

Chapter I: Spicing up the Bedroom

"Janet, I’m home,” I said as I kicked off my shoes and put my jacket on the coat hanger. I pulled out my wallet and once again counted the wad of cash I’d won that night with a smile. It had definitely been a good game of poker with the boys and seeing the look on Carl’s face when I dropped the winning hand was priceless. “Five-hundred big ones,” I said to myself and nodded. It felt good winning for once since I seem to lose the most, especially when it comes to poker.

I put the wallet back in my pocket while still holding onto the cash and looked around. It was quieter than I had been expecting. Did Janet’s friends leave already? The night still seemed young and I kind of wanted to boast about my winnings to her and her friends. What were they doing again? I looked around the corner into the living room. A crossword puzzle laid spread out across the table. Feeling lucky I walked over to see if there were any empty words to fill in.

“Let’s see here… Okay.” I took a look at the hints. “What the fuck is this shit?” Every single block on the puzzle had been filled in with some color or another. Even the hints had been blocked out with a marker and impossible to read. Going back towards the hallway with the puzzle in hand I called out towards the kitchen. “Honey?” I asked with a cautious tone. No response.

I shrugged and put the game back on the table. “Whatever, the women can have their nights while we have ours.” My fingers traced over the bills again as I took a whiff of the delicious currency. With almost a skip to my step I headed over to the kitchen and grabbed a beer out of the fridge. The cap popped off with a sizzle and I took a long swig before putting it down on the table. I graced the floor with a small victory dance as I flipped through the fresh bills… again. I mean, what else was a man supposed to do? Just let it sit there on the counter? Hell no.

That said… What was I going to spend all this money on? I smiled thinking about the ways I could please Janet. She’d said something before about spicing it up in the bedroom. Maybe I could figure something out? Of course, not that I had any idea what she meant by that. I was kind of taken aback by the comment at the time too, but we didn’t have any real time then to discuss it. Was she getting bored with me somehow?

I shook my head at the thought. “No way dude,” I took another swig and set the bottle back down on the table, “She’s just looking for something…” I trailed off as I pondered… More? No, that’s not the right word. Maybe just something more fun. But wait, aren’t I fun enough?

A faint sound coming from upstairs caused me to turn my head. What was that? The TV? It wasn’t uncommon for her to be in bed and watching TV at this time of night, but the sounds seemed unusual. I walked over to the bottom of the stairs and listened some more, though I couldn’t hear anything. I continued my ascent as quietly as possible.

“Janet?” I called her name with a whisper, knowing full well she wouldn’t hear it and that it was a pointless effort on my part. The muffled noises had started again from our bedroom that was just beyond the top of the stairs and to the left. “Girl’s night my ass,” I muttered.

I moved up a step, a loud creaking noise startling me as my toe pressed down on the wooden stair. “Fucking mahogany,” I voiced in quiet frustration. I stood there frozen for a minute before I made certain that there was still no movement or response. A sigh of relief gave momentary pause as my grip tightened on the railing. “Wait a minute,” I said to myself, “Why the fuck am I walking around my own house like a thief?” With a bit more confidence in my step I continued my long journey up what felt like an eternity of stairs. The noises got louder as I got closer to the door and I began to make out the sound of a man grunting and my wife letting out faint moans.

My heart started pounding. Who was in the bedroom with my wife? I pressed my ear against the door. And why the fuck was she making way more noises than when we had sex? I shook my head at the thought. No, you fucking idiot, that’s not the problem.

Another grunt could be heard from within the bedroom as Janet let out another moan. The real problem was there was a stranger boning my girl!

A long, drawn-out moan from Janet caused tingles to run up my spine.

That’s it, fuck this shit. I gripped the door knob. Whoever was in there banging my wife was going to get it. Of course, I’m not one of those asshole trigger-happy cops featured on the news every other day, but I can handle myself in a fist fight if necessary.

“Oh Riley, God yes!” She exclaimed.

Just as I was about to turn the brass knob and shove it up the ass of whoever was fucking the love of my life I stopped and listened.

“You look so good down there baby,” she exclaimed and let out a moan.

What in the absolute fuck was going on in there? I’m the only Riley she knows and I wasn’t in there giving her what was apparently the best sex of her life. Whatever was going on I had to find out. It was a do or die situation and I for sure as shit wasn’t about to walk away.

My hand shook the knob slightly and I could feel a cold sweat. Though every bone in my body told me to throw that fucking door open I slowly turned the knob instead until my hand stopped. I crept forward, letting the door hang open just enough so I could see a sliver of the action. I blinked in surprise at what I saw.

“Oh fuck yes, keep it up honey!” She said, letting out another moan.

My eyes widened at the sight of her right hand between her legs and masturbating fiercely, the backside of her arm’s silhouette moving up and down. A laptop sat in front of her on the bed, but I couldn’t really make out what was on the screen. I could hear it though… oh yes, I could hear it. The sound of a man grunting and clearly the sound of someone else sucking his cock!

In an instant I shut the door, not caring to do it with any sort of stealth. My breath was quick and my heart raced as I put my hand on my chest and leaned against the wall. Calm down dammit, it’s just porn!

Our relationship was pretty open. We didn’t really care if porn came into the equation. It wasn’t treated as taboo like a lot of vanilla relationships do. Hell, it was a good release for both of us if one or the other didn’t want to have sex on a certain day. But somehow, this felt different to me.

After a few moments of catching my breath I pressed my ear against the door and could still hear her moans of pleasure and the various sounds coming from the video. What is she masturbating to while screaming my name? My detective instincts told me that I had to find out, but for now it was time to act natural.

I backed up from the door to give myself some room. “Alright, time to stage an entry.”

I took a deep breath. This had to be convincing otherwise it would be too obvious. In careful, calculated motions I began to make the sound of footsteps as I walked in place, making them louder and louder as each step increased in speed. I could hear her slam the laptop shut and slide it under the bed as she dived into the covers.

“Honey?” I said as I opened the door and acted like I hadn’t heard or seen anything, “Sorry I’m late.”

She made grumbling noises from beneath the sheets and pushed her head up, squinting at the light from the hallway. “You’re back already?” She asked as she brushed her disheveled black hair back.

Damn, she’s good. If not for the fact I’d been watching exactly what she was doing moments before, I’d have no idea that she was just masturbating to porn and trying to hide it.

“Yeah, sorry to disturb you,” I walked over to the bed, “Didn’t expect you to be in bed so early. Did your friends leave already?”

“Yeah. I started getting a massive headache and decided it was best to finish early tonight.”

I bet you did, I smiled at the thought. “Do you need anything?” I asked, putting my hand on her shoulder and giving it a slight squeeze. “I can get you some medicine like usual if you need it.” Not that she needed it of course. I just wanted to see how far she was willing to go.

She yawned and shook her head, “I’m just going to go to bed right now.” She dropped her head back down on the pillow. “Besides I think the headache is starting to fade now that you’re back.”

Buttering me up, huh, I thought… I’ll give you an A for that. “Alright,” I said, “I’ll be downstairs watching crappy reruns and drinking beer if you need me.”

She laughed with a snort. “Sounds good babe, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Goodnight.” I eyed the underside of the bed as I made my way towards the door. “I’ll be up later.”

“Mhmmm.”

I closed the door behind me softly and sighed. Well, at least she wasn’t cheating on me. But I was damn curious about what had her so worked up earlier. I made my way down the stairs and back to my beer and wad of cash. One thing was certain though… I was going to find out…

Chapter II: What the Fuck is a Sissy Twink?!

“Alright, let’s do this.” I braced myself as I sat there at the table with the laptop in hand. It had been a couple days since witnessing my wife watch porn while screaming out my name and now I finally had an opportunity to do some proper investigating. With Janet at work and me having a day off for once I knew I wouldn’t be disturbed.

I opened up the lid and the screen turned on, a blinking cursor waited in the password field. While I normally don’t give a rat’s ass about the hint, it is common knowledge that less tech savvy people often write hints to help them remember their passwords. I don’t because I’m not that stupid, though on occasion I’ve almost been screwed over because I actually did forget my password. Knowing Janet, she wasn’t tech savvy.

Bringing my mouse over the Hint icon I clicked on the transparent box, a notification bubble replacing it: ‘Long and thick.’ I sat back in my chair as I looked at the words that were supposed to give me a clue as to how to unlock the machine. Long and thick? Thinking back on how she screamed my name while watching porn it dawned on me and I smiled.

“Oh Janet,” I said as I typed in my name and let out a chuckle, “This is just too easy-”

‘Incorrect password’ the box vibrated in a horizontal fashion and stopped.

“Incorrect password?” I leaned back in my chair again, frowning. I’ll admit that perhaps I demonstrated too much hubris just then. But what else could long and thick mean? There was no way she was fucking some other dude and it was their name right?

“No, no Riley.” I took a deep breath. “We’ve already established that she’s not cheating on you. Get a fucking grip.”

That said, saying it to myself didn’t exactly keep the thought of her cheating away as my mind went over a list of our immediate circle of friends and colleagues. My heart began to race… what if she really was cheating and I was just being an optimistic idiot? I shook my head. “No, she’s not like that.”

Still though, that didn’t mean it was impossible. “Carl…” I said the name as I typed it out. Carl and I have been friends for a long time, well before the force, and women often gave him their numbers whenever we were at the bar. For whatever reason though, and despite the fact he was single, he always turns them down. I asked him once why he did that and he just shrugged saying something about them not being his type.

‘Incorrect password.’ I let out a sigh of relief as the box vibrated in place once again. If anyone in our circle had been banging my wife he would be a top suspect. Not only was he smart, but he had some of the biggest muscles I’d ever seen on a man. They made most people look like twigs by comparison.

My moment of relief didn’t last long however as I thought of another name. “No, no, no, no…” I said, the image of him sipping his banana daiquiri like a thirsty girl back at the bar going through my mind. With shaky hands I typed in the name Paul. ‘Incorrect password.’ “Oh thank fuck.”

It’s not that I hated Paul… he was actually pretty chill since he became part of our team back at the station. He’s even pulled my ass out of the fire a couple times. But his flamboyant nature could be a bit much. I sat there watching the cursor blink for a few moments before I realized how fucking stupid I had been to even think of typing his name. “Paul’s more into men you fucking dumbass,” I said to myself. “At least…” I thought for a moment. “I think he is?” The realization that I’d never actually asked Paul about who he liked just hit me. I just assumed he was gay based on how he acted half the time, but it’s not good to make assumptions about people like that.

I sat back in my chair, putting my feet up on the one next to me and sighed. “Some detective I am.” Here I was desperately trying to figure out the password my wife used via a hint that was supposedly easy and my dumb, paranoid ass was failing at it. “Fuck it,” I typed in the word ‘cock’ and stopped there for a moment. There was no way it was that simple, right? I added an ‘s’ at the end to be safe. The password field faded and I was met with the desktop.

“You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me, Janet…” I sat there tapping my finger on the desk as the rain started to beat down on the window. “We really need to have a discussion about your tech skills.” I paused, recognizing the irony of the situation.

I shook my head. Doesn’t matter, I’m in. I clicked open the browser and immediately went to her history log. I smiled, seeing that she didn’t think to use an incognito browser either. “Guess I should be thankful.” I looked for the date and time from when I knew she was watching the video. I clicked the link and was met by the familiar dark theme of a porn website. The title read: Sissy Twink Sucks BBC.

What the fuck is a sissy twink? I gulped as I hovered the mouse over the play button and clicked it.

“That’s right,” a man said as he gripped the blond hair of a smooth-shaven man on his knees and pushed his mouth down on his cock. “Suck my cock, you sissy.”

The one referred to as a sissy had a pink collar around his neck with a leash attached to it. He was dressed in a short skirt and pink top. His skin was absolutely flawless. He had no hair at all and even with the little makeup he had on he pulled off an impressive feminine look… especially as his lips latched on to the man’s thick shaft and moved up and down. He seemed to enjoy it a lot.

“Mmmph, ungmph, mmph.” The sissy made loud sucking noises as he lubed the shaft with his smacking lips. His nose occasionally touched the man’s crotch as the whole thing buried itself down into his throat.

No way, I thought as I saw the two go at it in the video. Is this the kind of thing my wife is into?

“This is where you should be,” the man said in a deep raspy voice as he bucked into the sissy’s mouth, “You belong on your knees and sucking cock. Pussy is too good for you.” The man’s voice was like butter on bread. It was definitely the kind of voice that would probably do well commentating or on a podcast.

The sissy moved all the way back up the thick black shaft until he was off the cock entirely, a white string falling from his pink lips. “Thank you master,” he said in an almost damn-near perfect feminine voice, “Can I cum now?” He asked as he put both of his hands down behind him and arched back.

My mouth dropped as I got a peek under his skirt. What the fuck was that covering his dick? Whatever it was it was also pink, had a lock on it, and was shaped like a vagina.

“Who said you could talk slut?” The man replied, pulling hard on the sissy’s leash and putting his mouth back on his cock.

“Mmmph!” The muffled moans returned as the sissy’s cheeks puffed up with the cock in their mouth. They were clearly enjoying every second of the scene as they choked and gagged on the fleshy member and the man pushed more aggressively than before down the slut’s throat.

For a moment I imagined myself as the man holding the leash with my cock going in and out of that sissy’s mouth. Those lips looked so soft and glistened in the light as they slobbered all over the cock. Then I stopped for a moment and realized what was happening.

I put my hands over my tented crotch and shook my head, taking several deep breaths. “You’re not gay Riley,” I told myself as I breathed in through my nose and exhaled out my mouth. Nope, still hard. “Fuck!” Then I thought of Janet, how her juicy lips would feel wrapped around me, her leash in my hand as she went about her business. My cock grew harder inside of my pants and I breathed a sigh of relief.

But my relief was quickly replaced by another image in my head, one where a thick cock filled my vision and I could feel a collar around my neck. The cock pushed its way passed my lips and the sensation is incredible. “Oh yes-“ I stopped myself from uttering the words that were about to pass through my lips and shook my head. I glanced around the room in desperation, but found myself gazing back at the screen.

Looking over at the bottom left hand corner of the screen my mouth dropped. Over 1.5 million views and 90% of viewers liked the video. I couldn’t fucking believe it.

The man pulled his cock out of the sissy’s mouth and rubbed it on his bottom lip. “Keep your mouth open bitch,” he said as he glazed the twink’s lips with cum. The camera panned around them and gave the audience a good view of the place they were in while keeping the actors the center of attention. They had gone all out with the dungeon theme. It was complete with cages in various places, some even hanging from the ceiling. Thick metal cuffs were also attached to various walls via chains.

“Hey babe, how’s he feel?” A gorgeous redhead came in from the right and got on her knees behind the cross-dressing sissy. “Is he as good as I told you he would be?” She grabbed both sides of the back of the sissy’s head, digging her nails slightly into his hair and helped guide him down the shaft.

“Not as good as your pussy,” he pushed himself further down the other man’s throat, “But then again, he does make a decent cock sleeve.”

“See? I knew my husband would be great,” she pulls the sissy’s hair and arches his head back, “And you like this too, don’t you?”

“Yes mistress,” the feminine sub replies, cum still dripping down his chin. “I love this very-“

The sound of the front door opening caused me to slam the lid shut hard.

“Hey hun, sorry to drop in on you all of a sudden,” Janet said as the sound of her hurried footsteps rushed to where I was sitting.

Without another thought I grabbed the case files I had been working on that sat on the other side of the table, but nearly fell out of my seat as I tried to cover the laptop with the folders.

Janet walked around the corner as she dug through her purse, “I just needed to-” she stopped, “What are you doing?” She asked.

A small ceramic mug wobbled on the table for a moment before it stopped. “What do you mean?” I asked, having planted my elbow firmly on the middle of the computer in an effort to hide it with the folders. I inched the folders up ever so slightly over the aluminum casing, hoping she wouldn’t notice. “I’m just… hanging out.” I cracked a smile. Please don’t look down, I thought.

She stood there for a moment before she shook her head. “I forgot to grab my laptop. I need it to show a presentation at work.”

“Your what now?” I looked down at my elbow, the device making a slight creaking sound as it flexed under my weight. Shit.

“My laptop, I’ll be right back.” She started to head up the stairs to the bedroom.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, hang on a second babe,” I adjusted my pants so they hid my softening erection and got up off my seat. I made sure the folders covered the computer completely before I walked over to her grabbed her by the shoulders. “Why don’t you let me get it for you?”

“You sure?”

“Of course,” I gave her a slight massage. “You seem stressed. Take a minute to relax.” I let go of her for a moment.

She sighed, “Alright, sorry.” She turned and headed towards the table.

My eyes widened, “Hang on, not so fast there.” I grabbed her by the hand and began pulling her into the living room.

“But you said-”

“I know what I said,” I pushed her along by her back, “But I think you’d be much more comfortable sitting on the couch, don’t you?”

Her brow wrinkled as I sat her down on the cushion. “Are you okay?” She asked. “You seem… on edge.”

“What me?” I stretched, “Naaaah… just all those damn case files I’m working on, ya know?”

She raised an eyebrow at me for a moment before leaning back on the couch and closing her eyes. “If you say so.”

Chapter III: Poker With Carl and Paul

Smoke sat in the room like a fog, disappearing behind the rays of light from the flickering blue and red neon sign. It read Bar N’ Cards in a sleek cursive font with the symbol of a mug at the end. I looked across the table at Carl, attempting to give him the most intimidating, yet blanket expression I possibly could. He just burst out laughing.

“Riley, my dude… you look like an idiot,” he said, taking the cigar out of his mouth and putting it on the ashtray. “I raise.” He pushed a small stack of red chips across the green velvet.

Fuck. I flicked the corners of my cards, thinking of my next move. Two queens, ace high. Not bad.

It was a Friday night like any other. Just poker, beer, and talking shit. I certainly needed it after the clusterfuck that happened with my wife earlier that week. The look on her face when I gave her the broken laptop my elbow had crushed nearly killed me. There was no crack on the screen or anything so I had tried to act like it was the fault of a virus. I immediately regretted following up with a somewhat sarcastic comment about watching porn… it was almost a reflex on instinct and it just came out. I’ll never forget the glare she shot me though. It pierced my soul. The thought of her finding out the truth sent a shiver down my spine.

“So would you do it?” Carl asked as he took a swig of scotch and put the cigar back in his mouth.

“Do what?” I replied, trying keep focused on the game and avoid the question. It was important I win this game tonight. Getting Janet a new, better laptop was my top priority. And then probably a million apologies after that. The $500 I had won last time was going to win me big this time. It would get me off the hook for sure!

“Fuck a guy for one million?”

I shook my head. “Is that the best you could come up with?” The image of the man fucking that sissy’s mouth came into my head. In an effort to wash the thought away I took a swig of my whiskey coke, but the video continued to play in my head. I’m not gay, I reassured myself. It’s porn and meant to arouse you no matter what. I relaxed a little bit, noticing a drop of tension on my crotch.

“Yeah Carl,” Paul added, “I’d easily fuck a guy for one million.”

“Shut up, Paul,” Carl and I said in unison.

“Well fine!” He threw his chips across the table, “I call… fucking homophobes!”

“I’m surprised you didn’t raise,” I gave a slight chuckle. Of course, I was the only one laughing. Slamming my cards face down on the table I let out a sigh and shook my head, “This hand sucks, but alright… I’ll call I guess.” I threw over matching chips onto the pile.

“God you suck at bluffing Riley.” Carl threw more chips at the center of the table. “I’ll raise again,” he blew a ring of smoke into the air before turning his attention back to me. “Seriously though, you wouldn’t fuck a dude for one million? It’s easy money.”

I just laughed and shook my head again. “I don’t think my wife would appreciate me fucking a dude even if it was for one million.” An image of the redhead from the video walked into my mind. Her sharp nails gripped my hair and held me in place on my knees. I shook my head. “Stop it, fuck.” I whispered to myself.

“Yeah I hear you white people are pretty vanilla.” Paul tossed another handful of chips, “I call!” He shouted as if he was intentionally trying to piss off the rest of the bar with how loud he was being.

His remark caused me to raise an eyebrow. “And you’re not vanilla?” I took another swig, hoping to wash away the scenes flooding my mind with chemicals instead. Calm down, it’s porn, not real life!

He shrugged, “Listen man, there’s a certain subset of guys who love submitting to strong, black men.” He sipped on his banana daiquiri through the straw like it was juice as his eyes seemed to suck in the essence of my very being.

“And I’d bet you’d know all about that, huh…” I trailed off. Did he always have to drink through the straw like that? And the way he looked at me gave me chills. It was like he was trying to get under my skin on purpose. However annoying he was being though, I still could not reconcile the thoughts I was having as the scene of the way that cock moved in and out of those pink lips played on repeat in my mind.

“Alright gentlemen, time for the reveal.” Carl got ready to throw down his cards.

Carl’s words snapped me out of my trance and I took another drink of my soda-downed liquor.

“Oh I know!” Paul revealed his hand which had nothing of value and looked over at me, “Maybe you’d prefer to get fucked by a guy for one million instead?”

I nearly spat my drink out as I choked it down. I wiped my mouth and shot him a glare. The thing about Paul was sometimes I could never tell if he was serious or not. Like the time he asked if I wanted to ride his stick. You could hear a pin drop back at the station as everyone turned their heads and looked at us. I don’t think he realized at the time how loud he’d said it, but he played it off as a joke, saying he was talking about the new stick-shift classic he’d just finished fixing up. As if all classics weren’t fucking stick-shifts…

“Well?” Carl asked.

“Well what?” I looked between them as they stared at me expectantly, “I don’t think I could get fucked by a guy for one million.” The words fell out of my mouth like a running-back dropping the ball as he was about to score a touchdown.

Carl shook his head, “No you idiot. Your hand.”

“Oh… right.” I felt my face grow hot, “Two queens ace high.” As I revealed my cards my gaze shifted back over to Paul. He had a big smirk on his face as if he’d somehow won the match and took another long, drawn-out slurp of his drink. I shivered.

“Shit,” Carl sighed. “Almost…”

I laughed and began to gather up the chips. It had been worth it going all in. Janet would be happy with her new laptop I wanted to get for her. “It’s been a pleasure gents, especially to my bank-”

“Almost,” Carl interrupted me and put down his cards, “As good as three twos.”

My mouth dropped, “Are you fucking kidding me?” I slouched back in my chair and gulped down the rest of my drink.

Paul burst out laughing. “Man, you really do suck at bluffing.”

“Shut up.” I stood up and grabbed my jacket. “At least I don’t suck as much as you.” I stopped for a moment, realizing how stupid that sounded. Being frustrated didn’t give me an excuse to act like that. Just as I was about to turn and apologize I was met with Paul’s widening grin and an even bigger fit of laughter.

“I gotta admit, that was good Riley,” Paul retorted and finished slurping up the last of his drink.

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, whatever.” I put my arms through my jacket sleeves and buttoned it up.

“What, leaving already?” Carl asked, “The game’s just getting started!” He chuckled.

“Early day tomorrow. Boss is riding my ass to get those case files finished.”

“So you let him fuck you and you aren’t even getting a million for it?” Paul asked as him and Carl exchanged glances before they both started laughing their asses off.

“Hilarious,” I turned around and headed towards the front door, “I’ll see you guys later.” I freeze for a moment, my actions paused by the intrusive thought of me being on my knees in the way that sissy was… but upon looking up, instead of the man from the video at the end of the leash, Carl’s face flashed in my mind instead.

“You alright, dude?” Carl blew another puff of smoke.

I could feel his intense gaze on the back of my head. “Uh, yeah, sorry,” I blurted out as I finished gathering myself up. “I’m heading out.”

“Yeah alright,” Carl replied as he looked over at Paul. “Want to go another round?”

“I’m down.”

Chapter IV: The Cunning Wife

“Riley?” Janet called out as she entered the house and put her keys in the bowl on the counter. She waited for a moment, the only sound coming from her jacket as she took it off in an otherwise completely still house.

“Finally!” Kicking off her heels she walked over to the living room closet and opened the door. She looked at herself in the tall mirror she was now facing and put her hand on her hip. Looking back at her was the outward appearance of a confident woman dressed in the typical secretary outfit she wore day in and day out. About the only thing that changed on a day to day basis was the color of her clothes and the kind of makeup she wore. Her red hair was in its usual style: long wavy hair going just past her shoulders.

“I'm so…” Her gaze washed over her outfit, “Traditional.” She sighed and rolled her eyes, “Gross.” Traditionalism was overrated, at least, that's what she thought. Whether it was a husband and wife dynamic or family values, she found it all too constraining and wanted to break out of the box society had placed her in. “And perhaps,” she added speaking to herself, “Too constraining for my husband as well.”

Extending her arm behind the mirror she crouched down and felt around for the box she'd hidden under some jackets a couple nights prior. “There you are.” With the box in one hand she reached for the opposite end with her other and with a bit of effort managed to wiggle the decent-sized cube from behind the mirror. She tore into the cardboard and revealed a latex outfit, a leather corset, and several toys.

Among the toys was a small chastity cage and a pink collar with a chain leash. Upon emptying the box on the couch, an abnormally long and thick, veiny white dildo also fell out along with a crotch harness accompanied by a butt plug with a pink jewel at the end of it.

“Time to have a little bit of fun while the husband is out!”

“Oh, god yes!” Janet yelled as the huge dildo went further inside her pussy, reaching a depth that surprised her and gave her an immense feeling of being filled. As she clenched around the shaft she could feel herself get more and more wet, her juices making it even easier to bounce up and down atop the thick rod. The latex that now encased her body stretched around her and made slight crinkling sounds as she continued.

The elation she felt being covered in the latex catsuit with her pussy unzipped and being fucked could not be described in words. She reached up at her breast with one hand and pinched a zipper, pulling it down until her tit was freed from its latex casing. With quick turns she began to rub and squeeze it while keeping her momentum on the shaft.

Next to her on the coffee table in the living room sat a laptop playing another porno featuring the same sissy twink from before, only this time he was tied to the bed and surrounded by multiple men with a huge smile on his face. His girl fucked one of the men only two feet away with an enthusiastic vigor.

Janet let out a moan as she continued to move up and down on the rubber dildo, “Oh Riley!” She called out. Her bounces increased in intensity and number.

Another one of the men got on top of the sissy and straddled him, placing his thick, white cock right on his face. His hand proceeded to smear the cock and pre-cum all over the sissy’s face and lips before shoving it down the twink’s throat.

Janet let out a loud moan as she shook and came with the cock still deep inside of her. She panted heavily for a few moments, “Holy fuck,” she hit pause on the video just as a second man was going to join in on the fun with the twink, “That was amazing.”

Pushing with her legs she slid herself off of the dildo, letting it fall to the floor with a splat. “Time to clean up the DNA evidence.” She smiled to herself, Riley would appreciate that joke, she thought. After all, she knew that Riley had seen the porn video she had purposefully left for him to find.

She chuckled, imagining the look on his face when he finally guessed the password. “Though I suppose,” she said, thinking back to the way he had to hide his obvious erection when she came back supposedly looking for her laptop, “I already kind of know what his reaction was.”

Wiping down the dildo, she tossed it into a bag and back into the box. Her pussy still leaked down her leg and she felt like she could go another round, but she knew Riley would be home soon.

“Speaking of Riley…” she grabbed the chastity cage that was still in its box along with the pink collar and leash. In her attempt to broach this subject she didn’t think that he’d actually be excited by the video and was surprised that he hadn’t even brought up the porno. Her lips curled again, “He probably didn’t want to admit he liked it.” Gliding her fingers over the words printed on the box she nodded to herself. “Tomorrow night, then.”

Tomorrow night she was going to help her husband break out of his shell. She wasn’t entirely sure how it would go, but she shrugged, “Either way we’ll still have some amazing sex.”

Chapter V: Riley’s Obedience

My mouth dropped as I looked at the box on the table Janet had placed there moments prior. Pasted on the front cover in big bold letters were the words MALE CHASTITY DEVICE. I shot a glance at her as she sat there, looking hot as always. And to top it off, instead of her usual lingerie she often pleased me with my wife was dressed in a tight latex outfit that accented her curves. A leather corset was cinched around her waste and she had an air about her that was almost… domineering. Her latex heels glimmered in the warm living-room light.

“Well… What are you waiting for?” She asked.

My cock twitched under my boxers at the sound of her voice. I’d never known her to be so direct like this. But somehow, it was hot. I looked back at the box, wondering how I should respond.

She reached over without waiting for an answer and opened it. “I picked this color just for you,” she smiled and handed me the contraption.

Cold to the touch, it looked almost identical to the one I’d seen in the video, only… no… did it seem slightly smaller? It was made of metal in the shape of a vagina and shined a glossy pink color. “And…” I began, looking back at Janet, “You want me to wear this?” I raised an eyebrow, unsure of how I would even begin to put the thing on.

Janet nodded, “Yes, I think you would look good in it. And besides, no harm in trying, right?” She asked, beaming at me with that gorgeous smile of hers.

I let out a sigh and chuckled, knowing there was no way this was going to fit me. “Alright, Janet.” I pinched the chastity cage between my thumb and index finger, holding it up to the light as if I was appraising a jewel. “I’ll put this on.” Once she realizes there’s no way this tiny thing will fit on me we can get onto the real fun, I thought, my eyes quickly averting back at her and that sexy outfit she wore… of course, she wouldn’t be wearing it for long.

“Perfect,” she snatched the device from my hand and reached for the lube. “We’ll first need to use this for the base ring before we can attach the main body.” With a squirt the lube came out onto her latex-wrapped fingers and she began to rub the detached ring.

I watched her work, noticing how fast her hands covered the device in the clear liquid. She was showing much more enthusiasm than I had been expecting. Though again, surely she’d give up once this was deemed impossible.

“Come here,” she pointed to the side of her, “Let’s get this on you.”

Her voice boomed in another hot, direct tone. Before I knew it I was next to her, my feet following after her words. “Hey listen,” I said, “You know, we can still try something else, right?” I tried to reassure her. “After all, just because this doesn’t work doesn’t mean we can’t have more fun, yeah?”

“Mhmmm,” she retorted in a half-hearted manner as she ripped my boxers down my legs. “Step out of these.”

“No need to be so feisty,” I rolled my tongue in an attempt at some flair and stepped out of the cotton briefs. With my boxers now off I was completely bare. “Won’t be long before we’re both naked anyways.”

Surprisingly, she didn’t have a single retort to that comment. Instead, her focus was that of a laser as she held the ring up to my flaccid member and gripped my balls. The lube-smothered latex rubbed against my skin, causing me to shiver in place as the tingle spread up and down my spine. “Damn, that actually feels-“

“Shush,” Janet said as she put the ring against my now-slippery sack and began threading my balls and member through. She was clearly struggling with the endeavor due to the fact the ring was quite small.

As predicted. A grin flashed across my face while I watched her barely get my balls through the ring itself. She should know by now how massive I am. Try as I might I could not stop the slight laugh I made, despite covering my mouth with my hand. She could barely fit one ball through the ring… No way was the rest going in-

“There we go!” Janet exclaimed, locking the cage in place on my dick.

The cold metal embrace of the cage that somehow fit me perfectly disrupted my train of thought. Wait a minute… it actually fit? My mouth dropped as I looked down at the small device. “Hey now, hold on a second, how did that…” I trailed off as she gave the chastity another tug causing me to wince. Why does that feel so good?

She jiggled the heart-shaped, gold lock that adorned my new shiny accessory and looked up at me with a look of pure satisfaction. She slapped me on the ass, “Just look,” she pointed at it, “It’s a perfect fit!”

I looked down at my now-confined cock and I could hardly believe it myself, but she was right. How did such a small device fit so well? It even felt snug somehow. In fact, there was some room left over. An image of the sissy popped into my head, the idea of being on my knees, my mouth open… the thought caused my cock to twitch in its cage. I looked away in an attempt to hide my absolute embarrassment. I’m somehow beginning to like this. My face flushed with heat at the thought and no doubt was bright red at this point.

She chuckled, “It looks like you’re enjoying it too.” Walking over to the closet she opened the door and pulled out a tall mirror. She dragged it across the floor until it faced me in front of the couch. “I think you’ll be able to appreciate this if you can really get a full view!”

Her heels clicked on the wood floors as she walked around behind me. I still could not take my eyes off her confident figure as she bent over and gripped my shoulders. Damn… so hot. A determined smile curled upwards on her face as she stared into the mirror with me to appreciate my new look. Had she always been that tall? Nevermind her height, since when did I look so… delicate? My eyes traced my own reflection in the mirror and the muscles I’d been so proud of didn’t even seem to exist anymore. What I thought was a six-pack was simply a soft, fair-toned feature.

“Why don’t you get on your knees?” She winked at me in the mirror with both of her hands still on my shoulders. Her grip was firm, yet pleasant at the same time.

Without thinking about it I found myself lowering to the ground until my knees touched the wood floor. Both of her hands remained where they were on my shoulders as she helped guide me downwards.

“Good boy,” she cooed into my ear. With one hand she reached over, caressing my skin with her latex. “Mmm, honey… you’re so smooth,” she said, her shiny red lips barely touching my skin. Her hair draped over the side of her face and graced my cheek.

I looked back at the mirror and the thought occurred to me that beyond body weight and muscle mass, I never paid attention to how the rest of my body looked. And again, she was right. I was smooth with very little, if any hair. Come to think of it, had I ever been able to grow a proper beard? I blinked a couple times.

She laughed. No doubt she was enjoying seeing me doubt my own existence. I was not expecting to be questioning my whole appearance tonight.

“Yeah… I suppose you’re right,” I replied as I took another long look at my reflection. It was as if I was staring at a different person. Though I didn’t seem to look much different, the person looking back at me had a delicate frame, soft features, and an even smoother face. The video flickered in my mind, my cage-confined cock twitching once again in excitement. The metal fit so perfectly around me that it kept it from growing anymore. It looked like I had a proper pussy between my legs… almost.

Janet placed her other arm around me and hugged me in a tight embrace. “So,” she began, “How does it feel to be the one on your knees?”

A feeling of protection and comfort washed over me. Something began to well up deep within and I couldn’t quite explain it, I just knew that I wanted more. This feels…

“Speechless, huh?” She stepped over me with one foot over the other until she stood in front of me, towering over my kneeling form like a goddess that deserved to be worshiped. As she pushed herself against me I could appreciate just how tall she really was. I looked up at her for what felt like the first time in my life.

“This was not how I imagined tonight would go,” I blurted out.

“I bet,” she replied. “Let me guess, you probably thought the opposite was going to happen where I was sucking you off, but instead you’re the one on your knees and the only one naked.” She smirked.

“Well, aren’t you quite the detective.”

She laughed, “That’d be great, wouldn’t it? Then you could be my secretary!”

I blushed at the thought of wearing her clothes and felt another wave of excitement rush through me. But once again, she wasn’t wrong. After all, if it were up to me we’d both be naked right now. But instead, the opposite was happening and I wasn’t just letting it run its course… I was enjoying it.

She rubbed her right hand all over my chest, the latex caressing my skin as it moved across, all the while not once breaking eye contact. I’d never known her to be so assertive. Damn, that latex feels so good on my skin.

“Now,” she unzipped the zipper on her crotch, revealing her pussy and the base of a white dildo that was filling it, “Lesson one of being a secretary.” She slowly pulled out the rubber cock. Its shaft glistened with her own juices once the 8-inch member was fully released.

I could not believe what I was seeing. The thing was massive. Had she been holding that inside of her this whole time? She held the tip of the cock an inch away from my lips.

“Taste it,” she said with encouragement, “It still tastes like me, just… different.”

I gulped as I looked at the thick shaft before me. The head alone looked big enough to fill my entire mouth. But it was… tempting. Curiosity gripped at my desires and I found myself moving closer centimeter by centimeter until my lips touched the head, the tastes of rubber and her own warm juices mixing together. I looked up at her, unsure of what to do next.

She laughed, “You’re supposed to suck on it, silly. Here, let me help you.”

With her free hand she gripped the back of my head and pushed on the dildo, parting my lips as she did. The wet rubber filled my mouth before it was even three inches in. I can’t believe it, I’m sucking on a cock right now, I thought as we reached the four-inch mark. I could feel my own cock strain against its chastity cage as it attempted to grow hard, but failed.

“There sweetie, that’s it. You’re doing a great job!” She pushed it one more inch.

I choked and gagged on the thick shaft, my cheeks bulging as I felt it reach closer to the back of my throat.

“You’ve just taken your first five inches! How does it feel?”

“Mmmph, mph!” My words were unintelligible with the cock still lodged in my throat. She pulled the cock out of my mouth, a string of drool and pre-cum still attached to my lips. “That was… awesome!”

Her lips curled into a wide grin. “I knew you’d like it. Here, let’s train you some more.”

In an instant the cock was back in my mouth. My lips were stretched tight around the shaft as my tongue lubed it up with my own drool.

“You’re a natural, honey!” She continued to thrust the cock in and out, each time going another inch. “Are you sure you’ve never done this before? We’re almost at the base already!”

The thick cock reached the back of my throat. I choked and gagged on it again, drool coating the entire rubber surface and even my face. This was way harder than it looked in porn. How were women so good at this?

“Next lesson, the sensual approach.”

She slid the cock out of my mouth and rubbed it all over my face. It was bigger than my head.

“When the cock isn’t in your mouth you can pleasure it by rubbing your face and lips against the shaft.”

A mixture of drool and cum covered my entire face. My lips kissed the shaft as the length of its girth slid across them before being shoved back into my mouth. As I worked on the shaft I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and my eyes widened at the sight of my kneeling form, a cock lodged in my mouth, and my wet, sticky face glistening in the light.

“That’s a good slut.” She twisted the cock as she pushed it back down and began to make more thrusting motions.

“Mmph mph, mmmmph!” I let out enthusiastic muffled moans in response. By this point I did not care how I looked on my knees sucking this cock. All I knew was that it felt amazing. The sense of fullness in my mouth. Being told what to do. It was like all the worries of the world had just faded away and for the first time in a long time I was stress and worry free.

“Ready to try the full eight inches?” She asked, pausing the thrusting for a moment, but not taking the cock out of my mouth.

“Umph humph.” I nodded, taking in how the current seven inches felt. I knew I was close to my limit and my throat was already stretched tight around the head of the cock, but I wanted to go even further.

With a push she thrust the cock the full eight inches in. My eyes went to the back of my head as the rubber balls hit my chin and I could feel the head of the cock reach far down my throat.

“Just a little longer of holding this position,” she said, rubbing my neck with the back of her fingers right where the cock was bulging.

I squirmed a bit as the cock sat there, plugging my throat almost completely. Saliva leaked from my lips and fell to the floor in a decent sized puddle.

“And finished,” she said and pulled out the thick cock.

I gasped for air as long, thick strands of spit a cum fell all over myself and the ground.

“Hang on, we don’t want to make a mess.” Capturing the falling threads of the sticky solution Janet smeared not only her saliva-covered hand all over my face, but proceeded to take the glistening cock and rub it all over my face as well. “Keep your mouth open and tongue out.”

Despite feeling like a complete slutty mess I did as I was told and kept my mouth open. My eyes were now blinded by the sticky mixture. All I could feel was the cock and her hand massage my face. She would also occasionally shove two of her fingers inside of my mouth while she worked her magic.

“Good boy.” After what seemed like forever she finally stopped. “You took your first lesson really well.”

My heart was going a million beats per minute. All I could do was look at her, the confident look in her vibrant blue irises leaving me speechless.

“How was it for your first time?” She asked.

The words felt stuck in my throat as I swallowed. “It felt…” I began, attempting to form a coherent string of words, “Incredible.”

She let out a laugh, “That’s good honey,” she put the dildo on the table and grabbed the pink collar, “Want to take this further?”

Without a word I nodded. Fuck it… Not sure where this is going to end up but there was no stopping me now. “Yes.”

“Yes mistress,” she said as she fastened the leather collar around my neck.

“What?”

“That’s yes mistress to you.” She latched the end of the leash to the o-ring and stood up, looking at me as she waited for an answer.

“Oh, uh… right.” I looked back at her, knowing that what I was about to say would likely change the course of our dynamic, but I didn’t care. The change would be a welcome one. This is what I want. “Yes, mistress.” I said at long last.

Her grin that followed sent chills of pleasure and excitement down my spine. “Excellent!” She exclaimed, “Let’s get some details worked out!”

She gave the leash a tug and I crawled on all-fours behind her as she began to walk in a direction to which I did not know the destination, but understood the command.

Chapter VI: Meet Secretary Riley

“Are you done yet, sweetie?” Janet’s voice called out from the living room.

I stood there looking at myself in the bathroom mirror, a look of complete disbelief splashed across my face. There I was, dressed in my wife’s traditional secretary outfit. I wore a short skirt, a button-up women’s top, a tie, and a jacket. I tilted my head towards the door, but could not break eye contact with myself, “I… think so?” I replied in the high-pitched voice I’d been practicing, still amazed at the transformation I’d undergone.

Both my eyelashes and my eyes were accented with black eyeliner. I had a light pink, glossy lipstick on my lips and I was absolutely stunned by how simply adding a blond wig of heat-resistant, synthetic hair could change my look by this much.

Footsteps came from around the corner as Janet entered, “Oh my gosh,” she rushed over behind me and stared at my with wide beaming eyes, “You look great!” She squeezed my cheek, “See? I told you you could do this by yourself!”

I smiled, feeling cuter than I’d ever been so far. It had been a couple months since that fateful night when she locked me into chastity, the key to which she now wore around her own neck. It was a nice accessory to accent the dark red dress that matched her wavy, red curls.

“What day marks today?”

“Day sixty-five, mistress.”

She smirked, “You’ve done so well being locked up for that long.”

“Thank you.”

“Now,” she turned to me, “Are you ready for the real thing?”

I gulped, mentally preparing myself for what was going to happen today. Of course, I was ready. This is what those late-night sessions had been preparing me for. Only this time, it was going to be the real thing instead of something made of rubber.

“Nervous?” She asked, putting her hand on my shoulder.

“No,” I said, “Just excited.” I smiled, letting her know that I was all in on this adventure of a lifetime.

“Good. Everything will be fine and don’t forget your safe words.”

I nodded.

“Oh, right, you’re wearing your plug, aren’t you?”

I clenched around the silver bullet that plugged up my ass, the sense of fullness reminding me of the fact I had it shoved back there. “Yes ma’am. At this point I half-forget it’s back there most days.”

She laughed, “That means we probably need to replace it with a bigger one.” She gave me a slap on the ass, “Now, bend over and show me.”

Pulling down the pink panties she gave me I lifted my skirt and spread my ass cheeks, revealing the red-jeweled end of a silver plug.

“Good boy,” She said, putting a collar around my neck and attaching a leash to it. “We don’t want to keep our friends waiting,” she winked, “They’re expecting you.”

Chapter VII: Perfect Sissification

“Remember now sweetie, just like we practiced,” Janet said as she tugged on my leash.

I lunged forward across the floor on my knees, the ball gag that had been in my mouth just moments prior now hanging around my neck. I looked up at who I was face to face with and my heart started pounding.

Paul and Carl sat in a couple chairs, both dressed in leather pants and tight, latex tops. Paul, as usual, wore a grin across his face like he’d won the biggest lottery of his life. By contrast, Carl was calm, his arms resting on the sides of the throne he sat in and a cigar pinched between his fingers.

My senses became more acute with every second. The cement floor of the warehouse we were in felt cold to the touch. A faint smell of vanilla lingered in the room thanks to candles that were sitting about.

“Well?” She asked tapping her finger on her elbow.

I swallowed. “Thank you for…” my words trailed off as I noticed Paul’s smile grow even bigger. His eyes glinted at me with expectation. Of course, she just had to pick Paul for this, I thought, trying to hide my embarrassment with a smile and stood up, brushing off my skirt. “Thank you for having us tonight, sirs.” I curtsied before getting back on my knees.

“Damn Janet,” Carl said as he took a drag of his cigar, “You really trained him well, didn’t you?”

“Sure did!” She said, running her fingers through my hair. They felt so good.

Carl put out his cigar and reached out his hand for the leash. “Let’s see just how well he’s been trained.”

Janet handed him the leash and knelt down behind me. “Put your hands behind your back, sweetie. You won’t be needing those pesky things,” she said.

Following her orders, I put my hands behind my back and she grabbed my wrists and pinned them together. Damn, has she been working out? Her grip is stronger than before.

Carl pulled on the leash, bringing me between his legs. His scent was overpowering. The mixture of leather and his cologne created a powerful presence in the room. “You know Riley,” he said looking down at me as he unzipped his pants and pulled me even closer to his crotch, “I always had a feeling you were more of the feminine type. And now look at you. You look like a gorgeous dame out of some noir detective movie.”

My eyes widened as his bulge pushed through the open crotch zipper, his white underwear nearly touching my face.

“Ready honey?” Janet asked.

I just nodded in response, too focused on the bulge that captivated my attention. I knew what was going to happen tonight, but that didn’t keep me from getting excited. This wasn’t some spoiler to a movie, I was about to experience real cock!

She placed her free hand on the back of my head and pushed my face directly into his crotch. “Just lean into it… it’ll come naturally. It does with all us girls.”

In an instant, a musky, yet somehow pleasant smell infiltrated my nostrils as his cock began to grow. She began to grind my face upon the flaccid cock hidden behind the underwear. It was so… warm.

“Yes, that’s it, rub it until I’m hard.” Carl gripped my hair and assisted Janet in pushing my face up against his crotch.

“While we’re here to help you also need to be doing your part, honey,” Janet said as she kept her hand on the back of my head.

My cage-locked cock twitched. Carl’s shaft was already big from what I could tell despite it only being in a somewhat semi-hard state. But that only spurred me to take my own initiative. While Carl and Janet kept me pressed against his crotch, I caressed the growing bulge with my nose, lips, and cheeks. With every inch the cock grew the excitement in me also bloomed. I can’t believe I am doing this right now. This is so… hot.

“Looks like he’s been trained well alright!” Paul exclaimed. “I’m getting hard just watching!”

Carl laughed, “Paul, you’d get hard just watching paint dry. I need sluts like this one here to fulfill my needs.”

“Hey! I have standards too, you know!”

“Uh-huh, sure,” Carl replied.

My lips and nose were now pressed hard against what I could only imagine was a fully-erect cock. Granted, this being my first real cock I wasn’t sure how big it’d get and it felt like it still had the potential to grow. There was a slight damp area right at where the tip of his cock was hiding beneath the white fabric. It was warm to the touch on my nose.

“Okay, I think that’s good enough for now.”

He pushed my head back off his crotch.

“You’re doing great, hon,” Janet said as she combed through my hair with her free hand.

I blushed, her soft gentle touch a stark contrast to the man who just held my face to his crotch. His hands were course and rough. But I found that to be exciting in its own way.

Without unbuttoning his pants Carl reached through his zipper and pulled out the member I’d been stroking with my face. I found myself at a loss for words. It was enormous.

“Gee Carl,” I began, “Didn’t think you were into me like that!”

Carl smirked, “I seem to recall you enthusiastically rubbing my dick just now.” He waved his unveiled cock in front of me and gave a playful tug on the leash, causing me to almost hit it with my face. “You seem to forget I hold all the cards right now,” he added.

I shrugged, “That’s just what I want you to think.”

He laughed, “I do like it when they play hard to get.”

“Oh! Is it time for him to suck now?!” Paul interjected as he damn near skipped over and unzipped his pants. “Think he could assist me while he works on you, Carl?”

“Looks like you’ve been assisting yourself just fine,” I said, giving a clear glance at his already hardening cock. Also, your dick has no right being that big. “And that’s a thought I’ll keep to myself,” I muttered.

“What was that?” Paul asked. His cock was now out and dangled between his legs. I could swear it was as big as Carl’s.

“Oh nothing.”

“I don’t see why not,” Janet said in response to Paul’s question.

Carl nodded at Paul and Janet as he gripped my hair again, turning my attention back to his dick. “Your focus should be here, girl.” He brought my face closer to his already glistening cock. “It’s time, brat.”

“Remember baby,” Janet said as she brushed my hair back while keeping my wrists in her other hand, “Open wide and don’t forget to breathe.”

Her words sounded like they were under water as the sound of my heart drowned them out. The tip of Carl’s thick cock filled my vision and I opened my mouth as wide as I possibly could in anticipation. He guided my mouth to his cock until it entered through my lips and was filling my cheeks, the warm shaft coating my tongue with a pre-cum taste.

“That’s it now, up and down,” he said. With a gentle push he lead my mouth down his cock. The warm tip slid across my tongue as it made its way to the back of my throat.

Janet grabbed my left wrist and brought it up to Paul’s cock. “Wrap your fingers around it dear, that way I can use both hands to help guide your head.”

I let out a muffled moan in response as the warmth of Paul’s cock pressed against the palm of my hand and had already started to grow. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft that already felt wet as well.

“Oh God, yes!” He yelled out.

“The sissy hasn’t even started stroking you, you idiot,” Carl blurted out.

At the same time he barked at Paul, Carl bucked with his hips. His cock pushed to the back of my throat which caused me to gag on it. Wait a second… did he just call me a sissy?

As if by instinct I began to stroke Paul’s cock as my tongue worked Carl’s shaft, driven by a curiosity to see which one would get bigger.

“There! Now he is!” Paul put both of his hands on his hips as he paused for a moment, “Or should I say she is?”

“Well, you can’t exactly say that Riley’s a man in this state now, can you?” Carl asked as pulled my head upwards, but just enough to where my lips were still wrapped around his head.

“Hmm,” Paul pondered, “Fair enough.”

This entire scenario felt like a dream. Here I was, Carl’s dick in my mouth, Paul’s in my hand, and listening to them debate on what pronoun they should use. That said, even I didn’t feel like a man in this situation and based on how hard my own dick felt strained against my makeshift vagina chastity cage, I was liking it…

“And back down again,” Carl said.

I let his grip guide me down. It filled my mouth and gave me just enough room to breath. It somehow felt bigger than the rubber strap-ons I had practiced with, but I wasn’t sure if it was because it was the real thing that gave it a larger presence or if it was really that big. I choked a bit as it inched closer to the back of my throat. My own drool now covering the whole shaft.

“How is she?” Janet asked. Her hands held the sides of my head as she assisted in guiding me back down.

“Not bad.” He tightened his grip with my hair between his fingers and pushed a couple more inches inward on the next thrust and held my head in place with my nose almost touch the base of his shaft. “Look up at me, girl.”

It took all I had to even glance upwards as the cock nearly reached the back of my throat, my lips stretched tight around the now sweating shaft. This feels massive!

“Mmmm, very good. You’re almost better at deep-throating than most women I know! Your mouth feels nice and tight.”

I couldn’t even nod or reply with the warm, admittedly tasty dick in my mouth. Instead I released a small muffled sound in response.

“He’s also a pretty good stroker!” Paul exclaimed.

Pre-cum now leaked from his tip and covered my hand. He held both of his hands behind his back and out of the corner of my eye I could see his usual giant grin.

Without warning Carl pulled his cock out of my mouth, the sense of fullness replaced by a mixture of drool and cum. I gasped for breath as ropes of the warm, sticky substance dripped over my face as he smeared his cock across my nose and lips.

“What do you say?” He asked.

“Thank you sir,” I replied between panted breaths.

“Good, now turn around, I want to see your ass.”

I let go of Paul’s cock and turned around to face my wife. She smiled and motioned for Paul to come closer, making it so that his cock was only inches from my face. It was warm and wet with a coating of juices all over it.

“Your mouth should always have something in it,” she said. Grabbing Paul’s cock she brought it to my mouth. “Open up, sweetie.”

Without a thought to the contrary I parted my lips and just as it was with Carl, I now had Paul’s dick in my mouth. It had way more cum on it thanks to the hand job I gave him earlier. I bet he hardly ever gets any real action. I’d have smiled at the thought had my mouth not been occupied.

As Paul’s cock began thrusting inside my mouth and Janet assisted by holding its base, a brisk breeze whisked past my ass cheeks as Carl lifted up my skirt.

“Oh, I see you’re already nicely plugged and warmed up,” he said, sticking one of his fingers between my cheeks and rubbing around the jeweled plug.

It felt like a light tickle as he played his finger around the edges of the jewel before giving me a slap on my ass.

“Mmmph!” I let out a muffled moan around Paul’s shaft at the slap.

“I think she liked that, Carl!” Paul reached down and patted my cheek that bulged with his cock.

“Of course she did, Paul,” Carl said. Like a cork screw he twisted the butt plug which caused me to wince. “She wouldn’t be in this situation if she didn’t.”

“Now boys,” Janet added, her hand still wrapped around the base of Paul’s shaft, “Stop teasing our girl here,” she smirked as Paul’s cock went to the back of my throat.

“Alright, if you insist,” Carl replied before gripping the end of the plug.

I let out another unintelligible moan as he unplugged me and replaced the metal bulb with the tip of his own cock just at the edge of my hole.

“Let’s see how tight you are back here.”

He pushed in, stretching my hole around his tip and shaft. The feeling was much bigger than that of any butt plug or strap-on I’d ever experienced. My eyes widened as he pushed forward which in turn caused me to deep-throat Paul’s cock even harder.

“Oh god, yes!” Paul yelled out as he grabbed the back of my head. “Keep it up Carl, this is amazing. I think she’s finally getting it!”

They both proceeded to thrust in and out of my holes. Back and forth. Back and forth. Back and forth… I began to make gargling sounds in rhythm with each thrust they made as my eyes rolled upwards. At one point I thought I saw Janet say something, but I couldn’t hear anything over the shockwaves of pleasure that raced through my very existence.

I could feel myself begin to shake as they fucked my ass and mouth. My cock now strained hard against its cage and was even leaking a little bit.

“Nnnnnnng! I’m cumming!” Paul exclaimed.

He shot is warm load deep into my throat. The liquid felt warm as it went down. The taste was delicious and it just kept coming. Did this dude ever stop? We need to get him a partner or something.

As Paul continued shooting his seed into my mouth Carl pulled on my leash, pushing my ass against the base of his crotch. He let out a low grunt as his pulsating cock also loaded my ass with his cum.

The combination of both of them cumming inside of me caused me to climax as well, and though I felt the pleasure rock me to the core between them, my cage kept me from releasing all of it.

“Holy shit, that was amazing,” Paul said as he pulled his cock out of my mouth and smeared it all over my face.

“No kidding.” Carl slapped me on the ass again as he pulled on the leash. “I feel like I can still keep going.” He grabbed the butt plug he pulled out earlier. “I want you to hold it in for a while.” He easily plopped it back into place.

There was nothing I could say in response as I caught my breath, feeling nothing but warm, wet juices all over my body. My ass was completely full, the cum having nowhere to go.

Janet held my cheek with her hand, “You did great, honey!” Our lips touched and we kissed, the taste of Carl and Paul’s cum floating between our tongues. I just let the moment continue. I wanted how this felt to last forever.

“You did great!” Paul said. “Can’t wait to train you some more!”

At long last my lips parted from Janet’s own. “Thank you,” I replied, still processing what just happened. I put my hands on my knees in a kneeling position.

“You’re welcome,” Carl said, putting the ball gag back in my mouth.

“Mmph,” I playfully replied.

“Well boys,” Janet began, “Let’s get our girl here nice and situated before you have some fun with me!”

“Already have her covered,” Carl said. His arms reached around me and he began to wrap rope around my shoulders, between my armpits, and through my crotch in a criss-cross pattern across my body and finished by tying my arms behind my back in a Shibari-like fashion. He then tied my legs in a frog tie position so that they were kept apart, my chastity in full view.

Janet bent down and kissed me on my ball gag. “Now you get to watch me have some fun.” She winked.

“This should help keep you focused and occupied,” Paul said as he grabbed a wand-style vibrator and fastened it to my right leg so that the end pressed up against my chastity cage. With a click it was on and vibrating against the metal, causing me to let out a moan as it teased me with false promises of an orgasm.

I watched Carl and Paul both walk her over to the bed. Well, I guess that settles it, I thought. Paul’s not gay.

Chapter VIII: The Next Case

“I gotta say Rosie, you’ve really fit into your new role here at the precinct.” Paul said as he pushed his cock further into my mouth. His balls filled my view, aided by the fact my head hung upside-down just off the side of the bed. My arms were tied behind my back and my legs were both fastened above my head to opposite sides for easier access to my ass. “And you look great in that maid’s uniform.” His balls pressed against my eyes as he made his way to the back of my throat.

“You can say that again.” My boss Jack replied as he drilled into my asshole. Perhaps it was because he was more heavy-set in weight instead of muscle mass than the others, but Jack’s cock felt more like a thicker butt plug as he pushed himself deep inside of me. “You’ve done such a good job, Rosie. We’ll have to thank your wife.”

“Mmph.” A muffled response was all I could let out as a ‘thank you’ while they kept me sandwiched between their dicks. Rosie was my new name at the station. Well, this particular station that is: the ‘Comfort Station.’ They had decided to install me in a special-made co-ed bathroom at the precinct. The stall came complete with a bed, toilet, and plenty of other toys and devices. Above the stall read a sign in big bold letters that said: EMPLOYEE-USE ONLY.

Paul pulled his dick out of my mouth and let it rest across the length of my face, its juices coating my skin. “What was that?” He asked, patting my cheek.

“Thank you, master,” I replied with panted breath.

“Good slut.”

My lips barely caressed the hot shaft, its girth feeling heavy on my face. Paul’s scent flooded my nostrils with a heavy, yet soft aroma.

Jack began to thrust in and out of my ass, making sure to push all the way in. He gripped my ass cheeks and would slap them every once in a while.

“Speaking of his-I mean her wife,” Paul added as he grabbed his cock and shoved it back into my mouth, “What’s she up to?”

They both proceeded to fuck my mouth and ass. In and out. In and out. Both in, both out. They fucked me like well-oiled pistons and gave me little time to myself. All I could think of was how they tasted and stretched my holes with their warm, lubricated shafts.

“Well,” Jack said, “After she took on the position I offered her here at the station, she’s been on assignment.” He slapped my ass and drilled in harder than he ever had at that point. I gasped and throated Paul’s cock as a result.

Paul hummed a tune of pleasure. “Oh? Is that so?”

Without missing a beat they kept their rhythm as they fucked me. My face was a mess and pain and pleasure vibrated through me from my ass as Jack continued to pound.

“Yeah. This next case is going to require the whole team,” he said, slapping my ass again. “That means you too, Rosie. I’m glad you agreed to this and enjoy being our stall here, but I’m having you go undercover for this next one as it will require someone of your…” he trailed off as he pushed all the way in again, making me wince. “Unique skills.”

“Mmmph mmph,” I replied with a muffled voice and attempted a nod.

“Hang on a sec, let me shoot this load down your throat.” With a grunt a hot, sticky load gushed out onto my tongue and down my throat. He held it there for a moment as he emptied his seed into me.

“I think I’m good for now as well,” Jack said and came inside my ass.

The combination of both of their loads proved to be too much and I climaxed as well. My bindings kept me in place as I squirmed and a pitiful amount of cum escaped through the vagina-shaped chastity device, making me still desire more.

Paul was the first to pull out. I gasped for air and the hot, sticky ropes connected my lips together as small bubbles of cum formed. It took a few swallows before the sticky mess was cleared, but not before Paul took his cock and rubbed it all over my face again.

“There you go, nice and pretty!” Paul said.

“Thank you, master.” I replied.

Jack pulled out of my ass and they both zipped up their pants.

“Who was using her next?” Paul asked.

“I believe some of the women officers wanted a turn.” Jack replied.

“Fair enough.” Paul walked over to the nearby table and pondered for a moment before he grabbed a double-sided cock gag. He walked back over and held it to my face.

“Before you do that, Paul.” Jack began as he walked around so I could see him. “Rosie, I want you in my office later to discuss this case.”

“Yes, sir.” I nodded.

Jack chuckled. “But I see you want some more time in here so we’ll let you have some more fun.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said as he left the room. Paul shoved the rubber cock down my throat and strapped the gag around my face. An even larger rubber cock protruded out the other side.

“There you go. Your mouth should always be in training.” He winked.

“Mmmph!”

“Oh, one more thing.” He grabbed some black bondage tape. “As this won’t stick to your skin it should be fine.” My vision went completely dark as he wrapped it around my head and eyes several times before patting it down. “There, will probably be more fun that way!”

I didn’t need to see him to hear the grin that no doubt flashed across his face at that moment. The door to the room opened and closed. I listened as his footsteps faded down the hallway.

“Mmmph!” Yep, that cock gag was lodged down my throat alright. It felt so… good. Cum plastered my face and I could still feel Jack’s warm load seep out of my asshole. I playfully wiggled in my restraints. Yep… still tight.

As I sat there to myself in silence I reflected on Jack’s words. I wondered what he meant by undercover? And what was my wife doing right now? I know she’s doing fine no matter what. I would have to do something special for her. It’s because of her that I found what I wanted to do and she had been there every step of the way.

My brief moments of silence were interrupted by the sounds of women on the other side of the door. Welp, that didn’t last long. I smiled behind the cock gag at the thought of the kinds of fun I was going to have next.

——————— THE END —————————————
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