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It all started when I introduced my old roommate, Russ to my wife, Sonya. I hadn’t seen Russ in years – not since college, but we found each other on Facebook a couple of years ago, and then he looked me up when he moved to LA. I was working as a music executive, and he talked me into getting him a job. I had no idea how my association with Russ would affect my marriage to Sonya. But I guess no good deed goes unpunished…

I should’ve seen it coming, actually. That first night at dinner, they couldn’t keep their eyes off each other. Sonya’s a beautiful woman, with long, flowing dark hair and almond-shaped brown eyes lined by thick lashes. She has high cheek bones, and full lips that any woman would kill for – and a body to match her perfect, oval face. I knew she was out of my league from the beginning, but that didn’t stop me from pursuing her – and making her mine.

I almost felt like a third wheel that night at dinner with my old friend and my new wife. They just seemed to hit it off – like they’d known each other all their lives. We drank wine, and the low candle light flickered as we laughed and shared stories about our wild college days. Still, I noticed that a kind of sexual tension hung thickly in the air – but I brushed it off to being my imagination, and being an overly jealous newlywed with a much younger, much hotter wife.

Our intimacy went to hell right after that night. We quit making love, even when I tried to initiate it. I started badgering Sonya, asking her what had changed, what was wrong. I couldn’t get an answer out of her. Then, one night after a few drinks at home, she eventually came out with it.

“I’m going to fuck Russ,” she told me, and I just about swallowed my tongue along with the brandy I’d been enjoying.

“What?” was all I could come out with.

“I’m going to fuck Russ – and I’m telling you this because I think you deserve to know,” she continued on, sipping nonchalantly on her glass of red wine.

“Why? Why are you saying this?” I questioned her, not understanding what the hell was going on.

“I just want you to know – and you can be there or not – that’s up to you.”

“I can be there – what? What are you saying?” I fumbled on, trying to grasp the situation. My mind was blown – who says this kind of shit?

“I mean – you’re my husband – so you can watch – if you want,” she told me in an equally cool manner. I just wanted to shake her – she seemed so calm about the whole thing – and I wanted to kill somebody.

“You want me to watch?!!!” I yelled at her, completely losing it at this point. I stood up from my chair and walked over to the sink, smashing my glass of brandy into the sink.

“You don’t have to watch if you don’t want to. I just thought you might. I really didn’t think you’d get this upset – I thought you’d be happy that I was honest about it. I don’t want to go behind your back,” she said, standing up and walking over to stand behind me as I slumped down over the sink. I stood up and turned around to face her.

“You don’t want to go behind my back? What – are you fuckin’ kidding me? Why – because we have so much trust in our marriage? Is that why we don’t make love anymore? Because you wanna fuck my best friend?!!!” I continued on my tirade.

“I thought it might turn you on,” she said more quietly now.

“Turn me on? You fucking Russ?!!!” I was unable to comprehend any of this – why would I want to share my wife – with anyone?

“Well, it’s gonna happen – so…just let me know…what you decide,” she said as she turned away from me and walked back into our bedroom to go to sleep. She slept, but I was up all night.

I thought about it for seven hours, but still came up with nothing. She was going to sleep with Russ, and there was no way I could stop it – that much was clear. I could just let her go and do it – and try to forget about it. But, I knew I never could. I’d go crazy – drive myself nuts – wondering what they were doing. So, what was my other option? To watch my college roommate fuck my wife.

I was hoping they’d hook up once, get it out of their systems, and that would be the end of it. Sonya and I could get back to living our normal lives. Maybe I could spend less and less time with Russ, and kind of just phase him out of our lives all together. That’s what I hoped, anyways. I told her I’d go with her and watch, but that I didn’t like the whole thing – at all. Sonya was satisfied with this, and their rendezvous was set for Friday night at the Hilton next to the airport. I certainly wasn’t going to do it at my house.

Sonya and I drove to the hotel in silence – what was there to say, after all? She was dressed in a hot little number – a black mini dress that I’d bought for her, with sheer black stockings, and four-inch high heels. Her long, shiny black hair hung down to her ass. She looked incredible, and I secretly wished she’d done herself up for me – but she hadn’t.

We met Russ at a small table in the bar – he was already there when we arrived. It was weird – there’s no other way to describe it. We all knew what we were there for, but no one said it out loud. I wanted to grab Russ by the neck, drag him outside, and beat the fuck out of him. But, I didn’t – I couldn’t. This was something my wife wanted, and if I were to lose it, well, I’d probably lose her as well. We had a few rounds of drinks to loosen things up, but I don’t think it really helped. At least it didn’t help me any.

“Shall we go up to the room, then?” Russ finally asked, looking over at me. I just gave him a cold, stern stare in response – I certainly wasn’t going to act like I was happy about it – or giving permission for it to happen. Sonya grabbed her black clutch purse, and stood up. She headed towards the front desk, and Russ followed closely behind her. I walked along behind them, and once she got the key, we headed up in the elevator. No one said a word.

As we entered Room 314, Sonya told me she’d gotten a room with two queen size beds so I’d be comfortable.

“Great,” I replied in a sarcastic manner, as I sat down on the edge of the bed. For a brief moment, I considered turning on the TV and watching the sports channel while they had at it. But, I didn’t. I decided I’d watch – maybe that would make one or both of them uncomfortable enough to back out of the whole thing. Probably not, but I was gonna do it anyways.

Sonya turned off all the lights except for a small lamp on the bedside table, and she pulled a red scarf from her purse that she covered the lampshade with. This created a soft glow in the darkened room, and although it was dark, you could still make out the figures. I wondered if I could go through with it, or if I’d stand up and have a fit like a raging gorilla. I made up my mind to control myself – I wanted this to happen and be over – to be behind us. And I’d never talk to that dirtbag Russ again in my life.

The two of them embraced, kissing each other deeply. Apparently, they were just going to pretend I wasn’t there at all. His hands were all over her – on her waist, rubbing over her round bottom, and working up to squeeze at her large, but firm breasts. Sonya’s arms were around his neck, kissing him, sighing loudly as his hands explored her. I thought I would lose it when his hand found the bottom of her black dress and disappeared up between her legs. It seemed to go on and on, and then he peeled her dress all the way up and over her head.

My cock came to attention as her curvy figure, dressed in black lace panties, a black bra, and black stockings held up by stretchy black lace around each thigh, was revealed to both of us. His hands squeezed at her breasts as his mouth trailed kisses down Sonya’s long neck. I shifted in my seat, but they paid no attention to me. Sonya went to remove her heels, but Russ stopped her – telling her to keep them on as he picked her up and positioned her laying on her back on the bed.

I could feel my blood pressure rising as Russ undid his black belt, and began unbuttoning his shirt. In a moment, he was completely naked and climbing on top of my beautiful, young wife. I grabbed onto the bedspread I was sitting on and just squeezed – almost involuntarily. Sonya groaned as he kissed down her neck and down into the valley between her breasts. He unhooked her bra and flung it to the floor, before taking one hard red nipple into his mouth and sucking loudly. I was pissed, but strangely turned on at the same time. I certainly didn’t want to be, but watching them was causing more reaction in my body than just rage.

Russ sucked on both her titties, making her whine and rub her legs together. He kissed down over her flat stomach and then moved down to lick her bare thighs. Her eyes were closed, but I could hear Sonya breathing heavy as he teased her into a frenzy.

“oh, yes – oh, yes,” she murmured as he kissed her thighs. Then, as he slipped his thumbs under the sides of her black lace panties, he looked over at me with a sly, smug look on his face. He kept looking at me as he pulled her panties down over her knees and then off of her feet, still in those high heels. I was breathing hard myself as he spread her wide open, showing off her delicious pussy with that racing stripe of black hair down the middle that I loved so much. Her hands reached down and rubbed his blonde hair as he began sucking on her engorged clit and plunging his tongue inside of her again and again. Her head rolled from side to side as he pleasured her – and all I could do was watch. It was like a bad dream – a very erotic nightmare. She moaned and groaned, and I just rubbed at my lap, trying to make my boner less visible.

Once he was finished eating her out, Russ made Sonya suck his cock, which was a bit larger than my own. He sat on the side of the bed, and she knelt down to take the head of his dick in her mouth. He held the back of her head as he deep-throated her over and over again. I thought she would gag, but she didn’t.

“God, your wife is good as sucking cock,” he told me as he sat across from me on the other bed. I thought I would dive across and start choking him, squeezing his neck until he turned blue. I managed not to, and after about five minutes, he let Sonya stop giving him that blowjob.

It was then that he positioned Sonya on the side of the bed, and pushed her down onto her back.

“You want this, Baby,” he asked her in a seductive voice, and she just groaned loudly in response. He bent up her legs, and entered her hard, suddenly, as she gasped loudly. I was like in a daze, just staring at his naked back and muscular buttocks as he buried his big veiny cock into Sonya over and over again, making her body tremble as he pumped her.

“Oh, your wife has such a wet, tight, hot little cunt,” Russ told me as he fucked my new wife. I didn’t say anything, I just wanted it to be over. My own dick was so hard I thought it would bust through my slacks, and I rubbed at it to try to quell the desire. The sounds of Sonya’s lovemaking certainly didn’t help my situation any. Or Russ and all his dirty talk.

After they fucked for about half an hour, Russ started pounding her hard, faster – making her scream. A few deep thrusts later, and he came hard, spewing hot cum up inside my wife’s body and she convulsed in a long, almost unending orgasm. Afterward, Russ went into the bathroom to wipe himself off, and Sonya began to dress, picking up her panties off the floor and pulling them on as I just looked at her. I still couldn’t believe any of this had happened, even though I’d watched the entire thing.

Sonya and I drove home in a silent car, and it took hours for my erection to die down. She just went straight into bed, apparently fully satisfied by Russ. Then, an interesting thing happened a couple of weeks later.

I ran into a friend of mine from college. We were in the same bar one night, and we started catching up. I hadn’t seen Jim in a really long time. When I asked about his wife, he just shook his head. Jim proceeded to tell me that my college roommate was a fuckin’ douchebag. Russ had shown up out of the blue, and begged him for a job.

“And you know how he thanked me for getting him that job? By ruining my marriage – that’s how. I hate that fuckin’ asshole.”

Yeah, I know the feeling.

Read On for MORE Bonus Cuckolding and Sissy Stories for Your Enjoyment…

My Soldier, My Sissy

As a commander in the Air Force, I had a lot of responsibility. I was in charge of the largest base in the country, and routinely flew important people – very prestigious people like leaders of countries, around the world.

I guess my problem started when I was in college. I started sneaking into the bedrooms of the two girls who lived in the townhouse with us. They were just my roommates, but I couldn’t help my compulsion. When they were away – working or in class or whatever, I would go into their dresser drawers and rummage through their unmentionables. Lacy, frilly bras and camisoles, sexy panties, even bathing suits if I could find them. I even stole their tights, so black and sheer and irresistible. Silky and smooth – I couldn’t help myself.

I would try them on – most were really too small, but somehow I managed to squeeze into the stuff. I’d step in front of the mirror in my bedroom and enjoy the view, turning round and round in circles. I even took pictures of myself – to keep in secret and look at when I was alone. I never told a soul.

I married Caroline when I was thirty, and she was just graduating college. I was attracted to her at once – a fiery redhead with the face of an angel. And she had a body to die for – literally. Big breasts like melons, and a round rear with a tiny waist. We were married on a Saturday, and took off for our honeymoon in Acapulco. She, of course, never knew anything about my strange…habits.

After we were married, I realized that Caroline had her sexual quirks as well. She was very dominant in the bedroom, bossing me around like a love-struck puppy. Despite my macho job, I didn’t mind. In fact, I liked not being in charge for once. We even dabbled in a bit of S&M, and I let her beat on me with whips and paddles – just for kicks. Then, one night, she took it to a whole other level – and introduced me to forced feminization.

It started as just another date night. We met at a local hotel bar after work for drinks. We started drinking around eight and by ten, we weren’t feeling any pain…at all. We stumbled our way up to a hotel room, something we did whenever we got too hammered to drive.

Caroline looked hot, wearing pinstriped slacks and a white blouse that buttoned up the front and showed her ample cleavage. I had my dress blues on, as we’d had a ceremony on the base that day.  I sat down on a chair in the room, and started to remove my shiny, black wing tipped shoes.

It was then that I saw Caroline reaching into her leather satchel and pulling out a wooden paddle that I was more than familiar with. Next, I saw her pull a lavender pair of lace panties out and a matching lace bra. She tossed them over at me, and I looked at her with an aghast look on my face. Then, she pulled out a long, dark wig and her makeup bag. She even had a pair of high heels – large ones – that would fit me. I’ve no idea where she found those.

I didn’t know what to do, so I just sat there a moment. I didn’t want her to know that I was turned on by women’s lingerie – on me. I figured she’d think I was really messed up and sign me up for therapy or something. After all, she’d married a military man, not a sissy.

Caroline smacked the paddled against her hand, warming it up. She pointed down to where I’d let the purple lace undergarments fall onto the floor.

“Put those on, little girl,” she told me in an authoritative voice as she continued to smack the paddle against her pants’ leg.

“No,” I told her, crossing my arms over my chest.

“You’ll do it, or you’ll be punished for your insolence,” she hissed at me as she began hitting the paddle against the mattress.

“I-I can’t,” I told her, almost begging. I was still wearing my uniform as she motioned me over the edge of the bed.

“Take down your pants – and boxers,” she told me, and I did as I was told, although I wanted to talk back to her. I undid my slacks, and pulled down the back of them along with my underwear. My bare backside was exposed as I bent over the bed to take my first punishment. Caroline paddled me, and I yelled out several times before realizing that I didn’t want the people next to us to call the police. After that, I buried my face in the pillows as she spanked my ass red.

“Are you ready to put your pretty things on?” Caroline asked me in a voice that suddenly seemed sweet, in deep contrast to the assault she’d just levied on my bottom.

“Yes – yes, I’ll do it,” I told her as I pulled down my pants and boxers, and removed my suit coat, dress shirt, and under shirt. I stood before her naked while she inspected me.

“Good girl,” she encouraged me as I began to pull on those lacy purple panties over my raging erection and tried to fumble with the bra. I knew how to put one on, but I didn’t want her to know that. Finally, I had both on, and she motioned me to put on the black high heels. I walked over to them and clumsily put them on before staggering around the room. Then, she told me to sit back down in the chair.

Caroline placed the wig over my crew cut, and secured it on with clips. It was then that she unzipped her makeup bag and was about to apply make-up on me.

“Absolutely not,” I told her in my most stern voice.

“How dare you – you get back over to the bed,” Caroline commanded me in an almost motherly voice. I then received my second paddling, with my lavender lace panties pulled down to mid-thighs. My dark wig splayed out on the pillow as I whined and cried into it. When she was finished, I was ready to wear make-up.

Caroline put rouge on my cheeks, and bright red lipstick on my lips. She even did eye make-up, putting eye shadow, liner, and mascara on me. I knew this because she explained the whole process to me as she turned me into a woman. Caroline made me parade around the room, and stand in front of the mirror that was attached to the back of the door. My body secretly tingled as I caught my reflection.

“Are you gonna be a good little girl now, and do as you’re told?” she asked me in a soft voice as she caressed my cheeks with her hands.

“Yes – I’ll be good – I promise,” I told her as she kissed me, slipping her tongue into my mouth. We embraced, making our way over to the bed. It was then that she grabbed her iphone and began taking pictures of me. I had to do all kinds of things – poses. I had to pull down my bra to show off my breasts, and she made me pull down my panties a little to expose my rock-hard penis. All the while, I was wearing those high heels – because she wouldn’t let me take them off. It was humiliating – and strangely exciting – at the same time.

“I’ve never been with a girl before,” she told me as she undressed down to her own red panties and bra and then cuddled up close to me, kissing my neck, my shoulders, and my nipples. She pulled down my bra and suckled on them for a long while, sending a tingling sensation all over my body but mostly down to my groin. I groaned, pushing her head down towards my crotch – I just wanted her lips on my cock so badly. I quickly realized I’d made a mistake.

“Don’t think I won’t paddle you again,” she whispered, and I stopped pushing her down there. I knew that she would redden my ass again without so much as a second thought. I started thinking about my roommates in college, and how much it excited me to go into their drawers and steal their underwear…how much I liked to try it on.

My dick stirred again in those lace panties, and she headed down there on her own to take care of me.  She only pulled down the sheer lace a bit, but proceeded to give me the best blow job ever. I was so turned on, no doubt due to being in drag, and having my beautiful wife with my cock in her mouth. It was amazing, and I moaned loudly as she moved her warm, wet mouth up and down on me.

I hadn’t come yet, when she peeled off her own panties and hopped onto my lap. She was kissing me deeply on my lipsticked lips, and teasing me by grinding her freshly shaved wet pussy all over my cock and panties.

“Oh, please – Caroline! I want to fuck you so bad,” I whispered to her as I licked down her neck and massaged her big melon boobs in my hands.

“Do you like this? Like being a girl?” she asked me, suddenly looking me directly in the eyes. I didn’t know what to say – I didn’t want her to know I liked it, but if I said no, I knew I’d get the paddle again.

“Yes, I like being a girl,” I told her, realizing the truth would set me free and also save my poor ass from another punishment.

“Good – I like it, too,” she said as she guided my hard pecker into her dripping pussy, and allowing me to bury myself deep inside of her. She rocked back and forth with her hips as I fucked her just as hard and deeply as I could. She cried out, running her hands through my long, black wig. I lasted a long time, probably because of the alcohol. I fucked her sore, just the way she likes it. We finally came together in a loud orgasm – earth-shattering wouldn’t be an exaggeration.

We fell asleep in each other’s arms; it was a night I’ll never forget.

Becoming a Sissy for the Billionaire

I met Mr. Johnson while working as a waiter at a five-star restaurant. He came in several times a week, usually with people who looked like business associates, but other times with friends or family. The other waiters all gossiped about pretty much everyone who came into Bonne Nuit, but no one more than Mr. Johnson. Everyone wanted to wait on his party – because his tips were legendary.

The night I waited on him, the place was crazy. Friday nights are always busy, but there was a concert in town so it was even more crowded. I have to admit, I was nervous – just because I’d heard so many stories about him. This guy was rich – and not typically rich. He was very, very wealthy. I tried to keep my hands from shaking as I memorized their orders.

“Busy tonight, eh?” Mr. Johnson said with a big smile.

“Yes – very –,” I managed to say, before going to put in their orders. He made me nervous, and I couldn’t say anything else. I’m naturally a bit shy, so saying anything more wouldn’t have been possible – at least not to him.

They stayed for hours, but I didn’t mind because I knew I’d be getting a very generous tip. Finally, at about ten, they stood up and made their way for the door. Mr. Johnson lagged behind the other men as they left through the front doors. He stayed behind, and as I was walking by the bar, he asked if he could speak with me a moment. He’d just given me the largest tip I’d ever been given, so of course I was going to comply with any request.

“I’ve got a proposal for you, Tom,” he told me as we nestled into a corner for a private chat. His hand swept through his salt and pepper hair as his ice blue eyes looked directly into mine. I had no idea what he could want from me. I just stared at him, listening intently, but wanting to look away.

“Are you done for the evening?” he inquired.

“Yeah – I just logged out,” I told him. I’d been getting ready to grab my coat and leave when he’d approached me.

“Great – let’s head over to my place - we can grab a drink and talk business,” he suggested. I thought this was a bit strange, of course, but I figured what could it hurt? It just might be the biggest break of my life, if this guy had a job to offer me or something. This was a prestigious man – it wasn’t like he was a serial killer or something.

I grabbed my coat and left the place with him. The cold, fresh October air hit us as we walked out of the restaurant together, and his limousine was waiting for us in the front. Leaves swept down the street as we entered it. We made polite chit-chat in the back as the driver took us across town and then out to the suburbs. He turned onto a long, brick driveway and made way up to an unbelievable home that looked to be the square footage of six regular houses. Yeah, I was definitely out of my league…

We went inside, and settled down into some sort of library room. He pulled out a box of Cuban cigars, and offered me one. I declined, but he took one and slowly lit it, puffing as he did so. We had a drink, which he poured. It was almost two glasses of brandy later when he finally got to his point.

“You’ve got enormous potential, Tom – really - I could see it from the first time I saw you at Bonne Nuit. You’ve got a handsome face and a well-defined body - one that would make most male models envious. You’re smart, you’re charming. Waiting tables is just a waste of time for someone like you – what is it that you want out of life?” he asked me. I thought he was going to offer me a job at his company, so I was a bit surprised when the conversation turned philosophical.

I looked down into my caramel-colored drink, and pondered this a bit. Was this a test? An interview? What should I say?

“I don’t know – I guess what everyone wants. A happy life, time to travel, to experience life while you’re still young enough to do it. I certainly don’t plan on being a waiter forever,” was what I came out with.

“Yes – yes – that’s what people want, but so many will never achieve it. And that’s through no fault of their own, of course – it’s a matter of circumstance, and sometimes of luck – serendipity. I believe we’ve met for a reason, Tom, and I have the ability to completely change your circumstances.”

I sat there quietly, just looking at him. I didn’t know what to say. This man in front of me had everything – everything that I wanted. I would kill to have his life. But, probably never would. Unless I took a chance…a chance to change the pathway of my plain, pathetic life.

“Mr. Johnson,” I started to say, but instead he got up out of the chair across from me and sat beside me on the sofa. Before I knew what was happening, both of his hands were resting on my cheeks. His voice was different now – soft and low, almost… sensual?

“I want you, Tom, like I’ve never wanted anyone. And I’m very good at getting what I want. I can change everything for you. We can live here together, travel – you can have anything and everything you want. It will be an incredible life, I can guarantee that, if you’ll just decide to stay here with me.”

I sat there frozen, in shock. I didn’t know he was into men – you’d think with all the rumors I’d heard about him that that would’ve come up. But it never did. And here I was – faced with quite possibly the decision of a lifetime. I felt like I was in some kind of alternative universe. How could this be happening, and what was I gonna say? Being with him would certainly change everything – and he certainly was a handsome guy, even if he was quite a bit older than me.

“I-I,” I started to say, but his mouth was on mine – warm and wet, and I couldn’t prevent a moan from escaping my lips. Our hands were all over each other – we were like animals, and I knew I’d made my decision…without saying so much as a word. He stood up suddenly, and took my hand in his. Mr. Johnson guided me up a majestic spiral staircase that led to the master bedroom. I already had a hard-on for him, and it sure felt like I was in a dream. I just let him lead me. I would go where he wanted me to go, I would do what he wanted me to do. There was no question now.

When we reached his bedroom, I thought we would just go crazy on each other. But Mr. Johnson was not like any ordinary person. This would indeed be different. How could I make love to a man who just a few hours before I had been afraid to talk to? The brandy helped, but I was still nervous, excited, at the prospect of spending the night with him, in his beautiful home.

Once inside the ornate bedroom, Mr. Johnson pointed towards one of two walk-in closets attached to the room.

“Put something more comfortable on,” he offered me as he motioned towards the closet. I didn’t know why I had to change because I thought we were about to get naked, but I went into the closet as instructed. I was shocked upon entering, as it was filled with long, beautiful gowns. Designer labels hung from all of them, and there were high heels, large ones, neatly lining the floor. I looked around, but there were no men’s clothes in the room.

Although I’d never done anything like it before, I chose a long, beaded red gown from the rack. There were matching shoes on the floor beneath it, and when I slipped them on, they fit quite well. I stripped down out of my jeans and t-shirt, and slithered into the designer dress. Then, I reluctantly stepped out of the closet.

“You look so beautiful, Baby,” he whispered as he stood, advanced towards me, and grabbed my hand in his.

“Thank you,” I said in reply as he embraced me and started nuzzling on my neck and down across my exposed shoulders. He guided me towards the bed, and carefully laid me down upon it. He lit several tall candles in sterling silver candle holders on tables next to his bed, and turned out the lights. I felt more than a little self-conscious, lying there in a woman’s gown.

Mr. Johnson, still wearing a dress shirt and trousers, laid down next to me. He was kissing me, and rubbing the bulge that was protruding from my groin, still covered by a bejeweled gown. I was still a little nervous – rigid. I’m not sure if it was because of the women’s clothing, or simply because he was…him.

“Relax, pretty baby – just let it happen,” he whispered to me in the candle light, and I could feel my body beginning to relax under his gentle touch. He reached up into the high slit of my gown, and began fondling my cock. It felt so good, and I reached for the lump in his pants as well, unzipping his trousers and setting his big dick loose. His kisses were so gentle, but so needy. His tongue plundered by mouth, and I sighed because of the deep desire I was feeling for him. He hitched up my dress to my hips, and began sucking hard on my veiny cock. I gasped, not believing how good it felt to be caressed by his mouth. I moved my groin in tandem with his motion, basically moving my penis in and out of his hot, wet mouth. I couldn’t believe this was happening to me.

I eventually rolled him over onto his back, so that I was on top of him.

“I want to suck your cock,” I softly said to the billionaire in an almost desperate voice that surprised even myself. I pulled his pants off, and he unbuttoned his expensive, white cotton shirt. Still wearing my designer dress, I went down on him. His hands were on my head, petting my blonde hair, as I sucked him off. I sucked him hard – and fast. He moaned as I quickened the pace, and I thought he could come at any time. I wanted to fuck him so badly that my dick ached, and my balls were so full and hard. It was then that he told me.

“I’ve gotta fuck you, Tom,” he said in a sultry, bedroom voice. I’d never been fucked up the ass, but I knew there was no use trying to resist it. He wanted me, and I wanted him, too – too much. I thought it would hurt, because his cock was pretty big – I mean much longer and thicker than normal. I got up off of him and assumed the position on my hands and knees with my ass in the air. Scared to death, I knew I was about to start my new life.

He lubed up with something from his nightstand drawer, thank God. Mr. Johnson – I’d have to stop calling him that! – positioned himself up behind me, and nestled his penis into the crevice of my ass. His hands found my narrow hips, and I could feel my own legs trembling. I knew I was about to be reamed. He rubbed my ass for a few moments, enjoying my nervous anticipation, before thrusting himself up into my tight little virgin hole. I moaned loudly as he took me, his huge cock pushing against that hard ring up inside of my asshole. I wanted him to pull out, but I couldn’t speak – I couldn’t do a thing. He thrust again, and punched deeper up inside of me. My ass was on fire! I felt a pain like I’d never experienced – and never want to feel again.

“Oh, you’re so good, pretty baby – so tight – just like I’ve imagined for so, so long,” were the words I heard behind me as he banged up hard against my ass. I tried to prepare for every thrust, but it just wasn’t possible. Eventually, I just gave up and let him have at it for a while. Mr. Johnson felt around to the front of me, and began stroking my member really fast. He must’ve hit my prostrate right then, because I came like never before, grunting and spewing stickiness all over his thick, expensive Egyptian cotton sheets. He came shortly thereafter, filling my ripped asshole with hot jism that soothed it and strangely, made it feel better. He kissed me gently on the lips, before pulling a heavy bedspread up over us. I was still wearing a red dress as I fell asleep in his muscular arms.

I knew things would never be the same again.

MoRE SToRIES FoR YoU…

Their Little Princess – Being a Sissy for My Friends

I’d like to begin by saying that it all started with a bet. I’d met Mike and Bart – the two of them were best friends – about three months before. We all hit it off at once, and even our wives all got along, which sometimes isn’t easy. Anyway, back to the bet.

My wife, Bailee was out of town on business, and my mother-in-law was watching our daughter. So, I had the house to myself. It was a Friday after work, and I decided to have the guys over for some beers, and to watch the game. They liked one team, and I favored the other. So, we made a bet over the outcome of the game. Loser had to be dressed up like a princess by the others. It was a hell of a game, but in the end, I lost by a point. By that time, the three of us had finished off almost a case of beer.

But, I was a good sport and certainly not one to welch on a bet. Mike and Bart snickered as we made our way up to my daughter’s pink bedroom with the lacy canopy bed. They knew she had some dress up princess stuff, and were apparently in a hurry to make me pay up. The whole place was covered with stuffed animals and dolls. I went into her closet and pulled out the dress-up set. It had skirts with elastic waists, and big frilly tops. There was even a crown, and of course, lots of beaded pearls and the like.  This was gonna be humiliating, but I had no idea.

I stripped down almost immediately, wanting to get the whole ordeal over as soon as possible. I reached for a blue skirt, but Bart told me he liked the pink one with the little white stars on it. I threw down the blue one and pulled the pink one on over my tightie whities. I rolled my eyes at him. Then, I almost fell over as I pulled on that skirt, because I was pretty drunk. Next, I grabbed the white, frilly, ruffled top and pulled it on as well. Mike grabbed the silver tiara off of the dresser, and ceremoniously placed it on my head.

“No – he needs the wig,” Bart told Mike as he pulled off the crown and slopped a long red wig onto my head first, and then replaced the tiara. Mike grabbed a handful of fake beads and pearls, and draped them around my neck.

“There – satisfied?” I asked as I did a slow turn, showing them the full result.

“Not quite – what about makeup? Princesses need makeup,” Mike smiled as he spoke the words. Bart noticed a play makeup set in the box, and pulled it out. The two of them both started smearing my face with red lipstick, red rouge, and then, blue eye shadow. I looked at myself in the vanity mirror, and thought I looked ridiculous.

“Joe, you look like a sissy,” Bart said in a little sing-song voice.

“Presenting Princess Josephine,” Mike shouted as he waved his arm out to his side, making fun of me. Bart pushed me backwards onto the canopy bed, and we were all laughing, punching and pushing on each other as we rolled around on the big bed. 
 

“You are so beautiful, Princess Josephine,” Bart whispered softly as he got in my face, putting both hands on my cheeks. He was practically laying on top of me, and it was at that point that I thought he was gonna pretend kiss me. But he really kissed me, with tongue and everything. I started to push him off of me, to sit up, when I felt Mike reach with rough hands up my skirt and pull down on my underwear. I was so shocked, I couldn’t move – couldn’t say a thing.

“Don’t fight it, Princess,” Bart told me as his hands started rubbing up and down my arms and across my ruffly chest. He kissed me again as Mike took my half-limp cock into his warm, wet mouth. I wanted to get up, to be enraged, to throw them both out of my house. But I couldn’t. It felt so wonderful, what Mike was doing to my now rock-hard cock, and he sucked it so hard. My toes were curling. Bart kissed me firmly on the lips, his tongue going deep into my mouth, and I could feel myself bucking up to Mike’s face as he sucked me off. It must’ve been the alcohol; I kissed him back.

“You’re our Sissy Princess – do you understand?” Bart asked gently as he kissed his way down my neck, a groan escaping from my own wet lips.

“No – no,” I told them reluctantly, but I didn’t want it to stop. Mike pulled my underwear off of me, and they positioned me over the edge of the bed. They lifted my pink skirt, and Bart spanked my bare ass so hard, and my penis was erect, plunging into the mattress as my rear was reddened. My ass stung, and I was humiliated, being spanked by these two big men.

“OK – ok, I’ll be your Sissy Princess,” I finally managed to say, not really knowing what this would entail. I could feel myself blush as soon as I said the words. At that point, both men started to undress, and removed every inch of clothing they had on. They peeled off their jeans, and their t-shirts came up over their heads. Even their boxers were discarded on the floor of the bedroom. I was the only one dressed, and I was done up like a princess – makeup, wig, frilly skirt, and all.

“Don’t worry your pretty head, princess – you’re gonna love this game,” was what Mike said as he pushed me down onto my knees. His cock was staring me in the face now, and if it wasn’t for my buzz, I probably couldn’t have done it. I opened my mouth as he slid it in through my lips and down my throat. I was deep-throating my best friend, and I knew I’d be doing the same to my other friend as well. My first taste of cock…

“That’s it – that’s it, I knew you wanted this, Sissy Boy,” is what Mike taunted me with as I sucked his big cock. I grabbed his fuzzy ass, barely able to breathe as I swallowed his meat. He held the back of my head as he bumped his rough pubic hair against my face over and over again. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bart move over to stand next to him, waiting for his blowjob. Mike let out a slow, disappointed groan as I pulled my mouth off of him and turned to take Bart’s cock.

“I told you, Mike – as soon as we saw this little princess –  I told you he would be perfect for us. The perfect, prissy little, cock-sucking girl we’ve been looking for,” Bart told Mike as I lavished his cock with all my attention. I sucked as hard as I could, wanting to please him.

“And we’re gonna fuck that little virgin pussy of yours, Princess – over and over again. All night. Do you hear me, Princess?” Mike snarled at me as I sucked Bart’s meat, licking all over the outside of the shaft before deep-throating him again. I licked at his hairy balls as well, just imagining what it would be like to be fucked up the ass by these two big men.

Mike came up behind me as I sucked Bart, and I could feel his hands moving up the insides of my legs. His hands were rough, because he worked in construction. My cock was so hard, and I wanted his calloused hands to pull at it so badly. Pre-cum dripped from me as he lifted up my pink skirt and began caressing my ass cheeks. I sucked Bart even harder as Mike’s moistened finger opened me up back there. He was stretching me a bit, and it hurt. But it was a good hurt, the kind of pain that you just sometimes need.

I knew better than to stop sucking Bart’s cock as Mike positioned his penis up against my tight little bunny hole. I swallowed Bart’s swollen penis down my throat as Mike took me from behind, his cock feeling like a hot poker burning its way up into my ass. I moaned loudly as I was taken, and squeezed Bart’s ass to try to quell the pain. My legs quivered as I waited for him to pull out and do me up the asshole again. I couldn’t help it – I removed my lips from Bart’s member and cried out as Mike humped up inside me again and again.

“That’s it, Princess, now I’m gonna have to punish you,” Bart sternly told me, angry that I had stopped sucking him off and cried out. Mike gave me a few more grinds before turning me over to Bart, whose dick was even bigger. He quickly popped it up inside of me, and it made me whimper. As he fucked my ass, I thought I was going to collapse on the floor. I whined, I cried, and I begged. That man had one humongous pecker. I managed to grab the edge of the bed, and once I could balance against that, I decided I’d just let him have at it. I was sore, but I had resigned myself to the role of submissive.

“This is how it’s gonna be from now on, Princess,” Bart baited me as he drove his cock deeper and deeper into my asshole. He held my ass tightly as he did so.

“OK – ok,” I whimpered quietly as I lay over the edge of the bed. And that was the night that our relationship changed.

SISSY BOY – At the Club

My beautiful wife Randy and I were going to the club for a Halloween bash. She thought it would be fun to go in drag, but I wasn’t sure about it. Randy assured me that after she dolled me up, no one would be able to recognize me.  I decided to give it a shot – she was going to be a motorcycle dude, all in black leather with a bandana on her head and aviator sunglasses. Randy picked out my little number – black nylons, a black mini skirt, and a sleazy low-cut red top. I had to shave my whole body, of course, but I was up for it. It was only for one night, after all.

Randy did my makeup, and I’ll have to admit it: I looked like a pretty hot chick. You really couldn’t tell, and I was surprised at that. Randy teased me, saying I had a thin nose and nice, curvy lips – feminine features. I objected to that, but when she put that straight, long blonde wig on me, I really couldn’t believe the effect. I could definitely pass.

The club was hopping when we walked in – my motorcycle rider and I. The music was so loud that it filled my head, and there were strobe lights dancing colors around the huge room. We headed up to the bar, pushing through the people as we made our way.  We started the night off with a few shots of whiskey. I felt like I was in college again, except for I was wearing a skirt. We started grinding on each other, and I could feel piercing eyes around the room looking at us. A few more shots later, and we were both officially drunk. I’m not exactly sure when I lost track of Randy, but all of a sudden she was gone.

It was then that I saw her – not Randy, but a seriously hot brunette who was wearing a short, silver sequined dress. She had really long legs, and smooth black hair. And the most beautiful face I’d ever seen. She had these big blue doe eyes, fringed with dark lashes, high cheek bones, and pouty red lips that were just soooo kissable. I couldn’t help but stare at her. Being drunk, I’m sure I must’ve just been gawking at her with a look of awe on my face. She was looking at me, too, and then walked right over and took me by the hand.

I didn’t know where we were going, and I was kind of shocked. I looked nervously over my shoulder for Randy as this beauty in silver pulled me along through the crowd towards the back of the club. I didn’t see Randy anywhere. I should’ve stopped, but my resistance was low and I wanted to follow her just to see where this would lead. I was woozy, and it seemed like I was in a dream or something. Like it wasn’t real.

I hesitated as we approached the ladies room, but she pulled me along anyway. She shoved me into the last stall, and her lips were suddenly on mine, so plump and so very wet. Her hands were in my hair, my long wig, and I had my hands firmy on her rounded ass that was so perfectly accentuated by that silver mini dress. I was so hot for her I thought I was gonna lose it right then and there. She kissed my neck and slowly moved down to lift up my skirt and peel down my black stockings. My veiny cock was in her perfect red lips, and she started sucking on me. I don’t know if it was the alcohol or not, but it felt like the best blowjob of my life. She cradled my hairy nuts so tenderly, and just when I thought I would cum, she turned me around and positioned me bent over onto the toilet seat. It was then that she gave such loving attention to my back end – with her mouth. I was going insane, having never had that done before. I was panting and moaning and groaning, my elbows resting on that closed seat lid. What an amazing girl.

“Oh, Baby…oh Baby,” I murmured as she did her job back there. I’d like to say I thought about Randy and our marriage – our vows. But I didn’t. I was drunk, and lost in the most complete ecstasy of my life. I was so hot and wet back there, I didn’t know what to do. Who knew being in drag could be so fuckin’ sexy. Anyway, it was at that point that she stopped, and I turned around to sit down on the seat. I was still pretty dizzy from the shots when she lifted up her beautiful sequined gown to reveal her own huge, rock-hard cock. I should’ve known – no woman had ever dragged me into a bathroom for a sexual encounter before. I looked up at her beautiful face, and I could still feel that hot, wet spot on my behind. It was at that point that I had to make a decision.

I looked at her big cock, and then her lovely face again. I closed my eyes, and took the dark plunge when I took that enormous piece of meat into my mouth and throat. I grabbed her round, bare ass as I did so, and lavished her penis with so much love that she started to buck against me as I sucked her off. She was all shaven down there, and I rolled her balls in my hands as I licked up and down the shaft. It was incredibly hot. Finally, I stood up and kissed her softly, deeply on the lips. My tongue darted around inside of her mouth, rubbing up against hers, and I knew what was coming next – I was about to be sissified. I was going to be this guys’s sissy boy, for real. I won’t say I wasn’t scared, but I must’ve been more turned on and curious than afraid of having my ass violated. It was still so moist, and there was definitely a desperate wanting, a desire back there for…something. I turned around and bent over once again, with my elbows on the closed seat cover and tried to prepare to get that big missile. She licked around back there some more, priming the pump so to speak. I was primed, and ready. And all of a sudden, scared stiff.

I could feel her position it up against my virgin asshole, and had second thoughts for just a moment before she pushed deep inside of me. It hurt so bad, I was sure I would faint or die or something. I held tight to the sides of the toilet as I moaned and whined from the manmeat that was plowing my tiny little hole back there. I wanted to cry like the little sissy boy I was. I started wondering how I’d gotten myself into this position, dressed as a girl with makeup on, bent over a toilet seat and being fucked up the ass. My legs trembled as I continued to take my punishment – I was sure it would get better eventually. I was so filled up back there, and he pumped so hard and so fast. And the pain was so intense, I could feel tears welling up in my eyes.

“Oh, yeah, yeah, you’re so fuckin’ tight,” he whispered in my ear as he bumped and humped me for all I was worth. We were both sweating, and even though I was drunk, I knew I wanted to be loved by him the moment I’d set eyes on him. I wanted him to use me up and throw me out. My ass was soooo sore, but he just kept giving me more and more. His dick hit some magic button up in my ass, and it was then that I started dripping cum out of my own thick, red cock. He reached around and jerked me off, finishing my orgasm as he came hard and fast in my asshole. Wearing a skirt, a blonde wig, and makeup, I took spurt after spurt of his creamy goodness up my ass until there was no more to be taken. I thought of myself as a sissy boy, and it made my own cock jerk – because it turned me on.

I pulled my underwear back on and we straightened ourselves up before exiting the ladies room. I took off as soon as we were back into the crowd, and eventually managed to find Randy talking to one of her coworkers in the front part of the club. As I carefully sat down on the seat of the cab, my sphincter was so very raw and sore I thought I would scream like a little girl. But I didn’t. And I never told Randy, either.

Cuckolded and Turned into a Girl by My Tenant and My Girlfriend

I inherited my three-story home from my father when he died, and because it was so large, I rented out the third floor to a guy named Steve. I advertised the apartment on Craigslist, and he called me up. He was a nice enough dude, and I checked his references. He moved in about a week later, at the start of the lease.

It was actually a good arrangement – I worked from home as a writer, and my girlfriend, Elaine lived with me. We lived on the second floor, and were fixing up the bottom floor to rent out as well. I’d only been going out with Elaine for a couple of months, but it was going along well. Then, she got kicked out of the trailer she’d been renting because the owner was selling it. She had no place to go, so I let her move in with me. Everything was going great, until that one day I came home unexpectedly and caught them in bed together. They didn’t even have the decency to stop – they just kept fucking, bodies covered with sweat, and made me watch. That’s when it all started.

Elaine took me the next day to the spa to have all of the hair lasered off of my body. I was bald literally from the eyebrows down. I was really embarrassed, but Elaine told me I had to do it. When we returned home, Steve was sitting on our living room couch, and I was surprised to see him there. That was when they told me that they were going to force me to become a girl. I was reluctant, to say the least, but Elaine made it quite clear that I was now an object for their sexual gratification. I was going to be forcibly feminized by them, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

I’d never worn girl’s clothing before, but that very night they had me dressed up in a mini skirt, a striped bikini top, and red high heels. Elaine made up my face with her makeup, and I had blue eyeshadow and red lips as well. They even made me wear a long blonde wig - I have no idea where that came from. When my transformation was completed, they made me go out to a bar with them. I could tell that I looked weird, because people looked at me funny as I did my best to walk in high heels. I thought I would die, but I knew I didn’t have any choice.

Later, when we got home, Steve made me sit in a bedroom chair with my legs crossed while he slowly undressed my girlfriend. They were kissing and basically pulling at each other’s clothes while I just sat there and watched. I was so jealous – she was my girlfriend, after all. But Steve and Elaine were both far more assertive than I ever was, and I knew I had to go along with whatever they wanted. For the second time, I was forced to watch as Steve fucked my woman. He did her doggy-style from behind, and then made her get on top and jump up and down on his hard cock. I was absolutely mortified, but if I tried to look away, Steve would yell at me. Her small breasts bounced up and down as he fucked her so hard. She was sweaty, and her long, curly red hair was a mess, but he kept making her do it. Finally, she came, and her entire body shook with ecstasy as her wetness dripped down over his still-raging hard-on. He dumped her off of him to the side, and she collapsed onto the bed, unable to catch her breath.

“OK – you’re up, Princess,” Steve said to me as he motioned me to come over to the bed. I was frozen, unable to move. I certainly wasn’t expecting to join in with them. My cock was so sore, so fuckin’ hard, from watching them screw. I couldn’t even think straight.

“Don’t make me tell you again,” Steve motioned me over to the bed again, and I could feel myself standing up and moving over to sit down next to him. My legs trembled as his warm, strong hand went slowly up my thigh, up my little skirt. I groaned loudly as he took my cock in his hand, and began to stroke me, and thumbing the sensitive head. I thought for a minute that he might give me a blow job. I didn’t know how to feel about that. It was then that he told me to get down on my knees in front of him. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Elaine was watching as I got down on my knees, and took a long look at Steve’s big penis decorated with thick veins. It was just an inch or so from my face. I had no choice, so I closed my eyes and took him all the way into my mouth, my lips wetting the shaft of it as it was buried down into my throat.

“Good girl, that’s a good girl,” Steve whispered to me as I began going up and down on his cock, sucking him off as hard as I could. I never thought I’d give a guy a blow job, and here it was happening. I was sucking my tenant’s cock while my girlfriend watched. And I was done up like a girl, wearing a skirt, heels, and a wig. How did this ever happen? You might think I’m naïve, but I still had no idea what was coming next.

Steve pulled his dick out of my mouth, and pulled me up into a standing position. It was then that he bent me over, face down, over the side of the bed. He lifted up my little skirt, and I could feel that my ass was exposed. Elaine seemed really excited as Steve pushed a moistened finger up into my asshole. I let out a whine as he did so, and it was then that I realized Steve was gonna fuck me – while Elaine watched. And I was scared.

The next thing I knew, Steve’s huge cock was nestled up against my anus, and I tried to imagine what it would be like to be fucked like a girl.

“You ready, little girl?” Steve asked me and I let out a feeble little ‘yes’ before he pushed his big member up into my ass while I yelled. Son of a bitch – I didn’t know it was possible for something to hurt so much. I thought he busted my ass, and I couldn’t help but cry out as he fucked me again and again. My legs shook as I bent over the side of that bed and took my punishment. I was Steve’s bitch, and he could do with me whatever he wanted – while Elaine watched.

“Ooo – this is one tight ass, Baby,” Steve breathed heavily into my ear as he kept banging me hard. His calloused hand was rubbing my cock as he did so. He took me time after time, thrust after painful thrust. Finally, he seemed to stiffen up, and did one huge plunge up inside of me as he came, shooting creamy goo up inside of me. When he came, I came, unloading my cum all over the bedspread that I was lying across until my little cock was limp once again.

I haven’t dressed like a man in over two years now – Steve and Elaine keep me dressed as a girl full-time. Elaine and I do our best to keep Steve satisfied, and he says he’s proud to have two pretty girls all to himself.

Made a Sissy - Inside the Gay Theatre

It was just one day past my eighteenth birthday when it happened. I was walking back from a party when I noticed a group of men standing around across the street from me. I was curious, so I crossed the street, and as I did so, they all seemed to hurry inside. It was a theatre, and I wasn’t really in the mood to go home to bed just yet; I could watch a movie.

It was really dark in the theatre, and I had to pass a few heavy-set men in order to reach a seat in one of the middle aisles. I had just taken my seat when I noticed two men on the screen, kissing. I was pretty uncomfortable with this, and I hoped some women would show up in the next scene of the movie. They didn’t. What followed were graphic homosexual  scenes, and it was then that I noticed that everyone in the darkened room, except me, had his cock in his hand and was pulling it for all it was worth. They moaned, they groaned…all along with the actors onstage that were fucking each other up the ass.

I realized I had made a mistake, probably because I’d had a few drinks at the party. I didn’t want to stand up and have to walk past the two big burly guys at the end of my row. I just sat there, cognizant of the fact that I was the smallest, slightest guy in there. It was then that I caught the eye of the large man next to me.

He pushed down the seat next to him and motioned for me to come take it. I froze, not knowing what to do. I looked around, but no one else seemed to notice – they were all too busy playing with themselves and watching that filthy movie. He just kept beckoning me over to him, and I tried to ignore him, concentrating on the gay porn in front of me. My cock stirred in my pants, and I began to fidget nervously. I was just so uncomfortable. It was then that he got up and made his way towards me. I was stuck – to the right of me was the wall, and he was now blocking my exit on the left. He took the seat next to me, and tossed his leather biker jacket into the empty seat next to him.

His large member was in his hand once again, and he was looking at me amorously, at least that’s what I thought. He leaned over to whisper in my ear.

“Get down on the floor,” he told me softly, but in a commanding tone.

“Wh-what? No!” I told him in an indignant voice.

“C-come on, you know you want to,” he whispered, now kissing my neck. My dick jumped in my pants, and I was very nervous. He grabbed my thigh, and his hand practically went all the way around it.

“Now!” he said gruffly, and I knew I wasn’t going to leave without doing it. I hoped no one noticed as I slipped out of my seat and slunk down onto the floor. He pulled me over in front of him. I was on my knees, facing his pecker and I told myself I really had no choice as I lowered my mouth down on top of it. He covered my head with his jacket and I could feel his body relax as I sucked his meat. My jaw hurt because it was so large, and I just couldn’t believe I was doing it to begin with. I had to make it really wet so it would slide in and out of my mouth, and as I did so, my own hard-on got much stiffer in my pants.

“Oh, yeah – good, good, Sissy Boy, swallow me whole,” he taunted me as I took his bumpy member down my throat to a point where I couldn’t breathe. I thought I would suffocate as he left it there, lying in my throat for a good long time. Then, he’d let me come up for a breath. This happened over and over again, and eventually I got the hint that this blowjob was going to last for the entire movie.

I must’ve sucked his dick for an hour when he finally came, filling my throat and mouth with warm, creamy, salty stuff. He even made me clean him off with my mouth before I got to come up and take my seat next to him. I lapped up all that cum, cleaning him off good. His hands reached over to my lap, and he began fumbling with my jean’s button and unzipped them. His big hand slipped inside my boxers, and I couldn’t help but moan as he grabbed my own little cock. He was still giving me a rough hand job when the credits on the movie started to roll.

“Do up yourself,” he told me quickly as the lights came up in the theatre. We both stood up and made our across the aisle and then out of the theatre. It was at that point that he pulled on his leather jacket, and put his arm around my shoulder as he turned me in a westward direction.

“You’re coming home with me,” he told me as he guided me down the dark street towards his apartment.

“No-I-I think you’ve got the wrong idea,” I whimpered to him as he led me along.

“Oh, no – I’ve got the right idea – you know, young guys like you don’t just show up at a gay porn show. You’re curious, right? You don’t know – you’re confused, about what you want. Well, I’m gonna clear things up for you tonight,” he told me in almost a fatherly tone. I knew he must be right – subconsciously, I must’ve known when I walked into that theatre. I must’ve wanted this.

“You’re gonna be gentle with me, right?” I asked him, almost sounding like a child now.

“The gentlest,” he promised as he kissed me on the cheek. We continued on towards his home, his arm still around my shoulders.

We entered a shabby apartment building, and climbed two flights of stairs to his place. He opened the door with a key. It was messy inside, with old cans of Coke and pizza boxes littering the floor. He pointed towards the bedroom, and I went inside. No sooner did we enter the room, and we were all over each other.

I was ripping at his belt buckle, and he was peeling my sweatshirt and t-shirt off over my head. We were like animals in heat, and as we were still trying to get our clothes off, he grabbed me and kissed me hard on the mouth, his tongue diving deep inside my mouth. He reached down, and lowered my boxers, and then stripped off his tight white underwear. He sucked my little dude for just a moment before he savagely threw me over the side of his bed. I was face-down, and practically crying out for it.

His mouth was on my asshole, and I just whined out loud for his cock. I begged him for it. I only got to wonder for a second what it would feel like when he popped inside with just one thrust. My knees buckled, and I cried out from the pain. He fucked my ass long and hard, until I was just so sore. Then, I took my turn, fucking his big fat hairy ass with my little dick. He really seemed to like it. We did it all night long, banging each other, kissing, and sucking cock. Eventually, I fell asleep in his big, muscular arms.

In the morning, when I woke up, I grabbed my clothes, dressed quickly, and silently slipped out of his apartment. He was snoring loudly; I never even knew his name.

Read on – The Cowboy’s Sissy is next –

The Cowboy’s Sissy

The first time I saw him, he was walking across the road from me. Tight jeans and scuffed up cowboy boots. I didn’t know it at the time, but Dan was the other guy hired to move cattle through the mountains with me. He was attractive – the kind of rugged good looks that turned all the girls’ heads. I wasn’t a girl, but I have to admit that I noticed him right away.

We hit it off, too. He was real easy to talk to, and not an asshole like a lot of the other cowboys I’d worked with. They usually judged me – for not being as tall, as muscular, as manly as they were. But still, I was a right good herder, learned to rope and ride as soon as I could walk. My father was a rancher, and his father before him. I’d come by this life honestly enough.

There’s something so intimate about being alone, way up in the mountains, sitting in the low light of a campfire. We spoke in low voices, telling stories about our lives, our adventures, our families. Neither of us were married, but we talked about our parents and siblings. It was then that I really realized how handsome Dan was. That lighting, surrounded by darkness, left shadows that showed his square, strong chin, cheekbones, and chiseled nose. Those big blue eyes shone in the light as he spoke to me in a low, southern drawl.

I didn’t want him to think I was attracted to him, and I hoped it wasn’t obvious. In fact, I tried not to look too deeply into those eyes or do anything else to betray my feelings. I felt like I could sit right there and listen to him forever. A million stars filled the warm night sky, and it really felt as though we were the only two people left in the world. It must’ve been about midnight as his eyes grew heavy, and we decided to call it a night. We went inside the tent as the fire died down to embers. I flicked on the lantern, and we began to undress, taking off our hats, pulling off our boots and peeling down our jeans.

Dan had an incredible body – a broad, bare chest and muscular arms. His behind was round, and I bit my lower lip as we stood there facing each other in our underwear. I couldn’t help what happened next. I moved in close to him, and wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing my body up against his. He made no move to stop me or to move away, and before I knew it, his soft, full lips were pressed hard up against mine. His warm, wet mouth explored me, his tongue swirling in my mouth. I moaned loudly in response, clinging to him like a little girl. All pretenses melted away – and there was no denying what was happening between us.

“I’ve never wanted a man before,” he whispered as he trailed kisses down my neck and across my shoulders. A fire of desire set out over my entire body, and I could feel my cock rustle in my underwear. I hadn’t been with a man, either, but that didn’t stop my knees from buckling, and I went down on my knees for him.

I peeled down the front of his underwear, and felt no reserve as I took him into my wanting lips. He groaned loudly. I sucked his huge pecker, wetting it with my mouth and taking him again and again through my lips and down deep into my throat. His body shook, and I gripped him hard, doing a combination of a hand job and blow job at the same time. I knew from experience that this felt amazing – at least when a girl had done it to me…

Dan pulled away from me, and gently laid me down on the sleeping bag. I was trembling all over as he began kissing me again, his hands running all over my body. He pulled down my underwear and tugged on my dick, making it even harder than it had been before. I’d always been bi-curious, but I never really thought it would happen. I’m sure Dan never thought he’d be with a man, as he seemed even more straight than I was.

“I wanna suck you off,” he murmured in a low voice as he removed my underwear from my ankles. I tried to maintain my composure, but I was about to explode as those words left his mouth. Then, his lovely, curvy lips were on my cock. I noticeably shuttered, realizing this was going to be the night of my life. I tried not to cum, I really tried, but I could feel myself losing it, and he could too. He stopped, and rolled me over.

“I’ve never wanted someone so bad in my life,” he told me as he licked around back there, preparing me for what was to come.

“Ohhhh,” I moaned as he continued to tease me, whether he knew he was doing it or not. I think he knew – how could he not given all the noise I was making. I just wanted him to take me.

He lifted me up so I was on all fours, and I was so hot and wet back there that I thought I was gonna go crazy. It was at that moment that I felt his wonderful cock nestle up against my back door. I tried to prepare for it, but it was no use. With one thrust, he popped up inside me and I let out a groan as I became Dan’s lover. It hurt like hell – I won’t lie about that. I thought I would die if he kept going, but I thought I’d rather be dead than have him stop. It went on and on, and I clutched that plaid sleeping bag in my fists as he took me again and again. We were sweating, and it seemed so barbaric, so forbidden. As I whined and carried on, he reached around and was tugging at my meat with his rough hand.

“So good, it’s so good,” he told me in short gasps as he continued to plow his way into me. He huffed and grunted, giving me all of himself. We went on like this for maybe half an hour before I was reaching orgasm, and I stuttered.

“I-I’m coming,” I managed to say as I began to jerk uncontrollably. This set off a reaction in Dan, and he thrust deep inside me once more, unloading steams of warm jism up inside my ass as his body convulsed. I collapsed into his strong arms onto the ground. Eventually, we fell into a deep sleep.

I awoke to the sun coming up, and I watched Dan sleeping for a long while. I wondered what would happen, if it would be awkward between us for the rest of the job. We still had six weeks alone up in the mountains together, and to be near him and not have him would be torture. But when he awoke, he smiled at me and pulled me in for a deep, sensual kiss. It was then that I knew everything would be all right.

It’s been twenty years since our time in the mountains together. Dan and I kept in touch with letters for a while, but eventually drifted apart. You know how that goes. I met Christine, and we got married. I heard he got married too, and I knew I’d never see him, never be held in his strong arms or look into those soulful eyes again. But that doesn’t mean I can forget. 

Thanks for reading our taboo erotica collection!

More of Our Collection-

Picked as Sissy of the Pirate Ship and Bonus Sissy Tales

https://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Stories-Picked-Feminization-Sissification-ebook/dp/B01LWMYFN5/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1474983610&sr=8-2&keywords=sissy+stories

Sissy Stories: Their Little Princess – Becoming a Sissy for My Friends

https://www.amazon.com/Sissy-Stories-Princess-Feminization-Sissification-ebook/dp/B01LVTMQQJ/ref=sr_1_4?ie=UTF8&qid=1474983610&sr=8-4&keywords=sissy+stories

ABDL: The Diaper Diaries

https://www.amazon.com/ABDL-Diaper-Diaries-Erotica-Romance-ebook/dp/B01K9HHFFQ/ref=sr_1_10?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1474984931&sr=1-10&keywords=abdl
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