

Kate ran her fingers over the fabric of a new dress that would have looked so good on her husband. The sequins sparkled under the light of her walk in closet and the craftsmanship was impeccable. Just touching the dress that she had bought for him caused so many memories to come rushing back in her mind. The late nights painting each others toes. The rush of discovering new kinks together. All of that was up in the air. 


He was at work right now, slaving away in a skyscraper that rose up from the Chicago skyline. His work was hard and difficult, and lately, even though they never spoke of it, dangerous. It seemed so odd that his work might take him into dangerous territory.


Kate shook her head and put the beautiful dress back. Her husband was in deep now. She didn’t know if they could get out of this together and be able to go back to the way things were in the past. How had things got to the point where they were in danger? She still could not figure it all out.


The sissy lifestyle was difficult to maintain. Most people didn’t understand it or the appeal. When they were dressing up together, it was like their little secret. Things were rapidly changing though and it felt at times like things were out of control.


Kate laid out on their black, satin sheets, stretching out for just a moment. The clock on her phone told her that she had time before work started, enough time to reminisce about where things went wrong. It might be good just to look back.


Jackson and her got married young. Maybe that was where it all started. They met in law school, and it was love at first sight. His wavy, black hair and naturally tan skin looked great when he was running shirtless by the shore with her. Jackson had a physique that was just naturally more lean and thin, a runner’s body.


Kate on the other hand was a total knockout. She was a bit on the thicker side with big breasts that matched her round bottom. One of her favorite things to do was befriend some of young guys in her law office and then suggest a run down by the beach during lunch.


Most of the guys agreed to the run with her when they saw her in her low cut top in the office. Sometimes she was even able to get a few of them to come along with her. When they met up with her down by the sand, she would greet them wearing short shorts that exposed the bottom couple of inches of her ass and a tight, black, jogging bra.


Of course, their eyes always popped out of their heads when they caught sight of her. They probably expected someone much more reserved and buttoned up. When she exercised, she wanted to have mobility and the ability to move freely. She started out easy with the boys, her long, blonde hair flowing back and forth as they ran. On purpose, she put on the speed, her muscular and thick thighs working hard so that she got in front of the young men that wanted to work out with her.


It was all part of how she liked to tease men. When she was the leader of the pack, the men behind her got a nice look at her ass cheeks and they bounced around. It was exactly what Kate planned in reality. She wanted them checking her out from behind, drooling and trying to pick up their tongues as they moved in sync behind her.


When it got fun was when one of the guys wanted to get out in front of her. It was a law office so there were a lot of big egos that were floating around. Men would graduate at the top of their class in both college and law school and then find themselves working for one of the top firms.


Things like that went to your head. If it happened too much, you started to get cocky. That was when the trouble started.


If one of these hotshots was working out with her and saw her getting the lead out in front, they usually felt like a girl should not be leading the run. They would try and catch up, overtake her in the run and become the lead. That was where they were wrong.


Despite her huge tits and jiggly ass, Kate had speed to her. She ran all through high school and also used the scholarship with the athletics team to get a full ride from one of the top running schools in the nation. Her experience in highly competitive sports actually helped her land the law job.


Suffice it to say, Kate knew what she was doing on what most guys thought was just a fun run. She could hear them coming up behind her, their sneakers slapping against the sidewalk. That was when she would really turn it on. Before they knew what hit them, she would take off, weaving through the crowds, her jiggly ass pulling away and taunting them.


Hotshots never left it at that. They needed to feel like they were in control and dominate. They would try and keep pace with her, but it never worked out in the end. She was just too fast to overtake.


Once her thighs began to work, her muscular form went into overdrive, pushing her further and further ahead. Men on the beach would gawk at her luscious form, trying to catch sight of her jiggly tits as she ran by. It would only be a second that they could catch sight of her and then she was gone, the hotshots in the office huffing and puffing behind her, still trying to keep the pace.


It was funny to her and she usually ran with a broad smile as the men fell further and further behind her. There was a big loop that would end up back at the law office, and there she would be, leaning against the blue, mailbox and wagging her finger as the young men came jogging up several minutes later and out of breath.


That was how she met Jackson. He had just started working at the same law firm as her. He looked great in his tailored suit, dark blue with pin stripes and a red pocket square that matched his power tie. His tan skin made practically everything he wore look good. She admired him from afar and then decided to make her moves.


‘Do you want to come with me for a run this afternoon? Maybe we can do it on your lunch break.”


No guy ever turned her down and Jackson was not an exception. He readily agreed to the challenge and told her that he would see her outside in front of the building around noon. It was exciting to engage with him, almost like she was a spider taunting a fly.


Kate got the surprise when he finally met her down there. He came bouncing out with runners shorts on and a giant cock that was barely contained by his loose shorts. Each time he bounced on his toes, she thought his thick cock might come out and give her a great surprise.


“You ready to go?” he questioned, nodding toward the waves and the beach. 


Kate didn’t bother to answer. She just took off, heading toward the giant loop, pulling out in front of him and flashing her ass cheeks his way. Jackson took to chase, following her pretty body and catching up alongside her almost immediately. The guy had some speed.


Kate flashed him a great smile and told him to enjoy the look of her ass as she pumped her thighs hard and began to pull in front. Jackson smiled and chased after her, coming back alongside her easily. How did he get so fast? This question was huge in her mind. She was not used to this.


“Is this how you like to tease the guys?” he said with a smile. “You know there are easier ways to ask me out.”


This guy was cocky and that pissed Kate off. She was used to being in control and she jetted off into the lead again, making sure that he was looking at her ass with a glance behind her.


When she looked over her shoulder, she saw him picking up speed like a sprinter, charging toward her and flying past her like she was standing still. He hiked up his shorts in the back and flashed some of his ass at her in an opportunity to play with her.


“You seem to like showing your ass to me so I can only repay the favor to you. How do you like it? Is my ass firm enough for your liking?”


Kate caught up to him and grabbed at his tight ass. Jackson yelped, the unexpected grab startling him.


“You are baking some hot buns,” she said with a laugh and then settled into a run alongside him, never losing her breath and talking like she was just riding on the bus with him.


To her surprise, Jackson wasn’t winded at all. He ran alongside her easily and even flashed her a brilliant white smile to let her know he liked the challenge.


“If you think you can meet me, you have another thing coming sister,” he said with confidence. “No way I am going to be losing to you soon unless I sprain my ankle.”


“That can be arranged,” said Kate as she poured on the speed and tried to pull ahead.


He matched her pace and kept running alongside her, even looking back to catch a sight of her bouncing ass. Kate was pissed. Who did this guy think he was? So cocky and good looking! It was driving her crazy.


“You going to look at my ass all afternoon?” she demanded.


“You are kind of putting it out there. It is hard to miss when you are advertising it all over the place to everybody.”


Kate clenched her jaw. He had called her bluff and seen through what she was doing and she wasn’t happy about that. The run continued and he kept moving alongside her, showing he must have had a running background as well.


Jackson spoke again, his brilliant smile making her catch her breath and it wasn’t because she was running hard.


“You know, I can think of things I would rather do with that ass instead of just enjoying the way it looks.”


Kate rolled her eyes, but inside, she was happy he was making a very overt pass at her. It was hard to tell if he was into her, and this was the confirmation she needed.


“Tell you what Jackson. If you can beat me to the office, dinner is on me. If I beat you though, you walk into the office and tell everybody that you lost to a girl. A girl with a lot of extra weight I might add because my chest and ass are not small.”


Jackson didn’t extend his hand, but he agreed to the deal verbally, moving as fast as he could through the crowd on the beach. No matter how fast he moved though, Kate was right there with him, and no matter how fast she ran, Jackson kept his pace up. The man was a machine and Kate wondered what his stamina would be like in the bedroom.


The office was coming into view and they were on the home stretch. Neither person wanted to lose and Kate tried to will herself to move faster than her competition. They were neck and neck and both of them didn’t show any indication they would slow down.


Finally, they were both at the door of the office, reaching for the handle to be crowned the winner. They both reached for the handle at the same time and their hands touched, electricity running through both of them. It was white hot, just a touch with this amazing looking man that ran into her life.


“If you want to hold my hand, just tell me,” said Jackson with a laugh. 


Kate slapped his arm. “You cheeky bastard. You know you didn’t win right?”


Jackson sighed.” A tie. I hate when I tie somebody.”


“Even though it means you get to date the most gorgeous girl in the whole office?”


Jackson pulled open the door for her. “That sounds fair to me. I lost, but in a way, I am still winning. I can settle for a date with Mrs. Big Booty.”


Kate snickered and they both got into the elevator together. Jackson was such a son of a bitch. This guy was probably used to always getting his way with women and it was not rubbing her the right way. Still, a girl always liked a guy that was a little bit cocky. It gave them an edge that was nice. 

It was crazy to think that her cocky and hot husband had been turned into a groveling sissy because of the mafia. The day that they rolled in, she could still remember it clearly. Full suits and slicked back hair, three of them entering into their law office, looking for representation.

The leader of the trio had eyes as cold as ice, his demands coming quick and fast. It turned out that a capo in their crime family had run into some trouble with loan sharking down in Florida. They needed to prove that in reality, their crime boss was running a regular business, in this case a loan company that charged normal rates of interest.

There was only one problem. The mafia refused to do any sort of business with them, until they had some dirt on the law firm. That was how the mafia worked. They wouldn’t send business to you unless they knew that they could control you completely.

Jackson and Kate were called into a backroom along with the rest of the mafia members, their hard stares just going right through the now married couple. The tough men grabbed a black suitcase, slamming it down on their expensive table.

Kate expected that there would be a hundred thousand dollars in the suitcase. After all, it only made sense that the mafia would be paying in full cash. Both locks were flipped on the suitcase and it opened up to reveal a shimmery dress, high heels, and thong underwear.

Vito, the hard man that was in charge, nodded toward Jackson.

“Pick up the dress.”

“I don’t understand what this is,” said Jackson in shock. “We obviously are willing to work with you, considering your friends are usually paying triple what a normal client would pay, but we were not expecting you to give clothing to my wife.”

Vito laughed, a dull and joyless sound. “This shit ain’t for her sissy boy. This is for you. Slip this puppy on and make your best faces in the mirror.”

Jackson sat there in shock. ‘Surely you can’t mean for me to get in that thing. I mean, I am not gay. I don’t do crossdressing or anything like that. I am not against it. I am not a bigot, but still, I am not going to get in a dress for you three.”

Vito drummed his fingers against the surface of the slick desk.

“Listen up Mr. Hot Shot Lawyer. Jackson, whatever your name is, you get in this pretty dress that we got for you. Prance around in the heels. We take some clear shots of you being a poofter, and then we know you can trust you. No blackmail on you, we don’t work with you.”

Jackson shook his head. “No way.”

Three more suitcases came out and each one was stuffed to the brim with cold, hard cash. Five times their normal fee. “You sure about that pretty boy. Make the right decision.”

Jackson swallowed hard, looking at the money, and then slowly began to get undressed. He pulled off his nice pants with trembling hands, before going to his dress shirt and tie. As he pulled the dress over onto his shoulders, Vito snapped his fingers.

“The pretty thong as well pretty boy. Don’t think you get to wear those boxers now.”

Jackson pulled off his silk boxers and left them on his desk. Kate turned away in shame, finding it hard to look at her once hot and cocky husband. They needed the money the mafia could provide, but this was almost too much to handle for her. How did they get into this crazy situation?

Vito nodded as he watched the lacy thong go onto his now brand new lawyer. A camera was pulled out, and shots were taken from various angles. Jackson tried to cover his face, but the mafia wanted it all on record, in case they needed material on him later.

“This feels weird,” said Jackson, trying to shy away from the camera as he felt the mafia men shift around him and continue to take pictures of him dressed up like a cute sissy.

“You think this is weird you little punk? It is about to get a whole lot more weird for you. Put on the makeup.”

A makeup tray was presented, along with various flavors of foundation, lipstick, and mascara. It took Jackson back. What was going on here? It was obvious the Mafia wanted him in a compromised position with the pictures, but this was getting downright weird.

“I don’t know how to put on makeup. I am a regular dude.”

“Have the wife do it pussy. She is nice and hot. She can put that shit all over you. Unless, maybe you want your wife to give us something so that your office is compromised. These things go two ways. Maybe we get some shots of her blowing the whole crew. Pretty compromising right guys?”

Jackson didn’t like the sound of his wife taking mafia dick and sat still as his wife walked over, pulled out a nice shade of red lipstick and began to draw it across his lips. It felt waxy and foreign to him, a strange sensation that he would probably never get used to. Jackson didn’t like having to give into these bullies that were so intent on getting these lewd photos. Still though, if they did this one job, they would be able to fund the whole office for five years on just one job alone.

Next came the foundation that smoothed out his skin and made him look flawless. Jackson cringed as it was caked on, layer upon layer going over his manly skin. The mafia guys were all laughing at him, none of them able to keep a straight face.

The hot shot lawyer clenched his jaw. This was the most humiliating thing that ever happened. His wife was whispering that it would be worth it in the end, but Jackson was not convinced. This seemed like too much to put up with.

He was told to close his eyes and Jackson did as he was told. Eyeshadow went on next, his face becoming more feminine with each passing moment that occurred. The burly mafia enforcers were making kissing sounds and mocking him in his pretty dress. Kate, his wife, told him that everything would be fine in the end, leaning in for a little kiss.

Photos were taken at high speed, trying to capture this lurid scene of crossdressing and feminization. Jackson hoped that all of this would be enough to satisfy these jerks. Unfortunately, he was wrong.

Vito slapped a few of the pictures against his palm, a grim smile spreading out over his face.

“You did real good so far princess, but this is going to need to be more hardcore. Sure, doing a little song and dance dressed as a woman is not normal. People are going to look at you weird. We want you to go further though. We want your thoughtful and doting wife to take you down a peg. We want you doing stuff with her that normal people would never dream of. How about you come around the desk, bend over for us, and show off that cute little ass in the thong.

Jackson didn’t have a choice if he was going to get the money that he so desperately wanted. Kate whistled as Jackson began posing, giving upskirt shots to the camera and looking back with sly smiles. To the surprise of everybody in the office, it seemed that Jackson was actually getting into the role of the sissy girl.

With a flourish, Jackson began to dance around the office, moving with an unsteady way of walking as he tried to get used to the high heels. All the mafia guys were laughing as he tried to do a little dance around the office in his gorgeous makeup.

“Shake it you dirty slut. Yeah, move that ass for us.”

Jackson was starting to get used to the idea of being exposed and looking pretty like a girl. He started to understand just why some guys might like this whole crossdressing thing. It was thrilling and he felt so pretty and admired right now.

As he continued to prance around the office, Vito, the main mafia guy, got frustrated and smacked his hand on the desk.

“You are enjoying this kinky shit too much lawyer boy. We need something where you are not enjoying yourself. Something really freaky.”

With a thick finger, Vito directed Kate over to the thick, black chair that was normally for executives. “Yeah, girl. You are his wife. Get this little prancing pretty boy to lay across your lap like he was a bad little girl. Pretend that it is spanking time for his kinky ass.”

Kate was chagrined as she got in the leather chair, motioning for her husband to come and lay across her lap like he was a bad girl that needed to be disciplined. “Honey, can you stop dancing around for the camera and listen to the men? We have to get all this done right now, and then we can play around in the dress later.”

Jackson was actually sort of sad that he was no longer able to put on his impromptu fashion show for everyone. One of the mafia enforcers was laughing hard as this Nancy boy was forced to stop posing so that he could bend over the knee of his doting wife.

The hot shot lawyer knew that his face was burning for sure as his tight stomach was pressed into the thighs of his hot wife. He felt the draft from the air above running along his almost bare bottom. This was so weird having all these guys look at his ass in the lacy thong that had been made for women when they wanted to get intimate with their husbands.

Kate ran her palm across the nice buttocks of her husband, rubbing along his white little rump.

“Give that ass a few spanks,” laughed Vito, rubbing his hands together in pleasure. “This guy enjoys putting on the Paris Fashion Week too much. If I didn’t know better, I would say this fag boy was actually into the whole crossdressing thing.”

Kate pushed those thoughts out of her mind. There was no way the cocky and hot shot lawyer that she married so many years ago liked to prance around in the clothing of women. Still though, she felt something hard and stiff on her leg…

She brought her hand down hard on her man, giving him a stinging slap. Jackson jumped, his rump flying into the air. Vito giggled, taking a shot with his camera.

“Slap that ass again. Make it red for the camera. We need some really kinky shit. People need to feel like Jackson is a total creep that can’t be trusted if this ever leaks out.”

Kate slapped her husband, a burning sting spreading through his buns when she cracked her hand against the pale ass that was bent over for her. There was a strange sound that could be heard. It almost sounded like...Jackson was crying.

“Don’t be such a crybaby poofter. You need to get used to a little punishment.”

“That is not why I am sad Kate. I am upset because I am enjoying this.”

Kate froze, her hand hovering over his now red cheeks. “Did you just say...you like getting spanked while dressed up like a woman?”

Vito and the rest of the mafia guys all started to laugh, each one of them enjoying the idea of this elite lawyer reduced to the point of a little girl that liked to get spankings. His wife continued to administer punishment to his ass, slapping it hard and digging her palm in. Each time she spanked his ass, his erection grew, getting harder than steel and more rigid than a mountain range.

Jackson craved release. He wanted to feel his cock go off. It was like torture to have his cock pent up like this. He needed to spray out the liquid load, covering everything. The laughter of the mafia men was ringing in his ears as his thong was pulled off to totally reveal his tight butt.

“This guy seems to like the spankings. Make that shit even more gay. Tuck a pinky in the back of the crybabies ass. See if the Nancy enjoys getting a little ass play. We will turn Jackson into Jacqueline.”

Kate licked her tiny pinky, sinking just the tip into her husbands butt, his legs shaking as he remained bent over her lap like this was punishment for being bad.

“It feels so amazing. Deeper. Push your pinky deeper.”

The mafia guys were raucous and boisterous, enjoying this perverted show as they got more blackmail information to the point that this would fill a huge folder with the perverted pictures. Jackson kicked his feet, demanding more fingers and even more things up his tiny butt. Vito didn’t like the fact that this sissy was enjoying it so much and shook his head, grabbing the hand of Kate and stopping her.

“This sick fucks enjoys the shit too much. This is not some weird play time for you weirdo fucks. You push anything else into his ass and this dude is going to fucking cum all over this office. This is not to be enjoyed. This is part of business.”

Kate stopped finger fucking the ass of her husband, pausing with her dirty fingers in the air now, smiling at the men that thought that this was going to be punishment. With disgust, Vito stormed out of the room, but not before he warned that they would be back, along with a contract because this was the law office that they were going to use now.

That brought a smile to the face of Kate. She had always known they would get this contract. The real question now was how far was Jackson going to go? It seemed like they had awakened a slumbering sissy monster in him. How far would Jackson go with this new kink that was so taboo and so hot? What would the mafia ask them to do tomorrow or the next week?

Kate grinned at the thought of some of those mafia guys fucking her raw and hard, taking her little pussy like the thugs they were. Would Jackson want to slurp up their load after they were finished with her?

TO BE CONTINUED
 

Did you enjoy this erotic treat? It is so hot to think of being married to a man like this. There is a lot more in store for our little sissy in the next part of the story. Don’t miss out on the next part. It seems that Jackson starts to learn, he really likes to dress up like a woman while his wife stares with longing at other men. Secretly, Jackson desires to see his wife used by several men at once while he does clean up. Search the store for the next part from Victoria Midnight. Here is a preview.

“Give into this gay stuff Jackson. You know that you enjoy a little finger in the ass.”

His wife was taunting him with her little, sing song like tone. He grunted, trying to hold back the pleasure that he was feeling. He could not come as this stranger was exploring his backside. Another finger was added though, and then Jackson knew he was going to be exposed. It felt too good once that second finger went into his booty. With arms shaking from exertion, and his cock bubbling up with hot semen, Jackson prolonged his climax as long as he could, until it finally all came rushing out at once, smearing his own carpet and getting into the fibers. Spurt after spurt of warm juice ran out of his cock as the fingers pumped his poor ass. A third finger snuck in, pressing out further on his anal walls, squeezing everything out of his balls and over his own living room. Elaine laughed.

Before the fingers were even pulled from his ass, his face was getting pushed into his own load and he was ordered to clean it all up with his pink tongue. Jackson did as he was ordered by the two women, licking his own gross carpet to keep his house clean and not defiled by his man spunk.
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