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Feminized for my Wife’s Bull







My wife threw her head back as he grabbed her hair and pulled at it, clenching it up into a fist. The sound of their bodies slapping together was rhythmic, hypnotizing, and I felt as though the blood in my own body was pulsing to the same beat.

“He’s fucking me so fucking good.” She moaned, her eyes rolling back.

My stomach churned with nervous excitement, the anxious dropping of boundaries, unsure of what you can reveal, and whether your other half will love you the same after you do reveal those dirty secrets.

Her bra held her tits in perfectly and the delicate strapped laid itself over her so sexually. Her lingerie tasteful, expensive, full of lace and perfectly sculpting her as an object of pure sexuality. My cock twitched as I noticed it, ran my eyes over her clothing, pre-cum dripping out of my cock as I pictured what it must feel like to be decorated so well, to be full of feminine beauty, to make cocks twitch like mine was now.

“Fuck me, he’s so fucking big.” She was moaning still as I sat on the chair at the end of the bed facing them. My legs were open, and I was stroking my cock without interruption, I couldn’t leave it alone. I loved watching my wife be fucked, why wouldn’t I? Seeing her bulls bring her such pleasure, to allow desire and carnal to run free and rampant. Did I ever get jealous of the big cock that slammed her in front of me all the night, made her cum in ways I never could?  Not really. Well, sometimes maybe, but I was secure in our relationship, and at the end of the day as long as everyone cums, who’s to be upset?

He slapped her ass and my body jolted with it, I felt so linked to her sometimes. I wish I could tell her that I really, really wanted to feel like her. But what would she say? Being a cuckold is one thing, but being a crossdressing sissy? That’s a wholenother world.

He flipped her over and put his hand on her throat in a light choke as he pumped away, I could see better now his 8-inch cock as it glided in and out of her wet and wanting pussy. She was tight, but once she got going, especially with a bull so manly as him, her pussy just opened itself up.

He had pushed her up with his thrusts so that her head was hanging off the end of the bed now, her head bouncing as she looked at me upside down.

“You like this baby? Look how hard you are looking at his big fucking cock. Isn’t it big? It feels so. Fucking. Big.” Her words came out with his thrusts like he himself was pushing the air out of her. Her hand was working her clit furiously at the same time as she screamed that she was going to cum. Her bull said he was too and I watched as their sweaty bodies slammed against one another working up to an explosive climax. He pulled his massive cock out of her as she was cumming and stroked up and down its long shaft, his head thrown back and moaning in pleasure. His load was massive, it always was, it showered her tanned skin in pearl coloured cum creating a gorgeous contrast. Her eyes were closed as her body jerked before she opened them.

“Your turn.” She was looking at me, her eyes alive, her appetite insatiable. I knew I wouldn’t last long though, not that it mattered after the treatment she just got. But after seeing her in her lingerie and being so focused on her bulls use of her femininity, the contrast, the desire to submit under a huge cock, I was ready to climb on top of her and cum deep inside.

“Clean me up first.” She ordered, as I licked his cum off her smooth always moisturized skin. I slid my cock into her pussy, it was gaping from the size of his cock, but had tightened up with her orgasm. She put her arms around me and held me gently, it made me feel so emasculated, but so free in doing so, like I didn’t need to take part in the pointless mask of pretending I always want to be tough and stoic. We’ve experimented with a lot of kinks, one of the more taboo being mummy roleplay. I loved releasing myself to her nurturing arms, being her good little boy. And as my body soaked pressed against hers, the remaining cum I missed rubbing into me, and my cock pumping away in her gaping goddess pussy, I decided I would ask her for what I for some time knew I wanted.

I would ask if I could wear her clothes next time.

“I’m going to cum.” I groaned in her ear as I pushed as deep as I could and let her warm pussy wrap my pulsating, throbbing cock.

“That’s a good boy.”













###

“You have to be joking!” My wife exclaimed, throwing her head back with laughter before sipping on her wine.

It was the following evening, and we were home from work. She wore an elegant tight black dress, formal but sexy, I was in a suit. By day we were typical business types, few knew our perversions and desires that happened behind closed doors. I dread to think what my contemporaries would think of me if they found out I loved watching massive cocked men fuck my wife all night long, let alone that, what if they knew what I was asking my wife for right now.

“Forget I said anything.” I replied, flustered. I knew I shouldn’t have brought it up. My wife and I love each other, but I had fears about how far our sex life can go until the cuckold me becomes, in her eyes, the entirety of me, and how would her respect for me change if that happened.

“No, no, no. You’re not getting it.”

“What then?”

“I said that because you’re fucking joking if you think you’re going anywhere near my clothes.”

She eyed me up and down and I felt her eyes penetrate my clothes like a fashion designer picking a model.

“Not sure what you’re insinuating by thinking you’d fit in my clothes at all, actually.” She raised her eyebrows playfully and I laughed.

“I just hadn’t thought much further I guess.”

“So you want to be a crossdressing whore?”

“I guess that’s what I’m saying, yeah.”

My cock twitched in my jeans at the implications. Hearing the words come out of her strong mouth, clear and concise, was an experience I had been waiting for. The fears that she would judge me washed away, and I prepared myself to be able to leave accountant mode and enter the mode which I feel freedom.

“A real sissy slut?” She continued, her hand holding her white wine, her eyes fixated on mine, a wry smile on her face. The face of a woman who was realizing her new capabilities.

“That’s exactly what I want.” I replied softly. I always felt my voice soften when I become cuckold Michael, rather than accountant Michael.

“Oh, I know. It’s rhetorical. I know exactly what you want.”

“You do?”

The look in her emerald eyes told me that she does, she knows precisely. She has never ceased to amaze me; she just has a way of knowing me like no one else does.

“You want some pretty, frilly, lacey, underwear. You want to feel your ass all pert and decorated. You want to be on your knees. You’ve seen me be there so many times, you’ve seen the ecstasy on my face, you’ve heard the moans. You’ve seen the big cock slide in and out of me. You want to feel your cock hang out of a dress. You’re not content being a cuckold, are you? You need to feel that big black cock too. You’re just like me, you’ve been living through me, but really, you want to live it too.”

I was speechless. Staring at her across the kitchen table, my jaw open in a smile, stuck between awe, confusion and laughter.

“Kate. How?”

She rolled her eyes and got up, leaving the room, leaving me confused. When she came back she brought the iPad that we share whilst at home. She sat next to me and opened the internet browser, going to the search bar and typing:

“Cuck”

Before I even had the chance to realize what was going on the history results came up:

“Cuckold shares cock with wife”

“Cuckold share black cock”

“Sissy cuckold fuck black cock”

“Crossdressing cuckold shares with wife”

My eyes widened, my wife laughed, her hand gently on my arm in support, despite her unable to hold back how funny she found my carelessness. I searched my mind, when did I last look at porn on that iPad?

“That’s been there a while, right?”

“About two weeks. You didn’t clear it, so I didn’t bother. I figured you wanted me to see it.”

“I didn’t. Not that it matters now.”

“You should have just told me.” She leant over and kissed me on the cheek. “We don’t hide these things.”

“I know. I was just nervous that you would look at me different. There’s a big difference between cuckolding and being fucked by another man.”

“No difference that I care about. Come on, come into the bedroom.”

She took my arm and led me down the hallway.

“Don’t think I saw that internet history and did nothing about it.”

My brow furrowed in confusion as my stomach tingled with anticipation. Was this a scenario unwinding that I had before only ever seen in porn and envisioned in my mind?

“Sit down.” She ordered, pointing towards the chair that I had so many times sat in and watched my wife be fucked.

She opened her wardrobe and went to the left side and took a bunch of clothes off the hangers, that by now, I had figured out I was to be the clothes hanger for the clothes she was taking out.

“So come on then, tell me more.” Her voice was authoritative and overrode the suit I was wearing. I knew what she was asking, she wanted to know my fantasy. It was easier to admit it, with her having found it already, but I was still hesitant. A hot flush hit me and I felt my face turn red.

Kate paused, looking at me, strong in her work dress, her shoulder length brunette hair framing her face.

“Well?”

“Well, I guess…” I didn’t know where to start, so I started at the most recent fantasy. I told her about how I eyed up the delicate lingerie on her body and saw the feminine power it gave her, the power of being the object of desire, of having what the man wants. I told her how I wanted to feel that, how I felt my asshole loosen at the thought of being in that position, how watching crossdressing sissies online throating massive black cocks made me squirt into my own face when I was jerking off because it made me cum so hard.

She listened to me, nodding gently, as she prepared her items. When she was done, it was her turn to speak.

“Okay. Well, I’ve been watching those videos too. And you should know, they make me very, very, very, wet.”

She emphasized her words strongly whilst walking towards me one foot in front of the other. Crouching down in front she grazed her finger down my cheek before thumbing my lip with her thumb.

“I’ve been watching you, watching me. Watching your mind wonder as your mind wanders. You think I didn’t know you want to be a slut?”

She ran the forefinger of her left hand up and down my tie, her face close enough to me that I could feel her breath. She smiled, a knowing smile that came with a plan. Her left hand went to my throat and lifted my chin, so my gaze was looking directly into her eyes, fiery despite how green they are. Her hand that was fondling my mouth slapped me on the cheek lightly as she laughed and turned away, and back to the pile of clothes that she had made.

“I watch your eyes track those cocks. I know what you’re looking at. I see your legs open. Your hips raise. I know someone who wants to be fucked when I see it. It’s obvious as can be.”

She picked up a sky blue padded bralette. Lace patterned and delicate.

“I thought these would go with your eyes. Don’t you think?”

I nodded, my mouth parted open. I didn’t have any words. I was lost in a gaze of desire for what was happening, my eyes were glazed, I was touching my cock, subconsciously, I didn’t even realize my finger playing with the precum until Kates eyes went to my crotch with her eyebrows raised. I didn’t need to reply, she knew what I was thinking.

She held up a pair of lacey panties next.

“And a matching pair of these.”

I felt hypnotized by my wife holding up the underwear to me. I pictured my cock tucked inside of them, pictured the feeling that I longed for for so long, the fantasy was finally right in front of my eyes.

“You want to put them on?”

“So much.”

She laid them back on the bed neatly for me to collect, then seeing my hesitance came over and took my tie in her hand, she got on her knees and undid it, pulling it out from behind my neck. I felt it slide through my collar, around my neck like a silk snake unravelling its masculine constraint on me. She unbuttoned my shirt and revealed my body.

“But first, have a shower, and a shave. A full shave. Henry’s going to want you smooth. You know he likes his girls, well, girly.”

“Henry?” I questioned. Henry was one of Kates bulls, 7.5 inches, mid-twenties, black, handsome, charming. He was a full package.

She winked at me, then motioned for me to get into the shower.

Having been a man that has always trimmed my body hair with an electric razor, and having done so recently, it wasn’t too much hassle shaving, it was just time-consuming ensuring every part of my reachable body was free of body hair, smooth, and delicate.

The warm water washed over me and slid down my new smooth skin, caressing me more than a shower ever had before. I felt alive, my cock was semi-hard and with constant blood flow. I rush of seductive energy rushed over me.

I called Kate and asked her if she could get the parts I couldn’t reach and she happily obliged. It wasn’t just my back that I needed her for, I had attempted to get my ass, and the back of my thighs but I was never going to reach it all.

She obliged and got undressed to get into the shower. I admired her body as she did so. She had never had much trouble keeping a small waist, but her stomach wasn’t perfectly flat, she carried fat, but she carried it well. Her hips were voluptuous, and her ass had never had any trouble keeping jiggly and round. Her breasts were the kind that wouldn’t draw much attention underneath a high neckline dress, but when they were released from her, there isn’t a man alive who wouldn’t marvel. They were teardrop shaped, strong in their desire to not sag, but with pert nipples with small areola, she oozed classy femininity. Something I hoped she could teach me.

Water drops ran down her chest and formed at the precipice of her breast, I watched them as I pictured what I would look like later and asked myself whether I would be able to really achieve feminine mystique.

“Okay, turn around.”

I did so and she ran her hand over my back and down to my ass which she cupped and squeezed.

“I don’t know why I never thought of this before to be honest.” She said, a hand under each ass cheek, bouncing them. “You do have a good body for a sissy slut.”

She wasn’t wrong. I stayed fit with a basic strength training routine. I’ve never been an athlete and do it more for health, but over the years a small amount of muscle had formed under the fat on my body, which has always liked to cling to my ass. I’ve had girlfriends in the past comment on my ass in envy.

“I think the skirt will look good on you.”

“You got me a skirt?”

“Oh, just you wait.”

The razor glided through the shaving foam that she had lathered up on my missed areas. After several run throughs of my back, and ensuring that my thighs were squeaky clean, it came to my ass.

She squatted down and told me to lean forward against the shower wall. Even as a cuckold I had rarely been in such a position for my wife. She had eaten my ass at times, but this felt much more vulnerable. She spread my ass cheeks and tutted.

“You know I’ve been shaving my own asshole the entirety of our marriage and I’ve never done a job this bad.”

“You’ve had much more practice!” I laughed back, not insulted by her judgement. I felt like a rookie when I was doing it, I couldn’t find the right angle to attack from, whether to reach around the side, or under my legs, or to get on my knees. And how could I be sure I wasn’t going to cut myself?

“Doesn’t help this fat ass is in the way.” She joked, spanking me. “Okay, just stay lean forward.

She lathered up my ass crack with shaving foam and spread my ass open, shaving every millimeter of me.

“You’re going to be like a slip and side once lubed up.” She said, “however, this will need some work.” She followed up, playing with my asshole.

“What do you mean, ‘needs some work’?”

“You’ll see. Don’t worry about that though. Once you’re lubed up you’ll be like a slip ‘n’ slide.”

“I can’t wait.”

“Dry off, let’s get you dressed.”

Whereas I had trimmed my body hair before, I had never shaved myself completely smooth before, I took in the sensation as I towel dried, noting the water coming off my skin cleanly and easier than ever before as I walked back into the bedroom and towards the underwear that my wife had left on the bed.

“Oh. Not them.” She said suddenly, picking them up, a mischievous smile on her face.

I had no words in response, but my face was a mixture of dejected, amused, and confused, which made her laugh. What games was she up to?

“Hears how this is going to work.” She begun, walking delicately around me, tiptoes first, her finger trailing around me, analyzing me, teasing me, playing with me. “You want to be a sexy little slut? Yes?”

“Yes.”

“You want to be elegant.”

“Yes.”

“You want to ooze femininity.”

“Yes.”

“You want to be the object of men’s desire.”

“Yeah.”

“And the juxtaposition of power and submission that comes with that?”

“Uh-huh.”

“And you think you can just throw this lingerie on and achieve that?”

“I, uh-.”

“Exactly.”

“What are you saying?” I asked, enjoying the back and forth. My wife had clearly thought about this from the moment she had seen this porn. It was exciting and novel, I was living in the moment entirely.

She stopped circling me and stood in from of me, getting on her tiptoes just enough to talk in my ear in a hushed sexy tone.

“I’m saying you’re not ready.” She walked to the wardrobe and pulled out another outfit, one that was certainly not hers.

“This is more… your experience level.”

She was holding up a pink crop top with delicate shoulder straps, it said ‘Daddy’s Girl’ across it in bubble writing, the bottom half of the outfit consisted of a pleated schoolgirl style skirt

“If you’re going to be a girl, then you’re going to have start as exactly that, a girl. Like the rest of us did.”

“You’re joking.” I said, not willing to admit that deep down I was tingling, and I didn’t want her to be joking a single bit. She was right. When I looked at her in the shower, she was the definition of the full complete women. And it wasn’t just her body, that was just fortunate genetics and making sure she doesn’t have a wine and slice of cake too many too many times. What she had was something extra, something different.

I was naïve, and it would show.

###

I slid the skirt on, it fit perfectly. Perks of your wife doing the shopping, she knew my exact sizes of everything.

I eyed myself in the full-length mirror. Suddenly it felt like my legs had been transformed into more delicate’s ones, slender and sleek, shooting out of the pleated skirt like stems of a fresh flower. I turned around and peered over my shoulder, I lifted the skirt up just a little, to reveal my asscheek. My wife was right, my ass is a good one for skirts.

I put the daddy’s girl crop top on next. It wasn’t as short on my torso as I thought it would be, but fit snug and tight. It was form fitting and suit me well, its tightness going into the outwards shape of the pleated skirt gave me a figure and shape.

My wife watched as I looked at myself in amazement in the mirror.

“There we are.” She said, “You’ve gone from being my cuckold bitch, to being my little girl.” She came up behind me as grabbed my ass under my skirt, firmly. “And now your body is mine.”

I squeaked quietly as she grabbed my ass. I had never been grabbed like that before, not whilst wearing such clothes at the very least. I felt vulnerable, and that was exciting.

In one afternoon, I had lost the overbearing sensibilities of maleness, the power that came with my suit and my masculinity, one that I owned whether I wanted to or not, and I had become a sexy schoolgirl. Desirable, vulnerable, and ready to learn.

“You’re not done yet.” Kate told me. She sat me down at her vanity and spun me around on her chair, so I was facing her.

Getting out her makeup she compared various shades of various different items, most of which I didn’t recognize, against my skin, my eyes, and my lips.

“What are those you’re holding up?” I asked.

“They’re eyeshadows. And the fact that you don’t even know what they are is just proof that you are not ready to be a woman.”

She picked out a color, pink and sparkly.

“I’m a bit mature for something like this nowadays, but I think of a little sissy girl like you it will fit right in place. Don’t you think?”

She showed me the palette and I knew what pink she was talking about instantly. I agreed, I did want it on my skin. It was gay and free, fun and bright with sparkles, it was like nothing I had ever worn before. Thinking on it, I questioned how it was that so many men supposedly go through their entire lives without ever wanting to try on such colors? Such clothes? How can anybody want to be so tightly bound into the constraints of masculinity that they never wanted to feel the magic of the feminine? I didn’t answer her with this out loud though, I kept it in my head. I knew she wasn’t really asking my opinion. She was in charge right now. And besides, Kate already knew all this about me, we had talked about all these things at length over the years. She had always considered me to be camp and not alpha male, it gave her a giggle when she saw me at work as a team leader, heading important interviews and meetings. She loved my ability to switch between a public alpha and a private submissive. I guess in some ways this was always the logical conclusion.

“Close your eyes.” She ordered me, and she nestled a soft brush against my eye lid and painted it with the caressing ease of a woman who has done this a thousand times already. She did both and then told me to open my eyes.

I did so and laughed. It seemed absurd! I couldn’t believe what I was looking at. She started laughing with me, bowing over in a full belly laugh. We calmed down eventually but tittered every time we made eye contact.

“I think you look good!” She told me.

“I do too! It’s just, it’s so new. So, unexpected. I never thought this would be happening today. I didn’t even know if you would accept this.”

“Well, I’m happy it is happening.”

“So am I.”

“Let’s finish you up.”

She spun me around again so I couldn’t see in the mirror and dolled up my face. Soft brushes caressed my cheek with fragrant powders. Kate’s steady hand ran eyeliner along my eyelids with more precision than a fine artist. She worked on my face before turning me around.

“Holy fuck.” I was stunned.

“Good?”

“Really good!”

I couldn’t believe it. I stared at myself in the mirror, my crimson cheeks, my pink sparkly eyelids, the shiny lip balm. I looked dolled up and wanting to impress.

“It’s a bit trashy and overdone, but then so is most schoolgirls attempts at makeup.”

“Then I guess it fits me perfectly.” I replied. “I love it.”

“I can tell.” She pointed at my skirt, raised by my hard cock.

“One last thing before you’re ready.”

“What is it?”

"Remember when I said that we're going to have to work on your ass?"

"Yes."

Kate went to our ‘sex box’, our pandoras box in the cupboard where we kept toys, and lubes, and the likes. She pulled out a small black buttplug.

“I never thought I’d be using this on you if I’m honest. But we’re going to have to loosen you up.”

She came back over to me and got on her knees, she put a hand on each knee and pushed my legs open.

“Put your legs up on the vanity like a good girl.”

I obliged, my cock hardened at being called a good girl and spreading my legs. Kate squeezed out lubricant onto her hand and rubbed it over the buttplug before putting it between my ass cheeks and teasing my asshole with the tip.

I put my hands on the back of knees to raise my hips higher for her to penetrate me. My cock broke free of my skirt and was dripping precum.

“Wow. You’re really enjoying being a little slut, aren’t you? Little girly sluts don’t need one of these though, so why don’t we deal with that now?”

She was talking about my massive hard-on.

She took it in her hand and eased the first little tip of the buttplug into my ass before letting it push back out again.

“You’re going to have to learn to relax that tight little hole of yours, sweetie.” She tells me encouragingly, her hand rhythmically working my shaft, using my precum as lube along with the leftover lube on her hand. Everything was so smooth, so silky, so delicate. It felt different to any stroking motion I’ve ever experienced before, of course aided by the massaging of my asshole, but there was something more relaxing, less masculine, it was a different kind of sensuality, and I really believe the ritual of femininity to be the magic behind it.

She eased the buttplug a little more.

Then a little more.

Then a gasp from me. I had never felt anything like it. I relaxed my asshole just like she told me to and let the smooth rubber slide into me until it popped right into place. I came just like that, shooting up high and effectively raining it down on Kate.

“Oh my God, you never come like that!” She exclaimed, too amazed by the cumshot to be pissed off about getting cum in her hair.

I leaned my head back. Stunned by what happened. My asshole was pulsating and the buttplug felt like it was throbbing delightfully inside of me.

“You felt harder than usual, but that was something else.” Kate continued, in disbelief of how turned on I was by the entire situation.

I came to and brought my head back up, my eyes felt glazed over. I felt like a new person.

She laughed, not at me, but at the exotic joy of it all.

“Goodbye Michael, I think I’ve just seen the birth of Michelle.” She concluded, speaking into my pleasure glazed slutty eyes.































###

Kate had already organized for Henry to come around some time ago when she had found my filthy browsing history and essentially had him on call, we were lucky enough that that evening he was free and ready to dick me down, so to speak.

I had spent the afternoon and early morning a bundle of nerves, switching between excited and hesitant, uncertain of myself yet entirely certain that this was what I wanted.

Kate was encouraging. She showed me different ways to angle my body to show off my figure and helped me pout and make myself look cute. She touched up my make up and spanked my ass as I walked past in my slutty little school skirt to build confidence in me.

By the time it came for Henry to come around it was too late to back out, not that it mattered, I didn’t want to. I held onto every bit of confidence I could, looked myself up and down in the mirror, and knew that I could do this.

###

I was waiting in the bedroom when it was time.

Kate led Henry into the room. Young and in shape, Henry stood over me at 6 feet. I only hoped I could make his cock rise like my wife could. I looked up to him with the best look I could of sexy innocence, new feminized meat for him to make a meal of any way he wanted.

He looked at me and smirked first, and then laughed lightly towards my wife.

“This really your bitch of a husband?” He asked.

“Quite literally now, a bitch.” My wife responded with a smirk of her own. They were playing with me like the new sissy I was.

“Well, he doesn’t scrub up too bad, does he?”

“No, she doesn’t.” My wife corrected him.

I stood watching their interaction, waiting to be talked to, and knowing better than to respond otherwise, I was determined to be a good sissy submissive. Everyone moment of submission was a moment away from the world of making choices. It was Henry and Kate’s choice of what to do with me now.

“Right. She. And what do we call her?”

“Why don’t you tell Henry your name, honey?” My wife asked me.

“I’m Michelle.” I replied, softly, with attempted doe eyes. My hands were together in front of my school skirt. My crop top was tight on my waist, I felt like I had shape, feminine allure, I wanted him to like me, but most importantly right now, I wanted him to fuck me. Sometimes I’m not sure I know the difference between those two things anyway. I guess that’s the naïve schoolgirl in me.

Henry smirked. He didn’t always understand the cuckold-wife-bull relationship, and there was little use denying that he wasn’t mostly in it because he loved the way my wife fucked him. So, it surprised me that he was my wife’s choosing, and that he agreed, but the way he nodded his head whilst looking me up and down, I could tell he was appreciative.

“You’ve done some sort of magic here, Mrs. Taylor.” She liked it when her young bulls called her that, it made her smirk too. She was stood in a strong stance, like a renowned artist allowing critics to look upon a masterpiece for the first time, confident in it, waiting for praise. She wore an elegant black lingerie set consistent of floral lace suspenders, matching floral lace briefs and no bra, her tits perky tits hidden by her silk gown that was tied just loose enough at the waist to cling to her chest. As far as maturity goes in a woman’s bedroom clothing choice, she sat as the total juxtaposition to my outfit.

“Isn’t she cute?”

“I can’t believe I’m saying it, but yeah, she’s cute. Mind if I?” He looked at her whilst gesturing his hand towards me, asking her permission to manhandle me.

“She’s all yours to make a slut of. “

“Is that true, Michelle?” He asked, turning to me, looking me in the eye in the way that filled me with nerves.

“It is. I’m your slut, daddy.”

“Turn around then.”

I did as I was told and turned around. He lifted my skirt and squeezed my ass.

“Damn, I’ve never noticed she has such a fuckable ass before.”

I smiled at the compliment as he put his hand on my waist and turned my back around.

“And those lips look sexy and glossy, dick sucking lips, aren’t they?” He was asking me, his eyes locked on mine in between looking me up and down.

“Yes, they are, dick sucking lips.” I said in my cutest, softest voice.

“Well use them. Get on your knees.”

I glance sidewards at Kate. It was a subconscious glance. I was nervous, uncertain. She has perched on the end of the bed with one leg over the other, her elbow leaning on her knee, her chin rested in a hand, looking at me bemused, enjoying handing over the reigns of my sexuality to someone else.

“Well, do as he asks, Michelle.” She said encouragingly

I did as I was told and got down to my knees. I had practiced the position already earlier that day, pushing my knees out to create more of a shape to my body, letting my ass sit onto of my feet. My pleated skirt fanned out and the tip of my semi hard cock was poking out, glossy with precum.

Henry took no time in taking his clothes off. He never did. His cock flopped in front of me and was suddenly far more intimidating than it had ever been before. Kate made it look so easy, no cock was too big for any hole. Her hand strokes were clean and made it took like second nature, but taking his thick black cock in my hands I began to realize that I really didn’t know what I was doing.

Nevertheless, the delicate touch of my careful hands on his cock were enough. He started to grow and all I could do was watch as the size of his black cock made my hands look small and pathetic. My breath became heavy as I realized his erection was for me.

I slapped it against my face, feeling its impressive weight. Kate giggled from the bed.

“She learnt from watching the best.” She joked, making Henry laugh.

“She’s a good girl, that’s for sure.”

I put the tip of his cock between my pink glossy lips and explored with my tongue, learning what a tip of a dick felt like. I started working the shaft with my hands. He was throbbing, and so was I. I could feel my boner grazing against my skirt, which was only making me hornier, I could already feel a wet spot as I was oozing precum. I guess Kate’s attempt at nullifying my erection earlier didn’t work.

I moaned as I took more of his cock in my mouth, doing as best I could to avoid my teeth, aware of my amateur status. It was a big cock for a first time.

He took my head in my hands and held it still, I opened my mouth wide, and he thrust in and out of my mouth, using me as his own personal sex doll, just as intended. His cock poked the back of my throat and slid through my saliva that clung to it as he pulled it out, connecting it to my mouth as I fought my gag reflex to prove I’m a good girl.

“Her first time, would you believe it Henry?”

“I wouldn’t.” He replied, which made me smile cheek to cheek and blush, I looked down to try and hide it, but I couldn’t. As a man I had never allowed such emotion to flash across my face, though I also don’t think I ever took a compliment so to heart either.

“Little sissy bitch has my cock hard as a rock.” Henry said. “Get on the bed, spread those schoolgirl legs for me.” He continued, directing me towards the bed.

I laid down back first, my legs open, splayed, up in the air, ready for my first fucking, my wide beside me.

“Why don’t I just get that for you.” My wife said, searching her fingers through my ass crack and to the buttplug, delicately pulling it out before waving it in my face. “Do you know what we do with this?”

“No.” I said innocently, really not knowing.

She showed me what we do with it. She slid it between my lips and into my mouth, clamping my teeth at the narrowest part.

“We plug the sissy’s slutty mouth, now its not in use.”

"Fucking hell you two are crazy." Was all Henry could manage to say, he was looking over our interaction stroking himself. 

“Look at those smooth legs.” Kate said, running her hands along my thighs, pushing back underneath my knee to help get them higher. “She really made herself as much of a schoolgirl for you as possible.”

“Well let me see how tight that little pussy is.” Henry loomed over me with his intimidatingly large cock, but I was determined to take it.

“Just be careful with her. I want you to break her in, not break her.” Kate said, aware that my assholes training started and ended with wearing a buttplug all day. “Though I don’t think you’ll be able to fuck her that long anyway.” She pointed towards his cock and ran her hand over it, “You’re throbbing. My little girls got you so fucking excited, hasn’t she?”

Henry slapped his cock on me in response, its heaviness smacking against my ‘daddy’s girl’ top. He then rubbed precum all over my smooth legs let the tip of his cock graze back and forth against my school skirt, moaning as he made me mine, marking his territory by spreading precum all over me. Kate was right too, he was throbbing.

I could feel the pulsation of his cock as he teased my asshole with the fat tip of his dick. Just like Katie did with the buttplug he rocked it back and forth ever so slightly, easing us into it. Despite my nerves I let my asshole loosen as best I could and sure enough his cock popped in. I gasped hard, lifted my head off the best to try and get the best look at him. His abs were popping out as blood pumped through his body and he tensed and loosened with small thrusts, massaging the top portion of his dick with my asshole, moaning as he gripped onto my schoolgirl skirt.

Katie encouraged me, “You’re doing so good, sweetie.” As she took my cock delicately in her hands. “Look at your girly cock, look at that biiiig drop of precum hanging. Let me get that for you.” She used her finger to scoop up my juices and took the buttplug out my mouth to feed them to me.

I sucked them off her finger, “Thank you, Mommy.” I said without hesitation. I was their little girl in that moment.

Henrys thrusts grew larger as my asshole become hungry for more of his cock, he couldn’t give me it all, however. There’s a target for the future, I suppose.

He begun to speed up and my body rocked gently on the bed, I pushed back against him finding a rhythm whilst Katie took a loose hold of my cock and let my own movements provide the friction. Henry’s cock wasn’t the only one throbbing. The delicate strokes against her hand had me in ecstasy whilst Henry filled my asshole and it didn’t take long at all until, I felt an orgasm coming on, but one unlike any orgasm I had ever had before.

“Fuck. I’m. Going. To. Cum.” I managed to splutter out, work by word, a new breath for each word. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as I think I heard a ‘me too’ from Henry. I was in absolute bliss as Henry pushed hard and long against me and I relaxed my body entirely down onto him, feel his thighs against my asscheek. As tiny squeak left my mouth, tiny because I had lost my voice as I turned inside myself and found a new way of orgasming, I had never experienced before. My cock pumped out more cum than I knew I had as Katie took a hold and pumped it only my own body, some hitting my face, a little on my lip, I licked it up as it hit. My ass felt warm, with a slight burn, Henry’s cum no doubt. His cock was enlarging with each pump, making my ass feel like it was going to burst, but in a good way. I think if there was cock, I would push down on it. I can’t believe I was scared I wouldn’t be able to take it.

Slowly our orgasms subsided, and Henry pulled his cock out of me with a spluttering noise as it was followed by cum that dripped down my ass crack satisfyingly; my first cream pie.

I lay there for what felt like an eternity, lost in a feminine sexual bliss before opening my eyes to see my wife looking at me loving, her hand playing with my hair. I smiled at her and she smiled back.

“That was so. Fucking. Hot.” She whispered, shaking her head in disbelief.

“I’m in heaven.” I told her, my voice soft, carried away in orgasmic bliss. “Did I make a good schoolgirl?”

“You did.” She replied, “A good, pretty, slutty schoolgirl.”

I smiled and relaxed my head onto the bed, fondling my cock which was hesitant to go back to a fully flaccid state.

“I like being Michelle.” I told my wife. “But soon it will be time to be Michael again, so if you don’t mind, I think I want to stay dressed like this for the night.”

“If that’s what you want. Besides, I have a feeling this is only the beginning, isn’t it?”

“I think so.”

###








Thank you!







Did you make it to the end? Thank you!




There is more to come, I promise!




But for the time being, why not follow me onAmazon? That way you won’t miss the second installment!




I hope you loved reading about Michelle and Kate. If you did then please leave a review! It has always been a goal to be able to at least go part-time with writing, and every review will help with that goal!

I hope to see you soon.

-          Love, Lucy.
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