

“Remember that I like my coffee with two creams my sissy slave.”


I nod and start up the pot of coffee with a yawn. Ever since it was discovered that I was a sissy, Heather has been riding me hard. I have to wake up several hours before I even go to work just to do all the cooking and cleaning around the house. She even tells me that my hair and makeup have to be done up right before I start working around the house. 


Right now, I am standing in the kitchen getting breakfast with her. I can tell that Heather is flustered with feelings of frustration and anger still. I can’t say that I blame her. It is hard to tell a person how to react when their husband of several years tells them they want to dress up like a woman and prance around like a little girl in cute outfits.


Heather was still getting adjusted to our new way of life and took every opportunity to let me know that she had me by the balls. We discussed a divorce briefly, but it turns out that Heather actually is starting to get into her new role.


She enjoys having the run of the house, everything going through her and her sissy husband at her beck and call whenever she wants. Heather realized quickly that if we ever got a divorce that she would probably get everything. If this thing went to court, she could lie and talk about how her sissy husband was slinking around and fucking guys in the dark alleys that surrounded gay clubs. Any jury would believe her. The discrimination against trans, cross-dressers, and queens hadn’t gotten much better in the past couple of decades in America. 


Heather didn’t want to play the divorce card though. With my secret in her back pocket, she could set the terms, decide what I did with my free time, and how all of my money from the military was spent. I was just left with my fantasy’s and often played clean up crew when she slept with other men in our house.


Even now, I can hear her talking with her friend Amanda. They are discussing how nice it is to have a maid do all of the chores around the house. To be honest, I like the work. It makes me happy to feel useful as I take care of things.


“Amanda, this is weird as hell I know, but I have to be honest with you, I think it saved our marriage. Before I found out, I was doing so much damn work around here. I am sure you can relate with Steven. That guy doesn’t seem to have a clue around the kitchen.”


There was a pause in the conversation and then I could hear my wife laughing right before she said that Steven didn’t have to learn how to use a spatula because he dick was about as long as one. Memories of last weekend began to flood back into my mind. Steven using my wife. Filling her with hot seed.


My wife decided to try out a little swinging without me involved. Amanda and Steve came over with the sole purpose of having my wife sleep with Steve. I didn’t see everything go down. I was too busy having my ass slapped raw by Amanda while I sucked on her toes. I swear she left them a little funky because she knew that I was going to be down there and she wanted the deluxe cleaning. 


While I was sucking feet, I could still hear everything. The dull slapping sound of a palm hitting my wife right on the rear. The wet slurping sound of her tight pussy trying to hold onto his shaft as he rammed it in over and over again. The moans and the groans that I never heard when I was still allowed to screw her.


Heather kept talking with her friend Amanda as I brought over the coffee that she wanted. Heather gave me a little wink as she accepted the coffee with a grin. She covered the receiver for her phone and looked at me lovingly.


“Honey, I want to do something nice for you since you are going to be working really hard this weekend.”


I was confused by this comment. Once I was done with my work for the military during the week, I had time to myself to watch football and clean my gun collection. Since coming out, Heather no longer allowed me to do manly things around her, but I still had my free time to myself. 


Heather smiled sweetly at me and ran her fingers across my tight maid uniform. 


“It really is unfortunate that you decided to turn yourself into a sissy. Without all the work you are constantly doing around the house, I think you might have gotten into even better shape. Too bad I would never be caught with a guy that is more likely to fit in at a ballet class than a gun show.”


She was trying to mock me and let me know who was the boss around here now. That was fine. Ever since I came out as a sissy, Heather used it to her advantage in every way possible.


I felt her take me by the hand and push me into the kitchen. She motioned toward the kitchen table. My cock was getting hard, starting to stiffen and grow under the delicate fabric of my black maid outfit. What was going to happen? This anticipation was so hot.


“Go ahead and relax for a second. I am going to make you a coffee honey.”


This was unusual. Heather usually would be busting my balls right around this time. I wasn’t used to her being kind to me. The kitchen table was already cleaned and prepared for guests in case Heather had a craving for another thick cock. I already knew that she would be inviting over another guy or two soon. It had been a few days since she satiated her lust for cock.


“Do you mind if I give you an iced coffee? You probably would like to try something new right?”


I nodded. “That sounds good babe. I would love to try it.”


Heather set the glass down in front of me, pulling a set of ice cubes from the freezer and tossing in almost all of them. The ice cubes looked a little strange to me. They all seemed to have a strange milky appearance. I would probably need to take a quick look at the freezer and make sure it wasn’t broken when Heather wasn’t paying attention. We couldn’t go around with a broken ice maker.


Heather fluttered back to the kitchen counter and grabbed her pot of coffee. The smell was great and I was ready to try what she made for me.


“Is the coffee supposed to be hot like that?” I questioned as Heather brought over the steaming pot for me. 


Heather raised an eyebrow in surprise as she poured out the hot coffee into my mug.


“Oh baby. You are right. I am so clumsy. How could I be so silly.”


Even as she is saying this, Heather continues to dump out the hot coffee all over the ice cubes. She continues until the whole pot is in my glass and then pops the rest of the ice cubes from the tray into my red mug. A smile is stretched across her face and I am thinking this might not be normal iced coffee at all.


“Well, sorry I was so absent minded babe. Just drink up. I am sure that it will taste good. I added plenty of sugar into the mix for you. It is just the way you like it.”


The ice cubes started to melt and turn the black coffee a milky white color. I stirred at the mixture and watched as the black coffee slowly changed over to a mocha color. I tested the temperature with my tongue just a little before tasting it. The taste wasn’t bad, but it wasn’t what I was used to.


“Is this a new blend?” The taste on my tongue was new. I had it before, but I could not quite place it. My cock was getting harder for some reason. Why was I sprouting such a strong boner right now?


“That is a blend that you should be used to by now.”


I raised an eyebrow as I raised my mug and took a closer look at it.


“It almost has a salty taste to it but without any of the caramel. Is this supposed to be some sort of salted caramel drink?”


Heather giggled and nodded toward the mug.


“Drink a little more sissy and I will tell you the special ingredient.”


I was hesitant now, why was Heather so interested? Was this a trick of some sort? Still, the coffee did have a nice flavor to it. I drank down some more, the cool and funky taste dancing over my tongue. Refreshing!


Heather tipped back my mug even more so that the rapidly cooling liquid would go down my throat faster. She stroked my hair as she helped me drink the coffee that she made for me special. I already had a pretty good idea what this secret ingredient was. My wife was making me more of a bitch every day.


There was still half a mug left when I raised my hand in protest. How much was she trying to push down my throat?


“That is enough Heather. You poured that whole pot in there and it is getting cold now because of the ice cubes. I don’t want anymore. You need to warm it back up.”


She laughed like I just told her a joke. “You mean, you need to warm it back up sissy. Want to know the special ingredient that you are so enjoying right now? You are drinking up a little something I call Crème. You would probably call it jizz.”


With a smile, I push the liquid down into my throat and feel it start to fill up my stomach. My tummy was getting so full of sperm. Was this my own sperm? Probably not. It probably belonged to a big bull that liked to fuck my wife.


“I am drinking jizz right now?”


Those ice cubes are all made from frozen cum. Didn’t you notice they looked a little different. I think you like to drink fucking jizz. Before you found out what it was, you were enjoying yourself. Now, keep drinking, I didn’t say that you could stop sissy.”


“This is cold. I can’t drink cold coffee with jizz in it.”


My last lover and I took a lot of time to collect all that fucking jizz for you. He came on my face three times and then we scooped it all off with a spoon into this tray. The least you could do would be to drink the fucking semen down honey. I didn’t go through all that work just so you could tell me you feel squeamish about drinking cum now.”


I turned back to the red mug, floating with cold coffee and sperm now. Using my fingers to pinch my nose, I tried to drink more of the sperm coffee, the one that I knew now had about twelve shots of cream in it. As more of the ice cubes melted, the smell of sperm and the taste of jizz began to overwhelm me. I pulled away from the mug, unable to take it anymore. I liked a good shot of sperm on occasion, but this was so much!


Heather put her hands on her hips and looked genuinely hurt that I didn’t want to drink down the many loads from her former lover. I felt like this was in some way letting her down, but there was so much cum in my stomach now.


“If you don’t finish that mug, you are going to be sorry sissy boy.”


“You can’t make me drink it Heather.”


Heather snatched up the mug and grinned.


“Maybe not, but I can still make sure you get a face full of cum, one way or the other.”
Without any further arguing, Heather started dumping the cum coffee all over my black maid outfit, ruining the clothing and erasing all the time I spent on my makeup and ironing my outfit. Mascara started to run down my cheeks as the cum coffee dripped off my face and onto my hands. Everything was ruined.


I stood up slowly, walking toward the laundry to change as Heather cackled and held her sides in laughter. It made her happy to do things like this to me. Spill crap on the floor and make me clean it up with my hair. Scrub her toilet with just a toothbrush!


“You look like something the cat just dragged in. Well, more like you are the pussy that dragged itself in. You should really see yourself right now with all that jizz and stuff all over you. I think I am getting used to the fact I can do anything I want with you and you can’t do a thing about it.”


I looked over at Heather from the laundry as I stripped off my ruined maid outfit. She snapped a few shots with her camera phone and told me to strike a pose. I ignored her and looked on at the row of hangers to my right for something new to put on.


A freshly pressed pink maid outfit was already hanging there, a sexy number that shimmered even under the bad lighting of the laundry room. Pink pantyhose and sleek pink pumps with a generous heel were also part of the combo.


“You planned all of this didn’t you Heather?”


The questions wasn’t really asked for an answer but she was too happy to reply.


“I planned it all for days. The pink outfit, the cum coffee, everything! It is so nice to turn you into a cum guzzling sissy whore. The best part about all of it though? You are going to be making me some money today.”


“What are you talking about? I asked as I continued to peel off the wet and sopping outfit. Was she going to pimp me out now on the corner and have me pull tricks for her?


“You remember Amanda and Steven right? Well, I don’t know how you would forget Steven. He kind of fucked me right here in our living room.”


“I remember both of them,” I said as I stripped out of my wet panties and began to pull up a silky, pink pair. The new panties felt so good against my dick and balls. I loved the way the silky feel just palmed my cock with such softness. Heather stroked my shoulder as I pulled them snug.


“This is your reward. I know you like your cute little outfits and I have made up a really tough schedule for you already.”


The pretty outfit brought a smile to my face. Heather didn’t fully understand what I was and what I desired, but somewhere in there, she still cared for me in some way, even if it was to wave the carrot in front of my face to keep me going.


A simple glance behind me let me know that the pink pumps were working just like they should, accentuating my muscles and making me look better than before. I could really get used to having these sissy and girly outfits ready for me.


Heather waited until I was done putting on my new outfit and then pulled me out of the laundry room, eager to show me the other things that she already had in mind. My sexy woman had really thought of everything already.


“Let me do your nails real quick honey. This is so fun. It reminds me of when I was a little girl and got to play dress up with my dolls. I regret I have to play dollies with my husband, but I have to make the best of the situation.”


Heather took my hands and began to paint my nails, taking her time as she put on several coats before she glossed them up to make them shine. It brought a smile to my face to look so pretty for her.


“Now, don’t chip your nails today while you are cleaning, I want them looking nice for at least a few days.”


“The house is already done though. I cleaned it up from top to bottom. It would be tough just to find even a speck of dust in here now.”


“I know babe. I am renting you out now. You looked so pretty if your little maid outfit, Amanda and her husband requested your services. You are going to be cleaning for them today. Once they pay you, bring the money back here. This cute little outfit wasn’t free so all of the money will come back to me. Think of me as the pimp now, and you are my whore.”


What she was saying made sense so I went along with it, but still, I wasn’t completely sold on this idea of having my wife rent me out to be a maid for all of her friends. I already put in long hours with the army, so this was just one more thing that was getting heaped upon my plate. 


“Go wait in the car babe. I will put together a lunch for you. Amanda made it clear that you are going to be there awhile and she doesn’t want you eating their food.”


“Am I going to be eating cum this time?”


Heather just giggled. “Listen, you were the one that wanted to dress like a girl. If you dress like a girl, you are going to do things that girls do and that includes drinking a little sperm every once in awhile.”


Before I could protest, Heather shooed me out of the kitchen and ordered me to sit in the car. I was nervous as hell. The car was in the garage so I didn’t have to worry about the neighbors seeing me wait in the passenger side, but, what if they caught a glimpse while Heather was taking me to my cleaning job?
  

I waited on Heather for a full thirty minutes, my nerves getting the better of me as things became clear in my mind. If this became a regular thing, there would be more and more times that I could be caught dressed like this. Just when I felt like I was going to back out, Heather appeared and gave me a look that pinned me to my seat.


“Don’t you dare get cold feet on me now girlie. Do not make me look bad in front of Amanda and Steven. You are going to clean up their home to the point that it looks spotless. If you don’t comply, expect my whole library of pictures to appear on every social media platform that exists.”


The threat keeps me submissive, always quick to do what she says. I pull on my seatbelt and get ready for whatever humiliation that Amanda and Steven have planned for me. Would they take things too far? I had limits that even my own wife didn’t know about. Would I be sucking off Steven in his own home? Would Amanda blackmail me into eating out her ass or something else that would be totally taboo? There was no telling what was about to happen.


For the whole ride over, I was nervous, constantly looking around, trying to see if anybody in the cars around us seemed to notice a man that was dressed in all pink with a cute little wig on. My face was totally burning red right now with embarrassment that would just not go away no matter what.


Heather was enjoying watching the discomfort on my face. “Just relax hun. Nobody is going to spot you from work. If you think it will help, how about you change out that wig you have on. Amanda requested that you show up in blonde pigtails. She has a little surprise planned for you.”


“Kind of like all the cum in my coffee this morning?”


“Well, not exactly. I am just sad I can’t do that to you again baby. You should have seen the look on your face when I told you that I spike your coffee and it wasn’t whiskey. That reminds me, I am going to pick up some whiskey after I drop you off.”


Heather briefly rubbed her palms together. “I have a lot of plans for you sissy boy, so don’t let my friend wear you out. I want you nice and fresh. Keep those pink nails looking good as well. If you break a nail, I am going to take it out on your ass.”


I knew she would make good on the threat as I looked down at the pretty, pink nails that she helped me paint. Before I knew it, the car screeched to a halt and Heather was ordering me out of the car.


“Go ahead and get your cute little butt inside before somebody sees you running around the neighborhood looking so ridiculous.”


I practically ran as fast as my little feet would move in my pink pumps. My heels clattered up the driveway as I moved my ass up to their front door. Heather honked at me and waved, drawing attention from a neighbor next door that was doing her flower beds in front. I turned away from the neighbor and rang the bell, hoping that Amanda would let me in quickly. No answer. I hit the bell again, looking around nervously at the quiet little block that I landed on. Heather roared off, leaving me stranded out on the sidewalk. 


Once again, I rang the bell. I couldn’t even hear anybody moving around inside. I hit the bell five times in quick succession, trying to get anybody to come to the door. Nervously, I pulled on my blonde pigtails. Stroking them seemed to calm me a little bit just as the door swung open and I saw Amanda greet me with her own pair of pigtails.


Before I knew what was happening, Amanda grabbed me by my pigtails and dragged me into the house, forcing me down on my knees even before the front door was fully closed.


The hard, green marble of their foyer hurt my knees and I assumed the position that Amanda wanted for me. 


“There we go. We have to set the tone right off the bat honey.”


Amanda kicked off her blue sandals and extended her right foot toward my mouth.


“You know what I want before I let you clean my house you filth pig. Start with the big toe.”


I accommodated her, licking her big toe and running my tongue up and down the underside of her foot. Amanda seemed pleased by this and fluttered her lashes at me. Wow she looked hot. I mean, I was all about my wife, but right now, I really wanted this other woman.
  

“If you do a good job with that sissy, I have a little surprise in store for you.”


I rained down kisses on her big toe, slathering her whole foot in my saliva, giving her a complete and total cleaning with just my mouth and tongue. Amanda was getting off on it. The power. The control. I didn’t know if she had a foot fetish, but her hand was already slipping down to her pussy, barely covered by a pair of blue jean shorts that were too tight to hide much. 


She extended her foot forward and began to issue even more commands. I was very obedient and ready to obey. Anything she wanted. Her wish was now my command since my wife was whoring me out.


“Massage the bottom of my foot while you suck on my big toe. Just pretend it is my husbands cock you sissy boy.”


I did as instructed, going down on her big toe like a porn star sucking on a massive cock. I ran my tongue all around the width of her toe, lavishing her with my dirty mouth. Deeper and deeper I took her big toe down, until it was firmly planted in my mouth and I was firmly stroking all over it with my quivering tongue.


Amanda looked like she was going to cum right then and there. She could barely keep her hands away from the damp spot that was quickly growing and blossoming outward from her tempting pussy. A part of me wanted to fuck her so hard, but I knew by picking the sissy path, I could never have her. 


The sucking feeling all over her toe began to overwhelm her with lust and she had to fight to hold back, shoving all five toes deep in my mouth now. I continued with the same rhythm and intensity, stroking her calf as I treated her like a servant would treat a master.


Something changed in her eyes, the look of total lust passing for just a moment. With no regard for the huge tent that was forming under my skirt, she grabbed me by both pigtails and pulled me up to my feet. Damn. That really hurt. This woman had some power to her if I was being honest.


“Take off that stupid outfit and neatly fold everything into a pile. I don’t want to fuck up your outfit with what I have planned. Heather would have my head if I stained it permanently.”


Once I complied, she slipped behind me and I heard a dull clicking sound. I was now completely naked in the home of a stranger with my hands restrained behind me.


“I don’t like a fucking freak in my home just running around. Any guy that fucking runs around in dresses all day is not capable of anything. You will be cuffed for now until I know you won’t do anything fucked up.”


Her voice was cold and assertive now as she tells me to crawl over the hard marble floor into her living room. Amanda takes a seat on her black, leather couch and gives me a smile. My little willy is getting so stiff when she is taking control. It is so hot getting controlled by two women at the same time.


“I like to relax while I get my toes sucked. Pop all five little piggies back in there and keep moving your tongue around like you did before. Don’t stop that shit or you will be sorry.”


I resume the motions and once again her foot is tucked deep into my mouth, but this time, I have my hands cuffed and my naked ass is sticking straight up in the air. Amanda is getting into it as her foot reaches deeper and deeper in my mouth, crowding me, making me feel like I can’t get enough air. I start to breathe hard and she mocks me.


“Listen bootlicker, you keep that filthy mouth closed around my foot. If I wanted a sloppy footjob, I would tell you. One speck of spit on my white rug, and I will have your ass before I tell Steven that it is open season on queer boy.”


I nod to let her know I understand. It is difficult to breathe, but a beating from Steven with my hands cuffed would be much worse. She starts to fuck my mouth with her foot, gaining a steady rhythm and jamming half the sole of her foot in my mouth until my lips are strained and stretched. 


“What the fuck is this!?”


I start to pull away from her foot but she grabs me by both pigtails and jams her foot even deeper into my mouth. My tongue is pressed down hard by the sole of her foot and the taste is pretty gross. Why was this chick so focused on me swallowing her whole damn foot? The taste was yucky.


“I didn’t say to stop licking little sissy boy.”


Her voice changes as she addresses her husband Steven.


“Can I have a little fun with him before he cleans out my pussy? You never suck on my feet. How often do I get the opportunity to do this?”


Steven grunts in what I assume is his way of giving her the green light to push her foot as far into my throat as she wants. I can hear him start to walk into the kitchen when he stops suddenly. Oh no. What did I do wrong now? Would he suddenly go off on me for sucking on the feet of his wife?


“This fucker has a huge fucking erection babe. He is getting turned on by this shit. Are you kidding me!”


Amanda stops fucking my mouth for a moment and I get a brief break, just enough time to swallow down big gulps of air. Steven stalks towards me and I swear he is going to punch me square in the jaw. This was not part of the deal!


“You like that you weirdo? I am going to set you right fuck boy. Stay right there and I am going to show you how a man does it.”


Steven pushes his wife down to the floor to join me. “Get on your knees Amanda. I need to show this fucking weirdo that I am the only guy around here that is going to be fucking you.”


He forces me to watch as he rips out his huge cock and plops it right into Amanda’s mouth. I imagine her lips wrapped around my cock as I watch him start to screw her mouth, gripping both of her blonde pigtails tight. They notice my cock growing and Steven laughs as he continues to bang his cock into his wife’s mouth.


“You like this shit don’t you freak? How about you get a better look. Don’t want you to miss the big finish here.”


Steven stopped banging his wife in the mouth just long enough to direct me into position. 


“Listen up you little fairy. I want you flat on your fucking back and looking up at the ceiling fan. I had enough of just screwing her mouth. Babe, straddle this fags face.”


My boner popped up and increased in size a few more notches as Steven’s hot piece of ass got on all fours and I could see the tasty pussy just a few inches away from my mouth. Since we were in a 69 position, she gave my cock a few kisses on the head, getting me excited but never giving me anything more than that.


“Put it in me big boy.”


The pretty, pink pussy above me shimmied back and forth, hypnotizing me, making me wish that I could have something that warm and nice wrapped around my sissy cock. This was what I deserved though.


There was no turning away with a nice pair of thighs on either side of my head. All of my focus was on the tiny pink hole that was hovering just out of the reach of my tongue. I was forced to watch as Steven’s big dick started to insert itself between those tiny pink lips, spreading them apart, starting to gain traction in her soft enclosure.


She moaned out in pleasure, shivering as he continued to slide up into her body. She must have been slicked up and ready because Steven was able gain access very easily, moving up deeper and deeper and pushing a few drops of nectar out of her pussy and onto my face. My tongue flicked out and snatched up the sweet liquid into my mouth. It was delicious on my taste buds as Steven began to churn away, pushing more liquid onto my face.


“Hold still babe, I am coming!” Steven was shaking above me as he emptied his heavy balls into his woman. She took it all, moaning the whole time. As soon as his cock stopped twitching, Steven ripped his dick free, wiping a dab of cum on my forehead before bringing his wife’s ass down and burying my face in his creampie.


I felt suffocated by his jizz as it leaked right from his wife into my mouth. It was still just as hot as ever as it started to creep down my throat and enter my stomach. Just as I started to enjoy having such a beautiful pussy covering my face, it was taken away again, Steven commanding his wife to get off of me.


“Get your ass out of my living room and get to cleaning. I want you cleaning the piss off my toilet bowl while I watch football.”


I did as I was instructed, scurrying upstairs with cum still staining my chin and teeth. Steven laughed as he watched how fast I was to obey his commands. I would make sure his bathroom was the cleanest it ever was. First though, I would need to jerk off. This was the hottest thing that had ever happened to me since I entered into this sissy lifestyle. Maybe I could jerk it in the closet and they would not find me. What if they did discover me though?


TO BE CONTINUED.


Ready for more amazing sissy cuckold action? The trials and tribulations for our cuckold have just been getting started. He is going to have to endure more humiliation and eat a whole lot more creampies before she is done with him finally. If you are looking for interracial cuckold action, check out this other story from Victoria Midnight. 

https://www.amazon.com/Cuckold-Jamaica-Interracial-Black-Bull-ebook/dp/B0834J986R/ref=sr_1_9?keywords=black+bull&qid=1578061597&sr=8-9
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