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Chapter One

My curiosity got the better of me this time. My wife’s friend Lynn dropped off two heavy black plastic lawn bags of her old clothing at our house to be given to a mutual friend of theirs who was going through a rough period and needed clothing, among other things. Several years ago, I wouldn’t have given this a second thought, but lately, the prospect of looking through the bag became more and more appealing.

My wife, Carol and I have been married fifteen years now, and are both in our early forties. We decided a while ago not to have any children because of the state of the world, the environment; things like climate change, world events, etc., Also, truth be told, we like our freedom, and the money that enables us to do what we like - without spending it on kids.

For the last several years or so, our sex life has been practically non-existent. First Lynn lost interest, and decided that seducing me was not something she felt like doing. I did everything I could; being attentive to her needs, complimenting her, helping her pick out clothing that I liked, weekly dates, you name it I tried it.

Facts being what they are, Carol is a gorgeous, very sexy woman. She’s blonde, 5’8” tall, has blue eyes, nice “D” cups, cute, tight ass, and a great figure. I’m not a bad looking guy either. Not a movie star, but I get looks and flirts from women at my job, so I know the problem isn’t me.

My best friend from work, Phil, thought that maybe she had a boyfriend on the side. However, I discounted that theory because Carol never stayed out late, didn’t go on any trips alone, or mention any changes at work. So, I gave up trying. If things don’t improve soon, I may just have to end it all and go off on my own. That’s another reason I’m glad children aren’t involved.

I’ve got friends who are divorced, and having kids turns things into a real mess. So, how have I been entertaining myself? I have a very active imagination, and I like, shall we say, various erotic websites.

I love it when a woman dominates a man in the boudoir, and makes him a “sex prisoner,” and uses toys and contraptions to give both of them ultimate enjoyment.

A favorite thing of mine is watching a man who crossdresses getting humiliated by a woman like that. It does not mean that I would enjoy it for real. I hope that makes sense. Watching and doing; just a “little bit,” is different than having it happen for real.

The great, often dynamite sex and seductions we had enjoyed before we got married, and shortly after, just went dead. So I indulged myself in a harmless fantasy world I just described that kind of turned me on.

So, I was supposed to drop off the clothes at my wife’s friend’s house, and leave it in their garage which would be open when I went over there this weekend.

Today was Wednesday, and Carol was working late at her medical assistant’s job, and I happened to be off. I’m a police officer by the way, and for the next month I’m working the midnight to eight shift.

After I woke up at about three o’clock in the afternoon, I went online and saw a great video of an older woman and her boyfriend, where she played his wicked stepmother, and forced him to dress as a cute girl, and have sex with friends who came over; both male and female! I had a humongous boner and I thought that now would be the right time to go picking through the bags in the trunk of my car.

I took the bags out, brought them into the house, and dove in. I felt like I was in a crossdresser’s dreamland! There were satin panties, nylon hosiery, bras, blouses, and even an assortment of different color wigs.

I was dizzy with excitement, and I thought I would take out enough from the bags to make a complete outfit for myself, and hide it in the toolshed. I really didn’t think that she would be sophisticated enough to take an inventory of the stuff, and notice anything was missing.

I took several items into the bedroom and laid them out, deciding what I would put on. The only thing missing was the makeup, which I could get from a discreet place online that catered to crossdressers. When the mail came, my wife would be working and wouldn’t be any the wiser.

I struck paydirt! My heart started beating faster as I picked out a leather underbust that laced up the front, black satin panties, a green blouse, and a leather skirt. For the wig, I chose to be a flaming redhead. I quickly got undressed and my cock was pulsating with joy.

When I slid the panties up my legs, the feeling was electric. I loved the satin fabric against my skin and the way it felt wrapped around my cock. Next were the pantyhose - black, sheer nylon with straps attached.

They hooked up to a girdle which was lace, and went over the panties. Next was the blouse, and it was perfect. The satiny material was the same as the panties, and fit me perfectly (for a cop I have a short build, but I’m strong.)

Last, but not least was the wig. Redhead was the perfect choice. I have a rather large cock, and I could see it bulging out from the skirt. I would have to do something about that. One of the online sites I visited mentioned something called a gaff that I would have to wear under the panties to hold my monster hose in place.

I felt a bit of precum on the panties leaking out, but I didn’t think it was anything that would get me caught. I couldn’t stop myself from looking in the mirror. After about thirty minutes of rubbing myself a little more, I took everything off and put it in a separate bag to take out to my toolshed and hide away.

But before I did, I undressed and put one of my porn channels on. It was a crossdresser forced by his girlfriend to suck another guy off. She stood behind him with a whip to make sure he did exactly what he was told. It didn’t take me long to come using the panties. I was very careful not to get anything on the panties, and shot a huge wad of thick, creamy cum which flew over my head in one big ball, landing on the headboard of the bed!

I couldn’t remember when I was ever so turned on like that since I hit puberty.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

I got home that night about one-thirty AM, and Carol was asleep; or so I thought.

“Hi Doug, how was your shift?” Carol said in a sleepy voice. “I was gonna wait up for you, but I was just so beat from the day. The office was very busy - every kid in the state was sick today.” (She worked in a pediatrician’s office).

“It was very quiet; an attempted gas station robbery, a home burglary. Not too exciting which is how I like it,” I said with my back turned to her, taking off my clothes, except for my boxers which I wore to sleep every night.

“It’ll be nice next month when you work normal hours, like eight to four (in the afternoon),” Carol said.

“Oh, and why is that? We don’t do very much together anymore. I have plenty of stretches of time when we’re together, and sometimes we have the same days off,” I said.

“Yeah, I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that Doug. I’m sorry, it’s just been so crazy in that office lately. I have the job of breaking in a new girl to work the desk, and Dr. Milton is very intolerant of stupidity.”

“Ok, but that still doesn’t explain away the fact that you don’t want to have anything to do with me sexually, and haven’t for a long time now.”

“Please Doug, can we not have this discussion now?” Carol said and went back to sleep.

I lie in bed thinking about when would be a good time to discuss our pitiful excuse for a marriage?

❤️❤️❤️

Carol and Lynn were sitting in Lynn’s living room the next evening at eight-thirty. Doug was in the middle of his shift, and Carol went straight over to Lynn’s house where they both had finished Thai takeout.

Carol had just moved to the couch in the living room, and Lynn, who was cleaning up in the kitchen said: “Save a spot for me, honey, I’ll be right over.”

They sat next to each other, and Lynn asked: “What would you like to do tonight?”

Carol had a mischievous smile cross her lips, and extended a hand over to Lynn and started playing with the ends of her long auburn hair, twirling it between her fingers. This always got Lynn in the mood. “Humm, good question. I think we need to plan something. New developments have come to light.”

“New developments?” Lynn asked, very curious, leaning into Carol, and kissing her softly on the lips. “Yes, and I think you’ll like this one,” Carol said, giggling.

Lynn touched the tip of Carol’s nose with her index finger and said, “Ummm . . . I love it when you’re mysterious.”

“Before he went to work this afternoon, Doug left his laptop open. He always uses the same password; he’s not very clever that way, so I went into it, and turned it on. You’ll never guess what I found,” Carol said with an air of triumph, and an evil smirk on her face.

“What was it,” Lynn asked, shifting her weight on the couch, curious.

“Apparently, my husband likes to look at certain porn sites.”

“Oooh,” Lynn said. “This is interesting, tell me more.”

“He was looking at one video where an older woman was with a younger man, and she ‘forced him’ to dress like a sissy, playing the role of a domineering stepmother! She had the guy dress up in girly dresses, wig, even makeup. It was some sort of age/role play thing.”

“Nice!” Lynn said. “This is getting good, tell me more.”

“Okay. Another one was a guy whose wife would only have sex with him if he dressed like a woman, and he allowed her to put a plastic ‘chastity cage’ on his cock, get him painfully aroused, and as a reward later, she would let him fuck her.”

“That’s kinky as hell, Carol.”

“Apparently that’s what he’s into. You know our sex life is abysmal,” Carol laughed, and hugged and kissed Lynn. “But mostly,” she said as she cupped Lynn’s face in her hands, “it’s because I’m in love with you. The thought of a man touching me disgusts me.”

“But it wasn’t always that way in your marriage, was it?” Lynn asked.

“No, before I met you, it was mediocre at best. I put an act on for Doug after a while, but then I realized I was attracted to beautiful women such as yourself, honey. In fact, I was thinking of telling Doug about us and leaving him.”

“Really? You think you’re ready for that?” Lynn asked, surprised.

“Yes, I’m tired of playing games. I think he suspects something is up.”

Lynn thought for a minute, looking at Carol. “Don’t be too hasty honey. Maybe we can have fun with this. Maybe we could give Doug what he wants. You know, in college I was in a sorority, and some guys were really into the whole age-play, sissy thing. We really had a blast, and then we ‘sort of’ blackmailed the guys into doing whatever we wanted, threatening to expose them if they didn’t want to go along.”

Carol said, “I never knew you could be so evil. You know I like that! Plus, I don’t think it will be so hard with Doug. Apparently he’s turned on by crossdressing men!”

“Yes, never let a good opportunity go to waste, my mother always told me,” Lynn said.

“Did your mamma know you liked women?” Carol laughed.

“Well, it took her some time, but when I turned thirty, and wasn’t married yet, and never discussed any guys, I think she got the message. You, are a late bloomer!” Lynn said, and they both laughed.

“Okay, I’ll go along. We have to plan this out, how we’ll go about doing it,” Carol said.

“Yes, but in the meantime, we have to play a little,” Lynn said getting even closer to Carol. She stroked her long nails lightly on Carol’s neck, and on the top of her breasts showing over her bra. It sent chills running through Carol’s body, and she felt the dewy dampness between her legs that only Lynn knew how to make appear.

Their kissing became harder, with Carol sliding her tongue into Lynn’s mouth, intertwining it with her own. Carol and Lynn were now topless, and Lynn enjoyed playing with Carol’s breasts; sucking on her nipples, licking around them, squeezing them between two fingers.

It was pointless to even consider stopping now. Carol had to be home just after midnight less Doug become suspicious. But after tonight’s discussion it didn’t really matter anymore; they had a plan. Carol slid her hand under Lynn’s skirt, and she helped her along by opening the snaps. She found Lynn to be dripping wet, her panties like a wet sponge.

Lynn gasped as Carol found her clit, and slid her middle finger around and around it making a circle. Lynn spread her legs apart to give Carol full access to her entire pussy; now putting her finger just inside it making her moan. It was just a tease, but Lynn could not be satisfied.

Carol quicky shimmied out of her skirt, and both were naked, in a tight, wet embrace. Lynn was now lying on the couch, with Carol crouched between her legs, using her tongue now to explore what her fingers had just discovered. Lynn’s head rocked back and squirted all over Carol’s face.

Carol continued the delightful torture, licking the whole length of Lynn’s clit, past her pussy to the space between her that and her ass. It drove her crazy, and she quivered and moaned more.

Lynn sat up and started biting gently on Carol’s neck, making her even wetter. Her tongue went lower and found Carol’s nipples, lingering there, and making a circle with her tongue tip. They stopped for a moment, staring into each other’s eyes and Lynn said softly to Carol, “I love you.”

“Yeah, I fucking love you too, you horny bitch!”

They embraced and kissed even harder, squeezing, pressing their breasts together in a quivering mass. Now it was Lynn who went to eating out Carol; her full mouth kissing and licking her pussy from top to bottom.

Carol’s clit was like a hard knob, and Lynn took her face off her, and played with Carol’s clit, stroking it, and rubbing her slick fingers around it and even putting her index finger in Carol’s ass which made her gasp.

Carol pressed Lynn’s face deep into her lap, not giving her an option but to lick and suck on her until she finally squirted a thick, jelly of orgasm right into Lynn’s mouth.

Both of them now rubbed their pussies together, going back and forth in a scissor-dance of slippery ecstasy. Lynn was on top of Carol. It was quiet and both of them lie there, having come multiple times. It was more than lovemaking; it was a feverish pitching of two bodies together as one.

Lynn had a supply of various sized dildos which they both enjoyed using from time to time, and they knew that soon they would somehow find a way to get Doug involved in their bottomless sexual games and fun.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

I woke up at eleven o’clock in the morning, giving me time to “play” with my new clothing. Before I turned the bags over to Carol’s friend, I was able to go through them one more time and find a few more items which I liked and added to my collection in the tool shed. I didn’t have to be at work until four o’clock, so I had some time to play. It was starting out as a beautiful day.

Where is all of this dressing up taking me, I wonder? Maybe there’s even a chance I could meet some others with the same desires as me, but then what? Whoa boy, slow down, easy does it. One thing at a time. . . Doug thought to himself.

I found some really beautiful items the first time I took things from the bag. I loved the black, underbust corset with bra top which took care of the slight paunch I had around my mid-section; leather skirt with the pleats down the sides, and best of all; a frilly, white long-sleeve blouse to wear underneath it.

The high heels would have to wait; I still need training for those. My makeup kit came from the online store yesterday, and today was the perfect time to put everything on.

I studied the contents of the makeup case in front of the bathroom vanity mirror. All the YOUTUBE videos really came in handy. It took me a while, but I think I came out looking pretty decent. Ideally, if I were to shave my body I would have looked a lot better, but I have to go with what I have. Taking a shower with my body hair all shaved off would cause me unending embarrassment and probably ruin my career.

So I put on deep blue eye shadow, eyebrow pencil, lip liner, and cherry red lip gloss. Next was the eyeliner and the mascara. My eyelashes were thick enough and now, I think I really did look passable as a woman.

I chose a longhaired brunette wig with a slight part at the top left. A bit of rouge on my face and I was all set!

With all this stuff on me, especially the satin panties rubbing against my cock, it was an incredible feeling; even better than the first time because the embarrassment I felt then had gone away.

Even though the clothing was now mine, I didn’t want to soil any of it and eliminate it’s original texture. So what I decided to do instead later was get undressed, except for the wig and jerk-off. Yes, that’s what I would do.

I was standing in front of the large bedroom mirror to admire myself one last time. Just as I was ready to start undressing, I heard the front door opening up! Holy shit! What am I gonna do!? There wasn’t any time at all to undress and pack everything away before Carol came looking for me.

Maybe if I ran the shower, I could undress myself and take the makeup off in the bathroom before Carol saw me!

But Carol was quick to run upstairs; too quick for me to make any serious attempt at undressing. I turned around and froze when I saw Carol standing in the doorway to the bedroom.

“DOUG! What the fuck!??? Is that you?” she asked, incredulous at the sight of me; her husband, a tough, macho cop, dressed like a whorish-looking strumpet. Immediately she recognized the clothes as being those she and Lynn had gathered together and packed away for her friend. The particular items I was wearing Carol never wore in front of me; I wondered who she wore them with.

Before I could respond, she whipped out her iPhone and took several pictures of me with a look of shock on my face and my mouth opened wide. “Smile pretty, Dougie,” she said, with a triumphant smirk going across her face.

“Carol, I didn’t expect you home so soon.” I knew I was busted and totally at her mercy. The room started to spin, and I was feeling sick, my stomach turning over.

“We had a light schedule today, so I thought I would come home early and go out to the mall.” Then she started laughing.

“You look really good Doug,” she said, getting closer and inspecting me further. “I knew you enjoyed this stuff, so I thought maybe, just maybe . . .” she paused for effect, staring at the deer she caught in her headlights. “You would try something like this!”

‘How did you know?” I said, my jaw dropping.

“Well, when it comes to the Internet, and technical things, you aren’t too smart. You left your laptop out, and I went through your Google search history.” There was complete silence between them. Doug then asked the next obvious question.

“What are you going to do with those pictures?”

“You mean after I send them to Lynn and maybe a few friends?”

“Yes,” I said. I was never this scared since before I joined the police force.

“Well, let’s see. Oh! I could send them to Captain Farley, your precinct commander, and a few of your buddies, like your partner, Marty, and a couple of the lady cops you introduced me to.”

“You wouldn’t dare do that,” I said; although I knew when Carol she threatened to do something, she meant it.

“Why would I let an opportunity like this go to waste? You see, I’ve been meaning to tell you Doug. For a while now, say a few years; Lynn and I have had a sexual relationship. We were looking for ways to spice things up a bit, and given that our marriage is lacking excitement, Lynn and I thought that your Internet fantasies could become realized. This gives us the perfect opportunity to make you our ‘little pet,’ and do our bidding. Actually, I think that secretly, you might enjoy a little, what would we call it; a bit of ‘sissifying,’” and she was laughing hysterically. Doug standing there feeling like a teenage boy caught jerking off by his mother.

I immediately knew then that the clothing I found and never saw Carol wearing was for her girlfriend Lynn. Just the thought it filled me with sense of betrayal. But I had really nothing to say in my defense.

Being caught in the act by Carol, and the news of her affair with Lynn was too much to handle - along with the fact that my wife was a lesbian. I couldn’t wrap my head around that.

“I tell you what, Doug. Look at the bright side of things.” It was hard for me to see anything ‘bright’ about this situation. “You might even enjoy it, and it could re-introduce a ‘spark’ to our marriage. It’s either this or I leave you and send the rather embarrassing photos to your coworkers!”

Now, I see how trapped I really am. Completely busted and sentenced to hard time.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

“I can’t believe it Carol!” Lynn was laughing. “You really trapped him good!”
 

“I know,” Carol said. “You do realize all the fun we can have now.”

“I have lots of toys we can use on him,” Lynn said.

“Oh, you mean like that cock-cage thingy?”

“Yes. That plus more,” and an evil grin spread across Lynn’s face.

The following week was the end of Doug’s four to midnight shift. Now for the next month he would have eight o’clock to four PM. Carol and Lynn were planning their night with Doug for Friday.

❤️❤️❤️

All that week, I knew I was beaten and completely at Carol’s mercy. Watching videos and getting turned on was one thing, but doing it for real was something else entirely.

Friday finally rolled around and at eight PM, our doorbell rang, and standing in the doorway was a very, very slutty version of Lynn. Of course Carol had seen it before, but for me, it was a new thing entirely. Lynn had brown eyes, and she wore a long, platinum wig, high dominatrix boots with a cuff at mid-thigh level, a leather underbust that showed off the tattoos on her arms. One was of two doves, their beaks touching, a large letter lambda underneath. On her left arm, was the face of a beautiful woman blowing a kiss, with the name Carol, written in script below it. Upon closer inspection, I saw that the tattooed face looked exactly like Carol.

Carol was similarly dressed, and also heavily made up. She instructed me to wear the frilly blouse from that fateful afternoon, plus all the other items I had stashed away in my tool shed. Lynn looked down at my pumps and said, “Carol dear, we have to teach this sissy the proper way to wear high heels.”

“Oh, and one very important thing,” Lynn said, addressing a very depressed version of me. “You will address each of us as Mistress Carol and Mistress Lynn, got it?”

I sighed. “Yes, I got it.”

“Good,” Lynn said. “Let’s have a little champagne to celebrate our new and exciting adventure!” Now Carol was laughing and looking at me with ridicule; half doubting that I would go through with it.

Of course, if I refused, I would have to leave the police department and the house to her . . . and get another job, and Carol would have Lynn move in with her, after what would probably be an uncontested divorce.

So they had their champagne, and Carol and Lynn both lit up all white, Virginia Slim 120 Menthols. I must admit that I was very turned on by this and I had a huge boner to prove it. Both Carol and Lynn saw it and started laughing.

“Carol, I never knew you smoked!” I said. “Well, there are lots of things you don’t know about me. But tell me truthfully, it turns you on a lot, doesn’t it?” she said, taking a cheek-hollowing drag, and pointing to my boner tenting up from the leather skirt I was wearing.

“Well slave, doesn’t it?” Carol said, mocking me.

“I suppose it does.”

“Damn straight,” Lynn said. “Now, what are we waiting for? Let’s go to the bedroom.” Lynn had been there many times before and the first thing she did was reach into Carol’s night table and pull out a large tube of K-Y Jelly. She turned to me and said: “You didn’t think we were actually beasts, now did you Doug?”

“No, I didn’t.” Lynn looked at him angrily.

“NO, MISTRESS LYNN!” she said, reinforcing the rules of dominance they told him downstairs.

“Sorry,” Doug said sheepishly. “No, Mistress Lynn.”

“That’s better Doug.”

“I think we’re ready dear, don’t you?” Carol said to her lover, Lynn.

“Most definitely, sweetheart,” she said, nodding to Carol.

Turning to me, Carol said: “Ok honey, now you’re about to get all the sex you’ve been missing - although it might not be exactly what you thought it would be like.” The two girls laughed.

❤️❤️❤️

My wife stood like a lesbian Mistress version of Wonder Woman with her hands on her hips and - yes - oh my God - handcuffs? But these were not one of mine, these had a bit of a longer chain than the real cop ones, and the stainless steel cuffs that went around the wrists were covered in pink fur. Lynn stood alongside her, with an evil smirk across her face.

“Now Doug, I want you to remove your skirt, and your panties, “ Carol ordered. I answered her.

“Yes Carol.”

“What  did you say? Did you hear that Lynn?”

“I sure did honey,” Lynn answered.

“That’s not the right answer Doug!” Carol said with glee.

“Yes, Mistress Carol!” I replied.

“Too late, I’m afraid, Carol said, directed at no one in particular. She then pulled out from the bureau in our bedroom a rather large wooden paddle which was shaped like an otter’s tail. “You’re going to have to be punished for that mistake. Now bend over!”

I bent over, my skirt and panties around my ankles, my hairy legs exposed. In a swift move - whoosh -I felt the paddle connect with my ass. I felt a sharp sting go right through me, and I yelped. “Owww! Fuck Carol, that hurt.”

Another swat with the paddle. “I’m sorry  - Mistress Carol - that hurt!

“Get used to it slave. Oh my, my. Lynn dear, we forgot the ‘device.’”

“Yes it appears we did. Just a second,” Lynn said, and reached into a nylon gym bag she brought with her. She pulled out a pink silicone cock-sized ‘cage’ with a small brass padlock attached to it that I’d seen pictures of before online in some of those videos I now regretted ever watching; or at least not clearing from my search history, which got me into this trouble in the first place.

I was semi-hard, and as Lynn attached it to me, I felt a small amount of pain. The look on my face made both of them laugh.

Lynn stood back admiring her work, and said to Carol: “I think he needs his legs shaved too!”

“Well, that can be for the next time we get together,” Carol said.

I stood still holding my hands over my now caged cock.

“What’s the matter Dougie, are you shy?” Carol asked rhetorically. “Now hold your hands above your head and walk to the doorway.”

I suppose in the fifteen years she was married to a police officer she learned how to bark out orders to a criminal. She then got a silver, stainless steel chain held it in front of me, pointing to two screws in the top of the doorframe.

How come I never noticed those hooks before - in my own bedroom doorway?

Carol ran the chain underneath the chain connecting the handcuffs and hooked each end to the screws in the doorway. She hooked me up, so I was facing into the bedroom.

Carol looked me over. “Nice,” now I think we’re ready!’”

I was now a participant in a crazy, erotic world that until now I was just an innocent spectator in - a spectator to a sight that I never thought I would see in a million years. It was strange, yet arousing at the same time. Carol and Lynn each lit up a Virginia Slims 120s, and turned to me and blew their exhales out into my face.

My face betrayed what was happening lower down as my cock stretched against the silicone prison it was in. Both of them giggled like evil school girls. It hurt like fuck!

Now they began kissing each other, standing no more than two feet in front of me. My heart started beating fast, and although the cock cage was painful there was some excitement and pleasure to it at the same time.

I listened to them moan and their kisses grew deeper (How come I never got kissed like that?) and long. Carol started playing with Lynn’s tits sticking her fingers underneath he underbust.

Every so often, they would stop kissing, and take drags and exhale into my face. Both of them feverishly removed their tops, panting and desperate. I was an imprisoned spectator to all this; feeling a bit of pre cum dripping into my cock cage.

My wife was now sucking on Lynn’s tits, biting, licking, and teasing them. At the same time the fingers of her right hand were working their way through the top of Lynn’s leather dress.

Holy shit! She wasn’t wearing panties and I could see a small stream of her sopping pussy’s juice dripping down the inside of her legs.

The way her arm over moved away from Lynn’s body and went up and down told me that Carol was deep inside her. She undid Lynn’s belt and let her skirt fall to her ankles, as Lynn pushed Carol’s head right into her pussy, dropping Carol to her knees.

It was as if I wasn’t there, but I was being tormented in a painful, yet delicious way. I wanted to fuck both women, but the cock cage pressing against my boner fucked with both my mind and body.

I was swaying from side to side, restrained and hanging from the doorway by my arms; my legs slightly bent.

Lynn moaned and squirted glistening juices against Carol’s face, as Carol drank it all in and licked her pussy from top to bottom.

Lynn lay down with her back on the bed; obviously spent, while Carol moved over to where I was suspended and gave me a smoky-breath kiss deeply on the lips; sending her tongue deep into my mouth.

I can’t even remember the last time Carol kissed me like that. It only increased the pressure my bulging cock was putting on the hard silicone cage; the needle way over in the red zone. Pain and pleasure together; how odd.

I know for sure now that Carol was very turned on by seeing me dressed as a woman, while watching her devour her girlfriend.

I tasted all of Lynn’s pussy from that deep, long, kiss. It was my first time, but definitely a welcome addition to my list of likes.

Carol unhooked me from the top and got on the bed next to Lynn, on both knees, her ass facing me.

“Lynn, please uncuff and unlock Dougie here; I think he’s about ready to burst!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

It was a good thing she did because I was getting severe cramps in my shoulders. Now I watched Carol assume the “doggie” position, and lighting up a Virgina Slim; giving one to Lynn also.

God I was so turned on. As soon as Lynn took off that cock cage, my cock sprang out like an angry monster seeking revenge.

I was on my knees behind Carol and Lynn said to me: “Doug, you’ve really been a good sissy slave tonight, so you’re in for a treat.” I looked up at Lynn expectantly, answering correctly to avoid a paddling or worse.

“Thank you, Mistress Lynn,” I said.

“First, I’m going to suck your cock like it’s never been done before. Wouldn’t you like that Dougie?” I couldn’t believe my ears. Maybe being a sissy slave wasn’t so bad.

So I turned away from my wife on all fours, and faced Lynn. “That’s good Dougie. You can lie back now on the bed,” Lynn said. I was as hard as a flag pole, and as soon as my head hit the pillow, Lynn had her lips encircling my cock. Ah, freedom! What a great feeling after having my cock locked away in “bondage” for so long, to finally be able to spring free and meet such beautiful and moist lips from (I had trouble getting used to even saying it) my wife’s girlfriend.

She went slow at first, flirting with the slit-tip of my cock with her tongue tip, and then licking around the head. At the same time, my wife Carol, whose pussy was wet from getting her girlfriend off, straddled me with her sopping pussy on my face, facing forward. I was licking my wife at the same time I was getting incredible head from Lynn.

Carol moved her torso up and down, meeting the movements of my tongue. I felt her hard knob of a clit with the tip of my tongue and made wet circles around it, which caused Carol to lose all of her pent-up arousal; squirting on my face - her body stiffening and jerking her head backwards.

Lynn’s lips felt like smooth velvet against my cock, now taking all of me from base to tip; using her tongue like a lubed finger stroking and tickling me. She teased me; increasing her speed and then slowing down.

At the same time, I was very turned on by my tongue-play with Carol, licking from her clit to the folds of her pussy, which I could see were red and enlarged. Using my tongue, I licked around the opening of her pussy, which made her push into my face harder. I was now inside her pussy, which just came a couple of minutes ago, but she wasn’t satisfied and kept at my play longer.

I couldn’t take what Lynn was doing to me any longer and I hissed against Carol’s snatch and shot a tremendous, thick, creamy load of cum into Lynn’s mouth; which was tightly closed around my cock, taking all of me. I was still hard, and she kept sucking, my cock being drawn deeper into her mouth.

Carol, breathing hard got off me, dazed and pleasured. Abruptly, Lynn pulled off me, some strands of my cum leaking down from her chin. Now she moved closer to my head and forced me to lick her clean, which I happily did. Carol got off the bed and lit up a 120 cigarette from the night stand. She stood next to the bed, pussy still glistening and leaking juices. She was still wearing her thigh-high Dom boots and one hand balled up into a fist, pressing her hip, and her other hand holding her cigarette effeminately between two fingers of her right hand. This made me fully hard almost immediately.

Lynn shocked me saying: “Okay slave, get up on both knees and face away from me; it’s playtime.” Carol and Lynn both laughed at the same inside joke.

I was on my hands and knees, facing the headboard of our bed, and I could see Carol off to the side holding a strap-on dildo which she passed to Lynn. Lynn hooked the belt on and turned it around, so the fake, and medium sized detachable silicone cock was pointing straight at my ass.

I was scared as hell, not wanting to go through with this, but what choice did I have? None! There was only door number one to walk through.

“Now be a good boy and stay still,” I heard Lynn say. She too, along with Carol who was watching from the sidelines, had a lit Virginia Slims dangling out of the corner of her mouth. She wanted to make sure I stayed hard. They understood my fetish perhaps better than I!

I felt a cold, slick application of generous amounts of lube jelly being applied to my ass and my butthole. I heard Carol say: “From now on, my dear husband, your ass is now to be called your boy pussy or “bussy,” now got it??”

I replied in the way I was ordered to: “Yes, Mistress Carol.”

“Oooh! Very good,” she said. See, you’re learning. But then, I felt a hard smack with the wooden paddle across my ass. “But that doesn’t mean I can’t discipline you every now and then to keep you in line, dearest!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

My ass was smarting, but still it was an erotic mixture of pain and pleasure. Something new for me to consider.

I now felt the beginnings of penetration from the silicone dildo against my “bussy.” Lynn twirled it around the opening for a few seconds before penetrating me with it, just the smallest amount. I hissed through clenched teeth. Again it was that strange mixture of pain and pleasure.

When I turned my head to the side, Carol was sitting on the love seat across from the bed, her legs spread, and placing her finger in and out of her pussy, and stroking it around her clit. She looked at me with her tongue moving around her lips. I was so turned on, I reached around to my back, and put some of the lube on my fingertips and started stroking my own cock, my fist closed around it.

The combo of me being dressed, and made up made the whole experience incredibly enjoyable. I couldn’t let the women know that. This was supposed to be blackmail and punishment. I was now afraid that if they thought I enjoyed it they would stop altogether.

Lynn’s dildo was creeping inside ever so slowly. I felt a full sensation, like, you know . . . but I kept stroking my cock. Now Lynn was fully inside me, and I felt a strange tingle coursing through my body.

She went faster and faster on me; the back of the dildo had a tip that entered her pussy at the same time as her thrusts. She flipped a Bluetooth switch on her belt and the dildo started vibrating. I was jolted by it, and I gasped and shot another huge wad of cum into my fist, closed around my cock, giving me the most intense orgasm of my life.

As best I could, I tried to stifle my moans of pleasure, lest they get suspicious that I would dare enjoy their rough play with me. Lynn kept going a bit longer until she cried out from her own orgasm, her body stiffening and squirting down the front of her belt onto her thighs.

Carol’s rubbing reached a crescendo, and she let out a scream and a lake of her juices being so turned on from watching Lynn and me going at it.

Three Months Later

From that one night on, I was the new sex slave of my wife and her lesbian lover. I think secretly Carol knew I was enjoying my “new self” tremendously, but she didn’t say a word to me, because I think, were she to do so, it would spoil the illusion for her and Lynn.

But little did the girls know how much I enjoyed crossdressing. In the police department they promoted me to detective, and my beat was the sex crimes unit. They approached me and asked if I would mind dressing up as a woman to go undercover and bust prostitution and sex trafficking gangs. Of course, I appeared reluctant at first, but I eventually “came around” to the idea, and I assumed the alter ego of “Debbie,” a trans woman hooker. I loved it when the police department makeup and disguise department turned me into the sluttiest version of myself I could ever hope to become.

Carol was completely in the dark about it - all except the promotion to detective and lieutenant, which came with a nice raise in pay. Every day, I left the house in civilian clothes and just went to work, Carol being none the wiser.

However, my newfound sexual activities continued with Lynn and Carol, and it even saved our marriage, and of course, greatly improved our sex lives. Now I have to admit that I wasn’t a saint, and after work, I frequented trans bars and even picked up other trans-women, and let them take me back to their homes or a hotel even; once for an entire weekend.

I just told Carol I was on an undercover assignment which was partly true; I was under covers - of the cotton kind! So I went from sexually frustrated husband to sexually gratified trans-female “sex slave” of my wife. Everything from that first night on was pure pleasure [image: Winking face with solid fill with solid fill]
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