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Chapter One

____________________________________

______________

Politics


Frankly, my husband bores the crap out of me. He’s a US Congressman, Matthew Palmieri, and since I’m married to the transparent and phony bastard, I have no choice but to attend his speeches and fundraising events. For the right price, he’d sell his own grandmother, and if confronted, he’ll smile his pearly whites at you and lie about it straight up to your face.

The Press loves him, and apparently, the voters too since he was elected by a very wide margin his first time around. We live in a beautiful suburban home, have two kids - twins actually, a boy and girl of thirteen years old. My husband likes to talk about morality, religion, and family values; all of which he knows very little about - typical politician.

To my kids, he’s a “show father,” there physically, but that’s it. He never attends their soccer games, or my son’s Little League baseball games.

As far as our married sex life goes, it’s detached, missionary style, “let’s get this over with sex,” and infrequent. It wasn’t always that way. When we first got married it was full of “adventure and passion,” with some “kinks thrown in.”

Anyway, I’ve got a lot of free time, which means I sleep around. Please don’t judge me either. We’ve been to several marriage counselors, and they all say the same thing. It’s HIM that’s lost the interest and the zest for an active sex life with me, not the other way around.

I’ll go out to a club with my single and married girlfriends, and some guy will come along who’s really hot and looking for a quick hook-up; nothing more. Sometimes, I rarely give them my real first name which is Lynn, by the way; and I would never give them my last name, which could find its way into the media quickly. What can I say? I love turning my dull, boor of a husband into a cuckold.

I first heard that name while watching the Ryan O’Neal movie “Barry Lyndon,” where he wasn’t too secretive about his affair with a very wealthy, attractive soon to be widow. The old man had sounded his death knell in a wheezing fit in which he accused the very sexy young Ryan of cuckolding him. Hell, I could watch that movie again and again.

I’m thirty-four, and was married at twenty-one. My husband and I were college sweethearts, and maybe our life situation is because we married so young. Nowadays people get married in their early to mid-thirties, after they’ve had time to play the field and see what’s out there. But that’s water under the bridge.

Some of my friends say, “Lynn why don’t you divorce the guy?” It’s not so simple. For one thing, Matthew would never allow it. It would be too damaging to his political career, plus it could cause damage to my kids, and they come first. My husband is also a powerful man, and I’m sure that in any settlement, I would end up being on the losing side of the argument, and I like my lifestyle.

******

Just for the hell of it, one day I hired a private detective. The reason was that I couldn’t believe that a man of his age, with all the free time he spent out of the house could go so long without any exciting sexual activity. He surely wasn’t getting any at home. Also, perhaps if I had video evidence of cheating, if he decided to divorce me, I would have something to fight back with.

So, I hired an ex-cop named Peter DuPont. He came highly recommended from a friend who suspected her husband of cheating - and he caught the guy red -handed. Of course I paid him in cash, I’m sharp enough to know that with these types of things, you don’t leave a paper trail.

After about three months and ten thousand dollars, I got a call from Peter, and he asked if we could meet at a diner the next town over. I agreed, and on a Tuesday afternoon (I work at a bank, the loans desk), I met him on my lunch break. I told them I had a doctor’s appointment and might be a little late coming back.

I found the gumshoe sitting a table in the back of the diner, drinking coffee. “Hello Lynn. I didn’t know what to order you, so I just got coffee.”

“That’s okay Peter, I’ll get a Caesar Salad.”

“All right, I’m buying.”

He signaled for the waitress to come over and he ordered a burger platter along with my salad.

“So, since you called me, I assume you found something?”

“Yes I did,” he said, “and I have some photos I thought you should see.”

“Good, that’s why I’m paying you, right?”

“Of course.” He opened a manilla envelope and pulled out several pictures. The first two were taken with a telephoto lens. One was of my husband entering the hotel with a tall redhead, who looked like a model or a call-girl. The next picture showed them leaving, and him planting a kiss on her mouth when she got into her car.

But the third photo, the third photo was the money shot. I don’t know how the hell he did it, but it was taken from inside the room, and it showed them both in the nude, doing the nasty from two different angles. In one, she was giving him a blowjob which shocked me because he never wanted one from me. The next one showed them fucking - that’s all I’ll say.

As it turned out, Peter worked with a team, obviously having someone plant the cameras in the room. How he did it so fast I’ll never know, and these detectives thrive on the element of surprise, both for their clients and the mark.

Shocked would be an understatement. I expected Peter to find nothing, but to have such evidence, catching Matthew dead to rights was astounding. I smiled to myself, knowing that there were people who would pay a lot of money for photos like this. This was, after all, an election year, and Matthew was running for re-election. I was sitting on a bombshell!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_____________________________________

_______________

Matthew: His Secret Obsession


He had spent the week campaigning hard and on Monday morning he had decided to sleep-in a little while before heading out to his campaign headquarters before meeting with a bunch of potential donors in his downtown office. He got up at nine o’clock which was late for him. He was usually up by six, out the door at seven, the gym at seven-twenty, and his office at nine.

Lynn had left the house her usual time at eight-thirty, and wouldn’t be home until five. That gave Matthew some free time with no one else home. He was planning to work late (or at least that’s what he told Lynn), but he was planning a little sexual adventure with the redhead from the photo collection.

Matthew made himself a simple breakfast; some granola and coffee, and then went back to the bedroom to get dressed. As soon as he walked into the master bedroom he shared with Lynn, he caught sight of a pair of his wife’s panties that she had worn yesterday to work. She came home late after a night out with friends. He rarely objected to this behavior since he did similar things with women. He fantasized about who his wife was with that night, and picked up her panties out of curiosity and sniffed them.

They were dry and soft and smelled like Lynn. An idea flashed across his mind. How would it feel if I tried these on?? So he slipped out of his boxers, took his robe off, and slowly slipped the blue, boxer-style panties on. He loved the cool, satin feel of the material sliding its way up his legs.

He paused just below his cock, and immediately got an erection - a big, hard erection. Now, he slipped them over his cock, and saw in the bedroom mirror his cock tenting up through them. He stuck his hand down the front of the elastic band and moved the material over the head of his cock. The feeling was delightful. Why haven’t I done this before? he thought. Now he rubbed the underside of his shaft over the satin material, and a bit of pre-cum appeared, showing up as a dark stain on his wife’s underwear.

But what the hell? He thought. Why stop here? His curiosity got the better of him, so Matthew opened Lynn’s underwear draw of her dresser and carefully rummaged around, being careful not to disturb things too much so that she would notice things were out of order. He found a bra; a 34 DD. His wife was nicely endowed with a great figure to match, but still, Matthew found it exciting to “stray,” which he did often.

Now he slipped the bra on, and it was tight, pulling in the fat of his chest, and giving him the appearance of having cleavage. Next, he saw Lynn’s make up laying on her counter and took the eyeshadow, lipstick, and mascara brush out. He would have to be very careful to remove all traces of it before he went downtown. This much he knew!

So he indulged in some “forbidden pleasure.” He applied each item carefully. The lipstick was a deep red, the eyeshadow was a bright, deep, blue, and the mascara was thick and black. He never watched videos, and was very proud of himself for getting it right on the first shot. His hair was medium length and brown, and when he looked at himself in the mirror, he was hooked.

He found a guilty pleasure that he really enjoyed. He sat down on the mirror and bit his bottom lip and said, “Hiya congressman, my name is Michelle. Wanna fuck my brains out tonight?? I’ll be waiting on the bed, ready for you to come over and do what you want to me. Would you like that, you sexy, dirty man??”

So now, Matthew was very turned on looking at his creation in the mirror, and slipped his wife’s panties off, and used them to rub against his cock while he lied spread on the bed. He tasted the lipstick, running his tongue around it, while continuing to rub. When he was just about to come, he quickly threw the panties on the side, gripped his cock with his fist, and shot a wad of his jizz. It came out like a cannon ball, flew over his belly, and landed on top of his wife’s bra on his chest! OH SHIT!!!! he thought. What am I going to do now????

He cleaned himself up, and threw the bra in the washing machine along with several items of his clothes. He had to finish washing and drying the bra out before his wife came home or he was dead!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_____________________________________

______________

Lynn


Today I’m feeling exceptionally horny. Hearing about the prick and his sexual exploits fills me with the need for revenge. What’s good for the goose is good for the gander. It may sound a bit selfish on my part, because after all, I am anything but a devoted and faithful wife. The marriage as I said earlier is just for show, just to avoid upsetting my children, and not to ruin the shithead’s political career. Knowing him he’s probably planning a “Marilyn Monroe” tunnel for the White House one day.

But now that I know the “cuckolded husband” is making me into a “cuck queen,” I’m just going to enjoy every delicious minute of another man’s cock as I can. My main flavor as of late is Morgan Collins, my boss, and the branch manager of this bank. In just three short months of working here, I moved up from teller to having a prized seat at the loans and mortgage desk.

Of course the others wonder how I got here so quickly. Now, I’m no dummy, but I passed over many other individuals much more qualified than me and with more time at the branch. They probably figure that Collins wants to curry favor with the wife of a very popular nationally recognized politician. But soon they realized that his intense “closed sessions” with me were more than that - much more. I always quite proudly did “the walk of shame” coming out of his office; disheveled hair, makeup running, - love it. So why should I give a shit about what the others thought?

This afternoon, like many before, I found myself summoned into Mr. Collin’s office to go over reports from the week before and a couple of “hardship cases.” A bank will do anything it can to avoid a foreclosure and all the legal headaches and waste of time and valuable resources as much as it can.

Today I was dressed provocatively as usual. I had on a bright yellow one-piece dress with a very short skirt, my ample cleavage showing, courtesy of the plunging neckline, and four-inch strap on heels, My hair is a very attractive rich blonde, a natural color. I have blue eyes, love to wear thick, black mascara, and deep blue eyeshadow. I wear my hair very long, done up on top, with strands that fall well below my chest, some falling into my cleavage.

As soon as I came into the oak paneled office, I strutted over to Mr. Collin’s desk, horny as fuck, my eyes misted over with desire, and curiously carrying no paperwork! That must’ve sent a helluva’ message to any busybodies who took an interest in my affairs! Morgan stood a strapping six feet three inches tall, had a chest like a football running back, and arm muscles like a wrestler. He had short black hair, a square shaped face that looked like it was chiseled from rock.

******

Every time I stand in front of that man at his desk, my pussy starts throbbing and I can’t even think straight. I’m soaking wet, and he hasn’t even touched me. He knows what he does to me and enjoys every minute. This morning I came in, and he basically ignored me. He plays these little fucking games with me - turning me on and then dropping me like a hot potato. But not this afternoon. I wasn’t going to let that happen to me - no sir!

“Mr. Collins, you wanted to see me?” This was part of our little “roleplay game.” It starts out business-like, all innocent, and usually ends with me panting on that plush rug of his in front of his desk. What can I say? I love all eight inches of that big cock!

“Yes Lynn. I’d like to see the Morgenstern report. The quicker we wrap this thing up, the better.”

“But Morgan, I thought that was finished on Tuesday, right?” He just squinted at me. Oh fuck! Here we go. I walked slowly over to his side of the desk, and he moved his swivel chair around to face me, and I sat on his lap, my left arm around his massive shoulders. His quads were like rocks, and that eight-incher I mentioned was as hard as Mt. Rushmore.

I looked into his eyes and slowly unzipped the pants of his Hugo Boss suit, biting my bottom lip which drives him crazy. He was wearing boxers which I quickly pulled over the side, and grabbed that humongous, delicious cock. It sprung out like some wild animal. I got down from his lap off the swivel chair, and faced him, putting my cherry-glossed lips on the tip. He moaned Oh Christ! Here we go!

I was in total control. That’s how I like it with my men. I messed around with his tip first, then I had the whole head of that monster in my mouth. Just the tip alone was the size of a giant strawberry. I moved my tongue in a circle, and tasted a bit of salty pre cum. He wanted it just as badly as me, if not more.

Now that I slathered up the head, I slowly got up to half the shaft in my mouth, but the head was all the way in the back of my throat. I began going up and down on him. He solved the problem of “half the shaft” by grunting and pushing down my carefully quaffed head onto his lap. I had great gag reflexes (from years of slut-hood), and soon had all of him inside me.

He was moaning and we got into a regular rhythm of it. I went faster and faster, my lips maintaining a tight seal like a gasket on his cock. I was just getting started when he started cursing, and kept a tight pressure on my head, and shot his load. It completely filled my mouth with white, hot, sticky, creamy cum. There was so much that the excess dribbled out the sides of my mouth.

My fist was closed around his cock, but my fingers couldn’t even wrap themselves around the whole thing, it was just too wide.

“That’s it bitch! Suck me dry!” he ordered. I licked and sucked until every gooey drop was gone. He released my head, and I looked up at him and kissed him full on the mouth. He was a real gentleman, cleaning my face with his tongue. The man was in love with the taste of his own jizz.

I stood up in front of him and he grabbed me around my waist. “I’m not done with you yet Lynn,” he said, just the same as I felt for him. I loved it when he was rough with me. A couple of times we’d gone to a motel, but the passion was nothing like now - doing it in his office. There’s something about being sneaky that makes me super horny.

I knew what I had to do without even being told. I shimmied out of my thong, dropping it down around my ankles. I stood there, dripping, a dark, wet stain forming on the outside of my dress. While grinning, Morgan walked over to the couch and grabbed a pillow, and placed it on his desk; shoving the contents of the desk onto the floor with a swipe of his strong arm.

I hiked my skirt up above my knees and bent over the desk, my head resting on the pillow. I spread my legs apart. He stared at the glistening wetness of my desire, and became hard again. I helped it along a bit by reaching behind me and grabbing for it, stroking it and digging my nails into the flesh. Pain merging with pleasure in some erotic dance of ecstasy for both of us.

This attraction between us was so much more than just animal magnetism - I dare say it was love, love born of pure lust. “Fuck me NOW!!” I heard myself crying out, not really caring who outside the office may have heard us. As I gripped his hard cock, placing it over the entrance to my pussy, I could feel it pulsing, like all the blood in his body went there.

He entered me easily. I had enough practice with large dildos as soon as I started seeing Morgan. Now there was a difference in the relationship between us. For my part it was more like vengeance against my husband who ignored me, yet who would fuck anything with a pussy that wasn’t his wife. For Morgan, I was exotic, something mysterious. I forgot to mention that he’s married and in the process of getting a divorce.

Morgan slid easily inside me all the way; all eight inches of that beautiful, slick monster. He thrusted hard, and I heard the slurping, sucking sounds made when his cock entered and left me; almost a popping every time the seal was broken.

“Do you like this bitch?” he asked breathlessly, “when I ram you like a Mack Truck”

“Oh God YESSSS, YESSSS, Morgan, please don’t stop!”

Through his clenched teeth he answered me. “I . . . won’t stop until I’m finished with you, Lynn.” Then smacked my butt cheeks hard -which was always a turn-on for me.

He had just come recently from my blow job, and it was taking him a while to build up his supply of jizz for another go at me. I loved being fucked. I loved it when he licked my pussy clean after that.

All of a sudden, I felt a hot jet of Morgan-cum enter me, filling up my pussy, like it did my mouth. He moved himself in a circle, like a wooden spoon stirring cake batter. I thrust my hips towards him, meeting his every movement.

He pulled out of me and threw another pillow from the couch onto the floor to make a cushion for his knees. I turned around, the pillow now under my ass, legs spread wide. There was my newly glistening pussy, presented to him in it’s entirety from top to bottom. His tongue went to work on me - devilishly good, incredible ecstasy I felt. Shivers going up and down my body. Each stroke of his tongue, instead of satisfying me, just made me hungry for more.

He dallied around my shiny, firm clit; stroking and jabbing it with his tongue. My legs were spread open to the maximum extent I could, giving him full access to my inner woman.

His whole mouth was planted on me now. All the jizz that had leaked onto my inner thighs was now sopped up by his tongue. He took all his cum cream back, driving me to the brink of insanity. I grabbed his close-cropped hair as best I could, throwing my head back and moaning.

I squirted a lake into Morgan’s face as I screamed, wordlessly, only because of where we were. He met my silent scream with more pressure from his tongue, now switching and grabbing my clit between his thumb and forefinger; snapping it like you would a rubber band. It made me cum again, until I was a mess of sweat and shaking. I would have been unable to stand - that’s how aroused I was.

He broke off me finally, but not without protest from me. The afternoon left me with wanting only more, more, like a spoiled child who wants her candy. A feverish frenzy of flesh and fluids.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

______________________________________

______________

More Evidence


About one week later I got a call. It was from Peter DuPont. He said that he had some “interesting” new evidence that he thought I should see at once. We met up again at the same diner as before. It was late afternoon and all I wanted was black coffee, because I was tired and stressed from work; Morgan being the only good thing about working in that bank.

Peter waved me over to his table. He had a grilled cheese and a coke. I playfully said “What? No donuts” referring to the joke about the favorite food of cops. But today he was not in a joking mood. He was quiet and showed me some photos taken from a video. To my shock the pictures and video on his cell phone camera were taken by a hidden camera in my bedroom!! I didn’t want to know when or how Peter had planted the camera, I only wanted it out of there once this business was concluded.

Again, he opened the manilla envelope and solemnly slid the black and white photos over to me. What I saw almost made my coffee come out of my nose. Here was my husband, Chief of the House Armed services Committee, one of the most powerful men in Washington, DC, and likely successor for the Speaker of The House, committing very sordid and perverted acts with my lingerie!

The date stamp on the video was two months ago, and showed him prancing in front of the mirror wearing (a chill of disgust ran through me) the thong I had on now! One of the many that I used to fuck Morgan with at the bank! The rest of the video showed him trying on other articles of clothing that I didn’t recognize. When I told Peter that I didn’t recognize those clothes, he pulled out of his briefcase some print outs of AMAZON receipts for an assortment of women’s clothing, including wigs - blonde and redhead. Holy shit!

There was more. The rest of the video showed him going into the bathroom, dressed, and then coming out wearing full makeup; the video fast-forwarding to that point. He spent ten minutes or so, saying lewd and sick things into the mirror, admiring himself. I had to admit though, Matthew dressed up pretty nicely! Hell, I could even get makeup tips from him! Now there’s a sick thought.

“So what are you going to do with this stuff, Lynn?” Peter asked, a smile appearing on his face. He knew full well the explosive national implications of this. Before we began, Peter signed a non-disclosure agreement that he wouldn’t use any of the evidence he found for any personal gain or fame, so I was covered there. But me, however, could use these any way I liked.

“I think, Peter, that I’ve got the skunk by the balls, and I’m going to make him sorry he ever made such a shit show out of our marriage!” Like I said before, I’m no Mother Theresa, but in stories like these, the skanky bitch (Moi) always wins.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_______________________________________

________________

Dropping the Shoe


The next day at work, I was feeling a bit frisky, and I let Morgan penetrate me from behind. I loved anal sex very much, and to let a cock the size of Morgan’s inside of me had to make me the “Special Forces” of sluts. After he shot his load, I loved it when he ate me out, licking up all the jizz from my ass, making me shiver and squirt a second time.

After we got dressed, I had a conversation with him. I told Morgan about my husband’s motel adventures, which he just nodded to. What I told him probably frightened him a bit too.

I think he developed a new respect for me, now taking me as the conniving bitch that I am. He also knew that he was sitting on a powder keg of information, and extortion probably entered his mind, but I made it clear that I was only interested in revenge, and a whole load of fun!

“Okay Lynn, so how can I help you?” Morgan asked, the sweetheart that he is.

“This is what I’d like to do. I’d like you to come over to my house one night this week, after Matthew comes home. The evening will begin innocently enough, with me inviting you to dinner. Then, I’ll surprise Matthew with the video, and . . . I have to ask you if you’d be comfortable with this next part.”

“Go ahead,” Morgan said, enjoying this.

“I’ll force Matthew to dress like a sissy, and then after we play with him a bit, I’d like you to ram him with that giant cock of yours!”

Morgan looked stunned, the manly heterosexual that he is.

“Come on Morgan, you’ve heard of Thai Ladyboys, right? It’s considered a real treat in Thailand to fuck them. I believe they call them “The Third Gender” over there. Just pretend Matthew is a Ladyboy. Look at it like that, ok? I’m not gonna think any less of you dear. Please Morgan, where’s your sense of adventure - turning one of the most powerful men in DC into a sissy slut!”

Finally, he gave in, and said, “Okay Lynn, for you I’ll do anything.” I batted my baby blues at him and kissed him on the mouth.

******

Of course, I came up with a story to Matthew about why Morgan’s wife couldn’t come to dinner with him. The date was set for the following Saturday night. I told Matthew that Morgan was going through a rough divorce and needed some company and friendship to help him to get through this rough time he was having. That was true. I suppose I was a good “forgetter” for him too.

Morgan came over at seven o’clock carrying a bottle of red table wine. Of course Matthew suspected not a thing. The twins were off on a school trip for the weekend, so we had all the space we needed.

We had a nice dinner; the chicken breasts I made in our air fryer with rice, salad, and then the wine. I needed two glasses for what was coming. Morgan and Matthew were talking. Morgan pretended to be flattered that such an important man as Matthew would listen to his “sob story,” and offer his “scholarly advice.” It’s like having a general dentist explain brain surgery. I looked at Morgan and he nodded.

“So Matthew, there’s something that Morgan and I would like to discuss with you.” Matthew thought it was some trivial bank shit about his wife’s work, that he could really not care less for.

“Okay, sure honey,” Matthew said with that ridiculous transparent smile of his. I brought out two manilla envelopes with the pictures and of course, my iPhone. I slid them across the table to him. He had a puzzled look on his face.

“What’s this Lynn? He said, uncertain, but interested now for sure. The look in his eyes said everything. He looked over to Morgan, wondering what possibly he could have to do with any of this.

“Why don’t you open them and then you can tell me. Start with this one?” I pushed the top one of the two over to him.

That particular envelope contained the photos of Matthew entering and leaving the four-star hotel with the beautiful redhead. I also opened my iPhone to the videos that Peter had taken from inside the room.

His eyes were wide open ,and his mouth hung open, like “WTF??” I was loving it. Morgan sat there smugly because he knew that after tonight he could do just about anything he wanted with me, and Mr. Congressman or maybe even future POTUS could do absolutely nothing.

“How - - - how did you get these??? They aren’t real! Someone from the other party is obviously using trick photography to frame me!!”

I said nothing, but pulled another slip of paper out from the envelope. It was a sheet of DNA results pulled from (too disgusting to say where from) inside the hotel room, and matched 99.9% with Matthew’s DNA and an unknown female. I got him dead to rights.

He sighed and crumpled into his chair. “Okay, okay, so you got me. I swear to you I made a terrible mistake Lynn! This broad means nothing to me! Zip, nada! It was a one-time thing, that I still regret.”

“Honey,” I said, “you don’t even know the meaning of regret.” Now I took my iPhone out and played the video from inside the hotel room. He watched, stone faced, as Morgan and I were laughing. I looked him right in the eyes, and said, in my best accusatory voice I could muster.

“How could you do this Matthew? I mean, look at me. Men find me hot, very hot! But, apparently, you married me and I’m not good enough for you! We have two beautiful children together Matthew, so how could you?”

Matthew said nothing, but his eyes were glued to the second envelope. “Where and how did you get these?”

“Oh, I knew that something was wrong with all the nights you spent out of the house. I even checked with your staff, and they said you had nothing on your agenda for those nights you were gone. So, a few months ago I hired a private detective. A very good private detective, and these are the results. Go ahead, now open the second envelope.”

With his cheating out, Matthew though there was nothing else that could rattle his cage. He was already thinking of a spin he could use to save his political future, and how these days the public can be forgiving of a man who cheats - even an important politician. But he was wrong. Very wrong.

He took the photos out and his eyes went wide with shame and fear. “How the fuck . . . how the fuck did he get these pictures, unless . . .”

“That’s right Matt, he planted a camera in our bedroom!”

“So it seems Matt that you have a little secret you’d like to share with us.”

He seemed confused. What could Morgan, her boss possibly have to do with this? Now it was Morgan’s turn to speak.

My my, Matthew,” he said. “You do make a rather impressive looking ‘T-Gurl,’ doesn’t he Lynn?”

“Yes Morgan, he certainly does. Almost too good. What do you do Matthew, cruise transgender bars looking for quickies?”

“No, no! I don’t. One day I got (his voice lowered, and he looked down at the table) curious, so I tried on a pair of your panties, big deal. Lots of men do, so what?”

“Go on, look at the other photos,” I said.

Matthew sat stone-faced as he looked at the pictures of him fully dressed and wearing makeup. What really did it were the videos. He started crying, as they showed him prancing around the room, fully cross dressed and playing with himself.

Morgan was taunting him with “Oooh oooh, soooo gooood!” We both laughed hysterically.

“Matthew don’t worry. No one has to see this stuff. In fact, Morgan and I have a little confession of our own to make. You see, Morgan and I have been a regular item too - in the bank, at his house - he really is separated from his wife. In fact we fuck all the time at work, anywhere we can. I love going total slut on him, isn’t that right Morgan.”

“Yes that’s right Matthew. I have to tell you man; your wife is so freakin’ hot! She blows me away - forgive the pun dude!”

Matthew continued to listen in stunned silence.

“Yeah Matt, Lynn’s favorite is spread out face down on my desk, as I plow her from behind - in both places!”

“Oh Matt, you should see the size of Morgan’s cock - I mean it’s downright prehistoric!”

“So it’s okay for you to fuck around and cheat on me, right?”

“Matt, I never claimed to be as pure as the driven snow as they say, it’s just that I felt, why should I be the one who gets to be the cuck queen, and with no consequences? This is just a little taste of your own medicine, and I love it. I mean, don’t you see the irony here? Here you are, this big important king shit, who thinks he can get away with being unfaithful with no repercussions, and meantime it’s YOU who’s being cuckolded too! How do you like that??” He didn’t even respond. I don’t anything could have prepared him for what was coming next.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

______________________________________________

________________

The Queen’s Revenge


After a few minutes of stunned silence I said, “Matthew, Morgan and I were thinking up ways to spice up our sex lives a little bit, so we came up with an idea after we saw these videos.” I looked over at Morgan and he smiled, arms crossed across that incredible six pack of his.

“Yeah Matthew, since you enjoy cross dressing so much, we thought you’d like to put on a little show for us.”

Matthew froze, unable to speak, unable to move.

“Well, since he’s obviously giving us the silent treatment Morgan, let’s take ‘Lady Di’ upstairs to the boudoir, shall we?”

“Lead the way my queen,” Morgan said, both of us laughing. Just for good measure, Morgan swatted me a good one on the butt in full view of Matthew, who was unmoved by the spectacle - the bastard.

I went up the stairs first, with Matthew in the middle, then followed by Morgan. Morgan also played the role of “security,” in case Matthew decided to do something stupid.

When Matthew entered the bedroom, he was speechless. All of his clothes, wig, lingerie, and makeup were laid out on the bed. I did a thorough search of the room, the garage and the tool shed where I found several items. Apparently, Matthew was capable of wearing four-inch heels as well. Hell, even I was impressed with that.

“Okay sexy, put this stuff on and then go into the bathroom and do your makeup,” I ordered him. I think he realized he wasn’t getting away easily with anything this time.

“Meanwhile, Morgan and I are going to put on a show of our own - just for you. Come to think of it, maybe next weekend we can have your girlfriend come over. From what my private dick tells me, she enjoys ‘flings on the wild side too.’”

Matthew started taking off his clothes and slipping into the items on the bed. He wasn’t shy by any means, even getting a boner as the satin thong went over his cock, and the string went into his ass crack. What surprised Morgan and me even ,more was that Matthew had shaved his legs, his chest, and his balls too!

Matthew had a really short black satin skirt, a white satin blouse and a bra that closed around his chest, giving the appearance of cleavage. The best part was watching him pull the pantyhose up and hooking the straps to the girdle he wore over the thong. I threw the redhead wig at him in honor of his redheaded girlfriend.

While Matthew was in the bathroom, applying his makeup, Morgan grabbed my ass with both hands and lie down on the bed. I knelt on top of him and took that delicious eight-inch cock right into my mouth. With my mouth open wide, the tip almost took up all the space in my mouth. I was licking and sucking when Matthew walked into the room.

We ignored him because we were kind of busy. Let him get a taste of his own medicine. Morgan let out a large groan and I pulled him out of my mouth, gripping that massive, choking cock with my fist and let him come all over my face; every drop.

I was still kneeling, turned around and looked at Matthew and smiled. Come on, how many husbands can just stand there and look at their wife’s face sprayed with the thick, creamy jizz of another man? Not too many that I know of, that’s for sure.

Morgan sat up, facing me, and started licking all of it off my face, every single drop, and grinning at poor cuckolded Matthew. Now Morgan was a jizz machine, so I knew that giving him a blow job first wouldn’t spoil our fun.

“Wow Matthew, you look really beautiful, I’m not kidding. What do you think Morgan? How does our little sissy cum-slut look?”

“Why Lynn, I’d say she looks good enough to fuck. From my US Navy days, I’d say she looks like she could suck off an entire aircraft carrier!” We had a good laugh at that one, considering that Matthew would be attending the christening of the navy’s newest carrier next week.

“Okay beautiful, let’s get started. Morgan walked over to Matthew, then turned to me and asked: “We need a girlie name for Matthew here, but from the last video we watched, I’d say he picked out a name for himself already, isn’t that right, ‘Michelle’?”

I couldn’t stop laughing. Morgan grabbed Matthew by the shoulders and kissed him with the mouth that had just licked the jizz from off of my face. It looked to me that Matthew, I mean Michelle was enjoying herself. Will wonders never cease, I thought.

Now things got a little rough when Morgan threw Matthew down on the bed and gruffly said, “Okay Michelle, time to expose that boy pussy of yours. Uncle Morgan has a BIG surprise for you.” Now, I wasn’t a total sadist. I brought in a jar of coconut oil that I used with my dildos pretty regularly.

After Michelle was on her hands and knees on the bed, skirt and girdle pushed up and thong moved out of the way, I put a generous amount of coconut oil on my palm and rubbed it over Michelle’s boy pussy or “bussy,” and then put a nice amount on Morgan’s monster cock, or as he referred to it, his ‘deck gun.’

This got Morgan hard immediately, so soon after he got one of the best blow jobs of his life from me. I think having Michelle watch us made my performance better. This was the first time I had performed in front of a live audience.

“Okay now sweetheart, Morgan said to Michelle; this might tickle a little, but please don’t be shy - you can scream all you want to!” We were both laughing hysterically. Everyone except my poor husband.

Morgan got behind Michelle and placed the tip of his cock directly over Michelle’s puckered out cherry. I forgot to mention to Morgan that I found a stash of various sized dildos that belonged to Michelle, so I knew this experience wouldn’t be so traumatic for him.

“I hope you’re ready darling,” he said. “Here comes big daddy!” and with that Morgan gently at first, explored Michelle’s hole. Just the helmet went in at first, and Michelle hissed. Pain or pleasure I didn’t know, nor did I care.

Then Morgan gave his first power thrust. It hurt me seeing that steel rod go all the way in. Michelle grunted and moaned softly as Morgan thrusted in and out. She was clutching the bed sheets as he went in and out.

She really was enjoying it. Her left elbow moved up on the bed and her hand was gripping her she cock and pumping it up and down.

“God Michelle, you are so fucking good, so delicious babe. I think you’re going to become a regular thing for me!” Morgan yelled, much to my amusement and satisfaction.

“Oh shit, I’m gonna fucking come!” he yelled. He shot out a liter of gooey, hot whiteness all the way up Michelle’s “bussy.” At the same time, Michelle let out a soft moan through clenched teeth and shot her own load right on top of the pillow case. I don’t remember ever seeing my husband enjoy himself so much. I think Morgan and I created a real monster.

Now after more thrusts, Morgan pulled out, leaking jizz all over Michelle’s butt, Then Morgan surprised me. He began softly licking his cum off of Michelle’s butt. Michelle squealed just like a slut. He stuck his tongue into the now enlarged opening of Michelle’s pie hole.

Morgan grabbed Michelle by her red-haired wig, and told her, “I think I may have you come dressed to my office, and the three of us can play, whaddya’ say to that Michelle?”

Surprising the shit out of us, Michelle said: “Sure, any time you want. Morgan and I looked at each, more than a bit surprised. “I think the bitch likes it! What do you think Morgan?”

“Yes, I think she does. We’re going to have lots of fun.”

So this is how a cuck queen gets her revenge. It’s a good thing that Matthew was a crossdresser. In the months to follow, he was more like a transgendered woman. In fact, about two years after that night, she came out in public - even ran for the Senate, and WON! Now, isn’t that something!
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