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    I caressed her side as she turned around and looked up at me lovingly from our marriage bed. The touch of her felt soft and svelte. Wonderfully feminine, I thought, as my hands lingered around her waist and lower back. Soft hints of her perfume filled my nasal passageways. 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too honey.”  
 
    Christina Greene, my wife, the love of my life, and mother to our boy, Jake. 
 
    The glass full of red wine I carried exchanged hands as Christina’s long slender fingers held it up to her lips and sipped. A drop fell onto her cleavage and trickled down into the deep V of her negligee, emphasizing her rounder, fuller and firmer breasts. 
 
    Yes, my wife celebrated her 47th birthday with a boob job. 
 
    As she busied herself with the cabernet, I lifted the hem of her gray silk nightie and let out an involuntary gasp. Her ass was in a micro g-string that was just wide enough to cover her slit, but still left her mound exposed at the sides. That Brazilian wax had left her completely bald and smooth, and now she was showing it off with this little thong.  
 
    It was the closest thing to being completely nude down there. 
 
    “Do you like it, Max?” she said.   
 
    “Oh god, y..y..yes! It…it turns me on.” It was an understatement of course. The room suddenly felt uncomfortably hot and it was hard to breathe. 
 
    Christina sighed her approval as I kissed her smooth silky thighs. She parted her legs as I worked my tongue north, inch by inch. I massaged and squeezed her buttocks, then I pulled her tiny underwear to one side.  
 
    Feeling like a naughty (and horny) schoolkid, I ran my finger down the length of her slit. It made Christina shudder and spill some of the wine. She giggled nervously. I guess I wasn’t the only one who was feeling like a school kid. It helped relax me a little, although my heart was still thumping and I was still incredibly aroused. 
 
    “Oh Max!” she moaned, her hand reaching out behind her to stroke the side of my head as I spread and kissed her labia. Christina writhed and wriggled as my tongue entered her slit and worked its way onto her hooded clitoris. She somehow managed to keep the wine glass steady and continue stroking my head affectionately while I performed. 
 
    Still lying on her stomach, she put the wine aside, grabbed a pillow, and squeezed it tight under her chest. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” I said as I feasted on her nectar. It tasted so good, better than any other time I remembered. 
 
    “Oh my god baby, ahhhh! Your tongue feels…unghh…incredible inside me. You…you don’t have to…” she groaned.  
 
    My wife was still a little self-conscious about receiving oral pleasure from her own husband. It was understandable since we’d spent more than two decades together in a plain vanilla relationship. It was always missionary and nothing else. Until now. 
 
    “I love it, honey. You’re so beautiful. I love you and the way you taste. All I want is to make you feel good,” I replied. Continuing to lick her clit, I gently rotated her over onto her back and inserted two fingers inside her vagina in a come hither motion. It drove her wild and made her body shake as she covered her mouth to stifle a scream.   
 
    Her warm velvet walls were secreting love juices on overdrive, coating her insides with sweet sticky honey. I removed my fingers and greedily licked them, my cock now a ramrod inside my pants.  
 
    “You’re so wet baby, you’re so ready,” I gasped. “Honey, I want you to know, it doesn’t change anything between us…” 
 
    Before my wife could reply, Eric’s bare 7-inch mammoth cock rammed into her, stuffing her full with his meat with one swift and powerful stroke. I watched helplessly as the intimate moment my wife and I shared was ripped away with a single thrust of his hips. 
 
    “Ahhhhh, oh god oh god Max, it’s huge!” she screamed as my boss’s cock plunged deeper still, forcing her body to accommodate the girth of his manhood. His cock seemed to stretch her in all directions as she twisted and thrashed on our mattress.  
 
    Her eyes rolled around and her mouth hung wide open as the sensations made her go insane. She slipped her hands under the shoulder straps of her nightie and ripped the whole thing apart right down the middle, exposing her body to him. Her newly augmented and very firm tits burst free with only a minimal amount of jiggle as Eric pumped his shaft in and out of her lustful body. She was now completely nude except for the little g-string, which stretched itself uselessly around the side of Eric’s massive erection. It looked like an afterthought that made no difference to the scene, but the sight of my mature wife wearing something designed for young women was an absolutely huge turn-on for me. 
 
    Christina often told me how she longed to be naked for Eric. She said she was addicted to the feeling of being physically desired by a hunk like him. Although I never confessed it to her, we both knew I was also addicted in my way. The sight of a young muscular man half my wife’s age fucking her and sending her crazy with pleasure should have disgusted me. I should have felt an intense shame and kicked them both out of our home. 
 
    Instead, for reasons that were a complete mystery to me, my mind chose to eroticize this, transmuting it all into pure pleasure. Was it just a coping mechanism to shield me from pain? Did the hours and hours of watching porn reprogram my mind to enjoy this humiliation? Or was I genetically predestined to be a cuckold all along? 
 
    Whatever. I retrieved the wine glass, still a quarter full. My job was done so it was my turn to have a drink. I downed the remainder in one dizzying gulp and put the glass aside. My throat felt slightly less dry than before. It helped to distract me from acknowledging Eric’s presence in my bedroom. 
 
    “Look at her, Max, she loves the feeling of my cock inside her! It’s driving her wild!” he panted as he fucked Christina. It was true, she was playing with her own sensitive nipples without a care in the world. She looked like an animal in heat. Eric’s powerful phallus reached into places deep inside her no other man ever could. It made her feel sensations she had never felt before. Sensations that were so powerful, they turned a mature wife and mother into a shameless cockslut. 
 
    “Ahhh…don’t stop fucking me Eric, you’re making me cum!” she groaned.  
 
    “Ungh…don’t worry baby, I’m not gonna stop, we’re going to cum together,” he grunted in response. 
 
    “Yes yes oh god yes! Pump your cum deep inside my cheating cunt Eric! I need it!”  
 
    I leaned over and held her hands at her sides, pinning her to the bed and kissing her. She was on the verge of an orgasm, and it was like I was invisible to her. Yes, her lips responded to mine, and her hands thrashed against my grip, but only as an unconscious reflex. In her mind, only Eric’s giant cock pumping in and out of her love canal was real. 
 
    I could feel her shudder as she came hard, and Eric’s thrusts became erratic and more frenzied. I reached over and licked at her hypersensitive tits, knowing it would make her go insane. Their sexual grunts and groans crescendoed into a vulgar duet as Eric’s semen flooded my wife’s cervix. Torrent after torrent of potent cream spurted deep inside her. 
 
    I had to admit everything about Eric looked powerful and masculine. That body language, the way his buttocks squeezed, his hips thrusted, and his balls contracted. Everything worked in harmony and complemented one primal objective, which was to pump huge loads of potent semen as deep as possible into my wife’s cunt. 
 
    It’s hard to describe the strange feeling of watching your wife on the receiving end of something like that, craving it just as much as her bull. I took Eric’s word for it that Christina’s cunt muscles were milking his cock like there was no tomorrow. All I could do was to marvel at how intensely satisfying it was to my vulnerable and easily aroused cuckold mindset. 
 
    As Christina’s needs were satisfied, she moved to clean up Eric’s dripping dick with her mouth as she usually did for him, and him alone. Not a drop went to waste.  
 
    I would have to wait until Eric left, to make love to my wife. If she was too sore, I would have deferred my pleasure and soothed her swollen and stretched pussy with my tongue. It had already become our little tradition, my role in our relationship. 
 
    She had experienced a sexual renaissance recently, for which I shared some credit due to my unwitting actions. And now she and Eric were going at it like college students. Although she didn’t change the way she dressed on the outside, I knew people gossiped. Of course they did. How could they not notice her boob job and the changes in her personality? She moved and spoke differently, in a more sexually confident manner. 
 
    More recently, they’ve been going on plenty of hot dates and even engaged in some kinky role-playing.  
 
    A week ago, Eric went to her architecture firm for an interview. They had set it up so that he was one of the candidates to become their latest vendor. After the brief interview (where they pretended not to know each other), he and Christina were left alone in the private meeting room. She then commanded him to expose his fat cock to her as a ‘bribe’ if he really wanted to become a supplier. After enjoying the sight of his indecent exposure and complimenting him on his magnificent member, she lifted her skirt and instructed him to kiss her married pussy. She had even gone the entire day at the office pantyless, just for the occasion! After that, all hell broke loose, as they 69’ed each other, right there on the meeting table, before he bent her over and fucked her to two mind-blowing orgasms.  
 
    While they were copulating, he used her brassiere to muffle her moans, so that was ruined too. Eric kept it as a souvenir. Needless to say, he came inside my wife without a condom. She had to hold his cum inside her as she walked back to her office, with no bra or panties. Luckily, no one noticed anything and none of his semen leaked out. 
 
    Eric later bragged to me that taking her right there in her office was one of the most exciting and satisfying experiences of his lurid sex life. 
 
    A few days later, it was Christina’s turn to come to our office. It was arranged on the pretext that we were considering a remodel and were looking for suggestions from her firm. I only found out about it when she showed up there that morning in a professional-looking long-sleeved black blouse and white pin-striped skirt. I realized what was happening and wasn’t exactly overjoyed about it. 
 
    Christina smiled at me awkwardly as we were ushered into Eric’s room. The flush of her cheeks told me she was a little nervous and excited. The moment the door closed, Eric pulled her into his body and they embraced for a passionate kiss. 
 
    “Might want to lock that door, old buddy,” he laughed. “And take care of those blinds as well. It’s your call. I want to see those huge titties.” 
 
    I knocked over papers and tripped over files as I rushed to lock the door and close the blinds. Christina had already unbuttoned her top. Inside, she was wearing a tight little brown corset with a center zip down the front. It pushed her boobs upwards and outwards while making her waist look tiny. The effect was fascinating and arousing. While she kept most of her outerwear the same as before, Eric’s youth and virility were having a profound influence on all of her undergarments. 
 
    My boss wasted no time freeing her boobs, then kissing and massaging them. He pinched and rolled her nipples lightly between his fingers, making her whimper and gasp. I unzipped her skirt and tugged it down onto the floor. Hot as the scene was, this was the place where I worked, and countless colleagues could have been milling around outside. We were separated only by a thin wall of plaster. I felt a little nauseous and wanted to get this over and done with quickly. Even in the air-conditioned room, sweat pooled around my brow as I worked. 
 
    Christina wore a brown thong to match the corset, and as I pulled them down, she nimbly stepped out of them, letting me untangle the tiny fabric off her high heels. Meanwhile, her hands had already fished out Eric’s cock. It stuck out from the fly on his slacks and she was stroking it to a full hard-on. She was licking her lips in anticipation. 
 
    The sight of my wife stroking my boss’s cock in nothing but her high heels was too much for me. I pressed her thong to my nose, taking a long inhale of her intimate scent. As I knelt to lubricate my wife’s cunt for Eric, he snatched the panties out of my grasp and stuffed them into Christina’s mouth so that the rest of the office wouldn’t hear her increasingly loud groans. 
 
    Truth be told, I didn’t need to help prepare Christina much. I knew her love tunnel would already be slick and wet, just from his earlier nipple play, and her anticipation of accepting his manhood inside her always made her extremely horny and excited.  
 
    She mashed her boobs together for him to fuck her tits, and he did, roughly. He even made her suck his cock as he did so. After that, my wife got up and put one long gorgeous leg up on a chair, still in her high heels. I felt like every day Christina was getting more assertive, more unashamed of her sexual desires.  
 
    Eric didn’t need further invitation, his thick penis rising towards her slit. Her groans were muffled by her panty-stuffed mouth as she guided his fat cock inside her. Her fingers clawed at Eric’s bulging pecs as she felt this now familiar uncircumcised head stretch out her vaginal walls. 
 
    “Unggh…you’re tearing me apart!” she groaned, spitting out her panties. 
 
    “Join us,” said Eric, his voice thick and hoarse with lust. He slapped and squeezed her buttocks and then spread her cheeks as if to give me a better view. The tight fleshy smack reverberated in his office and made me jump. I was scared that someone outside might have heard it. Christina gave another groan of anticipation, knowing that I wouldn’t be able to resist. 
 
    As I gratefully accepted the invitation, I felt the final vestiges of shame and fear leave my body. Unzipping my fly, I proudly freed my erect shaft and poked at Christina’s backdoor. It was a tight fit going in. As a natural response to Eric’s shaft penetrating her, she was clenching herself. It took conscious will for her to release her sphincter muscles for me. 
 
    Once inside, it felt incredible and surreal at the same time. My cock was never big enough to stretch out her cunt, but anal was a different matter entirely. Yet, at the same time, I could feel Eric’s massive dong pounding away, rubbing up against mine. We were both balls deep inside Christina, our cocks separated only by a thin membrane of her flesh! Our thrusts quickly synchronized. As he pulled out, I pushed in, then vice versa, again and again, and again. His massive balls slapped against mine aggressively down there, a constant reminder of who the alpha male was. 
 
    Meanwhile, Christina looked like she was going to faint. A first-time double penetration like this was a lot for any woman to take. Still, we were all too far gone to be gentle. As we traded strokes inside her, Eric held her waist and I pulled Christina back by the elbows for leverage, sometimes reaching around to play with her breasts. 
 
    “Ungh….I’ve never felt so full before, I’m going to cum soon,” she said as the two of us levered in and out of her holes. “Eric baby, I need to cum all over your fat cock!” 
 
    “Ahhh…fuck that’s hot, I love fucking that married pussy, unghhh I’m going to blow!”  
 
    At his words, my thrust turned erratic. I pushed my cock all the way into her ass as I went over the edge. “Jesus, you’re so tight….ahhhh I’m cumming!” I whimpered. 
 
    “Yes, cum for me, Eric, deeper, harder, empty your balls inside me, do it!” 
 
    Eric’s hand wrapped around her hair as they kissed, keeping their mouths glued together. It was his way of keeping her quiet as all they went over the edge. Just another mutual orgasm recorded for the books in their short but fuck-filled relationship. This one was a new record, though, since I added a third climax to it. Christina’s powerful anal muscles wrapped around my helpless cock and milked me for every ounce of fluid I possessed.  
 
    In our post-coital bliss, my wife and I slumped together as one, propping each other up like exhausted tentpoles. Eric helped Christina dress quickly as I snapped to attention and rushed around trying to return his office to its prior condition. I finally understood what Eric was talking about when he told me about how great office sex was. 
 
    Eric escorted Christina out of the office and then he never came back to work. Did they continue on a private date? Did they drive over to our place or Eric’s condo for more sex? Or did they just go their separate ways? I was completely drained of course, but it was entirely possible that Eric and Christina still had something left in their tanks. 
 
     I was curious so I called her phone but it was still switched off. I could trust Christina to text me any notable updates or call if she needed me.  
 
    Meanwhile, I had to get back to work. It was going to take a lot of coffee for me to make it through the rest of the day. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Cuck Life 3 
 
      
 
    I watched my assistant silently as she worked at her desk, scheduling my meetings and organizing my email. Melanie was new here. She recently quit an admin job in media advertising, gotten married, and had a baby girl. Her mother retired and was helping to care for the baby. So, after 3 months of maternity rest, she got back to work. For me. 
 
    From her body, one could hardly tell she had given birth. She moved with an animalistic sexual confidence. Voluptuous in all the right places. A small waist and huge natural breasts, packaged into one tight body. Her tits would have been pretty big even before the constant lactating. But now, they were huge in-your-face cannons. If she offered to suffocate men to death with them, a mile-long line of males would have formed instantly. And her face was one of the sexiest I had ever seen. A naturally arrogant look that made it clear she suffered no fools. 
 
    She asked about my wife and kids, so I told her the truth. No kids, no wife. There was not much point in dating either, not since that unfortunate military training accident in Okinawa 35 years ago. That was the last erection I had. I could piss like a normal man, but that was all. Since then, no amount of advancement in medical science had been able to restore my manhood. Melanie seemed shocked and a little curious.  
 
    “Just because I cannot fuck you does not mean you are safe,” I smiled. 
 
    She seemed unmoved. 
 
    “Imagine, being constantly and permanently aroused. No way to release it. All regular sex off the table. In every relationship, every sexual encounter, my focus is shifted to the woman’s pleasure and hers alone. My pleasure is derived from the pleasure that I give her. As one may expect, my tongue has evolved to something far beyond what is capable of normal men,” I said. 
 
    A stupid and ridiculous boast, at best. But as her superior, I wielded all the power in our little office dynamic. There was a convincing calmness to my voice, along with the body language of a person who spoke the truth. By flicking these primal switches in her mind, she would slowly start to internalize me as a sexually dangerous entity, despite my honesty with regard to my physical limitations. 
 
    Melanie still looked unimpressed.    
 
    “Your husband is also skilled in cunnilingus, I take it,” I continued. 
 
    “That’s really none of your fucking business,” she said, her nose twitching seductively. 
 
    “You’re not denying it,” I smiled. “But I can assure you, he is nowhere near my league.” 
 
    “Cocky bastard,” she said, her annoyance finally getting the better of her. “My husband is amazing in bed. And guess what? His dick works. He gave me a baby.” 
 
    “Melanie, I have looked at all your socials. Charles looks like an average lover at best. You have told me he is neither rich nor high status. You fell for him because he is an excellent and loyal provider. And from my experience, providers usually compensate for their inadequate penises with good oral skills.”  
 
    I could see she wasn’t going to back down. Her body radiated sexuality like it was challenging mine. I realized that I had pushed a little too far this time. 
 
    “Forgive me for being too blunt, my dear. I apologize. I meant no offense to you or your husband Charles. He has me beaten in the cock department, of that there is no argument. My point is that there is a lot more to sex than just what the male penis can offer.  
 
    She still did not look convinced by my apology, but the tension dissipated. Her nose stopped moving. My little tactic worked. I gained new information while testing her boundaries. She had been around, that was obvious. She knew men’s drives and their thoughts. She was attracted to power and the men who wielded it. Her abrasive personality and unapproachable body language were simply a mechanism that evolved to block out beta males. 
 
    I foresaw what would have happened had I not backed off. First, she would try to escalate the situation by becoming more hostile and emotional. A pushback to test if I was the real deal or just faking my confidence. However, from my earlier communication (both verbal and non-verbal), I had already made it clear that her greatest weapon (her physical assets) held zero power over me. 
 
    When all her efforts ultimately failed to change my high status and dominant frame, she would have surrendered, becoming intensely aroused. Of course, there was that little hurdle where she would have caused a scene before I could have my way with her. I would need more undisturbed time and space for that. 
 
    Of course, she would not have done any of this consciously, it would all have been a purely biological response.   
 
    On the next occasion where we had some alone time together I would push just a little deeper, and then a little more, and a little more, until I finally tore down all her sexual defenses. But it was more than enough for today. 
 
    “The most powerful sex organ is the mind,” I concluded. “In the meantime, Melanie, please try to dress more conservatively. I can’t have you distracting all the staff here.” 
 
    The next day, Melanie wore the shortest and tightest mini skirt to work, confirming my beliefs that she was also susceptible to reverse psychology. Whenever she sat down it rode up her thighs, so that she had to quickly smooth it down with her hands when standing up again to avoid flashing me. I still got an excellent view of the garter straps holding her black lace pantyhose.  
 
    Was it likely that her husband Charles was okay with her dressing like this? It seemed more apparent by the day that she was the dominant one in their relationship.  
 
    “My my, is that really appropriate for a wife and mother?” I shook my head in mock disapproval, making sure she felt my gaze on her body.    
 
    “I think it’s perfectly decent,” she replied coldly. “Better than the frumpy crap your designers come up with.” 
 
    I laughed. 
 
    “If all women dressed like you, Melanie, no work would ever get done anywhere.” 
 
    “Really? You seem to be immune, Mr. Tanaka,” she said. 
 
    “Melanie, I’ve said before, just because I cannot fuck you, doesn’t mean… 
 
    “I’m safe. Well, what would you do to me, Mr. Tanaka? What can you do?” she interrupted in a teasing voice, curiosity getting the better of her. 
 
    Her hormones were kicking in again, just months after delivering her baby. From her dressing and the way she moved, it was obvious her body had almost fully returned to its sexual peak. She was fertile and ready to make another baby. Her willingness to imagine what I could do to her was just playing into my hands, making my seduction even more effortless. She did not know it yet, but she was opening Pandora’s box. 
 
    And soon, I would be opening hers.   
 
    “I would sit you on the edge of my desk, right here,” I said, my hand emphasizing the exact spot where the solid oak would support her ass. “Then I would undress you slowly, very slowly, kissing every inch of your tight body as I went along. Not touching you with my hands, just kissing. Your hair, your face, your neck, your armpits, your breasts, your stomach down to those gorgeous thighs, your cunt, and even your asshole. The exact taste of your pussy and ass I would memorize forever.” I tapped two fingers to my forehead. 
 
    “Finally, with your thighs wrapped tightly around my head and my tongue buried deep inside you, I would make you cum repeatedly, on my command. New possibilities would open up in your mind and body, take you to places you have never been before as you cum for me, over and over and over again. I would make you mine, both in body and soul.” 
 
    She opened her mouth to speak but I raised a hand. 
 
    “I was just getting started. After thoroughly exploring every inch of you with my tongue, knowing you better than your own husband ever could, I would massage your huge breasts for hours, sucking and milking every drop until you were completely spent and exhausted. Then I would watch your beautiful arrogant face beg for my mercy. Shall I go on?” 
 
    “I knew you were a dirty old pervert,” she said. Having just provided her with the evidence, I could not disagree with that assessment. 
 
    “Melanie, I know you just recorded what I said on your phone,” I told her. “Will you can take it to HR and try to get me fired from my own company, or are you going to sue me for sexual harassment?” 
 
    She finally smiled, knowing defeat. She handed me the phone and allowed me to delete the recordings myself. Her wallpaper was an adorable picture of her holding baby Isabel up. 
 
    I noted that she was breathing slightly heavier now. Her thighs had squeezed together and she touched her hair. All unconscious tells, only noticeable to dirty old perverts. Even a fool could tell that she was jaded from constantly being obsessed over like a sex object. Still, the primal levers that controlled our all too human impulses were not easy to ignore, even with willpower. Throw the correct ones in the correct order, and you could reduce the most faithful of married women into a puddle of pure lust. 
 
    “Well then, lunch?” I suggested. 
 
    As we walked out of the office together, we passed by my supply chain manager. Like Melanie, she was the complete package. An Asian version with perfect skin, ample breasts, and a divine hip-to-waist ratio. A natural brunette, she dyed her long hair a shade of dirty blond. 
 
    Unlike Melanie, she had the face of an angelic goody-two-shoes. Large round almond eyes and a soft nose framed by a delicate face, with a chin straight out of an anime cartoon. Her personality also matched her looks, which were the polar opposite of Melanie: she was a little shy, introverted, and very conservative. 
 
    Naturally, she and Melanie shared a mutual distaste for one another right from their first introduction, the day Melanie became my personal assistant.  
 
    Her name was Lauren Matthews (Lee). 
 
    Lauren was married to a successful businessman, still childless, and very skilled at her job. The recent pandemic had forced our apparel business to downsize, so I decimated the in-house models and most of the photography team. Moving the tiny studio to my large office was easy, and I took on part of the photography work myself. It was around this time that I sought to hire an attractive personal assistant. 
 
    Meanwhile, I made a special request to Lauren to assist in modeling some of our designs. Nothing too skimpy, mainly just office wear. The pictures were for internal use only, to decide which designs would make it to production. I made it clear to her that it was a personal request she could reject or reverse at any point in time. I also told her to discuss it with her husband first. 
 
    It was a pleasant surprise when she agreed to it. I was hardly able to believe my good luck. Of course, I secretly desired Lauren. She was every inch as attractive as Melanie - just a different flavor of bombshell. In this case, I knew, however, that any advances I made would result in her immediate resignation. She was completely loyal and totally in love with her husband. I wanted to meet the man just out of curiosity. In another life, if I never had that accident, it might have been me with Lauren instead of him. 
 
    Besides Melanie, she was my other obsession. A puzzle whose solution I enjoyed pondering on, but still lay unsolved. 
 
    “Hi there, Lauren,” I said cheerfully. “Would you care to join us for lunch?” 
 
    Beside me Melanie’s nose twitched as she straightened her posture and arched her back, pushing her breasts outwards. Just a minuscule correction in posture, but I made it a habit to notice the little things. Her resting bitch face would have melted her rival if Lauren had paid her any attention. But Lauren did not give her that satisfaction. 
 
    “Oh hi, Tanaka-san. Thank you, but maybe next time? I’m going out for some groceries. By the way, I’ve sent you the stock forecasts. I’ll see you later for the photo session?” 
 
    “Buying groceries?” I said, shaking my head. “My dear, I hope you are not dieting again. The designers will be very upset.”  
 
     She laughed at my pleasantries and walked out. It was an introverted strut that tried not to attract attention but failed spectacularly in its objective. I was mesmerized by the interaction of each buttock with the other as she sauntered out of sight, her body and seductive curves unknowingly drawing the collective attention of her straight male colleagues. 
 
    “Bitch,” whispered Melanie. 
 
    “Come now, attractive women seldom get along,” I said. “Lauren is jealous of you because you have a daughter and she has been desperate to conceive. And you, my dear, are envious of her because she has everything else. The innocent girl-next-door who married a rich and successful husband.” 
 
    “She’s not as innocent as she looks,” breathed Melanie. 
 
    To my surprise, my assistant’s words rang true. We found out that very afternoon. We had a part-time model on the first day of his trial shoot waiting in my office studio. He looked like he came out of the womb with the physique of a Greek god. I had sent Melanie downstairs to help coordinate things with the design team. We were only waiting for Lauren to start the session. As soon as Lauren entered, she was shocked to see the male model and dashed out of my office holding her face in her hands. 
 
    The guy could not contain what people call a ‘shit-eating grin’ and was all puffed up, full of his own ego.  
 
    “Kirk,” I said. “What was that about?” 
 
    “Nothing much,” he said. “I know her, we had a one-time thing going on. I used to be her masseur and one thing led to another. Her husband arranged it.”  
 
    “What?!” I said. I quickly checked to see if anyone was outside then locked my office door. “Lower your voice. Do you mean you had relations with my employee when she was married?” 
 
    “I fucked her brains out twice, sure. I even shaved her pus…,” Kirk said, trailing off, feeling a little hesitant now after realizing he was revealing too much at what was essentially a job interview. “Listen, I’m still going to get the job right?” 
 
    “Tell me everything first. Then I will decide,” I said.  
 
    * 
 
    Shawn Matthews was average looking, but he was a big man, broad-shouldered with an imposing but non-threatening presence. While his office was more functional than luxurious, I could tell by the quality of his clothes and wristwatch that he was more of the stealth wealth type of entrepreneur. And his personality as well: no ego, no desire to flaunt his status. These types of men naturally tended to gain my respect. I could see why Lauren would fall for him. 
 
    “Ohayou gozaimasu, Tanaka-san,” he said, extending a huge hand. 
 
    I met his firm grip with my own. “I am just as American as you, Mr. Matthews. However, permit me to share an educated opinion. That Japanese whisky is indeed the finest they offer.” 
 
    “Call me Shawn,” he said, as he poured me a glass, neat. He was pleased with my compliment. “So tell me, what can I do for you?” 
 
    “Straight to the point. Good. Let me start by saying thank you for seeing me. I am fully aware that your wife does not need the paycheck. She could stay at home and never work another day in her life. She does so because she chooses to, is that correct?” 
 
    He nodded. I wanted him relaxed, agreeable, and on my side. 
 
    “Recently….in addition to her usual work, Lauren has occasionally assisted in modeling our designs. I told her to discuss it with you before she….” 
 
    “Yes, we talked about it, and I gave her my full support,” he interrupted, betraying his impatience for me to get to the point. 
 
    I looked beyond the glass walls where his staff were a distance away, at work on computers and making phone calls in mandarin. “Am I able to speak in full privacy here?”    
 
    “My room is not fully soundproof, but no one is close enough to hear, so…yes,” he replied. 
 
    “Very well. You are aware of the recent incident with one of the male models by the name of Kirk?” 
 
    At the sound of the name, Shawn Matthews’s irises moved upwards and leftward, indicating that he was accessing some visual memories of a past encounter. Not a foolproof tell, but it didn’t escape the scope of my keen sense of observation. 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “Lauren told me about it.” 
 
    “After your wife left, Kirk told me what happened,” I said, carefully measuring his micro expressions. I was about to go into detail with a powerful man regarding his wife, which meant we were headed into unpredictable territory. And although this was not my first rodeo, there was something about Matthews that signaled: Don’t fuck around.  
 
    “Yes, I am of course aware of their history as well,” he said. “Kirk made some unwanted advances towards Lauren a long time ago, and we had to fire him before anything serious happened. For the record, we thought he was gay at the time.”  
 
    He was convincing. I could not tell if he was lying or not.  
 
    “Kirk said that you secretly hired him to seduce your own wife,” I said. There was a tense moment of silence. I let it linger on a little longer, by design. “Baseless, of course. Not that there’s anything wrong with that. To each their kinks, as long as no one gets hurt. Of course, I dismissed Kirk immediately. He was a part-timer anyway. He will not be back. I gave him a warning to keep his fantasies to himself unless he was wanted to be on the receiving end of a defamation lawsuit.” 
 
    “Should I say thank you?” Matthews asked, his eyebrows slightly raised. He still retained full composure of his hands, and his breathing was steady. Not confirming or denying any of Kirk’s claims. I decided not to tell him that I paid Kirk off handsomely for his information, discretion, and termination. 
 
    “I am not here to play games, Shawn. Let me put my cards on the table,” I said. “Your wife is one of the sexiest, most desirable women I have ever had the pleasure of knowing. She was requested to model because I wanted to spend more time with her. And have her pose for me. Personally. And I would enjoy nothing more than to make her submit to my every sexual demand, but…” 
 
     “You’re impotent,” he said bluntly. 
 
    “I see you have done your research,” I said, momentarily taken aback. He had chosen those words and their timing deliberately to keep me off balance. Now it was his turn to study my expression closely. I was impressed, it made me instantly like him even more. 
 
    “I have some old contacts in the military,” he confessed, without elaborating. “Is it true?” 
 
    “So you know,” I said. “Yes, it is true. 35 years ago. It saves me much trouble explaining. I am afraid the accident...while I am unable to use it for sex, the accident has left me in a state of somewhat perpetual arousal, but...”   
 
    “But?” 
 
    “But there are other ways to satisfy a woman. More powerful ways. Because the most powerful sex organ is the mind.” 
 
    He contemplated my words with a look of what I could only describe as…satisfaction. Perhaps his thoughts echoed mine.  
 
    “No drugs, no coercion of any kind?” he inquired, after a long pause. 
 
    My heart beat just a little quicker. He was going for it, we were negotiating the terms of his wife’s seduction. 
 
    “None at all, you have my word,” I said truthfully. “She will have to give her full consent or nothing will happen. Just old-fashioned seduction, with words, ideas, emotions.” 
 
    Shawn Matthews leaned back and considered the situation in silence. His phone rang and he ignored it. We looked at each other for what seemed like minutes, trying not to blink first. 
 
    Finally, he picked up his whisky glass, holding it up to me as a toast. I quickly followed suit, and our glasses clinked. A gentleman’s agreement. We both downed the smooth liquid in one gulp, and when we were done, he smiled. 
 
    “You’ve got balls, Tanaka. I won’t underestimate you,” he said. 
 
    “Fail or succeed, I will share my progress with you,” I said, getting up to leave. But I believe I will succeed. Thank you, Shawn. For the drink, as well.” 
 
    “Goodbye, Tanaka,” said Matthews. Those were his parting words, although in my mind I could have sworn I felt him say good luck as well. 
 
    Matters were about to get very very sexy. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Neighbors Take Nicole 3 
 
      
 
    Dr. Greg Chambers sat in the middle of his wide Italian leather couch, flanked by our wives Samantha and Nicole. He was fully dressed except for his cock and balls sticking out of the fly of his pants. For the ladies, that was pretty much all that mattered. You see, the appendage in question did not match the rest of his appearance. It was like a big lumbering middle-aged man with grey hair who had a horse’s dick transplanted onto him. 
 
    The two women were completely nude, except for a pair of identical pink panties. Designed into the underwear were tiny battery-powered silicon nubs that vibrated when switched on. Dr. Greg personally positioned these nubs so that they kissed our wives’ respective clits. I watched as he gleefully performed the trial runs, making adjustments until he was satisfied. 
 
    For now, though, the panties were dormant. Both remotes lay beside him, but he was in no hurry to use them. 
 
    For the uninitiated, this was a typical weekend morning at their home. 
 
    “Ummm….master’s cock tastes so good,” said Nicole to Samantha as she kissed and licked the huge veiny mushroom-shaped head. She gave his shaft a squeeze and her tongue gratefully collected the resultant drop of precum that oozed out of his tip. 
 
    “Let me have some too,” came Samantha’s throaty rasp. She held Nicole’s chin and kissed her, their tongues intertwining as they shared the tiny sample of Dr. Greg’s love juice. Their breasts mashed up together, with Nicole’s natural boobies dwarfed by Samantha’s augmented ones. I paid particular attention to their nipples rubbing up against one another’s. Dr. Greg made their tongue embrace last a little longer by holding their heads together. 
 
    After that, he played with Nicole’s breasts while she deep-throated his monster cock. Samantha went back to licking and cupping his bulging balls, grinning at Nicole as she did so. The thought of his balls filling up with thick cum meant for them was exciting. Not my words, theirs. 
 
    They’d been counting the days to his return. Now that he was back, they could finally worship his manhood in unison. They attacked his fat appendage together like starving vultures. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” screamed Nicole. 
 
    “Unnnghhh!” grunted Samantha, as Dr. Greg pressed both their remotes, simultaneously tingling their love buds. I watched the ladies writhe in delicious agony and struggle to contain it by pressing their hips together. Somehow, they still managed to maintain attention on their master’s cock. A testament to their devotion, I thought. Where on earth did he get all these toys? 
 
    “Ahh…that’s good, slut.” He wore a wicked grin on his face as he looked into my wife’s eyes. “Show me how much you’ve missed Dr. Greg’s cock.” 
 
    “Please, I’m ready to take master’s cock inside me. I need it,” Nicole begged. She squeezed her own tits as if to emphasize the fact. 
 
    “I’ve missed your tight little twat as well, Nicole,” Greg sighed. “But my queen always cums first.” 
 
    Nicole shot Samantha a dirty look, the cattiest and bitchiest bitch face I’d ever seen my wife make. It was clear she was jealous as hell. While I thought Greg was fucking cringy, Samantha was delighted by his words. I got an eyeful of her perfect ass as she bent over to pull off her panties. She then climbed onto Dr. Greg’s lap, her muscular legs straddling his flabby gargantuan thighs. I saw a large moist spot on her panties that lay on the floor. 
 
    “Not so fast,” said Dr. Greg, flipping her around so that she faced me. “Let Andy have a good view of your tight body as you ride master’s cock.” 
 
    As she kissed his neck, he looked at me and added, “Having an audience always gets her off.” 
 
    “Look at my pussy Andy,” she said, making heavy eye contact with me. “Look at his cock entering me….ahhh! Only big fat cocks like my husband’s are allowed….mmm…inside.” 
 
    Samantha grunted as she guided it into her cunt for what must have been the thousandth time, her vaginal walls still needing to stretch and accommodate Greg’s length and girth. She handled it like a professional athlete. I realized her body was a reflection of her worship of him. She worked out religiously in order to stay attractive while building strength and endurance to keep up with his sexual needs. 
 
    I neglected to mention that throughout this, I was seated across them, in the buff. You see, the ladies thought it would be amusing to have their maid Julia shave my privates while they had their threesome. And of course, due to the extremely titillating circumstances, they knew I’d be sporting an erection throughout the process. 
 
    If Julia was uncomfortable with any of the nudity or group sex, she didn’t show it. I was the more embarrassed party when instructed to pull my boxers down and display my hairy junk to her. I pretended to look away but actually scanned her face, expecting her to break into laughter at the sight of my ungroomed and quite average cock, but she remained impassive, giving no hints of either approval or disapproval.   
 
    The mountain of moaning and grunting flesh behind her back she duly ignored. It might as well have been a figment of my imagination.  
 
    Julia concentrated like a surgeon as she wielded the razor, carefully making sure she didn’t slice my genitals off. I was certainly grateful for that, even though at times I held my breath. 
 
    Although she was only a part-time maid for the Chambers family, I was pretty sure she quickly desensitized herself to all X-rated going-ons there. Did Dr. Greg or Samantha ever hit on her? Here was a pretty girl from Thailand, young, slim, and fair-skinned. A shorter and even more petite version of Nicole. Big breasts for an Asian, therefore probably implants. I had a full line of sight right down her ample cleavage as she worked. There was plenty of boob on display, her low-cut pink bra was designed to show off. I could even see the clip holding her two bra cups together at the front. I almost got a glimpse of nipple too, before she sensed my prying eyes and quickly readjusted her top. 
 
    Earlier, her latex-covered fingers had applied cold shaving gel all over my crotch. To shave, she moved my erect cock slightly to one side like it was a joystick. Her delicate touch made my cock twitch longingly for more attention. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to do that, couldn’t help it…” I apologized sheepishly. 
 
    The razor cut smoothly and had a satisfying scrape to it, a high-quality tool just like all the other expensive equipment in the Chambers household. Julia had evidently done it many times before, she handled the blade with precise confidence.  
 
    Forced to await her turn to be pleasured by Dr. Greg, Nicole walked over to me and inspected my groin. She looked like she was still a little jealous. I hoped she wasn’t falling in love with him.  
 
    “Ooo..that’s nice honey, you’re going to join the club soon once you’re nice and smooth all over,” Nicole said. 
 
    “Mmm…can’t wait,” I smiled back.  
 
    She gave me a lingering kiss with plenty of tongue. I tried not to think about her mouth intimately sucking on Dr. Greg’s cock earlier. 
 
    “Ahhh…ohh…unghh!” she gasped suddenly, breaking our kiss and giving me a shove. My heart skipped a beat fearing that Julia might cut me by accident, but she stopped instantly and jerked the blade out of reach. Peering over her shoulder, I saw Samantha gleefully pressing the remote on Nicole’s vibrating panties. 
 
    My wife peeled them off and flung them to the floor, not caring about her nudity. I could tell she was a little annoyed. She continued where she left off, planting a kiss on me. I reached for her breasts and pinched a nipple between my fingers.   
 
    “Julia, my horny hubby is checking out your tits. I don’t blame him, they look amazing, don’t they Andy? Make sure you don’t forget to shave his tight little man-pussy as well,” she teased, giving my cockhead a little flick as she left. 
 
    Meanwhile, her partner in crime was still bouncing vigorously on Greg’s cock, and losing her mind in the process. 
 
    “Ahhhh yes yes yes…oh fuck I love it!” Samantha screamed as she rode up and down his pole, throwing her hands behind her head in total surrender. Greg’s hands played with her breasts as she came to a powerful orgasm. I watched in amazement as she squirted, the liquid shooting out towards me like a stream of pee arcing into a urinal, only this splattered all over their hardwood floor. It was the first time I’d ever seen that in real life. 
 
    Dr. Greg lifted his wife’s slumped body off his manhood. His penis was completely coated with Samantha’s sticky juices, and still erect. I knew he was saving it for Nicole. I didn’t see him taking any dick pills, but I wouldn’t have put it past him. 
 
    My wife took her place, straddling his thighs while facing me, the exact same position that Samantha was previously in. As she blew me a naughty kiss, Dr. Greg spread her labia for a better look inside her pink walls. 
 
    “So young and tight,” he said. “Andy, such a beautiful woman, you were right to give her to me. Your wife deserves to be satisfied by a huge cock, don’t you agree?” 
 
    I didn’t answer. 
 
    “Please tell him, Andy,” urged Nicole. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “She deserves the best.” 
 
    “Andy, tell me the truth. Do you want me to give her a baby?” said Greg.   
 
    I was stunned speechless, but Nicole looked pleased by that, I could tell she wanted me to say yes. I also knew she didn’t actually want that in real life, she was just playing along with her desire of being impregnated by his alpha cock. Just a sexual fantasy, a little roleplay. And maybe also to compete with Samantha? Sigh, at this rate, I could foresee things wouldn’t end well. 
 
    “If she wants it, then yes,” I said. 
 
    “Please do it, Dr. Greg, please pump a baby inside me while you make me cum!” Nicole pleaded. 
 
    “You were jealous of Samantha just now,” he said sternly, looking at her while his hands roamed her upper body. Nicole was surprised, she hadn’t expected the sudden rebuke. 
 
    “I…I’m sorry, it’s just that missed you so much, master….” she stammered, placing her hands on his chest. Looking deep into his eyes, her other hand reached for his shaft behind her body and stroked it, trying to placate him sexually.  
 
    “You need to be punished, slut!” he boomed, making her cower like a scolded puppy. His arms came up under her thighs and lifted them high, drawing my gaze down to her pubic region. His arms continued to move backwards and upwards until his fingers interlocked behind Nicole’s head. He had her in a full nelson position! Her knees were drawn up to the same level as her head and pointed skywards. Her thighs mashed her own boobs together at both sides. Her arms were lying useless beside her and her head was pushed forward at a downward angle so that she was forced to look at her own lower body. 
 
    It looked like my wife was in the most submissive position a woman could ever be in. 
 
    “I’m sorry master, please punish me,” she said meekly. “Take my ass instea…..unghhh!” 
 
    Greg’s cock pushed up into her anus, making her gape as it induced her anus to open up. Inch after inch vanished up into her rectum without any resistance, his cock already well lubricated by Samantha’s secretions. I had a flashback to when the ladies ‘made love’ to me with the huge strap-on that was modeled after Greg’s penis. I hadn’t forgotten how that felt. I thought I was going to explode from the inside. One week later I was still sore inside and walking funny. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” Nicole groaned. Her head, hands, and feet flopped powerlessly around like a ragdoll as his cock jackhammered in and out of her stretched asshole. “So deep…so deep!”  
 
    “Ahhh, such a tight tiny asshole. Unghh…is my anal slut enjoying her punishment, hmm?” grunted Dr. Greg. I guessed the breeding and impregnation would have to wait for another day. Thankfully.  
 
      “Yes, Dr. Greg! I love it!” Nicole screamed. Her anal walls were being stretched to their limits by this humongous invader. My wife being held like this and used as a fucktoy was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. He must have known that her submission to his ’punishment’ was not just arousing to himself, but also akin to sexual crack for Nicole and the cuckold as well. Namely me. 
 
    That’s why they called him master. 
 
    “Good little slut. Andy, come over and give your wife’s cunt a kiss. I think she needs to cum,” Dr. Greg said generously. It was easy to be generous with other people’s wives, I thought bitterly. Julia paused her work on shaving my balls as I crawled over to them like a dog.  
 
    Nicole looked at me weakly, still shuddering from the constant pounding. Her ass looked amazing, those damn squats Samantha taught her really did the trick. As my face closed the distance to her gash, I could see she was very wet and aroused.  Unfortunately, it also meant I was getting uncomfortably closer and closer to Dr. Greg’s appendage as well. I tried to tune out the sight of his swollen balls and the increasingly loud schlupping sounds his shaft was making inside my wife’s backdoor. 
 
    I kissed Nicole’s slit, drawing a loud guttural moan that came from deep inside her belly before she desperately grabbed my head and pushed my mouth against her cunt. As I licked and sucked the entire length of her slit, I felt Dr. Greg’s balls flopping against my chin. Since my wife was the one mashing my face against her pubic area, I didn’t have much say in the matter. Even in that crazy situation, it didn’t feel appropriate for me to block his testicles with my hand. 
 
    Before long, Nicole was on the verge of an intense climax. Seconds later Dr. Greg roared and started his orgasm as well. Either that or he was having the mother of all heart attacks. I soon saw white cum ooze out of her anus and flow down his pole, confirming the former. It seemed to me like tree sap rolling down a giant redwood trunk. 
 
    As they both groaned in a chorus of sexual release, I squirmed out of my wife’s grasp and quickly scurried back to where Julia was patiently waiting. I didn’t want to risk being asked to suck Dr. Greg’s cock clean. I was scared and worried that in my state of arousal, the possibility that I would comply and suck another man’s cock was pretty high. The women had conditioned me to clean their dildos that way, and I had to admit reluctantly seeing Dr. Greg’s powerful cock up close like that was somewhat arousing. Still, he had been inside Nicole’s butt. 
 
    As my hosts and Nicole rested on the couch, totally spent, Julia continued her work on my hair removal. When she was done with my balls, she spread my thighs up and wide, signaling me to hold my legs up, which I did. It gave her full access to my asshole and made me feel exposed and vulnerable. My cock went a little soft, twitching in embarrassment as it slowly shrank, compounding the feelings of self-consciousness. 
 
    I realized that the lack of pubic hair did seem to make my cock look bigger, even though I felt less manly at the same time. If their plan was to feminize me, I guess it worked a little? Eventually, the ladies couldn’t contain their curiosity and came over. Samantha nodded in approval while Nicole gave a little giggle. 
 
    In less than five minutes, I was perfectly smooth and hairless as a baby down there. I quickly let my legs down and covered my nakedness with a cushion. The conversation switched to what I thought of their maid Julia. 
 
    “Pretty Julia here has something to confess. She actually has a crush on you, Andy,” said Samantha. “I’m sure you find her attractive, don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course he does, she’s a cutie!” Nicole chimed in. “Why don’t you lighten up and show her a good time?” 
 
    Julia turned away, half smiling as the ladies teased her. She was blushing hard, which I took to mean that what Samantha was saying was true. 
 
    “Go on, just the two of you,” said Samantha. 
 
    “Julia…and me….alone?” I croaked, not daring to believe what they were suggesting. My wife was encouraging me to cheat with Julia? It couldn’t be true. Likely just another one of their kinky games. 
 
    “It’s only fair to you and Julia since we’ve all had our fun,” said Nicole seriously, exchanging glances with Samantha. I had the feeling something was up, but I didn’t know what it was yet. 
 
    I led the petite Asian girl into one of the guest rooms and I shut the door behind us. She slipped off her sandals. I was completely naked and she was still fully dressed. Less than ten minutes ago she showed no emotion when she removed all the hair on my lower abdomen. She couldn’t have known it then, but part of my erection was caused by her. 
 
    I was growing more and more attracted to her by the minute. And still hard. 
 
    And now, here we were, in the privacy of one of Samantha and Greg’s guestrooms. All this time she actually had the hots for me! This delicate and beautiful woman. It felt too good to be true. Her lips pursed together as her large dark eyes looked up at me submissively. Her lips quivered, betraying a slight nervousness and insecurity. 
 
    I don’t recall moving in for the kiss but our lips met by themselves. She tasted like sweet cherries, her warm lithe tongue pushing in and wrapping around mine with considerable sexual urgency. I held her tiny waist, feeling her warm breasts push against me as she stood on tiptoe.  
 
    Next, I clumsily unbuttoned her blouse and kissed the swell of her breasts as she reached behind to unhook her bra. My tongue was already hungrily seeking her nipple even before she got it off. Her bra and her body smelled powdery and fragrant and tinged with a little sweat at the same time. 
 
    “Uhhh…uhhh…mister Andy…,” she said. Her moans were music to my ears. I could have sucked on her tits for hours just to hear her vocalize her pleasure. 
 
    Praying she wouldn’t change her mind for whatever reason, I reached down and groped her ass, squeezing her against me. And that’s when I felt it! A light bump on her crotch against my thigh. The more we kissed and caressed, the stiffer it got. I looked at Julia, stunned and horrified at the realization.  
 
    She was a ladyboy. 
 
    She looked at me, nervous and afraid. Was she scared that my discovery of her man parts would be a deal breaker? But my erection didn’t subside. I was still rock hard. 
 
    Cuckolded, humiliated, denied, placed in chastity, having my anal cherry popped, using a mouth dildo, and now, being seduced by a hot ladyboy. It didn’t really matter to me anymore. Like boiling a frog in cold water, it was too late for me to jump out. I barely noticed my boundaries and inhibitions being stretched beyond societal norms until they completely disappeared. I was already in too deep. 
 
    By upping the ante little by little, the ladies had ensured that I was now part of this perverted pleasure-seeking hedonistic clan. 
 
    “How could it…but…but you’re so beautiful!” I said, a little flabbergasted yet not wanting to offend Julia. 
 
    She stroked my face and kissed the side of my head. 
 
    “Just lean back, relax. Julia take care of you,” she whispered before her tongue slowly swirled into my ear, 
 
    I sighed and did as she asked, surrendering to the pleasure. 
 
    As she nibbled my earlobe, her hands caressed all over my upper body. She even licked my nipples! Slowly, her mouth roamed down, down to my cock, and stopped just shy. She stared at it lustfully, her raw desire was written all over her face. This was the real Julia. The one who shaved my pubes was just her professional persona.  
 
    Taking me slowly in her mouth she sucked passionately. Each bob of her head sent wave after wave of pleasure coursing through my lower body. She placed one hand on my chest to keep me steady and maintained heavy eye contact as she fellated me. It made my lungs almost burst out of my chest. The internal conflict of our intimacy vs whether she was more man than woman was driving me wild.  
 
    I had to pull out of her mouth before she inadvertently gave me a premature ejaculation. 
 
    As we kissed, I removed her long skirt and threw it aside. Peeling off her panties, I saw her penis and testicles. They were small and hairless, seemingly underdeveloped, like a baby’s. She was much smaller than me. I was hypnotized, it was hard to reconcile these organs on the same body as this incredibly feminine girl. As her fingers teased and stroked my cock, she turned around, giving me access to her ass.  
 
    I swallowed hard, this was the point of no return. 
 
    Do you want to make love to me?” she breathed as we kissed. I kneaded her breasts as I pretended to consider her question, already knowing full well what my answer would be. 
 
    “Yes,” I replied. 
 
    The pleasure of her tight anal walls squeezing and massaging my cock as I pumped in and out was indescribable. I realized she must have already pre-lubed herself. As much pleasure as I was receiving, I was giving plenty in return. Julia’s eyes rolled right up into the back of her head and her tongue was hanging out of the side of her mouth as she panted. When it got too intense she would lick her own lips seductively. I knew I wouldn’t last long at this rate. Her love hole was too potent. 
 
    “Unggh…Julia, it feels so good inside you…ahhh! I…I…can’t hold on much longer,” I groaned.  
 
    “Mmmm...no wait…don’t cum! Don’t stop! Need more!” she whispered intimately. “Your dick feels so good inside Julia.” 
 
    She reached for her phone which lay at the side of the bed. Unlocking it, she activated the camera and positioned it under our bodies at the place where we were joined as one. Her phone clicked once and as she raised her hand, I saw the image of her smooth baby cock, with tiny balls mushing against my own larger sacks. My cock was buried deep inside her ass and her cock was pointing out straight, stiff, and erect. 
 
    The image messed with my already fragile psyche. I was having protected sex with someone who was technically a man. Didn’t that make me gay? At least a little? 
 
    I didn’t have much time to ponder this as Julia grabbed hold of my hand and wrapped it around her cock. It felt a little unnatural but also very intimate at the same time. I stroked her as if it was me masturbating. 
 
    “Unghhh…ohhh yes…so good! Now we remember…forever,” she said. Arching her back and neck backward to me, she wrapped her hands around my head and our hungry mouths met in a wet and passionate kiss. It drove out all my doubts, at least in that moment. How could I be gay? Except for her boy parts, Julia was just as feminine, even more feminine than many real women I knew. 
 
    Raising her camera, she quickly took a selfie of us together joined at the mouth and hips. My fingers still wrapped around her cock. Then without warning, she texted both that photo and the previous one straight to Samantha! Before I could protest, the idea of my wife and our good neighbors outside, enjoying pictures of me copulating with a biological male was too much for my brain to process. The overload of pleasure signals to and from my cock made my dam burst. 
 
    “Juliaaaa, fuuuuck I’m gonna cum! Ahhh….I’m cumming inside you!!!,” I screamed pushing deeper into her asshole as my cock exploded, coating her insides with torrent after torrent of hot jism. 
 
    “Unghhh…yes…make love to me, Mr. Andy!” Julia groaned as her anus squeezed me, trying to milk my sperm deeper into her body. I felt her shudder as her cock exploded in my hand as well, coating my fingers in goo. I continued stroking and milking her cock as a tornado of post-climatic emotions washed over me. 
 
    It was the first time I’d ever had sex with a T-girl, and it was one of the most satisfying and passionate experiences of my life. I’d finished with an earth-shattering knee orgasm, so so deep into her ass. It felt truly surreal. 
 
     As we lay panting and sated in each other’s arms, I heard the sound of cheering and high fives outside, where Nicole and Samantha must have seen the pictures. They were celebrating our lovemaking. 
 
    Julia smiled at me lovingly, kissed me, then rested her head on my chest, long dark hair spilling all over me. Our cocks had shrunk back and mine was resting on top of hers. As Julia watched me adoringly, I put my cum coated fingers to my mouth and licked, savoring the salty taste of her cum. This intimate act caused my cock to suddenly twitch and stiffen, slightly regaining its erection. 
 
    Julia noticed it too, I felt her longing stare on my groin. As a guttural moan of lust reverberated through her body before escaping her lips, I knew that we were going to make love again.  
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