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CHAPTER ONE

Paul had struck out again. The fifth woman of the night screamed “no” in his face before throwing their drink at him. For a moment, he started to wonder if it was him. He shook those thoughts from his head. There was no way that it was him; he was a catch. Any woman would be lucky to have him.

At least that’s what he thought. Every woman who ever dated him would attest to the fact that he was misogynistic and womanizing. He was horrible to be around for any length of time. Paul’s friends, the two of them he had, could see it as well, but it didn’t bother them. They ignored their friend's antics. Despite the fact that they knew he was a horrible person, they still tried to help him find a girlfriend. They felt that if he got rejected enough, he might come to see the error of his ways.

“Why don’t you stop trying to rub up on them before you even get to know them?” Scott asked.

“Why would I do that? They like it,” Paul replied.

“Obviously, they don’t, or you wouldn’t be covered in alcohol.”

“Whatever, I give up. Let’s just leave.”

Paul hung his head and headed for the door. Scott and Mark followed after him. They hadn’t seen him so upset, but they knew why he couldn’t get the girl of his dreams. It all started back when they were in high school. He’d been dating a girl named Miranda nearly their entire Junior and Senior years. They were head over heels in love with each other, and everybody thought they’d get married and live happily ever after.

Paul was very different in high school. He wasn’t as rude or gross to women as he was now in his 30s. But something happened after graduation. They both got accepted to the same college. They had made big plans together, and all seemed to be going well. Then, on the night of their college graduation, Paul proposed. He was certain Miranda would say yes. Even Miranda had planned on marrying him, but the moment she saw him get down on one knee, she bolted.

She didn’t even think about it. She grabbed her bag and ran to her car, and drove off. No explanation. No nothing. Paul was left there like an idiot. Luckily, it was a private proposal, and nobody else had seen it happen, but it still hurt. He still had to tell everybody that Miranda had run off, and he’d have to return the ring.

That was when Paul started treating women horribly. Mark and Scott felt for him. They understood he had been hurt badly. What they couldn’t understand was why he chose to take it out on all women for the rest of the time. There was no way he would get a wife, much less a girlfriend if he continued to treat them like trash.

They took an Uber back to Paul’s house. Paul changed into some sweats and brought beers out for everybody. They kicked back and started watching a ball game. That’s when Mark thought of something. It wasn’t the best idea, but it could get Paul out of his slump. If he could just get a win with a woman, then maybe he would stop acting like such an asshole to them.

“Paul, you need to go to Thailand,” Mark said.

“Why?”

“You know I went there a few years ago, right?”

“Yeah, you came back with that gorgeous wife of yours.”

“Exactly. They have a marriage agency there that will match you with a woman of your dreams for just a couple of hundred bucks.”

“She wouldn’t want to stay with me.”

“That’s the thing. You get the final say. If you like her, she has to marry you. I only did it because I wanted an exotic wife, and I thought that would be the easiest way to do it. But for you, it would get rid of the fact that you end up scaring them off before they get to know you.”

“Oh, thanks, man. Thanks for not believing I can get a wife on my own.”

“Dude, you can’t. You literally struck out five times in a row tonight. Should we review the tapes of the last two weeks alone? Between the Tinder, Bumble, Match, and eHarmony dates you had, how many agreed to go out with you on a second date?” Scott asked.

“None of them,” Paul mumbled.

“Then I’d listen to Mark. Besides, you’ve seen how hot his wife is, and despite the fact that they knew each other for all of two minutes before getting married, they are doing great.”

“Yeah, I couldn’t have asked for a better wife. We get along great,” Mark said.

“I suppose if Mark could find somebody to put up with his shit, then maybe I could find somebody as well,” Paul replied.

Mark was very different from Paul. He was actually a halfway decent human being, and that’s why a part of him felt bad for any woman that would get stuck with him.

“I guess I’ll start looking for trips to Thailand.”

A week later, Paul was boarding a plane to Thailand. He had all of the necessary items the marriage agency’s website said to bring to make things go smoothly. He was ready to find the woman of his dreams. The type of woman who would care for him and be there for him whenever he needed her.

When the plane touched down in Thailand, Paul headed to his hotel to check-in. Paul hadn’t expected Thailand to be so beautiful. There were tall, green mountains, crisp blue oceans, and gorgeous buildings. There were also some strange things about the country, but for the most part, it looked like a nice place to be.

He didn’t waste any time after checking in. He headed straight to the marriage agency. He’d only booked the hotel for two nights and had a return flight ready for his new bride. Paul was certain he would be given women that he loved.

The gold-plated doors of the agency swung open, and Paul stepped inside to the sounds of hushed murmurs. A woman sitting at the front desk looked up and smiled.

“Welcome to the Thai Marriage Agency. Do you have an appointment?”

“Yeah, my name’s Paul Erikson.”

After some typing on her computer, she looked back up and said, “There you are. If you take a seat over there, Mr. Chen will be out to get you momentarily.”

Paul took a seat where the receptionist had pointed and waited. His stomach jumped and turned as he thought about what he was doing. Paul hadn’t felt this nervous since the day he was going to propose to Miranda, and that really wasn’t a day he wanted to remember. His mind started to try and talk him out of this, but Mr. Chen stepped out and called his name before he could get up and leave.

“Mr. Erikson, if you’ll follow me,” Mr. Chen said.

Paul followed him through marbled halls into a large conference room. Along one wall was a large curtain that hung from ceiling to floor. A table stood in the middle of the room, covered with pastries and drinks.

“Now, Mr. Erikson, are you looking for a specific type of woman. I know on your application you picked the normal choices of beautiful and well-mannered. However, you didn’t give any other specifics. Are you open to anything, or would you like to share what you want in a woman?”

“I’m fairly open. As long as I like the way she looks and she isn’t too talkative, she’ll work for me.”

“Okay, then we will begin the parade.”

Mr. Chen had worked at the agency for over 20 years. He had seen all types of men come in looking for wives. Some were just desperate men who wanted the company of a woman. They weren’t picky about looks or anything, and they always shared updates about their relationship and how happy they were.

Then there were those that were very specific. They knew what they wanted, and they asked for it. They were fairly nice, and their relationships often lasted. Then he had those guys that weren’t interested in a relationship and just liked to come in and stare at the women. They would never see one that interested them and would always go home along with a hard-on. Then there were those that came on a whim, not expecting to find anything but ended up falling in love with one of the women.

Then he had the guys like Paul. The not-so-nice guys who wanted a woman that did exactly what they wanted. Their relationships rarely worked out, but the women were often taken to other countries, so they got to start a brand new life. On a few occasions, the women would come back to him to be partnered with somebody else.

What everybody who walked through his doors didn’t know was that all of the women had a secret. Some secrets were big, others small, but they all came with a special package that their new husbands never expected. But the fact that he had a 95% success rate and 80% of the marriages lasted until one partner died of old age proved that men didn’t have a problem with these packages.

However, those who did were typically the men like Paul. Because the women liked to use their packages on their new husbands as they had all been trained to do. Mr. Chen didn’t run just a marriage agency. It was a business of satisfaction, and he wanted to make sure his women knew how to satisfy their husbands, so he had personally worked with each and every one of the women who came to him.

Mr. Chen motioned to a guy standing across the room to raise the curtain. Paul’s eyes widened as the feet, legs, thighs, stomach, breasts, and heads of eight women were revealed. Each and every one of them was gorgeous. They all had long brown hair, huge breasts, and toned bodies.

Paul’s cock started to get stiff as he thought about all of the things he wanted to do to them. He looked each and every one of them over, ensuring he didn’t miss an inch. They were dressed in tight, short dresses, showing off everything they had. They looked all woman, and that’s all Paul wanted.

“Now, you may walk over and talk to the women. You can touch them over the clothes. You can even kiss them. However, we do draw the line at asking them to undress or trying to have sex with each of them. This is a marriage agency, not a whorehouse.”

Paul didn’t hesitate. He walked over to the first woman dressed in a blue leather dress. He ran his hand over her body, grasping her breasts. He leaned in and kissed her. She happily kissed him back. She smelled like vanilla. Paul liked her, but not good enough to stop what he was doing.

He moved to the next. She was wearing a green dress and smelled like coconuts. He did the same thing to her as he had the first woman. Her breasts weren’t as large nor as soft. She didn’t meet his kiss with the eagerness the first woman had

Off to the third girl he walked. She was wearing a purple dress and smelled like peaches.

“Once you have made a decision, you can go on a date. These dates are normally just a walk around the gardens. If she’s a good fit, we can get you married right away. We’ll take care of all of the paperwork and will fax it over to your hotel by tomorrow,” Mr. Chen said as Paul continued his inspection.

Paul squeezed the third girl's breasts. They were large and soft, and he could just imagine burying his head in them. When he kissed her, she welcomed it. She kissed back with an intensity that made Paul shiver. He didn’t check out any of the other women. He wrapped his arms around her and the two kissed for what seemed like an eternity.

“I’m going to assume that you have found the one, and I can send the other girls away?”

Paul nodded as he pulled back from the kiss.

“I would like to introduce you to Denise. She has been here for about three years. A few men have taken a bit of an interest in her, but none of them were smart enough to grab her up. She’s 23 years old, and she likes to cook and sew. She is also great and gardening.”

All Paul cared about was how she looked. She was as tall as he was and had curves to die for. Her brown hair danced around her waist, and her ample breasts screamed to be let out of the dress.

“Would you like to talk a walk around the gardens with her?” Mr. Chen asked.

“No, I don’t need any more time to make my decision. I want her,” Paul said.

“Denise, is there anything you would like to say to Paul?”

“I look forward to being the best wife you will ever have,” Denise purred.

Her voice was like velvet. Paul couldn’t stand it. All he could think about was getting her back to his hotel room and fucking her brains out.

“Alright, then, let’s get the paperwork filled out and go over a few rules,” Mr. Chen said.

“Rules?” Paul asked.

“Yes, but it’s nothing major, I promise.”

Moments later, Paul and Denise were filling out paperwork and were officially married. They sealed the deal with another intimate kiss.

“The last thing, and what most of the husbands hate, is that she can’t go back to your hotel room with you,” Mr. Chen said.

“But she’s my wife.”

“I realize that, but it has to do with legal things. The paperwork has to be filed and approved before you can take her with you. Otherwise, problems could arise, and you would be out a wife. So, we require 24 to 48 hours to run the paperwork for approval, then she’s all yours.”

“Well, I have a return flight for both of us that leaves the day after tomorrow.”

“That should work perfectly. You can come by that morning and pick her up. If the paperwork goes through faster, I’ll give you a call.”

“Alright, I guess if I don’t have a choice, that’ll have to do.”

“Good. We’ll see you then.”

Two days later, Paul walked back into the agency. Denise was waiting for him at the front desk, wearing a short black skirt and a low-cut pink top that nearly exposed her breasts entirely. He loaded her things into the taxi and got all of his paperwork, and they were off.

Once they were on the plane, Paul reached over grabbed her breasts before kissing her. The entire flight, he kept rubbing her, kissing her, and making her rub his hard cock. Denise sat there and took it. She didn’t say a thing, and she kept a smile on her face. Paul was in love, but things were about to change when they got home.

“Welcome to your new home,” Paul said, opening the door, “Now take the bags up to our room. It’s the second door on the right.”

“Certainly.”

Denise picked up the bags and carried them upstairs. Paul grabbed a beer from the fridge and downed it in a gulp. He was halfway through his second when Denise called down.

“Would you like for us to consummate the marriage now?”

“Fuck yeah, I would.”

Paul guzzled the rest of the beer and grabbed a third. He’d finished it before he made to the bedroom. With a slight buzz, he walked in to see Denise standing there in a black corset, bra, and thong. She had knee-high leather boots on and was holding a pair of cuffs.

“Oh, I picked a naughty girl,” Paul said, staggering over to her.

She pushed his hands away when he tried to grab her breasts again.

“We are all naughty girls. Mr. Chen trained us that way. Now I look forward to using my training on you. You’re a filthy pig, and I hope to break you.”

“The fuck. I wanted a quiet girl. Mark didn’t say anything about his wife being like this. Patricia seems so nice.”

“I remember her; she is nice. I am nice too, but I want to set some ground rules. I’m certain Mark was taught a thing or too as well. Now get undressed.”

Paul was close enough to drunk that he did what she said. Denise wrapped a collar around his neck and led him over to the bed.

“Now, let me introduce you to something.”

Denise pulled off her thong. As she stood back up, Paul was eye to eye with a flaccid cock.

“What the fuck? Mark didn’t say…”

“Shut up about Mark. Every woman at the agency has a cock. Don’t worry, it’s not really that small. Watch what happens when you suck it.”

“I’m not sucking that.”

“Yes you are!”

Denise picked up a whip that had been laying on the bed and slapped Paul on the back. With a whimper, Paul leaned forward and took the small cock in his mouth.


CHAPTER TWO

Paul snarled his nose as he sucked on Denise’s cock. It felt weird, and he didn’t like it. He should be the one getting his cock sucked. He let the dick drop from his mouth. He was just about to say something when Denise hit him with the whip once more.

He put the cock back in his mouth without another word. He slurped and sucked, and as he did, Denise’s cock grew bigger. Once she was fully hard, Paul’s mouth strained to take all of her. Her cock was large and fat, and she was enjoying his mouth being on it. It has been a while since she’d had sex.

Denise moaned and took Paul’s head in her hand as she rocked her hips back and forth. Paul gagged as her cock hit the back of his throat. He tried to pull away, but Denise held him in place.

The longer he sat there, being face fucked by Denise, he realize he was getting hard. His cock ached with excitement as Denise fucked his throat. She pulled out and pushed him back onto the bed. With quick precision, she cuffed his hands to the headboard.

“Look, I figured you’d enjoy that,” Denise said.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

“You’ve really got to shut up.”

Denise pulled a handkerchief out of her bag and stuffed it in his mouth. She straddled him. Paul’s eyes were wide as Denise began to put makeup on him.

“I don’t mind wearing makeup, but it is nice to force somebody else to wear it,” Denise began, “I never thought I’d see the day when I got picked. I don’t know why the men never chose me. I had the biggest boobs.”

She took her bra off and slipped it around Paul after she finished his makeup. Paul mumbled, trying to object to what she was doing.

Denise moved down on the bed to crouch between Paul’s legs. She lifted him up and pushed her cock against his ass. Paul groaned as she stretched his ass wide and shoved her large cock inside of him. Paul’s cock bounced as Denise slowly fucked his ass.

As Paul’s ass got used to her size, Denise sped up her trust. Paul's cock bounced off her belly every time she slammed deep inside of him. Paul’s eyes closed as he became used to the sensations.

He hated to admit it, but it felt good. He wanted to reach up and grab her breasts as she fucked him, but he couldn’t. Denise slid her hand around Paul’s cock and stroked him as she continued to fuck his ass. Paul groaned as he felt himself grow close to the edge.

“Cum for me, you slut,” Denise cried.

Paul’s mumbled cry echoed throughout the room as he came. His cum squirted high and covered his chest and her breasts. Denise let go of his cock and began fucking him as hard as she could. She grunted with the speed at which she fuck him. With one last thrust, Denise came, filling Paul’s ass with her cum.

She slid out of him with a sigh and collapsed on the bed next to him. Paul was stunned. He’d never had sex like that before, but he liked it. Part of him wanted to call the agency back and bitch about the fact that they didn’t disclose that all of their women had dicks, but the other part of him just wanted to enjoy the afterglow of the sex he’d just had.  

Denise reached over and pulled the cloth out of this month and took the cuffs off. She laid perched on her arm, looking down at him. Her brown hair cascaded over her upper body, covering her breast. Paul still had a full view of her penis.

“So, you are going to call the agency and bitch like the little bitch you are, or are you going to stay married to me and get fucked like a real man?”

“I can’t answer that question,” Paul said before thinking.

“I’ll take that as you want to stay married. I’m obligated to tell you that you have 30 days to get the marriage annulled, but I hope you will give us a chance.”

“That big of a surprise, and you just fucking… you know, and you ask me to give us a chance.”

“Look, this won’t be our whole relationship. This is just our sex. It’s not like I’m going to make you wear a collar and call you my bitch out in public. Outside of the bedroom, I can and will be your loving wife. However, I won’t take you talking down to me. I want to be your equal, and just remember, if you piss me off in our regular life, I will punish you during sex.”

“How is that fair?”

“Did you enjoy what just happened?”

Paul didn’t say anything. He looked down at his hands, inspecting his fingernails.

“Mhm, well you get to have amazing sex with me, and you get to show me off to your friends a family. In the meantime, we can get to know each other and form and actual bond. Your friend Mark seems to be doing well with Patricia.”

“Yeah, I need to call him. He’s the one I should bitch to.”

“How about we just invite them over to dinner? Then you can hash things out.”

“Fine.”

The next evening, Paul and Denise welcomed Mark and Patricia into their home. The women hugged and immediately started talking about the time they spent together at the agency.

“So, what did you think of Thailand?” Mark asked.

“Why the hell didn’t you warn me?” Paul said, shoving Mark.

“Hey, I didn’t know until I got her home. She surprised me, tied me up, and railed me so hard I came twice.”

“What the fuck, man? You actually like this?”

“I’ve been married to her for two years. What, you didn’t like it?”

Paul was silent again. Mark might have felt guilty for forcing a woman into a relationship with Paul, but he had done so knowing that Paul would get taken advantage of to start off with. Mark was put off by Patricia’s package, at first. After their first time together, Mark found himself begging Patricia to fuck him. They had built a great relationship together. They had similar interests, and they had a great sex life. Mark had never seen himself as a guy willing to be fucked by somebody like that, but he couldn’t deny the fact that he enjoyed it and that he loved his wife.

“Look, I’m sorry I didn’t tell you, but you should give this a chance. I think this might be the perfect woman for you. Plus, those breasts are amazing.”

“Did Patricia get nicer?”

“Yeah, she came off strong at first, but as we got to know each other and I got used to the bedroom routine, she wasn’t as forceful. Well, except when I’m being a brat,” Mark said with a wink.

Mark walked into the living room to join the women. Paul was utterly confused. But there was no way in hell he was calling off the marriage this soon. It would be just as bad as when Miranda ran away. His friends and family knew that he had gotten married, so he couldn’t bear to tell them that he was getting it annulled just a day after.

The women were talking about their time together at the agency when Paul walked in. They laughed about some of the men who had come in and how so many of them were just perverts looking to cop-a-feel.

“Paul, go get the drinks,” Denise demanded.

Paul did as Denise and told him to and brought the wine through. The group talked for quite some time before Denise ushered them into the dining room for dinner. She had fixed a traditional Thai meal. It was delish, and for a moment, Paul forgot about his awkward situation. By the end of the night, Patricia and Mark were more interested in each other than they were in talking with Paul and Denise.

They excused themselves and headed home. Paul couldn’t believe that Mark had kept that a secret from him. Then he got the evil idea of blackmail. He could get Mark to do whatever he wanted simply by threatening him with revealing his secret or, Patricia’s secret.

“I wouldn’t suggest using Patricia as a tactic to get what you want from Mark,” Denise stated.

“What?”

“You’re supposed to be doing the dishes, but you’re staring off into space. I can only assume you are thinking about the fact Mark didn’t tell you about Pat, but sharing his secret would reveal your own. Plus, I’m not sure that Mark would be embarrassed by it.”

“Then why didn’t he tell me?”

“What would you have done? Would you have been supportive?”

“Well… eventually.”

Paul would have ridiculed him within an inch of his life. He would have never let him down that he got tricked into marrying a lady with a dick. At some point, the jokes would get old, but he’d still make jokes when he thought of a good burn.

“I don’t think you would have. I think you’ve been a shitty friend and a shitty guy, and that’s why your so-called best friend sent you to Thailand to get a wife.”

“So, what are you saying? Do you not want to be married to me?”

“Oh, you’re not getting rid of me that quickly.”

Denise was behind him before he had time to think. She ground her hard cock against Paul’s ass. Paul dropped the glass he was holding, shattering it in the sink.

“You need to be more careful,” Denise said, slapping Paul’s ass.

She pulled Paul’s pants off and shoved her cock in his ass. Paul screamed with surprise and pain. As Denise fucked his ass, the pain melted away, transforming into pleasure. He still couldn’t wrap his mind around the fact that he was enjoying this. He should be fighting her off, but instead, he rested his hands on the side of his counter and stuck his ass out to give her better access.

Denise grabbed his hips and slammed deep inside of him. Paul moaned with pleasure, his fingers digging into the edge of the sink. His ass bounced every time Denise drove her dick deep inside of him.

“Fuck, your ass feels good,” Denise said.

This excited Paul. His dick hardened. He slowly dropped a hand to stroke his hard cock, but Denise stopped. She pulled his arm behind his back.

“You doing get to pleasure yourself,” Denise huffed.

“But…”

“Shut up.”

This only excited Paul more. He groaned louder as Denise touched things inside of him that he never knew existed. Denise pulled out and spun Paul around. She pushed him to the floor and shoved her cock in his mouth. He gagged and sputtered as he got used to her size.

His throat relaxed, accepting her. She held his hands down on her ass so he couldn’t stroke his cock as she fucked his face. Tears rolled down Paul’s face and spit dripped from his mouth as he happily took his wife’s huge cock.

Denise groaned as she shoved deep inside of his throat, filling him with cum. Paul coughed as she pulled out, struggling to swallow the load. Paul’s cock was still hard. It ached to be pleased, but Denise walked away.

“Don’t touch yourself,” she ordered.

She wouldn’t know if he did or not. Just as he was about to grasp his cock, Denise stepped back into the kitchen.

“The longer you fight me on my rules of sex, the longer you will go without a release. If you follow my rules, you will be rewarded immensely.”

Denise walked away again. Paul dropped his head with a sigh and stood, pulling his pants back up. He went back to washing the dishes as he had been ordered to do. He cleaned up the broken glass and finished loading the dishwasher.

He huffed upstairs, took a shower, and slid into bed next to Denise. She’d been asleep for a few minutes before he joined her. His head spun with confusion, and he still wanted to release himself. His balls were hurting, but he didn’t. Even though a part of him screamed that she couldn’t possibly know if he masturbated in the shower, he listened to the other part of his mind. The part that told him to just do as she said.

It might be worth it, in the long run, to see what she could do to him. He had completely forgotten about getting back at Mark. He’d keep quiet on that as long as Mark didn’t spill the beans about Denise. If he kept getting fucked without getting a release, he wouldn’t have to worry about being worried about anything because all he would be thinking about was how bad his balls hurt.

The next morning, he rolled over to find a note on the pillow next to him. His heart sank. He was afraid that Denise had left him. That feeling surprised him. He didn’t realize he already cared that much, but the idea of him being left again hurt. Luckily, the note wasn’t that sinister. Denise hadn’t left but had left him instructions on what to do that morning.

I left you an outfit in the bathroom. Put it on and come downstairs. Put the dishes up you washed last night, and then eat the breakfast that will be waiting. Then clean up that mess. Come back upstairs, and I will give you your next task.

Paul stepped into the bathroom to find clothes folded neatly on the counter. It was a skirt and blouse. Now she was going to make him dress up like a woman. He remembered the pain he went to sleep with last night, so he put on the clothes, did his normal morning bathroom routine, and headed downstairs.

It didn’t take him long to put the dishes away and then eat his breakfast. He kept looking around for Denise, but he couldn’t see her anywhere. She had to be in the house. Otherwise, it didn’t make sense that she could give him further instructions.

He cleaned up the breakfast dishes and headed upstairs. He tugged at the skirt. It kept wanting to ride up with every step he took. It was uncomfortable, and the thong she had left for him wasn’t much better.

He reached for the bedroom door, but when he turned it, it was locked. He walked on down the hall and tried to the door to his office. It opened with ease. He stepped inside, and Denise was sitting in the window seat, completely naked.

“What are you doing? My neighbors can see you,” Paul said.

“Oh, I know, your neighbor is quite friendly. He has been waving and blowing kisses.”

“Has he seen…”

“Don’t worry, he can’t see this,” Denise said, pointing at her cock, “But he will see you dressed like that.”

“But…”

“When will you learn to stop complaining?”

“I… What do you want me to do?”

“That’s what I like to hear. Come here.”

Paul stepped closer to the window. Sure enough, Mr. Crawford was standing at his bedroom window watching Denise. Who could blame him? She was gorgeous. When he saw Paul, he blared his eyes before a grin spread across his face.

“This is so embarrassing,” Paul mumbled.

“Don’t worry. We’re going to show him how much of a man you are.”

Denise rubbed her hand over the front of his skirt. Her touch caused his cock to spring to life. A low moan rumbled out of him. She raised his skirt and moved the thong out of the way before taking his cock in her. Mr. Crawford’s eyes widened as he watched on. Something about being watched excited Paul more.

Denise swallowed his cock with ease. She bobbed up and down on his dick, making it as hard as a rock. Paul leaned his head back, eyes closed, as he moved his hips in time with Denise’s movements.

Denise glanced towards Mr. Crawford. It was clear that he was jacking off while watching them. She grinned as she turned her attention back to Paul’s cock. Denise stopped sucking his cock and stood. She slid her knees up into the window seat, pressing her breasts against the window.

Paul knew what she wanted. He stepped up behind her and pressed his cock against her asshole. With a bit of push, he slid into her tight ass. They both moaned with pleasure. Paul railed Denise. Her breasts bounced against the window every time Paul slammed inside of her. She screamed with pleasure as her dick grew hard. Mr. Crawford couldn’t see that though.

It wasn’t long before Mr. Crawford’s face scrunched with pleasure as he came. Denise blew him a kiss as he stumbled away from the window. Paul continued to fuck Denise.

“Yeah, fuck that ass,” Denise screamed.

Paul groaned as he reached the edge of an orgasm. He reached up and grabbed her tits, fucking her harder before he slammed deep inside of her, filling her with cum. Denise pushed Paul back and sat down on the window seat. She pulled him back into her lap, sliding her cock in his ass.

He moaned as he started to bounce up and down on her dick. Denise’s breasts rubbed along his back. She ran her long nails down his back, creating red raised scratch marks. He moaned, moving faster along her cock. Denise grabbed his hips, driving her cock further up his ass. Her breathing became erratic. She stood, pushing Paul over. His ass was high in the air as he pressed his hands against the floor.

Denise fucked his ass hard. Their skin smacked together as she drove her cock deep inside of him. A moment later, she came. They both had their asses full of cum, and Mr. Crawford had almost been caught masturbating by his wife. It had been an interesting morning, to say the least, but Paul was satisfied.


CHAPTER THREE

It was an interesting first week for them. Paul had to get used to a lot of things when it came to being married to Denise. She loved to cook, but she wasn’t a fan of the clean-up. That was always his job. But it didn’t bother him too much. She always made the clean-up interesting. It normally always ended with them having sex. He had never fucked in so many different places in his house.

Clothing had also become optional in the house. Denise walked around completely naked most of the time. When she cooked, she would put an apron on to keep from getting burned. Paul quickly learned that while she could surprise him when he was cleaning, he could not do the same to her while cooking. She was to be left alone as she cooked.

He was a great hostess. His friends and family loved her. As time passed, Paul began to love her too. What started out as lust turned into an actual relationship. They liked to spend time with each other, but there were kinks that were could to have to be worked out.

He still wanted to fight her about wearing women’s clothing when they fucked or when they were home alone. Every morning she would have some uncomfortable clothing laid out for him. He’d put it on, but he didn’t like it.

What marked their first week together, Paul awoke to find Denise’s normal note. He trudged into the bathroom, worried about the clothes she had picked out for him. Once again, it was a pair of thongs that were too small, a tight leather skirt that felt like it was cutting him in two, and a blouse that didn’t fit around his shoulders.

He headed downstairs for breakfast. Denise was actually sitting at the kitchen table this time.

“Something has to change about these clothes,” Paul said.

“You have to wear them,” Denise stated.

“But they are uncomfortable, and it’s getting to a point where I can’t get excited when wearing them.”

“How do you think I feel?”

“Your clothes fit you. They hug your curves perfectly, and you look great. I look like I’m wearing doll clothes.”

“I see. I suppose we could go shopping together and find clothes that fit you. It would only be fair if you were comfortable. Eat your breakfast, and then we’ll go shopping.”

“Can I wear regular clothes out of the house?”

“Yes, I’ve never made you wear those things in public.”

They ate their breakfast, and Paul cleaned up before changing his clothes. They headed out to find Paul some appropriate clothing options. Paul felt awkward when they started looking through the clothes, and Denise asked him what size he wore.

“I know my clothing size is men’s, not women’s.”

“Alright, then we’ll start with a size bigger than what I got before and go from there.”

They walked around the store, grabbing skirts and shirts for Paul to try on. They slipped into the dressing room together, and Denise watched as Paul tried on the clothes. The first few sizes they tried didn’t fit quite right, but they finally landed on his size. It was amazing how much better he felt when he was wearing a skirt that fit him.

As he slid the skirt up to his hips, he noticed Denise staring intently at him. She looked him up and down like he was a side of beef. She slipped her shirt off her shoulders, exposing her breasts. She raised her skirt up and slid her panties to one side. She leaned against the wall. With one hand, she squeezed her tits and played with her nipples. With her other hand, she stroked her cock.

Paul walked over to her, dropping to his knees and licking the length of her cock. It twitched to life, growing hard as Paul teased it. Denise closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensations. Paul took her cock in his mouth, taking it balls deep. He had gotten good at sucking her dick.

Denise rested her hand on his head and moved her hips to match his movements. Denise moaned. She pulled Paul to his feet and pushed him against the wall of the fitting room. He reached up and grasped the top of the stall wall as Denise licked his ass.

She shoved her hard cock in his ass, making the stall wall shake. Paul’s cock rubbed against the wall as it grew hard. They tried hard to keep as quiet as possible, but they both moaned and groaned with pleasure.

“You like my big cock?” Denise asked.

“Yes, fuck my ass,” Paul moaned.

He’d become a different person. A person he never thought he could be, but there was no use in lying to himself. He liked it, and he was falling in love with her. Paul’s hands were dug into the wall, trying to hold on for dear life as Denise fucked his ass good.

Paul came, spraying cum across the wall. Denise picked up speed. A loud moan escaped Paul’s mouth as he was slammed into the wall over and over again. Her cock felt so amazing. That’s what he found himself thinking about when he was at work. Now, he had the added fantasy of getting fucked in a fitting room. A moment later, Denise came in his ass. Just in time, too. A knock sounded on the fitting room door.

“Just checking to see if everything is okay in there. You’ve been in there for a while,” a worker called.

“Just finishing up,” Denise replied.

“That was close,” Paul whispered.

“But it was good.”

“Yeah, it was.”

Paul planted a kiss on Denise. They both got dressed and grabbed the clothes that Paul was going to keep. The worker that would clean up the fitting room later would have a bit more to clean up, but they’d be long gone before them. To make up for that, Paul grabbed several more outfits in his size before checking out.

That evening, they had invited Mark and Patricia over, as well as Scott and his wife, Anne. Anne hit it off with Denise, and the three women hung out in the kitchen laughing and talking about their husbands.

“So, you and Denise seem to be doing well,” Scott stated.

“Yeah, it was a little weird at first, but we got into a groove. We actually have a lot of similar interests, and she has introduced me to some new things I didn’t know I liked,” Paul replied, giving Mark a knowing glance.

“What was that all about?”

“Oh, nothing. It’s just something about Thai women,” Mark replied with a wink.

“You guys are acting weird. And you’re making me jealous.”

“Hey, Anne’s a great woman. You two have know each other for years and love each other. Don’t worry about it,” Paul said.

“Says the man who called me a chump when I proposed to her.”

“I was a different person then. Denise has changed me.”

It was true. She had changed him. He wasn’t the asshole he was before going to Thailand. It turned out that all he needed was to get railed by a woman with a cock. There was a part of him, now, that wanted to tell Scott Denise’s secret. He had started to fantasize about having an orgy with them. Sharing each other’s wives or something, but he wasn’t sure Mark was okay with that. He didn’t want to share too much information or make things awkward between him and his friends.

“Paul,” Denise called from the kitchen.

“Be right back, guys,” Paul said before acing to the kitchen.

“Never thought I’d see him act like that,” Scott whispered as Paul left the room.

“What do you need?” Paul asked.

That’s when he realized what was going on. Anne was on her knees sucking Patricia and Denise’s cocks.

“What’s going on?” Paul whispered, “What about Mark and Scott. Scott doesn’t know about this, and Mark may not want them to know.”

“Don’t worry, baby, we’ve been planning this,” Denise said.

“What?”

“The first night I came over, Denise and I talked about doing this. I’ve wanted to try Anne out for quite some time, and Mark is okay with letting others know. In fact, other than you and Scott, his other friends know about me. We like sharing each other, and men and women alike go crazy for my dick.”

“But, Scott doesn’t know. Anne is basically cheating.”

“No, I’m not,” Anne said as she popped Denise’s dick out of her mouth, “He knows I freely fuck others, as does he. Whenever you guys went out drinking to find you a girlfriend, he’d bring somebody home with him.”

That cleared up some things Paul had been wondering about.

“Should I call them in?” Paul asked.

“No, not yet. Come here,” Denise said.

Paul walked around the island. Anne immediately reached up and unzipped Paul’s pants. She sucked his flaccid cock as she stroked the other two. It wasn’t long before he was hard.

Patricia took Paul’s hand and placed it on her breasts. He squeezed her nipples before bending over to suck on them. Denise pulled Anne to her feet and bent her over the island. If Scott or Mark looked to their left, they would be able to see what was happening.

Denise slid her cock inside of Anne’s pussy.

“God, you’re big,” she moaned.

Patricia pushed Paul towards Denise’s ass. He slid his cock inside of her before Patricia slammed into his. The four moaned as they fucked each other. They couldn’t keep quiet for long. Soon their sounds echoed into the living room, drawing the attention of Mark and Scott.

“What’s going on in there?” Mark asked, looking around.

That’s when he saw them. A grin spread across his face. He stood, motioning for Scott to follow him.

“What the fuck?” Scott shouted when he saw what was happening, “You’re wives have dicks?”

“Yeah, every woman at that agency is like this,” Mark said.

He was already stripping off his clothes. Scott didn’t move. He watched his wife moan and writhe with pleasure as she was fucked hard by his best friend's wife.

“I don’t…” Scott started.

“Come on, babe, she’s amazing,” Anne moaned.

“But…”

“Hey, I didn’t think I would like it, but it’s fucking amazing,” Mark said.

Anne screamed as she came. Patricia pulled out of Paul so that Mark could suck her cock. Denise stepped back to let Anne slide out. She joined Mark in sucking Patricia’s cock. Paul was still humping Denise’s ass when Scott finally walked up to her.

“I didn’t cum inside your wife, but I’d love to cum inside you,” Denise purred.

“I don’t know. This is… odd,” Scott said.

“Come on, just try it,” Paul said.

Paul was holding onto Denise’s tits and fucking her ass hard.

“Paul, stop. Give me a second with your friend,” Denise ordered.

“Come here,” Patricia said, bending over just a bit.

Paul slid his cock up her ass as Mark and Anne sucked her cock. Paul watched as Denise worked Scott over. She had him hard in a no time and bent over the island. She eased her cock into his ass as he moaned. It wasn’t long before she was slamming her cock deep inside of him making him scream with pleasure.

Moments later, Paul came in Patricia’s ass with a sigh. Mark had sat Anne up on the counter and was fucking her when Patricia started railing him. Mark filled Anne’s pussy with his cum as Patricia came in his ass.

Denise stroked Scott’s cock as she continued to fuck his ass. It wasn’t long before the both grunted and came. The three couples breathed heavily as they calmed down from what had just happened.

“So… that was what the wink was about?” Scott asked.

“Yeah,” Mark replied.

“Why didn’t you tell me before?”

“Didn’t know how you’d respond.”

Paul nodded in agreement.

“Well, I wouldn’t mind this happening more often,” Scott stated.

“I agree,” Anne added.

The couples were all on the same page now. Paul couldn’t have been more happy with Denise. He didn’t see any reason to call it quits. Denise was equally as happy. She had been as concerned when her relationship with Paul started, but it worked out perfectly. He had adjusted to everything very well, and he wasn’t the asshole he was when they got married. Things were working out just fine with them.


INTERESTED IN MORE?
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FREE TEASE

I would like to give you a taster of my other book called “The Biker’s Sissy Girls”, if you like the preview then please consider picking the full book up

Reid and Smith walk over to the door that was marked dressing room and find lingerie and makeup. They again looked at each other.

“Reid, what have you gotten us into?”

“How was I supposed to know the leader of the Thunder Dogs was gay, and he would choose us to be his pets? How bad could it be? We’re gay. It’s not like we don’t know what to do or what he’s going to do to us?”

Smith just shrugged and found some lingerie that was his size. He saw the case of makeup. “Are we supposed to put on makeup, too?”

“He did say to use everything in here.”

Reid finally found something that fit him, and they both sat down in front of the mirrors and began applying makeup. Reid wasn’t too bad since he had sisters, and he used to watch them put on their makeup. Reid was having a hard time.

“Here, wipe that off and let me do it.”

Smith wiped off the makeup he had putting trying to put on and turned toward Reid. Reid had already applied his makeup. “Wow, you look great. How did you know how to do that?”

“I grew up with two sisters. I used to watch them. I picked up some pointers.”

It wasn’t long before Reid had Smith looking like a million bucks. “There, what do you think?”

Smith looked at himself in the mirror. “Wow, if I didn’t know better, I would have thought I was a totally different person.”

They each grabbed a wig to finish off their ensemble and went out to find Damon.

Damon had been sitting in the shadows anxiously anticipating Reid and Smith’s return. His manhood was beginning to hurt, being squished in his tight black jeans. When the door to the dressing room opened, he looked up in disbelief. If he hadn’t known better, he would not have recognized the two men who walked out of the room. He moved forward hesitantly.

“My, God, you two are breathtaking.”

Reid and Smith both blushed. “Thanks.”

“Come on, follow me.”


THE END
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