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It’s often said that water will find its own level. In my experience, people are the same—they rise or sink to the level they’re destined for. No matter what you believe yourself to be, others will see you for who you truly are. Whether you embrace it or fight it, the truth has a way of surfacing. And it’s only when we accept our real selves that we can find true happiness.

Sam’s birthday gift to me had been nothing short of incredible, thrilling even. But lurking behind all the excitement was a layer of fear—the kind that sinks in when you realize your entire life has shifted, and you have no idea where it’s going to lead.

Without question, David had shown me a world I hadn’t dared explore before. Though, to be fair, it wasn’t that he took me there; it’s more like he guided me along the way. Perhaps it was the alcohol, loosening the reins on my inhibitions. But more than that, it was the sight of all those pretty bois—strutting around in public, decked out in panties, stockings, makeup. I found them captivating, achingly beautiful, and so damn arousing.

There was an instant connection. I didn’t just admire them; I wanted to be them. The vibe was so sexual and sensual and in that charged atmosphere, sucking David’s cock didn’t just feel inevitable—it simply felt natural.

When I swallowed David’s load, as he face-timed my wife so she could watch, it felt like I’d crossed a threshold into someone entirely new. The group gathered around, witnessing my initiation into cock-sucking, clapped as I passed the ultimate test that all first-timers must face. That test—the one where you’ve dreamed, craved, but never summoned the courage to get on your knees, welcome a cock into your mouth, and swallow your prize—was now behind me.

Many never make it past that desire, left only with fantasies and regrets, always wondering what it would’ve been like to take that leap. Others find themselves kneeling through some twist of fate—whether it’s desire, coercion, or circumstances beyond their control.

For me, it only took a few shots of alcohol, and the pull of a handsome man who genuinely cared for me and wanted me by his side. Even in the blissful haze that followed after sucking my first cock, I knew with absolute certainty that this was only the beginning. Whether Samantha wanted me to keep going or not, it was her who had opened Pandora’s box that night, releasing a newly awakened, cock-craving sissy into the world. And there was no turning back.

With my wife’s blessing to enjoy myself and my handsome man ready to take care of me, I embraced the night and joined the other soft, pretty bois frolicking in The World-Famous Break-Free Club. In my new pair of panties and cute pink sneakers, I let Nicky—a gorgeous boi that David knew—have some fun by applying a little makeup on me. It seemed like the perfect next step in this new chapter of my life.

Nicky led me into the ladies’ room, guiding me to sit up on the sink’s counter. We giggled, our laughter echoing around us, and every so often I interrupted her by pulling her close, kissing and sucking her large, sensitive nipples. It took a little while, but eventually, she managed to apply some mascara and lipstick, making me look as pretty as I felt inside. When she was finished, we kissed, sharing a moment as other pretty bois laughed, chatted, and played with each other around us.

Hand in hand, Nicky led me out of the bathroom, eager to introduce me to her friends. “This is Miss Kenny,” she said with pride. “She’s one of David’s girls.” The welcome I received was overwhelming—every boi we met was excited to meet me, fully embracing me as one of their own. I had been accepted into their tight-knit, exclusive club of soft, feminine bois.

We were chicks with dicks, and we belonged to men who liked us because we had dicks.

It was touchy-feelie at every table and the dance floor. Large, sexy men clad in leather kept coming on to me, each one more forward than the last. “When David’s done with you, baby girl, you come find me. I’ve got exactly what you need,” they’d say with that familiar, teasing grin. Their words were bold, and their actions even bolder—they had me clutching their thick, hard cocks while they slid their hands down the back of my panties, gripping and squeezing my ass like they already owned me. It was overwhelming, almost too much to take in at once.

By the time Nicky led me back to David, I was nearly staggering from all the attention. David was deep in conversation with another man, and he barely glanced at me as I approached. He simply nodded toward a spot nearby and said, “Wait quietly while we finish talking, baby girl. This is man talk—you wouldn’t want to be bothered by it. Go sit over there and wait for me.”

I did exactly as David told me, without question. I’d seen other pretty bois in the club, some of them even on leashes, obediently following their men. I knew where I fit in now. David wasn’t just a man—he was my man, and my role was to submit, to be his, to let him take control. Instead of being pissed or hurt by David's action, I felt included, part of something new and exciting. I was part of something bigger, something thrilling and new. This was my place, and I was excited to see where it would lead.

Nicky saw me sitting alone and brought over a tray of Jello shooters. By the time the men finished their conversation, I was barely able to stand, much less walk.

Waking up in my own bed the next afternoon, it took a while for the fog in my head to clear. For a few disoriented moments, I couldn’t quite piece together where I was or how I’d ended up back here. Flashes of the night before trickled in—David lifting me up in his strong arms, carrying me to his car—and then, nothing. The rest of the night was just a blank slate.

Lifting the sheet, I realized I was completely naked. Panic crept in as I started wondering about Samantha. How was she going to react after everything that happened last night? What would she say?

I stumbled to the bathroom, half-asleep, and caught sight of myself in the mirror. The shock was instant—mascara smudged around my eyes, lipstick still faintly painted on my lips. I barely looked like myself. "Wow," I muttered to my reflection before grabbing a washcloth to scrub it all off.

Just as I was tying my robe, Samantha walked into the room with a warm smile. "There’s my birthday boy," she teased, her eyes dancing with amusement.

"I don’t even know what got into me last night, hon. I remember meeting David, but the rest? It’s a blur. What I did... I don't usually act like that."

She just stood there, smiling patiently, as if she’d heard this all before.

"I mean, why would I behave like that? What was in that drink you gave me? Seriously, what was it?"

Samantha chuckled softly. "We’ll talk about that later. You were pretty funny when David carried you in at four in the morning."

"He did? Oh God, I can’t believe this. Did I... Did we...?"

"Come on, let’s get some coffee in you. You look like you need it."

She was calm, and she didn’t seem the least bit angry, but a small part of me stayed on edge. You could never be too sure with women. They have a way of holding onto things, letting them simmer under the surface for months or even years. Then one day, when you least expect it, they throw it all back in your face like a grenade with the pin pulled.

We sat across the table from each other. "Kenny, please listen to me and let me finish. I knew you had some gay We sat across from each other, the air thick with unspoken tension. Samantha’s gaze was steady, while mine flickered nervously. "Kenny, listen to me, okay? Just let me finish what I need to say," she began, her voice soft but firm. "I’ve always known, or at least sensed, that you had some gay or bisexual tendencies. I’d see it when you’d glance at a pretty femme boi or a rugged daddy bear and just... sigh."

"But I—"

"No," she cut me off gently but decisively. "Please, don’t interrupt. Just hear me out, baby."

"Sorry," I mumbled, slumping further into my chair.

"I saw you with David, Kenny. I have the video. You can’t deny that you enjoyed it, that you wanted it. You loved sucking his cock. It wasn’t just obvious; it was beautiful. And sexy." She watched my reaction carefully, noticing the disbelief that crossed my face. "I mean it, really. And by the way, you looked so fucking hot in those panties David helped me pick out for you."

The flush of embarrassment colored my cheeks, but there was relief too, even though I could hardly process it.

"David told me you were worried about cheating on me and how that would make me feel," she continued. "You’re so sweet. But I want you to know, I’m not leaving you. I never planned on leaving you. I set everything up so it wouldn’t feel like cheating at all."

The weight on my chest loosened a little, relief mixing with the strange excitement that was still pulsing through me.

"My sweet, sweet baby," she said, leaning in slightly, "what happened last night was natural. You’ve always been... well, let’s say, very agreeable. You’ve always been someone who takes direction well."

"Submissive," I blurted out, feeling the truth of it in my bones.

"Okay, yes, submissive," she nodded, not missing a beat. "And there’s nothing wrong with that. It’s part of who you are. We balance each other, Kenny. I’m bossy, sure, but you... you just go with the flow. You never fight it, and it works for us."

"Sam, please," I said, my voice almost pleading now. "What are you trying to say?"

She took a deep breath, her eyes softening as she reached for my hand. "Kenny, I don’t have an agenda. I want us to stay together, as husband and wife. And I’m okay with you having this thing with David for as long as you want, as long as you need. But I need you to still love me, to still be with me. We’ll keep making love, we’ll still have sex. I can handle you being bisexual, baby, but if you ever decide to go full homo on me, all bets are off."

She rose and moved toward me, her hand gently resting on my shoulder. She stood there, waiting for me to speak, a quiet concern etched across her beautiful face. I looked up at her, the love between us palpable, and then I stood to hug her tightly, feeling the warmth of her body against mine"Samantha, there is no one more important to me than you. I love you. I have loved you since the day I met you, and I will always love you."

Tears welled up in both our eyes, though we didn’t move to get physical. She knew I was still feeling the effects of last night's overindulgence, my head pounding from the hangover. But even through the haze, I managed a smile and said, "Sissy stick, huh?"

Sam’s eyes widened in surprise for a split second before we both burst into laughter. "Kenny, it was a spur-of-the-moment thing! And, well, David’s cock… I hate to say this..."

"I know," I interrupted her, already bracing for it. "His cock is much bigger than mine. I get it. No need to sugarcoat it, babe. That’s the natural order of things, I guess. The man with the big cock always rules over the men like me, with, well, smaller dicks."

She nodded with a knowing smile. "Exactly, Kenny. You’ll never see David on his knees for anyone, especially not you or any other man."

As she suggested, I relaxed and nursed my hangover while she was off to do some grocery shopping. I was left alone with my thoughts. The events of the previous night played over and over in my mind, more vivid with each passing minute. My dick began to harden as I relived the memory of all those cute bois in their soft barely there dresses and lingerie, surrounded by manly men whose hungry gazes followed them. The silky texture of those panties against my skin, the way the delicate lace clung to my thighs, felt so erotic, so forbidden. I absentmindedly began to stroke myself as the memories surged back—David’s cock, the scent of his cologne, the taste of him still lingering on my lips.

I remembered how sweet David had been, his gentle voice telling me I didn’t have to do anything I wasn’t ready for. "God, he’s so kind," I thought to myself, losing myself in the heat of the memory. Could I really be his girl? Maybe just his part-time girl? After all, Samantha only had that one condition, one that I knew I could easily meet.

But then, a flood of questions hit me. Did I truly want to be his girl? I was a man—wasn’t I? And yet, the memory of wearing those soft, tight panties, the feel of his hands on me as he undressed me with such ease in a public place... it made my heart race. The way his fingers played with my nipples, made me moan like an absolute wanton slut in the heat with just a twist and pinch. The way his cock felt pressed against the cheeks of my bottom, the sheer size and heat of him in my hands and mouth. And those bois, God, those beautiful, sensual bois, twirling in their skirts, the shimmer of their stockings catching the dim club lights as they paraded in lingerie that made their skin glow. I had been one of them last night, and I had loved it.

The way some of those bois looked in their delicate lace bras, the way it cupped their chests so perfectly, making them look and feel soft and feminine. The tightness of some the leashed bois corsets around their waist, pulling them in, making them hyper-aware of every breath, every sensation. Even the stockings most of them were in, so smooth, so sensual against their hairless skin, made their legs feel longer, sexier - especially of those in sexy cum-fuck-me heels. I could still feel David’s hands roaming over the fabric of my nylon panties, his grip firm but gentle as he claimed me in front of everyone.

I climaxed into a tissue with a soft groan, my head spinning from the memory, my body trembling from the release.

But as I cleaned myself up, a thought lingered. What exactly did David want from me? I could still hear his voice from last night, asking if I would dress sexy for him, if I’d lay naked in his bed, wrapped in his arms. My heart raced again, imagining what that would be like—to feel him fully, to give myself to him completely. I wanted that. God, I wanted that. But I also knew, deep down, that if I were to have all of him, he would have to have all of me.

And somehow, I wasn’t afraid of that.

I closed my eyes and let the fantasy wash over me. I imagined myself walking into that club again, this time fully prepared—dressed in the most exquisite garter belt, smooth stockings clinging to my legs, and a pair of silk panties that hugged my generous bottom just right. The soft fabric teased my skin with every step, reminding me of my new role. My makeup flawless, lipstick a deep shade of red, my lashes long and fluttering—just the way David liked. I could already feel the weight of his hand on my bottom, possessive, guiding me through the crowded club like his trophy, a delicious mix of pride and submission stirring in me.

I wondered if David would ever have me on a leash. I shuddered at the thought of being led by him, of David walking me in on a leash in front of everyone. The mere idea sent a thrill up my spine. The soft tug of the leash as it pressed against the delicate choker at my neck, signaling that I belonged to him. I could already see the eyes of the crowd on me, some jealous, others approving, as David paraded me around like his prize. It was a delicious thought. The feeling of stockings rubbing together, the garter straps pulling gently against the tops of my thighs as I moved. The fantasy consumed me—I needed it. I needed to experience all of it, to be fully claimed by him.

But there was reality, too, and I knew I had to face it. I needed to talk to David, and I needed Samantha to be part of that conversation. It was, after all, Samantha and David who had led me into this new world.

When Samantha returned from shopping, I helped her carry the bags into the kitchen, my mind racing with what I had to say. "We need to talk, Sam," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Okay," she replied, setting down the bags and looking at me. "Let’s talk."

"I mean all three of us—you, me, and David. I think we need to lay everything on the table, share our expectations, and discuss what happens next. It’s only fair."

She studied me for a moment, then nodded. "You’re right, Kenny. Give him a call and invite him over."

I realized, somewhat sheepishly, that I didn’t have David’s number. Samantha smiled at my hesitation, pulling out her phone and handing it to me with his number already on the screen.

As I took the phone from her, I felt a surge of anticipation. I could almost hear David’s voice on the other end of the line, deep and calm, already knowing what I was about to ask. The thought of him coming over, seeing me again, and talking about what came next sent my pulse racing. The very idea of stepping further into this world—with David by my side, and Samantha’s blessing—filled me with excitement.

The silky feel of the lingerie I imagined, the silky lacy garter straps tightening ever so slightly with each movement, haunted me as I dialed his number. I knew this wasn’t just a passing phase. It was something I wanted to explore, to live in. And soon enough, I would.

Before I could even speak, David launched into it, clearly assuming Samantha was the one on the line. "Damn, Samantha, Kenny was everything I imagined and more. Seriously, she was stunning, sexy, and so much fun. She was affectionate, too, almost shy at times, but it made the whole experience even sweeter. You should have seen me undressing her right there on the dance floor. She was so self-conscious, nervous about all the other sissies and men watching her strip down. It was adorable. Honestly, though, she was not willing to cheat on you before I assured her it was all your doing, that you’d set up the whole date."

There was a long pause as I waited for the right moment to chime in, but my mind was still reeling from his words. He thought I was everything he wanted. His words—beautiful, sexy—made me blush, feeling a strange mix of pride and excitement that fluttered through me.

"Thank you, David," I said softly, breaking my silence. "But... this is Kenny."

The shift in his tone was immediate. "Even better," he said, his voice dropping into that deep, familiar rumble. "Hi, lover. How's my girl today? You had yourself quite the night."

My breath caught in my throat as he called me girl . My face flushed hot with embarrassment, but deep down, it felt good, almost... right. "I'm fine, David. Really," I said, trying to steady my voice. "I’ve been thinking, and I thought it might be a good idea if the three of us sat down and had a talk."

"Sure, baby girl. What about?"

"Our expectations and our feelings and what happens going forward. We should all be on the same track."

"Are you having second thoughts, baby girl?"

"No David. I promise you I'm not. I had a wonderful time with you last night but I am married and I want to be sure we don't hurt Samantha."

"That's my sweet baby girl," David said. "Your place or mine?"

"Let me ask the boss. hold on. Sam, David wants to know where we should meet. His place or here? Your choice."

"Give me the phone, hon."

I handed Samantha the phone and leaned against the counter, listening as she spoke with David. "I think it’s best we do this at home, on her turf," she said, her voice smooth and authoritative. "Uh-huh. Sounds good to me. Any preferences? Oh, I’m sure she’ll love that. Alright then, see you around 7 tonight. Great. Bye."

When she ended the call, her eyes met mine with a knowing smile. "He’s coming here tonight."

"I heard," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady. "7 o’clock, right?"

"Yep, which gives us plenty of time to get you ready."

I looked at her, puzzled. "Ready for what?"

"For your man, silly girl. David wants you to look sexy for him. And I want to be here to watch you two together; to see you work your magic on him, to see you suck his cock."

A flush of heat spread across my face. "I’m not so sure I’m comfortable with you being there, Sam. I mean, it’s one thing to be with David, just the two of us, but with you watching... it might make me too embarrassed to do things like that."

Samantha’s expression shifted to one of resolute determination. "Tough titties, Kenny. If you can’t be yourself in front of me, if you can’t embrace this side of you while I’m around, then what’s the point? what do we have to keep us together? "

Her words struck a chord, and I felt a mix of frustration and resignation. I knew she was right. She was the one who had opened this door for me, who had encouraged me to explore these new parts of myself. If I couldn’t be open with her, what was left?

"Okay, I’ll try," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "I’ll do my best."

"That’s all I ask," Samantha said with a reassuring smile. "Just be yourself. You’ve got this."

The idea of David arriving and the prospect of performing under Samantha’s watchful gaze was daunting, but also exhilarating. I could already feel a strange mix of excitement and anxiety bubbling within me. This was a new chapter, one that involved embracing not just my desires but also the complexities of sharing them with the person I loved most. And as I looked at Samantha, I knew she was right there with me, ready to guide me through this uncharted territory.

Samantha took her time selecting an outfit that she thought would be just right for me to greet David. "I’m not so sure about these, hon," I hesitated, eyeing the tight garments. "They look prettttyyyy tight."

"Try them on. We're almost the same size, though your hips and ass are a bit more generous than mine," she said with a grin. "Hold on, let’s pick out a good panty first. That way, we can see how these skirt fit."

I stared at the panties she selected. "Where the hell did you find these?"

Samantha chuckled softly. "Like them? I bought them ages ago but never had the nerve to wear them. They may have a few years on them but trust me, they're new."

The panties she handed me were hardly more than a whisper of fabric—a pink thong that seemed like it was made just for me. The tiny sheer triangular front held my cock snugly, and the thin strap which was in black, dug into the valley between my ass cheeks, feeling deliciously tight. When she handed me the skirt, I saw they were a bright pink velvet, shimmering subtly in the light. I pulled them up my legs, the plush fabric clinging to my skin as I buttoned the front. "Sam, half my butt is hanging out," I remarked, though there was no real complaint in my tone. My cock was already reacting, just like last night.

"I know, isn’t it fabulous? David will go wild for them. Trust me," Samantha said, her voice filled with excitement.

She then loaned me an oversized, transparent black silk blouse with satin cuffs and collars, which she insisted I wear fully unbuttoned and tied at the tails. The silky fabric draped over me, almost sheer, highlighting my new outfit’s seductive allure. I could feel the blouse brushing against my bare skin with every move I made.

Next, Samantha applied rouge to my nipples, rubbing it gently with a tissue to ensure it wouldn’t stain her blouse. A swipe of bright red lipstick finished the look, and I thought I was ready to go. "Not quite done yet," she said with a smirk.

Samantha brushed my long hair, using a curling iron to create an elegant flip at the ends. "One more thing," she said, "well, two really."

The transformation was nearly complete. The combination of the snug pink thong, the daringly short velvet skirt, and the sheer silk blouse, topped off with the meticulous styling of my hair, left me feeling both exposed and electrified. I could already imagine David’s reaction, and the anticipation was building inside me. This wasn’t just about the clothes; it was about embracing a new facet of myself, one that I was about to share with him—and with Samantha’s watchful eyes. But what more was there?

“What now?” I asked, my voice trembling slightly with anticipation as the reality of seeing David again began to settle over me.

“Fingers and toes, baby. Can’t have our girl meeting her man without making sure her nails are done, can we?” Samantha’s tone was playful, but I could tell she was serious about every detail being just right.

“Guess not,” I sighed, though I knew she was right. I had to trust her. After all, she had way more experience with this sort of thing than I did. Thinking back to last night, I remembered how polished and put together all those pretty bois had looked—their nails were as much a part of their presentation as their clothes and makeup. It was the right thing to do.

By the time she finished painting my nails a vibrant, glossy pink, I was fully committed to the transformation. Every touch, every decision Samantha made felt deliberate, preparing me for the moment I would stand before David. I admired the way the color gleamed under the light. “I can do this,” I thought to myself, feeling a rush of determination.

“Kenny, get the door,” Samantha called from the other room. “You know who’s here.”

I took a deep breath and opened the door, my heart pounding in my chest. Before I could say a word, David swept me into his arms. His hands immediately found my ass, squeezing it possessively while my arms wrapped around his neck. The kiss that followed was intense, passionate, like lovers reuniting after far too long apart.

“Wow, you boys make a nice couple,” Samantha’s voice cut through the moment, but there was a playful warmth in her tone.

David slowly let me down, but not before giving my rear a final squeeze. He turned and embraced Samantha, his grin wide and genuine. “I can’t help myself, Sam. She’s one sexy girl. And that tight short skirt… damn, they look incredible on her.”

We moved to the dining table, the atmosphere shifting from playful to serious as we sat down to talk. It felt like we were preparing for negotiations, the weight of the conversation ahead lingering in the air. When Samantha finally asked David about his intentions toward me, I could feel my pulse quicken.

David reached across the table, taking my hand in his. His fingers were strong but gentle, sending an electric jolt through me. His eyes were steady as they met Samantha’s, though I could feel the intensity of his words directed at both of us. "When Kenny is with me, I want her dressed like she is now. Not fully crossdressing but feminine enough to let others know she's a fairy princess, a soft boi. In other words, a chick with a dick."

He paused for a moment, making sure his words sank in before continuing. “Samantha, we’ve known each other for a while, and I hope you trust me. I have no desire to come between the two of you or disrupt your marriage. But I am asking for your permission to date Kenny, to take her out, to have her blow me… and maybe a friend or two. And, yes, I really want to fuck her.”

The words hung in the air, their bluntness leaving no room for misinterpretation. My heart raced, a cocktail of nerves and excitement coursing through me. David’s gaze never wavered as he laid out his desires, and I knew that this was only the beginning.

Without asking or waiting for what I thought, Samantha spoke calmly but firmly, laying out her terms to David with a confidence that left no room for negotiation. “David, if Kenny doesn’t want to suck your friends, she doesn’t have to. I’m not going to let you force her into anything she’s uncomfortable with, and I need you to understand that. I mean it.”

David nodded, his usual smirk still in place but with a hint of seriousness in his eyes. “Understood. I wouldn’t want to make her do anything she’s not into.”

Samantha’s expression softened slightly as she continued, “Now, as for you fucking her, that’s between you and Kenny. If she’s good with it, then it’s not my place to interfere. You don’t need my permission for that.”

She took a breath before adding, “But I do have one request. I want to watch my husband suck your cock. I want to see my sweet baby be your personal cock-sucking slut, at least once in a while. Not every time, but occasionally. And tonight… tonight would be a good start.”

David smiled at her suggestion, glancing at me with a knowing look. “I’d be more than happy to oblige, Sam. After all, she’s already used to an audience while she sucks my cock, isn’t that right, baby girl?”

I opened my mouth to respond, my words catching in my throat. “Um, I guess so, but—”

“Hush now, Kenny,” Samantha interjected, her voice firm. “The adults are talking.”

I swallowed hard, my face flushing with a mix of embarrassment and arousal. Sitting there silently, I felt the weight of the moment pressing down on me. It was oddly thrilling, this feeling of having no control, of being discussed and arranged between my wife and my lover like some kind of prized trophy. As they debated my future, the idea of being used in whatever way they decided stirred something deep inside me.

Samantha wasn’t finished. “You can have her one night a week, David. Pick which night works best for you, though I’d prefer it to be a weekend night. Considering how trashed she was when you brought her home last night, it’s just easier. And if you want to come over during the week to get your cock sucked, that’s fine too. Just give me a heads-up a day beforehand so I can plan accordingly.”

David leaned back, looking quite satisfied with the arrangement. “Done and done,” he announced, like he’d just won some grand prize. “Kenny, why don’t you ask your lovely wife if she’d like a drink, and get me a glass of wine.”

“Wine for me too, Kenny,” Samantha added, her tone carrying the authority of someone who expected to be obeyed.

I stood up quickly, eager to fulfill their request. My heart pounded as I made my way to the kitchen, knowing full well that tonight was only the beginning.

As I made my way to the kitchen to fetch their drinks, a strange thought crossed my mind. It was me who suggested this whole conversation, yet neither David nor Samantha had asked me once about what I wanted or expected. Instead, they’d been talking about me as if I wasn’t even in the room—and strangely, it was so arousing that my cock strained against the pink thong I wore, almost threatening to burst through the delicate fabric.

When I returned to the living room, Samantha was settled in our overstuffed chair, wine in hand, while David relaxed in the recliner. I handed her the wine with a soft smile before moving to David. “For you, kind sir,” I said playfully, handing him his glass.

“Thank you, baby,” David murmured, taking a slow sip before setting the glass aside. His eyes lingered on me, and without hesitation, he reached out his hand. I took it instinctively, and in one gentle pull, I found myself on his lap. I couldn’t help but glance over at Samantha to gauge her reaction. Seeing her smile, nodding in approval, was all the reassurance I needed to let go and just be myself.

With a slow, deliberate touch, I placed my hand on David’s cheek, feeling the warmth of his skin under my palm. Then, leaning in, I pressed my lips to his in a soft kiss that lingered just long enough to make my heart race. “Mmm,” David murmured when we pulled apart. “I love those soft lips, baby girl.”

Blushing slightly, I buried my face in the crook of his neck, breathing in his scent as he and Samantha resumed their conversation about me. Their words washed over me as if I were some prized possession being discussed, and it only made the moment more thrilling.

“Her fat ass made quite an impression at the Break-Free,” David told Samantha, his voice low but teasing. “The panties we picked out for her showed off her hips and ass perfectly. She turned heads, trust me.”

Samantha chuckled, clearly amused. “You’ve got a nice cock, David,” she said suddenly, her tone casual yet cutting through the room like a bolt of electricity. My head snapped up at the unexpected compliment.

David didn’t miss a beat, smiling as he responded. “Thank you. But you know me, Sam—I only play with bois like Kenny. Sissies, really. Chicks with dicks, just like her.”

Samantha’s laugh was light, but there was an edge of mischief to it. “Oh, don’t worry,” she said with a smirk. “I have no interest in playing with your cock. I just wanted to compliment you on it. I only wish Kenny had one like that, but…” She shrugged with a satisfied grin. “What she has is good enough for me.”

I bit my lip, heat rising to my cheeks as their words sank in. The dynamic between them—the way they spoke so openly about me, about my body—had me tingling with anticipation, arousal pulsing through me in waves. I felt like I was floating, lost in the thrill of being the object of their desires.

David’s hand slid over my bottom in smooth, deliberate gentle strokes. The heat of his touch lit me up, but having Samantha witness every bit of it stirred something deeply unsettling inside me. “David, please, not now,” I whined, though my voice betrayed the desire just beneath the surface.

My plea was met with a sharp, stinging slap to my rear that echoed through the room. I squealed, my body jolting in his lap, the sudden heat blooming across my skin. The slap wasn’t just a reprimand—it was a reminder, a firm hand guiding me back to where I belonged. And as much as the sharp sting sent a rush of humiliation through me, it was arousal that quickly followed. My place was clear, and I craved nothing more than to please him, to show him just how much I adored his control over me.

“Oh my,” Samantha’s voice cut through the haze, her tone amused and curious. “I never thought to spank her. Maybe that’s something she’ll need to get used to.” She paused, her eyes gleaming with mischief as they locked onto mine. “Tell me, Kenny, would you like that? Would you like for mommy to spank that sexy fat ass of yours?”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine, and I buried my face in David’s neck, a muffled whimper escaping my lips. The answer was immediate, though my lips struggled to form the words. “Yes,” I mumbled against his skin, my voice barely a whisper.

“What was that, baby girl?” Samantha’s voice dripped with playful authority. “I didn’t quite hear you. Face me when you speak.”

Blushing fiercely, I slowly turned to meet her gaze. Samantha’s grin was wide, almost wicked, and the weight of her stare made the heat in my cheeks burn even hotter. “Yes, ma’am,” I answered clearly this time, forcing the words out even as my heart raced with the embarrassment of it all.

Samantha’s grin deepened as she shot David an approving look. “I must say, David, you’ve worked wonders on her. One night with you, and she’s turned into such a polite sweet little thing.”

David chuckled, his hand continuing to rub my bottom possessively. “She is sweet, isn’t she? I love how she blushes when she’s made to answer such… embarrassing questions.”

I felt their eyes on me, both of them watching, enjoying how easily I crumbled under their shared attention. As humiliating as it was, there was a delicious thrill coursing through me—a thrill that only grew with every word, every touch, every stolen glance between them. The more I surrendered, the more I realized how deeply I loved being at the center of their game, the object of both their desires and their amusement.

David gently turned me, guiding my body until I faced Samantha, my back pressing against his firm chest. His fingers slid under the sheer lace of my blouse, finding my sensitive nipples and pinching them softly at first, then gradually harder. I couldn’t help but let out a quiet moan, the sensation sending a rush of heat straight to my core. As he untied the blouse, I obediently shrugged it off, letting the delicate fabric slide down my arms and fall away, leaving my chest exposed to him, and to Samantha’s watchful eyes.

David’s hands never left me, his fingers continuing their teasing assault, tugging and rolling my nipples, while my body instinctively began to shift and squirm on his lap. I could feel the firm press of his cock beneath me, thickening with each movement, a clear reminder of his growing arousal.

He leaned in, his lips brushing my ear, his voice low but loud enough for Samantha to hear, a deliberate tease. “You want to suck your man’s cock, baby?”

My cheeks burned hot with embarrassment, but I nodded, knowing exactly what he expected from me.

“No, no,” he whispered, a hint of command in his voice as he pinched my nipples harder, making me whimper and moan louder. “Use your words, baby girl. Tell me. Tell your wife what you want. What you need .”

His demand ignited something in me, fanning the flames of my arousal. I was back in that intoxicating space, the same overwhelming need I’d felt last night returning, pulling me under. I wanted to please him, to give him everything he wanted—and more. With a deep breath, I surrendered.

“I need to suck your cock, David,” I said, my voice trembling yet filled with need. “I want my wife to watch me… to see her husband be your cock-sucker.”

The words barely left my lips before I turned fully in his lap, straddling him as I pressed my lips to his in a fierce kiss, our eyes locked in a heated exchange. I wanted him to know just how much I needed this, how much I needed   him .

He pulled away slightly, just enough to look at me with a sly grin. “Show her, baby girl. Show Samantha what a cock-craving sissy you are.”

His words made me shiver, every nerve in my body aflame with arousal. Without hesitation, I slid off his lap, my knees hitting the floor in front of him. He stood, towering over me, and kicked off his shoes, watching me with that commanding look that made my heart race.

I reached for his belt, fingers trembling slightly with anticipation. As I began to undo the buckle, David casually pulled his polo shirt over his head, tossing it aside as he looked down at me, hands on his hips, his stance wide and powerful.

I paused for a moment, glancing up at him. His face was expressionless, a stoic, almost regal look of expectation. He wasn’t asking me for anything—he expected it, and that knowledge only heightened my desire. I wanted to please him, to show him that I could be everything he needed, everything Samantha had trained me to be.

With a shaky breath, I finished unbuckling his belt, the metal clinking softly as I worked it loose. My fingers moved quickly to unbutton his pants, the anticipation building as I prepared to give myself to him completely, right in front of my wife’s approving eyes.

I will never forget that moment, even if I live to be a 100. The way David looked down at me—so commanding, so effortlessly masculine—without a word, his expression alone told me exactly what he expected from me. I was there to serve him, to please him.

With a slow, deliberate movement, David stepped out of his trousers, leaving him in nothing but a pair of tight, black silk boxer-briefs that hugged his muscular frame in all the right ways. I heard Samantha gasp audibly from her chair when she saw the outline of his cock straining against the fabric, angling to the right as if desperate to break free from its silky prison.

I let my hands glide up the back of his strong, sturdy legs, savoring the firmness of his body as I reached around to grab hold of his tight, muscular ass. As I leaned in closer, I could smell him—the intoxicating, raw scent of a real man—and I pressed my lips against his silk-covered cock, feeling the heat and hardness beneath the smooth fabric.

Looking up into his eyes, I knew what he wanted, and I knew how to give it to him. With a teasing grin, I used my teeth to gently grasp the waistband of his boxer-briefs, tugging it forward as I slid my hands down the back, pulling the fabric away from his body. Slowly, inch by inch, I worked the boxers down his legs, releasing his cock from its confines.

David stood there, towering above me, every inch of him radiating power. His cock, now fully exposed, jutted proudly at a perfect angle, a solid 8+ inches of pure manhood. His neatly trimmed pubic hair framed the base perfectly, while his large, heavy balls hung beneath, swaying slightly as he stood there, utterly magnificent. This was my first time seeing my man completely naked, and he was everything I had imagined and more—so much more.

Still holding onto his firm ass, I pressed my face into his balls, kissing and licking, taking in every bit of him. The warmth of his skin, the scent of him—it was overwhelming, and I relished every second, savoring the knowledge that this man, this perfect specimen, was mine to please.

From across the room, I heard Samantha’s voice cut through the haze of my adoration. “Damn shame wasting a cock like that,” she remarked, her tone playful but clearly impressed.

David chuckled softly, looking down at me with that knowing smirk. “It’s not going to waste, Sam. Your hubby seems to enjoy it.” He paused for effect, his voice dropping lower as he addressed me directly. “You do  like my cock, don’t you, Kenny?”

I glanced up at him, my heart racing, my body trembling with arousal, and without hesitation, I nodded, whispering softly, “Yes, sir. I love your cock.”

There's something about being on your knees, dressed in a tight skirt, face made femme, in front of a naked, towering and well-hung man whose cock you so badly want in your mouth that makes you realize that you are less a man than he, but it doesn’t necessarily have to be a negative thing. Yes, he's called me his girl  many times and perhaps I've acted like one. But acting is one thing and doing what comes naturally is another. “I love your cock, sir,” I said again, louder this time, fully accepting my role. I was born to serve him, to be beneath him, and I wouldn’t want it any other way. Especially when continuing to being married to such an amazing guiding woman. I’ve literally won the lottery I guess.

I took his thick cock in my hand, feeling its weight, the heat of it. Slowly, I rubbed it over my face, savoring every moment, feeling the smooth skin brush against my lips and cheeks. I couldn’t wait any longer. I had to taste him. I brought the tip to my mouth and kissed it softly, teasing, knowing I was building the tension. By now, Samantha had moved to stand beside David, eager to watch as her husband worshiped another man’s cock.

I looked up at David, then turned my gaze to Samantha, wanting to give her a show she’d never forget. I pressed my lips to the swollen head of his cock, making sure to make a loud, exaggerated slurping sound—just for her. My tongue flicked out, teasing the slit, tasting the salty sweetness of his pre-cum. The taste sent a shockwave through me, setting my body on fire. My breathing quickened, and I could feel my own dick straining against the fabric of my panties, desperate for release.

I sucked him deeper, letting his cock slide into my mouth, savoring every inch, every ridge, every twitch. Slowly, I pulled back, my tongue swirling around the head before I took him in again, deeper this time. My lips stretched wide, my throat relaxed as I tried to take all of him.

“Motherfucker,” I heard Samantha sigh. I glanced up briefly and saw her, one hand under her shirt, on one of her bare tits, the other buried deep in her jeans. The sight of her touching herself, aroused by what I was doing, spurred me on. I sucked faster, my hand wrapped around the base of his cock, stroking in rhythm with the movements of my mouth.

“That’s my girl,” David murmured, his voice thick with pleasure. For a moment, I thought he was talking to Samantha, but then I realized—it was me. I  was his girl, his submissive, his cock-sucker. And I wanted nothing more than to make him proud.

I looked up at him with adoring eyes and smiled over his cock. "I love this, daddy. I love your cock." "Daddy?" I wondered, "Where the fuck did that come from?" He looked amused.

"Yeah, keep going just like that, baby girl." He continued.

"Yes sir," I said and resumed my attack on his cock.

I continued to slowly and deliberately work my mouth up and down David’s thick, pulsing shaft, my hand following every wet, sloppy movement. His cock felt like it was burning in my mouth, and I cradled his heavy balls with my free hand, letting my thumb stroke them gently as I focused all my attention on pleasing him. I was completely lost in the moment, in the sensation of my man’s skin against my tongue, his taste, his smell—it overwhelmed me.

From beside us, I heard Samantha groan deeply, her voice ragged with arousal. I stole a glance and saw her jeans pushed down to her knees, her hand moving furiously under her panties, rubbing her clit without shame, her eyes glued to the scene in front of her. She was breathless, her face flushed, and I knew she was close. Watching me, seeing what I was doing, was getting her off, and I felt a rush of pride that she was enjoying the show.

“That’s it, baby girl,” David sighed, his voice thick with pleasure. “You’re my good little cock sucker. Show your man how much you love this. Show me how bad you want me to fill that sweet cock-sucking mouth of yours.”

My jaw ached, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want  to stop. I sucked him harder, faster, my hand stroking in perfect rhythm with my mouth. I was determined to finish him off, to get what I’d been working for. My lips tightened around his cock as I felt him twitch inside my mouth, the telltale sign that he was close.

“That’s it, baby girl. Daddy’s gonna feed you,” David groaned, his words making me suck even faster, more desperate to push him over the edge.

I swirled my tongue around the head, teasing the sensitive tip as I pumped him faster with my hand, feeling the heat rising in him. David grabbed my head, his fingers tangling in my hair, and let out a deep, guttural groan. “Here it comes, cock sucker. Uhh, fuck!” he growled as his cock pulsed, shooting thick ropes of cum into my mouth.

I held onto his ass tightly, my lips sealed around him as I swallowed, feeling the warm, salty taste of his release coat my tongue. Rope after rope filled my mouth, and I took every drop, savoring it like the reward it was.

From the side, Samantha’s voice cut through the haze, sharp and filthy. “You fucking cock-hungry slut. Gag on it, cock sucker. Choke on that cock, you little sissy. Eat his cum, you mother fucking fairy, you fucking slut.” Her words only heightened my arousal, making me suck him harder, desperate to be everything they both wanted me to be.

I could tell from the intensity of her cursing and swearing that Samantha was riding the waves of an earth-shattering orgasm, fueled by the sight of her husband on his knees, eagerly swallowing another man’s cum like a cock-hungry whore. Her words were sharp and filthy, dripping with satisfaction as she watched me, her husband, fully submitted to David’s dominance.

I held David’s cock in my mouth until he finally pushed me off, his cock now soft and fully spent, the last traces of his release still lingering on my lips. He was satisfied, at least for the moment. His lust had been tamed, but I knew it wouldn’t be long before he’d demand more from me.

Samantha had stripped out of her jeans entirely and lazily suggested that I return the skirt she’d loaned me earlier. I quickly complied, removing it without hesitation. David, meanwhile, stayed proudly naked, his powerful body still on display. And why wouldn’t he? If I had a cock as impressive as his, I’d flaunt it too.

The three of us lounged in the living room, like it was the most normal thing in the world, both of them completely nude, me too fully nude except for the barely there thong, I busied myself serving them more wine, while they casually discussed my performance, my quick transformation into what David called an “accomplished cock sucker.”

“I can’t even count how many supposedly straight guys I’ve had suck me,” David said, his tone filled with pride as he sipped his wine. “But none of them, I’m telling you Sam, none of them , have impressed me the way Kenny has. She’s a natural born cock sucker, I swear. It’s like she’s been doing this her whole life.”

Samantha, now more relaxed and clearly enjoying the discussion, leaned back and gave David a knowing smile. “So, what you’re telling me,” she said, “is that you like turning straight guys into sissies.”

David chuckled, nodding with a mischievous grin. “Love it, girlfriend. There’s nothing better. From the first photo of Kenny you showed me, I knew she’d make the perfect obedient sissy. That swimsuit pic with her fat sissy ass sticking out? That was all it took. I’ve been itching to fuck her sissy pussy ever since.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine, knowing how deeply he craved me, how I’d been transformed into exactly what he desired.

I remembered that photo vividly, the one where I was standing by the pool in that humiliatingly tight Speedo Samantha had made me wear. My bottom had been so exposed that the lifeguard actually told me I needed to wrap a towel around myself or leave the premises. It was mortifying, yet there was something strangely exciting about it too—being so publicly on display, vulnerable. Now, here I was, wearing nothing but a thong and some make-up, sitting on David’s lap as he complimented my technique and openly discussed with my wife how badly he wanted to fuck me.

As soon as my soft, round bottom made contact with David’s lap, I could feel his cock stirring to life beneath me. I thought, maybe this was it—maybe he was going to take me right there, but my wife had other plans.

“You know what, David?” Samantha chimed in with that sly smile of hers. “Kenny’s the only one who hasn’t cum yet. Let’s have her get herself off. I love watching my husband tug on her little sissy stick.”

The way Samantha continued referring to me as a girl, without hesitation or doubt, made me feel even more secure in my role. It was as though all of my shame had been replaced with a strange, addictive comfort. David’s hand was caressing my tummy, but I couldn’t help but notice that he never once touched my dick. I had hoped he might, but it was becoming clear that wasn’t his thing. Instead, he gently pushed me off his lap with a soft nudge.

“Go on, girl,” he said. “Give us a show.”

I stood up, feeling unsure of what exactly they wanted from me. Sure, I knew they expected me to masturbate, but where and how? What was the proper way to perform for them in this moment?

“She needs a little guidance,” David chuckled, turning to my wife. “Kneel down there, Kenny. Knees wide apart, yes, just like that. I want you to look at us while you tug on your little sissy stick. Keep eye contact with either your wife or me while you do it. And when you finish, when you’ve achieved your disgusting discharge, I want you to put it back from whence it came.”

Samantha’s eyes widened as she registered David’s command for me to eat my own cum. “His disgusting discharge, David? Really? ‘From whence it came’?” She giggled at the phrasing. “Where did that  come from?”

David grinned, clearly enjoying himself. “I like to keep my girls neat and clean,” he explained smoothly, the smile never leaving his face. “Besides, you saw how greedily she swallowed my cum. Why would she find her own nasty little sissy discharge any less appetizing?”

Samantha threw her head back and laughed. “You’re right! Oh my god, you’re deliciously cruel,” she said, her eyes sparkling with amusement as she looked at me, kneeling there with my face burning from embarrassment. My heart was pounding, but her laughter only made my pulse race harder.

“You may begin, Kenny,” David commanded.

I did my best to maintain eye contact as I began tugging on my painfully hard erection, feeling utterly exposed and humiliated under their watchful gaze. “I find it necessary to keep my cock suckers humble, Samantha,” David continued, his tone casual, almost conversational. “You’d be amazed at how many wives tell me how well-behaved their husbands are after they’ve realized they’re less than real men.”

My hand moved faster, my body betraying the overwhelming mixture of emotions—humiliation, submission, and an undeniable lust. I knew that, no matter how embarrassing, I was fully under their control now.

“Less than real men? What exactly makes them less than real men?” Samantha asked David, her voice filled with curiosity.

I continued stroking myself, listening closely as their conversation unfolded. It felt as though I was learning more about myself with every word exchanged.

“Well,” David started, not missing a beat, “for one, why don’t you ask your husband if she considers herself to be a real man? Just look at her—she’s doing everything I told her to do without hesitation. She’s wearing make-up, and she’s got on panties, which we all know are for women, don’t we?”

Samantha was clearly relishing the moment as her eyes flicked back and forth between David and me, watching my hand work my swollen erection. “Is that true, Kenny? Is your man right? Are you not a real man?”

We’ve all heard those stories about people facing death and seeing their lives flash before their eyes. And in the split second it took for me to form my response to her question, I saw my life, all of it, flash right before me. I saw myself as a child, being chased home by the neighborhood bullies. I saw that awkward, humiliating moment when I first tried to have sex with a girl, and she laughed at the sight of my short, skinny erection. I remembered all the times I had rummaged through Samantha’s panty drawer, telling myself I was looking for something lost when I was really indulging a deeper, darker desire. I felt that strange yearning I got when I saw sissies, cute bois in the club last night, walking submissively behind her man, two steps behind, knowing that was where she belonged.

In that nanosecond, it all became clear.

Shame washed over me, the urge to hang my head in embarrassment was overwhelming, but David’s instructions were still fresh in my mind—maintain eye contact. So, I did. I looked into Samantha’s eyes, my chest tight with the weight of what I was about to admit.

“No, Mommy. I’m not a real man,” I finally managed to breathe, my voice shaky but resolute. “I am a sissy. I am David’s sissy cock sucker.”

The words left my lips, and in that moment, I knew they were truer than anything I had ever said before.

Admitting the truth felt like an incredible weight had been lifted. The sheer liberation of it sent me over the edge. I squealed and shuddered, my body trembling as I came, my hand filling with my own sticky discharge.

David, barely acknowledging my orgasm, turned to Samantha with an almost wicked grin. “See? This is why I love turning out straight men—especially the married ones. I know it’s cruel, and yes, I might be a little sexually perverse, but did you see that look of self-recognition on your husband’s face when she admitted what she really is? God, I love it. There’s nothing quite like that moment of truth.”

Still holding his gaze on Samantha, David issued one final command, his voice steady and authoritative. “Now, put that nasty shit back where it came from, Kenny.”

The silence that followed was thick, the air almost suffocating as both my man and my wife watched me. Their eyes burned into me as I slowly, deliberately, licked my hand clean of my own cum.

Something clicked in my mind at that moment, a realization of sorts. David had shifted. He wasn’t being mean, not exactly—it wasn’t cruelty for cruelty’s sake. This was about control. He was teaching me my place, and I was learning. I was new to being a sissy, and David was ensuring I understood my role, my purpose. The fact that he was doing this so blatantly in front of my wife had its own significance. He didn’t care about my pride, nor did he concern himself with my dignity. That wasn’t the point. The point was clear: when I was with him, when I was with others in his presence, I was there for one reason—to serve his cock. To be his sissy cock sucker, his plaything, someone to drain his balls and fulfill his needs without question.

Before last night at the Break-Free Club, I might not have understood what he was doing, but now, it was crystal clear. Being one of his girls didn’t mean equality; it was quite the opposite. This wasn’t a power exchange. I had handed over my power to him, completely. David held the reins now, and I was exactly where I was meant to be—on my knees.

As I freshened their wine glasses, Samantha and David continued discussing my future, particularly how long David would want me around.

“Look, Sam,” David started, reclining comfortably. “I tire of sissies pretty fast once I’ve trained them to be useful. I enjoy the hunt, the challenge of breaking them in, and of course, the blow jobs. But what I can’t stand is a clingy sissy hanging around, needing constant attention. That’s why I think Kenny might stick around longer than most. You accept her as she is, and that means she’ll always come back to you. Right, baby girl?”

“Yes, sir,” I replied, my voice steady but submissive.

“And what are your plans for Kenny?” Samantha asked, her voice curious, but calm.

Standing behind David, I placed my hands on his broad chest, rubbing gently as I listened closely.

“For now, we’ll stick to the agreement,” David continued. “I see Kenny once a week for a blow job, as long as I give a day’s notice, and we’ll go out either Friday or Saturday, depending on what works for you, Samantha.”

“I appreciate that, David. Thanks for being considerate,” she responded.

“No, thank you,” David grinned, clearly enjoying himself. “Kenny’s been a treasure so far.”

I leaned down and kissed his cheek, whispering, “Thank you, David. I hope I always make you happy,” loud enough for Samantha to hear.

David took my hand and pulled me onto his lap again, and I loved the feel of his bare cock pressing against my soft bottom.

“I’d like Kenny to be more feminine, Sam. It suits her. Like I said, I like my chicks with dicks, and I want everyone who sees her with me to know she’s still male underneath her panties. For next Friday or Saturday…”

“Make it Saturday,” Samantha interrupted. “My parents are taking us out to dinner on Friday.”

“As you wish, Sam. So next Saturday, I want Kenny to wear a garter belt, stockings, and some pretty panties, which I’ll pick out for her. I’ll give them to you at the office.” Then, turning to me, he added, “And Kenny, I expect you to shave your whole body. Men have body hair. Do you think it’s appropriate for you to have body hair?”

It was a rhetorical question, and I remained silent.

“We can do that,” Samantha agreed. “But she can’t just walk around outside in panties and hose. We still have appearances to keep up around here.”

David smirked. “Why don’t we let Kenny decide what she wants to wear for me? Something easy to take off, I’m planning on keeping her only in panties, garter, and hose when at the club.”

Samantha nodded thoughtfully. “Good point. Kenny, you pick something appropriate. It needs to be something David will love, but also won’t land you in jail.”

“Yes, ma’am. I’d love to do that for David.”

David stood up to get dressed, and I was transfixed by the sight of his big cock swinging as he moved. Before leaving, he turned to Samantha with a smirk, “How about I drop by Tuesday to feed my newest cock sucker?”

“She’ll be looking forward to it, David,” Samantha replied with a grin.

I could hardly contain my excitement.

Thus began my new life. A loving understanding wife to make love with, a manly man with a magnificent cock to suck on on weekdays and get fucked by on weekends was what most of my days are now. No regrets, but only contentment. Life’s never been this happy…

***
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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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