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Chapter One

________________________________

_________________

Jasmine


My name is Jasmine and I’m not exactly what you would call a “model wife.” I have been know to “stray” shall we say from time to time. I’ll admit it to you, I’m a sex addict. I even went to “Sex-Seekers Anonymous,” some quack group out in Arizona on a ranch upon the advice of our totally inept, quack marriage counselor. At the “Sex-Seekers Anonymous” ranch - I slept with just about every guy there. Nothing emotional, purely physical.

Oh! I’m also a very good looking woman; some would use the word “stunning,” a “tall drink of water” some would say. I’m a blonde, 34 years old, five-feet, eight-inches tall; long hair, great tits, shapely ass, and a libido higher than the Freedom Tower.

My husband forced me to go to the Arizona thing, or else he said he would divorce me, which is a joke because I have a career as a successful realtor, and sell in an exclusive area with some pretty nice houses on the North Shore of Long Island. I am also the primary breadwinner of the family, and Freddie has a shitty job stocking shelves at Walmart. The house is in my name and Freddie knows that if he tries to leave me he would be cut off without a red cent.

I’m not all bad (but pretty damn close to it!) and I don’t want him to feel like a total loser, which is why I let some time go between hookups, which I know enrage him and do irreparable damage to his self-esteem - which I really do enjoy!

I’ll do anything with substance between his legs. I’ve done the lawn maintenance crew, which was hysterical considering I don’t speak a word of Spanish - but I learned some words! I’ve done our family internist, my neighbor’s husband Rick, whose wife Gina, happens to be my best friend; and even our dentist!

My husband is at his wits end, short of killing himself. But Freddy is a dear, sweet man. Sometimes I feel guilty about my behavior, but most of the time tormenting him thrills me.

I went to the ranch in Arizona because I wanted to - not because Fred wanted me to. He thought he was sending me there for rehab, but I knew I was going there to “hone my skills” so to speak, and fuck my brains out there; which of course I did.

I suppose that’s why Freddie doesn’t stray - because he knows I don’t get emotionally involved. He was so exasperated by my behavior that last week, he threw his hands up and said, “just don’t bring any diseases home!” What a pisser that was. I couldn’t stop laughing for hours.

Another thing about my relationship with Freddie is that I do throw him the occasional bone now and then. He likes it “kinky” which can mean different things to different people.

My favorite is the “Wedding Crasher’s” movie, where we’ll be out to dinner somewhere with another couple or two, and I’ll reach under the table and grab his cock after putting some lotion on my hands.

I’ll make him come, and just rub the jizz into my hands like it’s lotion. I know, GROSS!! Right? Or we’ll be driving somewhere, and I’ll make him pull the car over and suck his cock in a TARGET parking lot on a Saturday afternoon. I’ll make him come on my face, and then have him kiss me and lick his own jizz off my face. Yes, I do love risqué behaviors.

Then we go shop like nothing’s happened! So Freddie has learned to accept that he married a wild, out of control, and dominant total slut. I know he’s not happy with me, but he knows I control the purse strings, and frankly, I enjoy keeping him under the heel of my boot. I crave the total control I have over his life.

******

One day I had a terrific idea that I got from an e-book. (I LOVE reading dirty e-books during some downtime in the office on my iPhone!) This woman who dominated her husband decided one day that it wold be fun to feminize him and make him “do things!”

Ooooooh, how delicious that sounded. I’ve always wanted to fuck a man while he’s dressed like a woman. They are tough to find, and for safety reasons, I don’t trust the online sites.

My job does have some nice “perks.” I love doing open houses in my real estate job, especially if the husband comes alone. So, if he does, you guessed it – I’ll fuck him six ways to Sunday.

I came home first, threw my heels off, lit up a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette, and poured myself a glass of red wine, and curled up on the couch, pondering my next move. I put the TV on, relaxed a bit from the wine, and Freddy came home about six o’clock.

“Hi Jasmine, how was your day.”

“Great Freddy, I sold a two point five million dollar home today, so I guess you could call it a success. How was yours?” I said with as much sarcasm as I could muster. “Break any bottles of shampoo??” I said and laughed.

He had that hang dog expression on his face – as usual. “Freddy, what are you making for dinner?” I asked him. Aren’t I a bitch! He does the cooking and the laundry. I love to see him do that, and handle my panties with another man’s jizz on them!

“Umm, I thought I’d make chicken breasts in the air fryer, with frozen vegetables.”

“Again??? Can’t you be just a little more creative? I’m starting to lose my patience with you! Would you like me to bring some new guy home to fuck while I force you to watch from the closet with a cage on your cock?”

“No Jasmine, I’m sorry, but we need to go shopping.”

“No, you mean you need to go shopping. I’m on my feet all day in my high heels showing houses. Don’t you understand how painful that is?”

“Forget it,” I said. I’m going to order in some Chinese takeout from the new place in the Target mall. I saw the hangdog expression on Freddie’s face, and I was thinking that now would be a good time to throw him a bone.

I can’t stand to see him moping around the house all night. So tomorrow night I could take him out to dinner at a swanky restaurant with my best friend and her husband Rick from next door, and do Freddie or him under the table – whoever is closest to me. Barbara, my best friend is a good girl, but I don’t know how friendly she’d be if she knew I was banging her husband Rick as much as I do.

So, if you looked up the word cuckold online, you would probably see Freddie’s picture there.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

________________________________________

_______________

Dress Up


After dinner, with Freddie cleaning up and putting the dishes away, I called him over to my place on the couch. It was time to spring my idea on him. “Fred, come over please, I’d like to talk to you before I go out tonight.”

“Sure Jasmine, what’s up?” I patted the couch next to me.

“Come here, sit, sit,” like I was talking to a trained Cocker Spaniel.

Fred sat down next to me, a look of trepidation on his face about what might be coming his way.

“I’ve been thinking of a way to ‘spice up’ our domestic situation a bit.”

“Oh, and how were you thinking of doing that, exactly?” he asked, obviously scared.

“Well, a big fantasy of mine is to have you get dressed as a woman, and then I would fuck you, suck you and do other wonderful things with you. Now how does that sound?” Truth is, I didn’t really care one way or another how he felt about it, I just knew it would happen one way or another.

“No way Jasmine! I have to draw the line here; there are just some things I will not do.”

“So you’re saying that you would feel humiliated, right?”

“Yes, exactly,” he said.

“So how about this: I bring other men to the house and fuck them while I make you sit there in the bedroom and watch. Is that humiliating enough for you? You pick which way you want it,” I said with a smirk on my face. A long silence ensued. I knew that I would get my way; it just might take some time for this to sink in.

Finally, he said, “Okay . . . I’ll do it. But I refuse to go out in public - dressed that is.”

“Freddie, Freddie, I didn’t even think about that one. But now that you mentioned it, it could actually be fun, but don’t worry; I wasn’t thinking of that for now.”

“Stand up Fred.”

When he stood up I looked my husband over carefully, deciding on what type of clothing and accessories I would buy for him to try on. He was six-feet tall, a “firm build,” not too muscular, not flabby, and he had rather long and skinny legs. He could actually be made to look “hot.”

******

So on Saturday I went shopping for all the accessories I would be having fun with. I would have Fred try everything on that night. I had fun shopping for all the things I would need to make Freddy look like the cum-slut I wanted him to be. I even splurged a bit and went to Victoria’s Secret. If I was going to do this thing, I wanted to do it right! After dinner, Freddie did the dishes and I called out to him.

“Okay Freddie, follow me to the bedroom; it’s time to make you into the new you!” I said with glee. I wanted him as slutty and whorish as possible. “From now on Freddie, you don’t have a cock, you have a G U R L cock,” I said spelling it out. “And, you have a boy pussy. Can you guess what that is?” I said, stifling a laugh. Freddie was too embarrassed to answer me.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________________________

______________

Fred


Ifollowed Jasmine into the bedroom. On top of the bed was a whole set of clothing laid out. It was the most humiliating experience of my life, but what choice did I have? The monster controlled my life and surpassed me financially, and with her cunning.

There was a very short blue denim skirt on top of the bed, a white, satin long sleeve blouse, a long, auburn, red copper wig with a part in the center, and wavy ends, and three-inch black high heel shoes. What caught my eye right away was a four-piece satin lingerie set that consisted of a pink thong, with a girly bow in the front, with the string going through my ass crack, and matching sheer pink nylon panty hose with a laced top that went to mid-thigh level, and straps that attached to a matching color garter belt. The final humiliation was the pink-laced bra. There was enough fat on my chest that when I wore it, it would pull it together so it would appear I had cleavage.

She studied me, and the first thing that came out of her mouth as she looked at me standing naked before her wearing only my boxer shorts. “Oh no, no; this won’t do at all. Come into the bathroom Fred, I need to shave your legs,” and then laughing heartily, “and your crotch!”

She took out a razor, women’s shaving cream, and opened the shower door. I sat on the toilet seat with a towel under my bare feet. She hummed while she shaved me; clearly enjoying herself.

******

After she shaved me and I showered, I dried off and we went back into the bedroom. Looking at myself in the mirror, I was glad that she didn’t shave my eyebrows. They were thin anyway, so I was grateful for that at least. How would I ever be able to go to work with shaved eyebrows?

“Let’s get to work now and have some fun!” she said with glee, at the rush she must have gotten for total control.

There was a makeup case in the bathroom which I noticed on my way out. That would be for after she dressed me. “Here, Freddie, put these on,” she said as she threw the lingerie ensemble at me.

As I held the panties in my hand, my fingertips rolling the fabric between them, it felt nice. Then I stepped into each side of the skimpy thin and pulled them up my legs. A weird thing happened as I centered it over my cock and balls. I started to get an erection! I was . . . holy shit, enjoying the feeling.

Jasmine saw it and was NOT pleased. “Oh no, no, no, that won’t do at all,” she said pointing to my hard cock. She went back into the bathroom and came back holding onto the cock-cage.

“Here,” she said sternly. “Put this on your cock and balls. Shove your junk in there. I don’t want you feeling any pleasure unless I say you can - understand?”

“Yes,” I said, my head down. “Sorry.”

It was painful as my semi-hard cock shoved itself up against the plastic mesh. There was a small, gold padlock on the front and Jasmine held the key. Next was the makeup, and Jasmine was very skilled and careful with its application. She wanted to make me into a cheap, gas station, truck stop whore; but to think she went through all this trouble just to use me at home was hard to believe. But if not just for home, then where else?

She lit a cigarette and stood back looking at me in the bathroom admiring her work. Next was the placement and brushing out of the wig. It was hot, I had to admit. She put it on me with the cap. This sucker was on to stay.

She put on deep blue eye shadow, mascara, thick, false eyelashes, fake cherry-painted nails; filled in some missing parts of my eyebrow with a pencil, and applied slutty cherry red glossy lipstick. When I finally looked at my full frontal profile in the bedroom mirror, I was stunned by my appearance, but more than that, I felt my cock straining against the cage.

I didn’t want Jasmine to know how much I really enjoyed it. Wheels were turning in my head: How could I use my new appearance to my advantage? That would have to play out, but damn! I was so fucking horny. If Jasmine was expecting the ride of her life, then that is exactly what she would get.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

________________________________

_____________

The Test Run


Wow, Freddie, just looking at you is really making me want it - bad,” Jasmine said. All my married life, I thought Jasmine was straight. This was a side of her I never knew about - the willingness to have sex with a man, in this case, me, while dressed up as a woman. Like I said, the biggest surprise was how much I enjoyed it, I didn’t ask, nor did I care about her motivations.

“You know Freddie, your name will not do at all. This is fun. Now what shall we call you??”

I knew right away without a moment’s hesitation, the name perhaps more fitting than Jasmine realized. “I think I’d like to be called ‘Destiny.’”

“Humm, Destiny . . . It sounds nice. I think it suits you,” she laughed. “Because this is your destiny - to be treated like a slut-whore that I’m turning you into - oh yes I am!” What she meant by that sent shivers down my spine. I told myself to keep an open mind and things would work out just fine.

She took a deep, sexy, cheek-hollowing drag of her cigarette and blew the smoke in my face. “You know Destiny”, calling me by my cross-dressed name for the first time; “you will absolutely have to smoke. I mean, that’s what all the slutty whores I’ve thought about do. I mean, look at me!” and she laughed hysterically, like a cackling hyena.

“Now here,” she said. “Light up,” handing me one of her long, Virginia Slims. You won’t be my type of slut unless you smoke, and you know what will happen if you don’t please me. That was scary, so I did. I used to smoke in college, so I was able to smoke without choking. I could always quit later; when this façade was over . . . if I wanted it to be over, which I wasn’t sure if I did or not. That would somehow be my ace in the hole.

Funny, the smoking even made me hornier. I wanted to fuck her blind now; maybe out of anger too, which would make it most enjoyable for me.

******

She pulled me by the hand into the bedroom, opening my blouse, and fondling the sides of my chest, digging in with her fingernails. My cock was itching to get out of the cage. I tried to ignore the pain it gave me. I would have expected Jasmine to use barbed wire instead of plastic, so I suppose I was lucky. She left the bra on me, maybe to keep the illusion alive of what I suspected were her latent bisexual tendencies.

Then she undid the wide vinyl belt she had given me, plus the snaps on my denim skirt. She fondled my cock through the cage, giving me a “Midnight Express” experience for those who knew the movie. Mercifully, she stepped away and held out the key to me, dangling it in front of my face.

“I think you’re dying to have this little birdie cage opened, am I right, ‘Destiny?’”

“Yes Mistress Jasmine, please.”

“Mistress Jasmine, Mistress Jasmine,” she repeated. “How respectful of you Destiny. I like it. Since you’ve been such an obedient, good girl throughout this process, I think I will unlock the cage!” Then she did exactly that, throwing it on the floor next to the bed.

She dipped her hands in cocoa butter from a jar on the nightstand which I had never seen before. Then she placed her hands on my already hard cock, rubbing it in. It felt strange to have my pubic area and my balls shaved. It actually felt “freeing,” for lack of a better word. I could feel a bit of precum leaking out the tip of my cock.

Then, she got down on her knees in front of me and started sucking my cock, very slowly, teasing at first, just around the head, touching my tip with her tongue. She pulled off me and stood up with a smirk on my face. “I want a good thing to last, to have, shall I say, staying power Destiny,” she said.

Walking over to her nightstand on the other side of the bed, she pulled out a blue contraption that I knew from some of the X-rated sites I watched on YOUTUBE, to be a cock ring. It was tight as she smiled and put it around the base of my cock. I hoped it wouldn’t give me gangrene of the penis. How would I explain that to the ED personnel??

“I know you’re familiar with these Destiny,” she said with a knowing grin. “Did you really think you could keep your Internet browsing history a secret from me???” She was laughing. I must say you’re very creative with some of the things you’ve been watching.”

She placed the cock-ring all the way down to the base, and then told me to get on the bed and lie down. Mercifully, she resumed the excellent BJ. Now her whole mouth took me in. I’d estimate my cock-size at seven-inches; never actually measured it. She played with her tongue rolling around it, making “ummm” sounds as she did so.

Stopping to take a drag of her cigarette, she sucked on me while exhaling smoke all over my cock. Now this was something I had always known about myself - I had a very powerful smoking fetish, by watching some of the videos. But now it was happening to me.

She kept going, while at the same time grinding her legs on my thigh. She had her skirt off, and it was total pussy up against my thigh, up and down. I felt her getting wet; really turned on and sopping wet. She went faster and faster up and down, and she took playful nips on the shaft of my cock, while tightening her lips around it.

I could no longer control myself and I shot a huge wad of cum right into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. She almost gagged; that’s how massive my cum was. She continued sucking on me, my cock being nice and slippery for her. Her eyes were misted over, and she looked at me, my jizz running down the corner of her lips. I felt a waterfall on my thigh, and I knew she came too.

She moved up me and kissed me hard on the mouth, sending her tongue to the back of my throat. I tasted the saltiness of my own jizz. The first time I ever did that with her.

“Destiny,” she said. “You were terrific. Now it’s your tun to eat my pussy,” and before I could answer her, she sat on my face, facing the foot of the bed. She dripped all over me, and I stuck my tongue out. She was spread out, leaning on her knees and elbows, hovering close to my face, as my tongue did a little dance around her.

I tasted her juices, and found her clit. She had a ring through  the hood, and I played with it a bit, gently pulling on it with my tongue and she let out a gasp. I lingered in the area and circled her clit with my tongue tip.

I painted the entire length of her pussy with my saliva, going right into her pussy with my tongue, and she dropped lower on my face to let me do so, gyrating her shapely hips as I did so. My tongue was like a mixing spoon in a bowl of cake batter.

She came again on my face, causing the mascara and eye shadow to run. She was like an insatiable machine. She enjoyed this so much more than before I dressed. Now I knew that I would never be able to touch her unless I was “Destiny.”

******

“Now I want you to fuck me,” she said in a warm, sultry voice. Without missing a beat, she turned over on me, straddling me doggy style. I got up on my knees, and she reached for the jar of cocoa butter. But why? I asked myself. She was already as wet as a lake. I got my answer right away.

“I want you to put your cock in my ass,” she said rather nonchalantly. I said nothing, I was overcome with curiosity as this was something I had never done before. She grabbed me by the shaft, (I was still hard from the cock ring) and placed the tip of my cock hovering over her asshole.

She moved backwards onto it, and I groaned with pleasure. She was so tight and delicious, and the cocoa butter made it go in smoothly. She was no stranger to this treatment I knew immediately - from the videos I had watched. Either she had been getting this sex from actual guys or from her massive dildo collection of all colors, shapes, and sizes.

I met her thrust for thrust, as she leaned on one arm. The other had was busy, urgently rubbing the pussy I had just licked; sticking her fingers in and out of her pussy - getting fucked twice.

The ring did its work, and I shot another load of cum deep into her ass, the warmth of it surrounding me, and leaking out down my shaft, and the insides of her thighs. Now, we were both spent.

She lit a cigarette and gave me one. “See, isn’t this good after what was, I must compliment you Destiny, amazing sex?”

“Yes it was really great Jasmine. I hope we can do this again.”

“Oh, so you like being dressed up, right? Well don’t get any ideas. You are permitted to be Destiny ONLY with me, got it?? I still control you as your mistress you know.”

“Of course Jasmine,” telling her what she wanted to hear. What I didn’t tell her was that I was thinking somehow of giving her a taste of her own medicine - somehow. My wheels were turning.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

________________________________

______________

Jackpot!


After we were done, Jasmine handed me some “gifts” from her bag of tricks in her nightstand. It was a bag of four assorted dildos of various shapes, colors, and sizes. All made of silicone - monster cocks, and small ones. There were also butt plugs thrown in for good measure.

“This is what I want you to do now Destiny,” she explained as if I was a school child. “I want you to always walk around with a butt plug in your ass, and I want you to train yourself with the different sizes. I want you to work your way up to the largest size. They may take some time getting used to, but I want you to do this. I have plans for you. You are to become a complete slut-shore. Understand?”

I was speechless, but also determined to somehow work this and turn it my way. “Yes, of course, Mistress Jasmine.” Well, if she wanted me to be a transgendered slut-whore, than that is exactly what I would become. I don’t know how I would feel about taking it from a guy, but somehow it just might work to my advantage.

******

On Monday when I went to work, as Freddie, of course, and she went off selling houses, and fucking God only knew who, I wore the biggest butt plug that was most comfortable. I found it to be uncomfortable at first - a sensation of “fullness,” but after a while I kind of liked it. It pressed on my “p-spot,” and gave me a sense of pleasure.

I had a hard-on most of the day, and I was really horny. When a guy gets horny from a butt plug, there is only one thing he thinks about, and it isn’t pussy! I accepted this, as my journey.

I said to myself, “what’s good for the goose is good for the gander. What I meant by that; I wasn’t sure. My life was to take a turn for the better; actually for the excellent later that week.

I didn’t have to be at work Wednesday until one o’clock in the afternoon, which meant I got to stay home and take the mail in. I was with mixed feelings about what Jasmine was doing to be, but remaining optimistic that things would change for the better.

About eleven o’clock, I heard the doorbell. Our mailman, Frank rang the doorbell. “Mr. Gilberti,” Frank said, presenting a brown paper thick envelope, with a return receipt signature card on it. It was from a law firm in Buffalo. Who could this be from? I had no idea, but I did know that my late father’s estranged brother lived up there and was quite well off. I’m talking billionaire here.

I signed the card and thanked Frank, hurried into the kitchen, and grabbed a letter opener from the draw. I opened it carefully and saw the fancy writing on the letterhead. This was no country law firm; these guys were the real deal. I almost fainted and had to have a cigarette. By now, I was smoking my own Virginia Slims.

Inside the envelope was a letter informing me that my Uncle Jack had passed away and was leaving me - hold on . . . was I hallucinating??? No, this can’t be! He was leaving me fifty-per cent of his entire fortune: Ten BILLION dollars!!!!!! My cousin Sophie had a family of her own - two kids, a boy and a girl, and her husband Mark. They got the rest of the money - and the five acre estate in the suburbs of Buffalo.

My relationship with my Uncle Jack was full of pleasant memories - sailing on his yacht on Lake Erie during summers with him and my cousins, hunting on his vast country estate, flying across the country on his private jet. Even after the falling out with my father, Uncle Jack was always kind to me.

He didn’t let the disagreement between himself, and my father (which was my father’s fault and derived from jealousy) get in the way of the good relationship I had with him. During my college years at Syracuse, I often visited him, without telling my father anything.

My hands were trembling. The letter asked me to call the firm as soon as possible. The letter mentioned nothing about Jasmine, of which I was glad. She would not get a penny from me. Uncle Jack knew my marriage was shit and that Jasmine was a cuckolding slut. He even offered me the best lawyers if ever I wanted out.

Of course, I never revealed Uncle Jack’s true status to her. To Jasmine, Uncle Jack was a country bumpkin who lived upstate with nothing. He was a man of great humility, and came to my wedding with no fanfare at all. He and Sophie and her family were the only family I had. All of them were aware of my sick marital situation and didn’t want Jasmine to get any ideas.

Naturally the first thing I did was quit my shit job at Walmart - right then and there, without even getting up from the kitchen table. Next I had a slew of phone calls to make; to my bank, my cousins, the law firm. I had to fly up to Buffalo Thursday for the wake and the funeral; by private jet, of course, which would be waiting for me at Teterboro airport. I knew Jasmine wouldn’t go with me. She would rather stay at home, and bring the flavor of the week into the house to fuck.

I would set myself up nicely, and then a very devious thought crossed my mind of all the things I would do with this fantastic, unbelievable fortune. First, I would buy that real estate firm she worked at and possibly fire her. Now the tables would certainly turn! I sat at the table staring at the letter for at least an hour. It was beyond unfathomable to me the luck that crossed my way!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

________________________________

______________

Maneuvers and a Discovery


My head was swimming with everything. I called my cousin Sophie as soon as I calmed down, and we had a nice talk. She took away a lot of the fear I was feeling, and helped me to adjust to my world changing for the better. We were always close, and I got along with Mark very well.

When Jasmine came hold I told her about my Uncle jack and said I’d be flying up for the funeral on Thursday and be back on Sunday night. The first thing out of her mouth was, “I hope you’re not thinking of asking for money to go to that loser of an uncle’s funeral are you? Even your father hated him.”

“No, my cousin Sophie is paying for me to fly up there - you don’t have to worry about a thing,” I said.

“Well, just make sure you’re home Sunday night. There’s a lot of stuff that needs doing around the house, and I expect all of it to be done!”

“Of course, Jasmine.”

“Good. I guess this means I can ‘entertain’ this weekend. While you’re away, I want you to think of all the men, and maybe even some women that will be here doing unmentionable things with me!” and she laughed her harpy-like hysterical laugh.

******

I was seething, but all of that would change. I got an idea just then that could only help me. I had my cousin Sophie to thank for it. Sophie gave me the number of a private detective that my Uncle Jack had used from time to time to spy on people; industrial espionage - that sort of thing. The guy was a former CIA field agent. I would have expected nothing less from my uncle.

His instructions were to stake out my house this weekend and spy on any “visitors” my wife would have over. The pictures and yes, even voice recordings, would come in handy when I decided to crush her world. When Jasmine went to work on Wednesday, he planted microphones and cameras in the bedroom, and other key places in the house. That night, he even placed a tracker on her car and cell phone. Things were definitely in motion.

******

In Buffalo, the funeral and the aftermath were sad and brought back fond childhood memories. It was a small, private affair, and I spent all of Saturday arranging all the financial and legal matters, and I retained a financial advisor whom my uncle had trusted for many years. He helped me with the paperwork, and my own real estate transaction which was to commence immediately on my way home. Of course, I mentioned nothing to my cousin about my new “lifestyle change;” becoming ‘Destiny,’ which I had now decided to embrace fully and use to my advantage.

I called Jasmine on Saturday night, of course getting her voicemail and I left a message that I wouldn’t be coming home until Wednesday, and of course, it infuriated her. But it was nothing compared to what would happen soon.

My financial advisor, Murray Thornton, bought my wife’s real estate agency at TWICE the value, which was really nothing compared to the return I would get from it, being the silent owner. I had no intention of getting involved in the day to day operations of it - that was Murray’s job.

The private detective called me on Monday night. I was staying at my uncle’s estate. All this was happening so fast, my head was spinning, and I had a super migraine. He told me that my wife had indeed several men come over to the house over the weekend, and the biggest shocker to me, was that one of them was Rick, my next door neighbor, and whose wife, Gina, was my wife’s best friend. I really liked Gina, and I felt sorry for her. As for my plans for Rick . . .

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Seven

________________________________

______________

Ownership has Advantages


Now that I had money, I bought my own woman’s ensemble and, with Murray’s help, I bought a modest condo on Long Island, not too far from the house I lived in with Jasmine. The first thing I would need to take care of was the “Rick situation.” I knew just what to do.

As soon as I got home Wednesday evening, Jasmine was on the living room couch, sulking. She barely gave me any attention which was unusual. Normally she’d be screaming about something. I knew exactly what was bothering her.

“Hello Jasmine,” I said. “Do I get a welcome home kiss?”

“I don’t feel like fucking you tonight, or dressing you up as Destiny. How’s that for a welcome home?” I was smiling to myself.

“Why what’s wrong I asked innocently.”

“Some fucker, or conglomerate, I’m not sure who, bought our company and fired the top executives at the main office. Everyone’s job is on the line. We just found out today. Our manager was fired, and some asshole took over.”

“Oh really,” I said, feigning ignorance. “But your job is secure, right?”

She raised her voice and spoke to me like I was a five-year old. “Were you even listening to me numbnuts?” she said, angrily.

“I wouldn’t really worry about it, “ I said. “You’re one of their top earners. They won’t touch you. I’m sure.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence, says the moron who stocks shelves at Walmart!” I loved it.

“The name of the parent company is now - get this: ‘Destiny Land Holdings, LLC’ with a Bahamas address.” That was my idea. It had a nice ring to it, I thought, smiling.

Later that night, after she went to sleep, angry over her work situation, and quite confused, I was in the den watching the videos that came from the private dick. Rick was the only one who came over - repeatedly, on Friday and Saturday nights. He fucked her blindly, for hours.

I wasn’t even jealous. I thought that tomorrow after I “left for work,” (she didn’t know I quit my job at Walmart), I went to my new condo, completely furnished of course, and got dressed up like Destiny with the help of a fashion designer and an expert cosmetologist.

I even had a prescription filled for colored contacts - emerald green, which matched my wig and eye shadow. I also wore a satin gaff, which took care of my bulge, because I had a huge erection. My destination was Rick’s place of work - the local cable company, where he was an engineer. I sat in a rented luxury BMW in the parking lot and waited for him to come out.

******

The last few days, I practiced walking in my high heels, which I must admit, I became pretty good at. About five-fifteen, I saw Rick come out of the building and walk to his car. I was wearing the short denim skirt and the blouse I got from Jasmine.

Rick got into his car, and I knocked on the driver side window. He looked puzzled and rolled down the window. “Can I help you?” he said, bushy eyebrows raised. In my feminine voice which he didn’t recognize, I said, “Hi Rick, may I come in?” Being the major horn dog that he was, he said, smirking, “Sure honey, whatever you want.”

I got in the car, and the first thing the bastard did was check out my legs. I loved it, and my gurl cock was stiffer than a flag on the Fourth. “I think you know me from the neighborhood, Rick.”

He moved his head back and studied me, eyes open wide. When he said nothing, I jumped in. “You don’t recognize me, Rick? Well, I wouldn’t think that you would; at least not like this. You see, I’m your neighbor Fred, and you’ve been fucking my wife Jasmine for quite some time Ricky! I have videos and voice recordings. It would be a pity if Gina found out, now wouldn’t it Ricky.”

I thought he would faint. I knew I had him. His mouth was open with fear as much as curiosity.

“If that’s true,” he said . . . then, why are you dressed like that??” Fair question. I shrugged and I told him the truth - well, part of the truth, anyway. I told him about Jasmine’s demands. I could only imagine what Jasmine told him about me as Fred, and I added: “As it turns out Rick, I’ve come into a rather small fortune lately. I bought Jasmine’s real estate company. I’m also a major stockholder in your company, and your job security, and basically your life is in my hands.”

Before he could say anything, I continued. “Do you see those rather big men in suits standing outside of that black Land Rover over there,” and I pointed it out to him. He numbly shook his head. “Well, those guys are my private security team, and I’m afraid you have to go along with whatever I want, and whenever I want - got it?”

“Wait a second!” he said. “This is bullshit!” and he got out of his car and started walking towards the two of them. When they started moving towards him, he smartly and quickly got back in the car with me, and they returned to the Land Rover, after I gave them the thumb’s up sign. I was really starting to dig this power thing.

“So what do you want, Fred?”

“Sorry Rick, you can call me ‘Destiny.’ It has a nice ring to it, now doesn’t it?”

Without mincing words I told him, “I want you to suck my cock. I’m very horny Ricky. When I look at you, I do all I can to keep from blowing up right here! So get busy. Here, lemme help you. I looked into his eyes. I was wearing a nice perfume, and I looked great, so when I leaned in to kiss him, he obliged. There was hope for him after all.

He got into it right away. He pushed closer to me, his tongue wrapping around mine, and I placed my fake nails on his crotch, and I saw that he was aroused. So he loved trans women; that was nice, because that’s how I saw myself now: A very powerful trans woman.

As he kissed me, I unzippered his fly and undid his belt buckle from his dress pants. I wiggled my hand inside his pants, and I pulled out his cock. As we kissed, I started giving him a very skillful hand job. He must have been horny as fuck, because a few seconds later, he shot a big wad of jizz into my hand. It dripped off my hand onto his slacks. Ah, I wondered, what would he he say to the dry cleaner??

I took my hand and wiped the fresh cum all over his cleanly shaven face. Then I kissed his face, licking it all off. This seemed to turn him on more, as I loosened the belt on my short jeans skirt and pulled it down around my knees. His eyes bulged as my cock came free.

“Well, get to work, lover boy,” I said. I unceremoniously pushed his head down into my lap, and he put my gurl cock up against his lips and started licking the tip; making me wonder if he’d ever done this before. I really didn’t care. I loved it. The power, the sense of control for the first time in my life.

“Come on, Ricky, take all of me,” I said. He slowly moved his mouth over the whole length of my shaft, his tongue twirling around me. “Faster!” I said, panting. I moved my hips up to meet his head thrusts. I felt some pre-cum ooze from the tip of my cock.

Then, I shot a huge load into the back of his throat, making him gag, but the pressure of my hand on the back of his head kept him there. I was still hard, and I told him to keep sucking me. I had my cock ring around my base and also a large butt plug in my ass. As I came, I squeezed my butt cheeks together, loving every minute.

I pushed him off me gently, and I kissed him again, this time tasting a mix of his and my jizz at the same time. We parted and I reached for my Gucci bad and pulled out a Virginia Slims 120 cigarette.

“So, how did you enjoy being with a true parking lot cum-slut, Ricky?” I laughed.

“It was original, I’ll give you that.”

I laughed, feeling exuberant; triumphant. “Now listen carefully. I want you at my house tomorrow night at eight o’clock, ok? Make sure you’re there or Gina gets all the videos, got it?”

Very sheepishly, he answered softly, beaten, “okay.”

“Oh!” I said. Before you pull away I have something for you. I got out of my car and ran in the back to the trunk of the rental. I liked the car; I thought I might buy it. Not from the rental, but from the dealer. Or maybe two or three BMWs! I might even give one to Ricky if he goes through with my plan, which I knew he would.

I pulled out a samsonite suitcase from my trunk. I opened the passenger door and put it outside. “Okay Ricky, I left you something here. I want you to put it ALL ON before you leave your house for mine, and I don’t care how you do it - got it?”

“What’s inside?”

I answered, smirking, and blowing a cloud of smoke into his face: “You’ll see. Remember, you have no fucking choice, or I’ll ruin you, which would be a shame - you give such good head!” and I laughed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Eight

______________________________________

_____________________

Tables Turned


When I came home, about six-forty-five, Jasmine was pissed. She started screaming at me even before she could see me. I didn’t stop off at my condo, I was already dressed as “Destiny.”

“Why the fuck are you dressed like that Fred?” Her eyes made the cunty squint she always did when she was mega-pissed off at me. Just a week ago, that look would have struck terror into me, but not now. “Didn’t I make it clear to you, that those clothes are only for when we get together? And why is your makeup smudged?”

“Shut up and sit down Jasmine,” I said with a firm voice. A look of “what nerve” passed across her face.

I explained everything to Jasmine about my late Uncle Jack, the trip to Buffalo, the Will, my inheritance, the new bond between my cousin Sophie and me, the lawyer, the private investigator, the video tapes and the truth about her best friend’s husband and my personal cum-slut Rick. When I mentioned the dollar amount of my inheritance she almost fainted and a stark look of horror appeared on her face. I even showed her the paperwork.

What knocked the wind out of her sails the most was the revelation that I was now her boss. Her thoughts flittered back to when she told me how coincidental it was that the name of her real estate company was “Destiny Land Holdings, LLC.” Her mouth remained open.

Well, if you’re going to stand there with your mouth opened bitch, the least you can do is to suck my cock. The ring kept me hard, and I was very turned on by the situation now. I was sitting, semi-reclined on the couch and she walked over to me, very humbled, and put her whorish mouth on my gurl-cock.

I never enjoyed a BJ like that before in my life. She went all out to please me, afraid of the consequences if she didn’t. “Oh,” I said, “I want you to pierce your tongue with a little silver ball. I like that.”

She sucked me up and down, all around, keeping her lips together like a tight seal. Before I came, I pulled out and came all over her pretty bitch face. I caused all her makeup to run, and she looked at me, like a deer stuck in the headlights. I had my hands wrapped around behind my head, clearly enjoying this, my moment of triumph.

******

The next night, at precisely eight o’clock, the doorbell rang. Jasmine asked, “Who could that be?”

“Maybe it’s one of your adulterous liaisons,” I said, sarcastically.

She had her head down, and said softly, “No, I’m not expe - no, it’s not,” she said.

“Well, then what are you waiting for, go answer the door. I, of course, was dressed as Destiny. I liked it, and would dress as her all the time.

When she opened the door, a look of panic spread over her face. “Come on Jasmine, you know who this is. I must admit Rick, you look great! Hell, I might even fuck you myself tonight. I probably will - later.”

“Come on in beautiful,” I said to Rick. Rick walked in sheepishly, head down wearing all the clothes I bought for him.

The lingerie he wore was the same as mine, but all black, except for the sheer nylons. His wig was black, teased up and thick at the top, and long, down to his breasts. I was pleased to see that he shaved himself, including his eyebrows! He was great at following directions from the note I left in the suitcase.

“Jasmine, take Ricky boy upstairs and put the sluttiest makeup on his face you can - you, know, really whorish - like yours!”

He wore a leather underbust that laced up the front, and a short black, leather skirt. I bought him low pumps, there wasn’t enough time for him to learn to walk in heels. Besides, I didn’t want him breaking an ankle tonight.

“I’m curious Rick. How did your wife take it, I mean after she saw the videos I sent over?”

Jasmine’s eyes were wide open. “That’s right Jasmine. Your former best friend Gina threw Ricky boy out of the house because he was sooooo bad!” I was laughing. Both looked at each other wide-eyed and were speechless.

“Don’t worry about Gina Rick, I like Gina, and I gave her two-hundred thousand dollars - in cash! I think she’ll get over you and be able to make a new start someplace else!”

******

Jasmine did a beautiful job on Rick. “You know,” I said, “I think we need a new name for Rick; like a stripper’s name. I like ‘Crystal.’ What do you think?” No one answered me.

“For the first event of the evening I said, “I want you to suck off Crystal, and let him blow his load all over your face.” But before you blow him, I want him to use this on you a few times. I showed them a leather whip I was hiding behind my back.

I handed it to Crystal. “Now, bend over Jasmine like a good little adulterous slut, okay? I just want to say at the outset Jasmine, that you may refuse; but if you do, then you’ll lose your job, got it? Three good lashes Crystal; right on her butt cheeks.”

Jasmine already had her skirt off and was standing in her pink thong. She bent over, and Crystal gave her the first lash. It was light. “No Crystal, harder. I want to see her wince.” The next two did the trick.

I didn’t have to say anything else, I pointed to the bed. Crystal lie face up on the bed, and Jasmine straddled him and put his cock (which was no stranger) in her mouth. “Come on, pretend I’m not here, like always.”

She licked and sucked him good, then when it was time for him to come, he pulled out of her mouth and shot a big load all over Jasmine’s face. “Now lick it off Crystal, I know you have experience there!” He did a good job, and I was proud of him (her). “I’m proud of you Crystal, you did a really good job,” I clapped for her.

“Now it’s your turn to watch, Jasmine! Stay on the bed Crystal honey, and get on your knees . . . with your ass facing me!”

Crystal looked to Jasmine for support. “Stop looking at the other slut, Crystal. You’ll get your chance to do the shame, er . . . I mean same, yeah, same.”

I was really into this, but I couldn’t say the same about Crystal. She did as she was told, and I reached for the jar of cocoa butter on the nightstand where I used it last on Jasmine. I smeared a generous helping on Crystal’s butt, even lubing the inside a bit. I’m not a total sadist.

I mounted Crystal with my hands on her shoulders. I placed my cock right on top of her cherry, her boy pussy. I played around at the opening a bit, and then I thrust in with just the head of my cock. Crystal made a hissing sound. “This may be a bit unpleasant at first Crystal, but you’ll be a pro in no time.”

Now I went full in, and Crystal tensed. Soon I was going in and out smoothly, Jasmine watching with a mixture of shock and sympathy for her boyfriend. I turned around to Jasmine and grinned. “Look what you created Jasmine! Nice, right? You should be proud; you did a good job!”

I turned my attention to Crystal, and it felt so good. An inexperienced ass is the best. I was getting ready to cum, and I tensed up. Crystal was hard and she started rubbing her gurl cock, loving it too, it seemed. She was rubbing it faster and faster. I gave her some coaching. “That’s right honey, it’s all good, keep stroking your cock!”

I blew my load all the way up inside Crystal, and so soon after the blowjob from Jasmine. Crystal came too, shooting her own load onto the towel I had spread on the pillow. I loved the hot, close, silky warmth of my hard cock inside of Crystal’s butt. My cock ring kept me nice and hard. I would have to get one for Crystal too!

After that, with my jizz leaking down Crystal’s ass onto her thighs, she turned around and kissed me. It was very tender, and I felt affection for the man who had cuckolded me, now, a transgendered woman. I wasn’t about to let her go - ever.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

Crystal had no place to go after Gina threw her out of the house, with two-hundred thousand dollars for her trouble. I wasn’t to stay with Jasmine anymore. I had my revenge - my cuckold’s revenge, and it was sweet. Crystal moved in with me into my condo, and we were happy. In time, I bought a house for us, and we were able to take vacations to different exotic spots all over the world.

Jasmine continued to work for my real estate company, never knowing if I would cause her to lose her job, or sell the company. I kept making even more money, with smart investments.

I knew a happiness that I never had as Fred. Crystal was very grateful too, and she became a wonderful partner, never having to work another day in her life. Of course, Crystal and I entertained a lot, throwing lavish parties where the action was nonstop. Jasmine had men coming and going, never settling down with just one man after our divorce was finalized. I was perhaps more generous than I should have been. But like I said, I’m not a monster!

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

So stories with the theme of a cuckolded husband getting his revenge in most unorthodox ways is one of my favorite themes. I sincerely hope you enjoyed it. Tell me what you would like to read about, and I will do my best to accommodate, dear readers!

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust, ❤️

Jaclyn Dicey

Here are some other titles you may enjoy. You can always e-mail me and tell me what you’d like to read about and for your trouble I will send you a FREE book!
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About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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