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The Feminization of Tiffany: The Sissification of a Submissive Cuckold Husband

Sometimes the difference between fantasy and reality is measured by desire and what you are willing to give up to make it all possible. It may only take a little help in the way of support or persuasion to give you the courage to follow your dreams and make your fantasy become reality. But there are times when these desires may take you well beyond the point of no return. This is a tale of how a working wife was able to manipulate her lazy, self centered husband, into becoming a willing and obedient submissive trans-woman, allowing herself to becomes a hotwife eager to make up for years of frustration.


Part I


Chapter 1- My husband’s life changed forever by making one little mistake.

A faint sound awakened me from a deep sleep. When I reached over to the other side of the bed for my husband Timmy, I discovered that he was not there beside me. I quickly remembered that he had gone to a bachelor party for a coworker and told me that he would probably be home late.

What time is it?

I rolled over to check the clock to find that it was 3AM.

That was when I noticed a dim glow flickering through the open doorway of our bedroom. At first, I had thought that it was the television. But, if Timmy was watching TV out in the living room, the light from it would have been much brighter. I knew that I wasn’t going to go back to sleep again until I was sure that my husband was home safely, so I decided to get up to check.

As soon as I got to the hallway, and walked toward the living room, I knew right away that my suspicion was right, and that it wasn’t the TV. I came around the corner to find Timmy on the sofa with the light being from his open laptop on the coffee table. There were faint sounds coming from it, but I really couldn’t make out just what I was hearing.

The laptop had blocked my view of him, but when I got closer I could see him fully, and was a bit surprised at the sight! He was slouched, facing the laptop with his pants down around his ankles, fast asleep. It was easy to tell that he was drunk, and that it would take some work to wake him in his condition, as well.

His legs were spread apart, his penis soft, and his t-shirt was pulled up above his nipples exposing most of his hairless chest. I could make out a thick line of semen running from his crotch to well above his navel, glistening from the glow from the screen. His unusually small penis was barely noticeable as it oozed remnants of his sticky cum, as it slowly drained out over his balls, and dripped down to the carpet, causing a small puddle to form beneath it.

The sound was louder and sounded much more familiar now, easy to tell that they were the sounds of a woman in the throes of having torrid sex. I could hear her moaning, and grunts from enduring rough penetration, so I came around to see what was on the screen and watched as a woman on a bed was being fucked by several very rugged black men. I was amazed at how large their penises were as they relentlessly pounded the poor woman’s pussy relentlessly.

Quietly, I sat down beside my passed out husband to watch, and couldn’t believe that this woman was able to take all of these men as they simultaneously gangbanged her. Watching the lurid scene was getting me hot, and I couldn’t help but to spread my legs and rub my pussy through my panties under my short night gown, mimicking what Timmy had done to himself a little earlier.

As I watched, things got more and more intense as the men lifted her up with one of them lying beneath her with his cock pointing up toward her asshole, and lowered her onto it. Slowly it disappeared deep inside of her, until her entire weight was on him, and she had taken it all into her rectum. I couldn’t tell if the loud grunt was from pain or pleasure, as she was skewered by his enormous member.

I pulled my panties off and tossed them aside as I watched another man mounting her on the screen, giving her double penetration while filling her cunt to the limit. The camera closes in on the woman’s pussy as she is stretched beyond belief while the men alternate sliding their cocks into one hole, and then the other.

My left hand was working feverishly on my clit as I buried two fingers of my other hand into my now dripping cunt. I tried to keep my movements to a minimum as well as keep any noise down for fear that Timmy might wake up and see me masturbating beside him, but it was difficult, as I neared orgasm.

Both of the men fucking the woman came inside of her. I could see their balls shift and their cocks pulse as they pumped their loads deep within her. Then I saw something which might have sparked the change my relationship with my husband forever!

As the camera closed in tight, I could see a river of thick white semen gushing out from her still gaping holes. A man that I assumed to be her husband, got his face down between her legs and began to lick the cum from her has fast as he could, trying hard not to miss a drop.

That brought me over the top!

“Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

I came in a big way! My crotch bucked against my hand as I furiously rubbed my clit as fast as I could. Timmy body was rocking beside me as I bounced uncontrollably on the sofa. The man on the screen came up for air with his face covered and glistening with semen. His wife pulled him up to herself and gave him a deep kiss, tasting the remnants of herself from his lips, before forcing him back down to finish the job. I had never seen such an act of total debauchery before and was completely turned on by how she easily controlled him!

As the camera pans away, I could see that the husband had been wearing a garter belt and nylons as well as a plastic chastity device on his penis. He was not allowed relief himself, as he had been relegated to watch a group of large black men gangbang his wife before him.

This excited me immensely, and even though I had just cum myself, I could feel myself building up to do it again. I didn’t want to risk being caught, so I decided to go back to bed and let Timmy sleep it off out there in the living room, so I snatched up my panties and left him just as I found him.

When I got back to bed, my mind raced with images of those huge black cocks fucking me hard while my husband was reduced to merely cleanup duty. He would not be allowed to cum himself, as he helplessly watched me scream with pleasure while I’m being fucked over and over again. I started getting wild ideas, and as the light still flickered from the other room I had my second orgasm, and fell asleep with my hands between my legs as I thought of ways to take advantage of this enlightening situation. 


Chapter 2- I couldn’t wait to start on my plan.

When the next morning arrived I checked to find that Timmy had never made it to bed, and as I found him asleep on the sofa, everything appeared back to normal. He was dressed in the same clothes as he was that night, the laptop was closed on the coffee table, and most important to me, he had cleaned up the puddle of semen from the floor. I wasn’t sure why he didn’t make it to bed, but figured that he didn’t want me to know what time he actually did if he had.

As he slept, I showered and got myself dressed, ready to go out. When Timmy finally did get up, I could tell that he was hungover.

“Good morning Sunshine, I see you’re awake. Did you have a good time last night?” I asked.

He sat up on the sofa, and rubbed his face with his hands to help bring himself around, then looked about the room for any incriminating evidence before finally lowering his eyes down toward the carpet below him for any remnants that he may have missed.

“Yes, Honey, it was fun. Just some of the guys from work.” He said, clearing his throat.

“Any girls?” I’m not the jealous type, just interested.

“Well, we did end up at that strip club in town, but that stuff really doesn’t do it for me, so you don’t have anything to worry about.” He explained.

“Oh, believe me, I’m not worried. Just wondering why you didn’t come to bed.”

“I got back kind of late and didn’t want to wake you. I didn’t, did I?”

I knew that he wanted to know if I caught him with his pants down, but I planned to use that knowledge in a very different way.

“No, Honey, you didn’t wake me. I’m heading out to do a little shopping. Would you mind doing a few chores around here while I’m out? I was trying to be quiet and let you rest. If you do a good job, maybe we can do something special later tonight!” I teased him with a wink.

He smiled as this seemed to get him out of his funk.

“Sure Hon, what do you need me to do?”

“I would like you to pick up and vacuum, do those few dishes that are left in the sink. Do you think that you can do that for me?”

“Not a problem. I’ll take care of it.” He promised.

“Thanks. I’ll see you later on.” I gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and headed out the door.

Timmy was never one for doing housework. Without him actually coming out and saying it, he has always acted very chauvinistic about housecleaning, as though it was women’s work. He is far from being manly, standing at only five foot four and weighing one hundred ten pounds, which is very similar to my size. I think that he just doesn’t want people to think that he is actually a closet wimp, as well as being self conscious about his size. 

That morning before he woke up I began to get my plan into motion, but before we get to those details I would like to share a little more about ourselves.

We met when we attended college at Sarah Connor University. I begrudgingly had to transfer there for my sophomore year. Back in high school I became the top cheerleader in my squad and kept my self in great shape, which I still do today. When I got to college as a freshman I had to prove myself all over again, as it wasn’t easy for a freshman to make it as a first team cheerleader. I did whatever I could to make the team and became very popular with the guys that played on the football team.

Maybe I was a bit naive or maybe I just wanted to make it any way that I could, but it wasn’t uncommon for them to take turns giving me a ride home after games and sometimes take a detour where they would fuck me somewhere on the way. It wouldn’t always be the same guy, and it wasn’t always just one either, as word started to get around about how easy I was. Hey, I was popular and on the squad, so I thought it was great!

My parents have always been very strict and kept close tabs on me, that was why they signed me up to go to a school nearby where I would be home every night. They knew where I was most of the time, but were clueless about who was bringing me home or how long it should take after the games. On the night of our final game of the year a player by the name of Jamal Reid asked to take me home. He was a senior and the top player on our team with a good chance of being drafted by the NFL.

With it being his final game for the school and the fact that I had never been offered a ride home by him before I said yes, thrilled with the opportunity. Instead of him driving me to a secret make out area, he drove me straight home and pulled up into my driveway. I wasn’t sure if he didn’t get the word about me from the other players or maybe didn’t know that I still lived with my parents, but there we were.

It started out a little awkwardly with us being in my driveway and all, but after a few minutes of talk we started to make out. It didn’t take long before we were both getting pretty hot as he put a hand under my tiny cheerleader skirt and pulled my panties to one side to get a finger in my pussy. I quickly unzipped his fly and with some extra effort pulled his cock out of his pants, amazed to find that it was enormous!

Even after being fucked by nearly half of the players from the football team that year I still had never seen anything quite that massive before! I was half in shock by its sheer size for a couple of minutes before bending forward, putting its bulbous head into my mouth. It was absolutely amazing that I couldn’t take much more than it’s head in as it continued to grow and harden as I sucked.

My pussy was getting wet as he fingered it and raised my ass to help him slide my panties down my legs. Once off he quickly buried two, and then three of his long thick fingers up into me causing me to moan loudly. I couldn’t take it much longer and had to have his huge cock inside me!

He reclined his seat all the way back so that I could climb on top of him, as he guided the head into my hot cunt. Slowly, I worked it in a little at a time, lowering myself down and then raising up before doing it again, until I got just enough into me where he could get a slow rhythm going. I started moaning loudly as he went deeper and deeper inside of me. It was more than I had ever had in me before, but I wanted more!

“Oh, fuck me! Get that beautiful cock in deeper. Oh, God!!!!!” I shouted.

Just then………………

“What the hell is going on out here? Jennifer? Is that you? What do you think you’re doing? Get out of that car this instant, young lady!” My father shouted at me through the partially open window as the motion detector turned on the driveway light above the garage door.

I quickly rose my ass up off of Jamal’s lap, and my father’s face went flush when he saw the size of his massive cock as it slipped out of my stretched cunt. He saw everything perfectly under the bright light, my shaved pussy from behind still agape from being stretched, the giant cock that had just been inside of me still glistening from my juice, and last but not least was the fact that I was getting fucked in our very own driveway by a black man, and could have easily been seen by our neighbors. That would have been even more humiliating to my parents, and luckily didn’t happen.

I couldn’t have been more embarrassed as I watched Jamal peeling away from my house, my panties still lying on the floor under the seat. Luckily I had recently turned eighteen or my father surely would have had Jamal charged with molesting a minor. I was still living in my parent’s house and had to abide by their rules, so I was grounded, and they kept a watchful eye on me after that, as it took me some time to regain their trust.

They had been paying for my enrollment in college and made arrangements for me to transfer to an all girl school for the following year, which would end my cheerleading career as well as any chance of dating any more athletes like Jamal.

Sarah Connor University is a small business school, and I thought that it might be interesting if I took something in the computer IT field, specializing in cyber security. This would end up serving me well, both in my career, and with my future with Timmy, as you will soon discover.

As I mentioned earlier, I met him during my second year at the University, his first. He had transferred over from another school as well, the very first year that my school went coed. My parents were not too happy with the changes in my school, but seeing that there were no sports or athletes for them to worry about, it didn’t appear to be that much of a problem with them.

He was in an accounting class that I had to take compulsory to my field, but didn’t like, as he took to it like a duck to water and continued in that field after graduation. We sat next to each other in class that year, and if it wasn’t for him helping me along, I wouldn’t have passed. I thought that he was really cute with his short blonde hair and blue eyes. With his baby face and slight build, he looks much younger than he really is.

Timmy wasn’t tall or muscular like the type of boys that I usually went for, but there wasn’t much else to choose from with a 9 to 1 ratio of women to men in the school. The other girls that I knew thought that we would make a nice couple, so when he asked me out I figured that I had nothing to lose. We took things very slowly, and he never tried to initiate sex with me, even during times that I hoped he would.

The fact is, he told me that he wanted to wait. I thought that would change once we became engaged, but he said that after waiting this long that we might as well make our honeymoon special and wait just a little bit longer. My parents liked him right away, and after the way that they acted toward my earlier boyfriends I was surprised, which made it that much harder for me to turn him down.

I learned on our wedding night exactly why he wanted to wait so long, as his dick was no bigger than my index finger totally erect, which was a great disappointment to me! I had never even imagined that this might be an issue, but I didn’t think that there was a chance that it could be so small either. Through these first few years of marriage I have tried to not let it get to me, as I secretly remember those much larger men that I’ve had before.

We were both lucky enough to get good jobs in the city right after college. He works in cubicle in an office doing accounting work while I have my own office and am now in charge of cyber security for a large corporation based here in town.

Now back to today, where I am heading out to do some shopping. On any typical Sunday I would put on a pair of jeans, a top, and a pair of sneakers. Today I decided to dress up a bit, and I am wearing a knee-length skirt, form fitting sweater, and heels. Do you think that Timmy noticed before I left? Not a chance in hell!

I had been thinking about the scene that I walked into last night where I found that my husband had just jerked off to watching interracial cuckolding porn videos. To know that this gets him hot excites me, and I really want to explore this new opportunity and to see where it leads.

My education, as well as my job experience, have taught me things that I can do with a computer that even some of the best hackers can’t match. As my husband slept off his night of drinking and masturbation, I was busy hacking his laptop. Now I can not only see what sites he has visited in the past, but I can see live what he is currently watching any time that I want, as well as turn on his camera to watch him, as well. I did the same thing with his cell phone.

Now whenever he is out of my sight I can see what he’s up to, but that wasn’t even my ultimate goal. It was to have the ability to change whatever site he is on to something else of my choosing, or to have things that I think will help me pop up on his screen as subliminal messages.

As I shop, my head is spinning with ideas. I knew that Timmy got off on what he was watching last night, but don’t know exactly what it was about it that he liked. Is it the idea of watching his wife fuck other men, or was it that she was fucking black men with huge cocks? Maybe it was the idea of licking other men’s cum out of her pussy. Does he want to watch me fucking other guys? I had to know!

While I was out, I went through my usual routine, and added a few extra stops that will be explained later. By the time that I got home I was satisfied that I had done enough for the day and was looking forward to exploring things a little deeper. I opened the door, trying not to drop any of my bags, and found Timmy lounging on the sofa, watching sports on TV as usual. A quick look around showed that he had picked up a little around the house and vacuumed, as evidenced by the fact that he didn’t put it back away in the closet.

“I see that you did clean up some. Maybe you will get that surprise tonight after all!” I said, as I walked by him toward the bedroom.

“Worked my ass off today. Anything to keep you happy, Honey.” He gave me the thumbs up as I passed.

I put the bags on the bed and walked back into the kitchen for a drink, and found that he didn’t wash the dishes as I asked. That would have to be incorporated in my plans for later.

I went back into the bedroom to put the contents of the bags away before Timmy came in and got nosy. Later, I went into my office, which is just a small room with a computer desk that I use for working from home. Before I left I had programmed the computer, as well as my iPad and cell phone, with the necessary spyware needed to control my husbands laptop.

He knows not to come in when I am working, as I am not allowed to let others see any of my company’s top secret information. I made that clear to him early on, and he hasn’t even attempted to come in ever since, so I knew that I would be safe.

When I opened the program I found that he had been on his laptop for most of the time that I was away, and spent all of that time looking at much the same things that he was watching the previous night. He had gone from website to website and watched one video after another. His search terms included some things like watching wife fuck BBC, gangbang my wife, and sissy cuckold husband.

That last one really caught my attention, so I checked to see where he went with it. I found videos, stories, and blogs dedicated to husbands that want to become sissy girls for their wives. The first video that I found had a wife inviting her black bulls to the house with her husband dressed as a young school girl greeting them at the door and preparing them to fuck his wife. They humiliate him as he sucks their cocks to get them good and hard before he guides them into her juicy cunt while she spreads her legs for them.

The woman’s husband could easily pass as a girl with his slight hairless body and figure. In fact, he was built much the same as Timmy. One of the bulls bends him over and flips his short skirt up to expose his tight round bottom and cute pink asshole. His tiny cock was caged by a chastity device as it hung between his legs.

When the bull lined up his cock with sissy’s ass it appeared as though there was no way that it could ever fit without tearing him apart, but he forced it in, anyway without a care. The sissy did not protest, but seemed to enjoy the rough treatment that he received by the large muscular man!

I was getting pretty hot as I watched this scene play out and imagined the sissy being my husband Timmy getting fucked by another man. My pussy was tingling and needed relief, so I slid my panties down and raised my skirt to touch my dripping cunt. It didn’t matter that my husband was just on the other side of the door to my office, I needed to cum!

My mind raced and I rubbed my pussy hard and fast, as I watched the sissy take one huge cock after another into his tantalizing hole. The thought that it could be my husband getting fucked willingly by other men turned me on like crazy, and it didn’t take long before I came.

“Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!”

I uncontrollably let out a loud moan as I came, and just couldn’t help myself as I have rarely been this excited in my life! I quickly paused the video and minimized the screen before lowering my skirt as I heard a knock on the door.

“Everything okay in there? I thought that I heard something.” Timmy inquired through the closed door.

“Just fine! Watching surveillance footage, that’s all.” I lied.

“No problem, just wondering.”

I had to just sit and relax for a moment to catch my breath, as I looked at the screen saver on my computer with my panties lying on the floor beneath me in plain view, if he had come in. Thoughts were going through my head as I now truly wanted to see this happen. To see my husband dress like a girl, to see him getting fucked by other men, and most of all for me to get fucked as he watches and assists me without any chance of him joining in. I made a vow at that very moment that I would do anything for this to happen!

After we first got married sex was a big part of our relationship, as it is with most other newlyweds. The biggest problem with that was he would always get to cum, and I would get to only on rare occasions. Masturbation became my friend as I would take care of myself at some point after we were done, sometimes telling him that I had to catch up on some work here in my office for privacy.

He would usually expect me to give him oral sex, but would never reciprocate. I don’t know if he really didn’t like the taste of pussy or thought that there was something unmanly about it, but I never pushed the issue. Personally, I love having my pussy eaten, and would like this to be a part of my plans for the future with him. 

After dinner, we watched some television with me in my chair and him sitting on the sofa, as usual. He was sitting back typing away on his laptop as I had my iPad set to view everything he was doing. I couldn’t care less what was on the TV, and focused my attention only on what he was doing as he went from searching for sports scores to his favorite porn sites.

He seemed to be very familiar as he typed in his password into one of the cuckolding sites. Of course, I could see that his password was the one that he always uses, which made things so much easier for me to get back into it later. This particular site had readers submitting their own “true” stories as well as pictures of themselves dressed as sissies, while being totally subservient to their wives. I could tell that they were all amateurs as the action shots were not staged and the camera work poor. Some of the photos of the sissy husbands were very hot, with them looking very much like the girls that they desired to be!

As he read or watched videos, I did as well, right along with him without him having any clue that I was spying on him from just a few feet away. He would be transfixed on what he was viewing, but would occasionally glance up at the TV or myself for a moment and go right back to what he was doing. I decided to get myself comfortable and went into the bedroom to put on my nightie.

I usually wear panties with it but decided that I would see if he would notice if I didn’t as I went back into the living room. As I entered the room I spotted him grabbing his cock through his pants, before quickly covering it with his laptop when he saw me approach. I acted like I didn’t notice, and went to see just what it was that was making him hard, on my iPad.

He was looking at pictures of t-girls that looked remarkably like women. They all had breasts as well as feminine bodies, and every one was more beautiful than the next! Some had small penises and some large. Some wore chastity devices or butt plugs while others were getting fucked in the ass by another man, or even by a woman with a strap-on dildo.

My pussy was getting wet under my nightie and I parted my legs just enough where he could see my pussy peeking out from underneath. He started to glance up toward me occasionally, so I opened my legs a little more so that he could get a better view, as I acted as though I was deep into what I was reading. After a little more time went by I went for it, and put a foot up on the chair cushion allowing my open pussy to be on full display for him.

He looked at it for a moment before his eyes moved up to see me smiling at him.

“Are you ready?” I asked, with a smirk.

“Oh, hell yeah!”

We put our electronics down and headed to the bedroom. It was still pretty early, but I was getting hot and needed to cum soon!

When we got into the bedroom we kissed and fell on the bed. He had my nightie off over my head in an instant as he squeezed my tits, before going down to suck on my nipples. I had an idea and began to maneuver his head lower as he continued to kiss my tummy, and lower, and lower still, to where his face was right over my pussy.

I raised my knees and spread them wide before pulling his head down with his mouth right on my snatch. He tried to raise up but I put both hands on the back of his head and pulled him into me hard. I needed this and I wasn’t about to let him up until I came!

He wiggled around trying to get away, but I wasn’t about to let that happen.

“Come on, Baby. Lick my pussy. I know you want to, so make me cum!” I demanded.

After a few seconds of faux protest he calmed down, and I could feel his tongue begin to explore. He didn’t have much experience with this, so I decided to assist by moving his head or raising my pelvis to get more contact. I had a firm grasp of his head as I continued to use his face as a tool to get myself off. I ground his nose deep into my slit and rocked my pelvis rubbing it hard against my clit. He made some muffled sounds, but that was all as I neared my much-needed climax.

“Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

I held his head tightly against my crotch as I bucked up against his face. Finally, when I was ready, I let him go and put my head down on the pillow to catch my breath. After a moment I went to get up, and as I did he began to unbutton his shirt to get ready for his turn.

I put my hand over his, to stop him.

“Um, what are you doing?” I asked.

“Getting ready. You said that if I did all my chores that we could have sex tonight.” He replied.

“That’s right, I did. So, did you do everything that I asked you to do?”

“Yes.”

“Oh? What about the dishes that I asked you to wash?”

He went silent for a moment.

“Oh yeah, sorry about that. How about I do them later?”

“No. Too late now. Maybe next time you want something you will do what I ask! I’ve got a few things that I want to finish up in my office before I go to bed.”

I got up to put the nightie back on over my head, as he sat on the bed looking disappointed.

“I guess I’ll go take a shower then.” He said, as he got up to head for the bathroom.

When I got to my office, I just took a moment to celebrate my mini victory. I had actually gotten him to eat me out until I came. Alright, so I did most of the work, but we are talking baby steps here, and I’ll take it!

I started my computer and decided to research female domination. As I began to check the web sites, my mind went back to the look on my husband’s face when I turned him down for sex after giving me such a wonderful orgasm. I started feeling guilty and decided to make it up to him.

I could hear the water running and figured that I would surprise him with a little shower sex, so I took off my nightie and sneaked into the bathroom. I could see his image through the shower door and could tell that his back was to me, which was perfect. I quickly opened the shower door and was a bit shocked at what I saw! He was startled, and when he turned toward me I saw that he was masturbating, caught right at the point of ejaculation. His little dick was pointed straight out, jerking it feverishly between two fingers and thumb as a jet of his cum shot out into his other hand which he had there ready to catch it.

“What are you doing? I leave you for five minutes and you are already masturbating? I can’t believe this! Is this what you do all day?” I scolded.

“Yes. I mean no! I thought you were working.” He placed his hands over his now wilting cock to hide his shame.

“It doesn’t matter what I was doing, all I know is that you can’t control yourself. I came back feeling sorry for you, thinking that I could make up for the way that I left you, and this is what I find? Is this why you don’t make love to me anymore? I’ll bet that you can’t go an entire week without touching yourself, can you?” I put it on hard and thick.

“Sorry, Honey. I don’t know what to say.”

“Promise me that you can go a whole week without masturbation, and if you do, you can make it up to me next weekend.”

“I promise. You’ll see.”

I left him alone to finish his shower and went back to my office to work on the next step.


Chapter 3- A long week for him and a satisfying one for me!

The following day was Monday, and we both had to go back to work. Occasionally I would check to see what he was looking into, during the course of the day, but I didn’t have access to his work computer and figured that he couldn’t risk going to the sites that he visits on the company’s network anyway. That didn’t stop me from making my own plans, however.

By the time that I got home that evening I had a plan and couldn’t wait to get started. We had dinner and later took our usual places in the living room along with our electronics to watch some TV, and hopefully a little porn. Things started off kind of slow, with him looking at sports and news feeds, so I thought that I would attempt to change things up a little.

I looked up one of his favorite sites and the next time that he clicked on a link I redirected it to the one that I wanted him to see. I saw a confused look on his face when it popped up on his screen, but he left it on anyway. It was a cuckolding site with a husband eating messy creampies that bulls left in his wife’s cunt.

I had made mental notes on which videos that I wanted him to see, and he picked the first one on his own. It started off with the cuck waiting in a hotel room for his hotwife to return from the bar. He is wearing only a leather collar and a pink chastity device as he kneels in the corner awaiting his mistress arrival. As she walks in she is accompanied by four large black men that she had picked up in the bar. She is dressed like a total slut wearing a sheer top, no bra, and a form fitting micro mini skirt with stiletto heals. The men are groping her with one having his hand up her skirt as she gives him a deep kiss in the doorway as her husband watches.

It is a little longer than many of the videos he watches, so I knew that I had time get myself comfortable and headed to the bedroom. I picked out a different nightie than the night before, that might have the desired effect that I was hoping for. Again I removed my panties, knowing full well that he will notice.

When I came back into the living room, he did a double take when he saw me. I ignored him and sat watching the TV. He was still watching the same video and the men were taking turns fucking the cuck’s wife. Her ivory white skin was in intense contrast to their deep dark hue. It appeared to be authentic, with the men showing the slut no mercy as they pound her hard in every hole, while her husband watches and performs cleanup duty.

As he gets down to lap the thick white river of cum oozing from his wife’s cunt, I adjust my position in my chair to show Timmy just what he could have had. I keep my pussy trimmed but gave up shaving it completely bald after we had gotten married, and that will be soon changing again as I plan to step things up later.

He looked over to see my naked pussy then up into my eyes, and the look on his face became so sad that I almost gave in, but not yet! The cuck in the video is now cleaning the fourth load out of his wife, and Timmy kept looking at the screen then at my pussy and back, over and over again. It was becoming quite obvious that he was imagining what it would be like to clean me out too. After being with him for years, with him showing no interest in eating my pussy, I thought that I was making some headway.

He was starting to get uncomfortable, and I could see him shifting in his seat when he thought I wouldn’t notice. I figured that it was time to turn it up a bit and raised my left leg up on the cushion just the same as I did last night, but began moving my right leg back and forth giving him the best view yet of my open pussy. This really got his attention, and he couldn’t take any longer!

“Jen?”

I ignored him at first.

“Honey?”

I looked up as though he was interrupting me.

“I’m sorry, Honey. I know that I screwed up bad yesterday. Can we go in the bedroom so that I can make it up to you?” He pleaded.

“I don’t know. That is an awful habit that you have. Just one day without it doesn’t mean that you won’t go right back to doing it again.” I reasoned.

“I won’t do it again, I know that now. Can’t we just go and make up. I promise things will be different. I need you so bad right now!” He began to beg with his eyes fixed on my inviting pussy.

“Don’t you mean that you need this?”

I reached down and spread my pussy wide open, placing one hand on either side.

“Isn’t this what you want right now.”

He dropped to his knees before me.

“Yes! I want that. I want you! Please?” He was literally on his knees begging.

I knew that the plan was working, but he still had a long way to go.

“I don’t think that you’re really sincere. You didn’t seem to want it that bad when you failed at doing one little task that I asked you to, did you?”

“I’m sorry. I’ll do anything that you ask from now on, promise!” He pleaded, as he crossed his heart.

“I’ll have to think about it, but I told you that you couldn’t have any until the weekend. If I catch you jerking off, you may never see this again. In the meantime, just think about this as a lesson to you.” I waved him away as if I were a queen, and he dejectedly got up from the floor and back in his chair.

I went back to my TV show and completely ignored him the rest of the night. He continued watching the videos and I controlled which one he would eventually see, so I knew that he was still getting pretty horned up! I did give him one break, though, as I lowered my leg back down so that he wouldn’t have to salivate over my open pussy for the rest of the night.

The only way that I was going to find out if he cheated during the week was to monitor him through the camera on his laptop. I have been checking and haven’t caught him yet, but then again, it has only been 24 hours. When we went to bed he kissed me and said “good night” to me for the first time in a while. He is already changing and I hadn’t even really gotten started yet!

On Tuesday things went much the same, for the most part anyway. He seemed to act a little more compassionate and attentive toward me, by greeting me when I got home and even helping clean up in the kitchen after dinner. I was beginning to enjoy this “new Timmy” but I wasn’t about to let him off the hook just yet!

After dinner, I decided to take a nice hot bath to relax, and thought that it would be the perfect time to shave my pussy nice and smooth, the way that I used to. It also gave Timmy time to watch some videos that I programmed for him to see. I continued on with having him watch women’s vaginas either being serviced by men or displayed for a man’s pleasure. The most important one being a hypno video showing closeups of freshly shaved vaginas of all kinds. The video would flash hundreds of images in rapid succession to music, designed to put the viewer in a trance like state, and give him a strong desire to fuck them. 

When I was done with my bath, and shave, I powdered myself and decided to put on a night shirt instead of a nightie as I had the past couple of nights. It is semi transparent and buttons down the front, with the length being to just below my crotch, which was just right. I wore nothing underneath and left most of the top buttons open to display much of my cleavage.

He was engrossed in his video as I walked into the living room, and I could tell that his eyes were following me until I sat in my chair. A good part of my body was revealed to him except for my nipples and crotch, which was barely covered by the shirt. I ignored him as I checked on his progress with the videos, and discovered that he had been a busy boy while I was away.

He not only watched the pussy videos that I cued up for him, but he also looked into some domination sites with men worshiping women’s pussies as well. Things were really looking up! I could see his eyes once again going from a video of a man crawling up between a woman’s legs to lick her pussy, to me, as he looked me up and down with a wanton look on his face.

It was now time to see just how far along he was, so I slowly loosened the remaining buttons on the shirt and opened it enough to expose both, my breasts and also my crotch as it draped to either side of my hips. I had my legs crossed and did this without immediate detection as he was engrossed in his porn.

When he looked up and saw me I thought that his jaw would drop as I purposely displayed myself to him. He couldn’t take his eyes off of me and honestly didn’t know what to do! That was when I gave him the biggest tease of all!

With my night shirt completely open I slowly spread my legs as I looked him right in the eyes. Once they were open as wide as possible his eyes were too as he looked in total shock! Here I am sitting across from him on a Tuesday night nearly naked, lewdly spreading my pussy right in front of him. He stared down at my freshly shaved muff and was totally speechless.

I gave him a minute to take it all in as he grabbed his stiff dick through his pants. Finally, as I slouched down in the chair with my cunt open and inviting I gave it a few pats as if to say “come and get it”.

He knew exactly what I meant and immediately dropped to the floor to crawl up between my legs. Just before he was about to put his mouth on my irresistibly smooth and inviting pussy, I placed my hand on his head to stop him. His nose was close enough to smell the powder and his mouth close enough to taste it, but it could have just as well been a mile away if he couldn’t get to it.

“Honey, do you love me?” I asked.

“Of course I do. I mean, yes. Yes, I do love you! Oh, God!, do I love you!” He declared.

“Well, I know how hard it is for you to go the whole week without masturbating. I just thought that I could do something to help out. That is, if you really do love me.”

He was looking directly at the object of his desire, and it was right there for him if he answered the question correctly.

“Yes, anything. I’ll do anything!”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, anything. Whatever you want. I’m dying here!” He pleaded.

“Well, I know how hard you’re trying to stop masturbating, and I’m sorry that I’m getting you all hot and bothered, so I picked you up something that I thought would help you. Here you go. I hope that you like it.”

I handed him a bag that I had kept hidden beside me, out of his sight. He opened it to look inside and then up at me with a curious expression on his face. As he removed the package, it was plain to see that it was a chastity cage. The black box had a picture of the contents and said that it was a “CB3000 male chastity device”. There is an adult sex shop right around the corner from my work that I have passed by many times, and while I was out shopping the other day I decided to stop in and pick up some items that might help things along.

He just stared at the box for the longest time.

“Do you like it?” I asked.

“Y-y-you want me to wear this? I thought that maybe we were going to…... I thought that….” He just stopped talking to digest what exactly was going on.

To see this kind of stuff in a video or to read stories is much different from real life. When it comes down to a man actually putting one on, you have to be in the right frame of mind and actually be okay with it. I wasn’t forcing him to wear it, just seeing how far I can take it with him.

“You did say that you love me, right?” I asked softly.

He was still staring at the box in his hand.

“Yes.”

“Well, if you love me than you have to get over that nasty habit of masturbating when you have me right here. You do want me, don’t you?” I asked, seductively.

I raised his chin up to look me in the eyes.

“Yes, I want you more than anything!”

“Then you will wear this for me?”

He looked down at my spread pussy exposed before him.

“Okay...okay, I’ll wear it around the house, I guess. If it will make you happy.”

“No, you’ll wear it until the weekend, and if you are a good boy then you can have me. At least this way I can be sure that you aren’t cheating on me by playing with yourself.” I demanded.

“I can’t go to work wearing something like this! What if someone finds out?” He asked.

“Who is going to be looking inside of your pants? It’s very small and barely makes a bulge. Besides, you don’t have enough for a bulge anyway, so you don’t have to worry about that.”

“What happens when I have to take a piss?”

“You go sitting down, silly. It’s made to stay on all the time, it’s just a few more days and I’ll take it off. It will show me that you really care.”

He thought for a moment with his eyes going from the box to my pussy and back.

“Okay, if it will make you happy….” 

I quickly snatched the box out of his hand before he could think twice about it.

“Great! Take your pants off. I can’t wait to try it!” I said, excitedly.

He paused and then stood up to unbuckle his pants and let them drop to the floor. I quickly grabbed his underwear and pulled them down to his knees. His small dick looked even smaller now that I have been watching the videos of those huge black cocks! It had gone limp during the time that we talked about locking it up, so I opened the box and took the device out before he could begin to get hard again.

The CB3000 appeared to be very small, only measuring about 3 inches in length total, and made of clear plastic so that you could see just how small he actually is inside of it. He just stood watching me as I tried to figure out how to put the pieces together, as I put it on him. It was a little complicated at first, and once on I took the small brass padlock that came with it out of the box and locked it.

I did it! I now have my husbands cock locked up and only I will have the key!

I bounced it up playfully with my hand as I smiled up at him. This was all making me super horny and I knew just how I was going to get relief!

I pulled him down to me and gave him a deep kiss while I fondled his balls hanging freely. The CB3000 was beginning to feel a little stiffer to move and I could tell that he was getting hard inside of the contraption as I ran my tongue around in his mouth to work him up even more.

I took his head in my hands, pushed him down to his knees, and pulled his face into my crotch. His tongue started to explore my cunt immediately as he ate my pussy like he never had before. In the years that I’ve known him he has always fought eating me and now he was devouring it!

“Oh yeah Baby, give me that tongue! That’s it! That’s it! Yeah! DO IT! Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” I screamed as I came.

I needed that cum really bad. Hell, I deserved that cum! All those years that I went without it will soon be coming to an end.

I felt totally relaxed from my orgasm at that point and Timmy was still going to town on my pussy, so I had to push him away to get him to quit. He fell backwards on the carpet, and I had to laugh when he did as he still had his underwear around his knees and his cock cage looked silly on him! He heard me giggle and quickly got to his feet and pulled his undies up. They looked so cute with that tiny little bulge sticking out.

The following day at work in my office, I couldn’t get my mind off thinking about what I’ve done the past few days, and how much hotter it is going to get in the future! I don’t know what is going on in his mind, but I’m now constantly beside myself with lust and have even caught myself touching my pussy through my skirt a few times. By lunchtime, I was beyond being merely aroused, and had to call Timmy!

“Hello?” He answered.

“Hi, Honey. Can you talk?” I asked, as I put him on speaker phone.

“Oh, just sitting here at my desk having lunch.”

I could tell that he was trying to let me know that people could hear our conversation, as his desk is in one of those tiny low cubicles with no privacy to speak of. 

“That’s okay, just wanted to give you a call. I really enjoyed last night.” I said, softly.

“I did too.” He confessed.

“Oh, I’m so happy to hear that!” I replied excitedly. “I bet you can’t guess what I’m doing.” I said, in a more sultry voice.

I had been so hot all day that I couldn’t take it anymore, so I locked my office door and started rubbing my pussy under my skirt, through my panties.

“I don’t know, Honey, what are you doing?”

“I’m at my desk, rubbing my pussy as I think about you. You made me so hot last night!” I wasn’t quiet this time and knew that there was at least a chance that someone could have over heard me, embarrassing him in the process!

“Shhhh Honey, there are people here.” He whispered.

“Oh, sorry. I’m just so horny today that I can’t wait to come home, but I have a lot to do and might end up coming home late. Could you be a dear and order something for us for dinner?”

“Sure. I’ll take care of it.”

“Thanks, Hon. One more thing, I’m going to be pretty stressed out when I get home, so do you think that you can lick my pussy for me again like you did last night? Oh, I felt so good when you ate my cunt! Oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m cumming!!!! OHHhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!” I had to be screaming into the phone at that point, and knew that someone on his end had to hear it.

“Shhhhhh. Oh God!” He turned away and covered the phone with his hand. “Someone is going to hear you!” He whispered.

“Oh, I really needed that. Whew! Wow. That’s better.” I started to calm down. “Did you hear my question?”

“I’m sorry. What?” I can tell that his head must have been spinning.

“I said that I want you to eat my pussy when I get home. I’ve got the key to your cage right here hanging from the chain around my neck. Sure hope that I can still use it this weekend to let your little thing out for you.”

“No problem, Hon. I’ll order dinner and do that other thing for you. I’ll let you go. Love you!”

Click!

Somebody could have heard me, but I did it to humiliate him and I could tell that it worked. I never would have done such a thing to my husband a couple of days ago but things have really changed, and I love the new power that I have over him! I’m sure that he was squirming in his chair, feeling that piece of plastic getting tighter in his pants. Even though I had just cum, I already couldn’t wait to get home and tease him again.

I left work late as expected that night, and was looking forward to seeing how my plan was progressing. My pussy was already getting wet with anticipation of what was to come as I drove, and when I pulled into the driveway I got an idea and removed my panties, putting them in my pocketbook to bring into the house. I opened the front door to find Timmy sitting in my chair, which is directly facing the front door, waiting for me.

I closed the door behind as he dropped to his knees in front of me. Feeling a rush of excitement, I couldn’t wait a second longer, so I leaned back against the door and raised my skirt right in front of his face. His eyes lit up when he saw that I wasn’t wearing any panties. My plan was to see his response, with hope that he would think that I went to work without wearing them.

He couldn’t hold himself back another second and got his face right in my snatch to eat me out. Last night I had just taken a bath and put on some baby powder for him. Today, my pussy has been wet constantly and I had masturbated hours ago, so you can bet that it had to be a bit musky, but that didn’t even slow him down. He has been dying to get his tongue back inside me all day and I think that the phone sex call that I made to him really helped fire him up.

I held my skirt up and spread my pussy lips apart so that he could get his tongue in really deep. He certainly was getting much better at pussy eating and it didn’t take him long to bring me to orgasm, making my knees nearly buckle as I came.

“Oh yeah. Oh Yeah. You got it Baby. Right there. Oh Oh Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!”

That felt great, but instead of him continuing on after I climaxed as he did last night, he stopped and sat back on his haunches as if awaiting further instructions. I was good at that point and helped him up before giving him a deep kiss. I routinely put my fingers in my mouth all the time when I masturbate and actually enjoy the salty taste of my own pussy, plus I wanted to show him my appreciation.

We had a nice quiet dinner together. He had ordered Chinese, and had everything ready on the table for us by the time that I arrived home, even cleaned up the dishes afterward! Later, I took a shower, put on a nightie, and went to my office to see what he had been watching on his laptop.

He seemed to have done a bit of research on men in chastity and how to properly serve a mistress. I spent some time checking out the sites and learned quite a bit myself about the topics. So far he has not objected to anything that I have done with him yet, and these were giving me new ideas looking ahead for the future. The fact that he is checking into this himself tells me that he is preparing himself for what may be yet to come as my sex slave.

I learned that I should not let him have access to my pussy too often, but instead should limit him to times when it is only meant to reward or punish. Unless of course, I am just horny and want to use him for my own pleasure. I also learned that if I tell him that he will wear his cock cage until a particular time or day, I should stick with it and never shorten that time period. That is unless he does something to deserve to wear it longer in which case I can keep him locked up until I see fit to free him.

I continued teasing him for the rest of the evening after I went back out to the living room, and I think that he was frustrated that I didn’t allow him to touch me again, as he looked at me with puppy dog eyes. The following morning I picked out something to wear for work that was a bit sexier than usual, but still appropriate for a woman in my position. It included a button down top and a pleated skirt that was slightly shorter than the one that I wore the day before, along with a pair of thigh high nylons..

I waited until Timmy would be in the bedroom to witness me putting the skirt on and made sure that he noticed that I neglected to wear panties to cover my clean-shaven muff! I saw his reflection in the mirror as I checked myself, front and back, to be sure that I looked nice for work. He didn’t say a word, but the expression on his face showed that he desperately wanted to.

The fact that he didn’t comment yesterday when I came home without panties and now must watch me again heading back off to work without them, had to be both killing him inside and exciting him tremendously as well! It was having the very same effect on me too as I drove to my office with my naked pussy under my skirt for the very first time. If he really didn’t want me going out this way he would have made some kind of comment, but seeing his reaction when I got home last night made this the next obvious step for me.

He left me two voicemails on my phone that day and I decided not to talk to him until I got back home, so that he could fret about what I was doing. Here was his darling wife going to work looking sexier than ever without wearing panties under her skirt, and he does nothing to stop me? He had left me two sweet messages “just to say hi” and to see “what’s new” and I didn’t call him back. He knows that I check my phone messages regularly, so by the end of the day he must have been beside himself!

All part of my plan.

The drive home seemed to take longer than usual and by the time that I made it there my pussy was dripping from fantasizing about things that I planned for the future for my husband. He must have been waiting for me to pull into the driveway because when I opened the front door I found him already kneeling in front of me. That did it for me and I just couldn’t hold back any longer, raising my skirt to expose my naked cunt to him.

His expression was not one of surprise this time, but appeared to be more of a sign of relief that my pussy was offered to him again. He quickly grabbed my naked ass and drove his face into my pussy eating it, as if it were a meal for a starving man. I heard moans and heavy breathing as he worked his tongue up into me. Again, my cunt was far from fresh after another day of constant arousal, but it didn’t matter to him as he licked it clean.

The thought that I had been out in public all day without panties had definitely gotten him worked up. I knew that his little dick was straining to break out of its plastic prison, but I had to stick to the plan to not set it free until the proper time.

It didn’t take me long to cum, as this would be my first of the day, so I grabbed his head and pulled his face roughly up against my hot cunt.

“Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

My pelvis bucked as I came against his face. I could feel myself squirt and held his mouth against me to catch it as my receptacle. I heard him grunt before he gulped to swallow my juice down his throat. My body spasmed as I held him firmly in place, not letting him breath. When I finally let him go, he fell back on the floor gasping for air. I stepped over him and headed toward the bathroom without a word, ignoring him completely and lowering my dress as I walked away from him as I wanted to use him as a tool for my own pleasure and see where that would lead.

So far he has passed every test that I have given him without question. It amazes me how well this is all working out for me, and I am sure that sending him the subliminal messages via videos on his laptop have helped in a big way. I have noticed a huge difference in his demeanor too, as he is acting very submissive, as opposed to his usual annoyingly obstinate behavior.

I followed this path and gave him little attention the rest of the night. Instead of wearing something revealing after dinner, I put on some flannel pajamas, to his dismay.

The following day was Friday and I again made sure that he watched as I got dressed. He seemed to make it a point this time to be in the bedroom when I picked out my clothes and put them on. This didn’t go unnoticed, so I played it up, taking some of my sexiest dresses out of the closet and holding them up in front of me to see how each would look as I admired myself in the mirror. It was all just a tease as I could never wear them with my status in the company.

I finally came up with a sleeveless dress that showed just a hint of cleavage and not too short. Wearing nothing more than a towel after having just taken a shower, I let it drop to the floor as I searched through my drawers for something to wear under the dress. I took out one of my sexy Victoria Secrets bras and put it on. One of those that push up your breasts to make them look fuller.

As I looked around for the right stockings I found my black garter belt, which I have only worn a couple of times, and held it up to the mirror as I watched the expression on Timmy’ face. He looked away in frustration, perhaps ashamed that he will be allowing his wife to go to work dressed this way.

I thought for a moment that maybe this could be too much too fast and that I may be hurting his feelings, but this was the effect that I truly desired, so I pulled the garter belt up over my naked ass. Sitting on the bed, I watched both our reflections in the mirror as I raised my leg high in the air exposing my open pussy to him as I slowly slid the dark nylons up my legs, first one and then the other.

He just stood and stared without a word, knowing that I was watching him in the mirror, as I slipped the dress on over my head.

“Honey, can you zip me please?” I asked.

I had not moved and looked at him in the mirror as I spoke. He knew exactly what I was doing to him and still did nothing to stop me, as he obediently came around the bed to zip up my dress. The fact that I was dressing sexier with my newly shaved labia naked under my thin dress had to be eating him up inside, but again he did nothing. He was fully aware that I was putting on this show to torment him, and he willingly assisted me in doing it.

I felt very sexy that day and got compliments from my coworkers about the way that I dressed. I did end up wearing a light sweater over the dress to look more businesslike, as I didn’t want to over do it. But if they had only known what I was wearing underneath my dress, they would be shocked! This typically conservative businesswoman is changing into someone new and different by the day.

We had a business meeting that day in the conference room, and I had to do a presentation for all of the higher ups of the company. As I stood with my pointer to explain what was on the screen, my mind drifted back to sex and I just couldn’t shake it. I imagined that all of the executives sitting at the conference table knew that I was not wearing panties and that I had shaved my muff smooth that morning.

My head began to spin as I fantasized about raising my skirt to let them see my bare pussy and think that I was a total slut. What a shock that would be to them to see me that way! I could feel my cunt juicing up as I tried to complete my presentation, while I envisioned my husband spending the entire day with an erection, helpless to do anything about it.

Unable to control it, I began to feel a slight trickle as some of my juice leaked out and slowly started to run down my inner thigh. What if it begins to drip on the floor from between my legs and someone notices? I began to feel panic and quickly wrapped up the presentation before excusing myself, saying that I had important work to do in my office.

Once safely in my office, I locked the door and walked around my desk. I raised my skirt and sat my bare bottom down in my chair.

Then I called Timmy.

Ring!

“Hello?”

“Oh hi, Honey. I’ve been thinking about you.” I said breathlessly.

“And?”

“Baby, you’ve been getting me so hot lately that I can’t control myself anymore. You should see my pink pussy right now!”

“Shhh. Not so loud. I’m at my desk!” He spoke in a low voice.

I on the other hand, had him on speaker phone while I slipped a middle finger up into my hot cunt.

“That’s alright dear, I think that everyone should know exactly what you’ve been doing for me. Mmm, this feels so good. My pussy is all pink and wet right now. Oh Honey, I wish that you were here to see it!”

“Where are you?” He whispered.

“I’m at my desk, silly! Mmmmm….” Again I moaned. “Did you like what I wore just for you today?”

“For me?”

“Of course! I do everything for you. I thought that it would turn you on.” I explained.

“Well, it did turn me on, whatever good that does me.”

“It will help to get you prepared for the weekend. You haven’t lost interest in me, have you?” I cooed.

“N-n-no! Of course not. Oh, I’ve been dying to have you. I can’t wait!” He said excitedly.

“Don’t forget that it’s Friday. So close. Just imagine putting your hard cock into this hot pussy. Oh, it’s making me so hot. Mmmm, a nice hard cock would feel so good inside me right now. I wish you could see my pussy. I’ve got three, oops, four fingers in me right now as I’m thinking of you. Are you getting hard thinking about me?” I teased.

“Oh God yeah.” He whispered. “I can’t wait to get home and fuck you!”

“Mmmm that’s my boy. Get nice and hard for me. Hang on.” I had to push my chair back to raise my legs, as I locked my heels against the corners of my desk. It was now much easier to use both hands on my cunt.

I was ready to cum and wanted him to hear me when I did, so I slid the phone closer so that he wouldn’t miss listening to his wife orgasm.

“Oh Baby, can you here me?”

“Yes, I can hear you.”

“I’m going to cum now Baby, and I want to share it with you. I almost have my whole fist up inside me now, and it feels like a great big cock. You know the ones that I’m talking about, don’t you?”

He paused.

“Yes. I guess so.” He replied meekly.

“Oh, I’m sure that you’ve seen them before. Those big black ones the size of your arm, I mean!”

“Yeah, I’ve seen them.”

“Could you imagine watching one going into your dear sweet wife’s pussy right now? Wouldn’t that be hot? Oh, this feels so good! Can you imagine seeing that? Well?” I asked.

“Sure, I can imagine that, I guess.” He said reluctantly.

My heels were spread to the corners of my desk, as I spread my cunt wide open.

“Oh, this is so hot getting fucked by some huge cock while you watch! Isn’t it? Oh Baby, you must get hot thinking about it too, don’t you?” I was biting my lip to keep myself from cumming.

“Yes. That’s pretty hot, I guess.” He was trying to sound indifferent about the idea, but I knew better.

“Oh, thank you! I’m so glad to hear that, Baby! I can’t hold back anymore. You make me so hot! Oh, I’m cumming! Ohhhhhh Ahhhhh!” I had been holding it back, but finally let go and had another thunderous orgasm.

I hung up the phone after a moment without even saying goodbye. I thought that it would have a nice effect on him after admitting to me that he gets hot thinking about me getting fucked by other men. I never worry about anyone overhearing me, as my office is totally soundproof by design due to the nature of my work. I know that the opposite is true for Timmy, and there is no telling what might have been overheard on his end.

I let him stew for the rest of the day, and when I walked in the front door he was waiting for me submissively, on his knees.

I walked right past him and said, “If you want any of this, I’ll be in the kitchen making dinner.”

He followed me into the kitchen.

“Wait here. I’ll be right back!” I said, pointing toward the floor.

He knelt as I headed for the bedroom. I took off my dress and hung it in the closet. Then I went back into the kitchen with Timmy on his knees watching me. I was only wearing my bra, garter belt, stockings, and heels. I don’t know what he could have been thinking as I strutted by him several times while I prepared dinner. I figured that he wanted my pussy really bad about then, so once I got all the pots simmering on the stove I turned to look at him.

“Is this what you’re waiting for?” I patted my naked pussy.

He quickly started toward me.

“Slow down Baby. I need you to do something first.”

He didn’t respond, just kept looking at me, waiting for me to continue.

“Are you still wearing it?”

He knew what I was talking about.

“Then take off your pants to prove it to me then. Oh, just take everything off!” I ordered.

Without hesitation, he dropped his pants and pulled his shirt over his head in seconds. I spotted the cock cage and it was still intact, so I kind of figured that he was expecting to get out, but I wasn’t ready yet!

“Okay, come ahead then. You just have to be done before dinner’s cooked.”

I patted my pussy again, and turned away just as he dove for it, offering my bottom instead! As I stood stirring a pot on the stove he had his head up between my legs from behind, eating me out like crazy. Now remember, I just got home from working all day, as well as masturbating, and he eats it up like he’s addicted. I am so loving this new life of mine! It’s so fucking great!

After some time I moved his head around front, to get more attention on my cunt, and as I was about to turn the burners off on the stove, Timmy hit the right spot. I came, pressing the back of his head against the oven door, and couldn’t keep from thrusting my pelvis forward a few times hard against his face to get as much friction as possible. He is definitely becoming tool just to get me off!

I put dinner on the table and sat long before he finally got up off the floor. He looked odd sitting across from me naked, but I’m sure that I will be able to get used to it in time. My body felt very relaxed as I ate my dinner after having my pussy serviced, but I can’t say the same for Timmy. He hasn’t cum in nearly a week and is anticipating making up for it this weekend.

After dinner, I asked him to clean up the kitchen while I showered. I picked his clothes up off of the floor and left him naked to do his chores, as he watched my own naked ass walking away. After my shower, I found him sitting in the living room still naked and watching TV, as I entered wearing the thick pajamas that I had worn the other night, to his disappointment. I always feel comfy wearing them, and really didn’t want him to get too excited by looking at my pussy all night.

I put on a movie to watch as I checked to see what he was viewing on his laptop. He was surfing for sites about female domination again, and just for kicks I sent him some that I found about men in chastity who worshiped their wives while not being allowed to fuck them anymore. I’m sure that this frustrated him immensely, as he couldn't wait for this weekend to finally arrive so that he could fuck me again.

When the movie ended I stood and announced that I was going to bed, and he said that he was too, possibly expecting a little sex. He remained naked when he climbed into bed and cuddled against me as I propped myself up to read a story on my iPad.

“It’s Friday, Jennifer. You know what that means.” He said in a melodic voice. 

“No, what does it mean?” I played dumb.

“It’s the weekend, Dear. Time to play.”

“I’m not getting you. What do you want?”

“You promised to let me out if I was good all week. I’ve been a good boy for you, haven’t I?” He pleaded.

“Yes Sweety, you have been a good boy this week, but it’s only Friday. We have the entire weekend ahead of us. Besides that, I’m a little tired from a busy week at work, so I just need some rest. We will do something together tomorrow, I promise.” I gave him a reassuring kiss on the cheek before turning off the light and rolling over to get comfortable.

I could sense that he was still lying on his side looking at me dumbfounded, but I ignored him until he put his head down back down on his pillow and moved away. I slept well that night as he remained naked and frustrated beside me. The next morning I awoke feeling refreshed. Timmy got up and started hunting for something to wear.

“Honey, I kind of like that look on you. It gets me hot watching you naked around the house. I think that you should stay that way all day for me. You don’t have any place that you have to go to today, do you?” I asked.

“No, but……..”

I interrupted.

“Great! Thank you. It will get me so hot for you later! You’ll see!”

He put his clothes back in his drawers and closed them. It gave me a great sense of power over him to see him walking around the house with that little piece of plastic over his dick and nothing more. He must have felt truly humiliated, but didn’t want to spoil his chances about having sex with me later.

I did a few things around the house before eventually going to my office to hack into his laptop and program what he will view, while I was to go off shopping later. It only took me a moment to come up with something cagey to torment him, knowing how much he ached inside when I went off to work without panties. I programmed videos depicting women dressing up in slutty outfits to wear as they go out to see their lovers as their husbands stay home waiting for them. Plus, I added some depictions of women flashing their bare pussies to strange men under their skirts. He would certainly watch with personal interest while I’m away. Afterward, I went into the bedroom to get dressed to go.

“Honey, I’m going to do a little shopping. Will you be a dear and clean up the house for me while I’m gone?” I said, standing in front of him in the living room.

He looked up to find me wearing a short skirt with a thin sweater top that showed off the shape of my breasts perfectly. I wore a light jacket over that, for my own modesty, with nylons and heels completing my outfit. Typically, I wear little to no makeup when I’m out, but today I added a few extra touches for effect. He did a double take when he saw what I was actually going to wear just for going out shopping, as this wasn’t like me at all! Usually I dress very casually on weekends, wearing jeans and loose fitting tops.

“I left you a note on the kitchen table telling you what I need done. I’m really looking forward to tonight with you, so please don’t do what you did last weekend and spoil it again, okay?”

“Sure thing, Honey. I’ll take care of it for you. I can’t wait for tonight either!”

“You’ve been a good boy, so you deserve it, but for now can I get a little kiss before I leave?” I asked playfully.

“Absolutely!” As he went to rise up, I put my hand out and pushed him back down to keep him seated on the sofa.

Taking a step forward, I grabbed the hem of my short skirt and raised it above my waist, directly in front of him. His eyes lit up when he saw that I wore just a pair of thigh high stockings, again without panties.

“Just a quick kiss is all you get for now. We have to save something for later!” I said smiling down at him.

Still in a bit of shock, he obeyed and leaned forward to kiss my exposed pussy. When I felt his tongue begin to explore, I backed away and slowly lowered my skirt.

“That’s all you get for now, besides you don’t want me going out in public looking like this while all hot and bothered now, do you?”

He dejectedly shook his head no.

“Good. So, you like my outfit I take it. I chose it for you.” I had to see if he still had enough balls to stop me, but he didn’t.

“Yes Honey, you look really nice today.” He replied meekly.

“Thanks Baby, I’m glad that you like it. See you later!” I turned to leave, but just before I went through the front door I flipped up the back of my skirt and flashed my bare bottom and nylon tops to him, to remember while I was away, and blew him a kiss over my shoulder.

As I drove down the road I started feeling sorry about the way that I left him and was about to give him a call, before I changed my mind. I have been working hard to get this far and things are turning out even better than I ever expected, so there was no way that I was going to ease up and risk blowing it. If he senses a weakness, he might just revert to being the same old Timmy, and I don’t want that anymore. I just can’t go back to that again!

So far, I haven’t really cheated on my husband in any way, but he doesn’t know that. I am also becoming quite fond of not wearing panties, and I can’t get my mind off of it when I do. It keeps me aroused all day!

As I walked around the mall I felt sexy and got a lot of looks from the men. Why wouldn’t I? I’m five foot four and weigh one hundred twenty pounds, with light auburn hair and green eyes. I keep my body toned and use the gym at work at least a few times a week to stay in shape. My still young 36C breasts stand up quite nicely on their own, getting a lot of attention whenever I dress up.

It aroused me to know that my bald pussy could be so easily accessible from under my mini skirt and it wouldn’t take much effort on my part to flash it to someone if I so desired. So far, I have been completely faithful to my husband since I started all this, but it is becoming increasingly harder to keep from thinking about other men when I am constantly turned on.

Once done with my usual shopping, I made a couple of “special” stops before returning home later.

When I arrived back home I found Timmy, still naked, sitting on the sofa. The note that I had left him said that I wanted the rooms cleaned and vacuumed, plus clean the bathroom including tub, sink, and toilet. I have always had the hardest time getting him to do these things before, but when I went to check I found everything spotless! I envisioned having watched him clean and vacuum the house naked, which gave me more ideas for him in the future.

I had several bags in my hands and walked by him to put them away as he sat and watched. He had plenty of time to finish the housework and watch the videos that I unwittingly set him up to see. His mind must have been spinning all day, wondering where I was and if someone else was fucking me. There was no doubt in my mind that he must have been thinking that by the way that I’ve been dressed and acting lately.

“You did a great job with the house, Honey. I think that you will be pleasantly surprised in what I have in store for you later!” I went over and gave him a kiss on the cheek as I pulled on the little padlock securing his penis.

As we finished dinner I asked him to clean up the dishes while I went to have a nice long soaking bath to relax, as he waited for me naked back at his laptop. I took my time in the bath and shaved my pussy nice and smooth just the way that he likes it. Finally, I went to the bedroom to put on something that I had picked up while shopping earlier.

After what must have seemed an eternity for him, I stepped out into the living room, and the sight that he saw made him drop right down to his knees! I had worn a black leather Dominatrix outfit consisting of a one piece mini dress, full length leather gloves, and thigh high stiletto boots. I chose the dress because I wanted my pussy to be easily accessible under it.

I watched his cock cage rise as his dick strained to get free, and honestly thought he was going to cum just by looking at me. That would have frustrated him immensely after waiting this long for me! 

“Well? Don’t you think we deserve a drink before we get started?” I asked.

He jumped to his feet, causing his little cage to bounce up and down as he rushed over to make us a couple of cocktails. His eyes remained solely on me, nearly causing him to spill some while he poured it. I sat in my chair admiring my new outfit as he returned to serve me.

“Wow, Honey. You really look hot in that outfit! Where did you find it?” He asked, as he sat on the sofa sipping his drink.

“Just a little shop in town. If you ever were to go out shopping with me, you may be surprised what you might find out there.” I gave him a little dig.

As he continued to look me up and down excitedly, I was beginning to wonder if he would even make it to the bedroom. I held out my glass, and he jumped up and took it to make me another one, as I checked my iPad to see what he had been up to while I was gone. He had been a busy boy, and I wasn’t disappointed to find that he watched some, if not all, the videos that had popped up on his screen. He even searched for dogging hotwives getting laid in cars by strangers picked up in a mall parking lot! I’m certain that he must have been thinking this all the time that I was gone.

This was all getting me as hot as hell and I had not cum at all yet today. I wasn’t used to going a full day without it anymore and knew that it was time, so I finished my drink and crooked my finger as I got up.

Timmy jumped to his feet and followed me into the bedroom. I laid him on the bed and gave him a deep passionate kiss. He responded by kissing me like he never had before, running his tongue against mine. His hand rode up and down my leather clad body, then down to squeeze my naked ass beneath my short skirt. I could feel his chastity device pressing up against me and knew that all he could feel was hard plastic.

I needed to cum, so with him lying on his back I got off and turned around to a sixty-nine position with my wet pussy over his face. He couldn’t wait any longer and started to lap up my extra wet pussy with his tongue. Oh, it felt so good!

His encased dick was right below me and I could tell that he was hard within it, as it pushed out away from his body, stretching his balls. With the key dangling from the chain around my neck I was able to get it to the lock easily and open it. I then took the CB3000 apart to free him and shook his dick a few times to get out any kinks that it might have from being locked up for an entire week.

He gave out a loud moan when he felt me free his dick and it must have inspired him as he worked his tongue deep up inside me. I lowered my head and took his little dick in my mouth as I played with his balls. He was beginning to hit the right spots, but I needed more, so I sat up straddling his face, and bringing my pussy down, I pressed it down against his mouth.

His dick was as hard as ever as he worked his tongue around my sloppy cunt. I began to move my pelvis forward and back against his upturned face. It was wedged between my ass cheeks with his nose pressed up within the cleft as I felt it glide back and forth within my crack. I pressed down harder and harder until I heard him groan, as I used his face as a tool to give myself pleasure.

His dick looked ready to burst as I grabbed it with my fingers to jerk it off. Again, he moaned.

My ass was moving rapidly as I felt his nose being pressed up into it. His hand touched mine as I jerked his cock, so I replaced my hand with his and now began to assist him masturbate. I let go as his hand began to take over and pick up the pace, and continued to grind my ass against his face as I rode him hard. Each time that his nose glided across my asshole I got a tingle, so I stopped with it pressed tight against my little rose bud and wiggled my ass down onto his face.

My ass was rotating around in little circles as his nose eased into my ass. It was an incredible feeling of power! I relaxed my sphincter and kept wiggling and pressing until I knew that it could go in no further, with his hand was just a blur as he jerked his dick as fast as he could.

Finally, he shot his load up onto his chest and stomach with more semen than I have ever seen from him, coming out in thick spurts until he was done. He milked it dry, squeezing the last remnants out onto his stomach.

I was crazy with lust and couldn’t hold back any longer!

“Oh yes! Oh Yes! Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

My body spasmed and bucked as I came, ending with all of my body weight on his face as I relaxed above him. Neither of us moved for a minute, but I shifted my weight just enough to allow him to breath through his mouth, with his nose still deep up inside my ass.

His dick had already wilted and looked about ready to disappear entirely when I reached forward and began to put his cock cage back on. I heard a grunt of protest as I did, but he was still helpless to stop it with me sitting on his face. My tiny leather skirt covered his face completely as I sat up on it, and looking down, I thought that it was a nice look for him.

I rolled off the bed only to find his face a mess, all red and wet. He had cum all over his chest and stomach and his tiny dick had all but disappeared into the small clear plastic that encased it.

“You put it back on. I thought that you said that you keep take it off if I did what you said this week.” He said meekly.

“Yes, I said that I would take it off, and I did. I said nothing about leaving it off!”

“Why can’t it stay off for at least the weekend, or even just for tonight, so that I can fuck you later?”

“I think that I’m good for tonight Honey, so there really isn’t any reason not to lock it up, is there? Unless of course, you have plans to do something with it alone!” I looked him in the eye.

He looked away and shook his head.

“Good. I’m glad that’s settled. We don’t need you going back to your old habits now, do we?”

“No, I guess not.”

“Don’t look so down. Tomorrow’s another day. The weekend isn’t over and you never know just what might happen then! Now go wash up and get ready for bed.”

He slowly headed toward the bathroom as I checked myself in the mirror. Things had gone very well this first week. As time goes by I know that I will be gearing things up even more, as I take him to the next level. I could feel that tingle in my pussy already just thinking about it!


Chapter 4- My neighbor seduces me

It is Sunday morning and a full week has now gone by since I first discovered that my husband had been masturbating to porn regularly while on his laptop. His interest in cuckolding men and serving a hotwife not only excited me, but allowed me to use this information to my advantage by controlling not only what he sees, but what he is allowed to do sexually as well!

As he lies next to me naked, he wears only the CB3000 chastity device that I purchased for him last week. Except for a few minor exceptions, he has worn it every minute of the day since I first put it on him, willingly. I have no intention of changing that as it puts me in complete control of his sex, or lack of it, if I prefer.

I told him when I first put it on that it was to stop his awful habit of masturbation and that has worked like a charm! He now wears it full time, even to work. It gives me such a feeling of empowerment that I can’t even describe it. I get so aroused at work sometimes, that I have to masturbate in my office just thinking of him sitting at his desk wearing his cock cage. I’ll tease him by calling him at work and letting him listen in as I orgasm, while he resigned to sit at his desk with his coworkers nearby, in quiet frustration.

Lately, I’ve been dressing up a bit, and have been going out without wearing any panties for the first time in my life. Of course, I let him watch me dress as I emphasize to him the fact that my shaved pussy will be naked under my skirt. So far he hasn’t tried to stop me, even though I know that it is eating him up inside. I love the feeling that my pussy is free and now find myself touching it unconsciously during the day.

I have not cheated on Timmy since we were married, but the thought that he may want to watch me fuck another man gets me hot! I’m sure that this is on his mind, as he watches me leave for work with my panties left lying on the bed just to tease him. 

Back to the present, and I am already in the kitchen having breakfast when Timmy comes in. I am wearing my favorite night shirt while he is still naked as I wished, wearing only his chastity device, which is now becoming a part of his everyday life. Wearing it doesn’t seem to bother him anymore, and he appears to hardly notice that it is even on. I had promised him that I would release him this weekend if he were to go the whole week without masturbating. With the help of the CB3000 he passed the test. However, I didn’t promise that I would remove it permanently, much to his chagrin.

I let him out of it last night and allowed him to cum, but not to fuck me. He was very disappointed, but he still has another chance tonight, before I lock him up again for the next week.

“Good morning! I thought I would let you sleep in, seeing that you were so busy last night. It’s a shame that you ejaculated so quickly, because I was really looking forward to having you fuck me. If you come and give me a kiss, maybe I’ll give you another chance and let you put that little dick of yours in me tonight!” I said.

I have always called his tiny penis his dick because it is much too small to call it a cock, which is what only real men have between their legs, of course!

As he walked toward me, I slid my chair back away from the table. I had purposely left my night shirt unbuttoned, and as he approached I opened my legs wide offering him my shaved pussy. He knew just what to do, and dropped to his knees to kiss it without hesitation. I felt his tongue slide into me and put my hand on his head to push him away.

“That’s enough for now! I have things to do today and I don’t need you getting me aroused again. If you do what you are told, I promise that I will let you fuck me. I know that I allowed you to cum last night, but I’m hoping that you still have enough left in you to do it once again before the weekend is over, okay?” I teased.

He looked up at me with doe like eyes.

“Yes, Honey. I’ll be good. I want to fuck you so bad!” He sounded pathetic, and that was playing right in my hands.

“I want you to do a few chores around the house before you start watching your sports on TV. Beth, from next door, asked me to come over today and I’ll need you to behave for me while I’m gone. Can you do that for me?” I knew that he was helpless to do anything with himself, so I gave his cage a tug as he stood up, to tease him again.

“Yes Dear, whatever you need.” He replied.

After spending much of the morning lounging around the house, I decided to get dressed to see my neighbor. I decided to wear a pair of old faded jeans and a light sweatshirt, and laid them out on the bed.

“Timmy, come in here please.” I spoke just loud enough for him to hear.

“What is it Honey?” He asked, as he walked into the bedroom.

I was still wearing the night shirt and removed it as he walked in, leaving myself totally naked.

“I’m going over to see Beth and Tony next door and I would like you to do some laundry while I’m gone.” I started.

I was talking to his reflection in the mirror on my dresser as he listened intently from the other side of the bed.

“Sure Honey. I can do that.” He said, as he watched me pick up the jeans from the bed, to put them on.

“Be sure to separate the dark from the whites.” I added, as I pulled the jeans up my legs.

He saw that I again wore no panties, as I struggled to get my tight pants up, squeezing them over my naked ass. He watched in the mirror as my pussy disappeared as I pulled up the zipper. I then worked the sweatshirt down over my naked breasts, and I was ready!

Timmy knew that it was all a show for him, but he did not object. I turned around to face him.

“How do I look?” I asked him with a wry smile.

He looked me up and down. I’ve had these jeans since high school, when they were my favorite. They are well-worn and faded to near white in all the right places, especially the crotch. I used to get a lot of compliments when I wore them back in the day, and have only worn them a few times since meeting Timmy, because he thought that they looked obscene on me. They ride deep into the cleft of my bottom and mold around my puffy labia in a way that shows off my cameltoe perfectly, which is my goal for today.

“Well? Looks like they still fit!” I turned my head around to look at the reflection of my round ass in the mirror.

“Looks great, Jen. You say that you’re only going over to see Beth?” He asked, while staring down at my crotch.

“Oh, I’m sure that Tony will be there. I wonder what he will think when he sees this?” I said, still looking at my firm round butt. “Anyway, gotta go. Don’t forget your chores if you want some of this later!”

I patted my pussy through my jeans for him and headed over to see Beth. I’m sure that this didn’t help my husband’s self-esteem at all, but it is all part of my game. When I made it next door, I rang the doorbell and Beth let me in. Her husband Tony was on the living room couch watching a ball game, like Timmy, when I entered. We had to pass right in front of him to get to their kitchen, where she was going to show me some jewelry that she has been selling at house parties.

“Hi Tony.” I said, as I passed by.

“Oh, hi Jen. What’s up?” He took his eyes off the game for a brief second to look up at me, and then did a double take as he saw my tight jeans walking by. “My goodness Jen, you look really nice today.”

I stopped right in front of him so that he could get a real good look at me and his eyes widened and went right to my well-defined cameltoe. To tease him a little, I made a cheesecake pose for him to be sure that he could also see my bottom up close, before catching up to Beth in the kitchen.

“You know Jen, I don’t know how you do it. Still have the figure of a teenager. I know that I could never pull that off!” She complimented, as she too examined my tight jeans.

Beth and I sat down and started looking through her catalog when Tony came in to get a drink. He walked by us to grab a beer from the refrigerator before heading back our way. I was seated at the table facing his direction with Beth across from me, and noticed that he was wearing a tight t-shirt and sweat pants. Tony is a true Italian, tall, dark, and muscular.

He stood to the side, and slightly to the rear of Beth, holding his beer while we talked. The crotch of his loose sweat pants was at my eye level, and as I talked to Beth I couldn’t help but see a very noticeable bulge in them. While we looked through the catalog my eyes would shift back and forth between her eyes and his crotch, right next to her. I could easily make out the distinct outline of his thick cock within the soft confines of his cotton pants.

I glanced up to find that he caught me looking, and a wry smile appeared on his face as he excused himself and casually went back to watch his game. I pondered whether he knew for certain that I was looking at his cock, and in a short period of time he returned. He tossed out his empty can, grabbed another beer, and came back to stand directly in the same place as before. This time the outline of his cock was much more pronounced, larger and straighter than before, and lying down along the inside of his thigh.

I spent much more time staring than I should have, and when I looked up this time he had a knowing grin on his face. Beth was still talking and oblivious to what was going on right beside her. Tony, as before, just walked back to the other room while I thought about his cock. It was hard for me to concentrate on anything that Beth was saying as I fantasized about her husband!

As he walked by, on his third trip, my eyes went right to him while he grabbed another beer. This time he turned to the side, cracked it open right behind Beth, and took a big gulp while holding the can high in the air. He was posing for me by flexing his muscles and expanding his chest. I nearly gasped when I noticed that his cock was now fully engorged, straining to be let out. It was still being forced down his pants leg, but was now straight as a board with a well-defined mushroom-shaped head.

When he came back over to stand by Beth again he gave me a wink, as he squeezed his thick meat with his hand right in front of me. It had to be nine or ten inches long and looked obscene as he proudly displayed it to me. I didn’t know whether I should say anything to Beth, but I do know that I was getting turned on by his lewd gesture. He left without saying a word as we finished our conversation.

Once we were done in the kitchen, Beth was walking me out when we paused in front of Tony, deciding to make plans to go out for dinner together. He was on his best behavior as he tried to hide the bulge in his pants from his wife. As we finished talking Beth was leading the way to the door when Tony laid back on the couch so that I could get one last look.

“I’m glad that you stopped by, Jen. Can’t wait to see you again later for dinner.” He said with a smirk, blatantly staring at my ass.

“Same here!” I replied, as I nodded to the bulge in his pants for emphasis.

Maybe I would have felt differently if this had been as recently as a week ago, but now I find that it turns me on. I do have to admit that I did pretty much the same thing to him by wearing my tight faded jeans, showing off my cameltoe. I had always wondered what Beth ever saw in him, as he has always acted immature and a bit abusive to her, but now I think that it’s all about that big cock of his.

As I walked across the lawn to get home I imagined the sight of him pulling it out of his pants for me to see in all its glory, as he stood beside his innocent wife. She would continue talking, unaware of what he was doing, as he displayed his monstrous cock to me right in their own kitchen. My pussy was tingling thinking about it as I walked back home, and I knew just what I would soon do about it when I got there!


Chapter 5- Timmy finally gets to have me, but at what cost?

Timmy was busy sorting laundry when I got back, and looked cute standing there naked as he folded my panties. It turns me on to watch him doing housework naked, and it is my plan going forward to make this a regular part of our relationship.

I quickly went and made us a lunch and had him come into the kitchen to eat.

“Beth and Tony asked if we would like to join them for dinner tonight. I think it was more Tony’s idea, but I told them yes, so save some room for later.” I said.

“That’s fine, Dear. Where are we going?” He asked.

“There is a new Italian restaurant downtown that I have wanted to try. A little pricey, but not too bad. Tony knows a guy that can get us in without reservations. He seemed a bit friendlier than usual toward me today. Maybe he isn’t so bad after all!” I said.

When we had finished, I put the dishes in the sink while he went back to folding laundry. I was beginning to get used to seeing him walking around the house naked, wearing nothing but his tiny cock cage, and he seemed more comfortable this way as well.

Later in the afternoon I decided to take a hot bath, and get myself nice and smooth for a little sex with him that night. I found Timmy back on the sofa surfing through the channels on the TV as I headed for the bedroom.

“Honey, can you clean up the dishes in the sink for me? While you’re in there, I also need you to wash the floor for me. I’m going to take a bath so that I will be ready for you tonight. That is, if you still want me.” I gave him a pouty face to show my disappointment if he were to say no.

“Of course I want you Honey. I can’t wait!” He exclaimed.

I stepped closer to him, and with my crotch at eye level, I patted my cameltoe.

“That’s what Momma wanted to hear!” I twirled to flaunt my ass as I walked away.

I made myself one of those bubble baths that you only see in movies, with a mountain of bubbles, and even put on some soft music to relax me. The thought of Tony lewdly displaying his thick cock to me had never left my mind, so I made sure to bring my favorite vibrator along for a little “me” time!

Timmy went into the kitchen and washed the dishes first. He then swept the kitchen floor and prepared to wash it, as I relieved myself of the stress of the busy week.

Earlier, while I was looking over the jewelry that Beth was selling, I spotted an anklet in her catalog that I wanted to purchase. Luckily she had one left for me to take home. I needed more time to see if there was anything else that I might be interested in buying, so she promised that after putting a few orders through today that she would bring the catalog by and drop it off to me later. Well, I had forgotten to inform Timmy about it when I got back, so he was unaware that anyone might have been coming over.

When she was ready, Beth got her catalog and headed out her back door to come to our house. Timmy had put some music on to help him along with his chores and was busy mopping the floor as Beth walked up our back steps toward our kitchen door. The door has glass panels to let in the light as well as to view our back yard.

Just as Beth was about to knock, she heard the music coming from inside. She looked in to see if anyone was there and spotted Timmy washing the floor, naked. Beth decided not to embarrass him by knocking, but was a little curious to see her neighbor naked and dancing to the music as he mopped the floor. She couldn’t take her eyes away as she moved to a corner of the glass to peep inside, undetected.

It was interesting to her to see how his small hairless body differed from that of her much larger and hairier husband. She didn’t want to leave without first seeing him from the front and remained quietly in position as he moved closer. Finally, he turned toward her direction and her eyes widened when she spotted the chastity device covering his dick!

Beth knew exactly what it was the moment that she saw it, and it surprised her that any man could fit into something so small. She wanted to stay and watch, but he was working his way closer. Fearing detection, she decided to go, leaving the catalog on the back steps where we could easily find it and turned to head back home.

Timmy had worked his way over to the back door, and spotted the catalog through the window, lying out on the step. He looked around and saw nobody in sight, so he opened the door and quickly brought it into the house. It had Beth’s name and address on it, but he just figured that she had left it there at another time and didn’t give it too much thought.

Once done with his chores, Timmy went to get ready to go out to dinner. As he entered the bedroom I had already finished my bath and was putting on makeup in the mirror, wrapped only in a towel.

“Beth left you a catalog. I put it on the kitchen table for you.” He said, as he was walking by me to take a shower.

“Oh good! I had forgotten that she was bringing it over today. Did she say anything?” I asked.

“I didn’t see her. She just left it on the back steps.” He continued into the bathroom and closed the door.

I thought that it was odd that she didn’t at least knock, but I just shrugged it off and continued to get myself ready.

When Timmy returned from his shower I had already laid out my clothes for the evening on the bed. I had bought a new dress when I was out shopping the day before, and thought this was the perfect opportunity to wear it. It is a sexy spaghetti strap backless mini with a deep V-neckline, made of blue velvet. Before this past week I would have only worn this out to a night club, but now I feel a bit more free about looking nice in public. It was a bit pricey, but I’m worth it!

“What do you think?” I asked, as I held it up in front of me to show it off to Timmy.

“Nice, Honey. Looks kind of expensive.” He replied.

“Don’t you think that I should look nice when I’m out with you?”

“Yes, of course I do. Just looks like a bit much for just going to dinner.” He explained.

“So you are saying that you don’t want me to wear it?” I was testing him now.

“No, not at all. I’m just saying...uh...never mind. It will look great on you. Forget that I said anything.”

I put the dress back down on the bed and held up two thongs for him to choose from.

“I picked these up too, so that I won’t show any pantie lines through my dress. Should I not wear them also?” I questioned.

“I think that they will work just fine with the dress.”

“Which one do you like best?” I asked, as I held them up for his inspection, one in each hand.

In my right hand was a lacy white number, while in my left was a tiny black one that was little more than some string with a small patch in the front.

He pointed to the white one, but after giving it a little more thought I decided on the black one instead. I dropped the towel that was covering me and pulled the black one up my legs until it disappeared between the cheeks of my ass. Timmy looked disappointed at my choice, but watched helplessly as I put it on. I checked myself in the mirror and thought that it looked really hot on me, barely covering my freshly shaved muff.

Timmy was getting dressed himself, but kept an eye on me as I put on a pair of thigh high stockings. Next, I slipped on the dress and tugged at it in a couple places to get it to properly hug my curves. Once it was on, I almost had to agree that it was a bit much to wear to dinner, but there was no going back now, letting him think that he was right. Besides, I couldn’t wait to see the reaction that I get from Tony when he sees me in it.

I had almost forgotten about the anklet that I bought from Beth, and thought that this would be the right time to put it on.

“Honey, I bought something just for you.” I said, getting his attention.

I made sure that he watched as I sat and put the ankle bracelet on, before removing the key from my necklace to put it on the new chain instead.

“There, now any time that you doubt my love you just have to look to see that I am wearing the key to your heart.” I joked, as I gave it a little tug.

He looked embarrassed but still said nothing, even though knowledgeable person that sees it could tell what the key is for.

I finished up with a nice pair of high heels, and I was ready. The dress really looked nice showing off my perky tits and wrapping my ass perfectly. I was sure that Timmy wanted to throw me down and fuck me right then and there, but I think that he knew better even if he could and thought that it would be best to wait until we got back home.

We all drove to the restaurant together with the guys riding in the front, and we girls in back. I could tell that Tony liked my dress as he gave me a thumbs up behind Beth’s back, when he saw me. He was acting much nicer toward me than usual and I’m sure that Timmy noticed that too. When we got to our table, ignoring his own wife, Tony helped me remove my sweater and his jaw almost dropped when he saw my entire back naked to him as he stood behind me.

Next, he helped by holding my chair as I sat down, looking straight down at my abundant cleavage while he took his time pushing my chair in. Beth noticed and gave him a look as he went to sit down in the seat beside her. I’m sure that Timmy was taking note as well, as he has never really liked Tony all that much.

Timmy has always felt intimidated by our larger brutish neighbor. Tony has a tendency to poke fun at my husband’s size and lack of physical ability, and I am sure that he feels even more inadequate having to wear a chastity device under his clothing.

Tony sat across from me as we ate dinner and spent most of the time staring at my breasts. I found my nipples hardening and had to ignore him and get my mind on other things, before it went too far and became an issue. He was probably hoping that it would!

Timmy barely said a word to anyone since we left home. I know that he must have been self-conscious about his situation as well as the changes that are taking place in our relationship. He is learning that there is a difference between fantasy and reality and the sacrifices that you have to make for it to become your new way of life, becoming much more submissive in the past week, that was even more evident now with him in the presence of an alpha male.

We already had a couple of drinks in us before dinner was served which loosened us up for more adventurous conversation. Beth and Tony moved in less than a year ago, so we really don’t know that much about them. They are just a couple of years older than we are, but got married just before we met. I was a bit surprised about Tony’s actions toward me considering that they are still basically newlyweds.

“Honey, I have to take a leak. I’ll be right back.” Timmy said, as he stood to go to the men’s room.

“Hey, hold up dude, I’ll go with you!” Tony said, as he stood to join him.

Timmy gave me a look of horror when he heard that, knowing that he would have to go into a stall to pee. It was the first time that I felt really uncomfortable for him. I knew that there would be comments made by Tony afterward.

“What have you done to Timmy? He seems so sweet tonight?” Beth asked, as the men headed off.

“Oh, I don’t know, just trying to be nice I guess.” I replied.

“Are you sure? Seems like there is something different about him. I can’t put my finger on it, but I can tell. You know that you can talk to me about anything, right?” She asked.

“Of course! If there is anything going on, I’ll let you know.” I replied.

“I did notice that you are wearing your new anklet. Looks kind of sexy on you.” She smiled and gave me a wink as she examined it beneath the table.

I didn’t know why she was asking about Timmy, but it did make me wonder if she knew that something was going on, especially since she can now see the key on my chain. I changed the subject just as the men returned, she didn’t bring it up again that evening.

We finished dinner and headed straight home, with it being Sunday and all of us having to go to work in the morning. We said our goodbyes in the driveway and Tony made sure to give me a big hug, as he slipped his hand under my sweater and ran it up and down my naked back. He finished by giving my ass a squeeze with his thick meaty hands, making sure that neither Beth nor Timmy could see. Again, I probably should have said something but it kind of turned me on and I didn’t want to start any trouble at the time.

Once we got into our house, Timmy seemed to be awaiting direction by me.

“Did you enjoy going out with Beth and Tony?” I asked to break the silence.

“They were okay, I guess. I’m not really crazy about Tony, though. He can be a little abrasive. Kind of an asshole, if you ask me.” He replied.

“How do you mean?” I asked, just to get his view of the man.

“Well, he obviously had his eyes on you all night. I’m surprised that Beth didn’t say something to him. I know that I wanted to.” He said, with his voice trailing off as he spoke the last sentence.

“Then why didn’t you, if it bothered you so much? Did it bother you?” I asked.

“Of course it did, but you looked so sexy tonight I can’t say that I blame anyone for looking. By the look of your nipples poking out of your dress, it sure seemed like you wanted him to. The thing is, that when you dress like that you have to expect men to notice.”

“But did it bother you? You saw him looking at me and my nipples and you said nothing. So, my question to you is, do you enjoy watching other men checking me out when I dress sexy?” I needed him to tell me.

“I don’t know, maybe. You are my wife and I’m sure that you want people to see you when you do dress up, so if it makes you happy then I’m not going to stop you.” He struggled to say the words without sounding too obvious about his true feelings.

I think that he felt both excited and humiliated that Tony was blatantly ogling me all night. 

“Did you and Tony have a nice conversation in the men’s room?”

“I never felt so uncomfortable in my life! When we got inside, he went right for a urinal to piss, and I didn’t know what to do. I tried to sneak into a stall, and he noticed right away, asking me if everything was alright. I told him that I ate something that didn’t agree with me, but instead of leaving when he was done, he decided to talk to me through the door of the stall. I’m sure that he could hear me pee. He started mentioning how hot you looked tonight and if you dressed like that all the time.” He paused.

“And? What did you tell him?” I asked, trying to hide a growing smirk on my face.

“I told him no, not always, but that you wanted to look especially nice tonight. He didn’t say anything after that as I came out of the stall to wash my hands. When we got back to the table, I noticed him eyeing you even more. Like I wasn’t going to notice or something!”

We ended the conversation there, but it was obvious that Tony knew that I had dressed, at least partially to impress him. I don’t doubt that Timmy feels the same way, even though he wouldn’t say so.

I had a few things to do for work before morning, and went into my office while Timmy sat with his laptop. After a bit I decided to check up on my husband and found that he was surfing the web for wives that dress like sluts while out with their husbands. I guess that this is how he saw me tonight. The sites that came up were mostly about hotwives attracting strangers while their cuckold husbands helplessly watch. I have to admit that the fact that my husband is already thinking this way is going to make things easy for me to change him.

When I came out of my office and saw him, I was both shocked and pleasantly surprised! He was sitting on the sofa looking at his laptop naked. I didn’t encourage it, but figure that this is the way that he thinks that I want him while inside the house so, far be it from me to object. It wasn’t part of my plan but I could see how this too will help me to control him going forward.

I thought that he deserved some reward for this, so I went into the bedroom and put on my sexiest baby doll nightie and returned to sit in my chair near him, and when he looked up at me, I was dangling the key to the CB3000 from my fingers. He didn’t seem to know how to react, possibly thinking that I was just teasing, until I crooked my finger for him to come to me.

He got up to stand directly in front of me. I was beginning to get used to him being naked, although his little cock cage still looked silly on him. As he stood, I put my hand under his cage and bounced it a couple of times.

“Have you been a good boy?” I teased.

“Yes, Honey, I’ve been good.”

“I think now that you know your place, you should call me Mistress. Don’t you agree?” I asked.

“Yes Mistress, I agree.”

“Good boy! Would you like me to let you out?” I held up the key with one hand as I squeezed his balls with my other.

“Yes Mistress, I would.”

I held the tiny padlock in my hand as I inserted the key to open it. His dick was becoming semi hard, but the tiny cage still had no resistance as it slipped off easily. I leaned forward and put his dick in my mouth as I played with his balls. He began to moan and his dick straightened right up. It was as stiff and straight as could be, which is about its only redeeming quality.

I stood up and led him into the bedroom by his dick, which I held in a vice-like grip. When we got to the bed I pushed him down face up and climbed on top. He wasn’t the only one that wanted to be fucked as the events of the evening got my blood flowing as well. I lowered myself down on his little dick and it was inside of me instantly.

It took me only seconds to get a rhythm going and I tried to get as much friction as I could. Things started going along pretty well when I saw his face contort and I knew that he was already cumming. I felt his semen shooting into me as he gave out a soft grunt.

“Timmy? Honey? You didn’t cum already, did you? Please say that you didn’t!” I knew that he had, but I wanted him to know that I was disappointed about it.

He just laid beneath me with that pathetic look on his face, leaving me wanting while he got to cum. Well, I decided right then and there that I wasn’t going to allow it ever again! Since we were married I have had disappointment after disappointment whenever we had sex, always leaving me frustrated as he cums too soon.

I raised my ass to allow his worthless dick to slip out of me as I began to crawl up his body and align my crotch with his upturned face. With my legs holding his shoulders pinned down, I lowered my pussy. In an act of defiance he frantically rolled his head left and right, but couldn’t stop me as my cum filled cunt landed right over his mouth. He continued to protest, and I was tiring of it, so I raised up and gave him a hard slap in the face!

“Stop that right now! Nobody said for you to cum, did they? Did you think that your job was done because you already had your pleasure? Well, things are certainly going to change around here!” I said, scornfully.

He stopped moving and I lowered myself back down on his face.

“Now, you made that mess inside of me and now you are going to clean it up, understand?” I grabbed him by the hair and pushed his head down so that he could break contact to answer.

“Yes Mistress!” He replied, as he attempted to catch his breath.

I sat back down, wiggling my ass until he was in perfect position.

“Now I want you to clean your spunk out of me. That’s it, work that tongue in! Wait, I’ll push a little more out for you. Mmmm, that’s better. Oh, you do like that, don’t you? Well, as you eat me I will tell you just how things will be around here. From now on, when I get home from work, I want you naked and waiting for me every day. That may change in the future, but for now I really enjoy seeing you this way. That goes for chores around the house, as well.”

He continued to lick his cum from my sloppy pussy, as I moved my crotch for him to focus more on the areas that needed attention.

“You will wear your chastity device, or anything else that I so choose at all times. I, on the other hand, can wear whatever I want, whenever I want to. You will remain locked up and will not cum unless I am present and allow it, and you will wear whatever I say to wear, is that clear?”

Again I pushed his head down for an answer.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Do you like eating your own cum?”

Silence.

“Admit it, you like eating cum don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.” He admitted.

I sat back down.

“Good! Get used to it, because you will from now on. I want you to learn to enjoy the taste, so from now on you will consume whatever comes out of your pathetic little dick. Let me push out a little more for you to enjoy. Oh, you do like that don’t you?”

He began to work on me harder, and I was already on fire and ready to cum, so I grabbed his head and started grinding my pussy down on his face. The power that I felt over him at that time was indescribable! Who would have ever guessed that I could transform a man that never showed interest in licking my pussy before, would now be eating his own cum right out of me.

My pelvis worked rapidly as I rode his face for all that I was worth, only needing just a little more before I came.

“Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

My ass jerked wildly as I orgasmed, grinding my clit hard against his face. Unable to breath, he let out muffled cries as I released my juice and let it flow down his throat. I held his head tightly against my spasming cunt as he swallowed my nectar.

Again, his face was my tool as I used it to give myself maximum pleasure, as he helplessly squirmed beneath my ass.

He is now my fuck toy, to be used for my own pleasure, and that’s all!

My pelvis gave one last jerk as my pussy discharged it’s last into his open mouth. Satisfied, I raised myself up as he coughed and gasped for air beneath me. He was having a hard time catching his breath as I climbed off of the bed. His pathetic little dick had shrunken and all but disappeared into his balls looking like a tiny egg in a golden nest.

It is hard to believe that he could even fuck a woman with something that small. There was still a good amount of semen smeared on it, so not one to be wasteful, I scooped it up with my fingers and covered his mouth with it. He had no choice but to accept it, and I could feel him suck and lick his cum off of my hand with little protest, pausing only for a breath of air.

“There now, was that so bad? You seem to enjoy eating your own cum. I’ll bet that you have been secretly eating it all along. Is that why you developed that nasty habit of yours?” He didn’t respond, just kept licking my fingers clean. “I bet that is why you jerk off all the time isn’t it? Well, from now on that will no longer be an issue as I will make sure that you will consume whatever you produce. Maybe some day I’ll surprise you, and it will be another man’s semen that you will enjoy!”

I noticed a reaction right away as he began licking with a bit more passion, as he darted his tongue between my fingers to find any hidden semen.

“Mmmm that’s a good boy. Don’t miss a drop! Now, back to you. Wouldn’t it be hot if I came home from work some evening with you waiting for me on the floor naked, with your pathetic little dick locked up, as I raise my skirt showing you my naked pussy, oozing with another man’s semen? Here is your darling wife going around with no panties again as you wonder where she’s been. I will tell you to lie down on the floor as I sit on your face, and you will quickly notice the musky odor of sex from my cunt. It will excite you to know that your wife has just been fucked by another man, when suddenly a thick stream of semen flows out into your open mouth and you are forced to swallow the hot cum of a stranger!”

I looked down at Timmy penis and notice that it is stirring back to life.

“Mmmm, you like this, don’t you?” I purred. “You think that it’s hot to eat the semen of a stranger that your wife just fucked as you were sitting home, obediently waiting for her. Look at that little dick of yours! You like the thought of your loving wife coming home with another man’s cum inside of her, don’t you?”

I removed my hand from his mouth, and he just looked away in shame.

“Say it. Say you want your wife to fuck another man. Say it!” I ordered.

Silence.

“I can see it in your eyes. I can see it in your pathetic little dick. You’re getting hard already by just thinking about it. Just admit it to me. It will ease your mind by being honest with me. No more secrets. Please, just tell me that you really want me to fuck other men. Say it!”

Silence.

“Say it!”

“Yes Mistress.” He murmured.

“Yes Mistress? Yes mistress, what? Say it. Say the words!” I demanded.

“Okay! Yes, I want you to fuck other men! I want to watch their big cocks inside of you to bring you pleasure! For you to have anything you want that will make you happy! I want to please you any way that I can.” He confessed.

His little dick was now hard again, and he began slowly stroking it.

“I’m so happy that you told me how you really feel. Maybe some day it will become a reality, but for now I see that you’re hard already. I guess you really do like this idea. Do you want to cum again before I lock you back up?”

“Yes Mistress.” He replied meekly.

“Okay, I’m giving you one minute to cum before I put it back on, so you had best hurry!”

I stood over him as he quickly stroked his tiny pecker, which is so small that he has to jerk it between two fingers and a thumb. His hand was a blur as it moved up and down as he wildly tried to beat the deadline. I already knew that it usually takes a while to cum twice in such a short time, so it was no sure thing that he could make it.

“Thirty seconds.” I announced.

He watched as I picked up his cock cage and got it ready to put back on him. A look of fear was on his face knowing that his time was nearly up, and he wanted to cum again badly!

“Ten seconds! Nine, eight, seven, six…..”

I heard a grunt just as I was about to stop him. His hips bucked slightly as I watched his second load of semen oozing out of his penis. Without so much as a reminder, he held his other hand under it and milked his cum onto his palm until he was spent. He brought it up to his face to examine it. I thought at first that he was going to balk at eating it, but I was pleasantly surprised when he began to lap it up with his tongue.

As he cleaned the sticky mess from his hand with his tongue, I quickly put the CB3000 back on and locked it, with no objection from him. It has been a very progressive day and an even more progressive week. He has gone from my obstinate self satisfying husband, to my obedient sex slave in only one short week. I couldn’t wait to see what lies ahead!


Chapter 6- Beth discovers our little secret!

I had thought about calling out from work on Monday as I wanted to continue on with my game, and spend another day taking advantage of my “new” husband. My mind was on fire with thoughts of where this may all lead as I discovered that my husband really does get off thinking about his wife fucking another man. It is still not something that I am planning to do just yet, but just the thought makes me as hot as hell!

I continued to tease him while I got ready for work by putting my shortest mini skirt, garter belt, and silk blouse on the bed. No underwear, of course. I left it out as I showered to be sure that he had plenty of time to think about his wife going to work looking more like a slut than a business woman.

When I came out he was still in the room, so I had to tease him by holding them up so that I could see myself in the mirror.

“So, what do you think? I should get some looks today wearing this, don’t you agree?” I asked, as I spoke to his reflection watching me as I held them in front of me.

He looked down toward the floor.

“Yes Mistress, you will look very nice in that.” He muttered.

I asked him to do a chore in the kitchen as I switched the clothes to something a little more acceptable to wear in the office. As he returned, I was wearing a white knee-length pencil skirt made of a stretch polyester. It hugged my curves and formed around my butt, and decided to wear the sexy black thong with it to avoid any panty lines.

I did wear the silk top, but I would eventually put on a blazer over that before I left to hide the fact that I was braless. Timmy left for work before I did, and only got to see me in the silk top with my tits swaying back and forth and nipples outlined perfectly, before he left.

As I sat at my desk at work my mind could never stay off of the thoughts of the past week for longer than a few minutes at a time. I had all sorts of ideas about our situation and where it will all eventually lead and was caught daydreaming when the phone rang.

Ring! Ring!

“Hello?”

“Hi, Jennifer?”

“Yes.”

“Hi Jen, this is Beth, do you have a minute to talk?” She asked.

“Of course, Beth, is anything wrong?” I wondered.

“No, well yes, in a way. First, let me say that we had a great time with you and Timmy last night. I do hope that Tony didn’t upset your husband. He is a bit of a ball buster and doesn’t know when to keep his mouth shut!”

“Don’t worry, Timmy is a big boy. He can take it.” I lied.

“Good! Well, here’s the thing, it’s been on my mind since yesterday and I really have to talk with you about it. Maybe this isn’t the right time. Can we meet for lunch and talk then? I really don’t want to talk on the phone about it and I’m heading into town this morning anyway.”

“No problem. There is a little restaurant on the corner by my office, do you know which one I mean?”

“Yes, perfect. Thank you so much! I’ll see you later. Goodbye.”

“Bye!”

I had no idea what was going on, but my first thought was that something happened between her and Tony and it was about me! I hoped not, because I really liked Beth and even though I fantasized about his huge cock, I never thought that I could ever go beyond that with him.

When I got to the restaurant, I found Beth already seated inside. We both ordered lunch and ate, talking about everyday matters. I could tell that she had something more important to say and I didn’t want to pressure her. When coffee arrived, she decided to open up.

“I stopped by your house yesterday to drop off that catalog.” She started.

“Oh, thanks. Timmy found it on the back steps. Why didn’t you knock?”

“That’s what I wanted to talk with you about.” She looked around to see if we could be overheard before continuing. “When I got to the back door to knock I saw Timmy through the window. Jen, he was naked! I didn’t want him to be embarrassed, so I just set the catalog down and left.”

“Is that what you are worried about? Seeing my husband naked?”

“Not exactly. I couldn’t help but watch him for a minute. I am still a young woman, you know!”

“I know that he isn’t much to look at, but I can understand that.” I reassured her.

“What I’m trying to say is that I saw his thing that he wears!”

“Oh.”

I was really afraid that this could change things if the word ever got out.

“You know what I’m talking about, right?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“I’m no prude, I’ve been a round the block, so I know what they are. The thing about it is, that I’m really very interested in what’s going on with the two of you, and I hope that you will share some of it with me. I’ve been online reading about these things, and the fact is, that it kind of turns me on.”

“What do you think we’re doing?”

“To be honest, I think that you are cuckolding him.” She whispered.

“Have you said anything to Tony about this?”

“No, and I don’t plan to either. Your secret is safe with me. I think that if Tony were to find out he would use this to humiliate him unmercifully! Believe me, anything that you tell me won’t be repeated, to anyone!” She swore, as she raised her right hand.

“You may not believe this, but I am kind of glad that this happened. It has only been a little more than a week since it all started but has snowballed into much more than I would have ever imagined. I have been dying to find someone to talk to about it! My God, this is so great!”

I couldn’t believe my luck. I had been so worried that the whole thing could blow up on us if anyone found out, but now I have someone to talk to about it. 

I explained things to her, and she listened intently about every detail. She admitted that this was all getting her aroused and that she was going home to masturbate before Tony came back from work. I liked her openness about sex once we got going, and she even admitted to me that she only married Tony for his big cock!

When she was in college all the girls were talking about him and how big he was. Beth wanted to fuck him and got him to ask her out. She made it clear that he would be free to fuck her by the end of their date, which he did. After that she has never wanted another cock in her and did whatever she could to keep him. She doesn’t think that he has fucked anyone else since their marriage last year, but judging from what I have seen already, I would bet that may have.

After we left I went back to my office, relieved that I can now share some of this with another person. I believe that Beth will play a role in it soon.

I got home that evening with Timmy kneeling just inside the door naked. I walked by, ignoring him, and left him disappointed that I didn’t offer him my pussy. He got up and followed me into the bedroom where I made myself comfortable by putting on my sweats. Again, he followed me as I went into the kitchen to prepare dinner.

Ding Dong!

The front doorbell rang and a panicked look came upon his face as he turned to me. He must have thought that I was going to answer it.

Ding Dong!

“Well? It isn’t going to answer itself, is it?” I asked, with my hands on my hips.

He looked down at the plastic he wore and shrugged his shoulders, as if to say that he couldn’t possibly answer the door this way.

“What the hell are you waiting for? Go answer the damn door!” I ordered.

He knew that I wasn’t going to bend, so he went out into the living room to open the door. He cracked it open and peeked out with his body hidden behind it.

“Oh, hi Timmy! Jen just called and asked me to come over. She wanted to show me something. Any idea what she wants me to see?”

Timmy quickly gave me a look all the way into the kitchen, where I was busy stirring a pot on the stove.

“Who is it Honey?” I asked.

“It’s Beth, from next door. She said that you called. Do you have something for her to see?”

“Yes, I do. Open the door and let her in.” I stood in the kitchen doorway to watch. “Well, go on!”

He slowly backed away from the door to allow it to open, as Beth walked in. Her eyes lit up, and a big smile came upon her face when she saw him standing naked. He had both hands covering his crotch and his face was beet red with embarrassment.

“Well, look at you. How sweet!” She said, as she studied him up and down.

“Don’t be so rude. Put your hands down by your sides and let her take a good look at you!” I ordered.

He slowly uncovered his crotch and let his hands hang by his sides. I came into the room to check things out.

“So, what do you think?” I asked Beth.

“I think that you are doing a great job with him. Are you sure that this little piece of plastic will keep him from his nasty habit?” She asked, as she looked closely at the CB3000.

Timmy gave me a dirty look for telling our secrets to our neighbor.

“You stop that! Beth has been kind enough to offer her assistance with your problem, so you should thank her for coming over to help you with it. She has some wonderful ideas that could really help you. To answer your question, Beth, I’m not totally sure that he doesn’t need more than that to keep him on the right path. Do you have something in mind?”

Beth moved closer to Timmy and reached out to touch his cage.

“Do you mind?” She asked, looking to me for permission.

“Oh, by all means, feel free!”

She took his balls in her hand and fondled them. My husband’s eyes closed as she squeezed them and pulled lightly on the cage. His cock was getting hard and the cage began pointing straight out.

“Oh my! This doesn’t keep him from getting hard at all! Look at it stiffen as I barely touch his balls. We might have to find something a little less forgiving for it going forward. I do have to admit that he does have a very nice type body for this kind of thing. Tony would just look silly with his ten inch cock and all of his thick body hair, but you look like you have the perfect little body for what I have in mind. Jen, I have a girl that I use for body waxing who is excellent, if you don’t mind I would like to bring Timmy down to clean some of this up. It will be my treat!” Beth continued playing with his balls as she spoke.

I don’t know what humiliated him more, Beth playing with his balls as she spoke about him, or the comparison to her much more manly husband, who he deeply despises! It may not surprise anyone that I am more than a little jealous of her, once she said that Tony’s cock was ten inches long.

Beth had to go before Tony got home from work, but we did make a few plans that would begin tomorrow. I kept Timmy naked for the rest of the evening and made sure that I set up his laptop to have him watch more cuckolding videos. It amazes me that he thinks that these pop up on his screen randomly and that he feels compelled to watch them. I am manipulating what he sees as well as what he thinks as a form of hypnosis, but he is so hooked on this new lifestyle that he can’t turn back.

Beth made arrangements to have Timmy body waxed the following evening, and we met her at the spa right after dinner. She had told me that the spa was very discrete, and that she has personally witnessed other similar husbands come in with their wives, so just to increase his anxiety I left him locked up for all to see.

“Hi Beth. Looks like we’re right on time!” I said, as we all exited our cars in the lot at the same time.

“I asked Sue Lee if she could get us in today, so she is staying late just for us, you have nothing to worry about, Timmy!” Beth said, as we walked in the door.

I had Timmy sit while Beth and I went over to talk to the girl about what we needed done. Sue is a small young Asian woman with long black shimmering hair, so long that it went nearly to the floor. She wore a short white professional uniform, showing off her cute young figure.

“Sue, this is Jennifer and that is her husband Timmy. What we would like is for you to remove all of his body hair. Can you do that?” Beth asked.

“Hello Beth. Hello Jennifer. Yes, I can do that for you. A whole body waxing usually takes two to three visits. It is big job. Lot of work. Much pain too!” She said, with a heavy Asian accent.

I spoke up. “He really doesn’t have that much body hair to speak of. Is there any way that you can do it all this evening?”

“Like I say, it hurt. It hurt a lot! If he can take pain, I do. You want pubic, too?”

“Yes, of course!” I answered.

“Butt crack?”

“Sure. I never even thought of that, but whatever you can find will be great!”

“OK, you go in room, get ready. I see Miss Beth for bikini wax. Only take few minutes. If he have pubic hair now, you need trim short. One half inch only. Razor in room. I be in shortly.” She turned to take care of Beth, while I took Timmy into another room.

The room was private and a bit clinical. I told Timmy to strip as I got the electric razor ready. As much as I wanted to leave it on, I had to remove his chastity device in order to use the razor. He stood in front of me as I removed the key from my anklet and unlocked him. I don’t know if it was this new freedom or the fact that he was naked in a strange place but his little dick sprang right up.

“Here you go. Just be careful not to cut anything important off!” I warned, as I handed him the razor so that he could do it himself.

I felt that it would be more humbling for him to remove his own pubic hair, and it may be the last time that he ever sees it. He was going about this without protesting, and it made me wonder if he really knew what he was in for! There was a towel on the table and after he trimmed his pubes I had him lie down and placed the towel over his crotch. His erect penis was sticking straight up like a pencil under the towel, and I decided that it was his problem and wasn’t going to help him with it as he waited nervously for Sue to come into the room.

The door finally opened and Sue came in carrying a fresh bucket of hot wax, as well as the other items that she needed for the job.

“Mister Timmy, what you do? We not that kind of place!” Sue pointed to his crotch.

“Don’t worry Sue. It’s just nerves. It will go down as soon as you begin. You can bet on that!” I assured her, as I sat in a nearby chair.

“OK, but you no leave!” She said as she began.

For the next hour Timmy went through hell. As much as he tried not to, he screamed several times. I told Sue to just ignore the big baby, and she proceeded on as requested. I had to feel for him a little when she removed the towel that covered his crotch. His penis had shrunk so much, once he started feeling the pain, that it all but disappeared. Sue started to giggle when she saw it, causing Timmy to cover his face with his hands in shame.

I watched as she applied the warm wax over his genitals with a stick. She looked right into his eyes as she gripped the strip and tore the hair from his crotch and balls in one fast motion. He sat up gasping for air. It was by far the most hair and the most pain from any one strip that he had to endure the entire time. I had to excuse myself to get a drink of water at that point, leaving him alone with Sue.

I walked out into the waiting area to find Beth sitting alone, reading.

“How is it going? I heard him screaming. Is he alright?” She sounded very concerned.

“Yes, he’ll be fine. Just a little sensitive, I guess. It shouldn’t take that much longer. I do want to thank you for coming up with this idea for me. It should really be an improvement.” I said.

“After this, every time he comes back the hair will come off easier and easier, leaving whatever does grow back much finer. I’ve heard that hormone pills can help with that too!” She added.

“Won’t that turn him into a woman?” I laughed.

“Would that really be so bad?” She asked, before going back to reading her magazine.

As Timmy screamed in the other room, I sat down to ponder this new revelation. My husband turned into a girl? I would bet that he would look really nice with a little work. The more that I thought about it the more that it was getting me excited!

It won’t matter if Timmy is really sore when we get home, I will need to cum, and he is just the right tool for me to use for the job!


Chapter 7- Nothing gets me hotter than phone sex with my husband while he’s locked in chastity!

Okay. So, here I am sitting at my desk alone in my office. It is a beautiful day outside and I decided to wear something just a bit more sexy and fitting for this kind of weather. I had placed my clothes on the bed this morning, as I have done every day of late, to allow my husband Timmy to see what his loving wife will be wearing to work. This is becoming part of his life, as I continue to enjoy my power to both tease and frustrate him.

I usually dress very conservatively, due to my position as an IT specialist in charge of cyber security for a growing company. T the age of twenty-three, I am the youngest executive in the company, having moved up the ladder quickly after showing my ability by preventing hackers from crashing our system.

This morning I chose to wear a burgundy sleeveless bodycon mini dress, which is much shorter than what I would normally wear. I also laid out a pair of 4” ankle strap high heels with thigh high nylons, as well. No panties, no bra. It is becoming more and more common for me not to wear underwear as I become more comfortable without it. I want my husband to see how I dress when I am not with him, and wonders if his wife is still faithful.

Timmy is still naked, except for his chastity device, as he helplessly watches me dress. His body has many patches of red skin remaining due to the full body waxing that he had to endure last night. It was recommended to me that it should take two to three sessions for a full treatment, due to the pain that one would have to incur with each. I decided to save time, and thought that it might be a good test of his loyalty to me if he had it all done in one trip. Judging by his screams, I could tell that the pain was extreme, but I told Sue Lee to continue with his treatment, regardless.

When he was done, his body hurt so much that it was difficult for him to dress, and had to walk gingerly to our car for the ride home. Our neighbor, Beth, had set him up for the waxing, and will be a part of Timmy training moving forward after discovering our secret by accident the other day. She brought up the idea of transforming my husband into a woman while at the spa, and I have to say that the more that I think about it, the more I really want to try it.

As soon as she mentioned it, I became both excited and aroused thinking about doing it. As I drove home, my mind was full of images of Timmy dressed as a girl in public with no one the wiser about him really being a man. By the time that I pulled into the driveway my pussy was wet, and I was dying for relief! I helped him into the house and sat him down on the sofa as I went off into the bedroom.

I quickly removed my clothes and decided to wear just a t-shirt and remain bottomless, but when I took off my panties I found them already soaked from my excitement. There was no way that I was going to last much longer without cumming, and that is when lust took over and controlled my actions!

Walking out of the bedroom in just the t-shirt and with my pussy nearly dripping with my juice, I stood in front of Timmy who was hopelessly trying to find a comfortable position to sit in. He looked up to see my pink and swollen pussy right in front of him. As his eyes raised higher to my face he saw that look of desire that can only mean that I needed sex now!

“Strip!” I ordered.

Without protest, he stood and slowly removed his clothes. When he was finally naked, he still showed the signs of this torturous night all over his body. The area around his crotch and balls were the worst, with it being bright red and swollen. I had to leave his chastity device off so far tonight for fear that it would be unbearably difficult for him to wear right now.

“Come, sit on the floor in front of my chair. You don’t think that because you are uncomfortable that you still can’t bring me pleasure, do you?” I asked.

“No Mistress.” He replied meekly, as he got into position.

I now have him sitting on the floor with his head back on the chair cushion, face up. Straddling his body I lowered myself down onto his upturned face and sat. As soon as my sloppy wet cunt made contact, I felt his tongue begin lapping at it. The feeling was sensational as I began moving my hips forward and back to ride his face. At times, I would stop and just wiggle my ass down smothering him, while at other times I would slide up and down his face rapidly for more friction.

The feeling of power over him was intoxicating and relentless, as my only concern was for my own pleasure with no regard for his unenviable situation.

“Come on Baby. That’s it. Make Momma cum. Mmmm, yes. I like that, yeah, keep going. Suck my cunt! Mmmm harder! Yeah, yeah, like that. Mmmmm, imagine that I just got home full of another man’s cum. You want to suck that other man’s cum out of my cunt, don’t you Sweety?” I raised my ass for him to answer.

“Yes Mistress.” He said, gasping for air.

I sat back down on his face.

“Mmmmm, that’s a good boy. Someday I might reward you and make that happen. I’ll come home with a nice fresh load of thick hot cum from a stranger that I met in a bar just for you, now wouldn’t that be nice?”

Again I raised my ass for a response.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Now, tell me what you want, and then make me cum!”

“I want you to fuck other men.” He confessed, trying to gasp for air.

“And???”

“And I’ll suck their cum from your cunt!”

I sat.

“Mmmm good boy! Oh, I’m cumming Baby. Don’t move!”

I rapidly worked my pelvis up and down his face roughly, grinding down hard. He started groaning as I ramped up the pressure and speed, until I let loose.

“OH OH Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

I stopped with my cunt draining its juice into his open mouth as it spasmed several more times until I was finished. My ass raised up, and he slid his body down to the floor as he caught his breath. His face was wet and his body limp as he lay on the carpet below me. I left him lying on the floor and I went to clean myself up.

Later, I went into my office to research the idea of transforming Timmy into a woman, as well as setting up a cue of videos for him to “accidentally” find the next time that he goes on his laptop. He was still on the floor when I came back out, so I told him to go clean himself up and get ready for bed. As he did, I picked up his clothes from the living room.

When he got to the bedroom, he climbed into bed naked. I decided that it was still too early to put his cock cage back on, but will probably put it on first thing in the morning regardless. I didn’t need him to return to his bad habits!

“Honey? Do you love me?” I asked, as he lay naked beside me.

“Of course I do.” He replied softly.

“So, you don’t mind that I have you do these things for me?”

“I will do anything for you. Anything you ask.”

“That makes me feel better, and for that I will let you cum too if you want.”

I pulled his covers down to reveal his red and sore body. He looked down at his crotch to find it still a bright red and his penis was all but gone, nested within his swollen balls.

“No Honey, I’m good.” He replied, as he declined my offer.

I covered him back up. It might have been cruel to have asked, knowing that he would not be able to even get it up, but it is the type of thing necessary for good sub training. That next morning I put his cage back on without the option given him the night before, and sent him off to work. He was still moving rather gingerly as he left.

Now that we’re caught up, I’m here in my office feeling a bit guilty about the events that I have just told you about. I know what you are thinking; “Don’t let it bother you as long as he isn’t complaining. Use him as the tool that he is, any way that you wish.” But he is my husband after all, and I should show him some compassion, so I decided to call Beth and get her take on the whole thing.

When I got her on the phone, I told her the story of what I did with Timmy when I got home.

“Are you telling me that even though he was in mega pain, you still went ahead and rode his face? You are so evil!” She laughed. “That is so awesome! And he is still alright with all this?”

“Yep, he has not complained about any of it. It’s hard to believe what has happened to our lives in just over a week, but I’m loving it. L-o-v-i-n-g it! I just needed someone to talk to that will assure me that I am doing the right thing.” I said.

“You got me right here for you girlfriend. If you need anything at all, or even just to talk, I’m here. I can’t wait to hear what you plan for him next.”

“Well, I thought about your idea of turning him into a woman, and I think that I might just go through with it.”

“Really? I wasn’t really serious when I said that, but that is such a hot idea! Oh, please let me help you!” She pleaded.

“Of course you can help! I’m looking into it now and I’ll let you know as things develop. Just be sure that Tony never finds out. That would be awful!”

“Don’t worry. I would never tell him something like that. He has a nice cock, but that’s about it!”

We ended the conversation there and I felt much better about how I left Timmy after that. As I got back to my actual work, someone knocked on my door. I have been keeping it locked more often lately for reasons that I have mentioned before, so I had to get up to open it.

“Hi Jen. I’ve got some files that need to be checked over. Will you have time today?”

It was a colleague of mine named Ken. We are equals in the company, but we each have quite different jobs. Sometimes our projects overlap, and we have to work together to straighten things out. He is tall, thin, and half African American with piercing hazel eyes. He is always well groomed and well-spoken, a true asset to our company, and one of the few executives that I see regularly.

“Sure Ken. Come right in, have a seat.” I said, as I stepped back to allow him to enter.

“New dress? Nice change from your usual conservative look. I like it!” He complimented, as his eyes followed me as I walked back toward my desk..

I was a little nervous about wearing the dress as soon as I put it on that morning. The hem is about mid thigh on me, with the Lycra material hugging my ass, and Ken was the first to see me wearing it that day. I had to wear a light sweater to cover my bare shoulders as well as my perky nipples, straining to poke through the thin material of the dress. As things are changing for me I find myself taking more and more risks, like not wearing panties again today, this could be problematic if I push it too far.

“Thanks. I just thought that it would be a nice day to wear something like this.” I explained.

“Believe me Jen, that would look great on you any day!”

I could feel the blood rush to my face, hearing his compliment, and tried to hide the fact that I was blushing. He is one of the few that I talk to regularly, but this is the first time that he flat out complimented me on how I looked. I’m really thinking of updating my wardrobe now!

After he left I locked the door and went back to my desk. Nobody has ever questioned the door being locked because of security reasons related to my job, so it is usually expected by my coworkers.

I sat and thought about how Ken said that he liked my new-look, which made me feel good. It was only on rare occasions that Timmy would think to compliment me, so this was like a breath of fresh air. The thought of me standing in front of Ken as he looked me up and down started to get me a little excited.

As I sat, I fantasized about how he would react if I had raised my skirt to show him my thong and shaved pussy. What would he think if he knew that I had been coming to work most days without panties recently? Would he think of me as a slut or would he think that it was just a sexy choice that I made? How would I react if he bent me over my desk and fucked me here in my office if he discovered what was going on in my mind?

As I sit thinking about Ken fucking me, I can already feel my pussy heating up. I’m finding that I am at a point where I can’t control it anymore. If my mind isn’t on a large hard cock, it’s thinking about using my husband to get myself off in any way that I please! I find that I am in a constant state of arousal and in need to cum every minute.

I dialed my phone.

Ring! Ring!

“Hello?”

“Hi Honey, how are you feeling?” I asked.

I don’t know what made me call my husband right then, but it always seems better when I do.

“I’m feeling a little improvement, I guess. Still hurts quite a bit.” He replied.

“Poor baby. I’m sorry that I had to put you through that, but you know that it was necessary, don’t you?” I asked, in my sweetest voice.

“Yes Honey, I understand.”

“That’s a good boy. Do you know what I’m doing right now? Mmmmmmmmm.”

“No Honey, what are you doing?” He asked.

“Well, I was thinking about you and….Mmmmmm…..sorry, my pussy was just aching to...Mmmmmmm. Oh God! Thinking about you here, eating out my cunt, is making me so hot right now!”

I had my feet up on edge of my desk and my skirt up to my waist with my thong pulled over to one side, as I worked four fingers deep up inside of me. Timmy is on speaker phone and listening to me masturbate from his office.

“Shhhhhhhhh! Honey, you know that I’m at my desk!” He whispered into the phone, hoping to quiet me down.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t help it. I’m so fucking horny! Oh God! Mmmmmm! Think about me baby. Imagine that your wife is calling you as she takes a big fat cock into her hot wet pussy. Mmmmmmm. Fuck, that’s hot. Can you picture that?”

“Shhhhh, Honey, somebody will hear you!”

Timmy works in a large open space, where their desks are so close together and the cubicles so low that others can easily hear each other’s phone conversations.

“Tell me. Tell me that you can picture some stranger fucking me here on my desk right now! Tell me!” I ordered.

“Okay! I can picture it.” He answered.

“What? You can picture what?” I insisted.

“I can picture someone fucking you right now!” He raised his voice this time.

“Oh, thank you, Baby! It feels so good having something inside of my cunt! Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” I squealed wildly, as I came to a thunderous orgasm.

I stayed in position with my hand still deep inside of my spasming pussy, breathing heavily as I came down. The next thing that I heard was the tone from the telephone indicating that Timmy hung up. I don’t know if someone in the next cubicle to his overheard something, but it wouldn’t surprise me in the least if they had. It also gave me a little tingle to know that he is squirming in his seat, hoping that someone didn’t overhear him say that he could picture me getting fucked as I screamed in ecstasy!

As I drove home, I tried to imagine how much better this can all be if I follow through with my plan to completion. I am already in a state of constant arousal, so it wouldn’t take much more for me to act on those feelings if the opportunity arises.

When I got home and opened the front door I found Timmy kneeling naked waiting for me, as usual. I wasn’t sure if I had crossed the line with him earlier by possibly humiliating him to his coworkers during our phone conversation, so I was pleased to see that he still was eager to continue our game.

His body was healing with only a small amount of redness showing on him in some areas. I have to admit that I do like the way that he looks with his new hairless body. It gives him the appearance of being a prepubescent boy, with a clean young look. His cock cage looks different this way too, with none of that nasty blond pubic hair showing around it.

“It looks like you are expecting some kind of reward, is that it? Would you like me to give you a treat?” I asked, looking down with my hands on my hips.

“Yes Mistress!” He replied, while lowering his head.

“Okay then, you may lick my ass while I make dinner. Unless of course, you don’t want to. Would you like that?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Do we have to keep playing these games? I asked you a question and I deserve a proper response!”

“Yes Mistress, I would like to lick your ass!” He pleaded.

“That’s better, now go and wait for me, and I’ll be in shortly.”

I stepped by him and headed for the bedroom to get out of my work clothes, looking around for just the right thing to wear. Spotting the t-shirt that I wore the night before, I slipped it on and checked myself in the mirror. With the t-shirt on top and my nylons below, they worked together to frame my naked pussy and ass perfectly! Finally, I stepped out of my thong and headed back to the kitchen to find Timmy waiting on his knees. He watched as I went about gathering what I needed to make dinner until I settled in and began cooking on the stove. Once ready for him, I snapped my fingers and pointed to my bottom.

He was behind me in an instant, parting the cheeks of my ass with his hands to bury his face between them. I felt his tongue lapping away at my anus as I stirred a pot cooking on the stove. It is hard to describe the feeling of empowerment that I had at that moment while he eagerly licked my ass, as I went about doing my everyday chores.

I needed something from the cupboard and held up a finger for him to pause. He sat back on his haunches waiting patiently until I returned, then resumed eating my ass again until dinner was done and on the table. He sat across from me naked, as my anus tingled from having such a thorough cleaning.

“Did you enjoy our conversation today?” I asked.

“Yes Mistress, I did.”

“I’m glad. You know, I do love you and want to share everything with you. When I get that feeling, like I had today, I just can’t control myself and desperately need to cum. Sharing it with you over the phone like that not only shares with you what I am doing, it also gets me so hot that it gives me even stronger orgasms. You do understand that, don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress. I just wish that I could be there to see you when you do things like that.”

“You will have plenty of opportunities to watch me orgasm Honey, no need to worry about that. For now though, I just need you to clean up for me in here. I’ve got some things to do in my office after I shower.” I said, as I left him to clean up the kitchen.

He still hasn’t said a word to try to discourage me from calling him at his work, and I truly believe that he enjoys the humiliation when I do. I can just picture his little dick getting hard as he listens to me cum with no chance of having his own release. Oh, I realize that he can get out of the device if he really tried, but he also knows that if I found out, it would jeopardize what we have going for us now. 


Chapter 8- Timmy is ordered to pleasure our neighbor for his punishment!

After dinner, I showered and changed into my sweats. Timmy looked disappointed at seeing me fully clothed, thinking perhaps that I would allow him to service me again as we watched some TV in the living room.

Ding Dong!

Timmy looked at me nervously when he heard the doorbell!

“You know the drill, answer it. It’s just Beth from next door!”

He slowly walked to the door, and checked to be sure that she was alone before letting her in. I think that he was worried that Tony might be with her, which is his greatest fear!

“Oh, look at you! How cute!” Beth exclaimed, as she looked my husband over. “I can’t believe how much nicer you look now. Maybe I’ll let Tony see you and convince him to do the same!” She laughed.

Timmy eyes were as wide as saucers as he looked to me for help.

“Oh, don’t be a little sissy! She won’t tell Tony. She’s only teasing you.” I reassured him.

He stood naked but for his tiny cage, as our neighbor examined him. She ran her hands over his body to feel his smooth skin as his penis hardened, causing his chastity device to rise. Beth noticed and teased him further by caressing his smooth soft balls. He angled his pelvis forward for her to have better access, when she purposely stopped to tease him even further.

“Honey, Beth and I will be in my office. I’m ordering some jewelry, and we are going to their website to see what is available. It might take a while, so you’re free to do whatever you want as long as you don’t disturb us, okay?”

“Yes Dear.” He replied, as we were walking away.

“Excuse me??” I asked, while giving him a stern look.

“I’m so sorry! I meant, yes Mistress!“He tried to correct his mistake.

I looked at Beth, and said, “I think that mistake should cost him. Don’t you agree?”

Beth smirked and looked at Timmy, as she nodded her head in agreement.

When we got into my office, I locked the door behind us. Timmy wouldn’t normally come in while I’m working alone, but I didn’t want to take that chance this evening with Beth.

“So Jen, do you feel a little guilty now about the way that you treated him after you got home? He was in pretty rough shape.”

“Hell no!” I replied. “I was so fucking hot when we got back that I couldn’t wait to have him eat me out until I came! He wasn’t getting off the hook just because he was feeling a little pain.” I gave her a wink as I started my computer.

“You are such a dirty girl, I love that! And today?”

“I checked on him while he was working.”

“Oh, that’s nice.”

“Well yeah, but I’m finding that I’m always horny these days. Can’t control it. Had to have him listen in while I was masturbating at my desk. It gets me off knowing that he is listening to me cum and is forced to sit in his cubicle with people working all around him. He is stuck there with a hard-on in his pants and no chance to do anything about it!” I was getting lost with that vision in my mind.

“Oh my God Jen, please stop, or you are going to make me cum too!” She laughed.

“Okay then, back to business. Did you find out anything about the hormones?” I asked.

“Yes, but there is a lot more to it than just giving him some, with it magically changing him into a woman overnight. He will basically need Estrogen, but there are different kinds and dosages. We can buy some online or underground but the safest way is to find a doctor that specializes in these things.” Beth explained.

“I think that’s a big step, but I’m not so sure if he would really go for that. It is far beyond what he has gone through up until now, and I don’t want to risk him backing out and going back to who he was before. If he were going to change into something that he isn’t, I think that it should be his own idea to do it.” I reasoned.

“Well, didn’t you say that you were giving him subliminal messages by altering what he sees on his laptop? Maybe that will help.”

“What if we found something safe to give him to get him started, and in the meantime I will start to work on his mind? Can we do that?” I asked.

“It may not be legal to give him something like that without his knowledge, but it just might work. He may really like the idea once he becomes a little more feminine. I’ll look into it, and get something by the weekend. In the meantime how is it that you have been able to control him so easily up until now?”

I brought up the screen on my computer that displays in real time exactly what Timmy was viewing on his laptop. He knew that he would be alone for a while and it would afford him the chance to surf the web freely.

As soon as the screen opened, Beth was shocked! Timmy was watching a video of a dominatrix smothering a man by sitting on his face. She had a more than ample derriere that made his head all but disappear between her cheeks, as she wiggled it around on him. She would raise up occasionally to allow him to breath, asking if he wanted more, he would always answer “Yes Mistress!” each time, as he gasped for breath.

I just sat back in my chair smiling, when Beth turned to me and asked, “do you make him do that too?”

“Yes, he absolutely loves that. He may not say so, but I watch his dick as a barometer for these things. You can’t argue with a stiff dick!” I laughed.

Beth turned back to watching the video.

“I have an idea.” I said, as I searched for just the right one to have him watch. “Here you go.”

I put on a video depicting something similar except it had two women servicing a black man on a bed. One of the women was getting fucked by his thick meat as the other lay beneath them, licking at his balls as well as the woman’s stretched cunt.

As the camera pans back you can see that the person on the bottom was actually a man in a chastity device, much like the one that Timmy was wearing! It must have been the other woman’s husband, but he was made-up as a woman in every other way, except that he had a cock!

Beth was watching intently as the “woman” below cleaned up a load of cum from his wife’s sloppy pussy.

“Are you ready for this?” I asked.

Beth nodded.

As the video that Timmy had just watched ended, I switched his next choice to the one that I picked for him. I knew that he was going to watch it all, because past experience has taught me that if he remains on something for more than 30 seconds he tends to stay with it until the end. Beth looked surprised as I turned on his laptop camera and made a split screen, showing both the video and him at the same time.

As he watched the video, we had a clear view of him watching with great interest. I was waiting for it to get to the point where the camera pans out to show the chastity device on the husband, got just the reaction from him that I was hoping for! When he saw that it was a man on the screen, he looked up to be sure that my office door was safely closed before grabbing the CB3000 by its base and begin work his hand up and down over the smooth plastic, as though trying to masturbate. Beth and I could see the frustration on his face as he so desperately wanted to cum!

“So, that is what he is doing right outside there?” She asked, with her eyes fixated on his cage.

“Want to see?”

I put a finger to my lips to keep her quiet as she followed me to the door. Slowly I turned the knob, without making a sound, and opened it enough for each of us to peek out. He was working his hand over his dick and shaking it violently in a fruitless attempt to cum, oblivious to the fact that we were watching. I slowly opened the door wide as we watched him struggling.

“What are you doing?” I shouted.

I thought that he was going to jump out of his seat! He quickly let go of himself and closed his laptop, so that we couldn’t see what he was watching.

“I leave you alone for only a few minutes and you can’t keep from playing with yourself, with company right here in the other room? Oh, I’m so sorry Beth! I’m sorry that you had to witness my husband’s disgusting act. I just don’t know what to do with him anymore! All he ever thinks about is playing with himself.”

I put it on thick, acting very upset and hiding my face in shame, as Beth gave me a hug to console me.

“But Honey, I just……….” He began.

“And you can stop that Honey shit right now!” I said sternly. “You know how to address me properly!”

“I’m so sorry Mistress, it won’t ever happen again, I promise!” He lowered his head in shame.

“I think that you owe our neighbor an apology, don’t you?”

“I’m so sorry Beth but I…..”

“Don’t you think that you should extend the same courtesy to our neighbor as you do with me? You will call her Mistress as well, seeing that she will be helping you along with your progress.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress Beth. I just don’t know what to say.” He muttered.

“I think that you don’t sound very sincere, so I think that you are going to have to prove to her that you really mean it. Now come over here and ask her to allow you to kiss her ass! Maybe she can forgive you if you do a good job.” I pointed to the floor right in front of us.

Beth looked at me with a shocked expression, unsure if I was serious.

I looked at her and asked, “Beth, don’t you agree that you deserve a proper apology?”

I’m sure that she was uncomfortable at the thought of taking down her jeans in front of her neighbors, but as Timmy approached she did just that.

“Now I want you to give her exactly what you gave me earlier, and if she complains I might have to call Tony, you can do him too!” I demanded.

Beth lowered her jeans just enough to jut her ass out for him, as Timmy moved in to kneel behind her. He took her cheeks in his hands and spread them apart, as he darted his tongue over her puckered asshole. He was giving her gentle licks, as she bent over and held onto the door frame for support.

“Eat her ass like a man!” I shouted, as I roughly pushed his face in between her cheeks.

Beth gave out a moan and I could tell that he had worked his tongue deep up inside of her, and pulled her jeans down and kicked them off, so that she could spread her legs and allow him better access. The sight of my husband giving another woman pleasure on my command was very exciting to me. I could see that her pussy was shaved like mine, and that she had a piercing through her labia. This is not a woman shy about sex, and I felt assured that I should be able to share anything with her.

“I have an idea.” I said, as I stopped Timmy and guided him to lay back on the floor. “This should be more comfortable for you, Beth.”

I took her hand and guided her to straddle my prone husband, before having her lower her cunt down onto his upturned face. She let out a moan as soon as she felt his tongue entering her. As she was getting pleasure from my husband, I went into the bedroom to put on the leather outfit that I bought the other day. When I reentered the room I found Beth bucking her hips as she rode his face.

I got behind her and removed his cage to find that the surrounding area still appeared to be a bit tender. His tiny dick was already as hard as a rock as I sat down on it. It slipped in with ease, both due to its size and the fact that I was dripping wet. I started grinding my hips down against him when I heard a loud groan, no doubt caused by pain to his tender and sore crotch.

His condition had no effect on our enjoyment, as Beth and I both did whatever we needed to, in order to get ourselves off. The closest comparison that I can make to the way that we looked on him was like riding a horse in tandem with her back toward me. Beth is about my height but must outweigh me by a good 20 pounds, as I watched the soft round flesh of her ample buttocks shake as she rode his face directly in front of me. Both of our pelvises were now working overtime as we neared orgasm together,

“Oh yeah. Mmmm. Oh God YES!” Beth shouted as she came.

She grabbed his head and pulled it tightly up against herself as she spasmed over and over.

I heard another grunt from Timmy as he shot his load up into me, which helped bring me to my own climax, as well! Beth remained in position for another moment, before she “dismounted” his face. I had a pussy full of semen that I wasn’t going to let go to waste, so I tightened my pussy to contain as much as possible before I quickly brought it up to his face to have him clean it out.

Beth sat on the floor next to us as I let his cum flow from my cunt in a long thick strand into his awaiting mouth from just above, and looked amazed at the sight of him eagerly swallowing his own semen without a hint of protest. In fact, once it stopped coming out on his own, he raised his head to get the last drops out with his tongue. When I felt that he was finished, I too climbed off.

I noticed some sloppy remnants left on his dick and balls and pointed it out to him. To Beth’s delight, he quickly gathered up what he could with his fingers and eagerly licked them clean.

“Wow, thank you. That was awesome. I have never done anything like that before!” Beth said, as she clambered to her feet.

“You’re very welcome. I think that Timmy should show his appreciation to you too.” I said, as I turned to my husband, still prone on the floor.

“Yes, thank you, Mistress Beth. I hope that it pleased you.”

“Oh yes. It did please me. Oh, how it pleased me!” She exclaimed.

I locked Timmy back up in his cage, causing him to flinch due to his sore crotch, but I do have to admit that the knowledge of him being uncomfortable while still allowing me to grind him without a hint of protest, made it all the more pleasurable for me. I told him that he still will be punished for playing with himself earlier regardless of how well he licked Beth’s ass. She told me before she left that she was still very horny and was going home to put Tony’s huge cock to good use, which made me a little jealous. 


Chapter 9- Shopping for sex toys without wearing panties gets me so hot!

For the next few days things continued on as planned. I used Timmy for my own pleasure whenever I desired, and he in turn did whatever was needed to please me. Beth would call me or stop by to assist me in training him, and he would sometimes be required to please her, as well.

She purchased some estrogen pills, after hours of diligent research on the subject, and he is now unknowingly taking them daily as a “health supplement”. I don’t believe that he is ready to approve of the changes that I want to make to him yet, but with a little more work he will soon be ready.

It is now Saturday and I’m getting ready to go shopping. I wanted Timmy to see what I had picked out to wear, so I laid it out on the bed before I showered. When I got back to the bedroom he was waiting for me, naked of course. My outfit consisted of a black leather mini skirt and a white crop top. I decided to go with the ankle strap heels without stockings.

“Well? Do you like it?” I asked, as I stood still wrapped in a towel.

“Yes Mistress, it looks nice. You did say that you were just going shopping right?” He asked.

“Of course! Why?”

“Nothing. Are we still on for tonight?” He asked, as he looked down at his cage.

“Don’t be silly! Didn’t I let you out to fuck me the other day? How is this going to cure you of your habit of touching yourself if you are free to do as you please all the time without sacrifice?” I teased. “Anyway, I have something special planned for you tonight, and if everything works out I might just unlock you for a while. Would you like that Sweety?”

“Yes Mistress.”

He watched as I dropped my towel and stepped into my skirt and pulled the zipper up the side. Next, I worked the top down over my naked breasts, and I was done! No panties or bra to deal with. It didn’t take long to see my nipples to harden and stand out through my tight stretchy top, as I checked myself out in the mirror. I really looked smoking hot!

I’m sure that Timmy felt the same way as I watched him in the mirror looking me up and down. As I raised my foot up on the bed to put on my heels, I purposely jiggled his chastity key which dangled from my anklet to tease him, and I was good to go.

“I’ve already given you your list of chores for today. I promise that if you follow my rules I will give you a special surprise later. Please don’t let me down.” I grabbed my pocket book and headed for the door.

“I won’t let you down Mistress!” I heard him say as the door shut behind me.

As I headed for my car I saw Tony watering the flowers in his front yard. I didn’t want to speak with him, and I especially didn’t want to let him see me dressed this way, but it was too late! He dropped his hose and made a bee line for me the second that he saw me.

“Hi Jen. Wow! You look really hot today!” He exclaimed, as he checked out my outfit.

“Hi Tony.” I really didn’t want to chat.

“Mmmm looking good, girl. Are you going to see someone special?” He asked, as he looked toward my house to see if Timmy was watching.

“No Tony. Nobody special. Just going shopping.” I opened my car door to get in as Tony stared at my tits, causing my nipples to grow even more.

“Yeah, I tell Beth that all the time too. Nobody special.” He said with a sly grin, as he moved closer to look up my skirt as I got into the car.

Even though he is a sleaze, he makes me hot by blatantly coming on to me, with little regard to the fact that I am friends with his wife.

I put the car in gear and gave him a wave as I quickly backed out of my driveway. My heart pounded, and I was full of nerves after that, wondering if my outfit was too extreme for shopping, and whether I should go back to change after the reaction that I got from my neighbor. My idea today was to look sexy, mostly to tease Timmy, but I didn’t want people to think that I’m a slut out trolling. I’m really not a slut, am I?

My first stop was a high fashion clothing store. It was time that I update my wardrobe, both for work and for around town. As soon as I entered the store the cool air from the air conditioning hit me and my nipples hardened again like little pebbles! I could actually feel them straining to push through the fabric of my top. Realization hit me right away, and I nearly turned around to leave before anybody noticed, but convinced myself to stay instead.

As I walked by a mirror and saw my reflection, I couldn’t believe just how much my nipples stood out! It looked as though my chest was covered only by white paint, but I had no way to hide it! I moved into an area with turnstiles of clothes to blend in and become invisible to those around me, but it was already too late.

I noticed a male shopper nearby checking me out over the racks, as he pretended to look through women’s dresses. He happened to find a way to be right there every time I moved to another location, and it was quite obvious that he was looking at me. By the time that I finished shopping, quite a few guys, and even a couple of women had looked me over pretty well, and after a while I started becoming a little more accustomed to it. I realized that they were all watching me because I looked hot, as I was becoming more confident about my appearance each day, this was my whole point of dressing sexy when I left home in the first place!

I made a couple more stops for clothes and lingerie, but the most important stop was still yet to come. There is an adult novelty store around the corner from where I work that sells sex toys, and I wanted to pick up a few things to spice things up with Timmy. It is the same store that I bought my dominatrix outfit as well as Timmy cock cage.

I walked into the store and just stood for a moment to get my bearings. The men inside noticed immediately that I was there, and could feel their eyes follow me as I went straight over to the adult toy section. My outfit was certainly getting me more attention than I got the last time that I was there.

I could feel my nipples tighten up as well as a tingle in my pussy as I thought about how I looked to them, not to mention where I was. Men casually positioned themselves to get a better view of my hardening nipples, with one even being so bold as to stand close beside me and reach across in front of me for something off the rack, as he stared directly at my tits. My nipples were once again full, and he gave me a smile as he pretended to examine the large dildo that he just picked out.

As he stood beside me, he made a soft grunt to get my attention. I looked over toward him, and he nodded his head in the direction of the rear of the store and a sign that said “video booths”, while he grabbed his cock through his pants. I shook my head and turned away to ignore him, and he slowly backed off. My heart was racing from the thought of going into one of those booths with a complete stranger and just how easy it would have been to do it!

If my bare pussy wasn’t wet before under my short skirt, it certainly was now. Oh, how I wanted to take one of those dildos off the wall and bury it into my dripping cunt right at that moment!

I moved over to look at butt plugs because, (you guessed it!) it was going to be Timmy next step. I noticed another woman checking out items along the same wall, as I was taking down a package to examine.

“Oh Honey, that is a really good choice if you’re just starting out. That’s the same one that I first used.” The woman said.

I glanced up to see that she was a tall black woman, wearing a sexy mini skirt and a tight top, which made my outfit look like and old maid.

“Thank you, but it isn’t for me.” I replied, as I examined the package further.

“Honey, you don’t have to explain. Nobody is here to judge you, but as I said, that is a good choice. Always start out small until you get comfortable with it and gradually move up to larger ones. It is so much easier to take a man if your ass is ready. You wouldn’t believe the one that I have inside me now!” She said laughing.

I thought that there was something different about her until I realized that “she” was actually a man. A transvestite! I had never actually met one before, and couldn’t believe that it wasn’t a woman at all.

“You wear these things when you go out?” I asked.

“Of course! If you don’t train your ass right it will tighten right back up, and you will really feel it then, believe me!”

“As I said, it isn't for me.”

“Oh, I see you have a ring on your finger now! It’s for your husband, isn’t it? Does he know that you’re getting this for him, or is it going to be a surprise?” She whispered.

“He isn’t expecting it, I can tell you that.” I replied, with a laugh.

“Oh Sweety, you are so bad! I hope you don’t mind me asking, but is this just for play or will it be his regular thing?”

“I’m hoping to make it into something regular.” I explained.

“Okay, I’m talking one girl to another, before you present it to him make sure that he is really in the mood. Don’t let him have sex with you yet! Once a man shoots, he don’t care no more about it, and he certainly won’t let you touch his back door, if you know what I mean.” She said, with a wink.

“Tell him that you just want to try it to spice things up, and if he doesn’t, you will be disappointed, and he might not get anything from you at all. If he agrees, lube it up real good and put it in easy. It won’t be comfortable for him at first, but if you get his mind off of it quick, he will forget that its in there begin to get used to it.

“You say that you are wearing one now?” I asked.

“Honey, in my line of work you have to be able to take all sizes anywhere they want to put it, so I need to be ready. I learned that the hard way.” She said.

“I hope you don’t mind me asking, but you are beautiful. Are those real?” I asked, as I nodded toward her breasts.

“About as real as money can buy!” She laughed. “I’ve been taking hormones for years and I grew me some pretty nice boobies, but I get paid for my looks, so the bigger the boobs the more I make. Just economics is all.”

I spent some time in the store talking to her and felt comfortable enough with her to tell her my plans and showed her the chastity key hanging from my anklet. She loved the idea and was amazed to hear how far I’ve gotten with Timmy in such a short period of time. She also recommended a few other things that I should pick up that will help, as well as advice on getting the proper hormones for his transformation. Before she left she gave me her phone number and said to call her anytime if I needed any help.

I felt emboldened on the ride home from my recent accomplishments. First, I got over being self-conscious about how I’ve begun to dress, and actually enjoy it when men look at me the way that they do now. I’m also getting a better understanding about how to transform my husband as well as the results that I might find after doing so. Finally, I feel a little better knowing that I have someone with experience that I can call with questions when needed.

By the time that I got home and walked in through the door, my pussy was on fire from all the depraved thoughts going through my head during the day. As I carried my bags inside, I found Timmy lying on the sofa watching sports on TV, as usual. I closed the door behind me, dropping my bags to either side on the floor, and looked over at him. He must have immediately seen the lust in my expression, as he jumped up and assumed the position to kneel in front of me.

I pushed him down onto his back and straddled him. He was looking directly up my short skirt at my bare pussy, as I lowered it down on his face. My cunt was soaked, and he lapped up what he could before putting his tongue deep up inside my hole.

“Oh Baby! I needed this soooo bad! Mmmmm that’s it. That’s it. Yeah. Oooh, I like that. I’ve been such a bad girl today, Honey. Mmmm, that’s nice! Every man that saw me wanted to fuck me, I could see it in their eyes! It took all that I had not to raise my mini skirt and show them my wet pussy underneath.”

“Yeah, get in there deeper! Sweety, please don’t be angry, but your loving wife went to the porn shop today and a man offered to fuck me in one of the sleazy video booths in back. I was so worked up that I nearly went with him. Just think, you could be sucking another guy’s semen out of my hot cunt right now! Ohhh, you greedy boy you! I can tell that you really like that. Tell me how much you want to suck another man’s cum out of my cunt, Honey.” I was riding him hard, but paused for an answer.

“Yes Mistress, I want to suck another man’s cum out of your hot cunt!” He said, as he gasped for air.

“Mmmm, good boy!” I grabbed his head and pulled his mouth up tightly against my crotch. “I might just do that for you someday. Oh, that would be so hot! Imagine cleaning his thick cum from your dirty wife's cunt! Mmmmmmm I’m cumming!  Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!!!”

Timmy was sucking the juice right out of my hole, as he fantasized about me coming home with a cunt full of a stranger’s semen. There was no denying that he wants this badly, judging by his stiff dick pushing his plastic cage out from his body, and I truly believe that it could soon become a reality, as I too change along with my husband. Once satisfied, I stood and took my bags to the bedroom, leaving my husband lying on the living room floor to gather his thoughts.

Later, I went into my office to see what Timmy had been watching on his laptop, and I wasn’t disappointed! He watched many of the videos depicting cuckold husbands becoming sissies and servicing their wives, as they came home from being fucked by their bulls. It is no wonder that he was so excited when I brought up the same scenario as he was eating my pussy.

I wanted to switch gears a bit at that point, and found some great videos of wives having their husbands obediently wear butt plugs. This would let him be more prepared and acceptable to the idea, before presenting it to him later. I left him alone for the rest of the day so that he would be able to view them uninterrupted, as I made my plans for the evening.

After dinner, I had Timmy clear the dishes as I went into my office to see his progress since the afternoon. I was quite surprised that he not only watched the videos of butt plugs, he actually went online to look at what was available to buy. He had put a few into his shopping cart at Amazon, and I was even more surprised by his choices, which included some much larger sized ones. It is now obvious that he is fantasizing about this as well. 


Chapter 10- Sex toys are the best, but don’t ask my husband!

When he had finished his chores in the kitchen, still naked, I made us each a drink, and we sat down to watch a movie. There was no rush to begin with any sex yet, and figured that he would be more amenable to having something stuffed up his ass if he had a little liquor in him. By the time that the movie was over we had consumed half a bottle of tequila and were both more than ready to begin.

I went into the bedroom to put on something appropriate for the occasion, that I had picked up during the day. When I got back to the living room, Timmy eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw me. I was wearing a new black leather dominatrix outfit, with crisscrossing leather straps that accentuate my naked tits and ass. My thigh high leather boots really made the outfit look outstanding! I also picked up a riding crop as a bonus.

Timmy dropped to his knees immediately as I came toward him. The look of awe on his face was absolutely priceless! I knew that I made the right choice as soon as I saw it, as I sat in my chair and crossed my legs while he knelt before me.

“I have a present for you, if you want it.” I said.

“Yes Mistress, I do!” He pleaded, without knowing what it would be.

I motioned for him to come closer and held up a studded leather color for him to see. He remained motionless with his hands by his sides, as I put around his neck and buckled it. I checked to be sure that it was properly fitted before attaching a leash and giving it a hard tug.

“Kiss my boot!” I ordered.

He obeyed and bowed right down to kiss it. The feeling of empowerment was overwhelming! I am now my husband’s Mistress and Dominatrix while he is my submissive sex slave and housekeeper. What an amazing turnaround this has been! He is looking up at his Mistress for instructions and I don’t even know where to begin!

I ordered him to make us another round of drinks, and he sprang to his feet to oblige. It looked kind of hot to see my thin hairless husband wearing only a leather collar and chastity cage. As he bent to place my glass on the table I gave his bare ass a stinging smack with the riding crop!

“Owwwwwwwwwwww!”

I didn’t realize how much it would hurt, as he must have jumped a mile in the air as he grabbed his bottom, screaming in pain. He turned to me with a shocked expression as he rubbed his sore ass. I in turn, had to show no compassion to him and acted as if it were done on purpose, and continued striking my palm as a warning.

Allowing the sting of his ass time to subside we both finished our drinks. It was now time to head for the bedroom, so I grabbed his leash and got him to his feet to follow me. Once we got there, I pushed him down on the bed. His tiny dick was straining to get out of it’s cage, but I had no intention of allowing that quite yet.

“Do you like my outfit? I bought it just for you.”

“Yes Mistress. I like it very much!” He exclaimed.

“I see that you are rubbing your bum. Would you like me to strike it again?” I asked.

“Please no, Mistress. That really hurt!”

“Poor baby. Let me see.”

I had him roll over with his face down in his pillow. His bottom had an ugly raised red welt across both cheeks, and made a mental note to myself that the crop was not a toy.

“Let me put something on it for you to make it better.” I said, as I left the room.

I came back with some items in a bag that I kept from his sight, and had him lay across my lap with his tender bottom facing up. The first thing that I removed from the bag was a tube of KY Jelly. It was perfect for my needs. I squeezed some out into my hand and gently rubbed it along the sore area. It isn’t exactly meant for this purpose, but he moaned softly and felt some relief, regardless. I added more and began to work it around the globes of his bottom causing them to shine. Again he moaned his appreciation. I began to add even more, as I gently kneaded and squeezed his cheeks, working the slick liquid between them and running my fingers along the inside of his crack.

His hairless ass felt soft and smooth to the touch, as I now began to tease his tight little ring of muscle with the lubricated end of my finger. As he relaxed, my finger slipped slowly into his ass until he let out a soft moan of pleasure. I stopped with my middle finger in him to the knuckle to allow him to get used to it.

“Do you love me?” I asked softly.

“Mmmm, yes.” He cooed, enjoying the attention while forgetting his place.

“Will you do anything for me?” I wiggled my finger around inside his ass.

“Mmmm, yes. Anything. Anything you want.”

“I bought you another present. If you promise to use it as I ask, I will let you fuck me tonight. Is it a deal?” I asked, as I slowly withdrew my finger.

“Mmmm, it’s a deal.” He muttered.

I had the butt plug that I had purchased ready and waiting, so I lubed it up and placed it at the entrance to his anus. Rubbing it around his asshole to spread the lubricant, I slowly applied pressure while twisting slightly to get it to go in. I heard him grunt as it stretched him, until it passed the widest part and was sucked fully into his ass, securely in place.

He tried to turn to see what was going on behind him, as I held him down and went back to massaging his bottom. He put his head back down, accepting the intruder that was up inside of him.

“Now, you will have to promise me that you will continue to wear it at all times. Will you please promise me that?” I asked softly, as I massaged his butt.

“Yes Mistress, I will wear it for you.” He replied, as he turned his head toward me and smiled.

“I am so happy to hear that, but I do have one more surprise for you!”

I reached into the bag to get it while he rolled over to see what it was. He smiled at first sight when he spotted the leather harness, but that smile soon changed as I had him stand so that I could put it on him. It was a male chastity strap on dildo, designed to fit a man just above his chastity device.

It had three straps in all, one for each leg and a larger one to wrap around and secure it to his waist. There is a ring in the front to mount nearly any size rubber dildo that I choose, and I decided on an eight inch for my first try.

After I had it in place, I looked up at Timmy, and it was evident that he wasn’t very happy. This was obviously not designed for his pleasure!

“What’s wrong Honey, don’t you like your new gift?” I asked, in my sweetest voice.

“You promised me that I could fuck you tonight. What am I supposed to do with this contraption?” He asked, while showing his displeasure as he looked down at the rubber phallus that he now wore between his legs.

“Don’t be silly. I am going to let you fuck me, but with this! Just imagine that it is that big cock that you have always dreamed of but never had, as you satisfy the woman that you love. Isn’t that what it’s all about anyway?” I reasoned.

He looked deflated and beaten as I climbed up on to the bed. I decided to get into the doggy style position, as this has always been his most difficult way to fuck me with his small penis. It made me a little nervous when he hesitated to get on the bed right away, as I waited with my ass raised in the air and pussy wet, ready for him to mount me.

“What’s the matter Honey, don’t you want me?” I asked, as I wiggled my bottom to tease him.

He stood, first looking at me, and then down to the rubber phallus that he wore. I was trying to imagine what he was thinking after having come this far. Had I crossed that line where he would say that enough was enough and end the game, after accepting everything that I had done to him so far?

He now wears a chastity device and new butt plug that I purchased for him; I deny him pleasure as I use him whenever I wish for my own satisfaction; and I tease him relentlessly, as he is forced to helplessly listen as I masturbate over the phone or flaunt that I am going out, while leaving my panties home. I wouldn’t fault him if he did decide to end it here, but it would be very hard for me to go back to that life that we lived before.

The clock was ticking as I displayed my ass to him, hoping that his desire for me would win out and that he would want to continue. As my hope diminished, I felt him crawling up on the bed behind me, and waited in heated anticipation for him to make the next move, when suddenly I felt something at the opening of my cock starved pussy.

He worked the head of the dildo around the opening of my hole to lubricate it before slowly sliding it all the way in to the hilt, in one hard thrust.

“Unghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

The feeling was like nothing that I ever felt before. It felt much larger inside of me than I thought it would, bringing back memories of when I used to fuck the football players back in high school! He started to work his hips to get a good rhythm going as I joined in by backing into him each time. It was better than I imagined it would be, and I had the “woman” from the sex shop to thank for the idea!

Timmy grabbed my hips and began to fuck me harder. I could hear the smack from the base of the leather harness hitting my ass, as he forced me forward into the headboard with each thrust. He was pounding me with greater and greater force with each stroke, as I tried to keep myself from falling forward. His pace quickened, and I was beside myself with lust as I felt his beautiful cock ramming my poor pussy. It was much harder than he has ever fucked me before, and I had to wonder if it was out of anger or if he felt some sense of superiority from his new ability to give a woman pleasure like he never could before.

“Unh unh unh, that’s it, Baby. Give it to me. Harder Baby, harder! Oh, yeah! That’s it. You’re getting it now. I’m going to cum nowwwwww!”

My ass bucked back against him as he continued his relentless assault on my dripping cunt. He continued on causing me to cum a second time, and then a third! That has never happened to me before, and I found that I had lost control of my own body as it went limp, allowing him to drive the hard cock into me deeper and deeper until I came one last time and collapsed.

Timmy pulled the cock out of me and looked down upon me as I lay panting beneath him.

“Are you alright?” He asked, thinking that he might have been too rough.

“What?” I was lost with my head in a fog.

“Did I hurt you? I didn’t mean to but….”

“Did you hurt me?” I rolled over to look at him. “Did you hurt me? You were fucking great! Oh God, you don’t know how much I love you right now!”

I pulled him to me and kissed him deeply. My body felt like a limp dish rag, and my cunt was still spasming.

“Oh, I love you so much!” I exclaimed, as I kissed his face over and over again.

“I thought that I was hurting you and I wanted to stop, but I couldn’t. I don’t know what happened to me!” He said apologetically.

Obviously he was letting out a lot of pent-up frustration on me, but it turned out to be a blessing for both of us. He got to see first-hand what had been missing from my sex life since marrying him, as well as how it felt for him to be able to pleasure a woman in that way.

Once we had relaxed for a bit I removed his harness and unlocked his cage as his reward, and allowed him to fuck me with his own tiny dick three time before morning, when I locked him back up again. Of course, he was not able to bring me to orgasm with his own penis like he did with the dildo, but after each time, I would straddle his face to clean out my pussy, and get me off using his mouth.

After that first time with the harness, I would continue to let him fuck me with it, and after I was satisfied I would unlock his cage to allow him to fuck me again with his own tiny dick, or else just let him masturbate as his reward. This strategy helped to get him more eager to wear it until the time comes for him to use it alone.

The butt plug is becoming part of his new life just as the chastity device has, and they are no longer a thought in his mind as he goes off to work every day wearing them both. The hormone supplements have not begun to take effect yet, but they will be soon.

It is still early in this journey of his transformation but things are falling into place quite nicely with the next step coming right around the corner. I’m sure that you will be eager to hear just what that will be.


Chapter 11- Beth takes advantage of my sissy husband while I’m away!

Before I get into telling you what I have planned for my husband next, I must first tell you that I do love my husband very much. Not as a lover, which he has failed at miserably since we married, but as my partner in life. I will admit that I have been cruel to him at times during all of this, and I have no desire to ever change that, but I do it for his own good. It is necessary to break a man’s spirit if you want him to serve you without expecting anything in return, otherwise his total commitment to you will not have the desired effect.

He now must wear a chastity device on his tiny penis at all times, and does so without question. I have incorporated an anal plug into his daily routine and have increased the size gradually, based on his ability to endure it. He now wears a large one in his ass around the house that he must remove and clean every morning, before replacing it with a more tolerable one for work. His diet and exercise routines have changed, so that the hormones will give his body the desired effect as do the full body waxing treatments, giving him a clean prepubescent boyish look.

It is Saturday and I will be going out shopping as usual, as Timmy does his chores around the house. He had always balked at doing any type of housework before, saying that it was woman’s work and that real men don’t do those kinds of things. Now that he has come to the realization that he isn’t a real man and that he will do anything that I ask to please me, it has become another part of his life to clean the house, leaving me free to do as I please!

As has become my custom, to lay my clothes out on the bed for him to see exactly what I will be wearing, before going out for the day. With it being such a warm day, I decided to wear a flowered light-weight mini dress with my four inch ankle strap heels. Timmy knows enough not to expect me to add anything to what I had already laid out and will be anxiously waiting at home with the knowledge that his wife is out in public again without wearing either panties or bra. He stood naked, but for his tiny cock cage, to watch as I got myself ready to leave.

“Did I leave you enough to do while I’m gone?” I asked his reflection in the mirror, as I put on my makeup.

“Yes Mistress, you did.” He answered.

“Beth is coming by later to drop something off for me. I realize that his will be the first time that you will be alone together, so I want you to show her the same respect that you do me. Do you understand?” I asked, as I put on my heels.

“Yes Mistress, I understand.” He replied, as he watches me put the chain with his chastity key around my ankle.

“Good. I told her that if you disappoint her in any way, that she should call me. Do not give her any reason to call, is that clear?”

“Yes Mistress.”

I twirled around causing my short skirt to flair out allowing him to see my freshly shaved pussy and ass as a tease before I left.

“And if you’re good, I just might be bringing something home for you later, okay?” I asked, as I walked up and grabbed his little cage and kissed him goodbye.

“Yes Mistress.” He answered, as walked out and closed the door behind me.

Timmy is getting quite used to this routine, and so far has said nothing to discourage me from continuing. I know that it eats him up when his wife teases him, but as I said, it is for his own good. Hopefully, it will eventually lead to him wanting me to be even more desirable to other men.

A short time after I left, Timmy was vacuuming the living room floor when the doorbell rang.

Ding Dong!

He stopped the vacuum and nervously went to check the door. It was our neighbor Beth, who was dropping off a bottle of estrogen pills that I have been giving Timmy as a “supplement”. I have to keep their actual purpose a secret from him until I am sure that he is ready to willingly accept taking them for his complete transformation. I have noticed some very slight changes in him, but nothing significant as of yet. 

Timmy cracked the door open to peer out, before allowing Beth in. He is terrified that her husband, Tony, will discover just what he has been doing lately, and there is no telling what his reaction would be!

“Hello, Mistress Beth. Come in please.” He said, being well aware of her visit.

“Hi Timmy. I’ve got these for Jen. She said to put them in her office.” She explained, as she held up a paper bag for him to see.

He allowed her to pass, and she went to my office to put the bag on my desk. Inside of the bag was a bottle of herbal Feminizer sex change and breast enlarger hormone pills that we have heard about, and decided to try to speed up his progress. When she got back to the living room she stopped to look at Timmy for a moment. He was standing by the vacuum cleaner naked, with his chastity cage and butt plug in plain view. She has seen him this way when she has come by many times recently, but this is the very first time that she has been alone with him.

He really isn’t much to look at, measuring a mere five-foot four and one hundred ten pounds, but thought that there was something erotic about being alone with a hairless naked man, that will obey any command that she were to give. He is now defenseless and would have to cater to her every whim, if she so desired.

A cat like smile suddenly appears on her face as she slowly walks around examining him, allowing her nails to glide across his chest and back as she moved. Beth looked down at the base of his butt plug and gave it a few pats to be sure that it was firmly in place, causing him to stiffen as it pushed a little deeper into his ass. As she came back around to the front she looked him right in the eyes as she reached down and squeezed his balls, causing him to grimace in pain. Her smile changed to a wide grin when she saw the reaction that she got.

This power was new to her, and being alone with a naked man under her control was making her hot.

“I bet that you want to fuck me right now, don’t you?” She said in a haughty voice, as she played with his balls.

“No Mistress.” He replied, not wanting to cause any problems.

She squeezed his sack.

“Owwwwwwww!” He howled.

“I will ask you one more time, and this time you had better tell me the truth!” She demanded.

“Yes Mistress, I want to fuck you!” He corrected himself.

“That’s a good boy, and for that I will let you fuck me!” She said.

He watched as she removed all of her clothes right in the living room. Timmy has seen her either naked or semi-naked a few times now under my orders for him to service her, but this is their first time alone.

Beth went back to circling him again but this time she would tease him by holding up her tits or wiggling her ass at him. She has a pleasant, if not a little overweight, figure with large breasts, so it isn’t any surprise that his dick began to harden, causing his cage to rise slightly.

“You want to fuck me really bad, don’t you? I know that you do. I can see it in your cock!” She said, as she grabbed it. “I want you inside of me right now! Lie down!”

Beth had him lay on his back as she straddled him. She lowered herself down on him until the CB3000 was pressed up against her open cunt, and she ground herself down trying to get it into herself. As some of the plastic worked up into her, she began to ride my husband hard in an attempt to get as much as she could inside.

Timmy felt nothing but pain as his balls were being crushed beneath her. She worked her hips rapidly trying to cum, but it wasn’t to be, and she herself was getting frustrated. Suddenly she remembered something.

“You are going to make me cum one way or another, whether you like it or not! Go get that strap on dildo, and bring it back here right now!” She ordered, as she rolled off of him.

I keep my sex toys in a drawer, off limits to him, and he knows that he will be in trouble if he ever goes into it. On the other hand, he will also be in trouble if Beth calls me to say that he had disobeyed her orders. He got up and went into our bedroom. After taking a deep breath, he slowly opened the drawer. His eyes lit up when he saw what I had in there, even though much of it was hidden out of his view in bags, or just under everything else!

He spotted the strapon right away and closed the drawer quickly. He couldn’t “unsee” what was in there, but I am sure that he will not soon forget what he saw. When he got back out to the living room, he found Beth sitting in my chair rubbing her naked pussy in anticipation. Timmy brought her the strap on, and she quickly secured it on him.

The leather harness is designed to be worn together with a chastity device, to allow a man to pleasure a woman while getting no satisfaction whatsoever himself. It has an eight-inch rubber dong attached, which has worked great for me, but might take a little extra effort this time for Timmy to get her off, as Beth’s husband has a much larger cock than mine.

Once on, she examined how it looked on him. From the side you can see only the harness and dildo, which looks like most strapons that a woman would wear, but from the front however, you can see his pathetic little plastic covered dick uselessly hanging down beneath it.

Beth got down on her hands and knees as my husband positioned the rubber phallus at the entrance to her pussy. He noticed the difference between her vagina and mine as I am a few years younger with much less wear and tear, thanks to my tiny husband, while hers is stretched and-well used from being fucked by “King Kong” regularly.

It didn’t take much effort on his part to get it’s full length inside of her, and begin working his hips, as she backed her ass up to meet him.

“Now, this is how a real man fucks! Don’t you wish that you were a real man, with a real cock, instead of that useless little flap of skin that you have? You look like a little boy with that thing! Why not just have it removed, for all the good that it will do you from now on!” She tormented him, as he began to pound himself harder against her upturned ass.

“That’s better. I was beginning to think that you were just a little girl back there, the way that you fuck. You would make a cute girl you know. Everybody thinks so. I’m sure that you’ve thought about it too, haven’t you? Unh Unh. Mmmmm, yeah Baby. Give it to me hard. Unh Unh Unh. That’s right, fuck me hard! Think about how Tony fucks me with his huge cock. Ohhhh, now you’re getting it! A little more! Ohhhh Ahhhhhhh!” She collapsed on the floor, and he fell on top of her with the dildo still in place, deep inside her cunt.

They remained in that position to catch their breath before Timmy got up off of her. She went to get up and was pleased that there was no messy semen to deal with. Just a quick trip to the bathroom to freshen up a bit, and she will be back home with her husband none the wiser!

She removed the harness from Timmy, who cleaned it and quickly put it away, before coming back to find Beth ready to leave.

“Now don’t go telling what you did here, understand?” She warned, as she headed out the door.

Timmy went back to his cleaning, fretting about whether he should tell me about fucking Beth or not.


Chapter 12- The shoe store salesman got more than expected when he looked up my short skirt! 

I had only been shopping at the mall for a while, and already had purchased quite a few things. My wardrobe is changing with each and every trip that I make, as I try to look sexier. This whole experience has changed me almost as much as it has changed my husband. Now instead of trying to look sexy for my husband, as much of a waste of time that has been for me, I now I want him to see me look sexy knowing that it isn’t for him!

Passing by a small designer shoe store, I had to stop when I saw a pair of shoes in the window that I thought looked really nice, so I stepped inside to check them out. They were a pair of six inch black stiletto heels, that I thought would look very hot on me. An older, well-dressed man in a gray suit, came to me immediately and asked if I needed help.

“Would you like to try them on, Miss?” He asked.

“Yes. Size six, thank you.” I replied, handing him one of the shoes.

“Have a seat right over there and I will be right with you.” The clerk said, as he pointed to a chair toward the rear of the store, before disappearing through a curtain to the back room.

I had several large bags in each hand, and after putting them down was relieved to finally get to sit and rest for a minute. There were a number of people in the mall walking by, but with there being no other customers inside the store, I wondered why he had me sit in a seat at the very rear instead of one of the chairs nearer the entrance.

Being an “expert” in surveillance, I noticed the positions of the security cameras right away and found none facing in my direction, but gave it little thought. When he returned he had a few boxes in his hands and placed them to the side, as he sat down on his stool in front of me. I had already started to remove the shoes that I was wearing so that I would be ready to try on the new ones as soon as he got back.

As he held a shoe in one hand, I raised my foot for him to put the shoe on it. He gripped my foot to put it on and paused, looking up at me smiling. At first, I had no idea why, until it dawned on me that he could easily see right up my short dress, with a perfect view of my freshly shaved pussy! I froze for a second, as I debated whether I should pull my foot away and cover up, as the man stared at my vagina while working the shoe onto my foot.

My face felt flush with excitement as I willingly allowed him to continue! In just those first few seconds of time I decided that I really wanted him to see even more of me, and smiled back at him to let him know of my intentions. He then slowly lowered the first foot, and reached for the other. By raising it a little higher than the first, he gave himself a better view, it was then that he discovered my anklet in front of him with the chastity key dangling from it. The man must have known exactly what it was, as a huge grin appeared on his face the moment that he saw it!

I felt my heart pounding and made no effort to prevent him from looking up my skirt, when something went off in m head and I lost all control. I decided to go to the next level. With the shoe already on my foot, he continued to hold on and watch, as I slowly moved my other leg out to the side to deliberately spread them apart, offering him my cunt in a truly obscene gesture! I had never done anything as exhilarating as that before, and once I did, it was all that I could do to keep from fucking him right there in the store!

When he let go of my foot, instead of putting it down on the floor, I slouched in my seat and raised my leg, hooking it over the arm of the chair, as my dress slid up my thigh to my waist. He continued to watch as the lips of my cunt opened like a flower for him and a drop of my natural juices began to form and leak out.

If someone had walked into the store at that moment I would have surely been caught, but my libido had been so out of control lately that I didn’t care! I acted like a true whore, exposing myself this way to this stranger in a public place, and all that I could think of was how badly I needed to cum right then! The clerk began to look nervous and checked to see if anyone was in sight, so I lowered my leg and stood up. I tried to walk, but my legs were wobbly and felt limp from all of my nervous excitement.

“They may take a bit to get used to.” He assured, remaining seated as I walked.

I know that it will take some practice to learn to walk in stilettos, but that wasn’t why I was having trouble walking today. It was because I was actually so horny, that I literally couldn’t! When I walked back, I stopped directly in front of the man. His face was at the same level as my cunt, and he looked up at me and then back at my crotch.

I wanted so badly to raise my skirt and pull his face in to eat my cunt like Timmy does, but I couldn’t get myself to actually do it. Instead, I paused to give him the option and take the lead. I would feel a bit less guilty of my actions if it were he who initiated the sex.

“Would you like to see if there is anything that might interest you in the back?” He offered, as he stood.

He wore a pair of gray gabardine dress slacks to match his suit, and I could see why he waited as long as he did to stand, as the outline of his erection was blatantly visible through the thin fabric. Now I must decide if I should have sex with this stranger after having just seduced him.

I decided that, as aroused as I was, I just wasn’t ready to just allow a stranger to fuck me in a public place, even though I wanted to so desperately.

“Thank you, but maybe next time.” I said, as I smiled and gave him a wink.

It wasn’t his fault that he was put into this position, so I figured that I should at the very least let him down gently. He looked a bit embarrassed, so I gave him a few minutes to compose himself as I took off the shoes and put them back in the box. He rang me up and gave me his employee discount, so the venture was not only a hot memory for the both of us, it also turned out to be a good business deal for me.

When I left the shoe store, I made a bee line through the mall and back to my car. I was still as horny as hell and wanted to get home and have my husband get me off.

Ring Ring!

My cell phone rang the moment that I got inside, so I put it on Bluetooth before answering.

“Hello?”

“Hi Jen, this is Beth. I just wanted to tell you that I dropped off Timmy pills this morning.” Beth said.

“Oh, thanks. How did things go with him? Was he a good boy for you?” I asked.

“Well, first off I want to thank you for giving me the green light to use him if I wanted to. It turned out to be pretty hot. For me anyway!” She said, with a chuckle.

“So, he was able to get you off?”

“Oh yes. I made him fuck me with that strapon that you got for him. That thing is wonderful! We might have to think about getting a larger dildo for it, though. It’s nice, but can’t compare to my Tony’s big Italian sausage!” Again she laughed.

I had to pause for a moment, not because she let my husband fuck her, but because he had to go into my “special” drawer to get the harness. What else did he see in there, I wondered?

“So, he went in my drawer and got it?” I asked.

“Yes, I told him to. I hope that you aren’t angry with me.”

“No, I’m not angry with you at all, but it does give me a great idea. I’m on my way home now, are you free to come back over?” I asked.

“Sure.”

“Okay then, meet me out at my car when I pull up. I think that I might have a surprise for my naughty husband! Just follow my lead when I get there!”
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Chapter 13- No good deed goes unpunished!

To be honest, it did bother me for a minute when she said that she had sex with my husband, but once I realized that he got no pleasure from it, I was alright about it. It was the idea that he went into my private drawer that really pissed me off!

As I pulled my car into the driveway, Beth was outside waiting, and had her help me carry in my shopping bags. When I opened the front door with the large bags rustling, my naked husband jumped off the sofa and knelt down on the floor at my feet. A look of shock appeared on his face when he spotted Beth carrying some bags behind me.

“Have you been good while I was gone?” I asked, as I carried my hoard of bags in and walked by him.

“Yes Mistress. I did all of my chores!” He exclaimed.

I carried the bags into the bedroom, followed closely behind by Timmy, while Beth waited in the living room.

“So, you were a good boy, did you say?” I asked without looking up, as I busily sorted bags on the bed.

“Yes Mistress, but I have something to tell you. When Beth was over, she wanted me t……..”

I interrupted.

“To fuck her? Is that what you are about to say?” I asked.

“Yes, but she made me wear the strapon to do it!”

“She already told me. So, you went in my private drawer, knowing full well that it was off limits, just so that you could fuck her, is that right?” I looked him right in the eye.

“Yes, Mistress. But she told me to!” He explained.

“I don’t care who told you to. The fact is, that I told you never to go into that drawer or you would be punished! Didn’t I? Well, didn’t I?” I asked, with my hands on my hips.

“But she……….”

“Get in the other room! I’ll be right there!” I pointed toward the door, as he put his head down and walked out of the bedroom like a puppy caught messing on the floor.

When I got out to the living room, I found both he and Beth waiting in silence. I sat down in my chair and continued.

“So, you think that you can do anything you want when I’m not around? You not only fuck my best friend the minute that I leave, but you do it with my fake cock, as well. On top of it all, you ignored my wishes and went through my forbidden drawer to get it! How could you do such a thing to me?” I was putting it on pretty thick for him at that point.

“I’m sorry Mistress.” He lowered his head in shame.

“You are certainly going to pay for this, now come here and get over my knee.” I demanded, as I pointed to my lap.

He hesitated, but I couldn’t show him any weakness.

“Now!” I shouted.

He quickly scurried over and awkwardly laid across my lap as Beth got into position to watch. I could feel the smooth plastic chastity cage wedging between my thighs, as well as see the wide black base of his butt plug pointing up at me from between his cheeks. I had brought a hairbrush from my bedroom to use on him, and kept it hidden from his view until now. Before he could even get himself comfortable, I brought the brush down on his soft bottom, HARD!

“Owwwwwwwwww!!!!!” He screamed loudly, struggling to wiggle away.

I am a little stronger than he is and held his arms behind his back, rendering him helpless to escape me. His desperate screams were too loud for me to be comfortable with, fearing that someone would hear him from outside, but I got an idea!

“Beth, let me have your panties. I know just what to do with this little cry baby!” I ordered, holding out a hand to her as he continued to struggle to get away.

Beth looked unsure about the idea at first, but reluctantly stepped out of her shorts to give me her panties. As she handed them to me, I noticed that they appeared soiled and even smelled a bit musky, probably the same ones that she wore after being fucked by my strapon earlier. It only heightened my desire to use them all the more, so I wadded them up and prepared to stuff them into Timmy’ mouth.

“Open. OPEN!” I demanded.

He did, and I stuffed them in fully, muffling his cries. His face became distorted, and it was easy to tell that he thought that the taste of the soiled panties was quite unpleasant. I continued my assault on his ass as Beth watched, standing beside me bottomless.

“Will you ever go into my private things again?”

Smack!

“Mmmmmmmmfff!” He gave out a muffled scream.

“Will you ever disobey me again?”

Smack!

“Mmmmmmmmfff!”

“Will you always worship me and do whatever I ask without hesitation?”

Smack! Smack! Smack!!!!!

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmfff!!!!”

With his ass cheeks now crimson red, I pushed him off of my lap to let him fall to the floor. He laid in the fetal position sobbing at my feet, but I was in no mood to give him a moment to recover.

“Get up!” I ordered.

He struggled to get to his feet, as tears streamed down his cheeks. Once up, he stood before me choking back tears, with his gag still in place. That was the first time that I noticed that his nipples were visibly changing! They were beginning to look puffy and stood out slightly. This would give me encouragement to continue his transformation now that I knew that the hormones were working, as well as a more urgent need to hasten the process, as well. 

“Take those panties out of your mouth and put them on, now!” I ordered.

Neither he nor Beth could believe my last command, so I had to demonstrate that I meant business by giving him another good hard smack with the brush.

“Owwwwwwwww!”

That got him moving, as he quickly took the panties out of his mouth and held them in his hand, looking like a wrinkled wet ball, then he stretched them back into shape before stepping into them. He had no trouble getting the lacy pink bikinis over his own boyish round bottom, as it is much smaller than Beth’s ample tush.

“So, what do you think Beth? I think that they are exactly what he needed! Now Honey, I think you should thank our neighbor for allowing you to wear her panties!” I said.

He looked totally humiliated to be standing in front of our neighbor wearing her soiled panties, as he sniffed and wiped tears from his eyes, while crying uncontrollably. They looked disgusting on him, after having just been in his mouth, wrinkled with wet blotches from his saliva. I needed him to accept wearing them, even if only temporarily, in order to break him, so that I can begin work on feminizing him. Finally, he began to speak as he choked back his tears.

“Thank you for allowing me to wear your panties, Mistress.” He said to Beth.

Beth gave him a wry smile, knowing that she too has power over him. She had him step away and twirled her finger for him to turn, so that we could get a better view of him to analyze this new-look. Because the bikini panties are designed to cover a smaller area in front, they had to stretch over his little cage tightly, giving it an easily identifiable bulge showing the outline of the plastic as well as the tiny brass lock above.

“Does he always cry like that, Jen? What a little sissy you are!” Beth said, as she taunted him. “He cries just like a girl. Now he even looks like one too! He can wear my panties every day if it means that we don’t have to look at his teeny little penis anymore. Looks more like a clit than a penis if you ask me!”

She reached down and grabbed his crotch to give his balls a squeeze.

“There, doesn’t it make you feel better now that we don’t have to look at you naked? This will be an ongoing part of your punishment for disobeying me. I’m going to find you some nice panties that are more fitting for bad boys, I mean girls, like you, and you will wear them each day until I am sure that you have learned your lesson! If you do anything to disappoint me again, I will increase the time that you will be required to wear them. Is that clear?” I asked, as I tapped the brush into my palm.

“Yes Mistress.” He said, too humiliated to make eye contact.

“Good! Now, come here and properly thank me, and if you do a good enough job, I will let you thank Beth in the same way!” I ordered, as I raised my feet up onto the chair to expose my naked cunt to him under my dress.

He quickly got down and crawled up between my legs to eat my pussy, which had been dying for relief since my shoe store experience. As he lapped the juices from my cunt, my head spun thinking about spreading my legs to offer myself to a stranger, as I had just a very short while ago. I truly believe that if the clerk had gone down on me then, that I would have lost it and let him go all the way with me, as I now imagine that it is he and not my husband servicing me now. 

My mind went in a million different directions on how I was going to proceed, now that the hormones were beginning to take effect. It wouldn’t be long before he notices the changes in his body and senses that there may be a problem.

Timmy did a wonderful job in bringing me to orgasm with his little pantied bottom raised in the air behind him, like the sissy that he has become! This made me wonder if it were to please me or if this added humiliation is getting him off, and please himself. Once done with me he went to Beth, still bottomless and waiting on the sofa in the same position as myself with legs spread in anticipation, and pleasured her as well. I could hear her moaning as he devoured her cunt, while I went to my bedroom to sort through my recent purchases, where I spent the rest of my afternoon.

We had dinner in silence later, as he tried to cope with this new idea of wearing women’s panties around the house. Afterwards, he cleaned the dishes while I went into my office to see what he had been up to on his laptop all day while I was gone. I had set him up with a cue of websites about hotwives cuckolding their sissy husbands, and was delighted to find that he not only went to all the sites that I had left him, but he found some of his own that were much more extreme!

Most showed the cuck servicing their wives in much the same way that I had him pleasure me today. The ones that did surprise me were the ones where the husband was required to dress even more as a woman around the house, with some transforming completely and willingly. It was becoming almost too easy for me at this point, as he now seems to anticipate what is in store for him next! It makes me wonder if all of this hasn’t been his desire all along, and I am just helping him to accept it.

I had an idea to punish him further tonight, and set him up to watch some new videos on his laptop that will set the mood. When I went back out to the living room, he was already watching something as he sat in his pink panties. He would need some additional time to view them, so I went into the bedroom and put on the black leather dominatrix outfit that I had worn the past couple of weekends, and arranged some toys to be used later.

When I came back out to the living room wearing my leather outfit, Timmy saw what I had on, and watched me as I made myself comfortable in my chair. As I sat and checked emails on my iPad, I could feel his continuous gaze upon me. His eyes appeared filled with lust and I knew that he would be at my feet at the snap of my fingers, but I ignored him, causing him even more frustration.

After a time, I decided to break the ice.

“That was nice of Beth to allow you to wear her panties at the spur-of-the-moment like that, don’t you think?” I asked, without looking up from my iPad.

I had been monitoring exactly what he viewed on his laptop, so I knew that it was surely getting him worked up.

“Yes Mistress, that was nice of her but I think that they really need to be washed.” He replied, as he looked down at the stain on the front.

“Would you like for me to call her and tell her that you said that?” I asked, as I looked up.

“No! Please! I’m sorry, but I just thought that they would look a little better if they were fresh, that’s all!” He exclaimed.

“So you like wearing them then?”

“Yes Mistress. I mean, I will wear them if you want me to, but it is really embarrassing! I mean if anyone were to see me like this…..what am I to say?” He fretted.

“How will anyone see you unless you want them to? Would you like someone other than Beth and I, to see you like this? I could arrange that, you know. I’m sure that Tony will come over in a heartbeat to see you like this. Should I call him?” I teased.

“NO! I mean, please don’t! He is the last person that I would ever want to see me like this. I will do anything, but please don’t ever tell him!” He pleaded.

“Okay, if you always do as I say I won’t, but if you disappoint me, you may just be in for a surprise later. Is that clear?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Okay, I want you to go and take a shower and remove your plug, you won’t need it again tonight. Put the panties in the hamper, you can wash them with the laundry tomorrow. When you are finished, I will be waiting in the bedroom with a surprise. Can you do all that?”

“Yes Mistress, thank you!” He exclaimed, as he headed for the bathroom.

I was not quite sure that he was going to get the surprise that he was expecting, as I headed for the bedroom to devise my plan!

After a while I was getting things ready when I heard him coming nearer, so I dimmed the lights just as I saw his silhouette in the doorway. He was naked but for his cage and began to walk toward me. Disappointment showed on his face immediately when he noticed the strapon chastity harness waiting for him on the bed.

“Jen, uh, Mistress, I thought that I would be allowed to fuck you tonight. It’s been a long week for me, like this.” He pleaded.

“You don’t think that you can please me with that tiny little thing of yours, do you? I” ll make a deal with you. If you fuck me really hard and make me cum, then I will unlock you and give you a big surprise afterward. Would you like that?” I asked, as I began to put the belt of the harness around his waist.

“Yes, Mistress.” He replied.

I think that this type of harness is the perfect compliment to a cock cage, for the wife of a cuckold husband. As I said before, it is worn much like a strapon for a dominant woman to wear, but it is designed to wrap around a male’s chastity cage, allowing a woman pleasure while assuring that he receives none for himself. I have had him use this on me quite often lately, as the eight-inch rubber dong feels much better inside of me than his little four inch penis.

I climbed up on the bed for him to mount me doggy style, and with the added incentive that he will be rewarded if he pleases me, he fucked me with gusto! I could feel the leather harness slapping my ass as he buried the rubber phallus fully into my cunt. It was exactly what I needed after being in a heightened state of arousal for the entire day. I rubbed my clit as he fucked me and it didn’t take me long to orgasm. As I did, I collapsed on the bed as he lay on top with the dildo still buried inside of me.

After a few moments I felt him slowly withdraw, and I got up from the bed. My plan was to be sure that I got to cum myself, before moving on to the next step, knowing full well that he will still be anxious, awaiting his turn. I removed the harness from his waist and had him remain standing by the bed.

I had purchased some items at the adult toy store earlier in the week and put them all in my private drawer out of his sight, which is why I punished him for retrieving the harness for Beth. I’m hopeful that he didn’t snoop to see what else was in there, and I am still fairly confident that what I have in store for him will be a surprise.

“Turn around.” I ordered, and he responded by turning his naked back toward me.

The first thing that I did was to put a mask over his eyes to blindfold him. I could see him smile as he thought that he was going to enjoy what was to come, and had him put his hands behind his back, cuffing them without any protest at all.

As he wiggled his arms in a mock attempt to get free of his new restraints, I sat on the bed and turned him toward me. He must have thought that he had died and gone to heaven, as I unlocked his cage and freed his stiffening little dick. I played with his balls and couldn’t resist sucking on his tiny member for a moment, as he moaned with pleasure. When I thought that he was near ready to cum, I stopped. It had been a while since he last ejaculated, so I knew that he would cum very quickly, and I couldn’t have that!

I left him standing there with his hips rocking back and forth, in a futile attempt for me to continue as I prepared myself for him. He crooked his neck when he heard me open the forbidden toy drawer and removed a second strapon that was kept near the bottom, and should have been out of sight to him when he was in the drawer earlier.

I put it on and checked the mirror. It gave me quite a rush to see myself standing with a ten-inch black cock menacingly pointing out from between my legs! Posing as I checked myself out from different angles, it made me look exactly like the dominatrix that I desired to be, and matched perfectly with the leather outfit that I was already wearing.

When I turned back toward Timmy, I found his dick standing straight out as he anticipated the surprise yet to come as I spoke softly into his ear.

“Honey, tell me you love me.” I asked, as I gently ran my fingers along the underside of his penis.

“Mmmm, I love you!” He answered.

I continued teasing his dick.

“Enough to do anything for me?”

“Yes, anything.”

“We thought you looked really cute wearing Beth’s panties today, and I have to tell you that it got me super hot. I hope that you won’t mind if I ask you to wear panties from now on for me. It will be our little secret of course, and it will really disappoint me if you were to say no.” I whispered passionately in his ear, as he tried in vane to make better contact between his penis and my hand.

“I will, if you wish.” He replied, without giving it any thought.

“That’s a good boy! Now just lie back and I’ll give you your reward.” I said softly.

I covered the large black dong with KY, and had him lie back on the bed, raising his legs to find his pink hairless anus ready and waiting, anticipating what was to come as the blindfold kept him oblivious to it all. Pushing a lubricated finger into his ass, I spread the KY into and around it to loosen his asshole, getting his attention. Slowly I moved the smooth bulbous head of the large dong around the opening as he moaned with pleasure, unaware of what it was. Delicately pressing it against his orifice, his asshole soon relaxed and allowed the head to enter.

“Unh unh ohhhhhhhhhhh!” He uttered, as he felt the head pass his sphincter.

His dick was pointing straight up as he lay bound with his feet raised high in the air like a woman. I slid my fingers up and down his shaft lightly as I continued to work the large dildo into my husband’s asshole a little at a time. Having him wear the large butt plug regularly was paying off in dividends, as he showed no sign of pain as it slid in an inch deeper with each thrust of my pelvis.

“This is what you’ve been wanting all along, isn’t it?” I cooed, as half the shaft has already disappeared into his hungry rectum.

“Mmmmmm!” He acknowledged, obviously showing no sign displeasure to what I was doing to him.

“Oh, you do like that, don’t you?”

I nearly had the entire rubber dong in him, and he still showed no sign of resistance as I continued to softy run my fingers up and down his own little shaft. He hasn’t cum in nearly a week now and could spurt at the slightest touch, as I continued to edge him by bringing him close then letting go completely, before he could ejaculate.

He would grunt and raise his hips up toward me in frustration each time that I would stop touching him, and it was driving him crazy. Once its full length was in completely, I slowly began to work it in and out of his rectum. It was amazing to me that he was able to get the entire thing up inside of him, but he took it all with ease. I wanted him to enjoy it as a reward as opposed to punishment, with my final plan being that this will become something that he would desire regularly.

“Mmmm, you have wanted me to do this to you right along, haven’t you?” I asked softly.

“Oh yes!”

“You do understand that I’m doing all this for your own good, don’t you? I dress sexy for you, I buy you toys so that you can enjoy me fucking your ass, and I even allow you to lick your hot neighbor’s cunt! Don’t you love me?”

“Ohhh yes, I love you. Mmmmmm!” He moaned, as I began fucking his ass in long deep strokes.

“Oh, I want so badly to be able to tell you everything so that there will be no secrets between us, but I must be sure that you are okay with it first. Don’t you agree?”

“Yes, Mistress. Unh Unh.” He replied, as I increased my tempo.

“Would you like to hear what your darling wife does sometimes when you are not with her?” I continued edging him by running my fingers up and down his shaft, again stopping when he seemed about ready to cum.

“Yes Mistress, I would like to hear.”

“When I was shopping earlier, I noticed several men checking me out in my little mini dress. It gets me so hot to know that men desire me, and without my panties on, I get twice as hot. The fact that they are so close to seeing my naked pussy without their knowing it drives me nuts!”

I was giving him deep strokes, as he arched his back upward to allow me even more access.

“Honey, now don’t be mad, but your sweety of a wife did something really naughty today, that I have to share it with you.” I said innocently.

“Unh unh unh, Oh Baby, unh, what is it? What did you do? Please tell me. Unh…..”

“Well Honey, when I went to buy shoes today I had a very nice man come over to wait on me. You remember that little Summer dress that I was wearing? Well, I had forgotten the fact that I had left my panties home and the poor man got a glimpse of my sweet pussy when he was helping to put on my shoes. Does that make you hot Baby, to know that another man saw your wife’s pussy today?”

“Oh yes! Unh unh unh...” He panted.

By edging him I was driving him absolutely crazy! Each time that he was close to cumming, I would deny him by letting go of his penis, leaving it twitching in the air. The longer that I could keep him this way, the more he was willing to submit to anything that I asked. 

“I’m so happy to hear that you feel that way Sweety, because it made me super hot too! The fact that a stranger was looking right at my naked pussy made me as horny as hell! Honey, I have to confess that something happens to me when I get that way. I don’t know what it is, or how to even explain it, but I think that my vagina has a mind of its own and takes control over my body at times. It gets all wet and I feel flush, like I’m going to faint!”

I watch his little dick twitching up and down as I let it go once again, and waited for it to stop before I continued.

“My little pussy began to gush and I knew that I was going to lose it right there in the store! Can you imagine how I felt, to need to orgasm that badly while be so far from home? It was nearly unbearable. That’s when I opened my legs for him to see me fully. I just couldn’t help myself! Please understand when I tell you that I needed to be fucked really bad, right then and there! Honey, can you picture that? It wasn’t just a quick flash either. I left myself wide open for him to see just how wet my pussy was getting for him! Just think about it Honey, while you were here doing housework, your wife was out in public spreading her legs for strangers!”

“Oh God!!! Let me cum, please!!!” He screamed.

“Honey, he asked me to go into the back room with him. I could see the outline of his thick cock getting hard in his pants and knew that he wanted me badly. Here I was with my legs spread wide open for a man that I have never met before, and he wanted to fuck me right then! My God, can you understand how I felt?”

“Yesssss! Fuck me harder! Ohhhhhh!”

I laid on top of him to speak softly into his ear as I felt his hard little dick pressing between our bodies.

“Baby, you have no idea how much I needed to fuck him right then, but first you have to tell me that you wouldn’t mind if I did. Please, tell that it would be okay with you if I had fucked him. Please?” I whispered.

“Oh God, yes! Did you? Did you fuck him?”

“No Honey, not this time, but I needed to know that you would understand why I would have to, if I did. I can’t control myself any longer when I get that way, but I don’t want to keep secrets from you either. Will you still love me if I let another man fuck me when I need it? Would you like to see another man’s nice big cock filling your wife’s pretty pussy?”

He was close to cumming, but I wanted his answer first.

“Unh unh. Yes, I want to see you fucking another man! Unh. Oh, my God! Please, yes!!! Unh Unh Unh.”

“Thank you, Dear.” I said, as I gave him a kiss on the cheek.

Continuing my assault on his ass, I rose up and started to jerk his hard little penis between my fingers and thumb, when suddenly his body stiffened. His hips rose, and knew that he was ready to cum, when I suddenly let go of his dick one last time as it began to spurt, ruining his pent-up ejaculation! That caused his hips to buck wildly, trying in vain to have me complete my task, as he whimpered like a sissy.

I showed no sympathy and had no intention to help him, instead I placed my hand under his dick to collect what shot from it. Being a week removed from his last ejaculation he was able to release quite a bit, but without most of the satisfaction that goes along with it! I milked whatever remained once it stopped jerking, being sure not to waste a drop before finally letting it go. It may have seemed cruel, but I thought it a necessary evil to his development to becoming a cuckold husband, no longer requiring any satisfaction of his own as he focuses solely on the pleasure of his loving wife instead. 

He remained silent with his legs in the air and wrists cuffed behind him, with the black phallus still deep inside of him, I leaned forward to whisper in his ear.

“Open up Baby! I have some yummy cum for you!” I said sweetly.

He opened his mouth wide to allow me to pour in his thick warm semen from my cupped hand, swallowing hard before eagerly opening again for more. I covered his mouth with my hand to allow him to clean the rest, and felt his tongue eagerly licking it off of my palm. As he was licking his lips, I laid on top of him with the full ten inches of the strapon still buried deep inside of his rectum. It was the first time that my husband had been sodomized, and I was surprised at how easy it was for him to accept it.

“Did you like that Honey? Was it exactly what you have always wanted?” I asked him softly into his ear.

“Yes, it was. Thank you, Honey.” He replied, still lying helplessly beneath me.

“I’m so glad to hear that, Baby, because I want to make this a part of our relationship going forward. From now on, I want you to always feel something inside of you whenever you cum. Does that make you happy, to know that your ass will be fucked regularly?”

“Mmmm, yes.” He cooed.

“And you did say that you don’t mind that I go out and allow other men to see my naked pussy? Your wife’s pussy? They want to fuck me Honey, they all do, and it gets me so fucking hot knowing that! It gets me hot just thinking about it, and I just can’t get my mind off of it anymore. It is on my mind constantly everywhere that I go. Please tell me that you would understand if I lose control, and let another man have me. Knowing that I have your blessing would be a great relief to me, and I promise that I will always share every detail with you, but only if you really want me to tell you.”

Timmy was still bound and blindfolded with ten inches of thick black rubber buried deep in his ass, as I awaited for him to say those words that I have been so longing to hear.

“Yes Mistress, I do want other men to fuck you. I know that I’m not the kind of man that deserves to have you like that, and I really want you to be happy. Just be honest with me when you do, okay?” He confessed.

I gave him my deepest kiss ever, tasting his semen as my tongue probed his mouth. He had just given me the green light to let other men have my pussy, which will open the door for me to explore endless possibilities. It was also a sure bet that the videos that he has been watching constantly every day, has had the proper effect on him, assuring me that what he said was truly what he desired.


Chapter 14- Nothing lets you know that a man loves you more than when he is wearing your panties!

As a reward for agreeing to allow my infidelity, I gave him the option that night on whether he would prefer to wear his cage to bed as usual, or remain cuffed with his penis free so that he couldn’t touch himself. He chose the latter, so for the first time in a while he wore no cage or anal plug to bed at all.

The following morning I got a new chastity device from my drawer, and put it on him before he woke up. This one was the new CB6000s, with the “s” meaning small. I had noticed that when he wore Beth’s panties his old cage made a larger bulge than I thought necessary, so I bought him this smaller one which barely shows at all. I believe that the lack of comfort that my husband will experience will be more than made up for by the aesthetics of not having such an unsightly protrusion within his panties.

I went through my lingerie draw and found a nice pair for him to wear and laid them out on the bed along with his anal plug. He awoke to find that his wrists were still bound behind him, and that he was now wearing a different chastity device, as well.

“Good morning sleepy head! I didn’t want to wake you, but I just couldn’t resist surprising you with a present. Surprise!” I chuckled, as I jiggled his new cage.

“Is that really as small as it looks?” He asked, as he craned his neck to get a better view.

“Of course! You didn’t need all of that wasted space in there, anyway. Now roll over and I’ll uncuff you so that you can clean yourself up and get started with your chores. I left you a nice pair of my panties to wear when you’re done, and don’t forget your plug! We can’t leave your little tush feeling left out, can we?” I smiled and left him alone to analyze his new situation, as I went off to make breakfast.

I figured that if I wasn’t there with him, he couldn’t complain, but now I had to see if he would comply with the orders given. After a while he walked into the kitchen naked, but for the panties that I had left him on the bed. It gave him the exact look that I was aiming for!

“Wow Honey, look at you! Turn around. Oh yeah, that looks great! My panties fit you pretty well and the bulge is hardly noticeable. I’m sure that it will make you feel much better working around people in the office without showing any sign of a bulge in your pants, and having them mistaking you for a real man.” I said in an effort to embarrass him, as he just stood staring down at it. “You’re welcome. Now sit and eat!” I ordered.

It was true that the new cage barely showed within his tight panties, but the base of the plug in his ass was a different story. I was pleased that he was able to insert the monster into his rectum, but wondered how he would be able to sit now that it was in.

He didn’t say a word as he ate breakfast, and I didn’t mention anything that we had discussed the previous night. I was just hoping that he wouldn’t go back on his word or decide to end the game!

I couldn’t help but to keep glancing over at his nipples, and could see that it wasn’t just my imagination that they were indeed changing. It was quite obvious that they were becoming puffy and I began to wonder if he noticed that himself. We would have to do something about that soon, but I wasn’t convinced that he was ready to accept what I had ultimately planned for him.

After breakfast, I went into my office to set up his laptop with websites and videos for his next step, as he was sent off to do the laundry. He already demonstrated that he enjoys me pegging him with the strapon and is now wearing women’s panties. I now have to coerce him into becoming more of the sissy boy, that I know that he truly is deep inside. If I can get him to accept it as his new life, and not just a game, the rest will be easy.

I loaded his laptop with sites about sissy hypnosis, with the hope that if he watches them constantly they will have a lasting effect on him. Once I was done, I decided that I should give Beth a call to fill her in on my progress.

Ring! Ring!

“Hello?”

“Good morning Beth! How’s everything on your end?” I asked.

“Oh, just hanging out with Tony. You know what I mean.” She replied.

I could tell that Tony was nearby, and she didn’t want him to eavesdrop on our conversation.

“Same here. Would you like to come with me? I have a few errands to run.”

“Sure thing. When are you leaving?”

“Probably in an hour or so. Got a few things to do here first.”

“That will work out fine. Stop over when you’re ready!” She said excitedly.

I went and took a shower after leaving my clothes out on the bed for Timmy to see. They consisted of a pair of well-worn jean shorts, a thong, and white tube top. When I came out from my shower, Timmy was there waiting to watch me dress. This is his normal routine, but I can’t be sure if he does this because he is actually interested in seeing what I wear, or if he enjoys the feeling of humiliation that he gets by watching his wife dress to please other men whenever she goes out.

He watched as I pulled the thong up between the cheeks of my ass and put on the cutoff jean shorts. They were something that I probably should have thrown out years ago, but couldn’t get myself to do it, as the snap was a little harder to fasten than I remember and is probably too tight to wear these days. It is worn nearly white in some places and cut so short that the front pockets hang out, fitting snugly in the crotch and ass. The white tube top stretched over my tits causing my nipples to stand out prominently. It would be hard for anyone not to notice that I was braless, this is probably the most provocative outfit that I have worn out of the house so far.

“I’m going out with Beth. Did I leave you with enough chores to keep you out of trouble?” I asked, as I put on a pair of sandals.

“Yes Mistress. Will you be long?” He asked.

“I don’t know. Why?”

“Just wondering. Never mind.” He murmured.

I didn’t need to give him an explanation, figuring that he was thinking about what we talked about last night and wondering if I was already planning to find some guy to fuck me. It wasn’t something that I had planned, but I understood why he would think that way.

When I rang our neighbor’s doorbell, Tony answered. He stepped aside to let me in, and as I passed I noticed that he was wearing a tank top with a pair of silk gym shorts, which looked a little small on him. I wondered if he put them on when he found out that I was coming.

“Hi Jen. Looking good as always!” He complimented, examining my outfit.

“Hi Tony. Beth about ready to go?” I asked, as I looked around for her.

“She’s just putting on her face and will be out on a few minutes. She told me that the two of you were just going shopping. Are you sure that is all that you’re doing?” He said, as he backed away for a better look at me.

I could feel my nipples harden right away, and there was certainly no way for me to hide them, so I was forced to let him look. His shorts appeared to be at least one size too small and it wasn’t difficult to see a significant bulge growing inside. He caught me staring and there was no way to deny it!

“See something you like down there?” He asked with a smirk, as he grabbed his cock through the stretchy material.

I didn’t want Beth to come out to find me flirting with her rugged husband, so I had to come up with something fast.

“Does your wife know that you like to show off your cock to other women?” I asked him directly.

Apparently this took him off guard. So, between my bold question and the fact that I wasn’t going to just passively allow him to tease me, he backed down and excused himself. I figured that he didn’t want Beth to see him with a hard-on, practically exposing himself to me.

When Beth came out she quickly noticed what I was wearing and paused to check me out.

“My goodness Jen, you look hotter every day! I don’t think that Tony would ever let me wear some of the things that you’ve been wearing lately. Is this part of the plan for controlling Timmy?” She asked.

“I don’t know. A little maybe, but mostly I do it for myself. It makes me feel good to look nice and have people notice. Do you think it's too much” I asked as looked down to examine myself.

“No, not at all. You can get away with wearing things like that better than I can. I do have to say that you’ve changed quite a bit lately and I can’t wait to see where this is all going.”

“I wouldn’t worry about Tony letting you dress sexier. He’s not one to judge what you should wear.”

“What do you mean?” She asked.

I didn’t want tell her what her husband has been up to with me when she isn’t around, or what I suspect him to do when he’s out, so I decided to drop it for now.

“Oh, nothing, I just meant that you would look great dressing up, that’s all.” I said, as we got into my car to head off and talk.

“Okay, I just have to tell you about last night!” I said excitedly, once the car was on the road.

“What happened?”

“First I had him fuck me good with that harness. That has to be about the best thing that I ever bought in my life!” I exclaimed.

“I know! What a wonderful idea, right?”

“I love it. Anyway, I wanted to make damn sure that I got to cum first. You know how men are, once they’ve shot their load!”

“Believe me, I know all about it!” She laughed.

“He was disappointed that I was making him use it instead of allowing him to put his dick in me, so I promised him a surprise if he fucked me good with it, and I have to say that it worked! Once I was taken care of, I blindfolded him and cuffed his hands behind his back.”

“Tony likes to use them on me sometimes, but he would never allow me to put them on him. He wants to be in control at all times.”

“I think I can see that in him.” I assured. “Well, I had bought my own strapon with a nice big dong attached, so I raised his legs and put it right up his ass like he was a woman! I thought that he would complain that it hurt, so I took it really slowly, hoping that he might enjoy it.”

“Well? Did he?” She asked.

“Fuck yeah! He loved it! I already told him that from now on he has to have something in his ass any time that I allow him to cum. I want him to associate the two together, where it will now be just part of his new life. He promised that he would. I can’t believe how easy this is all turning out!”

“Holy shit! So he wants you to peg him from now on?” She asked.

I caught her rubbing her pussy through her jeans unconsciously as I spoke, causing me to want to do the same along with her.

“Yes, he really likes it! I want to stop at the porn shop and pick up some more toys or maybe a larger butt plug for him while we’re out, if you don’t mind.”

“I would love to! I’ve never been inside one of those places, so this will be great!” She gushed with excitement.

“Good! I’ll show you around. Having him wear the butt plug all day keeps his asshole prepared if I ever want to put something else up there. He’s ready for the jumbo size now and I’ll also pick up a larger dong to use once I feel that he can take it.” I explained.

I continued. “I left out a pair of my panties for him, and he is wearing them right now. They look really cute on him, making him look more like a little girl than a boy! I also got him a smaller chastity cage which is barely visible inside of the panties. My question to you is, when should we approach him about the hormones? I don’t know if you noticed, but I can see him changing. His breasts are starting to grow a little and his nipples are looking puffy, I want him to be okay with this before he gets to the point of no return.”

Beth thought for a minute.

“It looks like things are taking care of themselves at this point. If you were to continue on this path, it seems inevitable that he will soon be more than willing to go along with it. That’s a big step for him to take, so I would give it just a little more time, and maybe he will make that decision for you. I would bet that you could find some of that hypnotherapy for him to watch that would make him desire this change for himself and possibly even suggest feminization as his own idea to you.” She advised.

As we pulled into the lot for the adult toy store I looked over at Beth and found a nervous excitement on her face, looking around cautiously to be sure that she wasn’t seen as we walked toward the door. Once inside, Beth was fascinated by what she saw! Her eyes lit up when I showed her some of the oddities that they had out on display, like the huge horse-like dongs, molded from the cocks of real thoroughbreds, as well as butt plugs nearly the size of footballs! Timmy isn’t ready for that quite yet, but I do have to admit that the thought of having him stuff one up his skinny little ass was intriguing to me!

It was easy to see that she was getting worked up as she studied the different sex toys available while she unconsciously rubbed her pussy through her jeans. I took her hand and walked her over to the where the exotic and role-playing outfits were located. There was bondage gear, leather outfits, and even little girl dresses for sissies.

She blushed as I held up a pair of crotchless panties with matching open tip bra to leave my nipples exposed under my top, for when I feel adventurous on my next shopping excursion. I just added them to what I was already planning to purchase without a second thought.

The one disappointment for me on this trip was the fact that we were the only two customers in the store. Being a Sunday morning I guess that I can understand it, but I really wanted Beth to feel what I had felt that first time when the man came to me wanting to fuck me in the video booths in back. In hindsight, it was probably all for the best that she felt comfortable this first time, so that she may want to come along with me again the next time.

Once we were done we headed home, discussing our next move on the way. I couldn’t wait to show Beth how Timmy looked in his new panties, and I especially wanted to see if he could put the new plug that I purchased, up his ass! We came in the front door to find him sitting on his sofa, engrossed in watching the videos that I had set him up with.

He didn’t notice us at first, and we caught him rubbing and pinching his nipples as he watched the videos, as though in a trance. When he saw us standing there, he quickly closed his laptop to keep us from seeing what he was up to. He stood up and Beth got to see him in his new panties.

“Aw, look how cute, you make such a pretty little girl! Best hope to never have to go to prison, or you will be one popular date! Or is that what you are secretly hoping for?” Beth teased.

His face turned bright red, but I’m not sure if it were caused by embarrassment of being seen this way or that Beth may be on the right track about his true desires.

“Beth, don’t you think that he looks better in the panties, rather than running around naked like he was?” I asked.

“Oh yes! A great improvement! I also love the way that it makes that little mouse size dick of his disappear. It looks just like a little clit now.” She said, as she scrutinized him.

“That is so funny! Timmy has a clit! Oh, that’s great. From now on we will all call it his clit……...come to think of it his ass can now be his pussy, so he now has a clit and a pussy, just like the rest of the girls! I love it!” We both started laughing uncontrollably as my husband had to endure standing before us in complete humiliation, with his hands placed in front of him to hide his shame. 

Before she went home that day I allowed her watch as Timmy struggled to fit the larger plug up his ass. At first, I had thought that it was only slightly larger than the one that he had been using, but when I placed them next to each other I could see a big difference.

I decided to have him put on a little show for us, so I went into the kitchen and got some plastic wrap and used it to cover the end of our coffee table, to protect it. As he removed his panties, while listening to Beth laughing at the size of his new cage, I lubed up the plug and sat it upright on the table. With me in my chair and Beth at the end of the sofa near him, I had him squat over it and lower himself, until it began to enter his anus. Being the trooper that he is, Timmy wouldn’t stop until he forced it in, encouraged by Beth telling him that he wasn’t man enough to take it.

As his “reward”, I had him lie on the floor to allow Beth to sit on his face to eat her out until she had a long overdue orgasm. I also had him bring her the panties that she left for him to wear, fresh out of the dryer, to take back home with her.

After she left, I went into my office and discovered that he had watched every one of the sissy hypno videos that I cued up for him. So far he has accepted and viewed just about everything that I have set up for him, with these being a very important next step. If this works, and he begins to act as sissies do in the video, then I will know that he is ready.

This next week will be make or break, as far as his transformation is concerned, and I will do whatever I can for it to become reality!

(Timmy has already sacrificed a lot for Jen, but the real question is, will he be okay with what she has in store for him next? She knows that the plan to bring him along slowly is working, however what she doesn’t know is whether or not he has a limit to just how far he is willing to go for her. As of now he is still Timmy in everyone’s eyes, but what will happen when he is asked to become someone different? Will he do it for love or for his own satisfaction, if he does it at all? The answer will be coming next!)


Chapter 15- My husband rides a rubber phallus as I watch!

I’m sitting here in my favorite chair as my husband Timmy sits across from me on the sofa. He is wearing his little chastity cage under a pair of pink panties that I had purchased for him recently, as he “secretly” watches porn on his laptop. How do I know what he is watching, you ask? Well, if you didn’t already know, I can tell exactly what he is watching at all times because I control what he sees through my iPad and computer. I had installed a spyware program that allows me to redirect any website that he is watching to whatever I choose. Tonight, I choose to have him watch videos of pretty sissy tgirls getting fucked in the ass by large black cocks!

Usually I will free him from his cage every weekend to allow him to ejaculate, but he pissed me off this past week, and is now midway through his second week of going without. I was playing a little game of tease and denial where I would get him nearly to the point of ejaculation and stop just before he came. It went on for a surprisingly long time, and he was really getting frustrated to the point that he was holding back tears.

I did this merely to break him for his own good, of course. He is much more attentive the longer he goes between discharges, and I was enjoying myself as I edged him, possibly a little longer than I should have. With tears in his eyes he pleaded with me to let him cum, but I decided to lock him back up in his chastity cage instead, and stop his whining.

Looking back, it was more just me being on my period, not wanting him to enjoy himself with me feeling so damned uncomfortable, as opposed to anything that that he did to deserve it. Don’t worry, I’m feeling much better now, thank you.

He got upset with me and started to pout, so I put him over my lap and gave him a torrid spanking until his bottom was burning. To add insult to injury, I cuffed his hands behind his back, blindfolded him, and had him sit on the sofa as I watched his favorite movie on the TV while he was forced to sit and listen.

This type scenario would have been considered inconceivable just a few short weeks ago, but both our lives have changed in a big way since. I don’t believe that I’m the cruel bitch that I appear to be, but all of this is new to both of us, and we are still learning how best to adjust to our new roles.

So, here we are quietly sitting in the living room looking at our electronics. I am wearing a night shirt and bottomless, while he ironically sits wearing a fresh pair of my panties. He had just showered and I had him remove his plug until bedtime, leaving his ass empty until then. I got up to retrieve something that I kept hidden from him in our bedroom, and carried it back out to where I was sitting. He looked surprised and watched as I took a ten-inch rubber phallus that I kept hidden in my secret drawer, and stuck it to the top of our glass coffee table by its suction cup base.

The large thick life-like dong was flesh colored and anatomically correct, with nice big balls, as it stood menacingly on the table facing the ceiling. I had purposely placed it on the narrow end of the table facing me, before going back to my seat without a word, as I totally ignored Timmy as a test to see if he would take the hint and do what we both wanted him to do with it.

All the websites that I programmed for him to view recently were of sissies getting their asses stuffed by huge cocks, and I knew that it wouldn’t take him long before he surrendered and needed the same for himself. He kept looking up at me, then to the dildo, and back to me again. I could see the wanton look in his eyes as he tried to fight it.

I noticed him rise from his seat, out of the corner of my eye, and come toward me. He stood looking down at the rubber phallus as though making a big decision. Finally, he nervously he slid his panties off and stood directly in front of me in only his cock cage.

Slowly he placed his hands down to each side on the table for support, and straddled it by spreading his legs and putting his feet to either side of the table, with the fake cock pointing up menacingly toward his pink asshole. I watched as he lowered himself down upon it, before rising a little and then down again, taking a little more each time.

When he finally had the entire thing up inside his rectum, a look of sheer ecstasy appeared on his face. There was my loving husband, looking into my eyes not three feet in front of me, sitting naked on a huge dildo without my even telling him to do it. He knew that I put it there for him, and came over on his own to put it up his ass! It couldn’t have been easier for me to coax him into doing it, and I knew that he wanted it as much as I did at that point. There is no way for him to deny that he wanted a real cock up his ass now, and I couldn’t wait to see that actually happen!

He began to ride the rubber cock while looking me right in the eye. The butt plug that he wears at night has stretched his asshole nicely, to the point that he no longer needs lubrication to put all but the largest objects in it. There isn’t the slightest pain as he now only feels pleasure in having something inside of him, filling his ass.

I am watching as he would rise up to the point where the dildo would be completely out of his ass, only to lower himself again so that his entire weight was on it, and it was buried to the base. He would then wiggle his ass, feeling the soft rubber ball sack wedged between his cheeks.

I thought about the cruel way that I had left him last weekend, and decided that this might be a good time to unlock him, so I removed the chastity devise as he continued his show for me. His little clit (our neighbor Beth started to call his small dick a clit last week, and I’ve been calling it that ever since) was as stiff as a board and bounced up and down along with him. I was about to allow him to masturbate, when I suddenly heard him grunt and watched as his face distorted.

With both hands still bracing himself on the coffee table, and nothing touching his penis at all, it began to spurt semen on its own! I had seen videos of this, but thought that it would have taken much more on his part to make this happen. His clit was bouncing around wildly allowing his cum to fly about in front of him, getting on the carpet, furniture, and even my own legs! After his week and a half of built up semen, it was no surprise to me that he came quickly and shot so much.

Once he had finished ejaculating, he put his full weight onto the dildo and let his body go limp. It was clear that he relished fucking his own ass with the dildo, as well as the results that he got from it.

“Honey, did you enjoy that? Did you like having a big cock in your ass, to make you cum?” I asked smiling.

“Mmmm yes.” He purred, as he opened his eyes to look into mine.

“Someday that will be a real cock in your ass, wouldn’t that be nice?” I asked.

He didn’t say anything, perhaps not wanting to confess his true desire to me, but I could tell. I then locked his clit back in its cage as he remained impaled on the phallus, watching. As he sat motionless, it gave me a moment to examine his development. It was becoming much more apparent that his breasts are growing as they appear to be shaped like little cones. I doubt that anyone that hadn’t seen them before would notice, but I have, and I’m certain that in due time he will too!

He was ordered to clean up his mess, as well as the dildo, as I sat basking in my glory of the importance of this to my plan going forward.


Chapter 16- Timmy looked really hot wearing my mini dress!

The following morning I laid out my work clothes on the bed for Timmy to view. They included a white button down blouse, a short tan wrap around skirt, and thigh high stockings. He is well aware that I will be going off to work again without panties or bra, as has been my routine most days of late. Once on, the skirt came to about mid thigh which is one of the shortest to date, as I slowly become more daring each week.

I was sitting at my desk daydreaming about watching some big rugged man fucking my husband’s cute little ass, when I heard a knock on my office door. I opened it to find that it was my coworker, Ken. He is a tall and handsome light skinned African American with bright hazel eyes, that really draw your attention.

“My goodness Jen, you seem to look better every day. Does your husband know that you dress this way for work?” He asked jokingly.

If he knew the real answer, I am sure that he would be in total shock.

“Oh, I don’t think that he would mind. He likes it when I look a little sexy.” I replied.

“Well, all I can say is that I do too, so you can keep him happy and the rest of us will reap the rewards!” He exclaimed, as he studied my outfit.

After giving me compliments, he got back to business, and we discussed a few items related to our jobs. Once that discussion was over, he went back to being casual again.

“Are you going to the Halloween party this weekend? I remember that you didn’t go last year.” He said.

“I was still fairly new here last year, and really didn’t know anybody. Are they any fun?” I asked.

“Hell yeah! Mr. Farnsworth has it at his house, and everybody dresses up. It gets pretty lively sometimes, after everyone gets a few drinks in them. When Farnsworth gets loosened up he is really a hoot to watch, as he hits on all the pretty women wearing their costumes. Can’t blame him, with some of them dressed in sexy little outfits. He always seems to get at least one of them to slip away into his bedroom with him. Most don’t even remember doing it by that point of the evening.” He said, with a laugh.

“Do these women bring their husbands?”

“Some do, but that doesn’t stop the old coot from hitting on them anyway. He usually goes for the sexiest ones first! So, what do you say? I’ll be there, so you can’t say that you won’t know anybody.”

“I’ll have to talk to my husband about it, but I think we will!” I replied.

We left it at that, and after Ken left I went back to my desk, and to my daydreaming. Now my mind was on the party and what I would do if Mr. Farnsworth were to hit on me there. Would Timmy stop me if he offered to take me into his bedroom, as it appears that he does at these events?

The thought kept running through my head, and I was getting myself worked up. I pushed my chair back and unsnapped the button keeping my wrap around skirt closed, moving the material to the side exposing my nylons and naked pussy. I touched my vagina with my middle finger, and brought it up find it to be wet with the juices building up within. I rubbed the slick substance between my finger and thumb as I thought about what to do next.

Ring! Ring! 

“Hello?” Timmy answered his cell without noticing that it was a FaceTime video call.

“Hi Honey, I was just thinking about you.” I said.

Once he noticed that it was a video call, he tried to hide it from the others working around him.

“Oh hi Jen, what’s up?” He asked, trying to sound casual.

“I just can’t get the thought of you fucking yourself with that big fat cock last night, out of my mind. It was so fucking hot!” I exclaimed.

“Shhhhhhh Honey! I’m working!” He said, as he got up and headed down the aisle toward the men’s room, for more privacy.

He checked to be sure that he was alone, and went into one of the stalls to sat down.

“Wouldn’t it be hot if everyone got to see you doing the things that I see? Oh Baby, I’m so fucking hot right now, see?” I pointed my camera down to allow him to see what I was doing with my pussy.

He looked shocked to see me sitting at my desk naked below the waist, masturbating with my heels wedged against the top corners. I have now called him several times while doing this, but now that he actually could view what I was doing, reality set in, as he watched four fingers working in and out of my dripping cunt.

“Honey, I can’t be doing this right now. Somebody might come in!” He whispered nervously.

“Show me that little clit of yours right now. I want to see for myself if you really want me to stop.” I demanded, as I continued to work my fingers in deeper.

He stood and took down his pants to allow me to see his little chastity device. It was easy to tell that his clit was getting hard as it pushed the small plastic cage out away from his body, in a way that looked to be quite uncomfortable. He now wears a CB 6000s which is much smaller than what he had worn previously, and it leaves little room for his penis to grow when aroused.

“Oh Honey, you’re all excited, aren’t you? Poor baby. It’s too bad that I can’t be there to let it out of it’s cage, but I’m sure that you’ll be happy to know that I’ll be able get myself off with no problem. It feels so fucking good. Can you see it?” I teased.

“Shhhh. Yes Baby, I can see it. I want to fuck you so bad!” He spoke quietly.

“Mmmm, that would be nice, but I hope that you don’t mean with that tiny little clit of yours, do you? I’m thinking more like having you do me with that strapon that I bought for you. That would really make me cum! Oh fuck, this feels so good!” I said, as I brought the camera in closer to my pussy for him to get a closeup view.

“Ken was just in my office a few minutes ago. He gets me fucking hot. I’ll bet that he has a real big cock in his pants! Someday, I hope that I might be calling you so that you can watch him fuck me. Wouldn’t that be hot, watching your darling little wife getting fucked by a big black cock, as you sit helplessly at your desk with your tiny clit locked up? Oh God! Oh God! I’m cumming! Ohhh Ohhh Ahhhhhhh!”

I came while screaming into the phone, as I buried my hand into my hot cunt right up to the knuckles. Suddenly, I heard the sound of a door closing on the other end of the phone!

“Hello? Is someone there?” I heard Timmy ask, but there was no reply.

“Is somebody there with you?” I asked.

“Oh fuck! I think that somebody had been in another stall and just left! What the fuck? I’ve got to go. Bye! Fuck!!!!!” He sounded frantic as he hung up.

If someone had been in there with him while we talked, then they could obviously hear everything that was said by both of us! When Timmy left the men’s room he looked around to see if he could tell who had been in there with him. By not knowing who it was, he was left with a knot in the pit of his stomach. Somebody knew his secret, and if the word got out he would be totally humiliated, if not worse!

When I got home that evening he was sitting on the sofa in just his panties, looking at his laptop. He quickly came and knelt before me as usual. I stepped forward, and as I stood before him I unsnapped the button on my skirt and removed it, leaving me bottomless but for my nylons. He then watched my naked ass walking away toward the kitchen to make dinner, as he obediently followed.

“So, did you find out who was listening in today?” She asked, as she went about making dinner.

“No Mistress. Nobody mentioned it to me, so I couldn’t tell who it was.” he replied, as he watched my bare bottom with hungry eyes.

“Did it excite you to know that someone in your office might know your secret?” I asked as I bent to put a meatloaf in the oven.

I didn’t hear an answer right away and turned to find him kneeling in silence. After a minute I repeated the question as I removed some dinner plates from the cabinet and put them on the table.

“Honey, did you hear me? You didn’t answer. Does it arouse you to think that someone knows what you really are?”

He just looked down at the floor.

“It does, doesn’t it?” I asked excitedly. “You want to be humiliated!”

He turned away in embarrassment.

“Oh Baby, it’s okay! This is wonderful news. To think that my husband gets off on humiliation is really a game changer for me, and will open up many new opportunities for us both. I felt sorry for you at times about some things that I’ve done lately, hurting your feelings and all, but now that I know that you get off on that kind of humiliation, I feel relieved. Thank you for being honest with me, I will keep this in mind moving forward.” I said, as I bent to kiss him on top of his head.

He gave me a little smile as finished up with dinner. We ate in silence, as I fantasized about our future, before resuming our conversation.

“While Ken was in my office today, he mentioned that the annual company Halloween party was coming up next weekend. I know that we didn’t go last year, but I think that it would be fun to try it this year.” I said, as I moved about the kitchen cleaning up, while Timmy watched hungrily as my bare pussy and ass passed by.

“Everyone gets into costume and has a good time. Might be nice for you to meet some of my coworkers. What do you say?” I asked, as I started the dishwasher.

“You know that I’m not crazy about those kinds of things. Do we have to go?” He asked.

“Well, I could always go alone if that’s really what you want.” I offered.

He had to think about it for a moment, but probably thought that he would be better off to be there to keep an eye on me, considering the way that I’ve been acting lately.

“Okay, I’ll go if you want me to. I don’t know what I would wear to something like that though.”

“Don’t worry Honey, I’ll find something just right for you.” I replied.

He never mentioned anything about what I had said about wanting to fuck Ken or what happened in the men’s room again either, so I figured I’d let them be. After dinner, I went into my office to see what he had been viewing when I got home, and was happy to find that he had been watching videos of sissy boys getting fucked in the ass by groups of hung black men.

Most of the twinks that were in the videos looked so much like girls that it was hard to tell the difference, until the camera panned down to their cocks. Some of them had tiny little cocks like Timmy, while others were quite impressive! Many were dressed as women or girls, and that is exactly where I was planning to go as the next step for my husband. I cued up the videos that I wanted him to see later, and went back out to the living room to watch a little television and monitor what he was viewing on his laptop.

As I sat, I wondered just how I was going to get him to accept wearing something feminine, to go along with the panties that he was already getting comfortable in. I got an idea, and went into the bedroom to set it up.

“Timmy Honey, will you come in here please?” I called to him, from the other room.

When he came in, I noticed right away that his little cage was stretching out against his panties, telling me that the videos were doing their job. I had laid three short dresses out on the bed for him to examine, that I picked up the previous weekend from a shop selling clubwear, with each one being shorter and more slutty than the last.

“Honey, help me pick out the ones that I should keep. I think that I only want two of them, but I just can’t decide which two. Which ones do you like?” I asked, as I made it appear that it was an important decision to make.

He looked at the three, and I could tell that he couldn’t believe that I would actually wear any of them! The first one was a sheer black v-neck Summer backless mini dress, which was the shortest dress that I could find in the store. The second was a beautiful red deep cowl neck backless with spaghetti straps. The final one was your basic little red backless mini, with it too being held up with one spaghetti strap around the neck.

“I have an idea. Here, hold this up while I take a look.” I gave him the black one first. “Mmmm, I don’t know. I would have to see it on. Hey! You wouldn’t mind trying it on so that I can see how it looks while wearing it, would you, Dear?”

He hesitated for a second, so I jumped right in and offered to help by slipping it on over his head. It fit him pretty well, but looked a little silly on him, so I took it back off before he could get a glimpse in the mirror. The second was a little better, but he doesn’t have a woman’s figure, and the cowl neck just doesn’t work without boobs, so it had to come off too. The final one was the red mini, and when I put that one on him I had to pause. With a little makeup and padding, I thought that he would look fantastic in it!

“There, what do you think?” I asked, as I turned him toward the mirror.

He stood in silence as he looked himself over. I could tell that it had some kind of effect on him, as he turned to view the dress from every angle.

“Do you like it?” I asked.

“Yes, I think that this would look nice on you.” He said, while studying himself.

“I’m still not sure. Why don’t we go back and watch a little TV, while I decide.” I said.

He began to take the dress off when I stopped him.

“No no no! I need you to keep it on so that I can see it. It isn’t doing me any good if I can’t!” I explained, as I took his arm, and walked him back to his seat on the sofa.

Without complaint, he sat down wearing my new red dress, while I watched him from my chair. I quickly found some videos and cued them to his laptop before he was able to open it. These were right in line with what I am working on now, depicting hot tgirls getting made up to look slutty in sexy short dresses.

I gave him plenty of time to get himself comfortable with wearing the dress and wanted to have him move around in it a little, so I asked him to make us each a drink. As I watched him walking around the house I felt as though I was there with another woman, he looked that good in it! He brought my drink back and handed it to me smiling pleasantly, which led me to believe that he didn’t mind wearing it, so I pushed it a bit further.

“Honey, I’m beginning to like the look of the dress, but I have to see how it will look with a couple more touches added to it. I hope you don’t mind. Here, come with me.” I said, as I led him back to the bedroom.

“Lets see now, yes these will work.” I said, as I took a pair of low heel shoes from my closet.

He allowed me to place them on his feet without a word. I chose those shoes because I didn’t want him to feel uncomfortable walking in high heels, and flats just wouldn’t cut it. Our feet are very close in size as are our dress sizes, so he had no trouble getting them on his feet. I had him stand in front of the mirror as I clipped off the tags, and while he looked himself over I stood behind him and put a necklace around his neck.

My God he was looking hot! I put my arms around his neck and kissed him on the cheek.

“So, what do you think?” I asked, while resting my chin on his shoulder, as I spoke to his reflection.

“Uh, yeah, looks okay I guess.” He replied, while obviously trying to hide his true feelings.

“I don’t know, maybe a little lipstick and eye shadow? Let's try it!” I said excitedly, as I hurried to get them.

He didn’t make a move to stop me, but instead, merely stared at his own reflection waiting for me to return. If he had any intention of stopping me from going any further, that would have been the time, but he didn’t.

I quickly came back with some lipstick, and sat him on the bed as I put it on him. Next came the eye shadow, eyeliner, and mascara. A little blush for color, and I backed away to see the results. He looked absolutely sensational! I turned him around toward the mirror, and the look on his face was indescribable. His eyes lit up like huge saucers, and I’ll bet that he couldn’t believe just how sexy he really looked!

“Hi beautiful! Want a date?” I asked, with a wink.

He smiled back and turned to look at himself again.

“We still haven’t seen you walk in the shoes yet. Let’s see what you’ve got.” I said, as I led him back out to the living room.

It took him a little effort although he was able to get around in them, but I figured that there will be plenty of time to work on the little things later. He spent the rest of the evening with the red dress on, and I just couldn’t resist looking over at him the entire time because I found it all so exciting! If only I had a wig, he would have easily passed for a hot young girl!

I just couldn’t hold back any longer and asked him to come over to stand in front of me. As he stood anticipating my next move, I reached up under his skirt to pull down his panties, before removing his cage with my key. His clit went right to attention as soon as it was freed, and I couldn’t keep myself from leaning forward and wrapping my lips around his tiny penis. I gave him the best blowjob that he has ever had, and for the first time in a while even let him shoot his load into my mouth!

Seeing him looking the way that he did have a surprising effect on me, and I thought that he deserved a treat for doing this, so I stood up and gave him a deep passionate kiss while passing his thick cum back into his mouth to share. He moaned and swallowed it down his throat greedily.

Later that evening, I reluctantly helped him to get out of the dress. He looked so attractive in it, that I didn’t want the night to end, so I asked him to leave the makeup on as he got ready for bed. When he returned from the bathroom, totally naked, he found me wearing my black Babydoll nightie standing beside the bed. I had placed another similar one, only in pink, out for him to see.

“Honey, I can’t believe how nice you look tonight, and I’m not kidding. I picked out one of my sexiest nighties for you to wear to bed. If you will do this one last thing for me, I promise that you can fuck me now, and I won’t lock you up again until morning. Doesn’t that sound good, Baby?” I said softly in his ear.

He looked down at the nightie and gave me a nod. I don’t think that he wished to admit to me that he wanted this too, but his hardening penis gave away his secret. I had him raise his arms and as soon as slipped the garment over his head, he quickly went to the mirror to see how it looked.

“Honey, I know that you are my husband, but there is something about seeing you like this that makes me want you more than I ever had. If you will allow me, I can do much more for you, and it will be our little secret. Would you like that?” I whispered, as he continued to stare at his reflection.

He didn’t answer, but his actions told me otherwise as we climbed into bed. I let him fuck me twice that night, and he lasted for quite a while each time. Unfortunately, he wasn’t able to get me to cum along with him, but that didn’t matter to me for a change. It was about him this time, and I wanted him to fully enjoy this most important stage of his transformation.

The following morning he remained in my nightie until he showered. We had cuddled all night, and the feeling of his smooth hairless body through the soft thin fabric of the nightie pressing up against me was sensational. When he returned to the bedroom he found me sitting on the bed beside the clothes that I had laid out for myself, while holding his chastity cage in my hand. Without hesitation, he stood right in front of me to allow me to lock up his little clit for another day.

I picked up a pair of my black lacy panties that I had laid out with my clothes, handed them to him, and watched as he stepped into them and pulled them up without question. He may have thought at first that I had put them out for myself, but yet again he will be the only one wearing panties to work, as I have become quite accustomed to going without.


Chapter 17-Tiffany’s confession!

While at work, I again couldn’t keep my mind off of the events of the past few weeks. Timmy has gone from being a lazy self centered male chauvinist, to now becoming a willing sex slave on the verge of allowing himself to be feminized and transformed into a woman. As close as he is to making this a complete success, we still have to get him to agree to seeing a doctor to receive the proper hormones needed. The pills that Beth has been getting for him have shown signs of working, but it would be best to have a professional step in to be sure that it will be safe, just as long as my husband agrees.

Ring! Ring!

“Hello?”

“Hi Beth, Jen. Got a minute?” I asked, over the phone.

“Sure! How are things going with your project?” She asked.

“You aren’t going to believe this! Last night I coaxed Timmy into wearing one of my new dresses! That was pretty easy, but then I was able to convince him to let me do his face too. Let me tell you something, he is going to become one hot woman if everything comes to pass!” I said excitedly.

“Oh, I wish that I could have seen that!” She exclaimed.

“Don’t worry, you will. I think that he really liked it. He already wears my panties full time, so I don’t think that it would be a stretch to get him to wear a dress around the house next. I will bet that with just a little more work, he could easily pass for a woman,! I just have to get him a wig on my lunch break. Get ready for a phone call tonight if I can get him to do it again. You have to see it to believe it!”

“Oh, that would be great! Is there anything that I can do?” She asked.

“Well, we have that other problem to deal with. The hormone pills are definitely working, but we should get a doctor involved to be sure that we are doing it right. The first thing that we must do is talk to Timmy about it, before we go any further. Do you know of any doctors that specialize in these things?” I asked.

“No, just what I have found online. I’ll see what I can find out and let you know later. This is all wonderful news!”

“I know! I’ll call you tonight.” I said.

“Okay, thanks! Talk to you later!”

I spent the rest of the day daydreaming whenever I could. Would he actually go along with a doctor giving him hormone shots and becoming feminized? So far, it has all been our private little sex game, but soon he will not be able to keep it a secret any longer, especially if he agrees to what we have planned for him. I didn’t make my usual phone call to him at his work to torment him, as I wanted him to still be happy with how things turned out, after agreeing to wear the dress. There will be plenty of time to tease him later, but for now I want him to remain content.

When I got home from work, he was sitting in my panties watching the sissy hypno videos that I cued up for him from my office. They must have been having quite an effect on him, as he was so engrossed that he didn’t even acknowledge that I was home. Not to disturb him I quietly went into the bedroom to change, when I noticed that my lingerie drawer wasn’t fully closed.

I was certain that it was when I had left in the morning, because I am a stickler for neatness and wouldn’t have left it partially open as it is now. When I looked inside I noticed some of the items had been gone through, and weren’t folded as I like. I knew that Timmy had been in there, and it got me excited to know that he might have tried some of them on while I was gone.

I didn’t mention it at dinner as he sat across from me naked, but for the panties that he wore. After we ate, I had him clean up the kitchen to keep him busy as I went into my office to see just what he had been watching on his laptop. I wasn’t disappointed as he was getting ahead of me by finding more of the sissy hypno videos on his own, after watching the ones that I left for him. Most of the videos showed sissies dressed like sluts or young girls, who will submissively raise their bottoms in the air for any man to fuck them, while confessing that their sole purpose in life is to be a receptacle for the cocks of real men.

Before I could cue up even more, I found that he was already back on his laptop watching more of the hypno videos. I decided to turn on the laptop’s camera and used a split screen to watch not only him, but what he was viewing at the same time. It was fun to see his reaction to some of them as he was transfixed on the screen in front of him. As he watched, he would constantly pinch his nipples and rub his crotch through his panties. 

When I came back out to the living room, he again seemed unaware of my presence, as he remained transfixed by what he watched on the screen. I sat in my chair and watched him touching his now sensitive nipples, and wondered if he understood why they felt differently now. How could he not know that I was there? It made me wonder if he was really being hypnotized, or just wanted me to catch him and reveal his true desires to me.

Without disturbing him, I went into the bedroom and searched through my closet for something that he may enjoy wearing. I found a nice flower pattern Summer mini that I thought would work well, and laid it out on the bed. I also added a pair of black thigh high nylons and four inch high heels, thinking that he will have to learn how to walk in them at some time anyway. I also decided to step things up once again and laid out a black Victoria’s Secret bra, with the hope that he would accept it, as well.

“Honey, can you come here please?” I asked, while standing in the doorway.

He snapped out of whatever trance that he was in, and closed the laptop. I could see that his little clit was pushing his cage out against his panties, telling me again that he was getting pretty worked up about what he had been watching. When he walked into the bedroom, he spotted the clothes that I laid out for him, and looked at me questioning whether they were for him. I simply nodded my head.

“Would you like to try them on? I think that you would look very sexy in them.” I said in a melodious voice.

He kept staring at them, knowing full well that this time there could be no denying that it would be his choice to make, and had to admit that he truly wanted this.

“Mistress? Jen, Honey. I’m not sure why, but I think that I would like that. That doesn’t make me gay or anything like that, does it?” He asked, while still staring.

“I don’t think so, but I’m not really sure, Dear. All I know is, that if you really want to wear these things, there is nothing wrong with it, and it’s fine with me if you do. In fact, I think that it’s really sexy. I mean that. You looked beautiful last night, and I think that you should keep going. You will always have me here for you.” I reassured him.

He stepped forward and picked up the dress to examine.

“Honey, let’s do this first” I said.

I picked up the bra and stood behind him. Reaching around him, I put it on while he watched himself in the mirror, with his hands down by his sides. Next, I rapidly pulled a bunch of tissues from the box and wadded them up to fill it out, he was now a “C” cup. I pressed myself against his back as I gave them a light squeeze as he watched.

I reached for the nylons and handed them to him. He stood before the mirror watching himself as he worked one and then the other stocking up his smooth legs. My pussy was already getting wet as he stood before me wearing only the black panties, nylons, and bra! I raised the dress over his head and let it slide down his silky smooth body, into place.

He turned his body to the left and to the right, as he admired his new-look in the mirror. I had him sit on the bed so that I could put on his shoes, and noticed that he still sits like a man, so that would have to be worked on later. I helped him to his feet, and we both checked out the results together.

“After we get your makeup on I don’t think that anyone will be able to tell that you’re not a real woman.” I said.

“There! I have to say that I’m a little jealous. You look prettier than me! What have you done with my husband?” I joked.

We both laughed, but I could tell that Timmy really enjoyed this. I told him to practice walking around in the heels, while I slipped away to call Beth. I made us a couple of drinks and I doubt that he even noticed that I had placed a third on the table for when Beth arrives.

Knock! Knock!

Timmy turned to me in panic when he heard someone at the door. I just sat down in my chair and took a sip from my drink.

“Are you ready to make your debut?” I asked, as I gave him a smile.

“I really don’t think I’m ready to see people! Can you get it please?” He pleaded nervously.

“Don’t worry, it’s only Beth. She really wants to see you, Honey!”

“I thought that this was going to remain our secret?”

“Well, actually it still is! Beth has shared everything with us this whole time, so it would be a shame to leave her out of this now, wouldn’t it? Besides, don’t you want her to see just how beautiful you really are?” I asked, as I motioned for him to answer the door.

He awkwardly walked to the door in his heels, opened it, and backed away to allow Beth to enter. When she saw the “new” Timmy she let out howl, and had to cover her mouth for fear that anyone nearby could hear.

“Is that really you? Oh my God! I can’t believe it! You look fantastic! Oh my God. Oh my God!” Beth couldn’t control her excitement. “Jen, he looks absolutely beautiful!”

She kept looking Timmy up and down in disbelief of what she was seeing.

“I take it that you approve?” I joked.

“Approve? I love it!”

Timmy had a satisfying smile on his face, when he realized that Beth wasn’t just kidding around. It gave him confidence in knowing that this is an actual possibility to change his life around.

After a few minutes we all sat around and had some drinks to relax. It actually felt to me like Timmy was just one of the girls, except for his mannerisms, which can be corrected later. I didn’t want to rush things, but because he was accepting of this in a positive way, I thought that now might be as good a time as any to bring up the subject of hormones. 

“Honey, can I ask you something?”

“What is it?” He asked.

“Now I understand that this is all happening quickly for you, but Beth and I were talking the other day. We like the changes that you have already made for us, and I’m sure that you now realize that we did it for your own good, especially after seeing the results. But, there is another step that we believe you should make, which will really complete what you’ve already started.” I paused to try to come up with just the right words.

“What is it, Honey?” He asked, as he leaned forward with interest.

“I know how much the body waxing hurt at first, but you have to admit that after a few more it made a huge difference in your appearance. Don’t you agree?” I asked.

“Of course, I really like it this way now!”

“That’s great Honey, but there is something else that we can do to pull it all together, and make it even better for you.”

“And what would that be?” He asked.

“There are things that we can do to make your skin softer and change your appearance, so that you would look even better in that dress than you do right now. We’re talking about hormones.” I said.

“You want me to start taking hormones? Wouldn’t that turn me into a girl? I mean, a real girl?” His eyes widened, as he looked back and forth in disbelief between Beth and myself.

“Don’t get upset Honey. It is just something that we were looking into for you.” I explained.

“You have been planning to make me into a girl all this time? What made you think that I would even want to do that? What the fuck, Jen?” He started to get emotional up, and tears began to flow.

I was guessing that his emotions were probably helped by the hormones that he had already been taking, and I didn’t want him to turn back now, so I eased back the conversation.

“I’m sorry Baby, but I thought that I would mention it in case you wanted it, that’s all. This is all very sudden, so you think about it and if you decide that it isn’t for you, so be it!” I reassured.

I went to the sofa to sit beside and console him with a hug.

“Where would you even go to get something like that?” He asked, as his tears mixed with his mascara, causing two long black streaks to run down his cheeks.

“Beth has found a doctor that specializes in these things. We’ve done our research and only want what’s best for you, and this way we know that you will be in safe hands. He will also sit down and consult with you, and tell you exactly what it is all about.” I explained.

“I don’t know. This is all too much for me right now. Let me think about it, okay?” He asked, with a sniff.

“Absolutely! No rush, Honey. How about another drink, and we’ll change the subject?” I asked.

Timmy looked up and nodded his head. I got our drinks and after a few minutes everyone was back in a good mood, so I wouldn’t bring up the hormones again that evening. I fixed his makeup, and he seemed comfortably relaxed wearing the dress until it was time for bed. I laid out the nightie for him again, and he really surprised me when he not only put it on, but he wore the bra underneath as well!

I kept his cage on him and didn’t even have to remind him about his butt plug, which he was required to wear only for bed now, with the smaller one to still be worn under his clothing while at work. I had already allowed him a day and half without it, and I didn’t think that either of us really wanted his sphincter to tighten back up on him. Once in bed he gave me a kiss, before slowly working his way under the covers to softly lick my pussy without being prompted, until I fell asleep.

The following morning I laid out my clothes as well as a couple of things for Timmy to wear to work. One was a pair of my lacier white panties, and the other was the nylons that he wore the night before. I liked the feel of them on his smooth legs, and judging by the way that he kept running his hands over them last night, I’m sure that he liked them too.

He put them on to wear under his work clothes without a word. I had been afraid that our talk about hormones could put a damper on things, but he acted as though it was just another day and was still willing to go along with whatever I would come up with.

When I got to work, I was having the same thoughts that I had been recently. Thoughts about sex and my husband were becoming a major distraction to my job. Oh, I wasn’t messing up or anything like that, just not giving it my usual one hundred percent, that’s all.

Knock Knock

I got up to answer my office door and found Ken waiting.

“Hi Ken, come on in.” I said.

“Mmmm Mmmm! I still have to say that I like these changes that you’re making in your attire! Are you sure that your husband doesn’t mind?” He asked.

I loved the compliments, but I had to smile to myself when I thought about what his reaction would be if I were to show him my bare pussy under my skirt right then!

“My husband watches me dress every morning, and has yet to tell me that I shouldn’t wear whatever I put on!” I replied, with a laugh.

“Sounds as though the two of you must have a very secure and open relationship with each other. So, have you decided about the Halloween party yet?” He asked.

“Yes, we’ll be there.” I told him.

“Oh, so your husband is coming too? That’s great!” He said.

He really didn’t sound all that excited about my husband going, which made me wonder if he had an ulterior motive for asking me.

“Sounds as though you aren’t too excited about my husband being there. Would you rather I leave him at home?” I asked with a devilish grin, with hope that he would reveal any secret desire for me.

“No no no! I just wasn’t expecting him to come, that’s all. You never mention him in our conversations. I don’t recall you telling me his name.”

“Timmy. His name is Timmy. I thought that I mentioned that a while back.”

“I don’t remember you telling me, but I’m looking forward to meeting Timmy. Knowing you, I’m sure that he must be a pretty tough guy, if you know what I mean!”

“Oh, I’m sure that you’ll be quite surprised when you meet him!” I said, with a chuckle.

If he only knew the truth about Timmy, he would probably die laughing after having said that!

That night, as I walked in the door, I found flowers waiting for me along with Timmy. He obviously couldn’t wait for me to get home, and was already wearing one of my dresses, and couldn’t wait for me to get home to show me. It was a bit less conservative than the last, with the hemline being much higher, and was probably one of the more daring ones from my wardrobe. He added a pair of nylons and heels to complete the desired look that he was after.

I could have used this as an opportunity to punish him, but I want to encourage him to wear dresses whenever possible, and that would certainly have set the wrong tone for him at this point. Besides that, he bought me flowers!

“You look very nice Honey. Everything fit you okay?” I asked.

“Yes Mistress, I think that it fits just fine. I hope that you don’t mind me wearing them.”

“Mind? Don’t be silly, why would I mind? You look better in my clothes than I do. Thank you so much for the flowers. That was very nice of you. I got something for you today, too! Here, open it!” I exclaimed.

I handed him a bag containing something that I had bought, as I had gone out at lunchtime and did a little shopping for him. He reached into the bag and removed a wig. It was a long blonde wig of honey gold, which is very close to his own shade. This was the next logical step for him to take, but he still had to pause for a moment when he saw it.

“Do you like it Honey? It’s your shade, but I’m hoping that you will let your hair grow out and not need it for too long.” I explained.

“I think that it’s great. Thank you.” He said, as he continued to hold it in his hand.

“Don’t you want to try it on? What’s the matter?” I asked, as I could tell that he was getting emotional, which made me wonder if there was something wrong.

“I’ve been thinking about last night. About the hormone thing and all. Honey, I have to admit that I have really enjoyed what we have been doing lately. I mean really enjoyed it! The thing is that, um, I’m afraid that if I go ahead and do what you want me to, that it all will change between us. Do you know what I’m trying to say?”

“Are you saying that you think that we will go back to the life that we had before all of this started?” I asked.

“No. I like the way things have been going since. I don’t know why, but when you tease me by going out without panties and calling me at work while your masturbating it eats me up inside, but for some strange reason I love it as well! I love you for doing it, but I don’t know for sure if you are doing it just to be cruel or that you love me too!” He confessed.

“Of course I love you! Why else would I share everything with you?”

“But if I do this thing that you want me to, I’m afraid that it will all change, and I don’t want that to happen at all. Ever! I’ve thought about it a lot, and I don’t want to go back to my old life. I do want what you want me to be, but you must first promise me that if I do this for you, that you will continue to do those things to me that I’ve come to love, no matter how cruel they may appear. Can you understand what I’m trying to tell you?” He asked, becoming more emotional.

“Baby, I want that too! If you want me to continue to treat you the same way that I have been, then of course I will. I love you and want you to be happy, but sometimes I wonder if I’ve taken things too far.”

“But you can’t! Don’t you understand? I don’t want there to be any limits with me, and trust that you won’t go too far. Don’t worry about those things you have me do. Don’t worry about embarrassing me. Don’t worry about my feelings! I’ve never felt so alive as I have lately doing these things for you and I don’t want to go back. I will go to your doctor and get the shots, I will allow you to turn me into a woman, if that is your wish, but please don’t stop doing those other things that I need from you to go along with it!” He pleaded.

I couldn’t believe what he just confessed to me, and it couldn’t have made me more happy! I pulled him to me and gave him a deep kiss. It felt a little funny kissing another woman but that is exactly how it did feel. I felt the stuffed bra that covered his breasts pressing up against me through the soft material of his dress, and it was beginning to turn me on.

“Baby I promise that I will continue to bring you along just as I have been, and I’m sorry if I eased up a bit on you lately. It won’t happen again. In the meantime, I am so happy that you want to move forward with the transformation. You will become a beautiful woman and I’m certain that you will be happy that you did! I’m going to go and get dinner started. Why don’t you put on the new present that I brought you and you can join me in the kitchen when you’re ready, okay?”

“Okay.” He replied, with a smile.

As he went off to the bathroom, I went into the bedroom for something to bring with me into the kitchen. By the time he walked in wearing the wig, dinner was cooking on the stove.

“Wow, once we get a little makeup on you, you will look perfect! Now, I put something over there to keep you occupied.” I said, pointing toward the refrigerator.

When he turned, he saw the rubber dong that he had used the other day on himself mounted near the bottom of the refrigerator, by its suction cup base. Timmy knew exactly what to do when he saw it and walked over, turned around, and got on all fours.

When he flipped the skirt up over his back, I was surprised to see that he had been wearing one of my thongs. Instead of removing it, he reached back to pull it to the side and backed up until the impressive phallus was up against his asshole. I watched his face contort as he pushed back against it until he had its entire length deep inside of himself, and began a rocking motion as the rubber cock worked in and out of his ass.

I loved watching the entertainment as I prepared dinner, but I believe that Timmy liked it even more! As I was setting the dinner table, he was going at full speed. I could hear him grunt and groan as his ass smacked back against the fridge. From my vantage point he looked to be all woman with his long blonde hair hanging down around his face.

“Okay Honey, that’s enough fun for now. Time to eat!” I announced.

He looked up to find me seated at the table, so he slowly let the dong slide out of his ass and stood to head over to the table.

“Ahem! Aren’t you forgetting something?” He looked confused when he turned to see me pointing toward the fridge.

He watched as I got up, removed the dildo from the fridge, and returned to mount it upright on his seat. It looked even more menacing in this position, but he didn’t hesitate for a second as he dutifully lowered himself onto it, until it disappeared entirely from view. He then allowed his dress to hang down naturally over his chair to completely hide the fact that he had something impaled in his ass, and began eating as though there was nothing unusual about it.

I thought about what he had told me regarding him not wanting me to change the way that I had been controlling him lately. It made me wonder how much of this was due to my constantly feeding him hypno videos as opposed to him just enjoying the feeling of being dominated. He is willingly doing things like this on his own without much encouragement from me, which makes me think that he has had a hidden desire to be controlled all along.

After dinner, I had him follow me into the bedroom where I put on his makeup. As much as he looked hot the night before he looked that much better now while wearing the wig! I thought that it would be well worth the money and got a quality one with longer hair that went down over his shoulders. He looked so real, that I would doubt that anyone would think that he was really a man! When finished, I left him to go back to clean up the kitchen, including the dildo still on his chair, as I went into my office to call Beth with the good news.

Ring! Ring!

“Hello?”

“Hi Beth, I have great news!” I said excitedly.

“What is it?”

“I just had a heart-to-heart with Timmy, and he agreed to go through with the transformation. I’ll give the doctor a call tomorrow to get him started on his treatments as soon as possible. He agreed to do it as long as I don’t change the way I have been treating him lately. This is so fucking great, I think I’m going to pee my pants!” I exclaimed.

“That’s great news! I see how you treat him when I’m around, so I can imagine what you might put him through when I’m not. Why would he want that, anyway?”

“I don’t know. Maybe he’s just some sort of masochist. Whatever it is, I’m not going to complain! I’ll have to work on that tonight, but in the meantime, I’ll give you an update tomorrow.”

After saying our goodbyes, I checked my computer to see what my husband had been looking into before I got home. All the sites that he went to were about transgender transformation. Some were about the medical side, about how to change a man physically, while others were about how to look and act more womanly.

I’m sure that some of the details eased his mind that he would gradually change, and it wouldn’t be painful or require surgery unless it was necessary to change some of his male features. I can’t see that being a problem for him as he has a naturally feminine face to begin with. Before I went out to sit with him, I set him up to watch something else that I wanted him to work on.

To give him a little time I went back to the bedroom to change into the leather dominatrix outfit. It is the one with leather straps crisscrossing my chest, leaving my breasts and pussy exposed, and I knew that it would turn him on to see me in it once again, along with the added surprise of wearing the strapon. I checked the mirror before leaving the bedroom and thought that I looked pretty awesome with a large black cock jutting out!

He was mesmerized by what he was watching on his laptop when I got back to the living room, so I sat without disturbing him. He had placed the rubber cock that he used earlier on the coffee table, exactly where I had it mounted for him the other day. I checked my iPad to find that he was watching the videos that I had in cue for him depicting pretty sissies in dresses sucking on large cocks and swallowing men’s cum. 

When he finally looked up, he saw me sitting in my chair wearing that enormous cock, which was pointing straight up in the air from my crotch! He looked at it and then me, waiting for a sign. I pointed to the floor where he was to get on his hands and knees so that I could mount him. Quickly he got down into position with me right behind him.

It felt as though I was about to fuck a woman with him in his short skirt, nylons and heels. I flipped up his skirt and spread the cheeks of his ass apart to find his puckered hole slightly agape and waiting for me. Between his butt plug and regular dildo use, his asshole is always ready and easily accessible with no lubrication needed.

I pulled his thong to the side and lined up the long rubber dong with his inviting hole, and began to push. I worked it into him a little at a time as he pushed back to help me. Once fully in, I began to get a rhythm going as he moaned with pleasure, with his little cage rocking back and forth under him with each thrust.

It was time to add something new to the mix, so I took the dildo off of the table and leaned forward to put it on the carpet directly in front of him. I could see him studying it as his body continued to rock back and forth over it. Finally, he took it in his hand, pointed it up toward himself, and put it into his mouth. In just minutes he was sucking it just like a real cock! He had passed another test by willingly savoring it as though it was on a man, without me even saying a word.

I gave him a few more good deep thrusts, before finally collapsing on top of him with the phallus buried deep in his ass, as he continued to suck on the fake cock, taking as much as he could in his mouth.

“You really like having a big cock in your ass don’t you, or should I call it your pussy? That’s it, you now have a pussy to go along with your little clit. Tell me that you need a real cock in your boy pussy, Baby.” I whispered into his ear.

“Mmmmmm.” He moaned softly.

“I’ll bet that you can’t wait to get a real one in your mouth too. Tell me, Baby. Tell me that you want to suck a nice big cock. Say the words, Baby. Tell me.”

“Mmmm. Yessss! I want to suck a big cock!” He removed the dong from his mouth just long enough to answer and went right back to it after that.

“That’s good, Honey. I’m going to make that happen for you soon I think. For now, I want you to practice on that one for the rest of the night. Some lucky man is going to be surprised at what a good little cock sucker you are!” I told him, as I rose and withdrew the strapon from his ass.

He remained in the same position with his ass in the air and sucking on the dildo, until I told him he could get up, and had him eat my cunt while I watched television for the remainder of the evening. I must have had four or five orgasms before I went to bed, when I had to stop him and tell him I was done.

The following day I called to make an appointment for him to see the doctor. I was able to speak with the doctor and told him that I had already been giving him estrogen pills. He told me that as long as he wasn’t having adverse affects, to keep going until he could put him on a different type. If I had stopped cold turkey, it could have confused his body and caused some problems. He was scheduled for the appointment early the following next week.

The company Halloween party was coming up Saturday night, and I had to decide what each of us was going to wear. Ken told me that it was and “adult” party, and from what I gather most people dress a little sexy at these things. I went through some catalogs of costumes and decided that I didn’t need to buy a costume at all, as I still had my cheerleader outfit from college.

I thought that having Timmy go as a French maid would be the perfect fit for him, considering the changes that he has been going through. I found a place locally that sold exactly what I was looking for, and with us both being about the same size I was able to try it on in the store to be sure that it would fit him.

When I arrived home that evening, Timmy was again wearing one of my short dresses, as he knelt in front of me. I was carrying the bag containing his costume and couldn’t wait to see him in it!

“Honey, I picked you out something to wear for the Halloween party tomorrow night. Come try it on!” I said excitedly.

He struggled to his feet due to the heels he wore, and followed me into the bedroom, where I removed it from the bag and held it up to show to him. His reaction fell short of what I was expecting.

“Honey, I don’t think that I’m ready to go out in public and have other people see me this way. I’m doing this to please you and I really don’t want the word out about about me dressing up. It’s hard enough for me when Beth comes over, but to be out with strangers? I’m not so sure.” He said.

“Don’t worry, it’s a costume party, silly! You will be there as my husband wearing a costume. Everybody will be. You don’t think that there will be other men dressed as women, or women as men? Of course there will! That’s the fun of it. Nobody will judge you, unless it’s for being the hottest looking French maid at the party, that is!” I laughed.

“I’m still not so sure.”

I was becoming afraid that he would balk and I didn’t want to lose this opportunity, so I had to come up with fast.

“I’ll make a deal with you. If you wear this, I will remove your cage for the rest of the weekend. This way you can feel a little more comfortable around people, and can even piss like a regular guy at the party. What do you say to that?

“Well, I guess so then. As long as you tell them that I’m your husband, I mean.”

“Of course I will! Here, now try it on, I want to see how it looks on you.”

The more that I thought about it, the more that I wanted him to go to the party dressed this way. It would be his first time out in public, and I was very excited to witness the reactions of the other guests when they see him, whether they are aware of him being my husband as well as a man, or not. I am still offering compromises to keep him happy and wanting to continue, but soon that will end with hope that he will submit to me completely without expectations of reward.

I started helping him remove the dress and put on the costume. It consisted of a black lace-up cincher with a white ruffle under the short skirt. I also bought lace top thigh high stockings, but decided to just leave the nylons that he was wearing on him for now. It also came with a headpiece and feather duster for effect. When I backed away to get a better view, I couldn’t believe just how sexy he looked!

“Wow Honey, you are going to be a big hit wearing this! The other girls are going to be jealous of you getting all the attention, for sure!” I joked.

Timmy checked himself in the mirror, striking different poses and trying to see himself from different angles. He even turned and bent over to see his bottom peeking out from under the ruffles of the skirt! I knew that I had made the right choice and I think that he was happy about it, as well.

In the morning we went through our usual routine. Timmy has been sleeping in one of my nighties since the first night that I asked him to, and today he remained in it until he cleaned up after breakfast. I so much wanted to see him cleaning the house in his new French maid outfit, but didn’t want anything to happen to it before the party that evening. I gave him one of my night shirts to wear for the day, and he asked to wear one of my bras along with it.

I went out and did my Saturday shopping, but couldn’t get my mind off of the up coming party, which caused me to be distracted and forget some items that I originally went out to get. By the time that I got home I was a nervous wreck. This was going to be my first social event since working for the corporation and I wanted everything to go smoothly, especially since it is being held at the company CEO’s house..

My job as a cyber security specialist is important, and I believe that I have shown my worth to the company, but I’m not a kiss ass and don’t like to “hobnob” with the executives. Most of those people just seem so phony to me, and I don’t feel comfortable around them. Our CEO, Mr. Farnsworth, is one of those that walks around with his nose in the air thinking that he’s better than the rest of us, and is usually followed by an entourage of yes men.

The party will be held in his house, which is actually a mansion, and I’ve already been warned that he hits on all the women that dress sexy for the party. It just makes me a little nervous that it might be me this time.

When I got home from shopping, I wasn’t in the mood to play any games with Timmy, and I think that he could tell that I was a little off, as I put down my bags and sat down on the bed.

“Jen, you okay?” He asked, as he sat next to me and put his arm around my shoulder.

“I don’t know. I’m just nervous about tonight. I want to make a good impression, but I just don’t like going to these kinds of things.” I confessed.

“Don’t worry Baby, I’ll be there with you. If you don’t feel comfortable, we’ll leave that’s all. Just tell them that I’m not feeling well and you have to take me home. You know that I would rather be home alone playing with you anyway, don’t you?” He said, with a wink.

I gave him a hug for making me feel better, and things went a little smoother for me after that.

We had plenty of time after dinner to get ready before we would have to leave for the party. I spent some extra time getting Timmy dressed and made up. I sent him off for a waxing during the day, with no unpleasant side effects anymore, due to his frequency of going. After he showered I sprinkled baby powder on him, and his skin was smooth as a baby’s ass.

While I was out, I picked up a pair of false eyelashes and also fake breasts made of silicone for him to wear under his bra. The eyelashes in conjunction with a dark eyeliner made his blue eyes really pop, giving him the look of a CoverGirl model. I picked out a bright red shade of lipstick to apply as he sat patiently allowing me to make him look pretty. After I was done he looked stunning, and I couldn’t help but take a few pictures as keepsakes.

I bought the fake breasts in a size C, which will look perfect on his small frame without going over the top. They look and feel so real that it was hard to tell that they weren’t, as I put them on him. They even have real looking nipples! He could have gone without a bra under his top, but I thought that it would be safer if he wore one anyway.

I pulled out my old cheerleader outfit and put it on. It felt a little snug but still fit me pretty well, over all. The one problem was that the elastic in the panties was shot, and I would have to come up with a something to replace them. I gave it some thought and decided to go without, as I started feeling a little more playful after talking to Timmy earlier. Besides, Ken will be there and I just might decide to flash a little of my ass his way, if things start going well.

The sight of the bra under my top was not appealing to me at all, as it fit tighter on me after all these years, causing the unsightly outline of the straps to show through. Once I removed the bra, I pulled the top back down over my head. I realized that it would be quite obvious that I wasn’t wearing a bra as the stretch material of my uniform wrapped each of my firm breasts individually looking quite obscene! My nipples hardened immediately and I felt flushed thinking about actually allowing others to see me this way. I was starring at my reflection in the mirror when Timmy walked in and saw me.

“Do you think that it is a good idea to go to the party like that? I know how conservative you generally dress for work.” He said, as he shook his head thinking that it might not be a good idea for me to go dressed like that.

“I told you that it was an adult party didn’t I, Honey? It’s quite expected for the girls to go dressed sexy. So, to answer your question, yes, I think I will dress this way. Thank you for helping me decide!” I teased, as I admired just how hot I was going to look in the mirror, wearing such a skimpy outfit with my perky tits on display.

I figured that it would be best for Timmy to wear his first thong under his skirt, so I picked out a sheer black one to match his outfit. He also will be wearing it over his little clit, which will probably be erect most of the evening, and it will be interesting to see if anyone will notice if his little surprise springs up!

Beth said that she wanted to see us in our costumes before we left, so I gave her a call to come over. She got all excited when she saw how we looked, especially Timmy.

“This is truly amazing! He, or should I say she, looks absolutely gorgeous! I guarantee that every man in the place will be hitting on you. Hell, I want to hit on you myself! Jen, can I get a private show with “her” sometime?” She asked, as she inspected him.

She grabbed his fake breasts, and gave her approval that they felt real and were indeed a great choice. Timmy mostly just took in the compliments, without saying much of anything as usual, but it was a safe bet that he was really getting excited by what she was saying.

I don’t know what Beth’s husband Tony may have thought if he were to spot us getting into our car from his window, but I’m sure that he would think that we were two hot women, as opposed to a husband and wife. He will have to run into Timmy dressed like this someday, but we will have to worry about that when the time comes.

After driving in silence for a while, Timmy spoke up.

“I’m still a little nervous about all of this.” He said.

“Believe me, you will be fine, it’s me that should be worried. I have everything to lose if anything goes wrong tonight. What if I say the wrong thing? Now, I’m going to need for you to not say anything. Let me do all the talking if someone comes over, especially Farnsworth! I’m still relatively new at the company and if you say anything that may piss him off, it will reflect on negatively me and I could be at risk of losing my job! So, please don’t say anything to anybody, okay?” I pleaded.

I didn’t mean to keep him from having a good time, just wanted him to know that we might be scrutinized by some of the other guests, while we were there.

“I won’t say a word, you can count on that.” He replied. 

We were careful and got into our car quickly to avoid Tony from seeing us leave. Once in the car I looked over at my husband and couldn’t believe that he wasn’t a real woman, although he looked more like a young girl in the French Maid outfit, sitting demurely with his hands in his lap as I drove the car. I, on the other hand, was wearing my old cheerleader outfit, which felt a little tighter and looked even shorter than when I wore it back in the day. My naked and bald pussy tingled under my short skirt as I imagined the look on Ken’s face if he were to “accidentally” see up it.

Farnsworth has a long circular driveway in front of his house, and as we pulled in, a valet met us to take our car. The young man’s eyes lit up as he helped us out of the car, but he was particularly interested in Timmy, as he caught a little glimpse of the front of his panties under his short dress while holding the door open. Luckily for him the small bulge in his thong did not give away the fact that he was actually a man!

“Have a good night ladies!” He said, smiling before driving away.

Timmy was surprised that the valet didn’t know that he was speaking to a man, but I wasn’t. He looked real enough that I was almost certain that nobody would know, unless we wanted them to.

As we entered the house I found things already in full swing, with music playing and several people milling about. It appeared that everyone got the word about costumes being mandatory, with some wearing no more than a mask to cover their eyes, to others wearing much more elaborate attire. We got several looks as we entered with many coming from jealous wives, thinking that we were surely going to be a distraction for their husbands, with us being two hot looking young women.

I spotted Ken across the room, and took Timmy by the hand to head over and introduce him. He was dressed as a pirate in full regalia with a patch over one eye, and even a plastic sword hanging by his side. A broad smile appeared on his face when he saw me approaching.

“Jen! I’m so happy that you came! You look really hot Mama!” He exclaimed as he checked out my tits.

“Who’s she? I thought that you said your husband was coming, not that I’d mind if he doesn’t.” He said with a wry smile, as he gave me a peck on the cheek while looking Timmy up and down.

“Oh, he’s here. Don’t you worry.” I said with a sly grin, as I turned and gave Timmy a wink out of Ken’s line of sight.

“I guess I’ll meet him eventually, in the meantime I don’t think that I’ve ever seen you before, do you work for the company? I don’t think that I would ever forget a face like that.” He was obviously attracted to my husband, and put a hand out shake his.

“Ken, I would like you to meet Timmy!” I exclaimed, as Ken continued to hold his hand longer than necessary.

His mouth opened wide, and he appeared in shock, not knowing what to say!

“Jen, you have to be kidding me! There is no way…. I mean, how can it be? Holy shit, really?” He was at a loss for words, and couldn’t believe what he was seeing!

Timmy just stood without saying a word with a nervous smile on his face, as Ken looked him over. I think that Ken was also a little embarrassed that he couldn’t hide the fact that he was getting turned on by another man.

“Well, I guess that I’m very happy to finally meet you Timmy. Sorry for the comment that I made earlier buddy, but, I think that your wife may have been keeping something from me. Knowing what she likes, from just the short time that we have been working together, I was expecting you to look a little different. Hell, with you all made up, you two could easily pass for sisters!” He joked.

“Well, we’re not!” Timmy replied, while jokingly talking in a woman’s voice.

We all got a kick out of the fact that he was playing along, trying to stay in character while we talked, and I think that Timmy felt more comfortable if everyone were to know that he was only role-playing.

Mr. Farnsworth hired a girl to walk around serving drinks as a cocktail waitress while a couple more offered hors d’oeuvres on trays, so we took full advantage of both. Ken and I both have jobs that limit our interaction with other employees, so he was the only one there that I really knew or wanted to talk to.

After a few drinks everyone was feeling a bit more comfortable, although I did notice Ken glancing over toward Timmy occasionally when he thought that I wasn’t looking. If he were a woman I may have been a little jealous, but for now I just thought it a bit comical instead.

By the time that Farnsworth made it around the room to us, we had each had a few more drinks in us and were getting a little silly. I began to openly flirt with Ken and could see Timmy taking notice, as my boss approached.

“Are we all having a good time tonight?” He asked, while raising his glass.

He was dressed up as Count Dracula and truly looked the part!

“Yes Sir, thank you for having us.” Ken replied.

“Hello Ken. I see that you have the prime spot this evening, standing beside these two attractive ladies. Hello Jen. I don’t believe that I know this other lovely young girl!” He turned to introduce himself to my husband. “I am Franklin Farnsworth, and may I say that I can’t remember ever meeting such a stunning young woman as you in my life. You have the face of an angel!” He took Timmy hand and bowed to gallantly kiss it.

“Hi, I’m Timmy………..”

I stepped in to quickly interrupt!

“Tiffany…... her name is Tiffany. She is my…uh…..sister.” I lied, not wanting to embarrass my boss.

My husband turned to give me a scornful look, as my boss kissed his hand and held it as he continued. I had to hope that Timmy wasn’t going to say anything that would get me fired!

“Very nice to meet you Tiffany. I am so happy that you could join us this evening. So Jen, is your husband here with you, also?” He asked, as he placed his other hand on top of my husband’s and began to pat it gently.

“Uh, no. He couldn’t make it. I hope that you don’t mind that I brought Tiffany with me?” I had to continue the lie.

“No, not at all. In fact, I’ll be back in a little while, once I’m finished making my way around to greet everybody. I think that I would like to get to know your beautiful sister Tiffany, a little better if you don’t mind. I will leave you for now, you little cutie pie.” He gave Tiffany a soft kiss on the cheek before heading off.

For the rest of the evening there would no longer be a Timmy, only Tiffany, and I had to remember to refer to him as her from then on, for fear of anyone finding out about her true identity. 

“Jen, what are you doing?” Tiffany growled. “Now he really thinks that I’m a girl! What am I going to say when he comes back? You saw that look in his eyes!”

“Shhhh! Honey, calm down. Just play along with him. He’s an old man, so what harm can it do if he thinks that you’re not who you really are. It’s a costume party. Pretend! Besides, nobody here knows who you are either, so just stay in character and I’m sure that everything will work out alright. Just remember that my job is at risk here, so don’t say anything to get him upset. Nothing can happen with us right here with you, so just relax and have another drink.” I advised.

I looked over at Ken for support, and all I got from him was a look of helplessness as he shook his head. This was not something that I imagined happening. I noticed Farnsworth making his rounds, and occasionally pointing out Tiffany to those that he would be speaking with, while giving her a wave from across the room. She would smile uncomfortably and return the wave to acknowledge him. It was quite obvious that he was taken by her, and would return soon to get better acquainted.

I was not completely innocent throughout all of this, as I became more flirtatious with Ken with each drink that I had. He himself started the evening acting as though we were just coworkers, but as time went on I think that he forgot that Tiffany was actually my husband and flirted with me openly by touching me or even putting an arm around me, as Tiffany watched.

“Well, made it back! I do hope that you missed me!” Farnsworth returned and put his arm around Tiffany’s waist, giving her another kiss on the cheek.

She was trying hard not to fight it and could do nothing but act shy and look down toward the floor, allowing him to do as he pleased.

“My, you are a shy one aren’t you, pretty girl? I’m very happy that your sister brought you along for me to meet you tonight. You look so young. Do you mind me asking your age, my dear?” He asked.

“I’m...ahem!” She paused to clear her throat as she had forgotten to respond as a female. “I’m twenty-three, Sir”

“That is such a relief, I would have guessed you to be much much younger than that. Thank you for telling me. The women of today look so much younger than in my time. I hope you will humor me, but I would like to introduce you to some influential friends of mine, so come along and I’ll show you around. You don’t mind if I steal your sister away from you, do you Jen?” He asked with a sly wink, as he pulled her small body up tightly against himself.

I had to think up something fast!

“Well actually Sir, I was just telling Ken that I thought it might be getting late, and that maybe I should get her back home.” I said, hoping that he wouldn’t get upset.

“Late? Don’t be foolish. The night is still young! Oh, I have an idea, if you have to leave then it won’t be any problem with me having my driver bring little Tiffany home later. I’m sure that she would like to stay a while longer and I promise that I will take good care of her for you! I promise not to let her out of my sight for a minute.” He said, as he wrapped his arms around her waist from behind and pulled her bottom tightly back against his crotch.

She looked at me in desperate need of help, but I was out of ideas. On the one hand I could insist that we were leaving and possibly say goodbye to my job, while on the other we could stay and allow him to think that my husband was a woman, hoping that he wouldn’t go too far, or even worse discover that she was actually a man!

He held the upper hand, so I was resigned to the fact that he was going to make my husband his girlfriend for the rest of the evening.

“I guess that we can stay a little longer. Is that alright with you, Sis?” I asked, as I looked into her melancholy eyes.

She no sooner began to reluctantly nod her head yes, when she was already being whisked away by the hand, as she looked back at me to save her. I continued talking with Ken, but kept a keen eye out for my husband in case of trouble as she was led away from us.

“You do know what Farnsworth is expecting to do with your husband, don’t you?” Ken asked.

“Yeah I think so, but my hands are tied. What the fuck am I supposed to do now? He’s taking her around and introducing her to everyone as my sister, and as his new play toy as well! I feel so bad for getting her into this mess in the first place. It started out as just a little game, but now it’s life changing!” I blurted out without thinking.

“What’s life changing? Has something like this happened before? And while do you keep calling him “her” when there isn’t anyone else close enough to hear you?” He asked.

I know that I had too many drinks that evening, and when I do, I have a habit of opening my mouth when I shouldn’t.

“Can you keep a secret?” I asked, as I moved toward him and pressed myself up against his chest.

“Sure, what is it?” He asked as he held me by the waist to keep me steady.

“You know my husband Timmy? Well, I’m changing him into a woman. Shhhh!” I said, as I slurred my speech. “He is going to make one hot “she” by the time that I’m finished!”

I was obviously getting drunk and was looking right up into his eyes at that point, while pressing my tits tightly against him.

“Are you saying that he dresses this way a lot?” He asked, looking confused.

“All the time. All the time! She wears my panties to work, and when she comes home she wears my dresses too. She is going to be a real heartbreaker when I’m finished with her, for sure!” I couldn’t hold back and raised up on my toes to kiss him, as he held me steady.

I didn’t care at that point if there was anybody watching, as I was getting as horny as hell! He kissed me back and as he pulled me closer his hand slipped up under the back of my short skirt, gripping my bare ass, and discovering that I wasn’t wearing panties. Anyone standing in the room behind me could easily see my exposed bottom, and that included Tiffany and Farnsworth too, as they glanced over in my direction!

As was his practice with most of his targeted women at these parties, he had pushed drinks on her from the time that he took her away, by having the server stay close-by with another round whenever her glass was low. She was instructed to make the drinks on the strong side for the full effect, and with her being so small and thin it didn’t take too much before she was feeling them.

With my husband right there watching, Ken kneaded my ass with his meaty hands as he continued to kiss me deeply. I felt his fingers working up into my wet cunt from behind, and at that point I was absolutely dying for more, regardless of who was watching! Ken felt the same way, and once he discovered that I had been with him this entire time without wearing panties, it brought him over the top, causing him to let out a soft moan as he slipped his middle finger up into me to the hilt!


Chapter 18- Tiffany must submit to my boss!

Farnsworth could see the look on Tiffany’s face as she watched my wanton display taking place in front of everyone, and mistook it for sibling jealousy. He believed that she was showing envy that I was having more fun than she was enjoying a man kissing me, so he took advantage of the situation, grabbed her by the hand, and quickly led her away to somehow console her.

I will always remember that look on her face as she watched her loving wife in the throes of passion with another man for the first time. She had agreed days before to allow me to be with other men, but in seeing me this way, reality set in, and she looked heartbroken as she witnessed me becoming a total slut before her eyes, knowing full well that I was aware that she was watching. Her eyes welled up, and remained entirely fixed on me alone from across the room, as she was quickly being led away by my boss. 

He took her arm and led her up the wide staircase to the second floor, as just about everyone at the party watched, knowing just what was in store for her. It was quite difficult for her to climb the stairs in high heels for the first time. She stumbled on the stairs, losing her balance and falling forward, and when he assisted her, he pinched the ruffles under her short outfit between his fingers and raised it up, to expose her naked bottom beneath to all. As she pushed his hand away, he smiled back down toward the party goers watching from below, and gave us all a thumbs up, before continuing on. Fortunately, it was only her bottom that we saw!

Tiffany was sobbing when he opened the door to his bedroom and walked her inside. When he backed her up against the bed, she suddenly became fully aware of her surroundings, but found that it was too late! She felt faint and wanted to run, but there was no turning back now, as it had gone too far for her to do anything about what was happening without risk of me losing my job.

“Don’t cry Honey. I’m right here for you.” He said softly, as he wiped away a tear.

She looked up with doe-like eyes, and he couldn’t resist slowly lowering his head down to kiss her. She froze, tried to object briefly, but knew that she was helpless to stop him and succumbed, allowing his tongue to explore. He placed a hand on one of her silicone breasts and began to squeeze, it felt real to him. Between the alcohol and the sheer passion that she felt as a man kissed her for the first time, she melted in his arms, succumbing to him as he laid her back slowly onto the bed. Working a hand up the back of her stocking to touch her ass again, he moaned into her mouth when he felt the soft flesh of her small round bottom, unaware at the time whether she wore a thong or nothing at all.

“Oh Tiffany, I have never met a girl that I have wanted as much I do you right now! I am on fire for you! Your ass is perfect, your body is perfect, and you are the most beautiful woman that I have ever seen. I need to fuck you now my dear, please don’t say no.” He said, as he continued to feel her ass, getting ever closer to making contact with her hardening clit.

She had to think up something fast to get out of it, or he will soon discover her secret, and more than likely fire Jen and ruin everything! She came up with an idea and pushed him over on his back, removing his hand from between the cheeks of her ass just in time.

“Shhhhhh. I’m so sorry, but this is a bad time for me, if you know what I mean.” She told him.

“You mean…?” He looked down at her crotch, wondering if she was having her period.

Tiffany nodded, which caused him to look upset. She knew that he wouldn’t be receptive to disappointment on the night of his big party, so she had to make a sacrifice. Before he could move or even say another word, she smiled down at him and began to loosen his belt. He knew exactly what she was about to do and locked his fingers behind his head to allow her to continue, as he relaxed on the bed awaiting his reward.

She had never been with another man before and attempted to unbutton his pants, but her hands were shaking so badly that she was having trouble with it. Farnsworth put his hand on hers to calm her before pulling down his fly and opening his pants for her. As he lay on his back, with his legs hanging off of the side of the bed, she worked his pants down his legs.

She looked down at him with a bulge showing in his boxer shorts, and hesitated for a moment. This would be a huge next step in changing her life. She debated whether this is what she really wanted, to suck on another man’s cock. If she did this there will be no going back, no way to reverse what she has done once it was over.

“I have never done this before. I’m not really sure that I won’t disappoint you” She said softly, knowing that there was just the thin material of his underwear between herself and his stiffening cock.

“Oh my dear, this is becoming such a wonderful day for me.” He said, thinking that she was a virgin. “There is no chance that you could ever disappoint me. I’m sure that you will do a wonderful job.”

Slowly she skinned down his boxers until his stiff cock sprang up straight before her eyes. She has never been this close to another man’s penis, but knew deep down in her heart that it was something that she now strangely desired. All the websites, all the sissy transformation videos that she has watched, made her long to hold a real one in her hands, taste one in her mouth, and someday even feel one in her ass.

For a middle age man he had quite a nice six-inch cock, she thought, and if it wasn’t for the tuft of gray pubic hair above it, she would guess that it belonged to a younger man. It was cut with a nice shaped pink mushroom head and a large set of balls hanging underneath. She took hold of it by the base and slowly lowered her head.

Tiffany couldn’t believe that she was actually doing this, and knew that she was mere seconds from going beyond the point of no return! As she held it toward her mouth, she thought about what I was doing right downstairs with Ken. She had seen his hands groping my bare ass as I kissed him with great passion in front of everyone at the party, including her! The thought of what I might be doing with Ken at that moment, without regards to her feelings, brought her over the edge.

She had to have his cock!

Her tongue came out and flicked across the tip as she sampled the flavor. Next she kissed the tip which had a touch of his pre-cum oozing from it. Finally, she wrapped her lips around the head and took as much of his stiff cock into her mouth as she could at one time! Her clit was pushing straight out against her tight thong, but all that she could think of was satisfying another man!

Meanwhile, downstairs, my hot cunt was dripping wet as Ken had a hand up my short little skirt and finger fucked me in a corner. People were milling all around us watching the action, as we were so into our passion that we were completely oblivious to our surroundings. I was standing on one leg as he held up my other, draped over his arm, as his hand smacked loudly up against my juicy slit. Some remaining guests sat and watched the show that we were putting on for them, as they quietly sipped their cocktails. Our mouths were pressed together in a deep French kiss, but my moans were surely loud enough for all to hear.

“Fuck me. Fuck me now!” I whispered into his ear, panting.

Ken looked around and, for the first time, noticed that we were being watched, so he grabbed my hand and rushed me into the bathroom. He locked the door, but by the time that he turned around I was already pulling my top up over my head, displaying my naked breasts to him. He quickly moved forward and placed his head between my heaving breasts, kissing them and squeezing them with his firm hands.

I had to see his cock, so I knelt before him and lowered his pants. His cock was magnificent and everything that I wanted it to be! It stood out a good nine inches and was as hard as a rock. It was cut with a large purple head that I just couldn’t wait to get into my mouth. I sucked on it as though I was worshiping a god, and couldn’t get enough of it as I rubbed my pussy under my skirt.

When he was ready to fuck, he picked me right up and sat me down on the vanity beside the sink. Raising my legs high to rest over his shoulders, I was spread wide open and waiting for the first real cock to enter me in years! I almost came the second that I felt it sliding into me. Oh, I missed having that feeling ever since I married Timmy, but things were about to change now for everybody.

Ken pounded my pussy hard and I happily took everything that he could give. I thought that I heard a knock at the door, but I couldn’t stop moaning to be sure, as he smacked his pelvis into me hard with each thrust. I was about to cum when I heard him grunt and I could hold back no longer.

“Oh oh Oh Fuck! Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” I screamed, as he pumped what felt like a gallon of his seed deep into my womb.

My legs spasmed as he held his position inside of me until his cock began to soften, and he backed away to let it fall out. A thick stream of hot cum flowed freely from my still gaping hole and created a small puddle on the floor beneath me, as we both took a minute to catch our breath and gather our senses. After a while we both got dressed, cleaned up, and went back out to the party where the eyes of everyone that was still remaining followed us as we came back in to join them, knowing exactly what we had just done.

Back upstairs, Tiffany was kneeling on the floor at the end of the bed between Farnsworth’s legs. She was sucking on another man’s cock for the first time, and although it wasn’t exactly how she fantasized it being, she was now much more relaxed and began to explore. His cock wasn’t as large as the one’s that she saw over and over in the hypno videos, but it was still larger than hers, and she was able to take it all into her mouth. His scrotum was not tight like hers either and instead hung down between his legs and contained two huge balls.

She kissed and licked at his hairy balls as she stroked his cock. He wasn’t neat and trim like she had expected, which made her feel a little dirty about going down on him this way. Farnsworth moaned with pleasure as he felt his hard cock enter her mouth, and she began to work her head up and down trying to take it all in.

She reached back under her tiny skirt and grabbed her own sissy penis, which was straining to be released. Suddenly she heard Farnsworth groan and felt his cock begin to pulsate. She began to jerk his cock with her hand while sucking mightily, when his hips rose up, and he came!

“Oh God, Oh God, Unhhhhhhhh!!”

She felt his thick spunk shoot again and again into her mouth as he thrashed around on the bed. Tiffany ran her tongue around in her mouth, now full of another man’s cum, savoring the flavor. It did not taste the same as hers, but was not off-putting in any way to her either. When she swallowed she felt the hot liquid sliding down her throat as she continued to milk the remnants from his now softening cock.

When she was finally done, she sat back on her haunches awaiting his reaction. He took a little time to relish the moment before he sat up and gave her a deep kiss tasting himself in the process.

“Oh Tiffany, my sweet sweet Tiffany. You were sent to me from heaven. Nobody has ever made me feel like I do toward you, in my life. Not even my late wife, God rest her soul. Please tell me that you will stay with me tonight. I don’t want you to leave. Please, please say that you will!” He pleaded, as he brought her up onto the bed to lie with him.

She didn’t know what to say. There was no way that this could end well if he found out who she really was, and if she were to stay it probably wouldn’t take long before he did. Oh, if only Jennifer were here to help her!

“Thank you for asking Mr. Farnsworth but….” She began, disguising her voice.

“Franklin, please call me Franklin. No need to be formal anymore my dear.” He said, as he brushed her hair from covering her eyes.

“Okay Franklin, I don’t think that I can stay with you tonight. I’m just not ready. I do hope that you understand.” She said.

He smiled.

“This is why I’m falling in love with you, Tiffany. You aren’t like the others. You are sweet and innocent and a good person. We will just take things slow and see where it goes from here. In the meantime I have something for you.” He said, as he rose from the bed, still naked from the waist down.

He went to his bureau and came back with a beautiful pearl necklace.

“Please take this as a token of my friendship to you. I hope it is only the first of many things that I wish to share with you in time.” He took her to the mirror so that she could see how it looked.

“Thank you so much, but I really can’t accept this from you.” She said, as she went to take it back off.

He placed his hands on hers to stop her.

“Please, I insist.” He said.

As she continued to look at herself, Farnsworth went back to put his pants on. The person that she saw in the mirror was not who she was when she arrived that night. When she arrived she was still Timmy, a man playing the role of a woman. In just a few hours she was accepting the fact that she truly wants to be a real woman, and enjoy things in life as only a real woman could. It was hard for her to believe that the cute little girl in the mirror, looking at her wearing the sexy French maid outfit, was really Jennifer’s husband Timmy!

She didn’t love Farnsworth, and the fact is that she wasn’t attracted to him at all, but it didn’t mean that she shouldn’t take advantage of the opportunity to experience sex with another man for the very first time. She doesn’t know how this will all play out for her, but for now everyone is happy and I, her loving wife, still has her job.

This is the point where she remembered that it was getting quite late and I must be waiting for her downstairs, worried about what was going on with her and Farnsworth.

“Franklin, I think it’s time for me to leave. I’m sure that Jennifer is wondering where I am right now.” She said.

He smiled, took her by the hand, and slowly led her down the long staircase to the party. Everyone stopped to silently watch them approach as though they were royalty. She noticed me still standing next to Ken, not knowing that I had his cum running down my inner thigh from having his hard cock in me just a short time ago! She gave me a smile to tell me that she was alright, and that was when I saw the pearl necklace and was certain that she had just done the deed.

“I hope that everyone had a good time while we were gone.” Farnsworth said, as he approached us. I owe you a debt of gratitude for bringing your sister here to meet me tonight. She has made me feel like a new man. And I thought that it might have been you that I would get to know a little better this evening!” He laughed. “I will see you on Monday. Don’t be surprised if you begin to see a little extra in your pay beginning next week either!” He said with a wink.

“Now be sure that you get your little sister home safely. If you would prefer I can have my driver take you all, if you feel that you can’t drive yourself. I’m going to retire now, but you can feel free to stay as long as you like. Goodbye my dear.” I watched as my boss bent his head down to give my husband a deep passionate kiss.

I would have expected Tiffany to protest in some way, but found that she instead submitted to him totally. After he left I said my goodbyes to Ken, with none of the romance that I had just witnessed between Tiffany and Farnsworth included. In fact, I doubt that anyone could at that point tell that he had just fucked my brains out that evening, as we acted courteously toward each other and just shook hands before we parted.

Tiffany and I drove home in complete silence, with neither of us ready to tell the other about the things that we did that night while apart. She already knew that our lives were now changed forever, without even knowing about my adulterous intentions moving forward. I have been longing for Ken to fuck me, and now that I have had a taste of it I want even more, whether it be with Ken or any other man.

There is no going back for me now and I would soon learn that the same holds true for Tiffany, as she can no longer wait to be fucked by a real man as well!

(Tiffany can no longer go back to being Timmy again, nor does she want to. She will have to continue with dual personalities until the time is right for her to be free and shed her old life forever. It is also quite obvious that Jennifer will never be the same either with her teasing and sexy dress being just the beginning of her new promiscuous lifestyle! One can only imagine what lies ahead!)


Chapter 19- Tiffany is caught by Tony dressed as a French Maid!

It is Sunday morning and as I sit across the kitchen table from Tiffany, she is wearing another one of my silk teddies. We have barely spoken a word to each other since returning from my company’s Halloween party last night. I admit that I feel a little guilty, for not telling my boss that Tiffany was actually my husband wearing the sexy French Maid costume, but the ruse went too far too quickly for me to say anything without fear of losing my job! When I went to introduce my husband, I could see the look in my boss’s eye and told him that the cute little blonde that he was ogling was my sister Tiffany.

That was the moment that my husband Timmy became “my sister” Tiffany.

Before that night Timmy had only just begun to wear some of my feminine clothing around the house, but I talked him into dressing as a woman for the party, once I saw how hot he really looked that way. It is obvious to me that they had some form of sex last night, but how Mr. Farnsworth missed seeing my husband’s tiny dick is beyond me! I also don’t know how I am going to tell him that while he was away with my boss, I was getting fucked in his bathroom by my coworker, Ken.

As we were finishing breakfast, I had to start the conversation.

“Honey? Everything okay?” I asked

Tiffany sighed and paused to gather her thoughts before speaking.

“Why didn’t you tell Farnsworth that I was your husband? Do you know that he really thinks that I’m a woman? Even worse, he has feelings for me and thinks that I have feelings for him too! You said that I would just be play-acting, but now everyone at your company, except your friend Ken, thinks that I am a woman. I don’t know if I’m ready for that, or if I am sure that I really want to do this anymore!” She confessed.

“First off, I’m sorry that I didn’t tell him who you were right away, but the fact is that things got out of hand quickly, and he had already noticed you and told others at the party that he wanted to meet you. If I had told him that you were my husband, it would have humiliated him to everyone in the company, and I’m sure that I wouldn’t have a job right now. Please forgive me, but I had no choice. Now, as for you not wanting to do this anymore, is that what you really want? I know that you have been through quite a bit lately, but I’ve never seen you more happy than you are right now at any time since I’ve known you. I think that this is right for you, and I can’t see us ever going back to the way that things were.” I explained.

“If you like, I can tell Mr. Farnsworth that you had to get back to your home out of state and let him down easy. I’m sure that he will be very upset, but I’ll tell him that it breaks your heart to leave him this way, and you asked me to tell him for you because you were just too upset to tell him yourself. I’ll say that you will call him the next time that you’re in town. Will that make you feel a little better?” I asked, as Tiffany nodded her head in response. “Good, I’m glad that is settled. You know, everyone at the party was talking about you. I thought that I might have been the one getting the attention, but you were quite the little stunner in your little French Maid outfit!”

Tiffany smiled and actually blushed upon hearing that. She seemed much more at ease after our conversation, and never again mentioned what took place between her and Farnsworth, or even with Ken and myself. It never kept me from wondering what actually did happen that night between my husband and my boss.

After breakfast, we did a few things around the house, and when I mentioned to her about playing dress up again today while doing her housework, she jumped at the chance. I helped get her dressed and made her up for the full effect, which included the silicone breasts, wig, and false eyelashes. She was absolutely gorgeous by the time that I had finished with her, and when she saw herself in the mirror she knew it too!

I decided to go shopping for the few things that I had neglected to get the day before, and left Tiffany home to vacuum the house while I was away. As always, I programmed her laptop to show the videos that I chose, and today I wanted her to see other beautifully feminized husbands out among the public, with no one the wiser about their true gender.

“I’m going shopping Honey, is there anything that I can get you?” I asked.

“No, I’m fine. You go have fun.” She replied, as she uncoiled the cord for the vacuum.

“I will. Oh, by the way, Beth might be stopping over in a bit to drop something off for me. I told her that she can come right in if you don’t hear the bell, okay?”

“That’s fine. Just as long as she doesn’t bring Tony with her.” She replied.

“Not much chance of that. She knows that we can’t afford to have him see you like this.” I assured, as I headed out the door.

I decided to stop having her call me Mistress unless we are in an actual domination scenario, figuring that it would help her feel more comfortable in her new role.

Before I left the house, I had put on one of my shortest mini dresses. I guess you could call it a “micro” mini, as it was dangerously short, barely covering my ass. It is much too daring for work, but I was feeling especially randy, and after already having been surpassed by my husband in the “hottest looking woman category” last night, wanted to put myself on display to help boost my ego. Tiffany wasn’t fazed in the least when I laid it out alone on the bed as usual for her to see what I would be wearing in public for the day.

Tiffany already knew that I never add to what I leave on display for her, so she is fully aware that I will be out about town without wearing either bra or panties to help keep my privates from the view of men that may be attracted to me. She knew that it was all that her wife would be wearing out in public that day, and it was totally alright with her that I did! We have both come a long way in a short period of time, and I wonder just how far we can really go.

As I got into my car my mind was still spinning, and I couldn’t stop thinking about Ken fucking me last night. We put on quite a display to all within eyesight before he took me into the bathroom and put his big cock into my dripping pussy. Although he is African American his features make him appear more white, except for that beautiful cock of his! My pussy is already wet just thinking about it, and I can’t wait to see what work will be like tomorrow when I see him.

Back home, Tiffany is vacuuming the bedroom, as Beth pulls into her driveway and heads over with a package. She rings the bell and knocks, but Tiffany couldn’t hear over the sound of the running vacuum, so she finds the front door unlocked and steps inside. With the package in hand, she comes in and takes it into my office as instructed, but instead of leaving right away she decided to follow the sound to Tiffany, to tell her that she had stopped by.

“Tiffany. Tiffany!” She shouted, above the noise.

Tiffany turned to find Beth standing in the bedroom with her, and turned off the vacuum.

“Oh, hi! Sorry I didn’t hear you, Beth.”

“No, don’t be. I just wanted to tell you that I came by, that’s all. How was the party last night? Jen already told me that you were the talk of the evening. Judging by what I see now, I’ll bet you were! She didn’t want to say too much on the phone, so did anything interesting happen?” She asked.

“Nothing really. Just your typical costume party. Everyone had a bit too much to drink, so I can’t remember much about it.” She lied.

They stepped back out of the bedroom and into the living room.

“Hello! Anybody home?”

They turned to find Beth’s husband Tony standing in the front doorway! Beth had neglected to close the door when she came in figuring that she would only be there for a minute, now Tony was inside the house and looking directly at Tiffany. She froze!

He was wearing no more than a tank top and a pair of spandex shorts, that may have been a size or two small on him, which is pretty common these days.

“Tony, what are you doing here?” Beth asked.

“I was heading to the gym and you blocked my car in the driveway, so I came to get your keys. My, my, my, who is this hot little lady?” He asked, as he approached for a closer look.

Tiffany was in full panic mode as he neared. She was certain that he would recognize her as being Timmy in drag, and couldn’t even begin to guess what he would do after learning that!

“Tony, are you telling me that you don’t know who this is? How can you not see that this is….”

Tiffany stepped forward and quickly interrupted.

“I’m Jennifer’s sister Tiffany.” She said demurely, while trying to disguise her voice.

Beth quickly caught on, and smiled.

“Jennifer never said anything to me about having a sister before. You are about the same size, so I can see the resemblance. Do you always dress like this? Not that I’m complaining mind you!” He said, as he walked around checking her out.

Tiffany was nearly shaking as she tried to think of an excuse to be dressed so sexy.

“Tiffany went with Jen to the Halloween party last night and wanted to show me her costume. Do you like it?” Beth interjected.

Beth came up with the perfect solution to the problem, and just as long as my husband could continue role-playing as a woman, she just might get away with it. Tony is a large dark Italian and has already come on to me in the past, despite being married to my friend Beth. He is a crass and brutish man, and to say that he is a male chauvinist would be an understatement. What he lacks in class, he more than makes up for with his ten inch cock that he likes to make women aware of.

“You are a real cutie pie, aren’t you? What would it take to get you to come over to our house and do some dusting over there?” He asked with a sly grin, while Beth rolled her eyes in frustration.

“I don’t think that Tiffany is looking to do our housework Tony. Let's get back home and leave the poor girl alone.” She said, as she tried to lead him toward the door.

“You go on ahead. I think I’d like to stay and see how good she would be at cleaning my pipes.” He said, as he stared down into my husband’s blue eyes.

“Okay, that’s enough. Let's go, Mr. Etiquette. I think that you’ve bothered her quite enough.” Beth says, as she grabs him by the arm and leads him away. “Sorry about that dear. Please tell Jen that we stopped by.”

“I will.” Tiffany gave her a smile and a wave, as she led her husband out the door.

Just before Tony stepped out through the doorway he turned back.

“My offer stands. Just let me know when you want to clean my pipes, Princess!” With that he grabbed his now obviously hardening cock through the stretchy material of his shorts in a lewd gesture, to show her what he was offering before leaving.

Tiffany couldn’t believe that he would have the gall to put on such a rude display but was amazed to see the sheer size of his package! She also wondered if he had ever done anything like that with me, even if she would be helpless to defend me from him if he tried. 


Chapter 20- Jen catches her husband riding her dong!

By the time that I started heading back from shopping Tiffany had finished her housework, but all the time she was working the sight of Tony’s huge cock was on her mind. When he first showed his thick bulge to her through his shorts she was appalled by his barbaric mannerisms, but as the day progressed she became aroused by his crude display. Her tiny dick, or clit as I have begun to call it, was stiff inside of her panties. I had promised her the entire weekend without her chastity cage for going along with me to the party dressed in the French Maid costume and I remained true to my word.

She knew that I would be upset with her if she were to masturbate while I was gone, but thinking about cock was getting her really hot! There was no way of relief for her, but that wasn’t exactly true, as the relief that she desired now was the feeling of a man’s cock deep inside of her boy pussy. I had purchased a rubber phallus a while back to train her, for when the time comes for her to accept being fucked by real men. The same one that she mounted in front of me without my encouragement a week or so before. It is almost the same size and girth of what I imagine that Tony has, and I leave it readily accessible to her so that she can use it whenever she desires to, and encourage her to do so.

As I entered the house with my bags, I was surprised that she wasn’t in the living room waiting for me. I took them into the bedroom and put them on the bed, when I heard a sound coming from the bathroom. When I opened the door I was quite surprised to find Tiffany on her hands and knees with her skirt flipped up over her back. The dildo was mounted to the wall by the suction cup base, and her body was rocking back and forth as she urgently fucked herself with it.

It looked huge as she would move forward, with it almost coming completely out of her man pussy, before rocking back hard and burying it deep inside of herself. It was quite an erotic sight to see my husband dressed as a sexy little French maid, fucking herself with eyes closed and moaning with pleasure. I had no idea at the time that Beth and Tony had been there earlier, and would never have imagined that it would be the sight of Tony’s thick cock stretching his spandex shorts that would cause her to be so excited.

“Well, well, well, aren’t you a busy little girl? I can see that you couldn’t wait for me get back to help you.” I said, startling her.

She froze in place with the dildo buried to the base inside of her.

“I’m sorry. I just needed this so bad!” She replied.

“Oh Sweety, please don’t apologize. I think that this is a very healthy thing for your development, and I’m very happy to find that you want to do this on your own without my encouragement. I didn’t mean to interrupt, so please continue. There is one thing that I need for you to do for me however.” I said, as I stepped into the bathroom.

While I was shopping, my mind was constantly on the thought of Ken fucking me at the party the night before and I needed to cum myself, so as Tiffany rode the rubber phallus, I got down on the floor myself in the same position directly in front of her. My tight skirt was short enough that it took little effort to expose my entire naked bottom, allowing it to become accessible for service. She wasted no time in burying her face between my soft warm cheeks.

I flashed back to the debauched things that I have done in just the past two days and came to a realization. It was at that moment that I had to admit that I was an actual slut. Oh, we’ve all heard of somebody “acting like a slut”, but judging by the perverse things that I do these days, I now know that they are all really acting like me!

“Honey, can I tell you something?” I asked, facing straight ahead with my husbands face deep within the crack of my ass.

“Mmmmffff.” Came muffled reply.

“Honey, you know that I wore this dress because I knew that I would look hot walking around in the mall, right?”

Again another muffled response. In fact, he would respond to everything she would say.

“Baby, I could see the way that all the men looked me over as I passed by, some would even turn and stare, and you know what? I loved it. Yeah Baby, I loved it and I gave them more!”

Tiffany gave out a loud moan, as she got excited listening to her slut wife. I looked back to find her little stiff clit flipping about as she ground herself back into the thick piece of rubber.

“I picked up another pair of sexy high heels, and you know where I got them? That’s right! Back to the store with the handsome old salesman….Oh Baby! You’re getting in there deep!”

I had to catch my breath.

“The man was very happy to see me, took me right back to the seat that I sat in last time. You remember that, don’t you? When I spread my legs and showed him your wife’s pussy? By the feel of your tongue up my ass, I’m sure that you do! When I told him which shoes I wanted he went in the back room and quickly brought back three pairs of different sizes so that he wouldn’t have to make another trip.”

“As he walked back I could tell that he was making sure that no one was looking in the front windows of the store. When he went to sit facing me, he smiled when he saw that my short skirt was too short to cover my naked pussy. Can you believe that I wore this dress today? He looked up to see that I was smiling too, as I slowly slid down in the chair while I opened my legs. Can you picture me doing that, Honey?”

“I was practically on my back in my chair with my legs spread as wide as possible and my cunt right in front of the man’s surprised face! That was it for him, he went down to his knees in front of his stool and put his tongue right up into my fuck hole! Think about that, Hon. He gets my cunt while you get my ass to lick! Funny how things just turn out that way.”

“Anyway, he was doing a great job lapping up the juice from my pussy, and I was getting really into it, when he looked up and saw someone in the window. Luckily she didn’t see us right away, and he had time to get up before she came in. I was facing away from the entrance and didn’t quite move with the same urgency. That was that, but I did promise another show in the future. Maybe I’ll bring you with me, and we can give him a two for one deal! Oh you like that, huh?”

“Honey, do you think I’m a slut? I’ve been thinking lately and I really and truly believe that I am, and I have you to thank for it. I am finally making up for years of sexual frustration, I think you understand what I mean now, but my libido is in overdrive right and I can’t control it anymore. Do you know what it’s like to be horny all the time? Oh, sorry, I forgot who I was talking to. Well, I’ll let you get back to focusing on my ass for now.” I said a lot, but I meant every word, and I remember that she had told me that she craves humiliation, so I’m going to start giving her just what she wants, moving ahead.

She continued to rock back and forth on the dildo as I felt her tongue ream my asshole. The feeling was unbelievably welcome because I needed to cum badly, after spending the entire day with a pussy wet and ready to fuck. While I was shopping I made sure to flash a little of my ass and pussy “by accident” to men watching me, as I sat or bent to check something on a lower shelf in the stores. That all lead up to me wanting to return to the man in the shoe store. This newfound desire to expose myself in public had an effect on me, as well as those that were lucky enough to catch a glimpse under my skirt.

Tiffany was doing a great job tonguing my ass as I reached up between my legs to rub my clit. It didn’t take me long, and I finally couldn’t hold back any longer and started to cum. She could sense this and grabbed my hips as she pushed her tongue deep into my anus.

“Oh OH Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

My thighs began to spasm as I enjoyed my much-needed orgasm. It felt wonderful after a full day of heightened arousal, so I remained in position and enjoyed the sensation of her reaming me until I came down, while she continued fucking herself at a torrid pace.

Without a word I pulled away and heard her moan in disappointment as her mouth lost contact with my ass. I stood and went into the kitchen to make something to eat while she enjoyed herself privately.

Ring Ring

I heard my cell phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi Jen, it’s Beth. I just want to apologize for Tony coming over and seeing Tiffany.” She explained.

“What? Tony was here? What happened?” I was shocked!

“I stopped by to drop off that package to you and must have left the door open. I was talking to her, and before I knew it he was inside the house and saw her. Don’t worry. He thinks she’s your sister. I would never tell him about Timmy. In fact, he thinks that the two of you look very much alike, so he shouldn’t be able to put two and two together and figure it out. He really isn’t that bright!”

“What did he say?”

“He just thought that she was hot and made a few lewd comments as usual. He can be such an asshole at times, but she took it like a trooper and stayed in character. My husband has to be about as dumb as a stump!” She laughed.

“The same thing happened at the party last night. Nobody could tell that she wasn’t a real woman. I think that between the hormones and the makeup, she looks very authentic! I wonder what Tony would have done if he was alone with her. Now that would be something to see! Could you imagine the look on his face if he reached down and grabbed hold of a little cock instead of a pussy?” I was in hysterics as Tiffany entered the kitchen.

“I’ve got to go, but I’ll give you a call back later. Bye!” I said, as I hung up.

“Who was that?” Tiffany asked.

“Oh, just a friend. Are you hungry?” I asked, as I quickly changed the subject.

I didn’t want her to know that Beth told me about Tony being here earlier, but it made me wonder if that is what got her horny enough to fuck herself with the dildo.

After dinner, I went into my office to see what she had been viewing while I was gone and was happy to find that she had watched all the hot shemale videos that I had cued up for her to see. What surprised me was that she followed those up with others showing other cute femboys getting fucked roughly by big strong alpha males. I am now sure that she has a deeply hidden desire to have our neighbor fuck her, even after despising him since we first met. If there is a way that I can safely make that happen in the future I surely will!


Chapter 21- Jennifer texts images of her adultery to her husband!

The following morning I could tell that Tiffany was not happy about getting dressed and going back to work as a man. She had been wearing another silk teddy of mine to bed, and as she went into the bathroom to remove her butt plug and clean it, I was laying out my clothes for the day. I really wanted to look hot for Ken and, throwing caution to the wind, I picked out something uncharacteristically short and sexy to wear.

As I was placing a short mini and a white satin blouse on the bed, Tiffany came back into the bedroom looking upset.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Something happened when I was in the bathroom with you yesterday that id didn’t tell you about.”

“What is it, Honey?” I asked as I sat on the bed.

“When you were talking to me, and I was doing that other thing I, uh, spurted.”

“Was it a lot?”

“Oh, yes, quite a lot.”

“Well then, you know what that means! You had a sissygasm! I guess you won’t need your little clit anymore.” I said holding his cage in my hand.

Seeing it in my hand she stepped forward, looking almost eager to have me put it back on. I guessed that now that she has found a more desirable way of cumming, the other would no longer be necessary.

“I hope that will be a lesson to you.” I said with a wry smile. “Anything else?”

“I don’t think that I want to go to work anymore. Can’t I just stay home and do things around the house? I feel much more comfortable here.” She said.

“You don’t like your job anymore?” I asked.

“It’s not that so much as I think that I like my new life better. I don’t like wearing my old clothes anymore and would prefer to keep wearing yours!” She explained.

“Honey, I think that until we can get just a bit further into your transformation, we should keep this as our secret. We haven’t even seen the doctor to get you on the medication yet. Besides, it isn’t good for you to be in the house all the time. You should get out there with other people. Hopefully, it won’t be long before you will be free to just be yourself around others. So you get yourself ready, and maybe I’ll call you with a little surprise treat while your working!” I said with a wink. I ended it there, and she seemed a little more at ease after that.

As I drove to work, my pussy tingled from anticipation of seeing Ken. All that I could think about was him pushing his hard cock into me at the party, and how much I needed it again. It was the first time that another man has been inside of me since I first met Timmy, and I really missed having something in me that I could feel!

I got a few looks from others in the building as I headed down the hall to my office, the sound of my heels echoing off the walls. My short Lycra skirt stretched around my bottom, and I know that all the men were watching me as the well-defined globes of my ass moved inside of the tight fabric. When I got to my office, I was already feeling flush with the thought of how Ken will react when he sees me.

Knock Knock!

My prayers seemed to be answered already, as I went to open the door. I swung the door open so that he could see me properly, as I got myself into a sexy cheesecake pose. My eyes were closed waiting for Ken to say something, and was shocked when I heard the voice of another man instead!

When I opened my eyes I found Mr. Farnsworth, the company CEO, looking at me.

“Well, I must say Jennifer that you are looking quite nice today. I hope that you dressed this way for me! Ha Ha!” He laughed.

I wanted to crawl up into a ball and die! I couldn’t believe that I was dumb enough to let him see me this way.

“No sir. I mean, yes sir. Just being silly I guess.” I straightened myself up and backed away, to allow him to enter. 

“I must say that I’ve noticed that you are dressing a bit more casual these days. Just be careful around the board of directors, if you know what I mean!” He said with a wink.

“How can I help you today?” I asked, as I closed the door and stepped back around my desk, while trying to pull the hem of my short dress lower.

“I’m here to discuss Tiffany. I think that we hit it off pretty well the other night. Has she said anything about me?” He wondered.

“Just that she had a great time. I didn’t ask her for any details, but she did say that you were nice….person, a nice person!” I lied.

“I was wondering if she might be available for dinner this evening. She looked so beautiful at the party that I would like to see her again. I can have a car come by and pick her up.” He said.

“Oh, I’m so sorry, but she had to fly back home today. She said that she had to sort things out and will call me later in the week. Didn’t she tell you?” I had to find a way to let him down easy, but it was obvious that he was crushed by the news.

“No. She never said anything about leaving. Probably forgot to mention it to me. She...isn’t married or anything like that, is she?”

“As you know, she is a very pretty girl. I’m sure that she has boyfriends, but I doubt that it is anything serious. Sorry that you didn’t know, but I’ll be sure to tell her that you were asking about her when she calls. I’m certain that she will be happy to hear it.”

I was trying to let him down as easy as I could, but tried to keep his hopes up that there was still a chance to see her again, which will hopefully help me keep my job.

“Please tell her that I do care for her deeply, and I will fly her back here as soon as she is ready.” He said, as he headed for the door before turning to give me a sly look. “There is one other thing. I heard that you were quite entertaining during the party, so don’t be surprised if I send a car for you, if your sister doesn’t come back soon. There seems to be another side of you that I would like to explore, deeply..if you know what I mean.” He gave a wink before closing the door.

Oh, God! He not only wants to fuck my husband, he wants me too! He did mention at the party that he expected me to be his chosen one for the evening before he met Tiffany, but I thought that he was joking at the time. Farnsworth knows full well that I am married, but he doesn’t care at all about that. If things start to go in that direction I may have no choice but to have her spend the night with him, otherwise it just may be me instead! I would bet that at this point, he wouldn’t even care if Tiffany was a man.

My hope was that he not be too upset about Tiffany being unavailable to him right now, which may have effected my job, and I think that I can lay those fears to rest for the time being anyway.

It is now mid-morning, and I was just finishing a conference call when I heard another knock on the door. This time, however, I decided to play it safe and not guess who it would be, so I opened the door in my normal manner. I was relieved when I saw that it was Ken and I quickly pulled him into my office, checking that there was nobody else in the hallway, before closing the door.

“Thank God it’s you!” I said, as I stood with my back pressed up against the door.

“Why, what’s up?” He asked, as he turned to find me breathing heavily.

“Farnsworth was here earlier, and I thought that it was you. I’m so embarrassed!” I said.

“What did you do to be embarrassed?”

“I kind of acted a little flirty, just joking around, but I think that he thought that it was meant for him. Don’t be too surprised if he thinks that he can come on to me someday. He really wants to see Tiffany again, but I don’t want that to happen unless there isn’t any other option.” I said.

“Wait, are you saying that you want your husband to dress up like a woman again for Farnsworth, if he makes a play for you? What the hell happened that night between the two of them? Did they have sex?” He asked.

“Timmy never told me. He didn’t say, and I didn’t ask. All I know is that Farnsworth thinks that he is really my sister, and a real woman. He said nothing else beyond that, except that he wants to see him again badly. Things might get interesting around here down the road. My husband also never asked about us, although I’m pretty sure that he suspects that something may have happened between us.” I explained, as I began to walk toward my desk.

“So I guess we should play it cool now. Don’t want no trouble between you two!”

I turned quickly and leaned back against the desk. He was following close behind and nearly bumped into me, and we ended up face to face.

“On the contrary. I can’t wait for you to fuck me again!” I said, as I pulled him against me and kissed him.

He seemed confused at first, but relaxed as soon as I pressed myself up against him, and he began to explore my mouth with his tongue. Hands were everywhere and when he felt my braless breasts through my satin top, he gave out a moan, and began to squeeze and pinch them right though the material. Oh, I wanted him so badly right then!

He picked me up in his strong arms and sat me on my desk as we continued our torrid kiss. I felt a hand work it’s way up my thigh past my socking top until it reached my pussy and paused. He knew immediately that I wasn’t wearing panties under my short skirt, and looked down into my eyes with a knowing grin on his face as he slipped a finger into my wet pussy.

It felt so good, as he raised one of my legs for better access and worked a second finger into me, with my bare vagina now in plain view. But there was something that I really wanted to do before we went too far, so I reached down and held his hand to stop him.

“Is something wrong?” He asked.

“I have to text my husband.” I said.

“Now? Can’t it wait?” He asked, with an obvious look of confusion on his face.

“I don’t want to keep things from him, and right now we have something special going on between us. I think it would be best if he were included. It will all make sense to you later, so don’t worry. Just bear with me for a few minutes.” I explained, as I reached for my cell and began to text.

Hi Honey. Feeling any better? I asked.

Yes, thanks.

I’m happy about that. Mr. Farnsworth came by asking about you. I texted, while still sitting on my desk as Ken sat in the guest chair directly in front of me.

What did you tell him?

I said that Tiffany had to go back home to sort things out. That should satisfy him for the time being. Do you remember Ken from the party?

Sure.

Well, he’s here with me now. He doesn’t know it yet, but he is about to do something for me that I would have had you do if you were here. I hope that you don’t mind. I said as I cleared away some papers from my desk and laid back.

I looked into Ken’s eyes and smiled as I put both of my feet up on the surface of the desk and opened my legs right in front of his face. His eyes lit up when he saw my freshly shaved cunt right in front of him, and he knew just what to do as he proceeded to eat out my pussy.

Don’t mind what? What is he doing? He asked.

I held my phone out and took a closeup picture of Ken tonguing my clit and sent it off. It took a good couple of minutes for Timmy to get back to me, so I laid back and enjoyed the feeling of being pleasured as I waited.

Where are you? He asked.

I took another, wider shot with the camera so that he could see my office in the background.

OMG! He’s licking your pussy right in your office? What if someone comes in? WTF!

I could just imagine the look on his face when he saw the pictures, and hoped nobody else was near enough to see them too.

Yes Honey, he’s licking your wife’s pussy. Does that make you mad?

Ken was doing a great job on my muff and it was working. Timmy paused again before answering, while I sent some other hot pictures of myself being serviced by another man in the meantime.

So, are you trying to tell me that you don’t need me anymore?

That was not my intention at all, and I didn’t want him to feel that way.

No Honey, I still love you and that will never change. This is different. I need this, and I know that now, but I need you the way that you are too. Does that make any sense to you? I asked, as Ken lifted my ass up high, to get better access to my hot cunt.

I guess so. What is he doing now?

He’s driving me crazy with his tongue. I think I’m ready to cum Baby. Do you want to see it? I asked.

As I waited for his answer I thought that this was going to be the moment of truth. I had no doubt that I will continue to do this with or without his consent, but it would be much better if he was going to go along with me, when I do. Finally, I got the answer that I hoped for.

YES! He replied in all caps.

I put my phone on video just as I was about to orgasm.

“Oh yeah, Baby. Oh, give me that tongue of yours. That’s it. That’s it! I’m Cummingggggggg! AHHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

My ass bucked up into his face as my body thrashed about on my desk. I had forgotten all about the camera for a few moments until I calmed down, so there was a little extra on the video that actually would show him just how much I enjoyed it. Ken looked up at me from between my legs smiling, as I checked the video before sending it off.

The camera had bounced around quite bit, but there were some good shots of him eating me out and my reaction to it. I sent it off and waited, hoping that he had at least turned the volume down on his phone before viewing it.

Ken sat back in his chair and I gave him a few tissues to wipe my juice from his face, when I heard the text come in from Timmy.

I can’t believe that you can do that right in your office! How many times have you done this?

This is the first of what I hope will be many!

My cock is so hard that it hurts. I think it’s going to bust right out of my cage!

So, you liked it? You like to watch someone else eat your wife’s pussy? You don’t mind if I have other men pleasure me?

As long as it makes you happy and you tell me what’s going on, I guess it’s okay.

I’m so glad that you feel that way! So, does that mean that you wouldn’t mind if Ken comes over tonight and fucks me? I am asking you for blessing, by the way.

No, I guess not.

I haven’t asked him yet, and I’m afraid that he might not think it’s such a good idea and turn me down, so can you ask him for me? I’m too nervous right now. Will you ask him to come over and fuck your wife with his big cock? I think that he will, if you ask him, Sweetheart.

This was a huge step and I may have been rushing things, but it would be so hot if he says yes.

You want me to ask a man that I don’t even really know, to come over to our house and fuck you? Where am I supposed to go while you’re doing this?

You will be right there with me, silly! You can even hold my hand if you want, how’s that? Hell, I would bet that you may be able to talk him into fucking you too! LOL! Wouldn’t that be great, Honey? He could fuck us both! All you have to do is ask. Will you do that for me?

I sent him another closeup of my wet and juicy pussy to look at, while he decides.

OK. He replied.

OK what?

OK I’ll ask him.

Thank you, Baby. I love you so much! He’s right here waiting.

I guess that it took him a few minutes to get up enough nerve, but a text finally did come back.

Ken, I would like you to come to our house tonight and fuck Jennifer. She told me that she really wants you to, but wanted to make sure that I do to. I love her and want her to be happy. It will be alright with me, and we will both be very grateful if you did.

I showed the phone to Ken and a big smile appeared on his face. He gave me a nod to reply that he would.

Thank you, Honey. Ken says that he will, so I’ll have dinner delivered to our house. Things will move along quicker if we can get that right out of the way first. I think that this would be a great opportunity for you to wear something special, so look in my closet when you get home. I picked out a new dress for you that I know you will look really hot in, and you will find a pair of matching nylons there along with it. It is the red one on the end of the rack to the right. There is also a special pair of panties to go along with it, that I am sure you will like. They are in my lingerie drawer under mine. I think heels will work perfectly as well. Do you think you can put on your own makeup now, Sweety?

Yes

Good! I’ll see you when I get home!!!!!!!!!

I knew that this would make him feel more like he will be a part of the plan, and I’m sure that he is already thinking about how he wants to look when Ken arrives. I had originally wanted to fuck Ken as soon as he walked into my office, but I truly think that this will make it much more special for everybody when Tiffany is there to watch.

Ken still does not understand what is going on between Tiffany and me, and as I was finishing with my text he noticed the anklet that I wear, but had no idea what the key was for.

“Holy shit Jen! I can’t believe that he is really okay with us fucking around. I mean, you sent him pictures of me eating out your pussy, and he didn’t even seem upset. Are you two swingers, or something?” He asked.

“Something.” I replied, not wanting to tell him too much and spoil the surprise.

“Okay don’t tell me, but can you at least tell me what that key is supposed to represent on your ankle chain?”

“It will all be perfectly clear to you, when I see you tonight.” I replied.

I ended the conversation there and gave Ken my home address before sending him off. He still thinks that Tiffany being dressed as a woman for the party was only a “costume”, and a one time thing, but I’m just dying to see the look on his face when he sees her tonight! I couldn’t wait for the day to end so that I could put my plan in motion.


Chapter 22- The confession.

I left work a little early so that I could get a jump on things, and have everything ready for my special night with Ken. When I walked in the front door, I found that Tiffany had already been home for some time, wearing the dress that I had asked her to.

“Wow Honey, you look absolutely stunning in that dress. How long have you been home?” I asked, as I looked her over.

“I couldn’t get anything done at work after you texted me, so I decided to leave after lunch. Do you really like how it looks on me?” She asked.

It is a short red dress with lace trim, attached garters, and matching sheer stockings. The hemline is very high, showing about six inches of her bare thighs above her stockings with a halter top that snaps around her neck like a collar. She had the fake breasts on under it, and they looked so natural that I just had to reach out and touch them. Besides everything else, it is backless nearly to the cleft of her round bottom, showing off plenty of her soft white skin. She was wearing her shoulder-length blonde wig and was in the middle of applying her makeup when I walked in.

She was just standing there looking demurely, allowing me to examine her, and I just couldn’t help myself but to walk up to her and give her a long deep kiss. She melted in my arms like a real girl, and I could tell that this is how she would like to remain from now on. I could feel her soft silicone breasts pressing up against mine through the thin material of her dress, and they felt as real as could be, before we finally broke away.

“Thank you.” She said softly.

“Thank you for what, Honey?” I asked, as I stepped back to look into her eyes.

“For doing all of this for me. I don’t think that I would have had the courage to do it myself, but now I know that it was meant to be. It makes me feel good when I look...uh….”

“Pretty?”

“Yes, pretty. People look at me differently. They like me more this way. I never felt comfortable around people before, and felt like I didn’t fit in. I had always wondered what it would be like to be...uh, feminine, and now that I have done this I know in my heart that I want to remain this way, and I have you to thank for it. You created me, and I will be forever in your debt for that!” She confessed.

“I’m glad that you’re happy, Dear. I always had a feeling that there was someone inside of you ready to be free, and I’m sure that this is the right path for you. Now don’t you go thinking that I’m going to start taking it easy on you after this! I’ve got plans for you that might make you wish that you had your old life back!” I said, with a laugh.

She smiled back, and I sent her to finish getting ready as I went to shower. Ken wasn’t supposed to be at our house until 8 o’clock, which gave us plenty of time to get ourselves, as well as our house ready for company. I had bought a dress during one of my weekend shopping excursions that I planned to wear for a very special occasion, which I had hoped would come soon. After seeing how hot Tiffany looked in hers, I thought that this was the perfect time to wear it.

It is a deep cowl front, backless mini, that I would never have thought someone would ever wear in public, but for this night I thought that it would be perfect. With an “O” ring strap around my neck and a plunging neckline that goes well below my belly button. It doesn’t leave much to the imagination! With only a pair of crotchless fishnet pantyhose beneath it, I would be only a whisper away from being totally exposed and available to anyone that wanted me, which is my goal for the evening. 


Chapter 23- Everything falls into place as Tiffany watches me with another man for the first time!

As it neared time for Ken to arrive, I ordered our dinner from the Le Baron Rouge Restaurant to be delivered. It is an upscale French restaurant down the road from us and I thought that by having something special, it would do well to set the tone for the rest of the evening. I set the table with candles for atmosphere and a bottle of wine to take the edge off of everyone, and just as I was finishing up the doorbell rang.

Ding Dong!

I opened the front door to find Ken waiting with a bouquet. His eyes lit up when he saw my outfit, and I had to pull him into the house as he just stood looking dumbfounded. Once I was out of sight of the neighbors, I pressed my body up against his and gave him a deep kiss. The top of my dress was no more than some loose fabric draped over my breasts, and when I pulled away one of them was nearly completely exposed already! He smiled and watched as I showed a bit of modesty and slid the material back over to cover it, knowing full well that this wouldn’t be the last time that this would happen through the course of the evening.  

“You look incredibly delicious in that dress. I want to fuck you right now! Where’s your husband?” He asked, as he looked around.

I stepped back away from him and smiled.

“Tiffany! Will you come in here please?” I called toward the bedroom.

She had been finishing up with her makeup, wanting everything to be perfect for the evening. After a moment she stepped into the living room, and I have to admit that even as sexy as I thought that I looked, she was all that and more! Ken did a double take when he saw her, and had a total look of confusion on his face when he turned back toward me.

“What the fuck, Jennifer? I know that this is your husband, but I thought that what he did at the party was just play acting. Are you going to tell me that he dresses like this all the time? I thought you were just kidding around when you were telling me about it at the party. I mean, shit! Not like he doesn’t look as hot as hell but……..shit, I don’t know what to say!” Ken was at a loss for words, as he stared at my husband in disbelief.

“Pretty sweet, huh? I bet that you could not have known it if I never told you.” I replied, as I took his hand and brought him closer.

“So, Timmy…...”

“Tiffany.” I interrupted.

“Sorry. Tiffany, you like dressing up like a woman?” He asked. 

“I don’t know what it is. In just the past couple of months, I’ve kind of changed. Jennifer has encouraged me to do this a little at a time, and it makes me feel better when I do. I thought that I was going to be more nervous about letting others see me this way, but after everyone at party said how nice I looked, I feel a little more comfortable about it now. Besides, Jennifer wants me to stay this way and I will do anything she asks to keep her happy.” She explained.

Ken turned toward me.

“So, you want your husband to be a woman? I thought that you like guys!”

“Of course I do, silly! That’s what I have you for. I need that big cock of yours inside me. Tiffany can’t do the things that you can do for me, and she knows it. She can keep me happy in other ways, and I love her for that, but she can’t satisfy me like a real man.” I said, as I put my arms around his waist and held him tightly.

“So, it’s alright with you if your wife has sex with me? You two don’t do it anymore?” He asked her.

“We don’t have sex in the usual way anymore, if that’s what you’re asking. I do whatever she needs me to do, and sometimes she does things for me too. I don’t mind.” Tiffany replied.

“Show him.” I said, as I pointed down at her crotch.

Tiffany paused for a moment. This will be the first time that anyone, outside of Beth and me, would see what she is required to wear under her clothing. She wasn’t expecting to be asked to do this, and began to feel shame to be allowing a more well-endowed man to see her tiny clit in its cage. After taking a deep breath she began slowly raising her short skirt, allowing him to see a small but defined bulge in her panties. I stepped forward and stood beside her, and pulled down the front of her panties to display her chastity device to Ken, who’s eyes lit up again when he saw it.

She has been wearing the CB6000s for weeks, as I thought that it’s smaller size would help hide a bulge in her clothing better than the CB3000 that she started with. It is much more confining and uncomfortable, but that didn’t affect my decision about her wearing it, and I feel that that by being less comfortable it keeps her little clit from having as many erections! It may have been my imagination, but I could swear that his little clit is becoming even smaller from wearing it.

“Holy shit! You keep him….her dick locked up all the time? So when you sent the text the other day he……..she was locked up and couldn’t even jerk off or anything? Isn’t that kind of cruel?” He asked.

“Tiffany, would you like to explain?” I asked her, as I wanted to to see if she would tell him what she had told me earlier, about wanting me to humiliate her by doing more things like that.

“Actually, I’m getting used to it.” She said, looking a bit embarrassed by telling her story to a man. “Something inside of me wants this. I don’t know why, but I feel something stir inside of me when Jennifer has me do things. Not only my chastity device but other things that should make me feel embarrassed, as well. When she showed me the pictures of the two of you from today, they got me excited! I knew that she was enjoying herself, and that is my satisfaction.”

“You got excited seeing us together, but you couldn’t even touch yourself. Why do you wear that thing? Wait a minute! Is that what the key on your ankle chain is for? She can’t get out of that thing until she gets out of work and you let her out! How does that all work?” He asked me.

“I keep her locked up all the time, and if she does something especially nice for me I take it off for a while. I have to let her ejaculate about once a week, just to be on the safe side for health purposes, but that’s about it. Her dick is too small to satisfy me, or any other woman to be honest with you, and this stops her from masturbating all the time. She had such nasty habit of jerking off too much! Now I keep her under my control, and we have a happy marriage. Right Honey?” I asked.

Tiffany just smiled, letting Ken know that I spoke the truth.

“So, that means that you are a cuckold too? I’ve heard about shit like that, but never thought that I would actually find one!” He said, pointing to Tiffany.

“I guess you can say that.” She replied.

“Then that means that you are a, uh….”

“A hotwife? Is that what you are trying to say?” I asked.

“Yeah that’s it, a hotwife! So you like to bring guys over so that he…..she can watch you fuck them? Man! I’m having a hard time wrapping my head around all this shit. And I just thought that you were just fucking around on him…..shit, I’ll get this right eventually, her!” He said, as he had to correct myself once again.

Ding Dong!

The doorbell rang again at that very moment.

“Why don’t you come into the dining room and I’ll explain it all to you during dinner. Tiffany, that has to be our food delivery. Can you take care of that, and have them bring it in to us? It’s already been paid for.” I said, as I led Ken away by the hand.

Tiffany let the delivery man in with the food, and he was more than happy to follow her into the dining room once he saw how she looked. I noticed as soon as he came into the room that his eyes turned to me and became transfixed on my nearly naked breasts. Just for a tease, I couldn’t help but to lean across the table for a glass which allowed the loose material of my dress to hang down away from my body, allowing him full view of my bare tits!

He nearly dropped the bags of food when he saw my display, giving my ego quite a boost. When I sat back down, the material had shifted, leaving one of my breasts partially visible with my nipple on full display to everyone. I made no motion to cover myself and acted as though nothing was amiss. Tiffany knew that I was showing myself to other men on purpose, but did not appear upset about it at all. As part of the restaurant service they place everything on the table for their customers to make sure that everything is there and that we are satisfied.

Once that was done, I had Tiffany walk the man back to the door. I would have bet that he couldn’t wait to tell them back at the restaurant what he saw! As we ate dinner, I explained to Ken that Tiffany is still going through her transformation into feminization, and will be under a doctor’s guidance throughout. I also told him that he is the first man that I have brought into the relationship, so that he wouldn’t think that I have been whoring myself around all along, even if that may be in my plans moving forward!

After dinner, we went back to the living room, where I had Ken sit beside me on the sofa while Tiffany sat in my chair. I had her get us some drinks and by the time that she came back, we were already kissing passionately as she watched us from her chair. As Ken kissed his way down to my exposed breasts I could see her eyes filling with lust, watching another man giving me pleasure. When she caught me looking at her, as she sat ladylike with her hands in her lap, I smiled, and she did the same.

I was in no rush for sex, but the same couldn’t be said of Ken as he was more than ready, and laid me on my back as he kissed his way down to my navel. My short skirt had barely covered anything, and as I raised my knees, it slipped up around my waist as he moved down to my freshly shaved pussy, naked and ready for him!

Tiffany sat quietly and watched for the first time while another man ate my pussy, as I writhed with pleasure before her. My dress was almost nonexistent as it bunched around my waist as my vagina and bottom were now on full display, as my crotchless fishnet pantyhose doing nothing to hide anything at all!

I noticed Tiffany squirming in her seat as she watched another man take off his clothes to prepare to fuck me, but when she saw his big cock spring to attention she placed her hand over her mouth and let out a gasp! Her eyes were now transfixed on Ken’s cock as he got on his hands and knees above me, ready to enter me.

“Tiffany, come here please.” I ordered.

She got up and stood in front of the sofa above us.

“Honey, Ken’s cock is so much larger than yours, and he may need your help getting it inside of my tight little hole. He will need you to help guide his man size cock into your wife’s pussy. You still remember where it goes, don’t you?” I teased, as I smiled up at Ken.

Tiffany paused for a moment, perhaps not wanting to show her eagerness to touch another man’s penis.

“Yes Mistress.” She replied, while reverting back to being my submissive. Her doing this at my request took the actions that she would now take out of her control, as she would only be following orders.

I had a perfect view from between our bodies of Ken’s cock pointing down at me, as Tiffany got on her knees to assist. She softly ran her fingers up and down its length causing his cock to harden and the crown to swell. I pulled my knees up and spread my legs wide apart, to allow her to see just how wet I was for another man as she grasped it by the shaft and guided it in. Her delicate fingers barely made it around his thick cock as she held it. Ken lowered himself down upon me as I watched his beautiful cock disappear through the soft folds of my wet pussy.

Tiffany looked on in amazement as she watched him fuck her loving wife from mere inches away! I’m sure that this is exactly what she wanted all along and it was a relief to me that she acted exactly as I had envisioned. All of her hypno therapy paid off as she appeared more than willing to help another man give me the pleasure that she never could.

Ken was now relentlessly pounding my pussy, as I spread my legs as wide as I could to allow him in deeper. Tiffany had a perfect view, as she watched intently when I felt my orgasm approaching. Ken could sense this and worked even faster to help get me there.

Finally!!

“Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” I screamed.

My hips began to buck up from the sofa as our bodies smacked together and I had a tremendous orgasm. Ken let out a grunt and drove his cock into me to the hilt with three tremendous thrusts, as I felt his hot seed shoot deep inside of my womb. His semen shot up into me in spurts as he deposited his entire load in me.

Tiffany watched as a thick white frothy mass of a combination of his cum and my own lubricant accumulated around the base of his cock. I don’t know what she may have thought of the fact that another man had just fucked her wife bareback without the protection of a condom, and shot his sperm deep inside of her. As for me, I never felt so lustful in my life!

Ken slowly rose up, and as his cock withdrew, cum dripped from its head into my still gaping hole, as he remained in place until it stopped.

“Tiffany, be a dear and clean my boyfriend’s cock for him. If you do a good job, I just might let you clean me out too!” I encouraged.

Ken sat back on his haunches with his still hard cock pointing out toward me, as Tiffany got herself into position while still kneeling. Slowly she took the big cock in her hand and lowered her head to lick the cum from its tip and around the base, before finally taking it into her mouth. Tiffany’s eyes rolled back in her head as she delighted in the fact that she was sucking on another man’s cock.

Sure, I was pretty sure that she sucked off my boss at the party without her even telling me, as he let it be known at the corporation about his conquest with her that evening. This was different. This is a well-built man in his prime with a cock to die for, and she was taking full advantage of it, as she sucked every drop of cum remaining from it. I had trained her to be familiar with the taste of semen, as she was required to drink her own whenever she ejaculated, to the point that she became accustomed to it and is now a part of her life. Now that she has tasted the cum from other men she literally craves it.

Ken’s cock was softening as Tiffany milked the last remnants of his cum into her mouth.

“Now, that’s a good girl! Don’t you think that you should thank Ken for letting you suck his cock? I’m sure that if you ask him nicely he will let you suck it again sometime!” I gave Ken a wink, while Tiffany continued to fondle his cock and balls.

“Thank you for letting me suck your cock, Ken. Did I do a good enough job for you?” She asked, meekly.

Ken looked at me and shrugged.

“Uh, yes Tiffany, that was very nice.” Ken replied awkwardly.

“That was very sweet Honey. Now I have a very special treat waiting for you that I’ve been holding inside my pussy. He must have shot a gallon of cum into me, and we can’t let it go to waste now, can we? Just lie down on your back and I’ll show you what I mean.” I said, as I got up from the sofa.

I had to cup my hand under my crotch so that it wouldn’t leak out onto the carpet, and once she was face up on the floor I straddled her head and squatted over her. With my cunt a few inches above her open mouth I let it flow. It ran out in a long thick stream. I thought that it would never end, and when it did, it only took a little effort to force more out. Tiffany would swallow a big gulp before opening wide for more.

Once done I spread apart the lips of my pussy and sat down on her face, as she ate me out properly. It felt so good that I didn’t want her to stop, but after a while it was time for a break and I finally had to rise up. Tiffany remained on the floor licking her lips with her eyes closed as she squeezed her own silicone breasts, while I fixed my dress. 


Chapter 24 – We watch in amazement as Tiffany is stretched beyond belief!

I wanted her to share in our good time, so I went into the bedroom to retrieve something that I had bought for her recently as a special surprise. When I came back into the living room I showed the surprise to Ken, as Tiffany laid unaware on the floor. It was a twelve-inch rubber dong with a suction base much like the other one that Tiffany had used before, only this one was black, much thicker, and two inches longer than the other.

Ken wondered what I was going to do with something that big, and was surprised himself, when he watched me attach it to the other side of the coffee table in front of him.

“Tiffany?”

She opened her eyes.

“I have a special treat for you!”

She sat up to find the dildo standing firm and tall like a statue right beside her. It took her a moment to figure out what I expected of her, and looked to me for an answer.

“Mistress?” She paused. “It’s so big. I don’t know if I can actually handle something like that.” She said, as she studied the fine details of the phallus.

“You don’t want to embarrass me in front of our guest, do you? I bought this special just for you. You have worked very hard getting your boy pussy ready for something like this, and it would disappoint me if you were not able to take it, after all that training. If you can’t take it all, we may have to go back to wearing your butt plug for the entire day again, and perhaps even go for one that’s even larger than what you have now. I’m sure that would be very uncomfortable working at your desk all day! Now raise that skirt of yours and prove to us that you are ready!” I ordered, as I went to sit beside Ken on the sofa to watch the show.

Tiffany slowly stood up and ran her hands down it’s long thick shaft. Feeling it’s lifelike surface. 

“Can I use some lubrication? I’ll go get it myself.” She asked nervously, as she began to move.

“NO! The object of all your training is so that you can eventually take any man without it. If you want to get it wet you will have to use your own spit, the way that any real slut would!” I advised.

There was my husband wearing the hot red mini, so short that it barely covered her ass, getting in position to take something the size of my forearm inside of her. She spit into her hand and rubbed it over the crown until it was shiny wet. With the dildo mounted to the other side of the table, we were in the perfect position to watch from behind as she turned her back and began to lower herself onto it.

As she began to squat, it didn’t take much effort for her to raise the back of the skirt the few inches that it took to expose her panties. Ken’s eyes lit up when he saw the erotic ass-less panties that she wore. I found them unique when I purchased them, as they leave almost her entire bottom exposed, especially her pink butt hole which was now about to be penetrated by an intimidating intruder!

Ken was sitting naked beside me as I still wore my little mini dress. I cuddled up beside him and began to play with his cock, as we watched the head of the phallus pressing up against Tiffany’s butt hole. With her hands spreading her cheeks apart, she struggled to get the head past her sphincter. It looked huge in comparison to her tiny round bottom, but she gyrated her hips in small circles trying to force it in.

Just when I was about to move on to plan B, she let out a grunt as the head passed her sphincter and disappeared inside of her. I thought that it was going to rip her apart, but she continued, raising her ass just fractions of an inch before lowering it a little more each time, until she was comfortable feeling its bulbous head fully within her.

I could feel Ken’s cock begin to stir as he watched the debouched scene taking place directly in front of us, stroking it slowly as he watched. Tiffany only had an inch or two of the giant dildo inside of her, which is more than most could handle, and kept working to take the rest. I wondered just how much she would actually be able to take and watched in amazement as she continued to work her ass down onto the huge dong.

“She can’t really……..!!!!!????” Exclaimed Ken.

“Shhhhhh..” I whispered while putting a finger to my lips.

Slowly she began to rise a few inches at a time and lower herself fully onto it over and over again until she started to fuck herself with a rhythm. I heard moans of pleasure from her as her ass would raise more and more each time, until she got to the point where the entire thing would come out, and she would lower her self on it again. It seemed almost like a magic trick as we watched the entire thing disappear again each time.

It was a very erotic sight to see my husband fuck himself while I stroked the cock of my well-endowed coworker.

“So what do you think, pretty hot huh?” I asked, as we watched the show that Tiffany was putting on for us.

“Holy shit! How big is that fucking thing?” Asked a shocked Ken.

“It’s 12 inches, actually. When I bought it, she was nowhere near ready for it and I doubted she would ever be, but now I’m amazed to see that she can take the entire thing. They actually have one at the store that is molded from the cock of an actual horse! After seeing her face while she’s taking this monster up her ass, I really think that I might have a special surprise for her the next time that I go out shopping, as well as a bigger plug to get her prepared for it! Ha Ha!”

“I have to admit, there is another side to you that nobody knew about, least of which is me! How did all of this get started? How long have you been doing this?” He asked, as I ran my hands over his broad chest.

“First, let me say that there is a lot about me that you don’t know about! Now, as for Tiffany, it started a couple of months ago. I had no idea at the time that it would all come to this, but things just kept working out for me. Since we got married things have been going downhill for us, as far as sex was concerned. He couldn’t satisfy me with that tiny little penis and made no effort to get me off any other way, and I had about had it.” I said, as I fondled his heavy sack of balls.

Tiffany was so into working the enormous black dong around in her ass that she was oblivious to what we were saying.

I continued as Ken watched. “After catching my husband masturbating regularly to videos of cuckolds serving hotwives, I decided to use that knowledge in my favor. If he was getting off on watching this all the time then perhaps this is more than just an innocent fetish for him. So, I came up with a plan that would not only encourage him to pursue this lifestyle, plus allow me to enjoy what this would offer me, as well.”

I spoke plainly as Tiffany rode the huge dildo mere feet away, knowing that she was too preoccupied with trying to get it deeper into her ass than anything has been before. 

“It was quite easy for me to get to his laptop, and load into it a cue of videos that I chose to help manipulate his thinking. I ultimately had him see pictures and watch videos online of submissive men being controlled by dominant women, and he watched them willingly. He never wanted to go down on me before, but after a bit of coaxing he became better at it, after which it was up to me to allow him to cum after getting me off. I got him so turned on while doing this once that I caught him masturbating in the shower after refusing to allow him to fuck me, and used that as leverage to begin making him wear the chastity device. It was soon after that that I began referring to him as “her”, and have been ever since.

I thought it best not to tell him exactly how I hacked his laptop and forced him to watch what I cued up for him to see.

“Why would she want you to keep her locked up like that? I don’t get it.” He said.

“She couldn’t help but go along. It started out as a short punishment followed by a small reward, which she was more appreciative for after being locked up for several days to a week. All the while she unknowingly watched the videos that I planned for her to see. It began to be part of her life which opened the door to her wearing an anal plug.”

“Okay, so she wore the chastity cage to work, and now a butt plug too?”

“That’s right. Started out as a little game and that soon changed to her wearing it nearly 24/7 with some time off during the evening and not over do it. As time went on I increased the size, and you can see the results right here in front of you!” I smiled in my conquest.

“How big is it?”

“Oh, it’s pretty large. They make them even larger, but her ass is pretty small. She can still stretch herself a little wider, but as you can see not by too much. These days she only has to wear it at bedtime, but it is all part of her routine, she puts it back in every night without any encouragement at all.”

Tiffany’s ass rose up and the giant phallus slipped out. She held her position for several seconds with her gaping asshole staring right at us as if on display for our amusement. Slowly and without even looking back, she lowered herself right down onto it again, while giving out a soft moan of pleasure. We continued to be amazed at just how much she was able to take, as she worked it in all the way to the base!

“She is pretty talented.” Ken said, as he shook his head in disbelief.

“She has had plenty of practice. I bought her one of those a bit smaller and once she got used to it, I had her practice while I made dinner. I would stick it to the wall or the refrigerator, and she would get on all fours and back into it over and over again, until I told her that dinner was ready.”

“One night I came home, and she wasn’t waiting for me here in the living room like she always does. I found her in the kitchen already made up, similar to how she is now, and smacking her ass back against the wall, taking it all into her as hard as she could. It didn’t even faze her when I came in. I thought about punishing her for not waiting for me, but decided that this is exactly the way that I wanted her to be, and encouraged her to continue whenever possible, which she does.” I explained.

“Here is the best part of the whole thing. She no longer has to be released from her cage in order to ejaculate. It just takes a little work on the prostate and, voila, she cums! Her little clit hardly even gets hard anymore. She says that she enjoys it even more this way, and I no longer have to feel any guilt at all about never having her fuck me ever again!”

Watching my husband looking every bit like a hot young woman from behind as she rode that huge dildo, was getting to me. My pussy began to tingle and I knew that I was ready for another good fucking!

I bent down and took Ken’s now very firm cock into my mouth, as he sat back and enjoyed the show. Tiffany, now had the entire length of the giant dong inside of her boy pussy, and I began to wonder where it all disappeared to with that skinny little body of hers! It was quite the exhibition with her round bottom framed by the opening in the rear of her crotchless panties, wiggling to feel the object moving around inside of her.

I couldn’t wait any longer and rose up to sit on Ken’s lap and let his now hard cock enter me again. As I watched my husband fucking the giant phallus with her back to me, I was riding Ken’s, almost mimicking the same motions as she was. My mind raced as I watched on, and thought about how strange this scene would look to most people.

It amazes me to think about how far this has gone, and it is only the beginning! I know now that I can never go back to the life that I had. The same can be said for my husband, who I have transformed into something more than just a mere cuckold. She will now live out her life as a girl, that I will train to be my personal sissy slut, who will do whatever I ask without the use of her little clit of a penis to satisfy her. No, she will get her pleasure the same way that other sissy girls do, with her boy pussy.

She has a long way to go as her hormone treatments take effect and her body becomes more feminine. I am hoping that she will soon be able to shed her old life as Timmy permanently, and remain only Tiffany for the world to see.

I heard another moan from her which brought me back to reality while I continued to ride Ken, who had his hands on my hips as he raised my body with ease, using me as his own personal fuck toy.

She let out one more loud grunt, getting our attention, as she let her full weight come down on it, causing it to disappear entirely from view. I thought that she may have been in pain as her legs quivered and convulsed uncontrollably, as she sat on the coffee table with her hands by her sides. Just as I was about to get up and check on her, I watched her body relax.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Mmmmmmm!” Tiffany moaned, as she went limp.

Cum began to run from her chastity cage as she had an anal orgasm, or as I now call it a sissygasm. She was helpless to prevent or to even touch it. Again her legs spasmed as her built-up semen flowed out through the small opening in the end of the plastic device in a thick stream, causing a puddle to form on the carpet below.

Seeing this caused Ken to pull me down onto his cock hard, as he shot his own load deep up inside me.

“Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” I shouted, as this brought me to my second orgasm of the night.

I thought that this was very ironic, as her entire journey began when she was Timmy, my boneheaded husband, falling asleep in a drunken stupor and leaving a puddle of cum on the carpet as evidence for me to find. Fast forward to today, as I encourage her to drop a load on that same carpet, only a couple of feet from that first time, and she never even had to touch her little clit to do it!

We continued using Tiffany to amuse us as the evening wore on, and would have her serve and entertain us by humiliating her whenever possible. At one point I had her lick Ken’s ass as I took pictures to tease her with later. I was even able to get him to fuck her, even though he seemed reluctant and showed no desire to do so. Once I had her kneeling on the chair with her ass exposed and ready, his cock belied his negative attitude and stood at attention for the third time, as I guided it into my husband’s boy pussy. This was the first of what I hope will be many times that a man will fuck her, and I am sure that she feels the same!

I will end the tale of my husband’s transformation into my sissy cuckold here. She told me that she hopes that you have enjoyed her story, and that she would like it if you will share her story with others, to help with her desire for humiliation.

There is still so much more to do!

End Part1


Part II: Maid To Order


Chapter 1: Caught for the first time by my bully!

My mind raced as I thought about the huge sex toy that my wife bought to use on me this weekend. I have been so excited since she showed it to me, that I couldn’t wait for this day to arrive! It is much larger than any of the number of other dongs that I already had in the quickly growing array of training devices that my dear wife Jennifer has recently brought home to properly feminize me. 

“Tiff? Can you run out to the car and get my sunglasses, please?” Jennifer asked loudly from the bedroom.

I was busy vacuuming in the living room and had to shut off the machine to be able to hear her.

“What?”

“I said, I’m getting ready to go see Derek, and I really don’t want to be seen outside by our neighbors dressed like this. So, I need you to go to my car and get my sunglasses!”

“Okay, just give me a minute, and I’ll change into something else.” I answered, on my way toward the bedroom.

“Just go like that. I don’t give a shit if anybody sees you! Hurry up, he’s waiting for me!” She shouted.

I stopped in my tracks just before I got to the doorway and had to pause for a moment. Jennifer isn’t one to wait, and I knew better than to hold her up without risking any consequences, especially with the way that she sounded, so I slowly turned and walked away.

It was a typical Saturday and I had forgotten that my wife was going out to meet one of her new boyfriends across town, dressed to please as usual. I had been so excited about her trying out the new toy on me that I had forgotten that she was leaving for another day of sucking and fucking one of her many bulls.

Things have changed dramatically for the two of us the past several months, as my transformation to a transgender woman has become a new way of life for me.

As much as I am now a different person, so is my wife, Jennifer, as she is making up for my being a great disappointment to her sexually, by actively and openly becoming progressively promiscuous over time.

My name has now been changed to Tiffany. I used to be Timmy, but my wife decided that she needed to make some changes in her life and that she couldn’t remain married to me as a man any longer.

Her solution was to feminize me by way of hormones and hypno therapy. It was quite a bit more difficult and complicated than it sounds. I had no say what so ever in her decision, giving me no choice but to follow her wishes if I wanted to remain with her.

Jennifer explained the entire story of my extensive transformation in great detail earlier and I really believe that you will need to read it in order to fully understand what I went through to get this far. Perhaps I should be upset by the way that she hoodwinked me into everything that I did, but I now understand that it was always meant to be.

I love my wife and will always do anything for her.

Anything!

This is such a small price to pay for being allowed to remain in her life to do whatever she needs of me to please her. Obviously, there were some difficult times for me in my training, as well as watching my dear wife changing herself, by constantly making herself more desirable to other men, while I was resigned to waiting at home patiently for her to return after a night out.

Jennifer has now become what is popularly known as a Hotwife, and I will have to learn to accept it.

So, here I am, dressed as a French maid, as I do each weekend to perform my housework, while Jennifer gets herself ready to meet one of her bulls. Although a bit short, it is not as risque as some of my other outfits and looks quite professional.

Today it will be Derek, a beefy black man who is a personal body guard with his own successful private security company. Jen herself, is a junior VP as the head of cybersecurity for a large corporation and met him for a Tinder date while at a convention out of town recently.

She ended up spending most of the weekend in the hotel with him. It is not unusual for my wife to hook up with a stranger that appeals to her, but as I said, he is only one of the men that she has had in her life recently, and the list seems to be growing longer by the day. 

I decided to go out through the back door in the kitchen to give myself the best chance of getting to my wife’s car without being seen by the neighbors. Some people are aware of my transformation, however there is one person that I would never, ever, want to find out about it.

My neighbor Tony!

Tony is a big macho Italian, that has done nothing but torment and bully me since the day we first met. He has always had an eye on Jennifer, although his wife is very pretty, and hits on her all the time right in front of me, even though she would never cheat on her best friend, Beth.

If Tony were to find out what I have become, he would surely make my life a living hell!

I peeked out the back door and found the coast clear. Cautiously, I stepped outside wearing my skimpy outfit, slowly making my way down the back steps and around the corner, my eyes constantly looking around for any signs of life. Tony and Beth live next door on the same side as our driveway, so if either one were to be outside they would see me as plain as day. The biggest problem however, is that there was no way to keep them from seeing me from their windows if they just happened to glance outside.

There was a slight breeze blowing outside that day, with little to prevent me from feeling the cool sensation flowing up from under my brief skirt. I wore my black silk panties to match my outfit and had yet to remove my anal plug, which I wear to bed each night along with my chastity cage, but I will discuss that later.

The other thing that my panties help to hide is the previously mentioned chastity device, which is worn 24/7 to keep me from the nasty habit of playing with myself. It is also useful in hiding my embarrassingly tiny clit, as my dear wife calls it.

My penis doesn’t get hard anymore, I can thank the female hormones for that, and these days I get all of my pleasure anally, which is the proper way for any real sissy like me. Jennifer keeps the key to my cage on her anklet, allowing others that are in the know, especially her lovers, to be fully aware of the fact that she is in control of my tiny dick.

I continued to walk cautiously toward Jennifer’s car, peering around our neighbor’s house to see if anyone was in their front yard to discover Beth’s car missing from their driveway. There was a chance that Tony might still be home, although the odds of me being seen had already improved by 50 percent.

When I finally made it to the driver’s side I pressed the button on the remote to unlock the door and heard the chirp from the car, telling me that it was unlocked. It sounded much louder than usual, but more than likely, only my imagination. With no time to waste, I opened the door and looked inside for the sunglasses. I searched in the console, over the visor, and finally I had to crawl in to reach the glove compartment and open it.

As I knelt on the driver’s seat, my head was down looking through the contents with my pantied bottom in plain view facing the neighbor’s house, when I suddenly heard a lawnmower start up and the sound of the motor getting closer. I knew that it was Tony, and he would be coming around the corner of his house at any moment when, luckily, I found the sunglasses.

My nerves got the better of me and I ended up clumsily dropping them on the floor of the car.

The sound was becoming noticeably louder as I attempted to snatch them from the floor, looking back to find Tony pushing the mower straight toward me from across his yard!

I nervously fumbled around trying to pick them up with my eyes constantly checking behind me to see if he had spotted me. Just then, his eyes lit up and his pace quickened when he saw me up ahead as I finally got hold of the sunglasses and backed my way out of the car to escape.

Oh God!

Picture this. I’m outside in broad daylight, wearing my tiny black French Maid outfit, with the last person that I would ever want to see me dressed that way quickly approaching, and there I was with my ass raised in the air on display for him, like an idiot!

I do have a way of putting myself in these sticky situations, and it usually ends poorly for me.

He must have been no more than 10 feet behind me and closing fast when I backed out of the car and dashed into the house, never daring to look back again to see how close he actually was. I knew that he got a good glimpse of me, and from his angle, it must have been quite a fine glimpse at that!

Thank goodness I decided to wear panties that day, or he would have easily seen my plastic cock cage dangling between my legs!

Tony shouted something to me just before I made it back safely inside of the house, where I slammed the kitchen door and locked it behind me. I pressed my back against the door panting and trying to catch my breath.

It has always been my greatest fear that he would catch me alone, knowing full well that I would not be able to keep him from me, and he would ultimately discover my secret and use it to humiliate me without mercy.

It wasn’t the first time that he had seen me. Since I began wearing feminine clothing regularly, he has seen me many times. Jennifer came up with the idea of telling people that I was her sister, and I must say that when we are both out in public dressed to impress, we can easily pull it off. We are virtually the same size and share each others clothes, and lingerie, quite often.

It also wasn’t the first time that Tony had seen me dressed as a French Maid, but that time he was told that it was merely a Halloween costume, and even then, wasted little time in propositioning me.

I’m certain that his seeing me dressed the way that I was had piqued his interest once again, causing my nerves to elevate greatly.

“Tiffany? What took you so long? I have to go!” Jennifer asked, as I stepped into the bedroom.

I found her standing in front of her full length mirror brushing her hair while wearing only the new swim suit that she bought to impress her new boyfriend. The bikini bottom was brief, and as for the top, what material was there was in tiny pink patches that barely covered her nipples let alone anything anything else at all. It was, more or less, just some interconnected strings. I was so mesmerized by the vision I saw, that I just stood there with my eyes wide open, gawking at her.

“There you are! So, what do you think? I hope that I’m not being too forward, seeing that I just met him that one weekend, but I want him to see how much I really want to fuck him again. What an amazing cock he has! He said that he has a surprise for me later, so I’m going to beat him to the punch and surprise him with this first! Tiff? Why are you so out of breath?” She asked, once she finally took her eyes away from her own reflection.

“I’m sorry Mistress, but Tony saw me in the car and I had to run back to the house. What am I going to do if he comes over while you’re gone?” I asked, placing her sunglasses down on the bed.

“Don’t be such a fucking sissy, Honey. If he comes over, just tell him to go home. Lie. Tell him my husband is on his way home. That will scare the shit out of him! Ha Ha!” She laughed. “But honestly, I don’t think that you have anything to worry about. Besides, Beth went downtown to pick out a few things for you for playtime. She should be back after lunch, and I told her that it would be alright to come over and try some of them out on you while I’m away. That only gives Tony a couple of hours to do anything, so just sit tight, don’t open the door and everything will be okay. Feel better?”

“A little I guess, but I was hoping that you would stay home and play with me today. You promised!” I replied, my feminine emotions beginning to show.

“I’m sorry Honey, but Derek wants me to come over early for a swim and spend the whole day with him, so that’s that. Don’t forget that I have to go to work all week and this is my own personal play time. You really shouldn’t be so selfish, seeing that you get to stay home and enjoy playing with yourself all week! If you really love me you should be happy to know that a real man will be giving your wife the pleasure that she has missed from being with you for these past few years. Just be thankful that I’m not keeping anything from you and will tell you all about my date when I get back home.”

She held my face between her hands and gave me a quick kiss before backing away and throwing her thin beach cover-up over her shoulders.

“Now remember, I left you a list of chores to do today, and I expected it all to be done before I come home.”

“Should I make dinner?” I asked.

“Don’t be silly! I’m sure that he will still have a few good fucks left in him by then!” She joked. “Anyway, if I don’t make it home again tonight, I hope that he has one more good load of cum left in him for the morning, so that I can bring you home a nice creampie for breakfast. Wouldn’t that be yummy, Sweetie?”

“Yes Mistress, thank you.” Admitting my newfound desire for the taste of semen.

“Alright, but you have to promise me that you will behave while I’m gone. If I were to find out that you played with yourself again without Beth or myself here with you, you will be punished severely, do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied, with my head bowed.

A moment later, she picked up her beach bag containing her change of clothes and spun around to head for the front door. I couldn’t believe that she was going to drive to a virtual stranger’s house nearly naked, and walk right up to his door looking like that in broad daylight. Such is the life of a hotwife, and I, her cuckold.

Believe me, I used to get upset when she would do things like this before, as you would expect of any husband. I’m over that now, and yearn for those evenings together alone with her, sitting in the living room, as she tells me every salaciously adulterous detail of what she has done recently with her bulls, listening to her soothing voice while I gently eat her delicious pussy for hours.

“What do you think, open or closed?” She asked, stopping at the front door to display her cover both ways to me, over and over again, for me to help her decide.

I honestly couldn’t tell whether she was actually serious, or doing this just to torment me one last time before leaving me by allowing me to see what she is offering to another man, which is typically the case.

“To be honest, you look great either way, Honey!” I replied.

She blew me a kiss before pulling the silk tie tightly closed, putting on her sunglasses, and stepping out into the bright sunlight, like a movie star. It was short, but covered just barely enough to hide what she had underneath it.

At this point at least she still shows a hint of modesty, though ultimately, she couldn’t care less who could see her dressed like that now. Besides, the last thing that she needed was to be charged with indecent exposure in public, considering her distinguished position with her company.

Jennifer is in charge of cybersecurity, as I said earlier, and had always dressed conservatively for her position and status within the company. Since this new change in her, she has really loosened up, throwing all caution to the wind, and has already had me watch her having sex with an executive or co-worker from her own office on a Zoom call. She has the savvy to do just about anything technological and rigged up some cameras to send me the feed over the internet, so that I could watch her live from whatever angle that I chose.

I watched her walk toward her car through the window, fully expecting Tony to still be within viewing range and intercept her on the way. The man has no morals and even less control of his own actions, so I was a bit nervous about him seeing her outdoors nearly naked. My worries weren’t necessary, because she made it to her car without incident, with Tony having moved on to cutting the grass in his back yard.

Once Jennifer’s car was out of sight, I locked the front door, put in my earbuds to listen to a little music, and resumed vacuuming to get my focus back on my daily chores.

It was hard to keep my mind from thinking about my wife on her way to meet her new bull wearing that skimpy swim suit, to demonstrate to him just what a wanton slut she will be for him. I knew that there was a very good chance that he would be fucking her within hours.

Who could blame him?

It isn’t every day that a woman comes to your door looking the way she does, and once he sees what she is offering him under her cover he will be all over her.

I had at least a couple of hours of free time before Beth was supposed to come by with some new things to try out on me. She has been invaluable to Jennifer during my entire feminization process.

It was she who was instrumental in my estrogen hormone therapy as well as my permanent hair removal, using a combination of costly and extensive electrolysis and laser treatments. Because of this teamwork I am shared by them both, and Jennifer has allowed Beth to be free to use me in any manner that pleases her, whenever she wishes.

Now that I was alone, and no longer at Jennifer's beck and call, I was free to go about the house as I pleased and headed straight to the bathroom to remove the plug from my ass. The one that I wear to bed is incredibly large, too large for all but the most resolute in their task to test their limits.

Once I completed the unappealing yet necessary task of washing the device, as well as myself, I was ready to get back to business. I felt loose and free without the cumbersome plug and put the music back on to continue my chores.

As I shook my ass to the beat of the music, my mind was focused on my wife, imagining that she would soon be walking up to the front door of her new boyfriend’s house and the reaction that he will have when she shows him what she has to offer to him. I’m sure that his cock would be hard in an instant, and she was already well aware that it is quite impressive. 

As I danced around the living room the handle of the vacuum by chance backed against the crotch of my short skirt, with the vibrations from it against my plastic chastity cage going right through my tiny dick like a bolt of lightning. That was all it took to drive me over the edge, and I just couldn’t wait any longer.

So I shut off the machine, quickly dashed to my bedroom, and opened the drawer full of sex toys. If my wife was going to enjoy a big black cock then so was I, and wasted no time to reach in and pull out my latest toy, the Black Mamba, along with my bottle of lube! I grabbed a towel to clean up afterwards, and I was ready to go.

In no time at all, I pulled off my silky panties on my way back to the living room with my new toy in hand, letting them fall to the floor. It felt good to feel the material of my skirt against my naked bottom and my tiny cage jiggling freely as I walked toward the coffee table, where I set the suction cup base of the huge dong upon it securely.

The Black Mamba is a little over 12 inches long and cast from an actual man’s erect penis, with a well defined head, huge balls at the base, and veiny shaft, with a girth of over 3 inches in diameter!

Jen purchased it for me earlier in the week, and I have been dying to try it ever since. If she were to find out that I had used it without her permission, I could only imagine how she would punish me!

Once secured to the table top, I knelt before it and leaned forward to kiss it’s bulbous head, as though worshiping a real man’s cock. The silicone phallus has a slightly flexible shaft which bent as I took it’s smooth head into my mouth. I still had my music playing in my ears and was half in a daze as I sucked the fake penis, wishing that it was the real thing, just like I imagined my wife doing for her bull at that very moment.

My tongue ran up and down the sides of it’s shaft, feeling every bump and vein that a real cock would have, imagining that I was getting it good and hard to enter me.

Next came the lube. I held the bottle over the shiny head and squeezed out a generous portion, allowing it to accumulate like soft serve ice cream on the tip to slowly, tantalizingly, ooze down the sides of the shaft like a black bull’s thick load of cum.

My anus is quite capable of taking most dildos, but this would be a special case. It is not only bigger than any of the others that I have tried up until now, it’s surface is not as smooth and I wanted to leave no sign of having used anything on myself before Beth arrived and could tell what I had done.

The music changed to something with a pulsing beat as I rose up to prepare myself for penetration, bunching my skirt up around my waist and squatting over the intimidating phallus. My ass has been well trained to accept just about anything, having worn a butt plug to bed nightly to be sure of this, so I rarely, if ever, require lubrication anymore, except under extreme circumstances.

As I began to lower myself down onto it, I started to feel the sensation of the cool smooth crown pressing against my sphincter.

What was that?

I thought that I heard a sound!

I paused, thinking that I may have heard something over the loud music from my earbuds. While I remained in position, hovering just above the huge dong, I removed them from my ears to listen.

Ding dong! Ding dong! Ding Dong!

Oh shit!

Someone was ringing the doorbell, and from the sound of it, getting quite impatient.

It couldn’t be Beth, she has her own key and never rings the bell anymore.

The timing couldn’t have been worse, with me about to bury the huge dong in my ass, but Jennifer would be suspicious and punish me if it were important and she found out that I didn’t answer the door. So I stood up and fixed my skirt to see who it was, leaving everything in place while covering the phallus with the towel.

I had no plans to invite anyone inside and didn’t have time to remove the dong, so it stayed perched and ready on the coffee table. Ready for my hungry boy pussy when I got back to it.

I peeked through the tiny peephole in the door and saw someone holding an Amazon box up for me to see. It blocked my entire view and I couldn’t see who it was, so thinking that it was just a routine delivery, I opened the front door.

Just then, I was forced to back away as a man pushed the box through the open door and stepped right toward me to get inside, leaving the front door wide open behind him. With him now inside of my house facing me he lowered the package so that I could see his face.

“Hello sweet cheeks! It sure took you long enough to answer the door. I was beginning to think that you really didn’t want to see me!” Announced my neighbor, Tony.

Fuck!

Fuck, fuck, FUCK!

Of all the people in the world, he would be the last one that I ever wanted to see at that moment!

“Uh, I was just vacuuming and couldn’t hear you.” I lied.

“Well, I saw this package for Jen on your front steps and didn’t want some porch pirates to steal it, so I thought that I would do the neighborly thing and deliver it to you personally. Here you go!” He said, checking me out while handing me the box. “Sis home?”

Ever since I began dressing as a woman, Jennifer has told anyone that were to see me that I am her sister, Tiffany. We have been out in public often since and not a single person has doubted that it was true.

Seeing that her car wasn’t in the driveway, he knew damn well that she wasn’t. Now he was standing shirtless, glistening with sweat, just inside the doorway, as I held my position so that he couldn’t enter any further.

“No. She went out to visit a friend.” I replied, bending to place the box off to the side, while catching him trying to peek up my skirt.

“So, where’s her wussy husband Timmy been lately? I can’t remember the last time that I even saw him.” He said, looking past me to see if anyone else may be in the house.

“Ummm, he’s out of town right now.” I said, forgetting Jennifer’s line about me coming home soon to keep him off guard.

Tony looked at me suspiciously, while he rubbed his chin as if trying to solve a crime, when his eyes suddenly lit up and he snapped his fingers.

“I get it now! And the two of you thought that you could keep this a secret from me? You’re here all the time, and I never see him whenever you are here. I know exactly whats going on. You must think that I’m stupid or something, don’t you!” He exclaimed.

Shit!

He figured it out!

I was so fucked!

I began to shake with fear of what he might do to me now that he knew!

“Timmy moved out, and now you’re living here with your sister. How could I not have seen this before? She finally wised up and kicked the little fucker out, right?” He asked, looking like he had just cracked the case. “I’m right, right?”

Whew, that was close! I didn’t know what to say. He has to be about as dumb as they get! The fact that he could have known me for so long and not recognize me now, seemed incomprehensible.

The fact is, since I left my job I have become Tiffany full time, and Jennifer wasted no time in donating almost all of my male clothing, replacing them with something more fitting of the young woman that I have become.

“Uh, yeah. Something like that, I guess.” I replied.

“She didn’t leave him for me, did she?” He asked, showing just how much of a narcissistic asshole he really was.

“No, Tony. It has nothing to do with you.”

“What about you, sweet checks? I haven’t seen you with any boyfriends since you’ve been here. You must be dying to hook up with a man. Want a little taste of my hot Italian sausage?” He asked, blatantly displaying the bulge in his tight jeans.

I couldn’t believe how brazen he actually could be, as I looked down at the big cock, well defined within his tight jeans.

As he stood grinning, I couldn’t take my eyes off of the obscene bulge in his jeans, and he knew it. He is so full of himself! It was so well defined that it almost appeared like it was covered by blue paint instead of denim, with it’s circumcised head plainly visible to me.

He could see the effect that it was having on me, and it might have ended there, until this happened!

As he stood in front of me posing, he glanced over my head toward the coffee table across the room from where we were.

“What the fuck?” He blurted, trying to figure out what it was that he saw on the table.

He focused his eyes trying figure out what it was covered by the towel with a puzzled expression on his face as he turned to me, then back again.

“Is that some kind of statue or something? Let me see.” He said, trying to get past me.

I held my ground and turned to make sure that it was still covered, not realizing that I had inadvertently left the bottle of lubricant standing prominently beside it.

That was when I noticed my panties lying on the floor with no possible explanation for them being there, but that I had removed them myself before he arrived! If he saw them he would put two and two together, and there would be no way to talk my way out of this.

Too late!

“Holy shit! You hot little slut you! Are you actually running around the house with no panties? Wait a minute! Under the towel. That looks like…….it is! You dirty little slut. You were getting ready to…….! Does your sister know what you do when she isn’t home?” He asked, excited by his new discovery.

I was so humiliated and nervous that he could tell that I was naked under my short skirt, ready to mount a sex toy right in the living room, that I couldn’t make eye contact, submissively lowering them down toward the floor.

“She doesn’t know, does she? I can tell by the look on your face that she doesn’t! Hmmmm. I wonder what she would say if I were to tell her. She might be so fucking happy that I told her about your little secret, that she just may let me have what I’ve been wanting from her all along. This could be a great opportunity for me. What time will she be back?” He asked, working on his scheme.

“I don’t know, but you can’t tell her about this!”

“And why wouldn’t I want to tell her? You don’t think that she would want to know that her little slut of a sister spends her afternoons prancing around the house half naked?”

“You can’t! If she finds out she will be so mad at me! Please don’t tell!” I pleaded, as tears flowed down my cheeks.

If Jennifer knew that I wasn’t wearing panties, she would know that I must be doing something that I shouldn’t have been after explicitly telling me not to.

“I’ve been dying to fuck that fine ass of hers since she moved in and I think that between the fact that her husband is out of the picture along with this new revelation, that I just may finally get my wish. That is, of course, only if you don’t make me a better offer!” He said, with a sly grin.

I had to think of some way out of this, but I couldn’t. If my wife knew that I was using her toys after specifically telling me not to, she would surely punish me severely. She might even fuck Tony and force me to watch, which would be a fate worse than death!

Now he is offering to fuck me instead, and that isn’t possible without him learning everything, which would surely be the worst of all!

“I’ll blow you!” I blurted out.

“What?” He asked, surprised by my response.

“I’ll suck your cock, right here, right now,  if you don’t tell! Please? Jennifer will be pissed if she finds out.” I begged.

“Hmmmm. Sounds like you’re in a bit of a pickle here. This just might turn out okay for me after all!” He replied. “I knew that you would see things my way!”

Tony took this opportunity to pull my body tightly against his, brazenly squeezing both of my newly formed pert breasts in the process.

“Hmmm, nice firm titties! A bit small, but you don’t need tits to suck cock.”

My breasts are still small, although they are coming along quite nicely.

“Let’s head over to the bedroom, so that we can get this show started, shall we?” He announced, taking me by the hand to lead me away.

I knew that I couldn’t let him get into the house, let alone take me into the bedroom. He would surely find out who I am, what I am, and that would ruin everything! What if word got out? I wasn’t ready for that and just couldn’t let that happen.

“No! I can’t wait. I need your cock now!” I exclaimed, dropping to my knees in front of him, desperately trying to open his pants to get them down to keep him from moving any further along.

“Wow, you are a dirty little girl, aren’t you? I could tell the first time that I saw you that you’re not at all what you pretend to be.”

I opened his tight jeans and had to struggle to get them down enough to free his hardening member. As I worked them from side to side over his hips, I became evermore excited with his huge penis coming into my view.

A real man’s cock!

He wasn’t wearing underwear, as I had suspected, and it became clear to me that he removes his pubic hair regularly as his crotch came into full display.

As his pants went down, more of his thick meat would slowly come into view, and it was incredible! It was long and thick and……...breathtaking!

With my face mere inches from his thickening member, I could study every fine detail as it revealed itself to me until his semi-hard cock was free, springing out toward my face, held down only by it’s own weight.

His cock began bobbing in the air, seeming to throb along with his pulse. It must have measured a good 8 or 9 inches long minimum, and quite thick around. It’s circumcised head was rounded and bulbous, and as it hardened further the solid shaft curved upward into the air just slightly.

A pair of enormous balls hung pendulously beneath his beautiful masterpiece, proving to me that he was indeed an alpha male, as compared to myself and my own peanut sized scrotum.

I had been fantasizing about this throughout my entire transformation, and my dream was about to come true!

My stomach flip-flopped, and I could feel his pulse racing in my hand through the soft meaty flesh. All I wanted to do then was to suck his cock, to feel his dick sliding in and out of my mouth until it throbbed and pulsed, fantasizing it filling my mouth with his hot sperm.

The fact was, that I was still so aroused from the thought of the Black Mamba sinking deep into my ass that I couldn’t help but be more than eager to swallow his cock at that moment.

But I couldn't!

I was embarrassed, excited, and nervous, on my knees while holding the hard penis of the man that I most despised, torn by my own internal conflict.

Releasing Tony's cock for a moment, it bobbed in the air mere inches from my face, it’s scent strong and musky from toiling outside in the Summer sun. I couldn't believe how hot it felt!

Here I was, a straight married guy before the change, admiring the most gorgeous, if not the largest, cock that I have ever personally seen in my entire life.

It was hypnotic, but my nerves were getting the best of me.

“What are you waiting for? I want to see what you can do, so get on with it!” He demanded.

“I...I….I don’t think I can.” I replied, hanging my head somberly.

“What the fuck? You were all eager to suck it a minute ago, so what’s the deal? You do know how to suck a cock, don’t you?” He asked, sounding irritated.

I’ve seen all the videos and read all the hot stories about cock sucking, but when it came right down to it, I hesitated. Was it because I didn’t really want to do it, or is it the fact that once I do I will actually be admitting that it was something that I have secretly desired all along and that I had been a closet homosexual all my life.

Of course, there was that one time early on that I was in a similar situation when Jennifer’s boss seduced me at a Halloween party, and I had no other choice but to allow him. In my own defense, I had a lot to drink that night and don’t remember much about it, and had been in denial about actually performing the act since.

The next thing that I knew he grabbed me by the hair and raised my face up to look up at him.

Slap!

I could feel the sharp sting of his hand viciously strike my cheek, snapping me back to reality. He certainly got my full attention at that point! Luckily, by this time, I had let my blonde hair grow out, no longer needing to wear a wig to look the part.

“If you don’t get my cock in your mouth right now after teasing me, I’m going to beat the shit out of you and fuck you raw!” He threatened, holding my head back roughly, his thick fingers tangled in my hair.

“But...but..I never…...” I began to explain, with tears pouring down my cheeks.

“Wait! Are you telling me that you have never sucked a man’s cock before?”

I nodded.

“Holy shit! How can a fucking chick that looks like you, get away with going this long before sucking her first cock? You go around teasing guys and flashing your sweet little ass dressed like a cock teasing fuck toy! Fuck. Any girl these days over the age of 15 has already blown a half dozen guys, unless they’re lezzies. You a carpet muncher, little girl?”

All I could think of was how much I loved eating my wife’s pussy, so the answer to his question up to this point would have to be yes, if I were to truly be considered a woman. However, I have never been with a man like him before and needed a little push to get me started.

“What a lucky girl you are, that I decided to drop by today. You get the best cock in the world to start off with, and I’m going to make sure that by the time I’m done with you, you will know how to suck cock with the best of them. My bitch of a wife is probably the best cock sucker I know. I’ve taught her well, so maybe I’ll bring her over some time to give you lessons. Would you like that, virgin lips?”

He had no idea that his wife, Beth, had been coming over to use me regularly by that time.

“Please don’t tell her about this.” I whimpered.

“Then you had better get started on your training, before she gets home from shopping and comes looking for me.” He advised.

Shit! Beth was out shopping for new things to try on me later and could return at any minute. So, with little time to spare I was resigned to my fate, and had to get started before she caught us together, and I really got into trouble!

Staring right at his cock from my vantage point, I couldn't believe how beautiful it really was.

I was completely enthralled, gently gliding my hand up to his heavy, swinging balls. My concerns and inhibitions quickly melted away, as I touched a real man. I couldn't believe I was actually doing it! I fondled his balls, hefting them to feel their weight, and looked up to find him grinning from ear to ear at me.

With his pants down just enough to free his cock and balls, I stared intently at Tony's erection, jutting out from his body in all its thick, magnificent, glory. Circling my fingers around it’s shaft, squeezing, feeling him swell in my hand in response.

I had, of course, played with myself thousands of times in my life, so holding a cock in my hand should not have felt like a new sensation. But, another man's cock, one as big as his, that was an entirely different proposition altogether!

It felt strange and new.

Something that I had always secretly fantasized about, but could never admit to before.

When I was still able to masturbate, it could only be done using a couple of fingers, and now those same fingers could hardly make it around this man’s thick meat. His dick felt familiar, yet very different, and I liked feeling it pulse and throb in my fingers or watching it rise as I cupped his heavy sweaty balls in my hand, rolling them gently in my palm.

Experimentally, I stroked up and down on his velvety dick, and then guided it up toward my mouth. The head was fully engorged, turning a light shade of purple as it swelled before my eyes.

Its shape was sheer perfection with a drop of precum forming in anticipation of it’s pending release. I darted my tongue out to catch the sticky liquid on the tip, and stretched it out in a thin string as I pulled away to taste it.

It had a slightly salty, slightly sweet, flavor to it. Not bad at all.

I had tasted cum many times, mostly my own, through the years, as well as cleaning out my wife more recently when she returns after meeting with one of her bulls. But, this was different.

His precum seemed lighter with less flavor than full ejaculate, perhaps.

I gulped and looked back down to find his rock-hard cock bobbing in anticipation. Now I really wanted to take his cock into my mouth, to taste him, to feel him twitching as he slides his cock in and out of my lips. I longed to feel his cock swell in my mouth, then experience and taste the explosive spurts of cum flooding my mouth.

Most of my days after Jen goes off to work, had been spent practicing, using dildos of all shapes and sizes on both my bottom, as well as in my mouth, and this would be my first chance to see whether all my efforts would payoff for me.

As I readied myself to take my first real cock into my mouth, I realized that this would finally be my true point of no return. Although I’ve become a cuckold for my dear wife, and fully accept that I will never get to fuck her again, once I willingly put that first cock into my mouth, I will always be a cocksucker. But, isn’t that the whole point of my becoming a woman anyway?

I raised his mighty tool, stuck out my tongue, and starting from the base, worked my way up the sensitive underside of his cock to right below the crown. I gave this area some licks, and then teased him a bit by running my tongue up and down the length of his shaft.

He had just come over after working in his yard on this hot day. So, after having worked up a sweat I could taste the salt on his skin, as well as the overpowering muskiness of his man scent. But, I couldn’t let it deter me from my task for fear of getting him upset with me once again.

He really needed some more direct stimulation at that point, so I wrapped my lips around the bulbous head of his cock and started to gently suck him off. Fondling his heavy balls with my hand, I slowly lowered my mouth over his entire organ, getting it deep inside my mouth until it reached the back of my throat.

“That’s a good girl. Now you’re getting it!” He commended, placing his hands on my head.

With his encouragement I slowly bobbed my head up and down, getting my hands around him to squeeze his firm ass through his jeans. When I heard his breathing become heavier, I knew he deeply enjoyed receiving my first-ever true blowjob. That was when I knew he was ready, and I had my first chance to see if all my training was worth it.

You see, most of the time my wife encourages me to practice as much as possible. I’ll kneel on all fours in the kitchen while she makes dinner, fucking myself with a rubber dong mounted to the wall until it is time to eat. Or, I would at times mount it to my chair to fill my ass while I fill my belly.

Other times, while Jen watches TV and she doesn’t have me lap her beautiful cunt as she enjoys her favorite program,  I will practice deep throat techniques using larger and larger toys until I am now ready to take most any fake cock to the base.

As I slowly I began to take him deeper into my mouth, I could feel his swollen head passing my uvula and knew that if I wasn’t already gagging on it then I could proceed, pulling on his ass to take even more.

It didn’t take long for me to realize just how much better a real cock felt in my throat than something made of rubber. 

I moaned, making deep guttural sounds.

“Oh God, Baby! That’s it. I’m going to make you into a good little cock sucking slut before I’m through with you. Ohhhhhh!” He uttered.

It was hard to say anything verbal with my mouth full. I swished his cock inside my cheeks, getting it as deep into my throat as possible while I controlled my breathing through my nose.

With his cock completely inside my mouth, his thighs pressed up against my cheeks, my nose pressed against his stomach, it was hard for him to back away or control the action. My intention was to make him cum as quickly as possible and I didn’t want him slowing things down to delay that.

Tony’s groans were getting louder and his breathing more desperate. I firmly grabbed his dick and gave him strong suction from my mouth as I continued to fondle his heavy balls. They began to tighten up, to draw closer to his thighs, a sign that his orgasm was imminent.

I was sucking him like a slut in heat, making sexual sounds to excite him. Years of watching porn had taught me that men love hearing erotic moans from women. Even if they are merely for effect, and not because her pussy is actually getting stimulated. Hearing a woman can be quite an important role in a man’s sexual enjoyment.

“Unh….unh…….ahhhhhhhhhhhh!” He groaned, grabbing my head firmly to force his cock deeper into my mouth.

I could feel a hot jet of semen shooting down my throat into my belly as he convulsed sending more down with each thrust.

“Mmmmmmfffff!!!!!!!!!!” I gagged as he held me firmly in place until he was drained and let me go.

I collapsed in a heap on the floor choked and gagging from the massive load of his thick spunk that had gone down my wind pipe. It felt as though I was going to die as I coughed uncontrollably while he zipped up his pants to get ready to leave.

That was when I heard the sound of a car driving by the house and realized where I was while performing oral sex on a man just inside my front doorway, in broad daylight!

I had become so completely overcome by my own lust that I never gave a thought to where we were. Luckily his back was to the street and anyone viewing from a distance might have a hard time perceiving exactly what was taking place.

We live at the end of a quiet road and get very little traffic, but it did bother me afterward that I could be so carried away by the moment that I could perform so thoughtlessly as to risk my being discovered.

“Oh yes, you are going to make one fine slut, but you had better learn to control your breathing technique or you won’t last very long. Now, I do expect a better job from you next time. If you’re really lucky you might get to feel a real cock in that hot little pussy of yours instead of that fucking piece of rubber that you’ve been using. Just remember, if you don’t play along with me, big sister will be hearing about this. Got it?” He asked, grabbing a handful of hair to get my attention.

I tried to answer but kept coughing, gasping for breath, as I lay helplessly on the floor.

“I didn’t hear that, you little slut. You do want me to come back, right?”

“Yes!” I barely blurted out between coughs, if for no other reason but to satisfy him.

“That’s a good little slut. We’re going to get along just fine. You might want to do something about that cough, though. Ha ha ha!” He joked, as he stuffed his softening tool back into his jeans and headed out the front door.

Once he was gone I just laid in the fetal position trying to breath while reviewing in my mind what had just happened. A short time before, everything was going along smoothly. My wife was out fucking another man, Beth was coming over to spend the afternoon using new sex toys on me, and I was just about ready to mount the Black Mamba for my own satisfaction.

Now, my entire world is turned upside down because of my asshole neighbor, and I will have to deal with him from now on, as well.

And my day had only just begun!


Chapter 2- Breaking in my new sex toy!

It must have taken a good 20 minutes for me to recover, after Tony left, before I felt as though I could get up from the floor, helpless to the fact that someone could discover me in the open doorway. I actually thought that I was going to choke to death on his thick cum before I could eventually breath normally again. It’s a sure bet that I will have to work on that in the future if I hope to survive.

If there was any chance that I could forget what had just happened, I was reminded by the taste of the remnants of the man’s salty ejaculate in my mouth every time that I coughed or cleared my throat. The size of his massive load took me off guard. It had to be four times more than I could discharge on my best day. This was surely proof that he was far superior to me, and again, truly the Alpha male! 

Lying on the floor gave me a few minutes to reflect on how I got into this situation in the first place. This was all told by Jennifer herself in our previous story, so I won’t go over the minor details with you again, but would like to share some of the most important points.

Jen and I were married not long after graduating from college together three years ago. I took a business course, while she went into computer IT, and specialized in cybersecurity. She is a very intelligent strong willed woman that doesn’t take any shit. With her top of her class grades and personality, she was hired by a large corporation based in our city and immediately moved up to the position of vice president in charge of cybersecurity for the company.

It was a new in-house venture by the company, as they had used a third party agency prior to that. She took charge right away, making the job her own, while saving the company hundreds of thousands of dollars, as well as preventing countless security breaches that had previously gone undetected.

I, on the other hand, just made it through college and ended up working in a cubicle in a large office with dozens of others, doing accounting and clerical work. Her future was bright, while I dreaded my job every single day.

As far as our marriage, I always thought that we were happy as a couple. Of course, Jen could be rather domineering, while I on the other hand don’t like confrontation and typically would let her make all of the decisions.

I’m not exactly a macho guy, short, thin, not athletic at all. It is truly amazing that she actually had any interest in me at all, but her school went coed for her senior year and I was one of the first males to transfer and become part of the first class to graduate. With very few guys available, you could say that I hit the jackpot and had girls interested in me for the first time ever in my life!

Jen had been a cheerleader in high school and quite popular with the boys. She told me about her past only recently and I was shocked to learn how easy my dear wife was back then. She wanted to be liked by the rugged players from her football team and they willingly took advantage of the situation by taking turns driving her home after games, where they would stop somewhere along the way to fuck her.

Jennifer became a real slut for guys with big cocks, especially black guys. Every player on the team wanted to get into her hot pussy, and why wouldn’t they? She was pretty, with a great body, and more than willing to let them fuck her raw!

The problem was that she comes from a strict family of devout Christians that believe that girls must wait until they are married before having any form of sex. That may be the reason that she rebelled and took it to the limit.

Jennifer was caught by her father having sex and was sent to the all girl school as punishment. When the school went co-ed and began allowing boys to attend, she was only one year away from graduation.

Her parents like me, probably because I am the complete opposite of what she had been spending time with before, and I am no threat to anyone.

The fact is, that I didn’t have sex with her myself until we were married, but it had nothing to do with her parents wishes. You see, I have a very small penis that I tried to keep from her for fear that she would leave me once she found out. So, I hoped that I would be better off to wait until after our marriage, thinking that my chances of keeping her would be greatly improved.

It was very selfish of me, and I realized on our wedding night, after witnessing her great disappointment, that I should have let her know about it before. She tried her best to accept me for what I am, but deep down I always knew that her old desires could return at any time and that she would eventually stray.

She caught me masturbating one night, raising her ire as I had avoided sex with her in the days before. This, along with the fact that I had become increasing selfish in our love making, leaving my wife unsatisfied time after time, she decided that she had enough and wanted a change.

I never thought that it would go to the extreme of her force-feminizing me, but I was totally useless to her as a man, and now my role is to please her in any way that she wishes. So she secretly, along with Beth’s help, began to give me hormones without my knowledge.

As time went by my feelings changed and I started to become more submissive. My body changed. I began to grow breasts. My hips widened. 

She had me watch male to female hypno transformation videos by figuring out a way to hack into my laptop to change anything on my screen, limiting me to watch whatever she wanted me to see, increasing the intensity of the lessons on the screen in time, causing me to remain horny all the time, without allowing me any chance of release.

I wanted her so badly at that point that I would do anything, so she would have me eat her pussy while she watched TV, and I was more than happy to oblige!

Her videos changed to that of cuckold husbands watching their wives being fucked by huge black cocks. That had always been what turns me on the most and to increase the affect she shut me off from intercourse with her while putting me in chastity, and I haven't been allowed to fuck her since.

After a while she began to sissify me, dressing me as a woman, first at home, then later, in public.

I quit my job to be her full time house husband and stay-at-home sex slave.

I let my blonde hair grow down over my shoulders.

I began to use sex toys as a woman would.

I wore anal plugs full time in increasingly larger sizes to accommodate whatever my wife chose to use on me, as well as to prepare myself for what was yet to come.

I changed my name from Timothy to Tiffany, and expect the change to become legal sometime later this year.

I understand that I am no longer a man.

I love my wife and will always do whatever is necessary to please her.

While curled up on the floor my eyes were fixed on the tall black obelisk perched menacingly, waiting for me at the end of the coffee table hidden under the towel. Should I take a chance and give it another try, or cut my losses and put it away until my wife will allow it?

I noticed my panties lying on the floor and breathed a sigh of relief that Tony hadn’t tried to touch me under my brief skirt knowing that I was naked beneath.

There is nothing quite as exciting to me now than trying out a new sex toy, and the one mounted on the table top would have to be considered the Holy Grail of them all for me at this point. At twelve inches long, three inches thick, it will be a challenge to find out if I am ready for something so formidable.

I had been waiting in nervous anticipation for my first opportunity to try it out and with my wife going out for the day, I thought that I would take a chance and try it on my own. If Jennifer were to discover that I had, especially after she made me promise that I wouldn’t have any sex, at least until Beth returned, she would undoubtedly punish me, possibly even denying me to service her which would truly devastate me. 

It looked amazingly realistic, from the smooth texture of the head to the black veiny shaft and the large black balls with a suction cup attached to the base, allowing it to be secured to any smooth surface in any position desired. Standing up on end, it looked more like it was three feet long, and I had never seen a cock as thick. There was no way that my wife could have realistically expected that monster to fit inside me!

The temptation of the impressive toy perched on the table was getting the best of me. Challenging me to take the chance once again. Why shouldn’t I? My wife was out fucking another man, my bully of a neighbor just sexually assaulted my throat, and I had everything in place to try it quickly before Beth arrived.

So, what would it hurt if I were to just give it a shot to see how it feels? I can have it cleaned up and put away in a jiffy!

What to do?

My thoughts went back to what I had just done in my open doorway.  The door had been left open from the time that Tony arrived, meaning that if anyone had come to the door while I was on my knees with his cock in my mouth, I would have been seen!

Fuck!

Luckily, we had been just far enough inside that it would have been difficult to see us clearly from the street. Being such a quiet neighborhood, few people walk by, and cars like the one that I just heard go by getting my attention, are just as scarce. I bet that Tony knew all along that he was making me perform where we could be seen, possibly hoping that we would, just to humiliate me!

I scrambled to the door and closed it before anyone else went by, being sure to lock it behind me. As much as Tony was an asshole for his blatant exhibitionism, I was also to blame for being so wrapped up in my own lust that I was careless.

The thought of being seen by others did nothing to calm my libido. In fact, it heightened my arousal even more, and I needed to quench that thirst. So, I made a bee line back to the table and climbed up to assume the position directly above my imaginary lover.

I tossed the towel aside to reveal the object of my desire and squeezed the bottle of lubricant over its head once more to let it run down to coat the shaft. Once in place I lowered myself down until the tip of the head was just entering my boy pussy, then pushed down slowly, and it popped in.

“Mmmmmmmmmmmm!”

No pain.

Just incredible pleasure.

I had applied enough lube to take on just about anything and found it glided into me with little difficulty.

The anal lube that I have been using is thick and can be quite messy, but it lasts, so I don’t have to reapply quite as often. Word to the wise. You will definitely want to use a water based lubricant for sex toys to protect them from damage as well as for easy clean up of them as well as yourself. I can’t imagine the old days when people used Vaseline of all things!

By this time I had gotten maybe four inches inside before it stopped again. It was by far the thickest that I had used so far and took a moment for my body to get used to the intrusion.

Once relaxed I pushed again, and in it went, allowing my ass cheeks to come to rest on the large balls at the base. I reached down to feel their slick round surface covered by the lube being forced down the shaft by my asshole.

I have become quite fond of the feeling of something filling my rectum, especially considering all my time spent with large butt plugs inside of me, and began to rock back and forth to feel it’s full length touching every nerve ending within.

If I were still able to get it up, I’m sure that I would have been rock hard, considering how aroused I was at that moment. My tiny cage flopped up and down as I bounced on my new toy, stretching me to the limit as it reached deeper inside of me than anything that I’ve used up to that point. Filled with emotion, I found myself crying out as the magnificent tool brought me pleasure.

“Oh God. Yeah, that’s it. Fuck me. Fuck me with that big fucking cock of yours! Mmmm. Harder. Harder! Push your balls up into me. That’s it. That’s it! Yeah! Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!”

Just a bit more and my orgasm exploded.

For those of you that have had an anal orgasm, you know what I'm talking about. For those that haven’t, there is no way to describe it. Quite satisfying once get used to the new sensation, but it takes much training and technique. Once you get the knack, it becomes much easier and is now the only way that I can cum, and will be for the rest of my life.

I wouldn’t have it any other way.

When this happens my whole body shakes from my head to my toes and I can prolong this by manipulating the position of the toy within my ass. The best part of all is that, for me, unlike the typical male orgasm, I remain in a heightened state of arousal as opposed a man’s usual feeling of being done with sex once he ejaculates.

This being the case, I find myself horny and ready for sex all the time. This has helped greatly with my training as well. My wife encourages me to practice as much as possible and remain aroused constantly to better control me and increase my desire to serve her whenever she wishes.

“Ugh, ugh, Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

As my body quaked, semen began to flow freely from my penis through the hole in my chastity cage. I could see it drain down onto the top of the coffee table, creating a small puddle of my thick white jizz to form.

It was exactly what I needed.

It was beyond my expectations. 

It was amazing.

It was…………………….

“That was incredibly hot! Wait until Jennifer sees this!”

Shit!

Stunned to hear a voice coming from behind me, I spun my head around to find Beth holding her cell phone, recording my actions. I quickly raised off of my mount, leaving my asshole agape facing her camera for that perfect “Gotcha” moment.

“H-h-how long have you been standing there? How did you get in?” I asked nervously, as I scurried off my perch on top of the table.

“I came in through the back door as usual, and I’ve been standing here long enough to video most of the fun. Give me a minute to send this to Jen. She is going to just love it!” Beth exclaimed excitedly, rapidly writing a text to send along with the incriminating evidence.


Chapter 3- Beth!

“Wait! Please don’t!” I pleaded.

“Why not? She will be happy to see your progress, so why wouldn’t you want her to see it?” She asked, puzzled by my reluctance to share this with my wife.

“She will be upset with me!”

“Don’t be silly. She told me earlier in the week that she had bought this for you to try, and I think that she should see the results. You know that we don’t keep any secrets from each other, so give me one good reason not to tell her about this!” She said, as she considered her options.

“You can’t. I will be in big trouble! She made me promise not to play until you got here. If she knew that I disobeyed her she will punish me!” I confessed.

“Perhaps, but you should have considered that before you disobeyed her. I can’t wait to see what she will do to you. Besides, I think that she will get a kick out of sharing this with her new boyfriend!”

“No, please! I’ll do anything!”

This was becoming a familiar trend with my lack of judgment lately.

“You know, there is something that you can do. Shopping for toys at the adult sex shop can get a girl pretty worked up. My pussy has been wet for hours, so I could really use a good hard cock right now. I figured that Tony would take care of it when I got home, he’s always horny, but said that he isn’t in the mood right now. Can you believe that? The asshole never turns down sex, and just when I needed him the most he decides that he would rather sit on the couch and watch a ball game on TV. Fuck him!”

If she learned that I was the reason that he didn’t want to fuck her, she would have been pissed at me also. At least he had enough sense not to tell her what happened, which is not to say that he still wouldn’t, being the narcissistic bastard that he is.

“I got a few new toys to try out, so go clean up your mess while I get things ready for you.” She added.

Relieved, I quickly pulled the sloppy dong off the table and took it into the bathroom to clean while she took her bags into my bedroom to get things set up. Cleaning the dildo in the bathroom sink was a snap, it did take a little more effort to get all of the gooey residue off of my body, but once I was finished I was ready for whatever Beth had in store for me.

When I came into the bedroom I found a vast array of sex toys scattered about the bed. She had really gone above and beyond with her purchases which included everything from fetish-wear, to dildos, to new chastity devices, and even a new strapon that she planned to use right away.

I was quite impressed with her haul and knew that she put a ton of effort, as well as a lot of money, into her choices. Once she had everything out on display, she chose what to leave out and put the rest away for later.

“Okay little sissy, I need a man right now, but you will have to do. Seeing that my asshole of a husband would rather sit on his ass and drink beer than fuck me, well, here, put this on!” She ordered, handing me the strapon.

I have to say that I was impressed by it’s quality. Made from real leather, it has solid metal fasteners and rings and is designed for cuckold men to wear along with their chastity device to pleasure a woman while receiving no pleasure in return.

I proceeded to put it on in front of her while she anxiously sat on the bed to observe, helping me to attach the straps while adjusting it for a snug fit directly over my useless dick. Once on, she checked to make sure that it was secure before walking me to the full length mirror to show me how it looked.

“Not bad, huh? Now this is a real man’s cock!” She declared, grabbing it by the shaft to mock me.

Of course it’s humiliating to be belittled by a woman, especially my next door neighbor, but I was used to it, so it is just a part of who I am these days. I do have to say that I believe my life would have been much different for me if I were born with a man size cock, unfortunately.

As I admired myself in the mirror I watched Beth’s reflection as she quickly pulled off her pants. Her panties appeared so wet that it is hard to believe that it didn't soak right through her pants!

“Now get up on the bed sissy, and let’s see if you can remember how to fuck a woman!” She ordered.

As she climbed up on all fours, I came up behind her with my new cock ready to enter. Her pussy was pink and puffy, dripping with anticipation.

“Put it in easy. That’s it. Mmmmm. Nice. A little more. Oh, that feels so good. Now hold onto my hips and rock back and forth. That’s it. Like a real man. Mmmm. Don’t you wish that you had a cock of your own? Maybe none of this would have happened if you could pleasure a woman. Deeper. That’s it, right to the base. Don’t worry I can take it. Oh, yeah! Now fuck me. Harder. Harder. Don’t be gentle. Fuck me like a whore. Like a dirty whore. Screw Tony! I will get fucked any time that I want it, with or without him. He can rot on that fucking couch for all I care! Fuck me. Fuck me!” Beth screamed.

I gave her all that I had, and I could tell that she was used to getting fucked hard by Tony. My hips moved rapidly as the rubber phallus slid in and out of her wet snatch. She was used to getting fucked often by her well endowed husband, so she could easily take anything that I could possibly do.

“Oh God, I’m so fucking hot.” She panted. “Come on baby, harder, harder! Smack my ass.”

I gave her a spank.

“No. Harder! I want to feel it! I can take it. Do it!” She shouted.

I gave her another with more force.

“Harder!”

Smack. Smack. Smack!

“Owwwww!”

I stopped, thinking that I had hurt her.

“Don’t stop. Harder, you fucking wuss! Harder!”

Smack! Smack! SMACK!

“Oh my God! Yes! Yes! Yes!!!!”

The sound of each blow of my hand upon her upturned plump cheeks echoed off the walls, along with her uncontrolled wails of pain and pleasure. Even with all the force that I could muster, she wanted more. Her cheeks were becoming pink and my hands began to hurt, as I awkwardly tried to keep up a rhythm between the thrusts of my hips and the blows upon her ass.

It took me a little off guard how much pain she could endure, but I’m sure it was due to receiving rough treatment from her savage husband regularly.

“Give it to me, you fucking little faggot. Tony was right. You are a fucking wimp!” She shouted, her insults meant to goad me. “That’s it. Hurt me. Harder. Harder! Ughhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!”

She let out a throaty scream as she orgasmed and fell forward on the bed, taking me down along with her with the dildo buried deep into her stretched cunt. I could feel her entire body spasm beneath me as I lay on top of her back trying to catch my breath.

Usually, I would bring either Beth or my wife to orgasm orally, or with use of a vibrator, but this was the first time in my life experiencing what it was like to actually fuck a woman to climax, and it made me feel good to be able to satisfy her in this way.

“Mmmm, that was nice.” She moaned, as she lay prone on my bed. “We’ll have to work on your technique, but I can see this becoming a wonderful alternative to my asshole husband when necessary.”

I slowly withdrew the rubber phallus from her ass displaying the rosy pink cheeks of her bottom. It is clear that she likes it rough, which must be why she stays with her arrogant husband.

By the time that I came back from cleaning up the strapon, she was up and getting herself ready to leave.

“I’ve got some ideas for later tonight.” She said, while I watched her wet gaping cunt disappearing from view as she pulled up the fly on her jeans, while leaving her soiled panties on the floor.  “Jennifer text me that she will probably stay over at Derek’s place, so I will have you all to myself. I just have to figure out how to get away from Tony for awhile. I do have to admit, your wife is certainly taking advantage of lost time wasted from being married to you. It’s about time, and I do have to say that I’m just a bit jealous. Judging by what she said, she must be getting fucked raw right now. I’ll expect you to be cleaned up and ready when I get back! Oh, and make yourself up really sexy. I think I’ll be in the mood for a date with a dirty lesbian slut tonight. Always wanted to try that!”

With that, she headed back home. I could only imagine what was to come next.


Chapter 4- First “date” with another girl.

Once Beth had gone, I finished cleaning the house and took a relaxing, soaking bath. She wanted me to be her “lesbian” lover tonight, which will be quite a different role for me to play. Usually, I’m just a sissy used as a tool for her own gratification. I am assuming that on this night I would be her other woman for some girl-girl sex and I was excited to try something new.

Just about all of my body hair has been removed permanently, if not painfully. Jennifer and Beth spared no expense on my transformation, making it their mission to make it permanent and to perfection.

I’ve had to endure quite a bit, but if it makes my wife happy I would gladly do more. The changes in my body that I have been experiencing have shown spectacular results, as you’ve seen by Tony no longer recognizing me as Timmy.

Of course, I’ve applied my own makeup many times up to this point, so I do know the basics, but I really wanted to look hotter for Beth than usual, and decided to do it up right. I have learned some techniques from watching my dear wife getting herself ready to meet her bulls to know what works and got right to it.

I started off with my eyes, applying black eye liner and blue eye shadow to my eye lids, being sure to go heavy and smudging it up toward my eyebrows to exaggerate and create a sultry look.

Now, I was ready for the next step, which was to add long false lashes. Jennifer had a few to choose from and I picked what I thought was right for me, and put them on. I added mascara on my lashes as thick as I could for affect, then checked my work.

More than satisfied, I began to apply blush to my cheeks. I’ve learned that to truly look the part of a slut, overdoing your makeup is a must. It tends to show that you put it on willingly so that others will notice. Of course, too much blush would only make me look clownish, so I went for the right balance instead.

The same didn’t ring true for my lipstick however, as I covered my lips with the brightest shade of red that I could find to make them really stand out. When I sat back I found it hard to believe that this was me. It seems like only yesterday that I was an inattentive husband, unappealing to women, including my wife, and lacking identity of who I was as a person. It took Jennifer to see the real me deep inside and push me toward the right path.

Now, I’m looking at the reflection of a seductive young woman, more slut than not, who would surely catch the eye of every man that saw her!

I have never felt that I was appealing to anyone before, and now whenever I’m out with my wife shopping or running errands, I find men looking at me in the same manner that I have always looked at those hot women myself.

My thoughts quickly went back to Tony and the way that he looks at me now. Knowing that I can make a man like that hard just by seeing me in one of my more conservative outfits today, leads me to believe that I would be even more attractive to him by the time I finish getting myself ready for Beth to return.

I had to find just the right things to wear and couldn’t think of anything hotter than stockings and heels, so I went through my wife’s drawers and closet until I found the right combination along with one of her shortest dresses, a hot little red tube dress. Luckily, Jennifer and I are about the same size and once I had everything on, it fit me like a glove.

As I examined myself in the mirror, I was not disappointed.

The girl that I saw was exactly what I would have desired if I were still a man. My only hope now was whether I would pass the test with Beth. She is expecting a “date” with another woman for the first time and I wanted to do my best to make it as special for her as possible. This will be a far cry from her using me to merely entertain herself, and who knows, maybe this will be a new direction for us to take.

Once I felt that my appearance was acceptable I brought out a bottle of wine with two glasses and placed them on the coffee table. Next, I found a couple of candles and did the same.

Beth didn’t tell me what time she was coming over, but I wanted everything perfect and lit the candles before sitting down to wait.

It wouldn’t be for long.

Ding Dong!

Oh shit! Who could that be?

I peeked out of the little peep hole in the door and saw Beth nervously waiting outside.

Ding Dong! Ding Dong!

She was obviously anxious for me to open the front door, and I did as rapidly as I could. Beth pushed the door open and quickly entered, looking back to see if she was discovered before closing and locking it behind her.

“Why didn’t you just come in the back door, I left it open for you?” I asked.

“I didn’t want Tony to see me. I told him that I was going out with the girls tonight and didn’t want him to be suspicious, so I parked the car around the corner. He could easily see me from our house if I came through the back.” She explained, still catching her breath. “What’s all this?”

She began to smile as she looked behind me into the darkened room.

“Candles?... And wine? You were looking forward to this, weren’t you?”

I smiled.

As I moved to one side, she stepped into the room. I could tell right away that she was pleased, which made me feel good.

“I wanted to surprise you. Make this a little special, being your first time with another girl and all. I had left the back door open for you, expecting you to come in that way, but got a little nervous when the doorbell rang.” I said.

She turned toward me with a sly grin.

“Tiff, it makes me so happy that you fully understand who you are. You are going to love what you have become, and if I can tell you one thing, it’s that you look as hot as hell in that dress! Come here…”

Beth came up close and looked deeply into my blue eyes. Alternating her glance between one and the other.

“I had wanted to get it on with Jennifer since we first met. I always thought that she was so hot! But now, looking at you from this close, I think that you look even hotter. You may not have her body yet, but you are definitely prettier in my opinion.”

I broke eye contact at that point and looked down demurely. If I were ever to blush in my life, this would be the time. Beth put her fingers under my chin and raised my head to eye level again. The slightest hint of a nervous smile creases the corners of her mouth.

Simultaneously, we leaned in toward each other. Her eyes close first as her face comes nearer. I close mine too. Our lips find each other's easily. One kiss. One tender touch of our lips across each other. Something in my stomach begins to dance. No, a million little somethings begin jumping up and down and all around in my stomach. My heart is beating so hard I can almost feel it bouncing under my skin.

I had never felt this way when Jennifer kissed me.

Beth's hand reached behind my neck to pull me in, her lips pressed into mine. It felt different than any other kiss I've ever had. Her lips are fuller than my wife’s. Softer maybe. Fleshier.

I felt her mouth beginning to open, slowly and tentatively. My lips open, following hers, and I felt her warm breath begin to mix with mine as the space between us shrinks. Together, our tongues reached out, their tips touch. Two soft moans come from us both at that same moment. 

We pulled apart slightly and chuckled, realizing that we were acting like a couple of teenagers. Her eyes were dancing as her smile expanded. They closed once more as the hand on the back of my neck beckoned me toward herself again.

This time, our mouths opened without hesitation. Our tongues began to play together, first at just the opening where our lips brush against each other, then pressing closer. We delved ever deeper, taking turns tonguing each other's cheeks and teeth and lips.

This was so exciting. So very different.

Her cheeks rubbed against mine. She sensed that mine were soft, now that my facial hair had been permanently removed during my transformation. No angles or edges. No beard. No rough stubble, like her husbands. Just soft, warm, pliable skin.

“Mmmmmmm….” She moaned, enjoying the sensation.

I was truly enjoying her advances and came back to reality when she moved away.

“Whew!” She said, her face flush as she fanned herself with her hand. “We had better slow down, or I’ll be taking you to bed before we even have a chance to get comfortable. Come, let’s have a drink. We have the whole night alone together.”

With that she took my hand and lead me to the sofa. She was wearing a short flowered Summer dress and the shape of her ample bottom caught my attention as the thin material would move gently between the cheeks.

Typically she would wear jeans or leggings that accentuate her lush bottom, but it was a treat to see her in a dress for a change. Her luscious ass had gotten my attention long before my transformation, and I always enjoy servicing it with my lips and tongue whenever she would allow it.

She sat down and patted the cushion to have me sit close beside her. I had placed the bucket of ice on the coffee table with the champagne chilling and the lit candles on either side to set the mood.

“Let’s get this party started!” She announced, before pulling the bottle from the ice.

We both laughed when she popped the cork and white foam flowed out of the bottle, looking like a river of cum running over her hand. She quickly took the top of the bottle into her mouth to catch the rest while filling her cheeks. Once our glasses were filled we clinked them together in a toast and sat back to relax.

“You look nice tonight.” I complimented. “Where does Tony think that you are?”

“I go out with the other girls from my Pilates class on occasion. It gives me a break from that gorilla that I’m married to. He barely lets me out of his sight, and I always have to answer 20 questions from him when I get back.”

“Does he think that you cheat on him?” I asked.

“Tony would kill me if he ever caught me cheating. He fucks me at the drop of a hat, so I’m not looking. I don’t see why he would either, considering that he can have me any time he wants.” She said, putting her arm around my shoulder.

If she only knew what he had done with me earlier she would be shocked. The man is a male whore, and I couldn’t believe that she couldn’t see that!

“More bubbly?” She asked, filling my glass again.

We talked on for a while to get more comfortable with each other, enjoying our newfound friendship. It was mostly “girl talk” about our spouses with a few secrets mixed in, and we truly enjoyed being together. I never thought that this could ever happen. It was Beth’s idea to transform me into a woman after Jennifer decided to cuckold me.

I never did measure up to what my wife expected of me, and she decided that she wanted other men instead. If I were to keep her, I had to allow it or lose her forever.

Once she got a taste of other men, with big cocks, she became a woman possessed, while I was kept in chastity most of the time, waiting at home for her to return from a torrid night out with her bull.

After using extensive hormone treatments under a doctor’s care, along with the constant wearing of increasingly smaller cages over time, my penis no longer functions and has become too small to be of any use.

Now, I receive my pleasure anally and I couldn’t be happier.

The flickering of candle light on her face with the flames reflecting in her eyes was hypnotic. She looked so beautiful!

I no longer saw Beth as that evil woman that put me through hell throughout my transformation, as well as afterwards. She supplied the hormones. She paid for my electrolysis and laser treatments. I wondered if she had ever thought that it would finally lead to this.

I placed my glass on the table and leaned in to kiss her passionately and she responded in kind. We broke from our lip lock and Beth kissed my face, my cheeks, my chin, and down my neck. I let her, leaning back slightly, as my arms wrapped around her to hold her close. She returned to my waiting mouth and once again we plunged into a deep and frenzied kiss.

We were necking like teenagers, I realized, in our first wild and formless make out session. I was reliving the inexperienced excitement of lust, exploration, and daring of first kisses from long past. We discovered each other's faces and mouths, wordlessly anticipating where each will go with their lips and tongue.

The hand that holds my neck to keep me in place, slides ever so slowly down the front of my dress. It stops to rest over my still forming pert breast. What could I do but kiss her more deeply at that moment, giving her my silent permission to squeeze me and fondle me, which she does, eagerly, moving back and forth between my two small mounds, ensuring each of them receive equal time.

In response I slipped my hand over the top of her dress to cup her left breast and squeeze it. She is soft. Fleshy. Firm. Full. Lifting upward, I feel its hefty weight. My hand slides into the valley between her breasts and felt her heart racing. My fingers expand, stretching between the twin mounds. My palm pressed firmly against her breastbone.

She was on fire!

Tentatively, my hand moved down her belly to her waist and beyond. The material of her dress felt like silk as my fingers ran along her thigh until it came into contact with her warm skin.

I began to work my hand back under her dress in the gap between her legs. Slowly, my fingers move into this opening until it completely disappeared under her dress.

Beth moaned softly. The sound vibrates her lips against mine.

Her fingers discover the stiff tips of my small breasts and she pinches, gently, sending a shudder from my chest to my toes. My hands explored upward, between her legs until they reach their desired goal.

She was dripping wet with excitement, and when she felt my fingers touch her vagina, her entire body lurched as though she had just received an electric shock.

“Oh God!” She cried out, feeling my middle finger slipping into her slit.

I was a little surprised that she wore no panties, but then again, she was expecting to come directly here anyway.

Beth sat back with eyes closed, enjoying the sensation as I buried one and then two fingers into her. If there is one thing that I know for sure, it is that she has a loose and sloppy cunt. After years of being stretched by her husband’s monster cock she can take anything quite easily. 

She reached her hand across and gently lowered one of the spaghetti straps, exposing my left breast. As my fingers worked on her vagina she leaned over to take one of my breasts into her hungry mouth.

We were both moaning and in the throes of passion, oblivious to our surroundings, and I knew that I wanted this as badly as she did, hoping that this will be the beginning of a beautiful relationship.

“WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS SHIT?”

OH, GOD!

It was Tony!


Chapter 5- Shared by my kinky neighbors.

He was standing right behind Jennifer’s chair in my living room with the look of a mad man, as he watched his wife licking my beast with my hand under her dress fingering her pussy.

A look of total shock appeared on Beth’s face when she heard him as I quickly retrieved my hand from under her skirt. I felt like a young teen who just got caught by my father, necking in the basement!

“You said that you were going out with your friends. What are you doing here with her? I guess you don’t have to tell me, it looks pretty obvious.” He said, sounding pissed.

“Um, I just stopped by to visit, that’s all.” Beth replied nervously.

“You lied to me. How long has this shit been going on? Where’s your sister?” He asked, directing the question to me.

“She. She’s uh...staying with a friend.” I uttered.

“So, your sister goes to visit a friend and you decide that this would be a good time to have sex with my wife? You always seem to act so sweet and innocent, but I know your secret. Besides that, you hate men! I have a good mind to beat the shit out of the both of you!” He sneered. “Wait til Jennifer hears about this. I’m sure that she will be very appreciative to me when I tell her.”

“No! Please! You can’t tell her!” I blurted.

“And why shouldn’t I? I think that she has every right to know. It is her house after all.”

“Please. I don’t want to hurt her.” I explained.

“You should have thought about that before you decided to do this. And you! You’re into girls? When did this all happen? What the fuck am I supposed to do now?”

“Please don’t be mad.” Beth responded.

“Why the fuck shouldn’t I be mad? My wife leaves me home alone to jerk off to porn, while she goes out and has sex with other women? At least you picked a hot one. So, you’re a lesbian now, and I’m just supposed to accept it?”

Little did he know that I’ve been living with that very same situation myself.

As he spoke I pulled my top back up to cover the exposed breast that his eyes had been focused on ever since he caught us.

“It isn’t what you think. Tiffany isn’t what you think!” Beth blurted.

“What the fuck does that mean? Obviously, she’s a little tramp and a cock tease. Fuck. She will barely give me the time of day, and you just come over and have a romantic evening. This is fucked up!”

I was getting more nervous by the second, not knowing which of them was going to tell the other what they knew about me. Tony is just dumb enough to tell Beth about what I did for him earlier when he delivered my package out of spite, and Beth just may spill the beans about me in fear of his retaliation for her own indiscretion.

“What are you doing here, anyway? Did you decide to just walk right inside our neighbor’s house uninvited? You saw that Jen’s car was gone and knew that Tiffany would be here alone, so you decided to sneak in and what, rape her?” Beth asked, twisting the conversation.

“Uh, no. I just noticed that the back door wasn’t locked and wanted to be sure that the young girl was alright, that’s all. There hasn’t been a man around here to protect her since that wimp Timmy left. Whatever good he would do, if she was really in any danger.” He stuttered.

“Bull Shit! You wanted to get her alone, that’s what you wanted! You knew that I wouldn’t be around and that Jennifer was out, so you tried to take advantage of the situation.” She reasoned.

He had no excuse for being in my house, especially knowing that I was home alone. We always leave our doors locked and Beth has her own key if she needs to come in, but I had left it open for her, knowing that she was coming over.

There was a moments pause while everyone tried to figure out what we should do about the situation. We were all guilty of something.

One minute I was having the most wonderful experience ever, and the next, I was in fear for my life. I have seen Tony enraged and have been fearful for Beth’s well being, as well as my own, ever since, so there certainly was that going on.

As Beth and I sat nervously he looked us up and down thinking of what to say next. He had just watched two attractive women in the throes of passion and it would be hard to believe that it wouldn’t have some effect on him, considering his track record.

“So, what’s her big secret, she likes women?” He asked Beth, with his eyes on me.

“Um….It’s nothing. Forget it.” She replied, thinking better about telling him.

“You said that she isn’t what I thought she was. What is she? You’re not going to tell me that she’s only 15 are you? You had better not!” He advised, with a scowl.

“No, no, no, nothing like that!”

“Then what? Speak!” He demanded.

Beth wouldn’t look at me as she decided what to say next.

Please don’t tell about me.

Please?

“Look at her. Do you notice anything?” She began.

He looked me up and down, scrutinizing every detail.

“Other than the fact that she could use a good fuck, I don’t see anything.”

“So, you find her attractive?”

“Sure. Yeah. I would do her.” He admitted.

“You would definitely fuck her if you had the chance right? No doubt about it?”

“No doubt about it. I would fuck the shit out of her. Is that what you wanted to hear? That doesn’t change anything about what you two were doing, unless you’re offering her to me, too.” He replied, as he stepped around the chair to stand directly before us.

As he came around, we could see he was wearing a pair of tight spandex shorts. It was evident to us sitting down that he was aroused by our conversation, as the outline of his engorged cock stretched down his leg and showed every detail of his manhood. It was totally obscene, and worn to be sure that I would see it. He not only has a male superiority complex, he is an exhibitionist as well, obviously thinking that he is God’s gift to women.

Beth rolled her eyes when she saw this, having seen him do this on so many occasions in the past that it has become a regular occurrence. It baffles me how she can be so naive to think that he isn’t out to fuck every woman that he meets!

Now, he is looking at me with hungry eyes, waiting for his wife to finish her story, with hope that she would allow him have me.

This was not part of my plan, as enticing as his thick cock looked only a few feet in front of me. I could still remember the taste of his semen and wondered if I was about to get a second helping very soon.

“So, if I let you, you would fuck her right now no matter what?” She continued.

“I guess that would be up to her.” He answered, directing his gaze back to me.

“What if it wasn’t up to her?”

“Huh?”

“What if I told you that it wasn’t up to her?” She asked.

“Are you telling me that she has no control over her own body? How is that?”

“Before I tell you, let me get back my original question. You see nothing different about her, right?”

“Nothing besides the fact that she looks like one hell of a fuck!” He answered, with a smirk.

“You mentioned Timmy earlier. Ever wonder why you never saw him and Tiff together at the same time?”

“I hadn’t thought about it before, but now that you mention it, I can’t remember ever seeing them together, no.”

“Ever notice any similarities between the two?”

As I began to sweat, he looked deeper into my facial features for clues.

“She’s related to Jen, but I guess she looks a little more like Timmy. Is that it?”

“Well, she is related to Jen, but she isn’t her sister. Any guesses who she is?” She asked, giving him an inquisitive look.

He shook his head, completely baffled at that point.

What a moron!

“Timmy, Tiffany. Tiffany, Timmy. Are you catching on yet, you big oaf?”

He scratched his head and thought for a moment before it finally dawned on him just what she was saying.

Suddenly, a look of shock appeared on his face once he realized that he had been lusting for another man all along!

The neighbor that he bullied had become the woman of his dreams. I didn’t move, unsure of his reaction to this news flash.

“Are you telling me that Timmy is a fag?” He asked, his mind still reeling from the shock.

“Transgender.” Beth replied.

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“It means that she no longer identifies herself as a man, and is now essentially a woman. It’s becoming pretty common these days.”

“Does he have a pussy?” He asked.

“No.”

“Then he’s still a man.” He replied.

“You didn’t think that way a few minutes ago. Hell, if I gave the word, you would have been balls deep inside her by now, so what’s the difference?”

“Because he doesn’t have a fucking pussy, that’s a big difference!”

“She can do anything that I can with or without a real pussy. How many times a week do you fuck me in the ass, three, four times a week? Now add in all the times while I’m on my period. You seem to like that quite a bit don’t you?”

“But, she’s Timmy!”

“Would you like to give her a try?” She asked, with a sly grin.

Oh God! She’s offering me to her own husband! My entire body began to shake nervously. 

“You want me to fuck Timmy in the ass right now? Why would he let me do that? He hates me.”

“Because TIFFANY has no say in the matter. It is entirely up to me who SHE fucks. You said that you wanted to. Just say the word.”

“But, I’m not gay. What if the guys hear about this?” He asked, considering his options.

“You just tell tell them that your wife let you have the sweetest piece of ass in town. Tiffany is a girl and will always be a girl. Nobody will ever know who she was. There is no going back. I’m sure that your friends will be jealous when you tell them about it”

“What did you have to do with all this? I would have thought this would be between Jennifer and him.”

“Tiffany is my creation. My idea. I brought it up one day to Jen on a whim and she agreed to let me follow through with it. Obviously, everything had to go through her first, but as things progressed she was fully on board and trusted me to make any decisions that I saw fit. We share her together and she does whatever we say. So, if I tell her to let you fuck her, she will. She has no choice.” Beth explained.

He thought for a moment.

“Stand up. Let me look at you.” He ordered.

I glanced over toward Beth, just to be sure that this is what she really wanted and got an assuring nod as a reply. It took a moment for me to gather my wits, then took a deep breath and let it out before pushing myself up from the seat cushion to rise to my feet.

As he examined me, I stood, visibly shaking, my nerves getting the best of me.

“Turn around.” He ordered, twirling his fingers as he spoke.

I did.

Beth had a smile of satisfaction on her face as she sat back with drink in hand to witness this life changing moment for me.

It is amazing how fast things can turn around on you, and now things have gone from a romantic evening with another woman to to having her watch as her own husband decides whether or not to be the first man to ever fuck me.

He sat down in Jennifer’s chair with me standing directly in front of him. The same chair that I have serviced my wife in a hundred times, sometimes for hours on end, while she watched television or read a book. The same chair that Beth has used me in the same way. Now, it is becoming a right of passage for anyone wishing to dominate me.

Tony reached up. I could feel his hands upon my hips and across my bottom. The tube dress was very snug around my cheeks and I could feel him squeezing my tender flesh through the thin material.

“Raise your skirt!” He commanded.

I looked down at Beth to give her one last chance to change her mind and was a bit disheartened when she waved her hand for me to proceed.

One last deep breath and I hooked my fingers under the hem of my short skirt and began to raise it, while Tony looked on, adjusting the position of his hardening cock through his shorts. 

Ever so slowly the material rose up my thighs, first displaying my stocking tops before the white cheeks of my ass began to appear. I was wearing a thong, but that did nothing to hide my fleshy mounds from view. Once sufficiently raised, I remained standing awkwardly before him, awaiting his next command.

“I do have to admit, Timmy does have a nice ass! Glad that I never noticed that before, or maybe I would have gone gay after all! Ha Ha!” He joked.

“Timmy didn’t realize what he had then either, but Tiffany does. Isn’t it the cutest little thing?” Beth asked.

“I need a shot if I’m going any further with this and I don’t drink champagne. Got any bourbon?” He asked me.

“Yes.” I replied, meekly.

“Well then, what the fuck are you waiting for faggot?”

He gave me a hard smack on my ass just as I was about to lower my skirt and fetch his drink. As I headed off, he moved over to the sofa and sat back like a king on his throne with an arm over Beth’s shoulder to watch me.

I had gotten very proficient at walking in high heels and he immediately noticed how it accentuated my bottom, raising it tantalizingly high when I walk. Beth and Jen taught me how to walk properly to attract men, and I knew of no other way of doing it.

It’s no wonder that I get so much attention while shopping at the mall.

When I returned with a nearly full glass whiskey, he looked me up and down. Every curve. Every detail. He saw nothing to make him think that I wasn’t anything but a sexy young woman ready to be fucked.

I could see the lust in his eyes as I handed him the glass.

As I stood across the coffee table from them, Tony put the glass to his lips and gulped down half the glass, letting out a sigh of satisfaction before wiping his mouth with the back of his hand like a sailor.

What an arrogant asshole!

Next, he passed the glass to Beth, who hesitated before giving in and taking a swig herself. If I wasn’t in the position that I was in, I would have laughed out loud after seeing the look of revulsion on her face from the strong drink.

Tony’s attention went back to me as I stood waiting with my hands behind my back.

He smirked, realizing that things were about to get a bit more interesting and began to look me up and down, trying to decide what to do next as Beth placed her hand on his thickening cock. I watched as she gently moved her fingers over the length of it’s shaft while he slid his ass forward and spread his legs to allow her better access.

All the while he was looking me in the eyes, wanting me to watch as his wife obediently served him, to show who was in charge. It was incredible to watch his cock growing, stretching the material of his shorts.

Tony leaned in and gave his wife a wide open mouth kiss. His hand went right for her breast and squeezed, hard! Beth let out a loud throaty groan, but Tony wouldn’t allow her to break contact with his mouth and continued with even more intensity. She was obviously turned on by this and squeezed his shaft so hard that her knuckles turned white.

As he continued to grope her tits roughly, I was a bit surprised when she appeared to melt, showing no resistance to his assault on her body, instead, encouraging him further. It was quite obvious to me that she was used to this kind of harsh treatment, and he was perfectly willing to oblige.

This was a far cry from how she has acted with me throughout my entire transformation. In fact, she has always been the dominant one, cruel at times, not like the submissive that I was witnessing before me. It was like a middle child tormented by an older sibling, only to act in the same way toward the next younger one.

As Tony broke their lip lock, Beth panted, eyes closed, mouth half open.

He grabbed her left leg and jerked it toward himself to get access to her cunt, and flipped the loose material of her short skirt up to expose it to me. She encouraged him by moving the other away, leaving her legs open wide and her bare pussy on display.

Her vulva was pink, engorged. Her extended, well used lips, opened like a flower. Her cavernous hole was clearly in view. Her love juice flowing like a stream.

“Do you always leave the house for a night out with the girls and forget to wear any underwear? You’re just full of surprises tonight, aren’t you?” He asked.

Suddenly his open hand came down hard upon her cunt emitting a loud wet smack.

“Ughhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Beth groaned.

I could only imagine how bad that must of felt, but she still showed no resistance and spread them open for him again to continue if he wished.

Instead, he rose his ass up from the sofa to remove his shorts as his now fully erect cock sprang to attention. He grabbed Beth by the back of her head and forcefully pulled her down stuffing his huge cock between her stretched lips and down her throat.

“Your turn, sissy. Take it off!” He commanded.

I moved without hesitation, not wanting to upset him after witnessing his treatment of his wife and fearful that I would be next.

Grabbing the hem of my dress I pulled it up over my head and off, tossing it on the chair. Left wearing only thigh high stockings and thong I stood nervously before him as he looked me over.

I was shaking like a leaf as he stared at my crotch, my panty covered cage bulged ever so slightly.

“Turn around.”

I did.

“Hmmmmm. How the fuck is this possible?” He asked himself.

He finished his drink, and reached out to me with the empty glass.

“Fetch me another!”

I took the empty glass, turned, and quickly began walking away.

“Wiggle your ass for me, sissy. Show me how much you want this cock!”

He grabbed Beth by the hair and pulled her off, displaying his saliva covered tool to me, before forcing her down upon it once again. I proceeded to put on a show to please him and did the best I could to play the part to his liking.

By the time that I returned, Beth was totally naked, lying on her belly across the sofa with her face in his lap, while he reached over and worked a finger in and out of her asshole. If I wasn’t so nervous I would have been completely aroused by the lurid display that I now witnessed before me on my own sofa.

He reached out and took the glass from me with his free hand and gulped down half before offering it to his wife, who shook her head. A quick slap correct her refusal, and she drank the rest, while he tipped the glass until it was finished. Things were getting pretty wild between them now that the alcohol was taking effect, and it was just a matter of time before he was going to be ready for me.

Again, he looked at the small bulge in the front of my thong. Jennifer now has me down to wearing a chastity cage called the Mini Me by CB-X, and at only an inch and a quarter long, it’s about as small as you can imagine, leaving me with just a mere hint of any bulge at all.

Quite snug at first, I’ve become much more comfortable with it in time, to the point where I enjoy the fit better than the CB6000S which I have now “outgrown”.

I wear my cage most of the day and whenever Jennifer isn’t around, and it has helped to shrink my useless dick down considerably. Now, I can wear leggings when out of the house without anyone really noticing.

“Okay, let’s see it.” Tony ordered, with a wave of his hand.

This would be the moment of truth.

He will see what a pathetic wimp I really am. The bully from next door with his huge cock is going to see that I could never measure up as a man and must now live out the rest of my life as a woman because of it.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my thong and slowly lowered it until my cage was displayed, stopping at the point with it just below and remaining that way for his inspection.

“What in holy fuck is that thing?” He asked, examining my tiny cage with the equally small brass lock attached.

“It’s my chastity device. Jennifer has me wear it every day.” I replied.

“Where’s your dick, did she cut it off?”

“No, it’s inside.”

“How the fuck can anything fit in that? You have to have the smallest dick in the world. Honey, look at the puny dick on this faggot! What a fucking loser!”

Beth raised her head from his crotch so that she could see it.

“It wasn’t much bigger when we first started, but it is definitely shrinking. Isn’t it the cutest little thing?” She giggled.

“Cute? Whoever heard of a cock being cute? I’ve got to see this. Let’s go. Take that fucking thing off.” He ordered me.

I just lowered my head, knowing full well that I wouldn’t be able to do as he wished.

“He can’t. His wife holds the key. The only way it comes off is if it is broken, and she knows better than to attempt it. Believe me, there isn’t much in there to see anyway!” She laughed.

“So, he can’t even jerk off?” He asked.

“Oh no. It won’t get hard anymore. Tiffany couldn’t masturbate if she wanted to, so there is no danger in that. We’ve pumped her up with enough hormones that I’m surprised that it doesn’t just drop off on it’s own.”

“So he, or she, can’t have sex? What’s in this for her if she can’t get off anymore?”

“She gets off more than you think. Her ass is well trained and she has learned to orgasm and even cum from just anal stimulation.” She replied.

He was unquestionably enthralled by what he was hearing.

“She comes from guys fucking her in the ass?”

“Yes, but she has never done it with a real man before. At least not until now.” She said, looking up to give him a wink.

“A virgin, huh? Show me what you got. Turn around and spread em!” He commanded.

I did as told and stepped out of my thong to display my virgin asshole to him. The alcohol may have lowered his inhibitions, but that did nothing to settle my nerves as I stood across the table holding my ass cheeks apart for his inspection, illuminated by the flickering glow of the candles.

“Not bad. Kind of how yours looked when we first met, before I broke it in.” He teased. “I’ll bet she could never handle anything this big. It would tear her skinny ass wide open.”

“Believe me, you would be shocked at how much she can take.” Beth replied. “You can have her if you want.”

She stroked his stiff cock as he pondered the thought of it entering my puckered anus.

“So you want to be a woman, well now you get the chance to get fucked like one. Come over here.” He ordered, pushing his wife away.

I slowly stepped around the table, still wearing my heels, and stood before him.

He briskly turned me around so that he was eye level with my naked bottom, and I could feel his gaze upon them. His cock was still as hard as a rock, pointing menacingly toward the sky.

What he did next took me by surprise as I felt his hands on my hips pulling me back toward himself, as he began kissing the soft cheeks of my bottom. I felt the cheeks part and a moments delay before his tongue darted out to flick my asshole!

Beth was sitting beside him masturbating as she watched her husband having sex with another “woman” for the first time, totally aroused by the wild scene before her.

Tony was equally stimulated, lost in his own lust while forgetting that he was tonguing his neighbor’s asshole. The same one that he bullied and ridiculed before now.

His stubble stuck into the tender flesh between my cheeks like tiny needles as his tongue wiggled it’s way deep into my anus. This was quite different from the soft feel of a woman’s face that I had become accustomed to.

As he rolled his tongue around the wrinkled muscle I let myself relax, allowing him to open me up and go in deeper.

His tongue was much longer, thicker, with much more power than the others as well, reaching areas that the girls never could. It’s not as though this happened very often as I was typically the one servicing the girls, but they would surprise me at times.

“Mmmmmm.” I moaned, unconsciously.

“See Honey? She loves it!” Beth declared. “Isn’t it about the sweetest tush you’ve ever had?”

“Mmmmm, yeah. But, not as sweet as yours, Baby!” 

With that he pulled her toward himself and gave her a deep kiss. I could see his tongue roaming inside her cheeks as he shared the flavors of my anus with his dear wife.

It was all so surreal!

Here, in my own living room, were my next door neighbors sharing me like a couple of true deviants. I may have been the only one sober, but I swear that I felt like I was riding a high at that point.

“Would you like to fuck her now, Dear?” Beth purred.

“Yeah, I would.”

“Tiffany? You don’t mind if my husband fucks you now, do you? You know how hard we’ve worked to get you here, and I’m sure that you are more than ready.”

I didn’t know if this was a test, or a choice that she was allowing me to make, but the truth is that I did want this, and after watching the display of debauchery that I had just witnessed, I needed it!

“No, I don’t mind.” I replied meekly.

“Ask Tony to fuck you, and if you do it properly, maybe he will.” She added, giving her husband a sly wink.

This was about to get humiliating for me.

Before tonight I hated everything about him, from his arrogance, to his bullying, to the way that he hit on my wife while I did nothing. Now, I’m about to beg for him to fuck my own ass, and the truth is, that I wanted it just as much as he did!

“You can fuck me if you want.” I said, nearly inaudibly.

“Oh no. That won’t do at all! I told you to ask him properly or I’ll take him home and do it myself. Now, lets try that again.” Beth ordered.

I paused.

“Will you fuck me Tony, please?”

“Get down on your knees, sissy bitch and worship this!” He commanded, waving his cock back and forth.

I knelt.

It looked much larger than it did earlier in the day, standing up high and proud between his open thighs.

“Don’t you wish that you could have had something like this? Something that women desire. Something that can give a woman intense pleasure. Instead, you had a pathetic and useless little dick that was no good to anyone. Shit, I’ve seen a woman’s clit bigger than that! Look at my balls. They’re like a bull’s!  Feel em. Get your face down there and smell the scent of a man.”

He pulled my face tight against his huge sack, and he was right, the scent was hypnotic to me. It made me suddenly feel weak and totally submissive, willing to do anything that he asked. I didn’t care any longer if it was Tony, I needed him inside of me or I would just die!

“That’s a good little girl. Get your little tongue right in there. That’s it. Now get right up underneath it. Mmmmm yeah! Lick the taint. You greedy little bitch you. You’re really getting off on this, aren’t you?”

The truth is that I was. I lapped away. Tasting him. Smelling his masculine scent.

“Okay, I can’t wait any longer or I’m going to shoot my rocks off. Where’s the lube, so we can get started?” He asked, pushing my head back.

I really didn’t want to stop, but sat back on my haunches to see what he wanted me to do next.

“Oh she won’t be needing any of that.” Beth began.

I quickly spun my head in her direction. Surely, she didn’t expect me to take her husband’s monster cock without lubrication!

“Just spit on it to get it started. She’ll be fine.”

“I’m not spitting on anything. Get your mouth on it bitch, and make it nice and wet, or I’ll be splitting you in two!” He barked.

I quickly got down and put the crown into my mouth, trying to work up enough saliva to do the trick. My mouth began working up and down the shaft until it glistened.

“We don’t have all night!” He warned.

I scurried to my feet, turned my back to him, and began to squat over his imposing phallus.

Holding my cheeks apart, I lowered myself, trying to align him with my asshole. Beth reached over and grabbed his shaft to help guide her husband into my anus. She continued to work it until I felt it entering me.

The worst was when the head pushed past my sphincter. After that it was a matter of allowing a little at a time to enter me until I was comfortable before adding more. Down, down, down, I went until I began to wonder if there was no end to it. I could feel it deep within me, as deep as anything has been before.

I looked over toward Beth as I caught my breath and she had the look of surprise on her face. She obviously doubted that I could take all of him, but I would have taken even more if he had it to give.

Tony grabbed my hips and began to raise me up. I responded by rising until just the head remained inside of me, then slowly back down until it became slick. After a few more strokes, I was loose and ready. I began to work my ass up and down as I’ve done hundreds of times before.

Each night as Jennifer cooked dinner, I would mount a rubber dong to the refrigerator by it’s suction cup base to fuck myself until it was time to eat, as she watched. Then I would set it on my seat so that I could feel it inside me while I ate. I loved the feeling of having something inside me all the time and did this on my own, along with my wife’s encouragement, of course.

I began to work up a nice rhythm, my hands gripping his legs for support as his cock stretched my asshole wide. Tony reached around me and grabbed my tits firmly, pulling me back against his chest with incredible force, nearly taking the wind out of me. 

As he kneaded my tender young tits, I felt his scratchy beard against my cheek. His chin brushed my long blonde hair out of the way and nuzzled my ear as he thrust his cock in hard.

“Unhhhhhhhh!” I grunted.

“Feel that? Good girl. Here comes another one.” He spoke softly into my ear.

“Unhhhhhhhh!”

He reached up and grabbed my face, twisting my head until our mouths were facing each other and gave me a deep kiss. A manly, masculine kiss. I got it now! Why Jennifer wanted gruff men like this over me.

My entire body went limp. My arms hung by my side as he began working his hips, driving his cock into me over and over. Our mouths remained connected. Our tongues dueling. When he would exhale it would tingle, filling my lungs as I drew in his breath.

I felt his hands hook my legs, bringing my knees back toward my face as he twirled me around with his cock still deep within me until we were face to face. Tony paused when my chastity cage came into view, and I wondered if that was going to be a problem, but he just shook his head and smiled up at me.

Beth couldn’t believe what was happening, left to only watch her husband fuck her creation, as she feverishly worked on her own pussy.

My legs straddled his chest while I looked down from my perch into his eyes. He smiled with a look of pure lust, cupping my face between his palms. I leaned forward and kissed him as he wrapped his arms around my back to pull me in tightly.

As we kissed I began to move my hips up and down to feel the full length of his cock. He responded by meeting me halfway before things really took off and we banged our hips together wildly. I could feel my nut sack smacking down against his body with each thrust, the plastic cage having no negative effect on him, as he merely decided to ignore it.

He kissed me deeply, with passion, while his own wife, the one that planned this entire evening, was resigned to act as only an observer. Her actions showed her true feelings as she masturbated wildly while she watched.

I could feel his pace quickening, his breathing heavy, telling me he was about to cum. My pelvis arched forward to get the most pressure on my prostate, to help me cum. We were very close.

“Ugh ugh. Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!” He grunted, driving his cock in as deep as he could.

I could feel his hot seed shooting up into my body triggering my own release as cum flowed freely through the hole in my device.

“Oh God!” I cried.

I have felt nothing before this quite as satisfying as the sensation I felt of the flood of this man’s semen pumping deep within my body at that moment. The feeling of his scalding hot seed warming my insides was intoxicating.

Comforting.

Satisfying.

He put his hands to either side of my face and brought me down for another kiss. He had taken my virginity and I loved it. If he came back tomorrow I would give myself to him willingly. Without hesitation.

I collapsed on top of him, my pert breasts pressed tightly against his broad, heaving chest, as we both caught our breath.

“Oh. Oh. Ahhhhhhhhhhh!”

I turned to find Beth, seated beside us, knees up with legs spread wide, having a tremendous orgasm, her body convulsing wildly as her pussy squirted her own ejaculate, some landing as far as the table before her. It was obvious that she enjoyed watching her husband and me having sex. There was no way that she could deny it, judging by the effect that it had on her.

Once we had all calmed down, Tony gave me one more quick kiss on the lips before flipping me over onto the sofa to withdraw his slowly deflating penis from my ass.

Having been stretched to the limit, my sphincter remained gaped wide as he allowed the remnants of his cock to drip down into my cavernous hole. He milked it until it was completely drained before standing above Beth and me to admire his latest achievement.

Beth’s eyes were closed, still reeling from her intense climax with her knees up and her soaking wet pussy on shameless display. It looked red and raw. Lips extended and spread apart. Female cum covering her inner thighs glistened in the candle light.

“Get your ass up. We’re leaving.” Tony announced, pulling up his shorts while stuffing his wet, semi-hard cock inside.

“But we were going to………” She began to explain.

“I don’t give a shit! I’m pissed that you kept this from me all this time. Played me for a fool.”

“But I….”

“No buts! Get your ass up now. I’ll deal with you when I get home.” He scolded before turning to me. “And you! I’m not finished with you yet either. Don’t think that this is over for you, but we’ll discuss that later.”

He gave me a sly grin out of Beth’s line of sight, assuring me of his desire to have me again another time.

Beth looked a fright. Her pussy wet and disgusting. Her hair a mess. Her breasts pink from her husband’s forceful manipulations.

She reached to her side for her dress, only to have it pulled from her hand by Tony.

“Oh no you don’t. You want to keep secrets from me? Act like a whore? Well, you can go home looking the part. Let’s go.” He ordered, grabbing her by the arm to lead her away.

“But, I left my car parked around the corner. I can’t go out looking like this. What if our other neighbors see me?” She pleaded.

“That’s your problem. Take your keys. I’ll deal with you back home.” He announced.

Tony waited for Beth to leave, being sure that she went out the front door to cause her the most humiliation possible. After some minor protest she peeked out the door before dashing down the front walk to retrieve her car, tits bouncing, heels clicking. With the front lights on her white naked body could be seen quite easily by anyone looking in her direction and that continued on with each additional street light as well, until she reached her car.

“That will teach that fucking bitch. As for you; If you ever so much as breath a word about this to anyone, including that little stuck up bitch of a wife of yours, you will be sorry. Understand?”

“I swear. I would never tell a soul.” I promised.

“Good. I’ve still got some figuring out to do, but I think we might just have something here. Don’t be surprised if I show up again real soon.”

With that, he just headed through the kitchen and out the back door to wait for Beth to return. No romantic goodbye. No show of appreciation. Not even a peck on the cheek. It didn’t matter. All that mattered to me was the fact that he wanted me and would return again, that’s all.

Once he was gone I poured myself a glass of champagne to relax before beginning the tedious task of cleaning up the mess that we had left.


Chapter 6- My creampie breakfast!

The following morning I woke up alone in my bed.

I really didn’t expect that my wife would return early from her date, but it is always nice to know when she is safe at home. I couldn’t get my mind off of the events of the night before. How Beth planned a romantic evening alone with me for the first time, only to have her husband catch us and completely change the direction of things and how it would progress moving forward.

My only hope was that Tony didn’t mistreat her once they got home, for keeping this all a secret and having sex without him. I’m sure that their night didn’t end once they got there, and I can only imagine what he came up with after sending her out into the night naked to get her car and bring it back.

After a few minutes I realized that I should get up to check the house for any evidence of the evenings events that I may have missed. I had the hardest time trying to clean the remnants from the cushions of the sofa and worked quickly to remove the remaining stains before Jennifer got home.

Once I was certain that there was nothing left to worry about, I began my day.

After a shower I got dressed in one of my French Maid outfits as usual, only this time I decided on something a bit more sexy than the one that I wore the day before when Tony came by. I wanted to be sure that I looked attractive for him if he came to see me again.

With everything cleaned and put away, I double checked that the house was perfect and sat down on the sofa to wait for Jennifer to come home. Time seemed to drag by and all I could think about was her being out with another man.

Oh, don’t get me wrong! I’m not jealous or anything. In fact, it excites me to know that some beefy guy with a huge cock is fucking her.

All that matters to me is that she is happy and that someone else is giving her what I never could. She deserves that, doesn’t she?

After all, it was my fault that she missed out on getting what she needed all these years. It was because of me. Self-centered. Thoughtless. Uncaring. She showed me the error of my ways, and I am thankful for it.

These thoughts, along with thoughts of what happened the previous night, were getting me turned on.

I remembered how Tony, an Adonis of a man, although a real asshole, drove his mighty cock into my tiny ass. Pounding me with all of his roaring power, over and over again! The feel of a real man’s cock inside of me, warm and fleshy, not cold and solid like my dongs, was magical. More wondrous than I could have ever imagined.

And when he kissed me….Ohhhh, that was it! I melted into his body. His tongue explored my mouth and nearly down my throat. His abrasive stubble, prickly as tiny needles against my tender skin, felt masculine. Beth is a lucky girl to have such talent going down on her whenever he desired.

She too, was quite a spectacle in her own right, as she masturbated to the sight of her own husband having sex with another “woman”.

How Tony spanked her open pussy so hard that she lost her breath, only to recover and open herself up to allow him free access to do it again if he wished. With me, Beth was always in control, so it surprised me to see her become totally submissive to her dominant husband.

Watching her masturbate while being excluded from the action was a joy to behold. She couldn’t contain her lust, as her fingers moved blindingly fast across her pussy until she squirted, sending her love juice spraying everywhere. It was a sight to behold and well worth the efforts that it took me to clean it up.

I thought that if my wife didn’t come home soon that I wouldn’t be able to last much longer before going for something to fuck myself with. My thoughts returned to her and her bull, so instead, I brought out my laptop to watch some videos.

If you recall from reading my first story, this was how Jennifer was able to convince me that I didn’t measure up and allow her to have other men.

She is an expert on computers and has downloaded probably a hundred videos and photos onto my laptop throughout the duration of my progress. Every one is designed to heighten my desire to see her with other men, as well as prepare me for the changes in me that were coming. Many are about cuckolding, which she caught me watching early on to give her this idea in the first place.

I used to watch videos of cuck husbands assisting their wives being fucked by other men, black or white, but every one of them with huge cocks, as I stroked my tiny pathetic dick furiously every chance that I could. Little did I know at the time that I would actually live out my fantasy in time, and more.

But, it wasn’t watching downloaded videos of other men’s wives that I was interested in seeing this time, it was those of my own lovely wife instead. As things progressed, she would take pictures or stream herself fucking other men and made me watch live as she shamelessly recorded the action to humiliate and torment me.

Sometimes this would take place in a hotel room, or even during the day in her own office at work, where she had a couple of coworkers that appealed to her stop in for an afternoon rendezvous.

At first I found it cruel when she would return home with cum filled panties and have me perform my cleanup duties as she told me about how his big cock felt inside of her. In time this became the highlight of my day and I couldn’t wait for her to come home after watching her brazen acts of adultery.

Once Jennifer was satisfied, she would simply go to the kitchen to make dinner and I would follow behind, mounting my dong to the refrigerator to fuck my own ass with while licking the thick spunk from her dirty panties until they were clean. The taste of cum would sometimes remain in my mouth throughout dinner.

As I reminisced, I put on a particularly interesting video of one of her more recent encounters when she spotted a young man shopping in a department store and teased him by “accidentally” flashing her pussy to him to get his reaction. His erection became painfully hard and quite visible through his pants.

As they were hidden by a turnstile of clothes, she couldn’t resist groping his crotch while he played lookout, discovering that his cock was in need of release.  She felt bad about the boys predicament and asked if he would like her to take care of it for him.

He was shocked when she told him that he would have to share it with her husband via cell phone first. He looked puzzled, however after a moment to consider her strange request, he reluctantly agreed.

Jen took him by the hand and marched him to the changing room and into a booth, where she proceeded to call me on her cell. She generally doesn’t use FaceTime on her iPhone unless she wants me to watch something, so I knew in advance by the sound of the tones that something was up.

“Hi, Honey!” I answered.

“Hi, Sweetie. I’m out shopping at Kohls and ran into this handsome young man. What’s your name?” She whispered, turning her camera towards him.

“Uh, Bradley….Brad. Uh…….hi.” He said, as he awkwardly waved to the camera.

“Honey, I just met him a few minutes ago. Isn’t he cute? But, he has this problem that he needs taken care of right away. You see, I unfortunately forgot my panties again, and he noticed when I accidentally bent over in front of him. The trouble is that he has this huge erection that won’t go down on its own and needs my help before he has an accident. I feel bad that I caused him so much trouble that I feel that I should do something to help the poor boy! We’re in the dressing now, so we have to be discrete, but I’m going to give him a blow job to take care of the situation for him, but before I do, I need you to ask if it would be alright if you watch. Go ahead Honey, he’s listening!” She said, turning the camera to face him again.

She was getting bolder each time she did something like this and now we are at the point that I had to ask them if it was alright to watch them please my wife for my ultimate humiliation!

“My wife would like me to watch her sucking your cock. I hope you don’t mind. She is a very good cock sucker, the best there is I’ve heard, and will do a wonderful job. Don’t be nervous, she’s done this plenty of times before with other guys. You don’t mind if I watch, do you?” I asked.

He looked confused that I appeared to be a young girl.

“Maybe I misunderstood. I thought that she said you were her husband.” He said.

“Yes. Well, I am, technically. Just no longer a man, if that helps. Oh, she also wants you to know that I do enjoy watching very much and I would be grateful if you will allow me to.” I explained.

“In that case, I guess it would be alright……….”

Jennifer got her answer and handed Brad the phone to record the action from his point of view, as she quickly unzipped his fly and pulled his stiff cock out of his pants. He must have been eighteen or nineteen, clean cut, and good looking. His cock, uncut and above average in length. She sat him down on the bench and lowered his jeans to his ankles before getting on her knees before him.

Jennifer rolled back his foreskin and was a little surprised that precum had formed on the tip of the crown already. She placed her tongue on the tip and pulled it away, stretching his sticky semen into a string before snapping off and taking his entire cock down her throat in one quick motion.

“Oh Jesus!” He moaned.

“Shhhhh! Calm down, Baby.” She cooed.

She knew that she had to make this quick, lucky that nobody has come into the changing room yet, so she went into action, jerking his cock with her hand while her lips ran rapidly over the head. My wife knows how to get a man off fast and has had a lot of practice, so I knew that he wouldn’t last long at all.

Brad knew how to work the camera and zoomed right in on his cock to give me the best vantage point possible. It is not an angle that I see myself anymore, so it is exciting to see the view from another man’s perspective.

On her knees, the soles of her shoes easily seen by anyone entering the outer room, she was taking a big chance. It is a fact that she finds that she gets off the more daring and risky the situation, and I’m sure that she was getting herself worked up thinking about where she was.

Brad’s hand began shaking the camera. A sure sign that he was getting very close.

My wife was sucking it’s head while jerking him with both hands as fast as she could.

“Ugh, ugh, ahhhhhhhhhhhh!” He let out a loud groan, as Jennifer reached up to cover his mouth with her free hand.

I watched as he grabbed the back of her head, burying his cock down her throat as he raised his hips and shot his load. She gagged and pulled her head away as soon as he let go, gasping for breath. A mixture of spit and cum drooled down her chin and she wiped it off with her fingers before licking them clean like a true slut.

My wife, having just swallowed the cum of a complete stranger, opened her mouth wide to prove that it was all gone and smiled at the camera. She has become a wanton whore and reveled in showing me every last dirty detail. Most times playing it up for my benefit.

“Hope you liked it, Honey. I’ll give you a nice big kiss when I get home!” She announced, puckering her full lips for me.

That was only one of the many times that she has shared with me her trysts. I always have to be prepared for her calls because they are so spontaneous. She has been turned down by some men with morals, but not as often as you would expect. 

Watching the video was certainly having and effect on me, and I was about to go to the bedroom to take care of it when I thought that I heard a car door closing outside and went to the window to discover her heading toward the front door.

I could hear her keys jingling as I waited for her to open the door with nervous anticipation. As the door opened, and she stepped inside, I found that she was dressed just as she was when she left, wearing the semi-sheer beach cover and sunglasses. Jennifer held her top closed with one hand until she was fully inside and let go to reveal her naked tits, before closing the door and dropping her bag to the floor by her side.

She tossed her keys, sliding them across the small table beside the door to land on the floor. I was surprised that she paid it no attention as she began heading toward the bedroom, ignoring my presence.

“Did you have a good time, Honey?” I asked, rushing to greet her.

“I’m beat, and I don’t want to talk about it.” She replied, taking off her sunglasses.

Her eyes were red, her face drawn, and her hair a mess. I was even more surprised that when she let go of her top it opened to reveal that she was only wearing the bottom of her swim suit! Where was her top and tie to keep it closed?

“What happened?” I asked.

“Lets talk about this later. I’m going to bed.” She said, as she continued on.

Her voice was hoarse, and she looked washed out.

“But, I’ve been waiting to hear the details. Can’t you just tell me some of what happened before you rest? I’ll do anything. Please?” I begged.

She has ALWAYS told me every dirty detail of her trysts with other men as soon as she could. At first she did it to torment me, but as time when on, I anxiously anticipated hearing her stories, and she was more than happy to share them with me with great results afterwards. I would be deeply disappointed if she didn’t share it with me this time, considering my heightened state of arousal at that moment.

“Oh alright. You might not like this, so I don’t want to hear about it later.” She warned. “Come on.”

I jumped up and down like a giddy little girl and followed her toward the bedroom and couldn’t help but notice some bruises on her breasts from some rough treatment as she passed by. I sat on the edge of the bed as she went into the bathroom to wash her hands and face before coming back to join me. 

“Does he have a nice place? Did you go for a swim in his pool? Are you going to see him again?” I asked, excitedly.

“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa! Slow down, girl!” She said, putting her hands on my shoulders. “One thing at a time. I’ll start from the beginning.”

“Here. Sit beside me.” I offered.

“No, I think I’ll stand.” She said.

With that, she began her tale.

***

“By the time that I pulled into his driveway I was already very wet and excited. It was a two and a half hour drive and my mind was on this thick cock and the things that I was hoping to do with him, the entire time. When Derek opened the front door I wasted no time loosening the tie on my cover up to show him how I looked in my new swim suit. His eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw it, then he quickly looked around outside to be sure that I wasn’t seen, before pulling me into his house. I guessed that he didn’t want his nosy neighbors to see who he had coming and going to his house.

“You drove all this way dressed like that?” He asked, giving me a kiss while pressing himself against me.

“Of course! I wanted to show you what you won for the weekend.”

He gave me a broad smile and another more passionate kiss. He was wearing only a pair of shorts and I could feel his chiseled pecs against my tits.

“How about we go out and have a cold drink by the pool?” He asked.

I told him that would be a great idea, so he had me pour a couple of glasses of iced tea while he put on his swim trunks. By the time that I had poured them he came into the kitchen and I couldn’t believe my eyes how hot he looked in his tight Speedo's!

He said that he is a bit of a gym rat and looked great the last time that I saw him, but to see him in those trunks fitting snugly around his huge bulge, looked amazing! Tantalizing! Obscene!

I wanted to drop to my knees and take his huge prick in my mouth that very minute and he knew it. He got a chuckle when he saw me licking my lips to let him knew exactly what I wanted.

“Let’s go relax and get comfortable. I had a rough night out with the guys, so I need to take it slow. We got plenty of time for that later.” Derek responded, while eyeing my near naked body up and down.

I followed him out to the pool. His back patio and pool area were absolutely wild! Like being at the Playboy mansion on a smaller scale, with a disco lighted bar, and best of all, surrounded by a tall fence, giving us complete and utter privacy.

After lounging in the warm sun, we took a dip in the pool, playfully splashing and playing around. Eventually, my top came off and was left to float around the pool while Derek came over to take advantage of my tits, kissing and groping them gently. Things started getting really hot when I reached down under the water to free his cock, desperate to escape it’s increasingly tight quarters.

He grabbed me by my sides, sat me up on the edge of the pool, pulling my bikini bottom off to one side to get to my hot pussy. My cunt had been dying for attention and his tongue was just what it needed!

“Mmmmmmmmmmm!” I purred, as he flicked the tip against my clit.

After a few minutes I was about to explode.

“Fuck me! Please, fuck me!” I pleaded.

He knew that I was ready, so he hopped out of the water, took my hand, and lead me into his bedroom.

His bedroom was huge! Probably one of the largest that I’ve ever seen. And the bed! It was round, plus it was large enough to accommodate several people at once! Everything was perfect, like something out of a good romance novel, but real!

“This is amazing!” I said.

“Thanks. It gets plenty of use.” He replied.

I thought that he was just bragging. Boy, was I in for a surprise!

Derek is probably the most experienced lover that I’ve ever had. That’s why I wanted to hook up with him again. He really knew his way around a woman, touching all of the right spots and taking his time. I wanted his long cock inside me, but he took it easy, building me up until the perfect moment before letting me have it.

We used the entire bed, fucking in every position imaginable. He never got tired and his cock remained rock hard the entire time.

After some serious kissing, he rolled over on top of me, every bit of him solid. Once in position he wasted no time in lining his cock up at the entrance of my scorching hot hole and pushed,

“Unhhhhhhh!” I grunted.

Although I was soaking wet, along with him eating me out earlier, it still took my breath away. He just looked down into my eyes with a knowing smile. The fact is, it was awesome! He fucked my pussy like a true expert and it didn’t take me long to orgasm.

“Oh oh, Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

I came loud and hard!

As my body continued to spasm from a tremendous orgasm he pulled his still hard member from my hot cunt and got up to head over to the bathroom where he has a custom made bidet to wash his cock and balls. He returned a few minutes later drying off his crotch with a towel and to my surprise, still hard!

“Mmmmm, you are a real stallion aren’t you? Come over here and I’ll take care of that for you.” I offered, reaching for his near bursting hard-on.

“Thanks, but I’m good. I like to save a little for later.” He replied.

“Mmmmm, I can’t wait. Promise me that you won’t hold back next time!” I joked.

He did give me quite a workout, but I was sure that I could have continued if he wanted to.

“You are a surprising woman, I’ll say that. So, you’re telling me that you think that you can really keep up with me?”

“Shit yeah! I can take on a dozen like you at once, no problem. There isn’t a man alive that can out-fuck me! I’ve always wanted to try a good gangbang and it’s on the top of my bucket list. It makes me wet just thinking about it!” I confessed.

“You’re telling me that if I brought in a bunch of friends, that you could handle them all? You are quite the little slut, aren’t you? Maybe I’ll surprise you later.” He said, teasingly. “And what about your husband? What does he think about all this?”

“I told you before, I tell my husband everything. No secrets. I’m free to do whatever I please and he can’t do a thing to stop me.”

“And you don’t let him fuck you anymore?” He asked.

“Not for a long time. Do you think that’s weird?”

“Oh, not at all. Believe me, I’ve dealt with many cuckolded husbands, but I always like to be absolutely sure. Don’t need some jealous husband banging down my door to kick the shit out of me.”

“Ha ha! I didn’t tell you this before, but here’s a little secret about my husband. I’ve permanently feminized him. Now he is a she. Transgender. Her name is now Tiffany, and she couldn’t kick the shit out of a paper bag!” I joked. “Bet you haven’t seen that before!”

“I’ve had many husbands show up with their wives while dressed in drag. It’s no wonder that all you poor women come to me for help.” He said, matter-of-factly.

He climbed back on the bed and put his head on the pillow beside me to continue talking, his cock still erect and pointing straight up toward the ceiling. I was amazed at his stamina and even more by the fact that he didn’t want me to finish getting him off.

“You have had other wives bring their husbands here? My my, aren’t you the popular one!” I quipped.

“Well, I wasn’t going to tell you this yet, but you seem to be open minded, so here it is. I’m a bit of a what they call an escort, a gigolo. Couples hire me for sex. Typically, husbands will bring their wives to me to fulfill a fantasy, as a birthday or anniversary gift to her, or just to get off watching their wife fucking a black man with a big cock. I perform a necessary service for them.”

I knew that he had a lot of experience, but never expected him to be a pro!

“Holy shit! You fuck other men’s wives right here on this bed? No wonder it’s so big! How long have you been doing this?”

“For a while now. It started out with a guy approaching me in a bar. He said that his wife had her eyes on me all night and asked if I would be interested in having sex with her. She was very attractive, blonde, long legs in a short skirt, and tits out to here, seated over at the bar smiling at me. But, I had a girlfriend and told him that I wasn’t interested. His wife was quite upset when he went back to her with the bad news and she could be heard lambasting him for it, until he returned later with his tail between his legs, begging me to do it. He offered me money and I still refused. Finally, he sadly told me that he need not bother returning to his wife unless he could get me to agree. She told him to confess to me that he wasn’t good enough for her and if he wanted to remain married he would have to find her a real man that could satisfy her sexual needs. When his price shot up to a thousand bucks, I had to take it. What else could I do? The poor guy’s life would become a living hell if I hadn’t!” He explained.

“So, you brought her here….and did it on this bed?” I asked, while looking over the bedspread.

“No. I couldn’t afford anything like this before. They took me to a hotel. I’ve done pretty well for myself doing this on the side since, so my life has changed.”

“I thought you worked in security?”

“That’s my main job. This is just one of my side hustles.”

“You don’t expect me to pay you now, do you?” I asked, perhaps sounding a bit put off.

“Of course not Jennifer! I asked you over because I like you, plus you’re really hot. Besides, you’re a pretty smart cookie and I usually attract dumb bimbos, so by the end of the night I can’t wait for the other women to leave. I never would have offered for you to stay over otherwise”

I felt a bit more comfortable after hearing that and rolled over to place my head on his broad chest until we finished talking.”

***

Jennifer had been standing all the time that she spoke, wearing nothing but her bikini bottoms. It seemed quite odd that she wouldn’t take them off and lie down on the bed if she was so tired.

“So you couldn’t get him to come and didn’t bring me anything back with you?” I asked.

She has brought me a treat almost every time that she has been with another man since day one, and I was becoming deeply disappointed that I was going to have to go without this time, after spending all morning thinking about it. 

“Oh, he left me something for you, but it isn’t what you’re used to. I told him all about you and he insisted that I shouldn’t disappoint you, understanding your needs. My cunt is so sore that I told him it couldn’t take anymore, so he fucked my ass this morning right before I left instead. It wouldn’t be right for me to let you have it, I love you too much to do something like that to you. So, let’s end it here for now and we can continue this later, after I’ve taken a good long bath that is.” She said.

That would have been quite a disappointment to me considering my state of arousal at that moment.

“But, I can tell that there is so much more to your story. You haven’t even had dinner yet! He sounded like he really cares for you, so what happened to you after that? I’ve been waiting patiently all morning to taste him, and you did say that he left me a treat, so can I please have it while you finish telling me the story? Please?” I begged. “I really need it!”

I could see that I was getting to her, and she gave in.

“Oh alright, but it’s disgusting, and I really don’t want to do this.”

She surrendered to my pleas and stood before me deciding on how she was going to proceed.

I quickly dropped to my knees before her and noticed her bottoms soiled with dried white and crusty semen that had seeped through the material, and knew that there must have been more where that came from. Before my wife could stop me I hooked my thumbs into the strings of her bikini and began to pull it down.

There was a thick pool of accumulated semen in the crotch looking like tapioca pudding. Much more than I had seen before. It was thick and spread all over the area, clinging to her body as I pulled the material away, while leaving quite a bit of the sticky liquid remaining on her.

“I warned you.” She reiterated.

This was more than I had ever expected and I could understand her reluctance to allowing me to clean her up, but after a moment to recover from the sight, I knew that I wanted it even more. She stood above me with her bottoms down to her thighs watching as I slowly brought my face closer.

I could smell it’s funky odor. It was obvious that she had not washed before leaving, which is unusual for her, as she is all about hygiene, especially her vagina, and judging by her actions I could tell that she didn’t want it to be this way.

My tongue reached out to fetch a small sample and bring it back to my mouth to let me taste it. I rolled it around inside with my tongue finding the taste a bit more acrid than the other “gifts” that she has brought me in the past, but that didn’t deter me one bit.

I have been wanting this ever since she left and having so much time to think about it, as well as gearing up by watching her videos, I needed it badly, any way that it was served.

I had her step out of her messy bottoms and gently took her by the hips as I climbed backwards guiding her to follow. Jennifer knew exactly what I wanted her to do as I laid on my back for her to position herself above me.

This has been my favorite position for her to feed me her creampies as she can move around to have me service the areas that she likes as well, as being certain to catch every last delicious drop of cum that she has inside of her cunt.

Once I was in position she knelt above, straddling my head between her knees as I looked straight up toward the object of my desire.

Her pretty cunt was ruined. Red and raw. Obviously, from the effects of some serious abuse. It’s lips were stretched. Her hole agape, a glob of cum collecting as I watched.

Her asshole didn’t look much better. It too looked well used and coated with Derek’s semen. Jennifer was right.  It was disgusting. Disgusting and somehow mesmerizing. I couldn’t wait for her to continue and pulled her down to sit directly on my face for me to enjoy eating while she continued on with her story.

***

“When we were ready, he had me try out his bidet while he prepared to grille a couple of steaks out on the patio. We had a nice dinner together and everything was perfect. It’s funny how I actually felt a little special being with a man that fucks so well that he can make a good living by doing what most men would gladly to pay to do. The fact that I was getting all this for nothing made me feel like a lucky woman.

After dinner we went back out to sit by the pool and have a drink. He put on some music along with the disco lights and the party was on!

“Did you really mean it when you said that you would like to have a group scene if you had the chance?” He asked, from his lounge chair looking at the dancing lights reflecting off the water.

“Mmmmm, someday, I guess.” I replied, reaching my hand out to hold his.

It felt so romantic being with a man like that. He was living out his dream, with the perfect bachelor pad, perfect occupation, and a perfect body.

Other men would give their life to live his for a single day.

When he got up to get us another round, I stood and swayed to the music. It was a perfect evening, warm and pleasant. He returned with our drinks in hand and before long we began to dance. Before I knew it some time had passed, and the alcohol was having an effect on us both.

We began to get playful and before long he removed my top. I didn’t give it a thought with just the two of us in such a private setting. When the beat of the music picked up I was shaking my titties and ass for his entertainment, having a great time. My libido was catching up with me again and I couldn’t help but grab his cock through his Speedo’s whenever possible, to let him know that I was ready.

“Slow down Babe. Don’t want to spoil the surprise.” He said, guiding me back to my seat.

“Oh, I don’t need any surprises. I’ve got everything I need right here!” I announced, patting his crotch as he made himself comfortable again.

The words had barely passed my lips when I heard the sliding glass door to the house opening and spun around to see.

“Hey Buddy! Is this where the action is tonight?”

Suddenly everything was about to change!

I watched as four huge black men came through the door to the patio one after the other, each carrying a bag of snacks and drinks. I turned to Derek for an explanation for what was happening and he smiled, squeezing my hand.

“Surprise.” He said uneasily, noticing my concern.

“Derek buddy, hows it hanging kid? This the lucky girl?” One of them asked.

“Yeah. Come on in guys!” He replied.

“Derek? What’s going on?” I asked, quietly.

“Well, you said that you have always wished to have a gangbang. Tonight, your wish will come true. Hey guys! This is my friend Jennifer. Jen, I would like you to meet Max, Taurus, Ramrod, and Hercules. My crew. When I told them about you and how you were looking for some action, they offered their services to you for the evening, gratis!” He announced proudly, pointing out each one in turn as they were introduced.

By the time that I realized that I was still topless they had all seen me closeup, and it didn’t faze them a bit to see me this way. Besides, I looked over to find it tossed well off to the side, and it really would have looked silly for me to retrieve it at that point.

I couldn’t believe my eyes at the sight before me and just stood in shock as they began to get themselves set up for the evening, obviously very comfortable moving about freely. They were all at least as big as Derek, except for Hercules, who was a real monster! Every one of them incredibly muscular and good looking.

The entire evening had just turned upside down. What was once a romantic date was about to become a party, and I was about to play a big role in it, unless I decided to leave very soon.

“What’s with their names?” I asked, as they went about their business.

“Oh those are our professional names. Nobody is allowed to know their real names.” Derek replied.

“Are they security men too?”

“We are all private security for hire. Any time that a VIP comes around they hire us to protect them. We’re the best there is. Nobody fucks with us.” He said.

“So this is what they’re called while they work?”

“Not exactly. These names are used for our second job.”

“Gigolos?” I asked.

“Well yeah, but our main business is entertaining women at bachelorette parties and such. We don’t need horny women showing up on our doorsteps after the show. We call ourselves Raging Bulls.” He explained.

“And you fuck those women, too?”

“Well, sure, it’s all part of the show. We strip down and they get to play with us, and when it’s over they go back to being soccer moms again.”

“How can you fuck so many women in one night?” I asked.

“It takes a lot of practice, but we can stay hard for hours and cum when we feel the time is right. Everybody gets a little. Nobody is the wiser and nobody gets hurt.” He explained.

After a while I began to loosen up and talk to the guys, finding them all interesting. They treated me well, but I was a little surprised, as well as a bit disappointed, that they didn’t hit on me or take advantage of my near nakedness. Although I remained topless throughout, and never wore my top again for the rest of the night, I felt totally comfortable around them, being professionals.

It wasn’t long before I found out that I was wrong and would soon be into something that I wasn’t quite prepared for!”


Chapter 7- Hotwife learns her lesson!

By now I had just finished lapping up the smeared mess of white cream spread over her pussy and ass. The thought of my loving wife describing every last detail of her adulterous affair was incredibly exciting.

The sight I saw looking up at her poor swollen cunt was captivating, covered by the thick creamy cum of other men. Big strong powerful men, that deposited their seed deep into my own wife’s womb. It was quite a mess, even with much of it left in her bikini. So much in fact, that it continued to flow out of her cavernous hole hours later.

The scent was overpowering however, and took me a minute to get used to, but afterward the unsavory aroma excited me even more by reminding of just how unseemly of an act I was performing, heightening my arousal.

Once I rimmed her asshole well, I eagerly wriggled my tongue up inside. It slipped in with amazing ease. After having reamed out her usually taught hole many times before, I noticed a big difference in it today. My tongue tunneled deep into her anus, swirling around, touching the surface of the velvety smooth walls, tasting the slippery semen of my wife’s lover, as she squirmed her bottom about to be sure that I got all that I wanted.

I knew what to expect. Her bull sounded like the type that cums in quarts, so I pressed my lips against her asshole and pulled my tongue out rapidly. Suddenly a gush of hot lava flowed like a river into my awaiting mouth.

I didn’t dare stop its flow as it slowly collected at the back of my throat. As it eased to a trickle, I closed my mouth to savor it, swishing it around with my tongue. He was delicious! I can’t quite put my finger on it, but his semen tasted sweet. Much less bitter than others.

When swallowed, it went down much more easily, without leaving my throat dry or irritated. I eagerly went for more, driving my tongue back deep into her hole to collect the rest of this delectable white treat.

Jennifer wiggled her bottom with my face buried between the luscious globes, as my busy tongue tickled her,  searching for and scooping out as much thick cum as possible.

My hips were grinding as well, as my mind reeled with uncontrollable lust.

“Ease up there eager beaver! I guess you really did miss me. You’re working yourself up into a frenzy!” She said, raising her ass to allow me to take a breath.

“Oh God! I need something in me. This is driving me crazy!” I panted.

“I know just the thing.” She said, rising off the bed. “Wait right there.”

As I lay panting while licking remnants from my lips, Jennifer reached into her dresser drawer to search for just the right toy for me to use while I service her. She decided on a ribbed vibrator with a curved tip, specifically designed to massage the prostate for maximum effect.

She keeps a pump bottle of lube right on top of her dresser for easy access, and it gets plenty of use. After pumping an adequate amount on her hand she smoothed it over the surface and wiped her hands with the towel that she brought from the bathroom.

This time she positioned herself over me facing my feet, with her puckered asshole winking at me, while she lowered herself down on my face with her sore pussy covering my mouth, ready for attention.

By now I would do anything regardless of the fact that she hadn’t had the opportunity to wash since her cunt was filled to overflowing by so many stranger’s cum, left that way overnight to allow the foul mixture to mellow deep within her womb.

As I continued my chore, cleaning creampies from my darling wife’s used cunt, I felt the vibrator working its way into my own “boy pussy”.

“Mmmmmmmmmmm.” I moaned, my face disappearing as the entire weight of her body came down to rest upon it.

She knew just where to place the vibrator for maximum effect and when she turned it on, I was in heaven!

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmm!” Again I moaned, but this time it was for the relief of having something inside of myself, for my own pleasure.

As tired and sore as she was, I could taste her own fresh juices flowing, mixing with the unappealing mixture draining from her body, giving it a more palatable flavor. The tip of my nose was nestled against her asshole as I licked at her dripping cunt, rising up on occasion so that I could catch my breath.

“You alright down there?” She asked, twisting her body in order to see me.

“Yes.” I cooed my approval, perhaps a bit frustrated by the momentary loss of contact.

As she wriggled her bottom back into position on my upturned face, while working the dildo in and out of my own, she continued with the rest of her story.

***

“I had a great time with Derek and his friends, dancing, joking and especially drinking. We all spent time splashing in the pool with a fair amount of accidental fondling and groping going on, especially by me. They were all big beefy guys with huge cocks and I just couldn’t control myself.

It was like my fantasy come true!

They’re all big boys that can really drink….a lot! I was getting pretty wasted and didn’t even try to hide my ogling at the obscene bulges in their tight swim suits. They could tell that I was, and apparently very accustomed to women like me, so it wasn’t a big deal, even when I shamelessly grabbed their cocks. They were professionals used to horny women and let me do as I pleased with them. This was something that was new to me as it is quite different from having men pawing my own body whenever the chance arises. 

The drinks kept coming and before long I was as randy as could be and becoming quite brazen about it.

“So Jennifer, Derek tells me that you’re married. You didn’t want to bring him along tonight?” Asked Max, a darker skinned man with cornrows in his hair.

“She has watched me with other guys that I have recorded, but hasn’t been with me to watch in person.” I began.

“She?”

“Oh yes. My husband was nothing but a useless sissy and I put him in his place by feminizing him. I keep her locked up almost constantly, and she has become completely submissive. She knows exactly what I am doing and usually gets rewarded by a treat after a night out with a real man.” I explained, squeezing his muscled bicep.

“So you like it bareback?”

“Of course! I know that it’s chancy, but it feels so much better. Besides, I love the feel of a huge load shooting deep up my cunt!” I declared.

“You sound like you know what you like.” He observed.

“Want to know the truth?” I asked, my words slurred by intoxication. “I love being treated like a whore. My mind is constantly on sex, and I’m always wet. Here feel!”

I grabbed Max’s hand and stuck it down the front of my bikini. His finger tips glistened with lubricant when he pulled it out. He was amused when I put his fingers into my mouth to clean them of my juice, letting him know what a real whore I was.

“My God, you’re insatiable. I’m not sure that the five of us can handle something like you!” He joked.

“You had better. I’m counting on it. I’ll be mad if you disappoint me.” I said, squeezing the cock growing in his trunks. A clear sign that my talk was turning him on.

“Do you honestly think that you can handle us all?”

“Oh, I am ready for this. Just promise that you won’t hold back.”

“Don’t worry, we know just what to do.” He assured, just as Derek returned with drinks in hand.

“You two getting along alright?” He asked, passing me a glass.

“Jennifer here, was telling me how much she loves to fuck and is worried that we won’t be able to satisfy her.” He laughed. “So, what do you think, should be give her something to remember us by? She’s your friend, but I don’t want to ruin her for you.”

“You couldn’t ruin me on your best day!” I bragged, nearly falling over drunk.

Derek looked concerned.

“I don’t know, being her first group session and all.” He said, noticing my condition and trying to help me. “Lets go easy with her this first time, huh?”

“Don’t be such an asshole! I don’t need you lecturing me about sex. I know what I can take. I want it all! What are you afraid of anyway, that I might think your friends can fuck me better than you? It’s only fucking, for Christ sake! Let them do their jobs!” I shouted, getting obnoxiously belligerent.

My actions struck a sour note with Derek, and I could see that he was upset by the way that I was acting.

“Well, you heard the lady, she wants it all, so that’s what she’ll get!” He declared, looking toward Max.

“You don’t mean...?”

“Yeah, she has to learn. We’ll let her have her wish and give her the “no limits” treatment. Hopefully that will teach her a lesson. Why can’t I ever find a normal woman anymore? I thought she had promise.” He joked, just out of my range of hearing.

“I’ll go tell the others to get ready.” Replied Max, as he headed off.

“So, Mr Spoil Sport, is somebody here going to fuck me tonight or do I have to go door to door throughout the neighborhood, until I find a man that really knows how to treat a woman in need? You’re becoming such a wuss! Will somebody please fuck me!?” I screamed.

“You know what? Your becoming a real asshole! I’ve got a good mind to kick you out right now, how does that sound?” He asked, sternly.

“Fuck you! I’ll just go and let the others give me what I want. I bet they won’t treat me like a child!”

Derek was pissed and grabbed me roughly by the arm to get me into the house before the neighbors heard me. He was obviously taken aback by this change in me, not used to women speaking to him this way, and wanted to teach me a lesson.

I stumbled and fell a few times on the way to the house, but he merely pulled me back up and dragged me along. He held my arm so tightly that it hurt, left red and sore by his powerful grip.

I was too drunk by then to know what I was doing or what I had gotten myself into. When we got to his bedroom he pushed me down on my back onto the bed.

“Stay there!” He ordered, and left the room.

I laid back and watched the ceiling spinning, and closed my eyes to make it stop. My fingers clenched the red velvet bedspread to try and keep me from getting dizzy.

“Sign this!”

I opened my eyes to find a very serious Derek looking down at me with a paper and pen in hand.

“What is it…?”

“Just sign the fucking thing. It’s a release contract that says that you are doing this of your own free will, allowing us complete control, and you can’t change your mind, or come after us, once we begin. Just legal shit. Plus, we record this for our website. You can download it later, if you want.” He explained, holding the document out for me impatiently.

I tried to read what it said through squinting eyes.

“Just sign it, will you!?”

I quickly scribbled my name on the line that he pointed to, and he pulled it back and snatched the pen from my hands.

“I’m sorry if I made you mad, Baby, but……..”

“We’ll see how you feel about that later. You’ll get just what you wanted.” He replied gruffly, and left the room.

Happy that the interruption was over, I laid back and forgot all about it.

The next thing that I remember was all five of them coming into the bedroom, each wearing a short silk robe tied at the waist, with drinks in hand. Four circled around the bed, spaced evenly apart, while the fifth held a video camera to capture the action.

They would later pass the camera to whichever was taking a break from the action at that time. There were also cameras permanently mounted to the ceiling and walls filming from every angle imaginable.

“Mmmmmmm! Hello boys!” I said, sitting up in the center of the bed.

“What’s the safe word, Man?” I heard Max asking from the other end of the bed.

“No safe word.” Derek replied, dolefully.

The other men turned their heads his way, surprised by his answer.

“But, isn’t she your….?”

“Was. But, the bitch has got to learn.” He simply stated.

I was too fucked up to understand any of it at the time, and that would come back to haunt me later.

Suddenly, the lights dimmed to a red glow. Music appeared to come from invisible speakers all around me playing a driving, pulsing, beat. Fog began to appear from under the bed, giving it a mystical look.

The men in unison untied their robes and let them slide down their arms to the floor before climbing onto the bed toward me. It was all quite surreal and well choreographed. Derek and his crew were certainly professionals and very good with presentation!

They looked magnificent! Their chocolate brown skin oiled and glistening. Their muscles rippling. Their semi-hard cocks hanging down invitingly.

Slowly, they moved toward me, surrounding me while my pussy tingled with anticipation as they came ever closer.

I wanted to be a slut for them.

Shit, I had four men, all huge, all black, eager to fuck my horny white body. One, two, three, even all four at a time, I didn't much care, while the fifth records every detail, ready to be switched with one of the others.

This was going to be my dream come true!

I felt the warm breath from one of them flutter against my thighs and then coast up to my pussy. Almost immediately, the pleasure was added to by a pair of warm hands molding each of my breasts, causing them to swell up.

As if in unison, I felt warm wet lips surround each nipple while a third set clamped to my bikini covered pussy. They began sucking while I grabbed the nearest cock to me which happened to be Max, placing it to my lips, guiding his black rod ever more deeper inside my warm mouth.

God, it felt so incredible.

Someone grabbed my bottoms, pulling them off with great force raising my passion higher. Even more so when my legs were drawn up and fingers began massaging the inner folds of my horny wet cunt, as whoever it was slathered his tongue over my clit and every so often sucked it.

When I came for the first time, which didn't take long, I bucked my hips up at him. That seemed to encourage him all the more, as, when his hands held me by the backs of my knees, I felt him trail his warm wet tongue down my moist crease. He then teased me with it, lapping up my hot juices, before slipping his hot pink tongue into my wet sex.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” I moaned, as pure pleasure once again took me over.

Slap!

I was suddenly brought back to reality when someone pulled my head up by the hair and slapped my face crisply.

It was Derek!

Why did he slap me?

Slap!

My cheek stung as he forced my head up, twisting my neck into a contorted position, jamming his hard cock into my mouth to the back of my throat, causing me to gag. He snapped my head backwards freeing his cock from my mouth as I coughed and gasped for air.

Slap!

Again he forced his cock in, pushing until it disappeared with my neck expanding to show its location inside my throat. He held me firmly in place by the back of my neck as I choked on his thick meat until I felt as though I would pass out.

Tears flowed down my cheeks and my face turned a bright shade of crimson, as I my muted screams were wasted on deaf ears. My head snapped back once again to find myself looking up at him through tear-filled eyes, mouth wide open gasping for breath as he spoke.

“So, you want to be a whore, huh? We’ll see if you can cut it. Open wide for chunky!” He announced, making a bad joke.

Slap!

Again he drove his thick meat down my throat, holding my head firmly as I tried to wriggle from his grasp.

Whoever had been eating my pussy with great expertise, was now on his knees holding my legs high while lining himself up to enter my wet cunt.

“Ungh!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

I grunted into the cock in my throat as another pushed it’s way deep into my defenseless fuck hole.

He pulled me up by one leg, opening me nearly to a split, and began pounding his cock into me rapidly. This allowed his cock to enter me for maximum depth as well as effect. I was being used like a piece of meat and was utterly helpless to do anything about it.

Derek was now fucking my throat with the same intensity that I was getting from down below, alternating from quick strokes, to pulling out entirely to take a breath, and back again.

In no time at all tear soaked mascara ran down my cheeks, my lipstick smeared, and snot candled from my nose, causing my face to look hideous.

I felt a hand grab mine and place it on his cock. Instinctively, I wrapped my fingers around the thick shaft and began to stroke, while a new one entered my pussy, pounding away with the same fervor as the first.

Derek had enough and withdrew, allowing my head to fall back on the pillow for a moment to catch my breath.

Before I ever had a chance to recover I was quickly flipped over face down, and felt hands raising my hips as the one fucking me got me positioned to enter my ass. Luckily it was still well lubricated by my own love juice as he jammed it in with no regard to my feelings.

“Unghhhhhhhh!!!!”

Again, I was pounded hard, pulling me back into his pelvis as he pumped me like a jack hammer. One of them, I think it was the one they call Ramrod, sat with his legs apart on the pillow, grabbed my hair, and raised my head up.

Slap!

He struck my other cheek.

“Open Bitch!” He demanded.

I opened my mouth and took his cock down my throat. He placed his hands to either side of my head and forced it roughly up and down on his cock while the one inside my ass was replaced by something bigger, thicker.

The new guy gripped his shaft firmly in his hand as he pressed his bulbous, shimmering head into the center of the enticing little star in my backside. When he pushed it into me he drove me forward with so much force the cock in my mouth was driven all the way down my throat as I fell face first.

I didn’t have to look to know that it was Hercules fucking me from behind.

My subtle whimpering soon turned into a muffled moan as I felt my formerly tight little asshole stretching to accommodate the girth of his plunging cock. His black meat was visibly thicker than the others, and he was obviously the most powerful of the five. He began to spank my ass cheeks quite hard with each stroke.

Spank!

“Oh God!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” I screamed, just before my mouth was stuffed with Ramrod’s lengthy tool once again.

“Shut the fuck up, fuck meat!”

Spank! Spank! Spank!

“Mmmfffffffffffff!”

“Yeah, that’s a good little whore. You keep that pretty mouth of yours full of black cock so we don’t have to hear you, and we’ll get along just fine, you got it?” 

Spank!!!!

“I said, you got it slut?”

I pulled my head away to blurt out a quick “yes” before I was pushed back down on Ramrod’s fuck stick.

Hercules continued the onslaught of my tender bottom, spanking my tender cheeks without mercy, as he skewered me savagely with his thick meat. Everything was being done for maximum effect designed for someone that enjoys extreme pain with their sex.

That’s not me.

The next thing I knew, I was being flipped over as Hercules laid on his back and I was placed on mine on top of him. He grabbed my legs from behind my knees and pulled them back toward my chest, folding me in two.

Ramrod came around and knelt between my legs and worked the head of his hard cock up and down my slit to lubricate it. As he did, Hercules stuffed his thick pole back up my tender ass and left it buried while his friend shoved his into my cunt.

“Oh God!” I screamed, but this time it was pure pleasure!

I had never been DP’d before and the feeling that it gave me was indescribable!

Derek relieved Taurus of his video duties who knelt beside me with his stiff cock inches from my face. My fingers grabbed the shaft and brought it to my lips. Of Derek’s friends, I think that Taurus has the best cock of all. Perfect size. Perfect shape. Perfect crown. Uncut. It looked like a chocolate candy bar, and tasted just as sweet!

Hercules wrapped his powerful arms around me to hold me firmly in position with his cock buried in my ass while Ramrod held open my legs as he drove his cock home in my pussy. The friction of these thick cocks straining the thin membrane between my innermost walls drove me insane.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I screamed. “Harder! Oh God, I’m cumming! Ohhhhhhhhhh!”

My whole body shook violently while my pussy and ass tightened around their big black cocks.

My back arched upward as Hercules held me fast, squeezing my tits flat against my chest, while Ramrod kept up his unyielding assault on my dripping cunt. My body began to spasm uncontrollably as he rammed his cock into me to the hilt, shooting his thick load deep up into my womb.

I collapsed onto Hercules chest.

My body went limp.

It was perhaps the most powerful orgasm that I’ve ever had, and I knew right then and there that they could do whatever they wanted with my body for the rest of the night. I would gladly let them, if they could make me feel this same way again. 

This torrid gauntlet of unbridled hedonism continued on for hours, with the guys using me in shifts. Sometimes going outside for a swim in the pool. Sometimes catching up on texts. Sometimes working the camera.

It wasn’t as bad as it sounds.

In fact, I had countless orgasms throughout the evening myself. Once the initial shock wore off, I tried to use it to my advantage and it worked!

Honey, I was taking their dripping cocks to suck them dry almost every time that they fucked me.

Derek told the others about you and how much you liked it when I brought cum home to you fresh in my vagina to enjoy after a night out, and they made sure that they filled me but good. They stretched me out so much in there, that it can probably now hold a gallon of jizz.

Anyway, my guess is that each one of them came inside me at least three times, and by the end they were pretty much drained, thank God! Between the drinks and a constant barrage of fat pricks, I think that I ended up passing out a couple of times, waking up to a different cock put into a different hole.

I awoke the next morning to the sounds of daytime, still lying naked in the middle of the bed. The sun was up and shined blindingly bright through the window. I shaded my eyes from the glare to look around the room, and finding myself alone, I laid back to get my bearings.

All I could remember about last night was that I started off having such a great time then suddenly being used in every way possible by a group of behemoths!

Looking up at the ceiling, I tested my body by moving ever so slowly for signs of any damage. Everything was sore from my ass to my jaw!

I could feel a cold wet spot under my ass and reached down to touch my pussy, finding it covered with thick cum, some still running down between my legs to the bedspread. There was no way for me to recall how many times they left their deposit inside me. I’m sure that it must have happened even without my knowledge.

My finger tips worked their way through the slick juice to touch my sex. It felt different, oddly enough. The vulva felt puffy and swollen, the lips, distended, stretched out. Mine have always looked fresh, young, unused, after having so many years of nothing but your tiny little dick inside me.

At least I can thank you for that!

Two fingers slipped inside with ease. Hell, I bet I could have stuffed my entire hand inside judging by how loose it felt! But, the more that I explored, the more I realized that it was painful to the touch. It was actually fucked out.

“Was that what you wanted?”

I turned my head to find Derek standing in the doorway, wearing only a towel around his waist.

“What time is it?” I asked, looking around for a clock.

“It’s 9:30. I got shit to do and need to take a shower, so you got to get your ass out of here.” He said bluntly. “Besides that, you made a fucking mess of my bed. My maid service is going to love cleaning that! Probably will have to fuck her now, too.”

He was certainly not in a good mood.

“What happened last night?” I asked, as I sat up to find dried semen all over the bed.

“You acted like a drunken whore, so I had my friends give you what you asked for. Hope you’re happy. Besides, you’re a nasty fucking drunk. Acted like a real asshole to me. They think that I’m a fucking idiot for not seeing this coming.”

“I’m sorry, Baby. Let me make it up to you.” I offered, crawling toward him across the bed.

This is why I don’t drink much. I like to be in charge and get combative and argumentative when I’m drunk. I honestly didn’t mean to do anything to make him angry, after treating me so nicely earlier.

I couldn’t recall what I had done and really wasn’t in any mood for sex yet, but wanted to show him how sorry I was and pulled his towel off before he could stop me. His dick was flaccid, but still quite impressive as it hung between his legs.

My fingers brought it to my lips, and I could feel it’s head expanding inside my mouth the moment it made it in. What an incredible man, I thought. After an entire night of fucking, he can still get hard at will!

His cock still tasted of the night of sex, a mixture of semen as well as my own juices left over.

“I really don’t have time for this right now!” He said, pushing me away.

“But Baby, I want to prove to you how truly sorry I am. What can I do for you?” I pleaded.

“I know just what you can have before you leave!”

Before I knew it, I was on my knees, forced face down on the bed, with my ass up facing him, the crack of my ass filled with a creamy disgusting mess of semen.

I felt his hands on my hips and……………..

“Ungh!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

He shoved his entire cock inside my ass to the hilt!

Luckily all of the jizz lubricated it plenty, or it would have torn me apart. His hips worked like a jack hammer pounding my ass as hard and fast as he could.

It was plain to see that this was going to be my “good bye” fuck and it wasn’t at all for my benefit. Derek has the ability to hold back or cum pretty much when he wants, and I could feel him getting ready within minutes.

“Unh Unh Ahhhhhhhhhhh!”

He forced his cock in one last time before releasing his hot load deep into my ass. He then milked out the remnants into my rectum for a going away present.

As I remained motionless with my ass in the air, he quickly looked around the room, found my bikini bottom, and tossed it at me.

“There, satisfied? Now put this back on and get the fuck out!” He ordered. “I want you to wear it to keep my cum inside so you can give it to your cuck when you get home. Consider it a little going away present.”

Reluctantly, I put on my bikini bottom, feeling the foul mess against my skin.

“My top?” I asked, looking around on the floor.

“Fuck that. Just pick up your fucking bag and go!” He demanded, grabbing me by the arm to rush me toward the door.

Luckily, my beach bag was on the way out, or I would have had to drive all the way home naked. He pushed me out the front door, closing it behind me, leaving me standing on his front step to put on my cover up. Once on, I ran to my car as his neighbor looked on from a distance.

From my drivers seat, I looked in the mirror and was shocked to see that I looked like a disgusting whore. Mascara and lipstick were smeared over my face and I was lucky to have one napkin left stashed in my glove box to wipe myself off a little before coming home.

So, there it is.

You about done down there, Dear?”

***

I had been eating cum from her pussy the entire time that she was telling me her story, working the vibrator in my ass all the while.

“Yes Dear, I think that it’s good and clean now.” I said, looking up to check my handy work.

“Thank you, Honey. Can I go to bed now?” She asked.

“Okay, but what about Derek?”

“He isn’t very happy with me, so I don’t think I’ll see him anymore. I’ve learned my lesson, and I think that I’m going to be a little more cautious from now on.” She said.

“You mean that you won’t be having sex with other guys anymore?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t say that, just need to be a little smarter about who I’m with and where I go with them. They could have been a bunch of thugs and kept me as their sex slave, and nobody would have ever found me! Plus, I was thinking on the way home about you.”

“Me?”

“Yes Honey. I know that I haven’t always been good to you, but that’s all going to change. The fact is, that I really love you and what you have become, and I want us to go back to being a married couple again. Do things together like other people. We should begin by letting people know who you really are, instead of keeping it secret. I think that the world is ready for you now.” She began.

“Even Tony?” I asked, trying to cover up the fact that he already knew.

“I know it will be hard, but it will be for the best to get it out there to avoid problems down the road. As for Beth. She has been wonderful throughout this entire process, but it’s about time that I keep you all to myself. I’m sure that she will understand.”

Understand?

She is going to be livid!

Beth obviously wants me all to herself, as well as thinking that Jennifer is satisfied with her stable of men, so I can tell that this will soon be an issue.

And what about Tony? He thinks that he can have me any time that he wants me, so that will be interesting as well.

Even with everything that had happened over the weekend, Jennifer’s confession will undoubtedly change things the most for me.

“I’m going to soak in the tub for a while and get some of this scum off of me while you finish what you are doing there. What do you say if I cook us up a nice romantic dinner later and afterwards we can make love under candle light? Maybe a little wine to celebrate our renewed relationship. What do you think?” She asked, bending to kiss my upturned lips before giving me a wink and heading off.

I’ll have to end it here for now, but there is so much more to tell you that it will have to wait.

If you enjoyed my story why not tell a friend to spread the word! Perhaps they too have fantasies that they should explore.

Thank you for your time.

Love,

Tiffany

.

The End!
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We hope that you enjoyed this book and now recommend the following HOT[image: ] titles for you to read as well!

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Hot Wife Bares It All On The Golf Course
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Golf lessons have never been more fun! An adventure into exhibitionism that you will never forget!

My Wife: THE BOSS'S WHORE: She will do anything for the company to save her husband’s job!

[image: ]

Her husband watches helplessly as this little Hotwife gets exactly what she needs when she becomes the company whore!

Daisy May: My Sweet Little Lesbian Exhibitionist

FOUR BOOK SERIES

[image: ]

“ABSOLUTELY THE VERY BEST FROM LEXI! EROTIC, SEXY AND LESBIAN!”

This is an amazing series!

Don’t be fooled by the title. This is one wild ride!

It chronicles the life of an innocent young girl growing up far out in the country enjoying the freedom of running naked through the fields unencumbered by the rules of society from the outside world. But, all innocence is lost when she grows up to find that, in the real world, she can’t control this urge, while others take advantage of her naivety and teach her things that she could never imagine.

This sweet honey just can’t keep herself out of trouble!


You must read this incredible series from the beginning!


SORORITY TEASERS: College lesbians take a submissive freshman off-campus for a wild night filled with sex, dares, and uninhibited public exhibitionism!

When the girls decided to take Daisy May to town for the first time for a funfilled night of teasing and dares, they had no idea how far she would go! You will not believe how this innocent young country girl gets herself in trouble again when she is tricked into showing off more than they ever expected in public. This is one wild ride, and a great followup to the mind blowing Sweet Daisy May series!
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Be sure to read this hot Exhibitionist series from where it all began!

Exhibitionist Wife Training (3 Book Series)

[image: ]

Shy little Amy just can’t say no when her husband wants to expose her to strangers!

Or

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy To My Poker Pals!

[image: ]

She is one hot wife with no limits, and this is just one of her many escapades!


Exhibitionist Wife Training: Watching My Wife Seduce The Plumber On Her New Sex Webcam!

[image: ]

It’s hard to believe that his hot little housewife started off as a shy and obedient submissive, reluctantly exposing herself for her husband’s friends when he asked her to. But, Bob will now discover that all of his hard work has paid off when he goes online and discovers Candy’s Chaturbate live sex webcam, where she spends her days performing sex on the internet as he dutifully goes off to work. You won’t want to miss Candy seducing her plumber live on the internet in this final story from the astounding Exhibitionist Wife Training series!

Plus plenty of bonus pictures to enhance your reading pleasure!


AWAKENING OF BRIE: Transforming A True submissive Wife.

The Return of the Whore!

[image: ]

This Is the unbelievable conclusion of the eye opening series!

Brie’s sexual urges started at a young age, and by the time that she became an adult she found that they were totally out of control!

Very explicit!

Read the entire 7 part series now!

AWAKENING OF BRIE (7 Book Series)

[image: ]The series that started it all!

Brie tried to be just like any other woman, but there was something inside of her that she couldn’t control. When her husband discovered her secret, he pushed her to the limit. He soon discovered that she has no limits and has no choice but to accept her as the wanton whore that she is. One that can’t say no to any man that wants her!

For mature readers only!


Exhibitionist Wife Training: Candy Becomes a Wife Gone Wild on Her Beach Vacation! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 6)

[image: ]

Candy couldn’t wait to tell her husband about her vacation plans to the sunny shores of a little know place called Maspalomas. Her unsuspecting husband could never have imagined what actually takes place there, or that such a depraved place as this could actually exist, and watches along with all of the other voyeurs as his promiscuous wife becomes a total whore for any man, as she lies waiting in the dunes for them on open display.

This one is for mature readers only!

Very explicit!


[image: ]Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy to the Truckers at the Rest Stop!

Bob had become very interested in pushing the limits of his more than willing wife and made a pact with his friends to meet at a highway truck stop to give his wife the ultimate sexual experience. It was quite a risky thing to do to his loving wife, especially alone and helpless in the woods on a dark night, but he knew that it would be amazing for her, if he could pull it off! Will it be worth the risk?


Be sure to check out this hot club designed for amateur exhibitionists!

Secret Sex Club For The Lonely Housewife: What Does Your Wife Do When You Go To Work? 1&2

Secret Sex Club For The Lonely Housewife: Where Wives Go To Live Out Their Wildest Fantasies!
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Marie  was a frustrated housewife that needed something to pass the time during the day. What she found was beyond her imagination! You must read this 3 part story now!
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Or something really special from Candy as she gets down and dirty!

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Candy Exposed Naked On The Dance Floor in A Crowded Bar!

[image: ]

Just get her loose and watch her go!

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Submissive Slut Wife Is Used By Strangers To Win A Game Of Pool!

When her husband asked her to show it all to help win a friendly game of pool, could she say no? Not our favorite little slut wife! This time she goes too far!


Find their author page here to see what other great titles are available.
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Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy To My Friends During Our Super Bowl Party! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 5)

Candy is at it again with another mind blowing story of this little hotwife as her husband plans for a party with her as the entertainment! This is a first time team up with Candy and her good friend Amy. You won’t want to miss what they can do together. Hot!


The Company’s Dirty Secret: Forced Feminization: Damned to Become the Boss's Femboy!

[image: ]Have you been bullied, no friends, no family, no future? Fear not! We have the perfect job for you! A bizarre story that may shock you!


My transgender Bride: Wedding Night Surprise!

When Paul met Abby he thought that he was the luckiest man in the world. Discovering that she was a transgender woman was a bit of a shock at first, but not enough to keep him from falling in love with her. He never could understand why he couldn't satisfy her hunger for sex and found that she needed much more than he had to offer. Who are those men that he watched leaving her room when he came to visit, and why are they at their wedding? He will discover out on their wedding night that Abby has needs that no one man can handle on his own!
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