

I looked around to see if anybody might be watching me from the windows as I pull the shades tight. I have a secret and if anybody found out, well, it would devastate me. Not only would it ruin my life, if would just destroy those I grew up with.


My name is Stephen Hardgrove and I am a man’s man. Well, that is what I portray. My father is a career military man. Not just a grunt digging trenches, that would be beneath my father. No, good old dad is the guy that kicks other people’s asses so that they don’t get killed on the battlefield. At the age of five, I knew how to choke a man unconscious with just my legs alone. 


Growing up was difficult. My father was harder on his only son than anyone that walked through the doors of his training facility. He always held me to a higher standard than everyone else which is why I can never reveal this side of me. The issue is though, how big this side of me is. 


Once all the blinds are shut tight and I think nobody is looking, I pull down the secret stash I created in my closet. Nobody would look up here. I purposely put warnings all over the gun case so that people would think I was keeping guns and ammo safely away from any kids that might be visiting. 


Inside the gun case, I stashed everything that I borrowed from my wife over the years and everything that I just had to buy. Flowery dresses, high heels, and beautiful make up. If it was girly and pretty, I just had to have it. 


There were several gun cases all through the house where I kept my stuff that nobody else could know about. I have some actual firearms as well, but they are all tucked in a safe in the basement. Nobody can ever know what is actually in all of these cases. How could I cover for myself? How could you explain what became such a big part of my life over all the years?


The gun case creaks open after I unlatch it and peek inside. This case was my favorite with a full makeup kit. I set the makeup up on my bathroom counter and start by moisturizing my face. Since I can never go to a store and buy makeup, I have to order all of it online. The credit card that Heather doesn’t know about comes in real handy for all of that.


While stationed in S. Korea, I became enamored with their women. A couple of my squad mates decided to go into the closest town and get absolutely loaded. The glitz and glamour of Seoul took me by surprise. I had never viewed any place in Korea as a hub for music, fashion, and food, but deep in the heart of S. Korea, things pulsed with a energy that you would only find in the largest and most affluent cities on earth.


The men with me wanted to hit a bar where they knew they could get laid. Under advisement from the taxi driver, we went to a club that roughly translated as plum soju. At least we think that is what he told us. Once inside, I was shocked at how beautiful the women were. It wasn’t just the hostesses and the cute girl behind the bar, every girl in the whole establishment was drop dead gorgeous. I later learned that women in Korea actually follow a ten-step beauty regimen to keep their skin flawless and glowing. It showed. Now, the K-Beauty routine is known through the whole world. Back then though, I had never been exposed to anything like it.


Now I found myself following the same routine that I learned from a beautiful girl in Korea named Sun. She initially thought it was weird that I seemed to be more interested in her skin care steps than any other guy that she dated before. After awhile though, she got into the whole thing. She loved sharing with me any little tips that she picked up from other women at the nail place and then sharing them with me. I ate it all up and now, while nobody else was around, I tried to make myself as beautiful as the women I saw back there while on duty.


First, most women start with the makeup remover. I wanted to wear makeup outside of the home so bad. It tore me up inside when I would see advertisements downtown for drag competitions and I knew that I could never go. I was still active duty military and there were some things that were not even covered by don’t’ ask and don’t tell. There were a couple brothers that I served with that were gay but it never really came up. When bullets are kicking up sand just inches from your face, nobody cared if you liked in from behind from a bull or if you were the one doing the pounding.


Cross-dressing was different though. Things have progressed quite a lot in society, but still, there were lines that I couldn’t cross. If I was going to get myself dolled up, it would have to be only in the comfort of my own home when even my own wife wasn’t present. Heather would definitely not get where I was coming from.


Step two of keeping your skin beautiful involved a simple water based cleanser. The cleanser I just left in the medicine cabinet. Nobody had to know that it was part of a ten-step beauty process. The shame if somebody found out though would be huge.


Sometimes, when I am alone in the barracks, I wonder how it would feel to be able to freely go out and be myself. I run the brushes through my eyebrows before adding lash extensions. I give myself a few winks in the mirror to make sure they are attached correctly. Next, I move onto the eye shadow. It so relaxing to just spend the day without anything to do, making myself pretty and doing it only for me, nobody else.


I go a little thicker with the eyeliner to really make my eyes pop. Without it, it always feel like my eyes look tired and dull. My favorite shade of lipstick is already ready. A bright red that vamps up the whole look. I give the lipstick a few looks and decide the look is a little too extreme. Instead, I replace it with something more subtle but still beautiful, emphasizing the curves and lines of my mouth. 


Perfect! The new shade of lipstick was a sweet shade of pink that would go well with the outfit I already picked out. I leave my faded blue jeans and grease covered grey shirt on a pile. That could all go in the hamper later. Right now, I was focused on my ensemble. Would the black high heels go with a tight pink dress? There was only one way to find out!


It takes a while, but I decide that the black high heels make a great match for the little pink number. The dress conforms to my tight and muscular body, hugging my wide hips and hanging onto the bump created in the back by my hard ass.


I ran my head over my buzzed hair and enjoy the sensation. The buzzed look worked for the military, but it wasn’t very feminine. For that, I had several beautiful wigs that I kept in a row. For today, I wanted to be a gorgeous blonde.


The wig fell just right with layers to my blonde hair falling down around my shoulders like waves falling from a waterfall. I winked at myself in the mirror and gave myself a grin. I had never been with a guy before, even though I liked to play the part of the slut. When I was alone, anything could happen, I was free to be as slutty as I liked.


The French maid. The cheerleader that needs a little help with her homework. The list of costumes and outfits that I stored in secret around the house were never ending. The different types of clothing got me in the mood as I fantasized at the thought of becoming a total slut for somebody. Mmm. It was hot to pretend to be a helpless whore.


My favorite thing was to look up some hot crossdressing porn or sissy related stuff as I slowly stroked myself under my skirt. I made sure not to mess up my clothes when I finally came. It would be really hard to explain to Heather why there were cum stains on clothing that she had never purchased. The first thought of course would be that I was having an affair. In some respects, I suspected that if I had an affair with another woman, it would be better received than the fact that I loved to play the role of a sissy when nobody was watching.


I tramped around the house in my high heels, enjoying brief glances that I took in the mirrors and reflective surfaces around the house. Damn I looked good right now. The sight of my body wrapped in a cute dress and my face looking perfect in carefully applied makeup revved up my engine to the maximum.


My laptop flipped open and I went to some of the favorite porn sites that specialized in the sissy side of things. I licked my lips, my pulse starting to pound and speed up at the thought of jerking off to hot thoughts.


As I get older, it seems like the urges get stronger, that primal lust that I used to feel toward my wife falling to the wayside as the impulse to cross dress and fantasize takes over. The only thing at this point that stops me from cross dressing every day is the fear of getting caught.


There have been many close calls in the past. Sometimes Heather would arrive back from the office, taking her hour long lunch at home where she could eat healthy food and go for a quick run on our treadmill. This always resulted in a mad dash to rip off my cheerleader outfit or the slutty maid number to toss it back in the gun case to be locked away out of sight. Heather didn’t seem to suspect a thing as I locked myself in the bathroom and shed my makeup and washed it all down the sink with any evidence that I was not the strong and capable military man that she married.


It all felt so taboo which just added to the excitement and fun. Each time I jacked off to my sissy porn while I was dolled up, I wondered if I would get caught and completely screwed. A part of me wanted to get caught. It was difficult living this life in secret. There was nobody that I could talk to on base. None of them knew.


The only people that I could share anything with were online. Everyone hiding behind avatars and fake names. We supported each other with words of encouragement, but that started to feel fake over time as each one of us decided that it would be too dangerous to reveal our real names and locations.


Things were isolating and the only thing that made me feel better was laying in our marital bed, my hand tucked up under my tight pink dress, stroking my meat and fantasizing about what everything would feel like. 


I can feel my orgasm approaching and my hand is moving fast over my meat. I spit into my palm again, rubbing the natural lubrication all over my prick, getting revved up and closer to the finish line. I try to time my orgasm with the spurts of jizz I see on the screen. My climax is almost there when I hear a sound near the front door.


I dismiss it after a quick look at the clock that is on my nightstand. Heather was still at work since it was 2:30. She wouldn’t be back for another three hours which would give me plenty of time to clean up the mess that I was about to make.


My orgasm overtakes my body and I jerk with pleasure, the white and sticky semen flowing out in a firm and steady torrent. Some of the drops land on my thighs, tiny little specks of spunk that stick to the hair on my legs. What a mess I had made! On and on my cock continued to pump, shooting out a steady flow.


The voice of my wife downstairs causes my hand to jerk and my cock goes haywire, spraying my pretty, pink dress with hot jizz.


Oh crap. My thoughts start racing. How did this happen? She is saying something from below but it is like everything is moving in slow motion. My mind is screaming at me to move faster. If I don’t hustle, it will all be over.


Adrenaline is coursing through me and it feels like I am not moving fast enough. The sound of somebody coming up the stairs is reverberating through my brain. 


“Hey honey? Are you home?”


I freeze. I don’t answer. The high heels are kicked under the bed quickly and I tear the dress off my head as fast as I can, throwing it under the bed as I dive into the bathroom. Immediately, I am getting all the makeup off my face, scrubbing like I have never scrubbed before.


As a man that has had several deployments into hot zones, there has never been a time that I have felt my heart pounding this hard. It is like a jackhammer locked in my chest, thumping with enough power that I felt like I was getting hit.


There is a knock on the door. This could be it.


“Honey, it is me Heather. Are you in there? I mean, I know you are in there…are you ok? I thought I heard something hit the floor. You can talk to me if you don’t feel good.”


The image of Heather standing outside goes through my mind and I cringe. She had no idea what I was just doing and now I had to lie to her. There was no way around it. I call out to her through the door, trying to peel off my fake lashes and dispose of them in the toilet before she can find them.


The toilet flushes loudly as I try to bury the evidence.


“Just a second babe. I am just finishing up in here. Didn’t feel good. Nothing to really worry about though. I will be right with you.”


Heather sounded like something was still bothering her. I could hear it in the way that she talked.


“Oh ok. I didn’t mean to bother you. I just thought that I heard something hit the floor up here. I didn’t know if you had a stroke or something. You are always pushing yourself too hard at work.”


My adrenaline was starting to go down along with my heart rate. I just barely go out of the worst situation I could imagine. That was when the earth tilted on its axis.


“I am just going to look and see if you dropped something. It was such a loud thump from downstairs. Maybe you dropped a glass or something.”


Her voice trailed off and my heart rate shot through the roof. If she started looking on the floor for things…


I wanted to run out of the bathroom and stop her, just tell her that everything was alright and that I would take care of it. Normally, that is exactly what I would do and everything would be fine. The only issue right now was that my face was still very elegant looking with finely applied eyeshadow and I was in my boxers. I rushed to scrub the rest of my carefully applied make up off but I didn’t have to move quickly anymore. I knew as soon as I heard the screech from the other room that it was over.


“What the hell is this?”


I emerged from the bathroom, my mind already going over the ways that I could try and explain what my wife was holding up.


“You hustled the bitch out of here pretty quickly. I can at least give you that you bastard. Where is she? How come I didn’t see her car? Is she still here? If she is here I am going to fill her with buckshot.”


My face fell as she threw the jizz stained dress at me. 


“This fucking dress smells just like you. You know what you did.”


Heather was rooting through my closet now. “Once I get ahold of one of your guns, I put a few holes in everything you own starting with your muscle car in the garage. I can’t believe you would do this to me after so many years of marriage. This really is my fault. My mother told me to never marry a military man. She said they can never keep it together because they are always deployed away from home for so long.”


Her words stung as she finally pulled out one of my many gun cases. I didn’t even try to stop her as she flung it open, hoping to pull out a firearm and destroy everything that I held close to me.


Instead of a rifle or shotgun, she found my stash. The makeup. The wigs. Pretty dresses. Everything. My brilliant idea to store all my sissy stuff in a case made for guns actually was now backfiring pretty bad. My wife know would know exactly where the white stained dress came from.


Her eyes went wide. “This dress isn’t from another woman is it? This shit is for you. You are…what is all this stuff?”


“Just women’s clothes.”


“Do you wear them?”


I answered in a sheepish voice, looking down at the ground. “They belong to me.”


Heather held up the cheerleader outfit. “If you wanted to get kinky babe, I would dress up for you. You don’t need to dress yourself up. This is weird as hell.”


I held up my hands. “I don’t want you to dress up babe. You are fine just the way you are.”


Heather crossed her arms in front of her. The look on her face told me everything. She was pissed and she wasn’t going to let this go. “If you don’t want me wearing these outfits that just makes you a huge faggot. Are you trying to become a woman or something?”


I tried to placate her and make it seem like there was nothing wrong with the situation. “It is really not that weird to enjoy dressing up in women’s clothes. There have been men doing it for centuries now. There are many communities that advocate for it online.”


Heather glared at me from across the room and then stalked over to me. She looked at my face carefully, eyeing me with venom building up quickly behind her cold gaze. 


“You still have the eyeliner around your eyes you idiot. I can see the stuff on your face. Not only were you dressing up like a prissy little girl, you went and did the makeup as well. I can’t believe this.”


I tried again to defend myself as she scowled right in my face.


“The whole thing is for stress relief. The military is very demanding on me. I am either getting yelled at or I am the one doing the yelling back on base. The situations are high intensity. The only reason I didn’t tell you about all of this is because I didn’t know how you would take it.”


“So after ten years of marriage to a man, I have to discover that my husband likes to dress up in frilly crap and tromp around in makeup. You are probably just getting into character to attract guys so they can pound you right in your ass.”


“It is not like that Heather. Please, you have to understand.”


She grinned. “Stop calling me Heather and start calling me mistress you worm. Since I obviously can’t trust you to give me a good pounding anymore, it looks like I am going to have to seek satisfaction elsewhere.”


She left me standing alone in the room as she slipped off and began calling someone. What was going to happen? Heather came back in and commanded me to get back into my outfit because she had a surprise for me.


This was quite the shock! Was she willing to accept the fact that I enjoyed dressing up as a sissy now? My heart filled with love for the woman that I married. I could finally be the sissy and prissy girl around the house that I always wanted to be!


I hurried to put on my cheerleader outfit which was my favorite right now. My hips moved back and forth as I exerted effort to get into the snug costume. Heather returned with a wooden spoon in one hand and her phone in the other hand.


“Are you going to do some cooking for us babe? I would enjoy a nice steak with some roasted potatoes.”


Heather just laughed as she stalked over to me like a lithe panther. 


“You fucking pathetic man. Steak and potatoes is for guys that actually act like men. From now on, you are doing all the cooking and cleaning around here. I am actually relieved that you decided to start acting like a little bitch. It was becoming tiresome doing the chores and now I have a little slave that can do things for me.”


I started to protest and she slapped me on the ass with her wooden spoon while taking a snapshot with her phone.


“Don’t you dare talk back to me you slut. I have pictures of you dressed up like a slutty maid now and unless you want this crap spread all over the internet, you are going to do exactly as I say.”


“Yes Heather,” I said sadly, the sting of her swat on my ass burning.


She swatted at me again, another hard blow across my right ass cheek.


“My name is mistress you swine. Now get into the maid outfit. I want you cooking dinner in the kitchen when he arrives.”


I quickly started to change into the maid outfit, scared to upset mistress Heather again. She looked so self assured and powerful right now as she towered over me with her spoon at the ready for discipline. Part of me wanted to ask who was coming over, but I knew it would just result in another lashing across my pale, white ass. I kept quite and moved as fast as I could, scurrying into the kitchen when I was ready.


Heather shook her head. “You didn’t put on the makeup but that is ok for today. Tomorrow you are getting up half an hour early to make me a nice breakfast. I want you in full makeup as well. If you want to be a woman, you are going to find out what it is like to be a woman.”


I nodded and began pull out the pots and pans to cook dinner. Heather gave me a swat across the ass so hard my knees buckled a little.


“You were never told what to cook. You would think with all of your military training, you would fucking figure out how to take orders.”


I stood there with my eyes cast downward, staring at the floor as she continued to berate me. My whole life, I wanted Heather to accept me for what I really was. Now that she knew my secret, it seemed like she just wanted to use it as a way to blackmail me. I was her slave now and she would never treat me like a man again.


“Cook up some spaghetti for me and my date tonight you slimy worm. Make it just the way I like and don’t worry about making enough for three. You get to eat dog food tonight for the stunt you pulled.”


I began to boil the water when the doorbell rang. I didn’t bother to look over to see who was coming over. My position was one of just a maid and a personal chef now. A little sissy boy was not privy to such things.


A deep voice could be heard through the house as Heather greeted a man I had never seen before. She greeted him with a kiss at the door, the sound of their lips making contact clear even over the sound of boiling water. I kept my mind on my task even when it was obvious he was pulling off her clothes right there in my foyer.


“Damn bitch. Glad you invited me over to do this. I have been wanting to get up inside you for years.”


I kept my eyes to myself. It was no concern of mine if my wife wanted to be with a real man. I just never knew she liked…well…black guys. I added the spaghetti noodles to the boiling pot and concentrated on my task.


There was a crash behind me and I was forced to look. Was he hurting her? The giant, muscular black dude had tossed my wife on our leather couch like she weighed nothing to him. I watched as he reached out and began to squeeze her tits, mashing them together and tasting both of her nipples.


Heather was moaning hard, looking over his muscular shoulder to look into my eyes as he continued to ravish her chest. I should have been cooking for both of them, but I couldn’t pull my eyes away from the scene. 


Her hands were running all over his rippling back as he dropped his pants to the floor and I got a view of his flaccid member from behind. It hung down like a thick sausage hanging in the window of a meat store. He was easily double my size and my wife seemed very eager to sample something new.


She was down on her knees, slurping and sucking before the black guy even got his pants fully off. The sounds she was making…


Heather had never sucked me off like she was going at this black dude. It was like she wanted to really pound it home in my mind that she wanted him and not me. That made sense. He was virile. He was powerful. He was a real man. I could almost taste the hot sperm this guy had boiling up in those heavy balls.


I watched as his trim hips began to move forward and back. He was really giving it to her now, screwing her face, pounding her mouth. Wet sucking sounds were filling my home. Well, it had been my castle. Now it belonged to my wife. She was in charge now.


Heather had never been able to deepthroat me. She never even tried. Still, faced with this giant black dick, she was going to prove to me how much she wanted this man’s sperm over mine. I watched as her white hands dug into his ass flesh, dragging toward her, forcing his hips forward and shoving as much black meat into her mouth as she could fit.


The black man roared in approval, jamming his hips forward again and again. I couldn’t see the action from the kitchen, but I heard everything. Heather was choking on his black dick, gargling her own saliva as he pressed into her with everything he had.


Over and over, she choked down his black dick even though it was way too big for her tiny white mouth to handle. I wanted to look away now and just go back to my chores, but that wasn’t possible. The sounds of them mating filled our house. Well, their house now.


Once the black man felt like she had fellated him enough, Heather was tossed onto her back like a cheap whore. My anger flared at seeing how he was just tossing her around like a street hooker, but then I looked down at the maid outfit that I was wearing and I realized that was how a real man took a woman. Hard and fast. No permission needed to fuck a broad how you wanted to.


Heather screamed as soon as his dick made contact with her inner walls. She must have properly lubed him up with her mouth, because the black guy sank all the way into her with just the first thrust. I could hear the dull thwack of flesh smacking up against flesh and he bottomed out in her tight cunt with just the first push. It was amazing what this athletic guy could do. The army could use a guy like this.


If I ever got to bang my wife again, I knew that her pussy was never going to be the same. I stayed in the kitchen where I belonged, but I still craned my neck to see what was happening.


From behind, I could see a pounding for the ages. My wife had her thighs shaking and jiggling with each hard shot that she took. His baseball bat like dick was stretching her to the point I didn’t think her cunt could ever recover.


“Bitch, you are too tight. I am going to cum up inside your guts. Paint your fucking walls white baby.”


Heather grunted, reaching around his thick body to hold onto his flexing ass cheeks.


“Make sure you cum deep inside me honey,” she said giving me a wink. “I want my husband to know what it is like to really screw a woman. Blast that jizz so deep inside of me, he needs to extend his tongue a mile to get the cum out.


The man turned and saw me in my pathetic maid outfit and laughed as he continued to bang my wife in front of me. 


“This fucking sissy wouldn’t know what to do with a woman. Looking at this guy, I knew from the start he was soft. Who the hell runs around in an outfit like that?”


His attention was pulled away from me just long enough for his ass to twitch and the seed inside of him began to plant itself deep in my wife’s womb. She curled her legs around him, holding him close as shot after hot shot flowed into her body. She was right. It was going very deep into her tight body.


The only thing that stopped their intense fuck was the smell of burning noodles.


“You fucking idiot,” screamed Heather. “You are burning our dinner. You were so busy watching us screw, you didn’t think.”


I quickly turned off the burner, but I knew I had screwed up big time. A deep booming voice came from the living room.


“You screwed up you sissy and now you pay the price. Clean up my jizz bitch. Clean it right out of this whore.”


I didn’t question the giant black guy that just screwed my wife’s brain out. Obedient and very subservient, I hurried into the living room, getting down on my knees in front of the couch to service both of them.


I could tell the black guy was thinking about having me suck his cock and clean him off but he resisted the impulse.


“Don’t look at me like that fag. I know you want to suck on this big black cock as much as your wife does, but you have a job to do. Get in there and clean this crap up. I must have poured about a gallon of jizz up inside of her. If you don’t want to have a fucking black baby in nine months, I suggest you suck all that shit out of her.”


I did as I was told, ducking my head in between my wife’s legs and sucking on her pussy lips, tasting the seed of another man planted far up inside of her.


“You are doing such a crappy job honey,” said my wife. “Really stick your tongue up in there. You are just playing around and getting the outside. Suck that sperm down into your whore belly.”


My tongue extended out into her pussy hole, a huge shot of cum going onto my tongue and down my throat. Heather grabbed the back of my head and began to hump my face, telling me to stick my tongue in deeper. I did as I was told and she began to screw herself with my tongue, enjoying the after effects of having a pussy full of hot semen.


“Eat down that hot cream pie while it is still fresh you fucking woman,” yelled out the black guy as he surveyed the scene. I retched a little bit, choking down the slimy semen. It wasn’t too bad until I actually tasted what was going into my body. Before I was even finished cleaning out my wife, the black guy pulled me to my feet.


“You have had enough fun sucking on your wife’s pussy. I am already going for round two. Make sure you don’t screw up our dinner again you stupid cuck.”


I bowed to him for some reason and skittered away, making myself busy in the kitchen. The black guy grunted in approval and went back in between Heather’s legs, running his fingers up and down her firm and fit thighs. 


“You have a real nice wife white boy. No idea why you want to fucking dress like a little fairy and prance around while I screw her, but if that is what you like, I am not going to stop you.”


He laughed and prepared to dig deep into my wife yet again with his thunder cock. I shivered and began to prepare them dinner. This was the most humiliating and yet the most erotic thing to ever happen to me. Little did I know, this was just the beginning.


TO BE CONTINUED


Ready for more awesome interracial cuckold action? It doesn’t have to stop here as a wife goes to Jamaica and gets more than she bargained for with Big Block Cock. 

https://www.amazon.com/Cuckold-Jamaica-Interracial-Black-Bull-ebook/dp/B0834J986R/ref=sr_1_2?keywords=cuckold+black+bull&qid=1578015465&sr=8-2
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