Really?" I asked, almost bashfully, though the question was laced with an undercurrent of flirtation.

"Baby, ever since Samantha showed me a photo of you, I knew I had to meet you. I badgered her to introduce us."

His words sent a rush of heat through me. The idea that he had wanted me from the moment he saw me stirred something primal deep inside. I blushed but couldn't resist teasing him further. "Now why would you want to meet little old me, Mr. David?"

David's smile grew wider, and he leaned in close enough that I could feel his breath warm on my cheek. "Because I could tell right off that you and I would hit it off, Kenny. Your cute smile, your blonde wavy hair, that sexy ass—I had to have you, and I told your wife."

The confidence in his voice, the way he laid it all out so casually, sent another wave of arousal through me. I couldn't help myself. I reached across the table, taking his hand in both of mine, feeling the warmth of his skin under my fingertips. Feeling so damned sexy and high, I lifted his hand and pressed a kiss to the back of it, my lips lingering for just a moment longer than necessary.

"And what do you have to offer me?" I asked, my voice low and dripping with desire.

David's smile deepened as he leaned in, his voice a seductive whisper. "I have this." With that, he took one of my hands and placed it on his crotch, the hard bulge pressing against the fabric of his pants.

"Oh my," I breathed, my fingers instinctively tightening around him in a gentle squeeze. "Did I cause this?"

"You did, you sexy vixen," David purred, his voice thick with lust. "Now, what are you gonna do about it?"

Without a second thought, I took his hand and pulled him out of his chair. The heat between us was undeniable, and the pulsing rhythm of the club music seemed to mirror the throb of desire in my veins. "Let’s dance, big boy," I said, flashing him a wicked grin as I led him toward the dance floor.

The DJ dropped a fast, thumping beat, and before I knew it, David and I were moving together like we’d been doing this for years. He pulled me close, guiding me so that his body was right behind mine, his firm grip on my hips making my pulse race. I could feel the unmistakable pressure of his erection sliding between the cheeks of my bottom as he moved with me, our bodies in perfect sync.

Normally, I might have protested or felt self-conscious, but the cocktail of sensations had me completely surrendering to the moment. The drinks Samantha and he gave me, the music, and the heat in the air—everything blurred into an intoxicating swirl of lust and excitement. I found myself pressing back against David's cock, the friction sparking something deep inside.

He leaned in, his lips brushing the side of my neck, sending a shiver straight down my spine. I moaned softly, the sound lost in the music, but David heard it, and I felt him smile against my skin. Without thinking, just giving in to impulse, I bent over slightly and tried to twerk, feeling his body respond to mine in the most delicious way.

David’s grip tightened, and he pushed his cock deeper between my ass cheeks, the fabric of our clothes barely a barrier. His right hand came down hard and fast, spanking me in rhythm with the music, and God, it lit a fire in me that I had never felt before. Every smack sent waves of heat through my body, fueling the wild abandon I’d sunk into.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, David pulled me up by the shoulders, positioning me upright. Still pressing his hardness against me from behind, he slid his hands around my front, his fingers deftly working to unbutton my shirt, one button at a time.

"David, darling, what are you doing? We're in public," I giggled, my voice light with playful protest, though I made no move to stop him.

His breath was hot against my ear, and the goosebumps that rose on my skin only heightened the anticipation. "Look around us, baby girl," he whispered, the words dripping with sensual confidence.

"Oh God," I moaned when I heard him call me girl . At that moment, I felt like one—like I was his girl. My body melted into his, and as I looked around, it was like witnessing the start of an orgy. The bois around us were at various stages of undress, with hands and mouths roaming freely over each other.

David had unbuttoned my shirt down to my waist, his hands sliding over my chest and tummy, igniting a wildfire inside me. Then, he pinched one of my nipples, just enough to send jolts of pleasure shooting through me. I couldn’t help it—my hand instinctively reached back to grasp his hard cock through his pants. He responded by moving his hand lower, fumbling with my belt, before unbuckling it and loosening my pants.

For a split second, panic threatened to creep in. My mind screamed at the absurdity of this situation, but when I glanced around, it was clear this was the vibe tonight. People were getting undressed, down to their sexy flashy underwear, just like I was. David's hands were everywhere, his touch fueling the fire as my pants slid to my feet, leaving me standing there in nothing but my very skimpy, cherry-red nylon briefs—ones Samantha had bought me for my birthday.

Ever the gentleman, David held my hand, helping me step out of my pants. As I bent over to pick them up, I felt his hand cup my ass. “Oh my, baby girl. I just knew you had a sexy ass,” he said, his voice dripping with lust.

"Samantha picked these briefs out for me. She wanted me to wear them tonight," I murmured, still bent over as David's hand lingered on my ass, stoking the already raging fire inside me.

To be honest, the briefs my wife bought me barely fit. Sure, there was just enough room for my nearly five-inch boner, but they were more like a tight red band that left the top and bottom of my ass completely exposed. I had complained when I first saw them, but Samantha had insisted they'd look great on me. And though I wouldn’t dare admit it to her, she was right. They were soft, cradling my balls perfectly and holding my cock just right. I felt incredibly sexy wearing them, even if I was too embarrassed to say it out loud.

"Come on, baby girl. Let’s put your pants at the table. Don’t worry, no one here is going to mess with your stuff," David said, his hand firmly holding mine as we walked back to our table. I folded my pants neatly and placed them on a nearby chair, feeling exposed but also oddly empowered.

I glanced around again, noticing that more people were getting rid of their clothes. Here I was—standing in nothing but these tiny briefs, my shirt open, and my bright pink sneakers with the neon laces—again courtesy of my loving wife Samantha for my birthday, and somehow, I wasn’t even out of place. The erotic energy of the room made everything feel like it was exactly as it should be.

I looked around and saw bois in garter belts and hose, wearing sexy mostly sheer women's panties, dancing alongside those in similar attire. Others were clad in just jock straps, barefoot, and tethered to leather-clad men who held them on leashes. The atmosphere was a symphony of sensuality and liberation.

David moved in behind me, his breath warm and tantalizing in my ear. "After one AM, baby, the citizens leave, the doors get locked, and the rules are relaxed."

His erection pressed firmly against my nylon briefs, sending waves of pleasure through me. I reached up, wrapping my arm around his neck, pulling him closer. Here I was, new to being with a man, yet the thrill was undeniable. The room was alive with love, lust, and celebration, and I was swept up in its exuberance.

Everywhere I looked, people were engaged in acts that defied convention, openly exploring their desires. "Divine debauchery, baby girl," David's words made my inhibitions melt away. I knew it was wrong, that I was betraying my marriage, but in that moment, I felt powerless to stop it.

My body and mind were in perfect harmony, engulfed in a whirlwind of bliss and desire. When David slipped my shirt off my shoulders, I gazed up at him. Words felt unnecessary as I wrapped my arms around his neck. His hands moved from my waist to my bottom, and our kiss ignited a fire between us. His lips were soft, his touch electrifying, and our tongues danced in a fervent embrace.

David's hands slipped inside my briefs, gripping my bare bottom. I broke the kiss, staring into his eyes. "David, my sweet David. I've never...done this before..."

"Hush, baby girl. I know you’ve never been with a man, and I can tell you want me now."

I nodded my voice barely a whisper. "Yes, I do. But Samantha... I don’t want to..."

"You don’t want to betray your wife, Kenny. You're such a tender boi, so innocent."

As we spoke, my hand, guided by desire, reached between us to grasp David’s hard cock through his trousers.

"Does this feel like innocence, David?" I asked, squeezing for emphasis.

"I love it, baby. I adore it when one of my girls plays with my cock."

Hearing him say that thrilled me. "Am I, David? Am I one of your girls?" I asked, my voice dripping with seduction.

The game between us continued with a charged intensity. "Tell me, darling Kenny, do you want to be one of my sexy girls? Do you want to dress up pretty for me, lay naked with me, and share your body with me?" David’s voice was a seductive whisper.

Maybe it was the liquor, or the ambiance, but at that moment, as I gazed into David's soulful eyes, the desire to surrender myself to him overwhelmed me. "I do, David. God help me, but yes. Yes, yes, yes. I want to be one of your girls. But Samantha...what about her?"

David silenced my worries with a kiss. It was long and filled with passion, our tongues mingling as his hands roamed over my plump bottom. I clung to his cock, afraid to let go as if it might be taken from me forever.

When our kiss finally ended, David sat down and guided me onto his lap. My face rested against his, his hands roaming over my tummy and chest, teasing my nipples until I was putty in his hands. "Baby girl, you don’t need to worry about what Samantha thinks or feels."

I looked up at him, breathless. "Why, lover? Why wouldn’t Samantha mind us being together like this?"

"Kenny, your wife set this up for us tonight. She had the idea that you might like seeing how it is to be with a man. I told her about what happens here, how bois prance around naked or nearly so, and that sex acts were done publicly and rampant. She figured you'd let me undress you and wanted you to have something sexy to wear for the night. Samantha even asked me to help select your new underwear. We initially went to the men's department, but I suggested the women's section. From all she's told me about you, and she had the same thoughts mind you, I felt that you dressing as a sexy sissy for me would suit you perfectly and not to mention your sexy body."

I was taken aback but not entirely displeased. The idea of Samantha setting me up with a man confused me, and I wondered if she was planning to leave me. David reassured me, saying Samantha had no plans to end our marriage and that she adored and loved me deeply. "She just wants you to experience something you’ve always wanted, baby."

Samantha was right, I had to agree, we’ve always kind of shared a gentle mommy-good boy dynamic inside the house and generally in our six-year amazing relationship now. I was now relieved, but I also suddenly had to relieve something else.

"David, could you point me to the lavatories? I need to pee and forgot where they are."

David directed me towards the hallway, and I made my way to the restrooms. As I approached the men’s room, a strikingly pretty and nearly naked boi stopped me. "First time here, darling?" he asked with a knowing smile.

"Yes, it is. How did you know?"

"Well, dearie, it’s the choice of restrooms. At this time of night, if you go in that one, the men's room, you run the risk of being gang fucked by the bears that use it. Come with me," he said, taking my hand and leading me away.

Entering the ladies' room was like stepping into a different world. The place was bustling, with the cutest and most sexy bois I'd ever seen clustered together, all talking excitedly at once as they fixed their hair and freshened their make-up.  I opened a stall to find two pretty bois snorting what I assumed was charlie. “Sorry,” I said, apologizing for the interruption.

The sight of them, along with the rest of the room, was mesmerizing. The bois were all sexily and scantily clad, if not bare naked, they were all impeccably smooth, their bodies devoid of hair, which only added to their graceful, delicate appearance.

Finally finding an empty stall, I wiped the seat with toilet paper and pulled down my panties, waiting for my erection to subside so I could pee. Once I finished, I cleaned myself with more tissue, pulled up my panties, flushed, and went to the sink to wash my hands. “You’re David’s new girl, aren’t you?” a cute boi asked, glancing at me in the mirror.

“Um, well, yes. I suppose I am,” I replied, blushing.

“You’re so lucky. David is a sissy’s dream. Don’t break his heart,” the boi advised with a kind smile.

I promised I wouldn’t, dried my hands, and returned to David. The stark contrast between the well-lit ladies' room and the dark, sensual atmosphere of the dance floor hit me hard. As I re-entered, my gaze was drawn to the raw displays of sexuality: groping, oral sex at tables, and two men in leather chaps double-teaming a cute twink. The scene ignited my own arousal instantly. New and intense desires surged through me—I wanted to experience what I was witnessing, to suck cock, to be fucked. I wanted to be David’s new girl.

Strutting back to David with my renewed excitement, I felt sexy in my panties and determined to explore how I could present myself even more alluringly.

With my erection leading the way, I found David waiting alone. I positioned myself between his spread legs, placed my hands on his broad shoulders, and leaned in to kiss him. “Some of the sissies in the ladies' room told me I’m lucky to be with you. Are they right, David?”

“No, baby girl. I’m the fortunate one to be with the prettiest girl here,” David replied with a smile.

I sank to my knees between his legs, making eye contact with him as I unzipped his fly and pulled out his beautiful cock. “I’ve never done this before,” I confessed, my voice trembling slightly as I bathed in the sight of his wonderful throbbing cock.

"You don't have to baby doll," David said reassuring me that this night was about more than sex.

The reassurance from David and the effects of the pink booze solidified my resolve. “I know I don’t have to, but I really want to do this for you,” I smiled up at him. I kissed the head of David’s cock, savoring the significance of the moment. “How does it feel to know you have a virgin cock sucker, love?”

“I’m just happy to be your first, baby girl,” David said, his voice full of warmth.

David was incredibly sweet. “I’m happy that you’re my first too,” I said, then opened my mouth to take his cock in.

As I plunged my face down on David’s cock, the lights started to flicker. It was a little larger than 6 inches, thicker and longer than mine. I vaguely heard the sultry notes of Prince’s “Kiss” playing as I lost myself in the rhythm of pleasuring my man.

I pulled back for a moment and looked up at him. “How am I doing? Am I doing it right?” I asked, holding his cock against the side of my face. I felt exposed and needed his reassurance.

“Baby girl, for a newbie, you’re doing great. But let me give you some pointers,” David said, his tone patient and encouraging. He guided me gently, showing me how he liked the head of his cock between my lips while my hands slid up and down his shaft. He had me turn my face sideways, kissing my way down his cock and back up to lick the large head.

As I worked my way back up David’s cock, I noticed a pretty boi standing beside him. They were both watching me. “It’s her first time,” David explained. “She’s doing a wonderful job too.”

“My goodness, David, she looks like she’s done this before. She’s talented. What’s her name?”

“Kenny. Her name is Kenny. And no, this is her first cock. But she’s an eager cock sucker, isn’t she?” David said proudly.

“She is that, David. She’s a princess. You’ve got a very cute cock sucker there.”

I continued working diligently on David’s cock, as if I was born for it. Being referred to as a cock sucker made my heart race. I embraced the new identity, relishing the role at that moment. The transformation of an evening with my wife into something so new and exhilarating felt magical.

“Right, David. Kenny is a princess, my princess. Excuse me, baby, Kenny’s wife wants to FaceTime us.”

Panic surged through me. I couldn’t let Samantha see me like this. I began to get up, wanting to flee in embarrassment, but David anticipated my move. He reached out with his left hand, holding me in place. “It’s okay, baby. Samantha knows you want this. She knew there was a sissy in you. She knew you’d happily suck a cock if given the opportunity. Right, Samantha?”

Her face from our bedroom appeared on David’s phone screen, "It's fine, Baby. It's actually better than that. You look so happy working that big cock. It's like you've been sucking cocks all your life, baby. Please don't stop on my account. Show me how much you like my birthday present to you, Kenny."

“You won’t hate me? You won’t leave me?” I trembled, my voice barely a whisper.

“Not at all, Kenny. I’m thrilled for you. I always sensed there was something missing from your life, and now we know what that was, and remember that I always love you.” Samantha reassured me with warmth in her voice.

David now picked it up. “Kenny says he wants to be one of my girls, Samantha. You know how I adore my pretty sissy girls. Will you help him get ready for our dates?”

“Well, David, let’s not rush things. We should take it slow and stay within Kenny’s comfort zone. If he wants, he can come over here, and I’ll teach him the finer points of what it means to be a sissy for a man. I’ll explain what’s expected and let him decide if this is truly what he wants.”

I was stunned. Overwhelmed with happiness and surprise that my wife would not only support my newfound desire for man-to-man intimacy but also help me navigate this new path.

I saw her face once more on David’s phone. “Suck his cock, Kenny. Show me how much you appreciate my gift,” Samantha instructed.

I extended my tongue, tracing it along David’s cock. I pressed my lips to the tip, giving Samantha a clear view that I was genuinely enjoying her present.

“That’s it, baby. Prove to your man that you’re his pretty cock sucker. Show me your little dick, Kenny. Pull down your panties so I can see if you really enjoy sucking cocks.”

I complied, sliding my panties down to expose my erection beneath my balls. It was clear proof of my enthusiasm for pleasuring David.

“Oh yes,” Samantha’s voice was filled with excitement. “Your little sissy stick is so hard. I’m so proud of you, Kenny. I love this. Watching the man I married become a cock sucker is incredible. Get on that cock, Kenny. Make him cum for you. Make your man shoot his load into your cock-sucking mouth. Damn, Kenny, you sexy motherfucker.”

I could sense Samantha was close to an orgasm from her choice of words. She only used language like that when she was close to having an orgasm. I worked David's cock faster, jacking as I sucked.

Unaware that a few sissies and their partners had gathered to witness my first cock-sucking experience, I would have welcomed them all with open arms. The intense fire inside me drove me to suck David’s cock with an unparalleled passion. I had never felt so alive as I worked on him until he warned me of his imminent climax.

“Get it, cock sucker. Ahh, uhhh, fuuuck, baby doll. Swallow it, you sweet slut. Eat my load, you sexy fucking slut.”

David’s cock pulsed and erupted, shooting a thick, tangy stream of cum into my mouth. I continued to suck and pump, swallowing his essence until he was finished, marking the moment he had fully christened me as his new cock sucker.

“Damn, Kenny, that was one hell of a blowjob. Did you see her, Samantha? Did you see her swallow my cum?”

“I did. I’m so proud of you, Kenny. You’re going to make a fantastic girl for David. But you haven’t thanked me for your birthday present yet.”

Still on my knees, holding my own erection, I said, “I love it, Sam. This is the best present I could have ever hoped for. Thank you. Thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome, my love. David, show our girl a wonderful time and make sure she gets home back to me in one piece.”

“I’ll make sure of that, Samantha. Kenny will be in good hands with me.”

“Happy birthday, Kenny. I love you; see you later.”

***
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Read her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 
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Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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