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Cindy had never been attracted to another woman before. She had never considered herself prudish, although she had always been shy. She just never felt that draw to a woman. So why now, at almost thirty? And why Katrina? 

She could pretend it had something to do with Katrina’s lean, athletic frame, as if her toned muscles and her commanding height made her somehow masculine, but she was undeniably feminine. Her full, soft lips were supple and pouting, without the need of elaborate cosmetics. She wore only a touch of makeup, yet her bright, healthy skin glowed. She wore her dirty-blonde hair up, and the strands that fell across her pretty face and touched her neck or the skin of her high shoulders glowed with lustrous vitality and was soft and fragrant. Her skin was the perfect shade of California Beach Bunny Tan, a striking contrast to Cindy’s own midwestern pale flesh. 

Katrina had a tattoo of a serpent, rising from her cleavage and winding around her collarbone and up her neck to stare at her delicate jawline. No one could look at that tattoo without secretly wondering how far down beneath her clothes it went. A tattoo like that would normally keep anyone from working at Cindy’s firm, but Katrina’s status as a U.S

army veteran gave her priority hiring. She had piercing grey eyes that didn’t waver or soften when they stared into you. Katrina was probably the same age as Cindy, but her fit, tight frame and her high, perky breasts gave her the look of a much younger woman. 

Cindy however had softened with time. Her lush curves still drew stares from men when she went out, and her husband said she was perfect, but she knew better.  She had long brown hair and big dark eyes. She looked like a housewife, and in her heart, that’s what she was, even though she worked nearly as many hours as her husband. 

Katrina had just started with the company, but she already seemed so confident and in control. She seemed to direct everyone around her with her piercing, unreadable look and her soft but commanding tone. Cindy realized she was staring again and focused back at her own work. Katrina was standing in the break-room, waiting for her coffee to brew. She wore a

completely respectable white blouse and black, pencil skirt, just like Cindy was wearing, but Kat’s tight, balanced frame and full, perky chest made her look more like the stripper version of an office worker, as if any moment the music would kick in and the clothes would come flying off. 

Cindy’s eyes drifted over the woman, watching the way she moved. 

Katrina turned in her direction and Cindy quickly darted her gaze away. She sneaked a peak back up and the woman’s stunning grey eyes were focused elsewhere. Cindy breathed a sigh of relief. Was she really being this creepy? 

She was probably the only person in the office who still hadn’t actually talked to the woman. She gathered her courage, rose up from her chair, left her cubicle and began to stroll into the breakroom. 

Katrina was mixing creamer into her coffee, the muscles of her arm working, her firm, rounded ass impossible not to notice as she leaned slightly forward against the counter. She straightened up and turned back, sipping her coffee and looking at Cindy. 

“Hi,” Cindy said, finally steadying her inexplicably shaking nerves enough to speak to the striking blonde. “I’m Cindy. It’s Katrina, right?” 

Katrina looked at her. Her eyes moved over her body like a guy’s would; as if appraising her every curve. “Call me Kat,” she said. 

Cindy laughed for no reason. “It’s nice to meet you, Kat,” she said. 

Katrina just stood there, looking at her with an air of confidence and soft power. “So, what do you do for fun do in this town?” 

“I don’t know,” Cindy said. “I’m home with my husband every night.” 

“A beautiful woman like you?” Katrina sighed dismissively. “You well-behaved midwestern girls and your boring husbands.” 

The woman was shockingly rude, but Cindy still couldn’t break herself away from the magnetic draw of her presence. She stood for a moment, then said, “I like your tattoo.” 

“You want to see the rest of it?” Katrina asked, her grey eyes focusing back on her once more. 

Cindy swallowed, then laughed nervously. “I guess I better get back to work. I just wanted to say hi.” 

Katrina finally smiled. “I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable, Doll. Forgive my sense of humor, okay.” She held out her hand. “Let’s start over. It’s nice to meet you, Cindy. Please call me Kat.” 

Cindy reached out and took the woman’s hand. Katrina’s grip was both surprisingly firm and tantalizingly soft as they shook hands gently. As their hands separated, Katrina’s fingertips traced along Cindy’s palm. Cindy felt a tingling rush at the covert touch. Her palm radiated heat as she lowered it back to her side. “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Cindy said. 

“The pleasure,” Kat said in a soft, provocative voice. “Is all mine.” 

Cindy’s heart was pounding. This woman was hitting on her. She was used to getting hit on. She was not perfect, but she was cute and curving and seemed approachable, so guys were constantly coming up to her and trying to make conversation filled with sexual innuendo. She would never hesitate to mention she was married and send them on their way. So why was this woman’s attention so thrilling? 

“I really do need to get back to work,” Cindy said. 

“Me too,” Kat said. “We’ll talk again soon though, okay?” 

Cindy felt a strange giddy rush. “Okay,” she said. 

That night at home, Cindy mentioned to her husband, “I met the new girl at work today. She’s a very interesting woman.” 

He just nodded, “That’s nice dear.” He was barely listening, absorbed in tinkering with one of his model airplanes. 

“I don’t know,” she said. “There’s just something about her. She’s very striking and flirty. I think she’s a lesbian.” 

Donald stopped what he was doing and looked up suddenly interested. “The new girl?” He set down his project, stood up and started making them both drinks. “What did you say her name was again?” 

Cindy almost laughed. She could see the sudden shift in her husband as he became intensely interested in the conversation. What was it with guys and their obsession with lesbians? She knew it was a thing, but she had imagined that her husband, after all these years, was immune to that sort of fantasy. But she could see his whole demeanor change. She clearly had his undivided attention now. “Kat,” Cindy said. “She goes by Kat.” 

Donald came back with her drink, sat down and took one of her feet in his lap. He slipped off her shoe and began gently kneading her arches. 

Cindy shivered as her body began to relax. “And you said she’s flirty? Who does she flirt with?” 

“Well… Me actually,” Cindy said. His hand worked her delicate feet. She looked at her toes, nails painted a pretty shade of luscious red. 

Donald’s hands grew more aggressive, his fingers alive with energy as they continued driving the tension away. “Oh?” he asked, trying to sound casual but failing. “What’s that like?” 

She had thought she knew every detail of her husband. After six years of marriage, she had grown to appreciate his soft, predictable nature. 

But he was clearly getting aroused at the slightest hint of her with another woman. He didn’t seem the slightest bit jealous. 

“She’s very aggressive, actually,” Cindy said. “But not in an annoying way. Just confident. It’s funny. I mean, if I was a lesbian, I think I would probably go for a girl like her. I think she would be my type.” 

Donald’s hands were moving up her calf. He was trying to sound conversational, but his voice was breathy and breaking slightly as he said. 

“Oh yeah? What’s she like?” 

“Tall and blonde,” Cindy said. She wasn’t sure if it was the memory of Kat, or her husband’s touch moving up her leg that was turning her on, but she was beginning to feel that warm tingle in her panties. “She’s got the perfect figure. Her chest is smaller than mine but, you know, perfect.” 

Donald’s hands caressed her knee. “You’re perfect,” he said. 

Donald was nothing if not sweet, and he seemed to always say the right thing. Before Donald, the men Cindy had been with had been aggressive and had always taken control. She missed that sometimes, but she didn’t miss their abrasiveness or insensitivity. Cindy was a naturally shy woman, but Donald was a nervous and insecure man. She had learned to take a certain amount of control to make things happen in their relationship and, even though it still didn’t come naturally, she had adapted to her role. 

She had learned to be bold when she was with him, in a way she had never been able to be with another man. 

Cindy now pressed her perfectly painted toes to Donald’s belly and began to trace them up the center of his torso, her legs parting as she did, revealing her white, lace panties. 

Donald’s stared between her legs. His hands resting lightly on her thigh as she set the heel of her foot on his shoulder. She leaned back, elongating her body and moaning in a way she hoped was enticing. 

He swallowed. “Would you like to make love tonight?” he asked. 

She smiled and closed her eyes. She hooked her heel behind his neck and gently guided him forward, tenderly pulling his face towards her crotch. He reached up and peeled off her panties as she settled back and relaxed. He kissed around her thigh, teasing her pink slit with his tongue and his hot breath. She shuddered with hunger as her pussy began to flood. 

He began to kiss her pussy-lips and she imagined Kat in his place. 

He drove his tongue inside her and she ran her hands through his hair, imagining the silky softness of Kat’s blonde locks. She moaned as Donald explored her pussy with his eager, wet tongue. 

He brought a fingertip to her clit and gently teased her, his tongue working deeper and deeper inside. She pictured Kat’s toned, frame and flawless skin; her penetrating eyes and commanding presence. She rocked against her husband’s face, beginning to purr with pleasure. 

“I love you,” he said, his voice muffled slightly by her tingling, wet pussy. He was slurping up her juices as they flooded into his mouth. “I love that your so turned on.” 

She remembered Kat’s thrilling touch, electrifying her hand. She felt the sensation of Donald stroking her swollen clit. She ran her heel down his back. He was a small man, naturally thin, and it was hard to imagine his back as the muscular, tapered back of the women who filled her imagination, but she tried. She caressed his back with her feet, feeling his tongue driving inside her. 

She imagined Kat’s tits pressing against her own. She imagined squeezing the woman’s firm ass. She imagined kissing her. She imagined rolling the woman onto her back, kissing her way down her flawless body and giving another woman’s wet pussy a tentative taste. 

Cindy writhed against her husband’s face. “Oh yes,” she moaned. 

“That’s so good. Little harder with your tongue, little softer with your finger.” 

He made the required adjustments and she breathed in deeply as a tiny tremble began to shake in her core. 

“Yes,” she purred. “That’s it baby. That’s it. Just like that.” 

His face moved against her, his tongue driving inside her as he slurped up her juices. 

“That’s my man. That’s my good man.” 

Donald was in full puppy-dog mode now, salivating as he lapped at her pussy with eager abandon. She arched her back more, grinding her pussy against his face. His finger worked faster at her clit, sending little jolts of pleasure coursing through her with every flick. She had been with many men before she met her husband, but none of them ate pussy as eagerly or hungrily as he did. 

One of his hands slid up her body and gripped one of her tits, squeezing it outside her clothes as he licked her pussy and fingered her clit. 

She had one hand on her other breast, squeezing it as her free hand pet her husband’s soft hair; his head moving side to side as he made wet slurping noises between her legs. 

The shaking in her core began to expand outward. Her legs began to shake. She held Donald’s head close, exerting a little pressure on the back of his head, her thighs twitching as they pressed against the side of his face, her back arching as her pussy pushed against his mouth. She cried out, imagining kissing Kat’s lush lips, their tongues writhing into each other’s mouths, as her body exploded with orgasm. 

Donald sat up and pulled off her skirt as she still radiated with the passing waves of bliss. She unbuttoned her blouse and threw it aside, then stripped out of her bra, letting her big breasts spill free. Donald pulled off his clothes and moved on top of her. 

“I love you baby,” she said. She kissed him as his bony little body pressed against her soft form. She was still glowing from her orgasm and ready to endure what came next. Oral sex with Donald was paradise, but intercourse was terrible. He was small and inept and largely clueless about

what to do with his dick. It had always seemed like a worthwhile trade off to her. Now she wondered if her willingness to trade great sex for good pussy-eating had been because she was secretly a lesbian all along. 

She squeezed her husband’s body. Perhaps there was even something feminine about this man, that had made her choose him in the first place. She looked at his face, looking for hints of femininity. Donald was oblivious as he prepared to push inside her. She knew how it would feel, him wiggling his little dick in her pussy and she just couldn’t endure it tonight. She rolled him off her and onto his back. She leaned over his body, her body pressed to his side, her tits pressing against him as she kissed his neck, taking his erection into her hand. 

“I want to be inside you,” he moaned. 

“Shhh,” she purred into his ear, beginning to stroke his hardon. “I want to do something else tonight.” 

“Okay,” he whimpered, his dick throbbing in her hand. She felt him surrender to her, giving up being inside her for the feel of her silky palm against his throbbing little dick. 

She liked how easily he surrendered to her, but sometimes she missed being with guys who just took what they wanted. The guys she had dated before her husband would not have been placated with a hand job. 

They would have rolled her over roughly and pushed her thighs apart, pressing into her with their big, throbbing pricks. She shuddered, remembering the feeling of having a cock like that inside her, rolling through her soft insides with hot, throbbing contours, hard and pulsating with power. 

“Close your eyes,” she whispered. “Close your eyes and tell me what you see.” 

He closed his eyes. “I see you,” he said. “Naked.” 

She kissed his ear. “Mmmmm. Am I alone?” 

He hesitated then finally admitted. “There’s another woman there.” 

“What are we doing to each other?” Cindy asked, her hand squeezing as it moved up and down Donald’s thin prick. 

“You’re kissing each other,” he moaned, his body beginning to writhe beneath her stroking fist as she resumed kissing and licking his neck. 

“Mmmmm,” she moaned. 

“And your touching each other. Your hands are on her ass and her hands are on your tits.” 

“Dirty boy,” she purred, pushing her tongue into his ear. She savored the feeling of his slim frame yielding to her, twitching beneath her soft, curved body. 

“Oh shit,” he groaned. His hips were moving, and his legs were shaking. She tightened her grip and stroked him faster. His toes were curling, and he was breathing frantically. He gripped the blanket in tight fists as orgasm began to wash over him. 

“That’s my man,” she purred. “That’s my big man.” 

He groaned as his balls tightened and he began to spurt hot wads of jizz up into the air. The cream shot up and arched down like a fountain erupting, shooting onto his lap and her hand. Streaks of warm jizz fell against her pumping arm as she watched it splatter against his tummy. She laughed happily as she watched him whimper and shake as he came. When he was finished, panting and staring at the ceiling, she wiped her cum splattered hand on his thigh and rolled onto her back beside him. She wiggled close, staring up at the ceiling as well. 

“I love you,” he groaned. 

“I know. I love you too, Sweetie,” she said. 

There was a long pause as they both relaxed in the comfortable, satisfied silence. “You know,” he said, finally, his voice shaking with fearful nerves. “If you ever wanted to experiment with a woman, I’d be okay with that?” 

She felt a little quiver at the thought of being able to share herself with a new lover, especially a beautiful and seductive woman. She loved the idea that she wouldn’t need to feel guilty, or sneak around, but she wasn’t sure it was a good idea. She had been faithful for their entire marriage. 

Even though she could feel her pussy tingling with intensity at the very thought of Kat’s long, luscious frame, she said, “Don’t you think that would be the same as having an affair?” 

“I wouldn’t think of it like that,” Donald said. “Just a new experience is all.” 

Cindy laughed now, trying to sound light, but her body burned with freshly awakened urges. Her husband was just being a horny boy. He couldn’t think about it clearly. “You just want to watch,” she teased. 

“I… I mean. Sure. I’d like to.” He spoke as if he’d just been caught masturbating, his voice deliciously guilty. “But you know. It’s not about that. I want you to have everything. I wouldn’t have to watch.” 

She laughed again. She knew better. She leaned in and kissed his cheek. Looking at his face again, there really was something strikingly feminine about him. “We’ll see,” she said. “Now go get cleaned up before your stuff gets on the sheets and makes them gross.” 

“Yes, Dear,” he said and hurried off to the shower. 

Roleplaying Him into Her

Kat had a confident, aggressive gaze as she floated across the room. 

Cindy couldn’t help but stare at the beautiful blonde. Her lean, muscular limbs made her appear as if she could physically abuse most guys in the office, but her silky, sensual movements gave the tall, statuesque woman an unmistakable femininity. Every bone in Cindy’s body ached to step up and make contact once more, but as Kat’s cool gaze turned her direction, Cindy dropped her eyes and pretended to be busy at work. Cindy kept her face lowered until Kat had passed, then she peeked back up to take in the curves of her tight, fit frame once more. 

Cindy’s husband had said she could experiment, but guys always wanted things they didn’t think were going to happen. She was afraid that if she did let herself give in to the beautiful blonde’s aggressive flirtation, that her husband’s attitude would change. Then what would that leave her with? 

Her husband was lacking in many areas, but she loved him. He was a kind and sensitive companion. She didn’t want to risk everything they had built for what was perhaps just a curiosity. 

But it felt like more than curiosity. Every time the long legged, lean bodied blonde strolled through the office, Cindy felt her heart quickening and her nerves coming alive. She looked at the perfect curve of the woman’s calves as she balanced on her heels, making the long-legged blonde even taller and more commanding. She watched her till she disappeared from sight then she sighed and tried to push her out of her mind. What was this childish fascination? 

Cindy tried to focus on her work, but she couldn’t. 

She knew that gorgeous blonde would come floating through the room once more, and this time, she felt, she would be completely unable to resist her. Instead she grabbed her purse, logged herself out of her workstation and stood up. She was going to use a flex day. She couldn’t sit in this office another minute. 

As she was rushing home, she had a strange, insane, but incredibly arousing idea. Perhaps she knew a way she could get this little obsession out of her system without cheating on her husband. She stopped at a

costume shop and a second-hand store, then she rushed home and surprised her husband. 

Donald had been off work for a while and was tidying up the kitchen. He smiled when she walked inside. 

“You’re home early,” he said. 

She looked him up and down. He wasn’t as tall as Kat, and he didn’t have her toned arms or confident stance, but she had begun to realize there was definitely something feminine about him. “I missed you,” she said. 

He caught the hint in her tone and grew visibly excited. “Yeah?” he said. 

She nodded, tossing her purse onto the counter. “Kat was flirting with me at work again,” she said. 

His voice grew a little higher with undisguisable excitement. 

“Yeah?” 

“Yeah. It got me thinking. You want to play a game with me?” 

“Yes,” Donald blurted out. “Anything.” 

“Stop fidgeting,” Cindy said. “You’ll mess it up.” 

“It’s hard to hold still,” Donald complained as the makeup brush hovered near his eye. 

“I know,” she said, unable to keep the annoyance out of her voice. 

“I do it every day. Please, man up, okay?” 

A moment after she spoke, she realized what she had said and began to laugh. Her husband was doing this for her. Here he was, wearing a slinky red dress, skin tight black tights covering his legs, padded pink bra and matching panties, his face covered in makeup; all so she could play out her fantasy of being with a woman. “I’m sorry, Sweetheart,” she said. 

“Thank you for doing this.” 

He nodded. He was beet red, and clearly having second thoughts. 

She sat back and looked over her work. He looked striking with his feminine attributes accented, his face and delicate hands and narrow build made him almost naturally girly. With only an hour of prep, he hadn’t

exactly become a knock-out girl, but he appeared unquestioningly female. 

He looked more like a plain woman than a feminine man. She knew she could do more, spend more time perfecting his look, and she wanted to, but her husband was growing impatient. 

Really, she could do this all night though. She loved doing him up. 

The thrill of it had begun to eclipse her original fantasy. Picking his makeup and clothes. She felt like a little girl again, playing with her very own life-sized doll. 

But her time was running out to make her perfect little plaything. 

She thought about what to do to make this plain woman sexier and decided to do what plain women had been doing for eons: compensating with sluttiness. 

Cindy leaned in. “Just a few more minutes, Sweetie.” She added another layer of makeup, glossing up his lips, darkening his eyes, enhancing his lashes. When she leaned back she took the crowning accessory out of her bag. 

At the costume shop, she had picked up a cheap, platinum blonde wig. It wasn’t the same shade as Kat’s dirty blonde locks, but it would have to do. She set it on her husband’s head and giggled when she saw the finishing touch. The platinum blonde wig finished off the trashy makeup perfectly, making him appear like a desperate and needy bimbo. 

Donald was squirming, uncomfortably, always insecure and especially vulnerable now, she tried to stop laughing. It took a moment, but finally she took a deep breath and smiled. She caressed his soft, reddened cheek. “Adorable,” she said. 

Cindy took her husband by the hand and led him to the mirror. 

He gasped when he saw himself, and she thought she saw an excited little shiver pass over him. Then he fixated on his narrow, slutty face and said, “My eyebrows… are they going to grow back to normal?” 

Eventually, she thought, but didn’t bother to say aloud. She took his chin in her hand and turned his face to hers. “Shut up and kiss me, pretty girl,” she purred. 

She felt a little tingle as the slim body of her husband pressed against her. He seemed like another person, his skimpy red dress soft and

smooth to the touch, the small mounds of his padded bra pushing against her own lush tits. The blonde strands of his wig tickled her shoulder and the sides of her face as their lips made contact. She purred as she pushed her tongue into his mouth, squeezing his small ass. She let her fingers ride up the small of his back, feeling his narrow torso. 

He moaned, something feminine about his voice, even though he made no effort to alter it. 

She kissed the side of his face then flicked his earlobe with her tongue. “You’re such a sexy girl,” she purred. 

She could feel his hardon through the barrier of both their dresses and both their panties, his erection pressing against the heat of her own inflamed sex. She moved back, slithering out of his grasp. He looked at her, his eyes full of need and his slutty, makeup covered face begging to be fucked. 

Cindy reached under her skirt and peeled her panties down. She kicked them aside. She wiggled her hips as she worked her black pencil skirt up, pulling it up past her hips, revealing her hot little pussy. Donald stared at the wet, pink opening between her thighs as if mesmerized by it. 

She took her hands behind her back and braced herself against the bathroom counter, sliding up. Sitting on the edge of the counter, skirt pulled up, heels dangling loosely from her slender feet, she spread her legs. 

“Come here, Sweetie,” she purred. “Come show me what a good lesbian you can be.” 

He dropped to his knees and burred his head between her shapely thighs. With his face pressed against her pussy, she could almost imagine him as Kat now, artificial blonde hair tickling her lap. Although she instinctively knew the woman’s touch would be at once firmer, and more gentle. 

Donald began to tease her with his active little tongue, but she was way past needing foreplay. She took hold of the back of his head and pulled his face into her, working her hips. She moaned as his mouth pressed against her pussy. His tongue darted inside her. She was wetter than she’d ever been, flooding his mouth as her mind spun with thoughts of her sexy blonde coworker. 

“That’s it,” Cindy moaned. “That’s my girl.” 

Donald worked with enthusiasm, driving his tongue deep inside her. She continued to rock against his face. His hands clutched her thighs as he knelt on the floor in his sexy red dress, pink underwear and tights.  She took hold of one of his hands and pulled it off her leg. She reshaped his hand so that two fingers were pointing forward from a clutched fist, then pushed the hand down. 

He understood the quiet request and brought his two fingers to the opening of her hot, wet, cunt. He raised his mouth to her clit, sucking her between his lipstick covered lips as he drove two fingers inside her. She shivered as his fingers curled inside her and his tongue stroked her pulsating clit. She pictured Kat’s long fingers and her plump, sensuous lips. 

She pictured her long, agile frame, and her firm, curving ass. 

“Yes,” Cindy whimpered. “That’s my girl. That’s my good, good girl.” She worked her hips, grinding her clit into his mouth as his fingers worked in and out of her. Donald pinched her clit between his soft, pretty lips, flicking it with his tongue as she gyrated against his face. The synthetic strands of trashy blonde hair tickled the pale flesh of her thigh and contrasted the dark cloth of her skirt. 

Suddenly the feeling overtook her. She thrashed backwards, palms pressing against the mirror behind her as her body exploded in orgasm.  Her legs jerked in, smashing against Donald’s face as her body convulsed with an intensity she’d never felt from oral sex before. “Fuck,” she cried out. 

“That’s my girl. Oh yes.” 

Her body convulsed, and her thighs locked down hard, her pussy grinding in her husband’s slutty, makeup covered face. “Good girl!” she cried. “Good girl!” 

Donald kept his pretty mouth diligently locked on her sex, fingering her rhythmically as she spasmed with intensity. When the pulsations of her orgasm passed she relaxed and looked down at her man. 

He looked up at her. His face was red, and he was gasping for air. 

His excess makeup was slightly run and streaked. She realized now just how hard she had been grinding him with her pussy as she came. She slipped off the counter and dropped to her knees with Donald. She kissed his forehead and the bridge of his nose. 

“Sorry baby,” she said. “I got carried away.” 

“It’s okay,” he said breathlessly. “I liked it.” 

Cindy kissed his pussy-wet, lipstick covered mouth. “Thank you,” 

she purred. “You were a great lesbian lover for me. Now it’s your turn. 

What do you want? What does my pretty girl want?” 

Donald swallowed, then spoke, his voice lowering as if he was whispering a dirty, shameful secret. “A blowjob,” he whispered. 

Cindy pushed him back, guiding him onto his back on the bathroom floor. She hiked up his dress and pulled down his tights. With the tights pulled down, revealing his hairy thighs, the illusion was shattered. 

“Sweetie,” she purred. “If you want me to do this, we have to do one more thing.” 

“Anything,” he said, his little erection poking out the top of his little pink panties. 

“We have to shave your legs.” 

He hesitated a moment, before he answered in a shaky voice. 

“Okay,” he said. 

She stripped off his tights and helped him to his feet. She set him on the toilet and covered his legs with thick white cream. His dick was still hard as she took a bag of razors and began ruining them one by one, tracing them down his surprisingly shapely legs one after another. Once he was smooth and hairless, she traced her fingers along his freshly shorn flesh. 

She felt most guys would agree, once they were smooth and silky, Donald had sexier legs then she did. He giggled as she traced her fingers along them, his supple flesh suddenly ticklish. 

He nodded at his cock, which was still torturously erect. “Is it time yet?” he asked. “Are you ready to… blow me?” 

She smiled teasingly up at him, filling her palm with more shaving cream. “One more little finishing touch, Darling,” she said. She cupped his small balls and smeared the cool foam onto them. She laughed as his dick jumped and twitched at the sensation. She leaned in, smiling teasingly as she touched her lips to his swollen pink tip. She took hold of his shaft and

pulled it out of the way, then began carefully shaving his tender little testicles. 

“Don’t move,” she teased. “One little flinch and you really will be a girl.” 

His cock continued to throb in her hand as she shaved his balls. She wiped the residue of shaving cream off with a warm, wet towel, then stared at her man. His soft, feminine legs stretched up to what she had always thought of as an adorable set of little balls and small, cute erection. She gently stroked it, kissing it gently. 

“Yes,” he moaned. “Oh yes.” 

She kissed her way down to his balls and rubbed her face against them, loving the smooth feeling of them against her skin. 

“Oh please,” he begged. “Oh please,” he said. “I’ve waited so long. 

No more teasing. Please.” 

Pre-cum was dribbling from his tip and running down his shaft as she kissed his balls one by one. “Are you ready?” she purred. “Are you ready for me to suck your clit, pretty girl?” 

“Yes,” he whimpered. “Yes please. I need it.” 

She teased his asshole with her fingertip. “What about that tight little pussy. What does it need?” 

He bit down on his own breath, squeaking nervously but not saying anything as her fingertip traced the opening of his tight little asshole. She applied a little more pressure. He tensed, but didn’t ask her to stop, so she pushed her finger inside him. He whimpered, and his sphincter tightened around her finger, but he didn’t fight or squirm, and she pushed deeper. She drove her finger as deep inside him as it would reach, and then began to slowly ease it back out. 

“Such a tight little pussy you have, pretty girl,” she purred, loving the tortured, confused look on his slutty, feminine face. 

She leaned forward and, with her finger moving back and forth in his asshole, she finally took his throbbing erection into her mouth. She slurped wetly, her soft lips sliding up and down his slim pole as her finger drove back and forth in his tight hole. She sucked up and down his cock

several times, then she took his meat and squeezed it between her finger and thumb, stroking him with the same rhythm that she finger-fucked him. 

She slid her lips from off his pole and just looked at him. 

Donald didn’t seem to notice that her lips had been replaced with her spit-wet fingers. His eyes were squeezed shut and he whimpered in the high pitch his voice always adopted in the throes of excitement. Such a feminine shrill tone he made, Cindy noted, realizing more and more just what a feminine man she had married. 

“Good girl,” she purred. She bowed her head and pressed the surface of her lips against his smooth little balls. She slipped a second finger into his tender rectum. Two fingers of one hand slid up and down his narrow prick, as two fingers from the other moved back and forth in his tight, virgin asshole. “That’s my good, sweet little girl.” 

“Don’t stop,” he whimpered. “Oh yes. Please don’t stop.” 

She could feel the tiny muscles in his asshole beginning to flutter with jerking spasms as his little cock swelled even harder. His balls began to tighten, moving across the surface of her soft wet lips as she purred against them, “Promise to always be mine. No matter what. Forever.” 

She didn’t care if it was healthy anymore. She didn’t care if it was good for her marriage or good for her husband or good for the world, she wanted to make love to Katrina. She wanted to feel Kat’s powerful, possessive grip and her soft, pale flesh. 

“I promise,” Donald whimpered. “Always yours. Always. Forever.” 

She knew it wasn’t a fair promise, exerted from him in the seconds before orgasm, but she had every intention of holding him to it. She would give herself to Kat, whatever that meant and wherever that led. If it didn’t match her husband’s fantasy, if he changed his mind or got his heart broken, he had only himself to blame. She lapped at his smooth little balls with her wet tongue, fingers plunging back and forth in his rectum, squeezing his hardon as she stroked him frantically. 

He inhaled deeply as his balls pulled up tightly against the base of his pole. His sphincter tightened down on her fingers, a deep steady throbbing erupting from deep inside his colon as his dick began to twitch

between her finger and thumb. “Yes,” he cried out. “I love you. I love you. 

No matter what.” He began to fire hot streams of jizz up into the air. 

She watched the thick jets shoot up and splatter down on her hand, raining onto Donald’s soft, smooth skin and splattering the hem of his pretty, new dress. He bit his lipstick-red lower lip, his eyes closed, his body twitching in ecstatic release as he came all over himself. 

Cindy gave his balls another tender little kiss, then stood up, leaving him slumped on the toilet as she washed her hands. She looked in the mirror. He looked confused and a little ashamed, like a drunk cheerleader who just gave herself to the football team. Cindy picked his panties up off the floor and eased them back on. She pulled them up his slender legs and thigs. 

“Next time we do this,” she said, tucking his limp little penis into his panties. “We are going to do a better job on your body hair, maybe even wax your whole body.” 

He looked at her, breathless from orgasm. “Are we going to do this again?” 

She liked the strange look in his eyes, as if nothing was up to him anymore, as if he had given up having any say once and for all. She supposed he had always been like that on some level. She gave him her indulgent, Mother-Knows-Best smile. “We’ll see,” she purred, patting his little, freshly shaven balls through the delicate lace of his brand-new panties. “We’ll see.” 

First Forbidden Taste

Kat watched the lusciously curved brunette walk into the bar. She had been surprised that Cindy had finally given up her nervous hovering and actually approached her. She had been even more surprised when Cindy had eagerly agreed to having “Drinks after work.” 

Cindy was shy in a soft, thrilling way. She had the kind of quiet, reserved nature that always gave Kat a little thrill. In her experience, once that kind of shy girl was finally unleashed, she would always be the most vividly sensual. And Cindy was undoubtedly a striking, sensual creature. 

She was soft and deliciously curved, which was Kat’s type. Kat, loved fitness and spent many hours a week training her body, but she was not drawn to other fitness girls for lovers. She had also long since grown bored of the slinky model types. On the rare occasions she craved a man, suddenly feeling the heat of desire for a hard, pulsating cock, it was weight-lifters and athletes she was drawn to, but in her women, she loved the soft, natural curves of doting suburban housewives and busy soccer-moms. 

She gave Cindy a nod when their eyes met, and the curving brunette seemed to bounce with excitement, stepping quickly as she turned towards the table. Cindy’s pencil skirt and white blouse stretched around the fullness of her breasts and hips as she sat down across from her. 

“Hi,” Cindy said in her quiet, pattering voice. 

Kat took a moment to drink her in, then purred back. “Hello there, Doll. I’m glad you made it.” 

“I said I’d be here,” Cindy said with a smile. 

“I thought you might chicken out and run home to your safe little husband.” 

Cindy was about to reply but the waiter arrived with the two mixed drinks Kat had already ordered for them: Two cocktails; hers a light taste of alcohol and Cindy’s a strongly mixed double served with a paper umbrella and a long, twisting straw. Kat took the drinks and shoed the waiter away. 

Cindy took a long drink and smiled across the table at Kat. 

“Honestly, I almost did chicken out.” 

Kat made small talk as they finished their drinks, then ordered two more. She could sense the lovely brunette relaxing as she began to get buzzed. It was time to stir things back up. “Would you like to dance?” she asked. 

Cindy glanced around the room. There was a small dance-floor in a clearing of tables near an unoccupied stage. The only music came from a jukebox in the corner. But Kat knew it was the people who were making Cindy hesitate. The place was full of straight couples enjoying drinks, or businessmen blowing off steam after a long day’s work. This was not the kind of place women danced with each other. 

“Fuck them,” Kat said. She extended her hand and Cindy reluctantly took it. The woman’s soft, compliant touch felt intoxicating. 

“You think anyone tells me who I can dance with? If I think someone is beautiful, I dance with them.” 

Cindy smiled, giggled and stood up. “Okay,” she said. 

The two women in matching office-wear walked hand in hand to the juke-box. Kat picked out a slow song and led her lovely date to the dance floor. As the music began, Kat pulled the shy, gorgeous brunette close to her, pressing the woman’s lush curves against her own fit frame. 

The two women began to sway together to the music. 

Kat could feel Cindy begin to shake slightly as people noticed them, and she braced her with a hand on the small of the back. “It’s okay,” 

she whispered. “You’re with me. No one can touch you, Doll.” 

Of course, Kat knew, most of the people looking at them work looking at them with desire or envy. Cindy’s lush curves and Kat’s toned perfection were a feast for the eyes of straight men, or even remotely curious women. 

She pressed her cheek to Cindy’s and whispered into her ear, 

“You’re so sexy. That’s all anyone can see. Your sexy, beautiful body, swaying so gracefully it makes my heart ache.” 

Cindy’s breathing was increasing, and her hands moved across Kat’s side, one hand sliding behind her slender back. Cindy’s lips parted slightly, a hint of her wet mouth glistening on the pouty pink flesh. Kat couldn’t resist. One hand lowered to the woman’s soft ass, cupping it lightly

as she leaned in and kissed those beautiful parted lips.  Cindy seemed to melt into her, surrendering to the kiss, opening her mouth more as Kat’s tongue pressed inside.  Kat caressed her back and squeezed her ass as she tasted the gentle mint of her ripe little mouth. 

When the kiss had ended, Cindy was so ready she could barely stand. Kat smiled wickedly at her. “My place is right next door,” she said. 

Cindy bit her lower lip, as if fighting back the urge to beg to be taken there. Kat didn’t make the woman beg. She guided her to the table, one hand on the small of the back. She dropped a few bills next to the latest round of half-finished drinks and led the woman back to her apartment. 

Once into the apartment Kat asked, “You still want to see the rest of that tattoo?” 

Cindy swallowed hard and nodded. “Yes,” she managed to say. 

Kat pushed the woman into a chair. She walked over to her music player and started a sultry song, then she slowly began to strip. 

Kat knew how to strip. After she got out of the army she spent over a year stripping, slithering against a pole or bumping against sleazy men’s laps in dimly lit bars, making a small fortune by letting greasy men grope her and having a blast by taking home a different coworker every night. But after a while she wanted something else. A different type of job and a different type of woman. 

Kat eyed Cindy now, channeling that inner stripper as she teased her skirt up, showing a little flash of her panties then letting it fall. She unbuttoned her blouse, then wiggled it down her toned shoulders. She turned away from her audience, glancing back over her shoulder. She arched her body and slipped her blouse slowly down her limber, tapered back, then let the blouse fall to the floor. She stared into Cindy’s soft brown eyes, her own eyes smoldering at Cindy as she unhooked her bra. She let her bra fall then turned, cupping her breasts, hiding her hard, pink nipples in the palm of her hands. 

The tattoo snake had only the tip of its tail hidden now, just dipping beneath Kat’s skirt. It slithered up her chiseled abs and coiled around her narrow waist, reaching back up the center of her torso, nuzzling between

her firm, flawless breasts and circling around the back of her neck to reach up, opened jawed, fangs barred toward her face. 

Kat strolled up to where Cindy was sitting with long, elegant steps. 

“Be an angel and unzip me,” she said, more of a command than a request. 

Cindy didn’t hesitate to obey. She took the little silver zipper at the back of Kat’s skirt between her finger and her thumb and began slowly easing it down. Skirt unzipped, Kat began wo wiggle her hips, letting it slowly slip down her waist. Cindy helped, taking hold of the hem of Kat’s skirt and pulling it down, revealing the final length of the serpent tattoo’s tail, dipping just barely underneath Kat’s pink, lace panties. Cindy just stared. 

“Panties too, Doll,” Kat purred. 

Cindy’s fingers were trembling as she took hold of Kat’s panties and began to peel them down her long, toned legs.  Cindy sat back and just gazed at Kat’s well-conditioned body as Kat kicked her panties aside and stood there wearing nothing but heels and tattoos; her pussy hairless and silky-smooth. 

Cindy was breathless as she said, “You are so perfect.” 

“No,” Kat said. “I’m just fit. You’re so perfect. So perfectly fucking beautiful.” She leaned into the chair, her lips almost touching Cindy’s, her toned, naked frame pressing against the fully dressed woman. Cindy opened her mouth and Kat kissed her again. 

Kat crawled onto the chair, straddling the woman as they kissed with passion. Cindy’s hands began exploring Kat’s taught flesh as their tongues wrestled and writhed into each other’s open mouths. Kat savored the tender yet passionate touch of Cindy’s eager hands, and she writhed her body, arching and caressing, grinding and slithering as she continued to hungrily kiss the beautiful brunette. 

Kat leaned back slightly, gazing into Cindy’s face as she brought her fingertips to the buttons of Cindy’s blouse. Cindy was breathless, wiggling beneath her, tongue flicking across her own lush red lips as if savoring the heat of Kat’s recent kiss. 

Kat unbuttoned the brunette’s blouse and let it fall open.  Cindy bit her lower lip now, shaking slightly, adorable with nerves. Kat smiled at her, her eyes full of wicked desire as she pulled down Cindy’s bra, releasing her big, natural breasts. 

Cindy shuddered beneath her. “I used to be fit. I’ve been meaning to start…” 

“Shhh,” Kat purred, cupping the woman’s luscious mounds in each of her hands. “Don’t you ever change a thing. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to the hard, pink nipple of Cindy’s right breast, squeezing the lush softness of her with her own soft fingers. 

Cindy dropped her head back and moaned, her body shaking with forbidden desire. 

Kat kissed one beautiful breast, then the other. “Have you ever had your pussy eaten by a woman before?” she asked. 

Kat thought she saw hesitation in Cindy’s face, as if some other girl really had been here before, but whatever it was, the shy wife wasn’t ready to confess. “No,” was Cindy’s breathless answer. 

Kat slid down the woman’s body, kissing her pale flesh until she was on her knees between Cindy’s smooth, shapely thighs. She unzipped Cindy’s skirt, and watched Cindy shimmy as she pulled it over her lush hips. Kat pulled off Cindy’s skirt, and then her panties with torturous, teasing slowness. She could see the woman glistening with wet need, her little, freshly trimmed cunt looking adorable and delicious. Kat reached up with delicate fingertips, barely touching the woman’s silky pink pussy-lips. 

“My,” Kat purred. “What a beautifully manicured pussy. Someone knew she was getting laid tonight.” 

“Please,” Cindy purred. “Please don’t tease me.” 

Kat shivered with anticipation, but she loved to tease. “Beg me,” 

she said. “Beg me to taste your hot little cunt.” 

“Please,” Cindy begged. “Please taste it.” 

Kat continued to gently caress around the woman’s quivering flesh with her fingertips. “That’s not what I said. Beg me to taste your hot little cunt. I want to see my sweet little doll say something filthy.” 

“Please,” Cindy begged, her voice growing higher as the need grew more intense. “Please taste my hot little cunt. That’s what I came here for. 

That’s why I got all dressed up and trimmed my pussy hair. I want you to taste my hot little cunt.” 

Kat purred with pleasure and finally pressed her lips to the woman’s warm cunt. She breathed in the intoxicating scent of Cindy’s flooding pussy. Kat extended her tongue and dipped it into Cindy’s opening, tasting the hot, tangy flavor of her beautiful cunt. 

“Yes,” Cindy whimpered with a shudder. “Oh, fuck yes.” 

Kat began to drive her tongue into the woman, swirling it inside her, tasting her from every angle as she began to writhe with pleasure.  Kat licked and sucked and kissed Cindy’s pussy as Cindy whimpered and moaned shuddered with pleasure. 

Kat listened to the music of Cindy’s whimpers and moans as she played with her tight, married cunt using fingertips and lips and tongue. She savored the sound of growing ecstasy in the beautiful, inexperienced woman, as her own pussy grew hotter and hotter, burning with ever increasing need. 

Finally, unable to hold back any longer, Kat rose up from between the woman’s legs and took her by the hand. “Come to the bedroom,” she said. “I want to fuck you.” 

“How are you going to do that?” Cindy asked with adorable innocence. 

When Kat didn’t answer, Cindy merely followed her quietly, stripping off the last shreds of her clothes on the way. They went into the bedroom and Kat guided Cindy onto the bed, laying her down on her back with a kiss. Kat lay down beside her, running her fingertips across her supple, pale flesh, kissing her ear, neck and lips, as Kat’s hand reached between her own legs and teased her already dripping wet cunt. 

“I’m going to fuck you so good,” Kat purred into the woman’s ear as her own fingertips teased her own dripping cunt. “I’m going to fuck you so good you are going to forget all about gross, boring boys.” 

Kat finally turned and opened the drawer of her nightstand. She pulled out a double-sided dildo. It was semi-transparent purple in color, but

other than that brilliant shade, the cocks it represented were incredibly realistic.  Between them and connecting their vein crossed bases was a small adjustable joint, allowing the two dildos to swivel and adjust for the perfect angle. Kat gave one end of it a teasing kiss. “I wasn’t sure what you were used to, so I figured we’d start off small,” she said. 

Cindy shuddered and laughed. “Small? That thing is way bigger than my husband.” 

“Poor guy,” Kat said, rolling over and pressing her body against the woman’s luscious frame. “I don’t think they make them any smaller than this.” She began kissing Cindy again as she reached between their bodies. 

She moaned into Cindy’s mouth as she pressed the tip of her toy against her own wet opening. She felt the bulges and contours filling her up as she writhed on top of her new lover, tits pressing together, mouths locked. 

Finally, taking the length of her side of the toy deep into her womb, she took a deep, steadying breath and began to push the other end to Cindy’s slick pussy. She could feel Cindy’s tight pussy resisting the dildo’s girth, causing the toy to shift inside her own cunt. Kat whimpered and pushed her hips forward, driving her artificial cock inside the tight brunette wife. Cindy moaned beneath her, a lush curved form, arching as she surrendered to Kat’s probing toy. 

“Yes,” Cindy purred. “Oh yes.” 

Kat took one of the woman’s beautiful tits in her hand. She moved the weight of her body down on her end of the dildo, causing it to raise on the other end, grinding deep inside the moaning brunette. Kat shuddered as she worked her hips, fucking herself and fucking Cindy, squeezing the woman’s beautiful tits. Cindy stared up at her, moving her hips as well, both of them writhing on either end of the same beautifully crafted toy. 

They both began to rock and wiggle faster, panting and moaning as the tool worked in strange angles, contours sliding through both their dripping pink pussies. Kat began slamming her hips back and forth, causing the tool to plunge deep inside both of them as Cindy worked her body in tight little circles, swirling the twin cock-heads through both of their tender cunts. 

They whimpered in rhythmic unity, their tits glistening with sweat and jiggling with effort and with the movement of heavy breathing.  Cindy

moaned and closed her eyes, lost in some dreamy world of sensation. 

“Open your eyes,” Kat commanded. “Look at me.” 

Cindy obeyed, gazing up at the beautiful blonde. 

“It’s me fucking you right now,” Kat purred. “Me.” 

Cindy reached up and touched Kat’s face, looking into her grey eyes.  “You’re perfect,” she whimpered. 

“And you’re mine,” Kat moaned, slamming the toy deep inside them both with a shuddering jerk as pleasure that shot up her supple spine. 

“You’re mine.” 

“I see you,” Cindy whimpered, her voice breaking. “I see you. I’m yours.” 

Kat dropped her face, arching her back as she brought her lips to Cindy’s. Her toned back rocked and swayed as she continued writhing against the dildo, kissing her new lover. They held and kissed each other as they both began to glow and tremble with orgasm. 

Kat could feel the delicious, blissful release in the body beneath her, Cindy’s voice purring in her ear as her own body tingled with thrilling shudders of electricity. “Yes,” Kat moaned. “Yes, Doll, yes.” 

“Yes,” Cindy whimpered. “Oh yes Kat. Yes. Yes. Yes.” 

They came in simultaneous ecstasy, their bodies writhing in unity on either end of a double-sided, purple dildo. 

Cindy continued to meet with Kat every day after work for drinks. 

After the third day they gave up the pretense of drinks and met directly at Kat’s apartment where they wasted no time finding their way to the bedroom. 

It was the end of the week, they were laying in Kat’s bed, resting in the afterglow of their mutual climax when Kat said, “Stay here tonight. 

Hell, stay here all weekend.” 

“I can’t,” Cindy said. “I have to get home to my husband.” 

Kat scoffed. “Men are assholes. They are boring and gross. They’re also easy to find. You can have a man any time you want. Why would you want to live with one?” 

“Donald’s special,” Cindy said. “He’s not like most men.” 

“I’m sure your husband is very nice,” Kat breathed. “But men are stupid little boys. I guarantee not even this one deserves a fantastic woman like you. I’m sure he means well. I’m sure he’s the best guy in the world, but he’s still a man. Can he touch you like this?” 

Cindy shuddered as Kat’s fingertips brushed across the flesh of her inner thigh. 

“Can he kiss you like this?” Kat purred, then pressed her lush lips to Cindy’s. Their supple lips smashed together as Kat plunged her tongue into Cindy’s mouth. Cindy melted against her, Kat’s own lean frame solid and unwavering, her strong arms holding Cindy close, her firm breasts melding with the woman’s luxuriously soft mounds as they smashed against each other. Kat pressed her fingers into the whimpering brunette and brought her to a second orgasm, then rolled onto her back with a wicked smile. 

“Can he?” Kat asked. 

“Not even close,” Cindy admitted. “But he would if he could. He’d do anything for me.” 

“Men only care about themselves,” Kat said. 

“Donald’s different. He’s special,” Cindy argued. “You know what he did for me? When I told him I might be attracted to women, I said it would turn me on to dress him up as one, and he agreed. He dressed as a girl for me. That’s how much he loves me.” 

Kat laughed. “You really do have that little bitch wrapped around your finger, don’t you, Doll? Well, good work. I’m proud of you.” 

“No,” Cindy said. “It’s not like that. He’s sweet.” 

Kat purred as she pressed her body closer, her soft, tan skin smooth and silky against Cindy’s pale flesh. Purring, Kat whispered, “He’s sweet because he has to be. He’s sweet because he knows he doesn’t deserve you. 

He’s so desperate to keep you, he’s willing to do anything for you. But he has nothing you want. You don’t need a compromise. You have a real woman now.” 

“It’s not like that,” Cindy said. “I really love him.” 

“And what happens when your beloved little man finds out about us?” 

“He knows,” Cindy said. “He’s okay with it. He likes it.” 

Kat turned away and sighed as if she’d just gotten to the fine-print in an otherwise perfect contract. “And what does he want out of it?” 

“What do you mean?” Cindy asked. 

“What does your filthy little man want out of this relationship between you and me?” 

“He wants to watch,” Cindy purred, turning towards Kat and walking her fingertips up her thigh. 

“Typical,” Kat said. “Of course, the filthy little pervert wants to watch.” 

Cindy began sliding down the bed. When she lowered to the foot of the bed, and her face was even with Kat’s hips, she kissed Kat’s chiseled abs with delicate, reverent affection. Cindy rolled Kat onto her back and began to lick her way down Kat’s pelvis to her hot, bare pussy. 

“I want it too,” Cindy purred between strokes of her tongue, then settled down to delicately and affectionately kissing Kat’s pussy-lips. “I want him to be part of this. I want to share this with him.” 

Kat trembled as she felt Cindy’s tongue gently teasing its way around her cunt. Cindy was already trying to work her with sex like a clever housewife. Kat didn’t care. Cindy was the housewife of her dreams, and she couldn’t wait to steal her away from her man once and for all. 

She looked at the beautiful dark-haired woman’s flawless, porcelain skin, punctuated with hints of reddish vitality. She loved the soft, shy way the girl moved. Her husband would not be able to handle the pleasure Kat could give her, she knew. Letting him watch would only speed up the inevitable. Cindy would only be hers that much faster. Plus, there was something appealing about the story Cindy had shared, her hubby so desperate and needy he would dress up in drag for her. If nothing else, it would be good for a laugh. 

Kat moaned as Cindy began to lick rhythmically inside her. 

“He can watch,” Kat moaned. “As long as he dresses up again, and I don’t have to touch him or see his filthy little dick.” Kat shuddered, the ecstasy of Cindy’s inexperienced tongue touching her sensitive flesh. “If he sits quietly in the corner, like a pretty and polite little girl, then yes, your husband can watch.” 

Cindy continued to thank her, lapping up her flowing juices with an eager pink tongue. 

Teased and Locked

Donald felt self-consciously silky, his skin smooth and supple beneath the slinky red dress his wife had put him in. The feeling of silk and lace underwear teased his flesh enticingly, sending strange shivers of confusing sensation racing through his body. His wife had waxed every inch of his skin and rubbed him with oils and lotions until his flesh was meticulously moisturized and vividly alive. He couldn’t believe he was doing this again, dressing up again, and that he was going to let another woman see him like this. His little red dress was flirty and short, his legs smooth and hairless, his small feet buckled into sexy, tapering heels. He wore his blonde, bimbo wig and full, elaborate makeup. 

It was humiliating, but also strangely and disturbingly alluring. 

Perhaps it was just the thought of what was coming next. His wife and another woman, performing for him. He tingled and shook with anticipation. He noticed his wife staring at him with a lovely, crooked smile and he swallowed hard and spoke softly. “I feel ridiculous,” he said. 

“You look beautiful,” Cindy purred. She touched his arm, caressing it reassuringly. 

Donald tingled all over. That shouldn’t feel like a compliment, but it did. 

“You’re beautiful,” he said. She smiled. For the past week or more, she had been more confident and more radiant. She moved with enthusiasm and she glowed with excitement. Tonight, she was wearing a floral dress that allowed for her curves, but cinched down enticingly at her waist, exaggerating her hourglass shape while maintaining a modest, innocent look. Her makeup was minimal but gorgeous and her dark hair was lustrous and shimmering. She smelled of lavender. 

She leaned closer and took his hand. “I like dressing up with you,” 

she said. “I feel closer. I wish I would have given you this makeover a long time ago.” 

He opened his mouth, about to remind her why he was doing this, but he stopped. He had been going to say that he was only doing this to make her girlfriend more comfortable, but he had a flash of sensation. The memory of Cindy’s hands, caressing his skin head to toe as she readied him, 

grooming him and primping him and lavishing him with attention flashed through his mind and made his dick stir once more. When was the last time she’d ever shown that kind of interest in his body? 

“I feel closer to you too,” he said. “But…” 

Suddenly there was a knock at the door. 

His heart beat hard and swelled with anticipation. He started to rise, but Cindy stopped him with a gentle hand on his arm. 

“Wait here,” Cindy said. “We don’t want to rush her. We need to be respectful.” 

There was something alluring about the reverent tone his wife used when she spoke of her beautiful new lover. She spoke of the woman like she was a magical creature, like she had a powerful force within her that was previously unknown in the world. 

Donald nodded and sat back down. He felt like he was going to explode from the excitement of what was about to happen, but he slowed his breathing and tried to calm his twitching nerves. He heard the door open and Cindy’s light, tinkling voice murmuring excitedly.  Another voice responded, soft and deeply sensual, with an air of commanding confidence. 

Donald felt butterflies in his tummy as he turned to the hallway, waiting for the two women to emerge. 

He had already formed a vision of Kat in his mind, using clues his wife had given. Long and blonde; statuesque; Model-like; all swirled in his mind to create a platinum-headed movie-star with flirty eyes and a ditzy smile. But the woman who stepped into the room looked nothing like that. 

Kat moved with a graceful commanding air. She was tall and had amazingly long, silken legs. But she didn’t have the bubbly demeanor of a starlet. Her long, straight blonde hair was almost brown, and instead of teased out in some elaborate fashion, it was simply tied back, with loose strands cascading across her undeniably beautiful face. She wore simple makeup and her face had a disapproving look as she gazed at him with her cold grey eyes. 

She was undeniably gorgeous, but she looked more like an athlete then the model his wife had described. She looked like one of those girls who taught CrossFit and kickboxed. Donald felt a little shiver when he

realized that this woman was probably stronger and more physically powerful than him. She probably had more in common with the bullies who picked on him in school than she did with him and his sweet, beautiful wife. 

Kat filled the room with her sensual presence, making Donald feel a little dizzy with the magnetism of her feminine poise and a firm, but lushly curved body. She wore tight black slacks and a black athletic top that seemed form fitted to her lean, tapered frame. Donald felt torn between intimidation and desire as he stood up. He would be terrified enough speaking to a woman who looked like this, but doing it dressed like he was…

His mouth was dry, and he felt claustrophobic in his panties, bra and slinky red dress. He tried to steady his trembling hands as he listened to his wife’s introductions. He unconsciously dipped his head, bowing slightly as he said, “It’s nice to finally meet you, Kat.” 

“Call me Katrina,” she said curtly then turned back to his wife, utterly dismissing him. “You look beautiful tonight, Doll,” she said. 

Cindy gushed and flashed the woman a glowing smile. 

“Sorry,” Donald said. “I thought you went by Kat.” 

Her eyes turned severe again as they moved back over him. “My friends call me Kat. You call me Katrina.” 

Donald was stunned silent. 

“Be nice,” Cindy purred gently, rubbing the soft skin of the woman’s supple, chiseled arm. 

“I said I’d allow him to watch,” Katrina said. “I never said I’d be nice.” 

Cindy laughed as if it were all a joke and pressed closer to the gorgeous blonde. “You’re so bad,” she teased. “Donald let himself get all dressed up for you, Baby. Doesn’t he look nice? Doesn’t he look like a sweet, pretty girl?” 

Katrina looked him over once more, as if it was the first time she’d noticed his feminized appearance. “He might fool some drunk guys at a bar. 

Maybe after he gets his little show, we should take him to some sleazy dive and arrange a show of our own.” 

Cindy laughed as if it was all one deliciously humorous game, but Katrina’s eyes were unwavering and serious. Donald couldn’t help but imagine those hard, grey eyes watching him as he got forced by some drunken bully in the back of some filthy bar. He swallowed, then let out a weak little laugh, as if he too thought she was joking. Katrina just stood, a deep gaze and a severe look, as if she could read every pathetic thought in his pathetic head. 

Cindy purred, her eyes batting at the sexy blonde. “I made some dinner.” 

“It can wait,” Katrina said, cupping Cindy’s soft, curving ass and pulling the delicious brunette close to her. “Kiss me, Doll. I’m starving for you.” 

Cindy seemed to swoon like a girl in an old-fashioned movie, rising on her toes as her body slid against Katrina’s frame. They kissed passionately, Cindy’s face turned up and the tall blonde’s face turned down. 

Katrina’s and Cindy’s lips locked in passionate intensity, as their hands tugged at each other’s clothes. Katrina peeled Cindy’s dress down, exposing her soft, pale flesh. The tall blonde undid Cindy’s bra with a flick and it fell to the floor, releasing Cindy’s luscious melons. 

Cindy’s tongue writhed against Katrina’s as her hands worked at the bottom of her fitted t-shirt. Cindy pulled the top up, exposing Katrina’s flesh as she peeled it over her tits. The woman wore no bra, her proud, perky tits standing tall; soft and as flawlessly tan as the rest of her, her pink nipples hard as little pencil erasers. 

Cindy smashed her body against the tall, statuesque blonde, kissing her flesh and licking her tattoos. She kissed her tits then licked her way up the center of the woman’s chest to her long, elegant neck. Cindy’s tits pressed against Katrina’s lean torso, until they were mouth to mouth, tits pressing together. They began to kiss again like hungry young lovers, mouth open, tongues passionately passing back and forth between pairs of luscious red lips. 

Donald shuddered, watching the beautiful woman he loved, pressed against the impossible beauty of this new, radiant stranger. He forgot all about her harsh demeaner and rude behavior as her lean sculpted arms pulled around the soft curves of his wife, and her perky tits wrestled against

Cindy’s magnificent boobs in luscious motions of soft, writhing flesh. Their gorgeous bodies rubbed against each other as their curious hands began to press and squeeze and caress. Their tongues lapped wetly into each other’s mouths, their bodies glowing with passionate intensity. 

Donald’s erection pushed at his panties and made a little tent in the folds of his dress. 

“Gross,” Katrina said, suddenly stopping her kiss to stare at Donald’s lap. “He isn’t wearing it yet.” She made a step back, pulling her t-shirt down, covering her ripe tits with sheer black cloth. 

Donald felt himself wilt slightly under the woman’s cold stare. His legs shook, and his gaze shifted to the floor, his face turning beet red. 

Cindy purred at her lover. “I thought you might change your mind….” 

“No,” Katrina stated. “Absolutely not. Put it on him now. I’ll wait in the bedroom.” 

Donald put his hands over his lap, feeling like a naughty boy in class again, trying to hide his erection behind a science book. As Katrina turned on her heels and strolled down the hallway to his bedroom, he realized with a strange mix of shocked betrayal and arousal that she had been in the house before. She had been in his bedroom before. 

“Sweetie,” Cindy said to him, her voice soft with apologetic concern. “There was one more thing you need to do.” 

He watched her walk up. Her dress was pulled down to her waist and her luscious tits jiggled enticingly with every step. Her nipples were hard; her pupils dilated with arousal; her skin lustrous with a sheen of glimmering sweat. She stopped at the table and got something out of her purse. She held it cupped in both hands as she stepped closer to him, and he tried to see through the gaps in her fingers but could only make out the hint of chromed steel. 

When she was finally next to him, her body smelling of her familiar perfume, mixed with the foreign scent of the new, imposing blonde, she held out her hands. She was holding a small, stainless steel men’s chastity device. He had seen them before, on pictures on the internet. He knew what it was. It was a small, fitted cage, used to lock up the penis so it couldn’t get

hard, giving complete control over to whoever had the key. He had thought they were strange and had always wondered what would ever possess a man to wear such a thing. 

“What’s that?” he asked, trying to sound innocent and dumb. 

“Kat wants you to wear it,” she said. “On your little buddy... so he won’t bother us.” 

Donald swallowed, swimming in a sense of growing panic. None of this was going like he fantasized it would. So why was his Little Buddy getting rock-hard again? He could feel his erection pushing against the soft fabric of his dress, poking out the lace waistband of his pretty, pink panties. 

As his wife stepped closer to him, he caught a glimpse of them both out of a nearby mirror. Her curvaceous and radiant, him small and slim, with too much makeup and bimbo-blonde curls. He was fascinated by his own reflection. The tiny hint of curves made by the cut of the dress and the impression of the padded bra. He had the frame of a teenage girl, or a slender Asian. He thought, with absurd, misplaced pride, that he could fool a lot more than drunk guys. Looking like this, he imagined he could fool a lot of people. 

Why was his cock so hard? 

Cindy reached under his dress with both hands, one empty and one holding the little metal cock-cage. “Sweetie,” she said. “You need to get soft. I can’t put this on you when you’re like this.” 

“I can’t help it,” he whimpered. He was as hard as he’d ever been. 

His thin erection throbbed and pulsated with heat, his balls tight against the silky fabric of his panties. 

Cindy sighed and looked back towards the bedroom as if afraid of getting caught. Then she pulled her hands from under his dress. She slipped the chastity device into a pocket in her dress as she raised her other hand to her face. She gave her palm a long, wet lick, smearing it with saliva from her long pink tongue. She resumed looking over her shoulder as she reached back under his dress. She pressed against him, wrapping her hand around his shaft, wet palm pressed against his throbbing heat. She kept looking back over her shoulder, watching the hallway that led to Katrina as she began to slide her hand up and down his shaft. 

“Oh yes,” Donald moaned. 

“Shhhh,” Cindy hushed, as if this wasn’t his house and she wasn’t his wife and they both needed the permission of a stranger to touch each other. But the feeling of Cindy’s wet flesh pressing against his aching meat felt too good for him to argue. He bit his lip and swallowed his moan, savoring the sensation of her lush tits pressing against him, rocking back and forth slightly as he watched his reflection, watching the platinum blonde curls of his wig, tease the freshly perfumed flesh of his small, fragile looking arm. 

“Be a good boy,” Cindy whispered. “Be a good boy and cum quickly for me.” Her hand jerked up and down under his dress, increasing pressure and speed, her head still turned away from him, watching the hallway. 

Donald’s toes began to curl at the sensation of his wife’s single-minded, businesslike touch. He could hear her bracelet jingling under his dress, her soft hand against his shaft, the tight lace of his panties against his balls, the fabric of his dress laying softly against his swollen, sensitive tip. 

He pictured Katrina’s gorgeous body; frame lean and long, hair soft and silky, eyes cold and hard. He pictured his beautiful wife kissing the woman delicate jawline, imagined his wife’s tongue tracing down the elegant line of her long, graceful neck. 

“Hurry up,” Cindy urged quietly. “She won’t let you in there like this.” 

Donald nodded, his breathing increasing, making the fake breasts created from his padded bra rise and fall. He felt unstable on his sexy heels, his smooth legs soft and glimmering in their nylon stockings, his wife not even looking at him as she jerked him with a quick, pumping motion. 

His skin felt more alive than it had in years. Every touch was velvet; his wife’s soft palm against his shaft; her soft flesh against his soft feminine clothes; the pillowy warmth of her breasts rubbing against him as her arm jerked impatiently. Her fingers tightened, squeezing him harder. 

She stared back at the hallway as if any minute she would be caught and scolded by a strict and scornful parent. “Hurry,” she hissed. Her fingers tightened till she was almost strangling his snake, the pulsating heat of his prick throbbing painfully as she yanked it harder. The pain and the

pleasure blended together, and his hips began to rock. He whimpered softly, rocking back on his heels. He imagined his wife’s dark, silky hair, brushing the statuesque blonde’s perfectly toned thighs and wisping across her sculpted abs. He imagined his wife’s beautiful face pressed against the woman’s soft, wet cunt. 

Cindy looked at him appraisingly, seeing him rocking back and forth as he grew closer and closer to orgasm. She used her free arm to grab one of his hands and jerk it up to her chest. She pressed his hand against the soft, warm flesh of her magnificent breast, then she looked back over her shoulder once more. 

Donald squeezed that amazing boob, the luxurious softness of it making him shudder. A small, suppressed whimper escaped his red, painted lips as his body began to pull closer and closer to orgasm. 

Cindy reached her free hand back down and held it over his tip. She continued jerking him fiercely, her bracelets jingling, her tits jiggling, her attention focused back towards her gorgeous new lover. Donald moaned as he began to cum, firing wads of jizz into his wife’s waiting hand. 

“That’s it,” she purred. “That’s a good boy. Get it out. Let it all out.” 

Donald shuddered and twitched as the last strings of his semen spurt up into his wife’s palm and splashed back on his own pulsating erection. The moment his balls were drained she pulled her hands out from under his dress, both glistening with semen. 

Donald sighed with a feeling of calm, as he watched Cindy’s hands glimmering in the light.  She took a corner of the table cloth wiped her hands like his orgasm was a filthy but unimportant mess. 

Donald closed his eyes, basking in the warm glow of his release. 

He was breathing in the feeling of relaxation that coursed through him when he felt the cold steel of the chastity device pressing against his sticky, limp flesh. There was an audible snap as the thing locked closed over his softened prick. The small sound echoed with a strange finality that made Donald suddenly tense once more. 

His wife however, finally seemed to relax. She looked away from the doorway and pressed her luscious lips to his powdered and rouged

cheek. She kissed his cheek with soft affection as she pulled his panties up over the bulge of the cock-cage. She then turned and took a step towards the hallway before she stopped. She smiled beautifully back at him and reached out for his hand. “Come on, pretty girl,” she said. “It’s time for your special show.” 

Donald took her hand walked unsteadily on his heels, his slinky dress hugging his frame, his dick soft and spent and locked in a chastity cage that was tucked into a pair of lacey, pink panties. 

Watching From the Corner Like a Good Sissy Gurl

When Donald stepped into the room he was stunned by the image of Katrina, naked and flawless on the bed. She lounged against the headboard, completely at ease, seeming to luxuriously dominate the room. 

She looked like she was carved of marble, her toned muscles moving beneath the smooth surface of her taught, supple skin. 

Cindy was already crawling onto the bed, kissing the graceful curving instep on the gorgeous blonde’s long, elegant foot. Cindy kissed up the shapely tan leg, to the smooth, toned thigh, shedding her own clothes as her kisses climbed up the beautiful blonde’s sun-brushed flesh. 

Donald took a seat in the corner. He was quiet, almost holding his breath, terrified the slightest disturbance would put a stop to the magical scene he was witnessing. 

His wife’s pale skin and soft curves were a striking contrast to the tan, toned blonde. The division seemed to accent and amplify both women’s different kinds of beauty, making them each look even more desirable, as their naked bodies brushed against each other. Cindy kissed her way up to one of Katrina’s perfect, perky breasts. She squeezed them both as she pressed her luscious lips to one hard pink nipple. She looked up at her lover with dark, doe-like eyes as she suckled her, pink tongue darting. 

Katrina purred and arched her back, showing off the elegant line of her tight, toned torso as she breathed in the pleasure of Cindy’s soft, feminine touch. Katrina moaned with pleasure and placed a hand on the top of Cindy’s head. Katrina stroked her fingers through Cindy’s soft, brown hair then began pushing down, gently commanding the other woman’s mouth to descend. 

Cindy complied without hesitation, kissing back down the woman’s taught flesh with eager hunger. Cindy was still cupping the woman’s breasts as she licked and sucked across the skin of the woman’s stomach. Katrina held her hand on the top of Cindy’s head, directing Donald’s wife with gentle but unmistakable control. 

Donald’s head spun. His dick throbbed but couldn’t get hard, locked in a steel cage that prevented his erection. He stared with awe at the beautiful sight. His wife, feather-soft and flowing, tenderly kissing Katrina’s chiseled abs. Katrina, stunning and severe, flawlessly sculpted and mercilessly beautiful arm flexing slightly as she guided Cindy’s mouth lower. 

Cindy was slobbering with hunger, burning with more lust then he imagined possible as she licked down the woman’s tattoo, tongue tracing the ink that ran down her pelvis, the serpents tail ending inches above the soft pink flesh of the woman’s tight, vibrant cunt. The tip of Cindy’s tongue traveled that distance, moving down and brushing over Katrina’s opening. 

Cindy’s tongue flicked down Katrina’s pussy lips, then slowly lapped back up. She worked her wet tongue between the lips, then began to lick inside her, moaning as if the woman’s cunt was incredibly delicious. 

Donald’s mouth watered, imagining the tang of sweet pussy. He imagined Katrina tasted clean and powerful. He had never tasted a woman that perfect, never even touched one. He ached to do so now, his entire system burning with hunger. 

Katrina’s hands cradled Cindy’s head as it nestled between her smooth, firm thighs. “That’s my girl,” Katrina moaned. “That’s MY girl.” 

She turned her beautiful, cold eyes on Donald as if to amplify the emphasis of her words. “MY girl.” 

Donald squirmed under her glare. 

Cindy didn’t seem to notice. She was lost in those soft folds of flesh, eagerly lapping at her lover’s luscious cunt. 

“Yes,” Katrina moaned. “Oh yes.” Her eyes stayed locked on Donald as she began to rock her hips, rubbing her pussy against Cindy’s open mouth and gripping her head possessively.  “That’s my girl. That’s my good girl.” 

Cindy slurped loudly as she pressed her tongue in and out of Katrina’s silky pussy and gulped down her flowing juices. His wife’s well-curved ass was turned up, her head bowed down as if in worship of the lean, blonde goddess.  Cindy’s lush body wiggled, her soft, pale flesh shinning in the light. 

Katrina began to rock her hips, hands buried in Cindy’s dark hair. 

“Yes,” she moaned, gently fucking his wife’s face as she stared into his eyes. “Oh yes. That’s my girl. That’s my good girl.” 

Cindy’s eager slurping and sucking noises made it clear that she loved being Katrina’s good girl. Her tongue lapped frantically at the woman’s pussy, her lush red lips mashing against the woman’s pink cunt. 

Katrina’s moans turned into whimpers and her eyes closed. Her face turned upwards, no longer interested in Donald as the pleasure of his wife eating her increased. Katrina’s body arched even more, her tits pointing up to the ceiling. Her lean sides worked as she whimpered with pleasure, breathing with a quick, deep panting. 

Cindy slurped and sucked as Katrina rocked her body, rubbing wet pussy into her beautiful face. 

Katrina began to shiver, her tight, toned muscles all lighting up as she trembled with orgasm. She moaned deep and hard as she twitched with ecstasy, then she relaxed with a deep and satisfied sigh. 

Cindy sat back on her heels and looked at her lover. She smiled with pride as she watched Katrina shiver with the aftershocks of climax. 

Katrina opened her eyes again and smiled wickedly at Cindy. “Now it’s your turn, Doll.” She pulled Cindy down to her and they began to kiss again. Their beautiful, contrasting bodies pressed together, tongues slithering against each other and against lush red lips. 

Donald ached watching them writhe on the bed. He wished with every fiber of his being that he could crawl up there and join them. His dick ached where it tried to get erect in the little locking device, but perhaps they were right for putting it on him. If he wasn’t wearing it, there was no way he could have kept his hands off his throbbing erection as he watched his wife, passionately pressed against the fittest, most flawless woman he’d ever seen. 

Katrina turned Cindy over so that she was on top, then it was her turn to slide down Cindy’s body, kissing her neck, her luscious tits, her soft pale torso. She kissed and licked his wife’s body until her face was nestled between Cindy’s thighs. 

Donald had an amazing view of Katrina’s immaculate ass. It waved hypnotically back and forth as the woman pressed her lips to Cindy’s cunt and began to slide her tongue inside. Cindy shuddered with pleasure, her hand reaching down to touch Katrina’s soft, dirty-blonde hair, her arms framing her own magnificent breasts. Cindy’s back arched and she moaned. 

Katrina licked and kissed Cindy’s delicious pussy, her sleek body wiggling below the lushly curved brunette. 

Donald had always felt he was good at eating pussy, but the orgasm Katrina gave his wife was humbling. He had never seen his wife radiate with such powerful sexual energy. He had never heard her whimper with such ecstasy or cry with such joy as her body writhed in orgasm beneath the athletic blonde’s skillful tongue. 

As Cindy shuddered with quakes of aftershock, Katrina moved back up her body, face slick with the fluid of her pussy. They kissed again, both still vibrant with sexual hunger. 

Finally, Katrina rose from Cindy’s eager, electrified body and she slid off the bed. She walked over to her oversized purse on the nightstand and pulled a toy from it. 

Donald felt his heart wilt when he saw the immense dong that Katrina planned to use on his sweet, tender wife. The massive black dildo was as big around as his forearm and terrifyingly long. It had realistic looking color, with shades from light brown to purple to deep, earthy black. 

Artificial bulges and veins protruded from the shaft and twisted their way to the fat purple tip. 

Katrina held the terrifying toy in one hand as she pulled a harness of buckles and leather out of the bag with the other. Katrina suddenly began approaching him, the monstrous tool in her hand. Donald watched her body, swaying with delicious, feminine grace as she glided closer. The terrifying, rubberized dildo bounced with each step. Her firm breasts swayed gently. 

He grey eyes bore into him. 

Finally, she stood in front of him, flawless tan body brushed with a light sheen of sweat, massive dong dangling inches from his face. He was self-conscious of his little red dress and the makeup and the wig. He was humiliated by the feeling of his dick trying to grow against the cold steel of

his chastity device. He felt suddenly terrified that maybe the dong wasn’t intended to be used on his wife. 

“Hold this,” Katrina said with a harsh, indifferent tone as she pushed the dildo into his belly. He nearly jumped when it touched him, but his hands automatically obeyed her command, taking the worming rubber serpent and clutching it in his grasp. It was slick and covered in lubricant. It was hard and heavy, but almost jelly-like in its substance. Donald realized he was shaking like a leaf as he pulled it against himself to keep from dropping it, its cool, slippery surface snaking across the skin of his neck. 

Katrina began to work the straps and buckles of the harness over her hips. She tightened them down one by one, cinching it down around the lovely curve of her amazing ass and over the slope of her generous hips. 

She held out her hand. “Give it,” she ordered. 

With a sense of relief, he handed over the intimidating toy. She took it and connected it to her harness. She released her grip and it hung in front of her like a huge, black erection, hanging just above her tight, pink cunt. 

She worked her hips side to side, swaying the big dong through the air with an audible whoosh. She then changed her gentle sway to a quick and violent motion. Her hips jerked, and the toy began singing through the air. 

Donald realized it was going to happen a second before it did, but he couldn’t move away fast enough to stop the big black dildo from slapping him across the face. It felt like he’d been punched in the cheek. 

His skin burned, and he felt the greasy lube mixing with his makeup. He gasped with humiliated surprise and looked up at Katrina with pitiful, wet eyes. 

She didn’t even look at him. She just turned and walked back towards the bed with cold, gently swaying indifference. 

Cindy hadn’t noticed anything. She was watching her lover now, growing more excited with each elegant step the statuesque blonde took. 

Katrina walked slow and graceful; black cock swaying in front of her like a menacing weapon. Cindy pressed fingertips to her glistening pussy and toyed with her opening, watching that beautiful woman with the perfect body, perfect tits, and monstrous black cock. 

Donald didn’t want that thing anywhere near his wife, but looking at his wife’s relaxed, excited face, he realized it wasn’t going to be the first

time. She had played with that enormous toy already, perhaps many times. 

“Do you want me to fuck you,” Katrina purred as she crawled onto the bed, dildo stabbing ahead of her. 

“Yes,” Cindy purred. “Oh, yes.” 

Katrina moved between Cindy’s legs, letting the massive toy rest on the soft, pale flesh of her tummy. “How bad do you want it?” she asked. 

“Please don’t tease me,” Cindy whimpered. “I want it bad. Oh fuck. 

I want it so fucking bad.” 

Katrina took the dong in her hand and lifted it off Cindy’s flesh. 

She held it a few inches above her soft, pale skin, then she opened her hand and let it fall back down with a dull thump. Cindy moaned and shuddered as if she couldn’t control her need. 

“Fuck,” Cindy whimpered. “I want it. You know I want it.” 

Katrina rolled her hips back and grabbed the massive shaft of the dong, pointing the bulging tip at Cindy’s dripping wet pussy. “Say you love it. Say you love my big, black cock.” 

“I love it,” Cindy purred. “I love it. I need it.” 

Katrina eased her weight forward, beginning to drive the thickness of her tool into the slim opening of Cindy’s tight, hot cunt. 

“Yes,” Cindy moaned. “Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Yes.” 

Donald watched with amazement and awe as the huge black dildo pushed deeper and deeper in his wife’s soft, pink pussy. She groaned like an animal, split open by its girth, pussy stretched wide. Katrina leaned over her, gazing into her eyes as she drove her strap-on toy deeper inside her than Donald ever imagined possible. 

Katrina purred, “How’s that feel, Doll?” 

“Oh baby,” Cindy whimpered. “Amazing. Oh, fuck, baby. It feels amazing.” 

Katrina began to rock her toned body above her, moving her toy deep inside the deliciously soft woman. 

“Fuck baby,” Cindy whimpered. “Oh, fuck baby.” 

“Who else fucks you like I do?” Katrina asked. 

“No one,” Cindy cried, blind from the grinding pleasure of the realistic cock plunging her depths. “No one has ever fucked me like you.” 

Cindy’s body was beginning to move with tiny tremors of ecstasy. 

Her eyes closed, and her head fell back. Her lips opened, and she moaned. 

“Who else can make you cum like I do?” 

“No one,” Cindy cried. “No one ever. No one but you, baby. No one but you.” She breathed in suddenly as the shaking of her body intensified. 

Katrina’s long, lean frame moved in graceful arcs as she pressed her toy back and forth. Grinding through Cindy’s opening with slow, tender strokes. 

Cindy’s legs were shaking. Her voice was high and tight as she hugged the blonde close to her, whimpering in ecstasy. 

“My love,” Katrina moaned. “How does that feel my love?” 

Cindy couldn’t answer. Her voice was a high, breaking whimper as the deep grinding power of Katrina’s dildo rocked inside her with orgasmic bliss. 

“Your close,” Katrina moaned. “I can feel your so close to cumming.” 

Donald thought Cindy was already there, writhing and crying with more pleasure than he ever imagined possible, but Katrina began working for more. She began moving faster, writhing her body against Cindy’s and pumping her toy with more force. 

Cindy’s voice became a high pulsing beat, counting out the strokes of Katrina’s artificial cock. Cindy’s eyes were closed, and her arms and legs clutched around her lover. Everything about her seemed to intensify as the raw sexual energy radiated, hot and wet throughout the room. The smell and the sound of pure, pleasure permeated everything. Cindy seemed to glow as her voice grew higher and higher until it finally released in a deafening squeal as ecstasy exploded inside her. 

Donald ached with frustrated need inside his cock-cage. He had never seen his wife orgasm like that. He had never seen her so wanton or raw. He wasn’t sure if he was heart-broken or grateful. He wasn’t sure if he

wanted his wife’s delicious lover to leave, or if he wanted to drop down and kiss her beautiful little feet. All he knew is he had to get this cage off. He had to cum. 

Katrina stopped fucking her but didn’t withdraw as they gazed into each other’s eyes and began to kiss tenderly. Finally, they both rolled to the side and lay beside each other, caressing each other’s smooth, sweat-damp flesh. 

Donald couldn’t wait any longer. He stood up and moved towards the bed. He stopped a few paces away and cleared his throat, but no one bothered to look at him. 

“I’m ready to take this thing off now,” Donald said, holding up his dress to show the cage, bulging under his panties. 

Katrina looked at him and laughed. “Not in here. No one wants to see that.” 

“No, I’m ready,” Donald said, fighting between his desperation to cum and his desperation not to upset anyone. “It kind of hurts, and I want to cum too.” 

Katrina’s cold eyes narrowed. “And who, exactly, said anything about you ever getting to cum?” 

Cindy gently caressed her lover’s arm. “Baby,” she said to her. 

“He’s been really good. He didn’t bother us at all.” 

Katrina turned her gaze on Cindy and her voice softened. “Just because he looks pretty, doesn’t mean he’s not still a filthy, disgusting boy.” 

Donald swallowed hard. Why did it make him tingle inside to hear Katrina call him pretty? 

“He’s trying so hard,” Cindy said. “I think we should encourage him.” 

Katrina sighed. She looked back and Donald and spoke with an air of bored benevolence. “You can go in the other room and take care of your filthy little needs if you promise not to come back till you’re dressed and presentable.” 

Donald swallowed down his anger. Was this woman actually giving him permission to masturbate in his own house? He glanced at his wife. She had an apologetic look in her eyes, but it was clear she wasn’t about to make any more arguments on his behalf. He looked back at Katrina. “Yeah. 

Sure.” 

Katrina smiled at his humiliation, ignoring his reluctance. “That’s a good princess. Maybe Cindy was right about you after all. How about a little curtsy?” 

Donald glanced back at his wife. Still no help. He looked down at the floor and pinched the hem at both sides of his dress, noticing how his nails were painted perfectly to match. He did an awkward little dip, bowing his head slightly. 

Katrina laughed. He turned beet red as he heard a little titter of laugher even from his wife. Katrina finally gave Cindy a nod. Cindy handed him the key and he scurried into the bathroom. 

He should have been so angry and humiliated that he didn’t need it anymore. He should have been so full of rage and indignation that any thought of sex had disappeared, but that wasn’t the case. The second the cage was off, his dick shot to rock hardness, aching with every throb. 

He shuddered with shame as he stood over the sink and squeezed his erection between his fingers. He began to stroke himself, quickly running his fingertips up and down his pulsating meat. It was even more humiliating that they both knew what he was in here doing, but he couldn’t stop himself. The frustration and the humiliation and the need all seemed to add to the throbbing pleasure in his dick as he jerked it. 

He noticed his reflection in the mirror. Makeup and girl’s clothes. 

His face painted pretty, platinum blonde wig shaking slutty strands across his deeply shaded eyes, dress pulled up, dick poking up out of his panties, hand working frantically. He rolled back on his heels, savoring the sensation and trying not to think about what was really happening. 

The image of his wife and Katrina kissing and petting and writhing together danced in his mind. The lace of the underwear tickled his skin in an increasingly sensual way as his body swayed and brushed against the sink, pink lace tight against his balls. He could hear the soft voices of the two women in the other room, talking in intimate tones, their

indistinguishable words interrupted with the warm hum of laughter. He whimpered through lipstick covered lips as his heart raced, his toes curled, and he began to cum. 

Donald clutched his dick and groaned as he sprayed his sperm all over the sink and wall. When the intensity of his massive orgasm passed, he looked up at the mirror once more, breathless and light-headed. He saw his reflection had been sprayed with cum. The pretty girl he saw in that reflection was also breathless and panting, as if she had just been fucked hard and had a man’s semen sprayed all over her pretty, makeup covered face. 

Donald stared at that ruined, feminized face. “What the hell is wrong with you?” he whispered. 

“Donna,” Katrina called from the bedroom. “Do make sure you clean up your mess.” 

He could hear his wife failing to hold back laughter. “You’re so mean,” she teased her beautiful new lover. 

“I’m just playing,” Katrina purred back. 

Donald could hear them kissing again as he gathered up some tissue and began to clean up his mess. 

Taken

Several weeks passed. Katrina came over almost every night, and every night he was dressed and his dick locked in a little cage while the woman he loved made love to the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. 

After the tantalizing and frustrating show would end, he would be dismissed and allowed to masturbate in the other room while the two women cuddled and shared intimate whispers. Many nights, Katrina would sleep over and Donald would have to sleep in the guest room. Cindy seemed completely oblivious to Katrina’s bitchy attitude towards him, and treated anything mean that the ruthless blonde did like it was a joke, a misunderstanding or evidence of his sweet but overly sensitive nature. 

Donald kept telling himself it was time to put a stop to this game, but the beautiful blonde using his wife thrilled and electrified him. There was something about her beyond her raw, physical beauty that seemed to bend him to her and make him ache with need. He hadn’t had sex since she entered their lives. He had only masturbated, but that masturbation had been more intense and electrifying then any real sex he’d ever had. He would rush into the bathroom as soon as he was handed the little, silver key and begin frantically working the lock. By the time he got his cage off, he would be so aroused and overwhelmed with frustrated desire that the slightest touch would send him spinning in ecstasy. 

He hoped that this strange fascination with this beautiful blonde woman would pass soon, for both him and his wife. He dreamed that maybe, after the game had run its course, him and Cindy could keep some of that magical excitement as they moved on with their lives without her. 

But part of him knew, when he saw the way Cindy looked at Katrina, that was never going to happen. This woman wasn’t going anywhere. 

Saturday morning, Donald woke up in the guest room to a note written with his wife’s hand. “Kat’s still here. Make sure you make yourself pretty before you get up. She doesn’t want to see you as a boy.” He tensed with both excitement and dread when he realized that this would be another weekend of kinky games, that he was barely allowed to participate in. He trembled with anticipation imagining another show as he slipped out of bed, his body sleek and hairless from his wife’s careful grooming. He looked at the loose summer dress his wife had laid out for him and his stomach

fluttered with confused excitement and aching dread. Just how much of himself was he willing to give up for this strange, titillating ride? 

It was just a game, he reminded himself as he got up and put on the soft, feminine dress. He’d play it just a little longer… just a few more times before he’d put a stop to it. He slipped on his wig and did his own makeup as best he could. He looked unquestioningly feminine in his makeup, but also whorish, his hands not capable of the kind of steady subtlety that his wife could give him. 

He came out of the guest bedroom and found the living room and kitchen empty. The door to the master bedroom was ajar and he walked up to it, pushing it open as he quietly peered into the room. 

Katrina was wearing a purple lace bra and matching panties, her tight curves like that of a lingerie model as she moved from the bed to the vanity beside the master bathroom door. He watched the way her perfect ass swayed as she walked gracefully across the room, her tan flesh taught and supple and glowing with life. His wife was nowhere to be seen. He studied the lean taper of Katrina’s back for a moment, the muscles working like a deadly mountain cat as she slithered across the room. 

He cleared his throat and she glanced back at him. She turned to face him, hands at her sides, completely unembarrassed of her flawless, toned and curved body. She did nothing to hide the disgust and hostility she felt for him as her eyes moved over him with disdain. 

He meant to ask where his wife was in a strong, confident voice, but it came out squeaky and weak, as he lingered outside the door to his own bedroom as if waiting for permission to enter. “Is Cindy around?” 

“She’s out shopping,” Katrina said, then she turned on her long, tapered heels and issued a short, curt command. “Come,” she said. 

Donald hesitated, then followed, watching her gorgeous ass sway as she disappeared into the master bathroom. As he followed her into the brightly lit room, he found her, tall and stunning, bending slightly forward against the bathroom sink, looking into the mirror as she touched up her subtle makeup. Donald stopped, trying not to stare at her amazing body leaning in the spot where he usually masturbated. He was quiet, barely breathing as he waited for her to speak. 

When she did speak, her voice sounded indifferent. “What do you hope to achieve by hanging around here?” 

He tried to sound strong, but his voice was still timid and trembling as he said, “This is my house.” 

She shot him a cold, warning glare, then returned to her study of her reflection, touching up her eye-liner. “Not just the house. I’m talking about the relationship. You have to realize no one wants you here anymore.” 

Donald swallowed. “Cindy. She loves me.” 

Katrina sighed and shook her head. “She feels something. Pity maybe. Or a sense of obligation. I wouldn’t call it love. It would be easier for her if you just left. You could save her the trouble of dumping you like the trash you are.” She continued applying makeup, as if she was making idle conversation instead of trying to crush Donald’s world. 

Donald ached in his heart, but he also knew it wasn’t true. Cindy loved him. Yes, this seductive creature had his wife intoxicated with her powerful, sensual allure. He completely understood the feeling. But deep down it was merely a wild, taboo thrill. Wasn’t it? 

His eyes traveled down the long line of Katrina’s lean curving frame. Could she possibly love him enough to risk anything as perfect as that? It was only a matter of time, he knew. If this woman wanted him gone, she would eventually win. 

He found the nerve to step closer and to raise his voice. “I think maybe you should leave. I think maybe this game has gone on long enough.” His voice sounded strong in his ear, but he caught sight of his reflection behind the sink, and it took all the force out of him. He was wearing a pretty pink dress, his blond wig in pigtails, his face slathered in makeup. 

He was staring at that reflection and didn’t notice as Katrina sprung into action. She grabbed him suddenly and moved to the side as she slammed him forward against the sink. The wind was knocked out of him as his balls smashed against the counters edge. His face slammed into the glass of the mirror as he was bent over the sink, Katrina twisting one of his arms behind him. 

Donald winced in shock and pain. His face stung, his arm felt like it would twist out of its socket, and his balls throbbed with concussive agony. 

“Settle down, Bitch,” she said. “This isn’t your house anymore. 

I’ve claimed it. Just like I’ve claimed your wife. Everything you thought was yours now belongs to me.” 

She exerted more pressure, twisting his arm even farther behind him, mashing him roughly forward, his tender balls aching against the tile corner. 

Donald was stunned by how fast she had moved and how easily she manhandled him, pressing him forward. She continued twisting his thin arm behind him as she used the leverage of her long, lean body to pin him, his face mashed against the mirror, makeup smearing against the glass. He whimpered, cheek against the cold glass, the corners of glossy red lips pressed against the reflection of glossy red lips. His left eye, thick with shadow, stared into his reflection’s eye. He groaned in protest, but it came out as a high, pleading whimper. “Please,” he said. 

“Please what?” she asked. 

He didn’t know. His whole body was trembling with the heat of her closeness, her flawless frame pushing up against him, causing his skin to radiate with anticipation. His arm felt like it was wrenching from the socket, his balls about to explode, his face raw and sore but something inside him ached for more. Drool was running from the corner of his mouth and his stomach tingled with butterflies. 

When he didn’t answer her question, she answered for him. “You want me to break you. You’re begging for it. You act up because you crave being put in your place.” 

He swallowed hard, pulling back some of the drool dribbling past his lips, but a line of it still ran down the glass. He wished he could say it was all bullshit. He wished he could tell her that he didn’t feel thrilled and alive, roughly pushed into his place right now. 

“I have no interest in keeping a man around,” she said. “And if I did want a man, it wouldn’t be your little scrap of manhood that I would crave. You are worthless, filthy trash. I think you know that, deep down, but It’s time someone really taught you to accept it.” 

“Please,” he whimpered again, still not sure what he was begging for. 

She jerked up the hem of his dress and grabbed his panties. She twisted and pulled them, twisting his fragile balls in the lace, strangling his sack. Finally, she tore his panties down enough to expose his tender, white ass. He whimpered, fogging the mirror with his high, breaking voice. 

Katrina opened a drawer and pulled out a massive black dildo. His eyes went wide, staring at its reflection as she held it in the air, floppy and twisted with artificial veins. 

“What,” he protested. “You’re not… You can’t….” He started to straighten up, but she twisted his arm more and smacked her knee into the back of his thigh, making him collapse forward, whimpering. 

Her long fingers were stretched around the base of her toy, squeezing the rubberized flesh of the huge floppy dong. She stared into his eyes in the mirror, taunting him with her beautiful face as she pursed her lips and spit a bubbly mouthful of saliva across the fat, bulging tip. He groaned as she pushed the fat, bulging tip against the tight, tender skin of his opening. He could feel the wet slickness of her saliva oozing down his crack. “MY house,” she hissed. “My rules. You take your punishment like a big girl, or I’ll tell your pretty little wife you tried to take advantage of me.” 

“What?” Donald whimpered. 

“I’ll figure out a nice, juicy story about how you came over here and tried to force yourself on me. Who do you think she’ll believe, Princess? Me, or desperate, pathetic, filthy little you?” 

Donald wanted to say she’d never believe her, but he honestly didn’t know. When his wife looked at this intoxicating blonde beauty, she seemed lost in a world of awe and ready to believe anything. He supposed he looked the same when he looked at the stunning and athletic woman. 

The story that he’d even try to overpower her seemed absurd to him now, her pinning him against the bathroom counter, helpless and weak… but he didn’t think it would sound absurd to anyone else; anyone who didn’t know how secretly weak and scared he really was. 

“You’ll be gentle?” he asked. 

Katrina smiled. “You only have two options, Princess. And gentle isn’t one of them. Take your punishment or get the fuck out of my house.” 

Donald trembled from head to foot. Every movement ached in his burning shoulder and his abused testicles. He closed his eyes with defeat and nodded his head, “Yes.” 

Katrina laughed. “Thought so, Princess. Might want to take a deep breath. This is going to hurt.” 

Donald whimpered as the thick, spit smeared tip began to pierce his tight little hole. 

Katrina held it there, a fraction of an inch inside him, pressure hard against his tender flesh. “It’s okay to cry. It won’t help, but it’s okay.” 

He looked over his shoulder at the gorgeous blonde behind him, his own wet eyes pleading. He saw her tanned, toned arm flex as she pressed her toy forward. Donald cried out as his ass filled with pain. There was a stabbing in his colon as the toy rammed inside him, his sphincter stretching around the massive fake cock. 

“Oh fuck,” he cried. 

Katrina laughed again, seeming to shiver with pure ecstasy. The soft flesh of her tantalizing body was pressing against his own smooth, feminized flesh. 

“I love that sound,” she purred. “Tell me how much it hurts, Sweetheart.” 

“It hurts,” he groaned. “Oh fuck. It hurts.” 

“Mmmmm,” she moaned as if his pain were delicious. She began easing the dildo back out, sliding it back through his rectum inch by slow, agonizing inch. 

A deep, hollow ache filled his bowels as the dildo was eased back, leaving a throbbing void inside him. His shoulder and wrist burned as she continued to twist them behind his back. His balls continued to pulsate with pain and his legs felt weak and rubbery. His face was cold against the mirror. 

The ridges of the artificial cock slid along his anus until just the bulbous tip was inside him. Then, Katrina flexed her arm and plunged the

toy into his depths once more. 

Donald howled again, and Katrina laughed with delight. “You sure you still want to hang around, Little Bitch? This can end right now if you just go pack your bags.” 

“Fuck you,” Donald grunted, his eyes wet with tears as the fat black dong began sliding backwards once more. 

She rammed the toy forward, then jerked it quickly back and plunged it forward again. Donald whimpered as the thick phallic began to hammer back and forth inside him. 

“Fuck me?” Katrina asked, grunting with effort as her sexy arm worked behind him. “You’re the only one getting fucked around here, Little Faggot.” Her gorgeous tits jiggled in the confines of her sexy purple bra as her body shook with the violent effort of violating his tender, virgin ass. 

The mirror against his face was smeared with makeup and drool as he whimpered and cried against it. The aching throb in his split-open rectum thundered through his core as the toy plunged back and forth. 

Katrina stared at his ruined face against the glass as she mercilessly pumped her thick, black rod in his asshole. 

Each thrust of her arm knocked him forward, smashing his balls against the countertop. The pain from his balls and his arm and his gapping, abused asshole all blended together, forming a powerful, shuddering ache inside him. He stared back at the beautiful woman behind him, his eyes pleading for mercy but saw only cold indifference in her gorgeous grey eyes. Her luscious tits continued to jiggle enticingly, her toned arm working like a jackhammer, muscles moving with tight efficiency beneath the taught surface of her flawless supple skin. 

Donald closed his eyes, trying to fight what was starting to happen in his body. In spite of all the pain and humiliation, his unruly dick was beginning to swell. He swallowed down hard, holding his breath, desperate to fight this degrading new development, but he couldn’t stop his erection from forming. He felt it worming across the countertop, poking beneath the twisted hem of his scrunched up dress. 

He had one hand twisted behind his back, and the other pressed against the sink for balance, his hardon was clearly visible in the mirror, 

slapping against the counter with every stab of the massive dildo in his rectum. He whimpered, no longer trying to fight the feminine break in his voice as the savage burning pain of his vanishing manhood began to change into a throbbing, pulsating sensation of need growing inside him. His prostate was tingling with vibration, the pain pounding inside him even as he trembled with a new, savage ecstasy. He felt like he was stuck in that torturous moment right before orgasm, when everything throbs and pulsates with intensity and your body craves only release, but instead of release he just got more tingling, tantalizing pain as the dildo plunged back and forth inside him. 

“You filthy little bitch,” Katrina said, looking at his humiliating erection and continuing to pound his abused little asshole. “You’re not supposed to like it, you dirty pervert.” 

Donald was whimpering with shame, trying to shield his throbbing erection with his hand. Suddenly Donald felt the tingling sensation of his arm being released. He sighed with a moment of release, before he felt her iron grip closing around his balls. She jerked him back, pulling him away from the mirror and the sink. She spun him roughly, using his ball sack like the reins of a horse, the fat dildo still buried in his trembling ass. She tripped him and sent him sprawling to his face on the floor. She came down on top of him. 

He felt pain all along the front of his body where he had smashed against the floor, and his bowels ached against the toy jammed up his ass, but he felt a blissful sense of relief as his balls were released and his arms stretched out above him. The silky flesh on the insides of her thighs pressed against the back of his own thighs as she pinned his legs down. She pressed one hand on him, palm flat against his lower back. She gripped the dildo once more. 

Donald felt the toy begin to slide back and forth inside him again. 

He looked back over his shoulder, seeing the beautiful blonde sitting on him, leaning forward in her sexy underwear as she worked her tool inside him with violent thrusts. He watched her beautiful, lean frame move, feeling the waves of agonized pleasure shooting through him. His dick was pressed against the cold tile floor, getting stroked between it and his soft flesh every time Katrina’s toy rocked him forward. 

He moaned. “Oh fuck.” 

“You like this even more than your wife does, don’t you little whore?” 

He bit his lip, trying not to show how much pleasure he was feeling as the beautiful blonde continued to violate his virgin asshole. He closed his eyes, trying to will the pleasure away, trying not to look at the tantalizing beauty towering over him. But when he closed his eyes he was left with only sensation; the sensation of stabbing pain and throbbing pleasure in his ass; the sensation of his dick sliding across the dirty bathroom floor; the sensation of the woman’s silky skin against his own smooth flesh; the sensation of his toes beginning to curl, his body beginning to tremble and his balls beginning to tighten. 

Suddenly Donald exploded in orgasm. His cock twitched and throbbed as his core exploded with trembling ecstasy. He began to shoot hot wads of semen into the soft fabric of the dress bunching beneath him. He whimpered and moaned as his body convulsed with vibrations that seemed to originate more from his bowels then from his twitching erection. 

“Yes,” he cried. “Oh yes.” 

Katrina pulled the dildo from his ass and collapsed forward, her curves pressing against his back. Her arms stretched along his outstretched arms and she dropped the dirty black dildo in front of him. He could feel her breath teasing the back of his neck as she brought her lips to his ear. 

“That was a surprise. Filthy little faggot.” 

Donald whimpered, flat on his tummy, cum staining his dress. 

“Please don’t tell Cindy about this.” 

Katrina didn’t say a word. She left him on the floor with the dildo and stood up, turning to the mirror to inspect her face once more. “I have to admit,” she finally said. “You are a persistent little thing. For most men this would be the last straw. But for you….” She looked him over as if reappraising him completely. “Well… I guess you were never much of a man to begin with, were you Princess?” 

Donald sobbed. How could he have allowed anything like this to happen? How would he ever look anyone in the eye again? 

Katrina crouched down beside his curled body, hugging her knees as she looked down at him. 

Donald continued crying. She touched the soft, feminine skin of his back, tracing her fingertips along his bony spine. 

“You are kind of adorable when you cry,” she said. “Perhaps there is some room for a worthless little piece of garbage like you in this relationship after all.” 

Donald slithered on the floor, turning to face her, touching one of her spiked heels as he groveled at her feet. “Please,” he said. “Please. I’ll do anything.” 

Katrina looked down at him, as if weighing every trembling, sobbing inch of his flesh. Her voice was full of a cold, but musical grace when she finally said, “There is only one thing you can do to stay. One, simple little thing; and for you, it will be the most simple, basic thing in the world. For you, it was almost inevitable.” 

“Anything,” Donald repeated, still sobbing. “Anything.” 

Sissy Maid Allowed to Worship

“Take your vitamins,” Katrina commanded. “Don’t make me say it again.” 

Donald turned the little plastic cup back and gulped them down. 

Now that he had swallowed them, he braved asking again. “What are they?” 


“They are pills that I find it amusing to make you take, bitch,” 

Katrina said. “Ask me another question and see what happens.” 

Donald didn’t ask. He wished his wife hadn’t gone to work early. 

Katrina was always so much meaner to him when she wasn’t around to interject a soft, conciliatory word on his behalf. Katrina was strolling through the house, looking unattainably gorgeous in nothing but a slinky black thong and matching bra. She was getting her red blouse out of the laundry room, inspecting his work. 

“Did you iron this with steam?” she accused. 

“No. You said…” 

“I know what I said. You don’t have to tell me what I said,” she hissed. 

“Sorry.” 

“Go get my black cotton skirt and the red stiletto heels. Also get the braided silver belt and some nylon stockings.” 

The idea of her in those heels and stockings thrilled him, and his dick twitched but couldn’t get hard. He wore a steel chastity cage over his limp cock almost all the time now. He hurried to the bedroom to obey Katrina’s command. Most of the time he could tell himself he was involved in some kind of game, that he could stop this humiliating madness if he really wanted to. But really, that was only partially true. Deep down, he knew that he could only stop this game by losing everything. His wife and marriage, his life, they all belonged to Katrina now. They were her private playthings that she could share or take away any time she saw fit. 

But it wasn’t just fear of losing the woman he loved that kept him playing. There was also this strange, new intoxicating presence in his life: the unyielding feminine power of Katrina. Katrina was selfish and

completely indifferent to his feelings. She seemed thrilled with his humiliation and electrified by his suffering, but when he thought of her flawless sculpted curves and intense smoldering eyes, he wanted nothing more than to please her in any way he was capable. 

Of course, there was another woman in his life now. Donald was confronted with her now as he stepped up to the dresser and looked into the mirror above it. He was dressed as a girl all the time now. He had been using up his vacation time at work and hadn’t left the house in weeks. 

Every morning he shaved and waxed and moisturized and took the strange

“Vitamins” that Katrina insisted he devour. Katrina kept the refrigerator locked and he was only fed scraps. The affects had been drastic.  The slender reflection he saw in the mirror made a pretty sexy looking woman. 

He had thick makeup highlighting his naturally feminine face. He was slim and long, with a platinum blonde wig in pigtails, giving him a lustrous, bimbo look. And of course, he was in uniform. 

Today, like every other day, he was wearing a tight, ruffled, French-maid uniform. Perhaps French-maid wasn’t the right word, as he suspected even in France maids didn’t look this slutty. He looked more like a porn-maid. The little ruffled skirt flared out and exposed the top of his fishnet stockings, barely covering the little pink panties that were stretched over his stainless-steel cock-cage. When he moved to fast or bent over, that little flash of lacy pink was the only color in his black and white uniform. The silky top was laced tight all up the back, wrenching down on his narrow frame and forcing him to breathe in tiny gulps of air. He looked like a desperate, needy and drastically skinny, flat-chested woman. He didn’t think anyone looking at him now would ever suspect him of being a man. 

Even himself, looking at that reflection now, he felt a little twinge of hunger for the platinum blonde slut in the mirror. 

“Donna,” Katrina called from the other room. “I do hope, for your sake, you’re not dawdling.” 

Donald saw the fear in the eyes reflected in the mirror at the cold sound in Katrina’s voice. He quickly remembered his task and hurried on to gather the beautiful woman’s clothing. He gathered it all and brought it to her. 

Katrina stood, tall, lean and statuesque as he hurried into the room. 

The blouse was thrown over the back of a nearby chair and she extended her slender, chiseled arms.  Her firm tits were made even more powerful by her bra. He lost himself, staring at her tight, curved torso. 

“Dress me,” she commanded. 

Donald’s balls ached, his dick pressing against the steel of his chastity device as he dropped to his knees at the goddess’s feet. She extended one of her long, toned legs, toes pointing at his crotch. She held her foot there, gracefully, waiting. Donald swallowed hard and took one of the nylon stockings. He pressed it over her elegant foot, then began to roll the sheer material over her ankle and up her shapely calf. He continued rolling the stocking up, his hands tingling from the privilege of touching her flawless leg. His heart was pounding as his fingers finally reached her gorgeous thigh. He continued to stretch her stockings up till they stopped halfway up her perfect thigh. She set her foot down, long leg shimmering where the light hit the nylons. She was indifferent to his salivating suffering as she raised her other leg, pointing that sculpted foot at his aching crotch. 

Donald obeyed her silent command and pulled her stocking up the other leg. She planted that foot on the ground and waited for him to continue dressing her. He held each of her strappy heels for her and watched as she slid a nylon-smooth, graceful foot into each one. He wrapped the straps around her slender ankle and worked the tiny buckles, careful to tighten them just enough. 

She was looking over his head at the mirror behind him. She turned side to side, looking at the perfect lines of her flawless frame. Her perky ass, high and curving, her magnificent tits jetting out from her slender, toned torso; everything looking delicious in red heels, nylons and black lingerie. 

She turned away and looked over her shoulder at her lean, tapered back and gorgeous ass. She flexed her ass-cheeks, tightening everything for her inspection. “I need to get back to the gym,” she said, as if there was the tiniest hint of a flaw on her gorgeous, firm body. 

“Your perfect,” he said, making no effort to rise from his knees. 

She laughed. “To someone like you, I must seem that way.” She seemed to think a moment before she said. “You are taking to your new role

quite nicely. I’m kind of impressed. Usually the weaker the man, the more he clings to his dreams of manhood. You are the weakest man I’ve ever met, and yet here you are, embracing your worthless sissy soul like a trooper.” 

Donald opened his mouth automatically to thank her but stopped himself. He swallowed hard, his brain dizzy with confused thoughts and his body aflame with confused sensations. 

Katrina looked around. “You are doing a decent job as a housemaid. Perhaps you’re not as worthless as I first suspected.” 

This time he did say, “Thank you,” in his little squeak of a voice. 

His heart was pounding with hope. 

She turned towards him and touched his soft blonde wig, caressing the platinum strands. She was standing so close he could smell her skin. He leaned a little to his right and inhaled deeply, catching a whiff of her pussy. 

He shuddered with pleasure, feeling almost as though he could taste it. 

“Perhaps,” Katrina said. “You might even deserve a little reward.” 

Donald was shaking. It was too much to hope for. His cock throbbed painfully in its cage, begging to be released. 

“What would you like,” Katrina asked, stroking his wig. “What would you like for your reward?” 

“Can I take off this cage?” 

Katrina laughed. “Don’t be ridiculous. I’m trying to be serious and your making jokes. Perhaps you don’t deserve a reward after all.” She smiled down at him tauntingly, watching the hope die on his face. 

He breathed in again, inhaling the clean aroma of her cunt. His mouth was salivating. “I could eat you out.” 

“Mmmm,” Katrina purred. “That sounds nice. I haven’t had my ass eaten out in a long time.” 

Donald felt a flash of panic. “I mean your… I could eat out your pussy.” 

Katrina laughed again. “Why would I let that filthy mouth anywhere near my beautiful, majestic pussy? You’re wife does a perfect job

of that. I would think you should be begging to kiss my ass, but if you don’t want to…” 

He wanted to say he didn’t want it, to preserve some tiny fragment of self respect, but the thought of pressing his lips to the taught flesh of her smooth, supple butt-cheeks made him tremble. 

She turned in front of him. She leaned slightly forward, reaching behind herself, long blonde hair streaming down her back as she squeezed her own luscious ass. He watched the firmness of her rump, springing back against her fingers. She purred, “Better hurry sweetheart. An opportunity like this doesn’t come often for a poor little thing like you. This may be the only chance you ever get to worship an ass like mine.” 

Donald felt like he was in a trance. He walked forward on his knees, bringing his face closer to that magnificent ass. He leaned forward, pressing his lips to a gap between her fingers and gently kissing the cleft of her ass. He trembled at the softness and of her skin, and the clean, milky scent of her body. She removed her hand and placed it reassuringly on his head, letting him tenderly kiss her ass. His lips drifted to line of her panties, sniffing the lace as he kissed along the border. 

Katrina brought both her hands to her hips and took the waistband of her panties between her fingers. She wiggled and leaned forward slightly as she peeled her panties down, revealing the hidden flesh beneath the dark lace. She then reached back and gripped her ass-cheeks in her hands once more. She pulled her ass-cheeks apart, revealing her smooth brown hole. 

“If you’re going to kiss it,” Katrina said. “Kiss it right.” 

Donald leaned forward, pressing his face between the smooth mounds of her ass. He felt the heat of her crack on his face as he pressed his lips to her asshole and sweetly kissed it. He felt her hand, pressing once more to the back of his head, holding him close. 

“Kiss it right, Donna,” Katrina purred. “Don’t miss this opportunity to get your tongue deep inside me. You might never get another chance.” 

Donald extended his tongue, pushing into her tight brown hole. 

Her hand caressed the back of his head and neck, making him tingle. Was this the first time she had ever touched him with such a gentle

hand? A small purr of pleasure escaped from her lips. He drove his tongue deep, wiggling it through her sphincter, drool streaming out of his mouth. 

Katrina moaned then giggled as Donald pressed his tongue back and forth in her tight asshole. He felt a thrilling tingle of encouragement and began lapping his tongue faster. 

“You’re not such a bad thing really,” Katrina told him as he French-kissed her asshole. “You are better than most men, Cindy is right about that. 

You are polite and eager to be useful.” 

Donald eagerly tongue fucked her perfect ass as he listened to her beautiful voice, calmly telling him that he was slightly less than worthless. 

He put his hands on her calves, feeling her toned legs through her silky nylons. 

“Your main problem is,” Katrina continued, “… you still have those annoying needs that men have. Deep down, some part of you believes that you deserve to have your filthy little ego catered to. I’m afraid that part of you needs to be fully and completely crushed. There’s simply no way around that.” 

Donald slurped and sucked her asshole, driving his tongue inside her, reaming her hole with his little pink explorer as he listened to her promise to destroy him. He didn’t care anymore. He was ready to be destroyed. He wanted to kiss this ass forever, no matter what it cost him. 

“Your pathetic state is not all your fault. You haven’t been trained properly. No one ever told you what you really are. Your wife made the mistake of believing the same lie you did. The lie that you were somehow worthy of making your own choices or having your pathetic desires fulfilled.” 

Donald’s hands grew bolder, rising up Katrina’s legs, feeling the sheer nylons as they drew up to her thighs. 

“But we might be able to make you useful yet. If we smash you into a million pieces, we might just be able to assemble something pretty out of the fragments. We might just be able to turn you into something I’ll allow Cindy to keep around.” 

Donald trembled with guilty, stolen pleasure as his hands rose from her nylon covered thighs to her bare, naked thighs, then continued higher, 

past the line of her pulled down panties, up to the amazing curve of the flawless ass he was kissing. 

“Your problem is, you’re a filthy little man. You have a man’s filthy little urges. And a man’s arrogant belief that his ridiculous feelings have value. You probably know better, but you’ve never been able to conquer that angry, horny little monkey inside you. I’m going to help you with that. 

The pills I’ve been giving you, the hormones, they should help with that too.” 

Somehow Donald wasn’t surprised that she had been giving him hormones. Deep down, he had probably known that’s what they were. Still, he was surprised by his own indifference to the revelation, as he plunged his tongue back and forth in her tight little hole, squeezing her firm, gorgeous ass in his hands. There was no cost too high that he wouldn’t pay it to have his face buried in the silky softness of her luscious skin. His cock ached in its chastity cage as he worshiped Katrina’s ass, his tongue writhing in her anus. 

Katrina purred as Donald slurped and sucked on her asshole. The tightness of her soft flesh was thrilling against the spongy surface of his tongue. His lips were so tight against her hole, he could barely breathe, but he didn’t care, he smashed his face down in her crack, kissing her ass with passion and need. 

Katrina suddenly moved forward, pulling her lovely ass away from his mouth suddenly. Donald gasped as fresh air filled his lungs, but he leaned forward, longing to worship that beautiful ass some more. 

“Lay on your back,” she commanded and a clear, calm voice as she wiggled her panties back up. 

Donald nodded and obeyed. As he lay back on the floor, he caught sight of his reflection in a glass doored cabinet. His feminine frame looked long and slim and incredibly slutty in the maid uniform. His legs trembled as his body ached with need. His balls felt like they were about to explode with frustration as his dick strained to grow while locked in the cage. 

“Take off your panties,” Katrina commanded, turning to face him. 

Donald shivered with hope as he slithered out of his panties. He tossed them aside, now only wearing his steel cock-cage under the flared

skirt of his maid uniform. Katrina stepped closer, moving between his legs, standing tall and powerful above him. He could see the outline of her beautiful pussy through the delicate lace of her panties. She lifted one foot and placed it over his caged dick. She moved the cage with her toe as if inspecting a curious, but unremarkable object. 

“Do you want to cum?” she asked him. 

“Yes,” he begged. “Oh please, yes.” 

She covered his caged-dick and his balls with her foot and pressed the spike of her heel against his flesh. The spike pushed against the sensitive skin between his balls and his asshole, poking him painfully. She twisted her foot slightly, driving the spike into his flesh. 

He winced from the pain on the surface of his skin, but beneath that pain, inside his body, he felt his prostate tingling. She pushed more of her weight against him, pressing the heel into his flesh as she pressed the sole of her shoe against his tender balls and cage. 

“It hurts,” he whimpered. 

“I’m glad,” she purred back, looking down on him with a wicked smile. 

It felt like her heel was deep inside him as the throbbing of his prostate filled up his anus with tingling pressure. 

“You deserve to hurt, don’t you, Filthy Little Monkey?” She began to work her foot forward and back, seeming to grind that heel up and down his pulsating gland. 

“Yes,” he whimpered. “Yes.” 

The pressure increased as she put more force behind her heel, driving her foot faster up and down, indifferently pushing across his balls and smashing the cage down into his smooth pelvis. His balls retreated inside him, but the pain at the point of her heel burned as the pleasure in his prostrate intensified. 

“Cum for me,” Katrina purred. “Show me my monkey can be trained. Show me you’re a good little sissy and cum for me.” 

Donald couldn’t stop it if he wanted to. His body was twitching as the vibrations of his prostrate intensified and spread out, pulsating into

every limb. His fingers closed into fists and his toes curled as he cried out in a weak, feminine cry. His limp dick began to jerk and sputter in its cage, spitting out thick globs of heavy semen into the lace of his uniform skirt and onto his smooth, shaved pelvis. 

Katrina laughed. “Messy little monkey,” she said. She removed the spike of her heel from the flesh of his taint and raised it over his pelvis. She dipped the long, tapered heel into the little puddle next to his cage, smearing it with sperm. Then she slipped off her shoe and held it in her hand. She stepped forward, straddling his narrow ribcage as she sat down on top of him. The weight of her made it hard to breathe, but he could feel the heat of her pussy pressing against his torso through her lace panties and his thin uniform top. She held the shoe towards his face, heel dripping with his own filthy spunk. “Clean it,” she said. 

There was no room for confusion as she pushed the sexy shoe, heel first to his mouth. Donald parted his lips and let the spike press into his mouth. He closed his lips around it and sucked, cleaning off his cum and anything else that may have been there. She pressed the shoe forward, pushing it deeper into his mouth. Donald breathed in the leathery scent of her shoe, mixed with the scent of her sweat and perfume. He breathed them in deeply as he swallowed his own salty jizz and took more of her shoe into his mouth. She pressed the six-inch heel all the way to his trembling lips, then finally pulled it out. She wiped it dry with one of his platinum blonde pigtails then rose to her feet and slipped back into her shoe. 

She put on her skirt and blouse without saying another word. She was about to leave when she stopped. “Call your work and quit,” she told him. “You are now a full-time housemaid.” 

She then walked out the door without giving him permission to argue. 

Taking Pity on the Sissy Maid

It was torture being this close to his wife. She was humming happily as she put the finishing touches on his makeup. He sat at the bench of her dressing table, hands folded in his lap, dick aching in its cage. Cindy leaned in, her lush breasts pressing against his arm as she traced the line of his eyes in striking mascara. Donald shivered with need but said nothing. 

What had he become? He wasn’t sure if he hated what was happening or loved it. The feeling of silkiness and lace from his panties, padded bra and skimpy French-maid uniform made his skin tingle with anticipation and his body tremble with desire. His own dainty perfume filled his nostrils. Hell, even the natural smell of his body and begun to have a foreign, feminine aroma that filled him with constant aching need. 

Cindy sat back, studying his face carefully. After approving her work, she smiled warmly. “I love you more like this,” she said. She pet his face with the palm of her hand, soft and silky against his cheek. 

“Is that bad?” she asked. “Does that make me bad?” 

Donald didn’t answer. 

“You’re just so pretty. You make such a good girl, and you never made a very good guy. Not really.” She made a sympathetic face. “Please don’t be mad. I’m not cruel, am I?” 

“I’m horny,” Donald whimpered. 

“I can’t do anything about that,” Cindy said. “You know the rules.” 

“Please,” Donald whimpered. 

Cindy pretended not to hear as she began straightening-up her makeup kit. “I think Kat is actually starting to like you,” she said. “That’s good. You have to stay on your best behavior. You have to make her see the sweet, adorable person I see when I look at you. You have to make her love you like I love you.” 

“I’m trying,” Donald said. “But it’s not easy.” 

“It’s my fault,” Cindy said. “Kat says I spoiled you. I never took control of you like I should have. She says deep down I always knew what you are, but I lacked the will to push you in the direction you needed to go.” 

“Knew what I am? What am I?” Donald asked, honestly not sure anymore. 

She turned his chair till he was facing the mirror and then she looked over his shoulder at the reflection. His reflection was soft and pretty and getting more feminine with each passing day as more and more of his manhood seemed to just slip away. He looked less slutty than usual, his wife’s makeup giving him a more natural look, but his lips still popped in glossy red. Today’s wig was jet-black, but still tied into adorable pigtails that tickled his shoulders with their dark, silky tips. 

“This is what you are,” she purred. “This is you. This beautiful, soft, weak little thing. You’ve always needed a strong hand to guide you, but I never gave you what you needed. You’ve learned bad habits; so, Kat has to be… severe.” 

Donald shivered with confused terror and longing, remembering how severe Katrina could be. He could feel the luscious softness of his wife’s tits, pressing against his shoulder blade. Her luminescent brown hair tickled his neck and the side of his face. He could smell her perfume and her natural, clean scent, wafting over him, making him dizzy. 

“I need you,” Donald whimpered. “I need to make love to you.” 

She was purring into his ear as she said, “I’ll be honest. I miss having you go down on me. I miss your tender, eager mouth pressed against my pussy. And now… the way you look now… I think it would be even better.” 

Donald swallowed, the memory of his wife’s flavor flashing through his mind. He ached for her from every inch of his being. 

“Would you like that?” Cindy asked. “Would you like to burry that pretty new face of yours between my legs and press those pretty, red lips to my pussy?” 

Donald nodded. “Yes,” he begged. “Oh yes, please.” 

She took him by the hand and led him back to the bed. He followed a step behind her, watching her lush curves sway with confidence that he’d never seen in her before.  She stopped a step before she reached the bed. 

“Unzip me,” she said, looking back over her shoulder at him. 

Donald clasped the silver tab of her zipper and pulled it down, unzipping her flowing dress. He looked at her soft, deliciously smooth skin. 

He looked down the line of her spine, from her delicate neck, past the clasp of her bra, down to the hollow at the small of her back, and finally to the line of her panties, swirls of intricate lace marking the beginning of the thrilling curve of her ass. His mouth watered, and his cock ached. 

Cindy slithered out of her dress. “Unclasp me,” she said. 

Donald’s hands were trembling as he reached over and unclasped her bra. She let it fall to the floor then she turned, covering her magnificent breasts with her comparatively small hands. She stood there, her soft skin stretched over her lush curves, her beautiful face calm and kind. 

“Get on your knees,” she said. “Take off my panties.” 

Donald dropped to his knees and walked forward on them until he was inches from the heat of her soft, curving body. His head was even with her crotch, and he breathed in the clean, tangy scent of her. He reached up and took the black lace in his fingers and began to peel down her underwear. He peeled over her flaring hips, past her lovely, trimmed bush. 

He slowly uncovered the delicious pink slit between her legs as he continued to roll her delicate panties down her shapely thighs. 

She braced her hand on the top of his head for balance as she stepped one foot then the other out of her panties. 

“Good boy,” she purred, then she giggled. “Can I still say that? Are you really a boy anymore?” 

Donald was self-conscious of his own lacey panties, digging into the crack of his smooth little ass beneath the flared skirt of his slutty maid uniform. The lace from the padded bra tickled his skin as the laces of his top cinched down on his ever-shrinking torso. Her hand still held his head, but gently, allowing him to bring his face close to her naked cunt and breathe deeply the luxurious smell of her perfume, skin and pussy. “Call me anything you want,” he said. 

“Come on Donna,” she said. “Come to bed.” She slithered back onto the bed and Donald followed on his knees. He crawled onto the bed as she lay back, purring. She took her tits in her hands and squeezed them, 

moaning in anticipation. “Come on,” she said. “Be my pretty girl. Be my pretty little pet.” 

Donald crawled between Cindy’s legs, and lowered his pretty, makeup covered face to her hot little pussy. He kissed the pink lips, flickering his tongue across the petal-soft skin of her gorgeous opening. 

She raised her legs, resting her thighs on his shoulders and draping her legs down his narrow, feminine back. 

Donald’s dick ached in its cage, but the rest of his body surged with blissful awareness. He had forgotten how much he loved pleasing his wife. 

He had forgotten how much he loved the hot, tangy flavor of her excitement. He blew across the saliva he had licked onto her pussy-lips, getting the reward of watching her shudder with need. She squeezed her tits and arched her back. Her heels pressed against his back, urging his face down. 

Donald bowed to her quiet command and pressed his lips to her flesh, extending his tongue and driving it into the wet warmth of her cunt. 

“Yes,” Cindy moaned. “Oh Donna. My sweet little Donna.” 

Donald lapped hungrily at her pussy, slurping up her sensual voice as much as he was slurping up the fluid that gushed from her delicious cunt. 

He felt her thighs, squeezing them with his hands as he drove his tongue in and out of her. Her hips moved gently, pressing her soft slit against his lips in a steady rhythm as she purred from the darting motion his tongue. 

“My girl,” she purred. “My sweet, sweet girl.” 

Donald continued to drink his wife in, devouring her snatch with his hungry mouth and eager tongue. 

Cindy’s hand held firmly against the back of his head, pressed into the softness of his wig, as she rocked harder against him. She whimpered with every movement of her lush frame. Her feet traced up and down his back, teasing the laces of his corseted top. 

Her elegant feet sent tingles through his spine, as his dick continued to throb painfully, forced into limpness by the chastity cage. He slurped and sucked and swallowed down the juices that poured from her cunt, as she grinded against his face harder and harder. She continued to whimper in pleasure, her voice growing in volume and intensity. It was like music, high

and thrilling, radiating in his brain like a drug as he adoringly lapped at her cunt. 

“My bitch,” she moaned. “My sweet little bitch.” 

Donald bobbed his head, tongue fucking his beautiful wife as he clutched her gorgeous thighs. 

“I love you,” she moaned. “I love my gorgeous little bitch.” 

Donald could feel Cindy’s body primed, ready and begging to be brought to orgasm. He pulled his tongue from inside her and replaced it with two fingers, pushing them inside the warm suction of his wife’s wet pussy. Her moan deepened as the sensation changed. He brought his lips to her clit and sucked on the tight bead of it, flicking it with his tongue. He drove his fingers in and out of her, curling them in as he explored the slick walls of her cunt. 

Cindy began to shiver beneath him. “Yes,” she whimpered. “That’s a good girl. That’s a good pet. That’s a good little bitch.” 

Donald drove his fingers deeper, plunging them back and forth with violent force as he suckled hard on her clit. 

Cindy’s hand cradled the back of his head, her other hand squeezing one of her magnificent breasts. Her face was turned up, her eyes starting to close as she got lost in the sensation. “Fuck,” she cried. “Oh fuck.” 

Suddenly her body jolted and twitched. He continued to suck her, driving his fingers in and out as she thrashed with orgasm. “My bitch,” she cried. “My sweet fucking bitch.” 

When the thrashing ended, and her body relaxed, Donald slipped his fingers from inside her and gave her pussy and tender kiss. Cindy pulled him up to her, turning on her side to cuddle beside him. 

They lay on their sides, facing each other, Donald happy but aching in his cage. She kissed his mouth, their lipstick covered lips pressing together, both tasting the glistening juices of Cindy’s delicious pussy. She smiled at him, her eyes bright with affection. “You don’t mind when I call you bitch, do you. I mean it as a compliment.” 

Donald wished he did mind. But whatever part of him had once ruffled at being called a girl or a slave or a bitch, had vanished. The truth was he loved it. He wanted to be his wife’s slave-girl bitch forever. There was just one thing he still craved. His body ached and throbbed with desperate need to get out of his cage. 

“Make love to me,” he said. “Make love to your little bitch.” 

Her smile died slightly, and her brow furrowed. “I want to, but Kat doesn’t want me to do anything like that with you. She says it’s not good for you; for your behavior.” 

“Please,” Donald begged. 

Cindy caressed his makeup covered face, her breath hot and minty against his skin. “She kind of has a point. After you get off you’re kind of, I don’t know… unruly?” 

Donald trembled with desperate need. He was engulfed with the heat of her familiar, soft flesh. “Please,” he said. “I’m your husband. We love each other. Don’t you still love me?” 

He could see her wavering, giving in. “Of course I do, Sweetie,” 

she said. 

“I need you,” he said. “I need to feel you.” Was he really begging for sex from his own wife? 

“No intercourse,” she said. “But I could give you a little blowjob if you promise not to tell Kat. Okay?” 

Donald trembled with blissful expectation. He felt like electricity was shooting through his body as his dick throbbed against the steel of his chastity device. He nodded. “I promise. I promise. Thank you. I love you.” 

Cindy smiled watching his eager, gushing gratefulness. “Hold on,” 

she said. She turned over, reaching into her nightstand. She turned back around holding a little silver key in her hand. 

She pressed her body against him, her soft tits pressing against the padded bumps on his own chest. His face was vivid with desperation, pleading under his thick, slutty makeup. Cindy seemed to savor his squirming madness. She ran the silver key down the front of his body, tracing down his tummy and then to the side, over the flared skirt. The cold

tip of the key pressed against the smooth flesh of his outer thigh. She snaked the key towards his knee, over the top of his leg, and then began drawing it back up. She teased the steel tip of her little silver key slowly up the tender, smooth flesh of his inner thigh. 

He shuddered with aching need as she pressed her lips to his neck. 

Her kiss was electric as was the luxurious feeling of her hair tickling his face and throat. He whimpered. “Please,” he begged. 

She licked beneath his ear, her tongue wet, snaking across his tingling flesh. Her hands moved under his skirt. Pulling his pink panties aside, Cindy’s agile fingers finally pressed the tiny key into the chastity cage’s lock. He moaned in anticipation, shivering when he finally heard the little metal click. 

“Are you excited,” she purred, her wet mouth nuzzling up to his ear. “Are you excited for me to wrap my lips around you hard, little dick?” 

Donald ached, unlocked but still not released from the bondage of his cock-cage. “Yes,” he whimpered. “Yes.” 

Her fingers toyed with his cage as her tongue traced behind his ear. 

His wife’s hair, and the hair from his wig mixed together and brushed across his flesh. “Do you want to feel my lips, tight around your pole, pulling you into my wet mouth?” 

He imagined those luscious red lips, pressing down on his meat. He groaned. “Yes.” 

She finally flicked his cage open and let it fall off his lap. He gasped as his dick shot to an instant, painfully full erection. Her fingers wrapped around it and she squeezed him against the soft flesh of her palm. 

“MMMM,” she purred. “I remember this little guy.” 

Donald felt dizzy, his cock pulsating with heat and thunderous, aching hunger. 

Cindy’s sensuous voice purred in his ear as she began to stroke him. “I missed this little guy. I can’t wait to put this eager little soldier in my wet mouth and suck him.” 

Donald’s whole body throbbed to the rhythm of Cindy’s hand, sliding up and down his pulsating hardon. He moaned, imagining his wife’s sweet, tender mouth wrapping around his cock again after all this time. 

“I can’t wait to take these soft, red lips and slide them up and down your throbbing little prick, slurping and sucking on you until you cry out in utter ecstasy.” She breathed hard into his ear with the final word, making him quiver. 

Donald’s toes were beginning to curl. His eyes were closed, his sweaty palms pressing down against his wife’s luxurious curves, feeling her supple flesh. “Please,” he whimpered. “I can’t make it. I’m not going to…” 

She silenced him by pressing her mouth to his. Their glossy red lips pressed against each other as Cindy drove her tongue into Donald’s mouth. 

Donald whimpered, clutching his wife against him as she jerked him faster. 

His balls trembled and tightened as his dick pulsated in his wife’s tightening fist. 

He struggled to break his lips free of hers to beg her to suck him, but she pressed her soft body even closer, moaning into his mouth as his dick began to twitch in her hand. 

He groaned as his body pulsed with orgasm, and his dick began to spurt. He shot his seed in hot jets against his wife’s tummy as she continued stroking him relentlessly, her tongue buried down his throat. Finally, his body relaxed, twitching with tiny aftershocks as he rolled onto his back. 

His blissful state of relaxation was broken by the clicking sound of his cage being locked back over his sticky, limp cock. 

Cindy rolled onto her back giggling. “Ooops,” she said. “Maybe next time.” 

“I’m sorry,” Donald said, wishing he could have lasted longer, wishing he could have felt the blissful sensation of his wife’s beautiful mouth. 

“It’s okay, Donna,” she said. “Be a good girl and lick up your mess though.” 

Donald swallowed and looked at the cum he shot on his wife’s tummy. Her soft skin was glazed with, a pool of it resting in her belly button. He shook his head without thinking. 

Cindy raised onto her elbows, suddenly looking serious. “Oh no. 

Was Kat right? Does letting you cum make you disobedient?” 

Donald looked at his wife imploringly but said nothing. 

“Don’t make me choose between doing you little favors now and then, and having you be my sweet little bitch.” Her expression was firm. 

“I’m your bitch,” he said. “I’m always your bitch.” 

She lifted her hand and pointed a slender finger down at her tummy. 

“Get to work, bitch.” 

Donald slid down till his face was hovering over her tummy. He hesitated over his mess, breathing the musky scent of it. 

“It’s okay,” Cindy purred. “Just picture how sexy you look; your pretty little face buried in a pool of filthy cum. A sexy little porn-star. My dirty little sissy whore.” 

Donald remembered how his face looked, slutty and tantalizing, covered in makeup and framed in his lustrous wig. He lowered his face down to his wife’s tummy, and with long strokes of his little pink tongue, began to lap up his own filthy seed. As he lapped up his own salty mess, his wig tracing across his wife’s delicate flesh, he felt an aching in his cage once more. His dick was trying to get hard. 

“That’s my good little bitch,” Cindy purred as he slurped up the mess on her flesh. “That’s my pretty little pet.” 

On His Knees for Wifey’s Boss

Cindy went to the door. She checked herself in the mirror one last time. She looked casual, but professional; innocent but always striking with her lush figure. She wore a loose-fitting dress that hung on her curves, accentuating the dramatic contrasts of her hourglass frame. She opened the door. “Hello Mr. Draper,” she said, curtsying slightly from nerves. 

Mr. Draper was the model for the term: tall, dark and handsome. He had that classic, masculine jawline, a tall, fit build and piercing blue eyes that gazed coolly out from his handsome, weathered face. He was probably over fifty, but every line on his chiseled face and every touch of gray in his full hair seemed to make him radiate with even more power and authority. 

Cindy loved her girlfriend, and she loved her little pet of a husband, but she shuddered at the thought of what it would be like to be used by a man like this. What would her life had been if she’s married a man like this instead of her sweet, needy little man? 

“Hello Cindy,” he said. “And please, call me Jason.” 

“Yes, Sir,” she said, then laughed softly at herself. “Yes Jason.” 

He laughed to; his voice soft, deep and reassuring. He touched her side with a warm, comforting hand. “Thank you for inviting me into your home,” he said. 

Cindy fluttered and tried not to flirt as she led the man to the dining room. 

“I do find,” the man told her. “That getting to know a person outside of work really helps me understand them as an employee. I like to get a feel for a person completely before I can trust them with the major projects.” 

Cindy felt a warmth inside her, imagining him feeling her completely, inside and out. She swallowed and guided him to a chair. She sat down beside him, trying not to let his powerful magnetism draw her in too closely. 

“Where is your husband?” Jason asked. “I’ve always wanted to get to know him better, but he’s such a shy little guy.” 

Cindy was about to speak when Donald and Cindy came walking out of the back of the house. 

It was always a thrill seeing Donald now. When she went a day without seeing him, she began to picture him as he had been throughout their marriage: The needy, awkward little man trying desperately to be seen as masculine. So that now, when he stepped out suddenly, all dressed up in sexy girly clothes, his face covered in makeup and his skin softened from hormones, it made her tingle with delight. He was adorable. For the first time in a long time, he wasn’t wearing a wig, but his hair had been growing out and Kat had styled it into a feminine bob. It had been bleached blonde, his bangs just long enough to tease across the fluttering of his dark, false eyelashes. With the effects of the hormones and makeup, he didn’t need a wig to look feminine anymore. There was nothing masculine left about him as he walked, shy but graceful in a slinky top and cut-off Daisy Duke jeans. 

His midriff was exposed, tummy flat and slightly concave, skin supple and smooth. The jean-shorts were tight, and there was no room in there for Donald to be wearing his cage. 

Cindy looked at Kat, wondering what the devious, model-like blonde was up to. Kat smiled back innocently, looking confident and commanding in nothing but a t-shirt and jeans. Kat’s hand was on the small of Donald’s back, gently urging him forward. 

Jason looked at Donald and Kat appreciatively as they moved into the room. He rose to his feet as he said, “Katrina I know, of course. But who is this young lady?” 

Cindy could see Donald’s face turning red beneath the makeup as the man inspected him. 

“This is my husband’s little sister, Donna. She’s staying with us for a while. I’m sorry to say my husband can’t make it tonight.” 

Donald was trembling as Jason reached forward and took hold of one of his hands. Jason cupped Donald’s delicate little hand in his massive grip. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Donna.” 

Donald just nodded and swallowed hard, then sat down. 

“She’s shy,” Cindy said. She gave Donald a teasing look and added, 

“Like her brother.” 

Donald sat at the table with his wife’s boss, his wife and Katrina. 

He just smiled and nodded whenever he was spoken to. His wife purred and giggled at the man, seeming spellbound by his deep, reverberating voice and tall, gently commanding presence. Donald felt dizzy himself, the man’s intense masculinity seeming to overpower whatever tiny shred of masculinity he had left as it mixed and mingled with his new-found femininity. Every movement Donald made seemed to flutter and tingle with a purring ditzy sensuality that was somehow completely out of his control. 

When dinner was finished, and his wife started getting coffee, Donald quickly excused himself and hurried into the next room, trying to get some fresh air and recover his dizzy, tingling brain. 

A few minutes passed before Katrina came strolling into the room. 

“Hello Princess,” she purred. “Are you hiding in here?” 

Donald swallowed. He was terrified of what devious plans Katrina had in store for him. 

“I just needed some fresh air,” he squeaked. 

“Good,” Katrina said. “Soak it up. Breathe it in. You’re not going to be getting much air once that man pushes his big cock down your throat.” 

Katrina looked at his shocked, horrified face and laughed. 

“Oh yes, Princess,” she said. “Why do you think I suggested inviting him over? Cindy needs a promotion, and you need a nice big cock to suck. Everybody wins.” 

Donald’s mouth was salivating at the humiliating thought of a rock-hard erection pushing between his lips. His legs were trembling, and his stomach was twisting. “Please don’t make me do this,” Donald whispered. 

“You don’t have to do anything. You can go hide in your room right now and not come back until It’s all over. But that man… a man like that…

He’s expecting to get his dick sucked tonight. I don’t think he’ll be leaving here without his beautiful cock getting the worship it deserves. If you don’t do it…” She turned her gaze into the other room, looking at his wife sitting next to the man, leaning slightly towards him, laughing intimately. 

Donald swallowed. “Cindy wouldn’t…” 

Katrina laughed lightly. “Well…. A man like that? Even I would like to suck him. Going down on a man like this is like bowing to a king, or

the president. It just feels right. Now your wife, who actually likes guys… I don’t think she has a chance. Once that man turns on the charm…” 

Donald was trembling. He knew it was true. He felt it too. Deep down in his little, sissy soul, he felt the man’s power and authority radiating through his house. Someone needed to bow to that power. Could it truly be him? Could he truly be pretty enough now to gain the approval of a man like that? Could he be soft and pliant enough to give pleasure to a powerful, masculine force like his wife’s boss? This isn’t the first time he had met the man. He had been in the man’s presence several times, back when he believed he was a normal man. But even then, Donald had felt a tiny trembling in his soul when he came in contact with the powerful older executive’s commanding presence. 

“It’s up to you, Princess,” Katrina said. “But you better make up your mind. You don’t have much time left to decide.” 

Donald saw the same thing Katrina saw, his wife melting closer to the man, breathlessly drawn to him. “Okay,” Donald said. “Okay. What do I do? How do I… get him?” 

Katrina laughed musically. “That’s easy, Doll. I’ll send him to you. 

All you have to do is shake that cute little ass, drop to those pretty little knees, and open that wet, sissy mouth.” Katrina turned on her heels and strolled into the room with his wife and the man. 

Donald had the urge to reach out and stop her, to tell her he couldn’t possibly go through with it, but it was too late. His body was shaking with fear… or was that excitement? His little dick felt tingly and alive, tucked against the denim of his slutty little shorts. For the first time he wished he was locked in his chastity cage for fear of getting an erection and giving away his secret identity. 

Katrina strolled up to the table, leaned her flawless body over and whispered into Jason’s ear. His eyes went straight to Donald, the deep blue of them making Donald shiver as he stared into him. Donald dropped his eyes to his own feet, studying the painted pink nails of his perfectly groomed toes. 

Jason said something to Donald’s wife and then rose to his feet, eyes staring into Donald as he walked into the room. Donald kept his eyes down as the man walked right up and touched his slender frame. Jason’s

hand felt massive and warm on the small of Donald’s back, touching the bare flesh between his top and his tiny shorts. Donald let the man guide him through his own house, into his own bedroom. Jason closed the bedroom door. 

“So,” Jason said, moving close to Donald, his lean, rugged frame towering above Donald’s trembling feminine body. “Katrina tells me you are really anxious to see your sister in law get this promotion?” 

Donald didn’t speak, afraid his voice would give him away. His eyelashes fluttered, and his padded chest rose and fell as he stood next to the man, feeling wispy and insignificant. 

“Perhaps,” Jason said, running his fingertips up the soft flesh of Donald’s narrow side. “It’s your brother who wants it. Does he want his wife to make more money? Are you doing his bidding, Little One?” His fingers traced higher and circled around to Donald’s back. 

Donald shivered as the older man’s fingertips moved up his spine. 

Donald nodded. 

Jason laughed.  “Doing big brother’s bidding. That’s adorable.” His hand traced up the back of Donald’s neck, making his brain tingle as he reached his scalp, teasing the edge of his bleach blonde hairs. 

Donald swallowed hard. He felt dizzy and surging with heat. His dick was tingling in the panties beneath his tight shorts. He was unconsciously leaning forward, towards Jason’s powerful energy. The man’s big hand cradled the back of Donald’s delicate skull. The man’s other hand rose and touched Donald’s slender face. His big fingers cradled Donald’s feminine profile.  Donald’s breathing deepened, feeling the palm against his cheek, big thumb delicately tracing his lower lip. 

“So how far are you willing to go?” Jason asked. “Just how good of a little sister are you?” 

Donald dropped to his knees. 

Jason laughed softly, gently pulling Donald in. Donald let himself be guided forward, pressing his pretty face against the man’s slacks. He could feel the man’s big, limp cock through the fabric, pressing against his cheek as he nuzzled the man’s crotch. Donald turned his face towards the

warm bulge and kissed it through the cotton, his glossy red lips leaving lipstick marks on the man’s slacks. 

Jason moaned, caressing Donald’s silky hair with his warm, powerful hand. “What a good little sister you are.” 

Donald blushed, his stomach spinning with butterflies as the man’s coarse grip moved across his hormone softened flesh. Donald reached up and pressed his hands to the man’s thighs, feeling the solid thickness of the muscles beneath the tailored clothes. 

The man kept one hand gently caressing the back of Donald’s head, as the other hand reached down, undid his belt, then unbuttoned and unzipped his slacks. “Take it out,” Jason said. “See what you have to work with.” 

Donald’s fingers were trembling as he began to peel the man’s slacks down, slowly revealing his toned, masculine skin. He revealed the stubble of the man’s shaved bush, then pulled lower, revealing the thickness of his still limp meat. Donald gasped when he saw it. He stared at the massive, still limp dick, wondering how it must feel to go through life with something like that impressive cock dangling between your legs. 

“I know what you’re thinking,” the man said. “You’re thinking you should be the one doing me favors for the privilege of sucking this beautiful dick. You’re thinking it will be a rare honor to worship such a magnificent cock.” 

Donald was quivering with hunger and shame. The masculine smell of the man’s powerful cock and balls was overwhelming. The man’s strong fingers continued to caress Donald’s hair. Donald felt humiliated that he had ever stood in front of a woman, imagining he could be competition to a man like this. His dick was tingling in his panties, pressing against his tight denim shorts as he pressed his lips to the man’s still limp shaft and gave it a dainty, hesitant kiss. The dick twitched against his lips, making Donald twitter with ditzy thrill. 

The man’s cock began to swell as Donald slid his glossy red lips across it, feeling its heat building. He brought his lips down to the man’s magnificent balls. He kissed them one by one, a real man’s potent smell washing over him. He reached up and took the man’s hardening shaft in his soft, little hand, feeling it swell. Donald gently stroked Jason, as the man’s

amazing cock became hard as iron. Donald stared up at the massive prick in awe. 

Donald’s mind spun with confusion. Was it the hormones, or had he always secretly craved a chance to worship an amazing erection like this? 

He pulled it towards his lips and pressed them to the tip as he looked up at the man. Donald fluttered his eyelashes, thanking the man with a look; thanking him for the chance to worship such a glorious piece of meat, as he wrapped his glossy-red lips around the swollen, purple tip. 

Jason moaned as Donald’s moist lips closed on his hot flesh. 

Donald felt a shiver of acceptance, and pushed his tongue to the underside, caressing the spongy surface of the man’s tip. The man’s hand rested on Donald’s skull, his grip massive and comforting. 

Donald felt like he could taste and feel the powerful chemistry of the man’s body, testosterone and endorphins, passing from the man’s hard rod and into Donald’s soft, wet mouth. The flavor of the man reminded him of his own lost manhood…. No. It reminded him of the manhood he never truly possessed. Donald tightened his grip around bulging shaft, squeezing it as his other hand slid down his own body to his lap. He covered the bulge in his tight, slutty shorts, covering the impression of his own, small, throbbing erection pressing against the denim. 

Donald’s cheeks pulled in as he sucked hard on the flavorful dick, looking up at the man with eager, obedient eyes. 

“I hope your brother appreciates you,” he said. “I hope he appreciates his good little whore of a sister he has.” 

Donald continued gazing up at the man as he eased his lips forward, taking more of the man’s hot, throbbing cock into his salivating mouth. 

“I’ve always wondered about your brother,” Jason said as Donald took more and more of his cock between his hormone softened lips. “I always wondered how a loser like him had such a pretty wife.” 

Donald didn’t falter. As he took more of the man’s cock into his mouth, his lips sliding forward inch by inch, he couldn’t help but agree with the powerful older man. 

“And now, with such a loyal, eager little slut of a sister. What a lucky little loser he is.” 

Donald felt like the luckiest little loser in the world, the comforting warmth of manly flesh pulsating in his mouth as he pushed his lips forward. 

His own erection throbbed in his tight little Daisy Duke shorts. He felt the man’s swollen tip pushing towards the entrance to his throat, making him gag. His eyes flooded with water as a gurgling noise erupted from his throat. His belly began to flex, and his chest began to tighten as he was filled with panic; the fat, vein-crossed meat sealing his windpipe. 

Jason laughed, easing his hips back to keep from choking the slim blonde. “Not used to cocks this big, huh?” 

Donald looked up at the superior man with an apology in his wet eyes; his small hand stroking and his lips still sealed around his tip. 

“It’s okay,” Jason said. “We’ll get you trained. Just suck what you can for now.” 

Donald eased his lips forward again until he began to feel that dizzy, panicked feeling once more. He marked the point on the man’s shaft with his hand, creating a boundary for his glossy, saliva wet lips. His hand worked the back part of the shaft, stroking it as his lips began to slide along its length, his hand meeting his lips to keep the huge cock from pressing too deep. 

Donald gazed up at the powerful man, looking up at his handsome, weathered face as he bobbed his head on the man’s throbbing tool. Donald’s mouth flooded with saliva, which washed over the older man’s cock as it squished back and forth in Donald’s hungry orifice. Donald swallowed his drool in hungry gulps, every drop of his spit tasting musky with the flavor of cock. 

Jason moaned, his deep voice filling Donald with tingling acceptance. Donald’s dick was dribbling precum into his panties as his lip was dribbling saliva down onto his own smooth, slender thigh. He bobbed his head faster, moving the boundary of his hand an inch farther down the shaft. 

Taking another inch of thick cock into his throat, Donald felt the urge to gag, but he closed his eyes and relaxed the sensation away, feeling

the thrilling sensation of the man’s rippled erection sliding across the spongy surface of his tongue, and the soft flesh of his lips. 

“Yes,” Jason moaned. “Oh yes. That’s a good girl.” 

Donald moved his hand another inch closer to his balls, taking another inch into his tender throat. The urge to gag returned and again, Donald relaxed it away. He could feel the thickness of the man’s meat pressing into his esophagus, and still he had barely taken half of the massive prick between his luscious red lips. Donald squeezed the other half in his hand, feeling the powerful resistance of the man’s throbbing rod. The heat of Jason’s cock pulsated in his hand and in his mouth. 

Donald pressed his palm down against his crotch, mashing down on his torturously hard prick as he slobbered his way up and down Jason’s infinitely superior cock. He began rocking his hips slightly, pressing his own erection against his hand with tiny, desperate thrusts. 

“That’s a good girl,” Jason moaned. “Keep it up. Just like that. 

Make me cum. Be a good little whore sister and make me cum.” 

Donald felt tingles across every inch of his flesh, hearing the pleasure in the distinguished older man’s voice. He moved his head even faster, slurping and gulping loudly as he ate the man’s rod over and over again. His own dick tingled and throbbed as he mashed it against his hand with a slight but steady rhythm. 

“Yes,” Jason moaned, his voice filling with even more pleasure. 

“Faster. Deeper. Do it whore.” 

Donald moved his boundary hand another inch down the pole. He felt the shadows of panic as he jammed the cock down his throat, but he ignored it, focusing on the thrilling excitement he was hearing. His lips tingled against the man’s contours as he pumped the cock into his mouth. 

“Fuck,” Jason moaned. The man closed his eyes. His mighty frame began to sway as if Donald were chopping him down. Donald felt a tingling rush, sucking the man faster. Donald’s hips worked faster, palm pressing against his own pulsating erection through layers of denim and silk. 

The man’s body began to jerk, his lean muscles flexing in waves. 

“Yes,” the man groaned. “Oh, fuck yes!” 

Suddenly a squirt of hot, creamy fluid shot into Donald’s mouth. 

Donald was shocked with the familiar, but infinitely more potent flavor of musk and salt. He gulped it down, holding just the tip of the man between his lips, jerking his rod frantically, his other hand mashing down on his own twitching rod. 

The second jet of sperm fired warm and thick across Donald’s tongue. The feeling of being rewarded was so intense that Donald’s body responded with primal intensity. His slim frame began to shake as his own hardon began to spit hot jizz into his panties. 

Donald eagerly gulped down the older, more powerful man’s intense flavor as they both twitched with orgasm. Donald soiled his panties and shorts with a growing puddle of semen, as he hungrily ate every drop of the other man’s potent cum. 

Finally, Jason opened his eyes again, sighing with relief. Donald quickly dropped his other hand to his lap, helping cover the cum-stain in his denim shorts. He continued sucking the tip of Jason’s cock, looking up at him, cheeks pulled in, as he tried to drink up every last drop of filthy spunk. 

“Good girl,” Jason said, patting Donald on the head. “And don’t worry, Cindy will get that promotion.” He stepped back, letting his dick slip free of Donald’s glossy red lips. Bubbles of drool covered the end of the sparking rod as it swayed in front of Donald’s pretty eyes. Jason pulled up his pants and closed his belt and Donald stared up at him gratefully, basking in the glow of acceptance and attention. 

“Also,” Jason said. “If you are ever looking for a job: I could use an assistant with your eagerness and commitment.” 

Donald smiled wider, feeling the heat of a blush on his powdered cheeks. 

Jason went back out to finish his drink. After he left the room, Donald got up and hurried to the room to change out of his cum-stained shorts. He peeled the shorts and panties off, replaced the panties with a pink, lace thong, and began looking through his drawer for another cute pair of shorts. 

He noticed suddenly his wife had entered the room. He looked at her in the mirror over the dresser, her beautiful face beaming. “Kat told me

what you did for me,” she said. 

Donald looked down, unable to look into her beautiful eyes after the filthy thing he had just done. 

Cindy moved closer and purred in his ear. “You don’t have to be embarrassed. I think its kind of sexy, and long overdue. We are going to have a lot of filthy adventures together, Donald.” 

“Please,” Donald said, his voice slightly hoarse from fat cock pressing against his vocal cords. “Call me Donna.” 

His Special Anniversary

Cindy sat up in the bed, the blankets falling to her lap to reveal her gorgeous tits. She looked around. Katrina had already gone to work, and Donna was still sleeping at the foot of the bed. Sometimes when Katrina was gone, Donna would move up into her spot and nuzzle up beside Cindy. 

It was a lapse which Cindy kept from her gorgeous blonde lover, but today Donna was sound asleep. His slim, feminized frame looked deliciously feline, curled near the footboard, wearing a little silk nightie, the bulge of his chastity device just barely visible. The hormones gave his chest a small rise of fatty tissue, giving him adorable looking little breasts. His hair had grown long, and they kept dyeing it different colors to suit their moods. 

Now it was jet black, which contrasted his fair skin beautifully, falling across his pretty face in silky strands. 

Cindy was blissfully happy. Every day with Katrina was magical. 

They had that thunderous kind of love that she longed for as a teenager. 

And she watched the gorgeous blonde with devoted longing whenever she entered the room. Katrina, for her part, seemed to feel the same about Cindy. 

Cindy had also never been happier with her husband. As Donald, he had been sweet, and she loved him, but he was also tiresome and disappointing. But somehow, as Donna, all Donald’s worst qualities were transformed. His inability to take charge or make a decision were now sexy and adorable. His teetering nerves and submissive impulses were exciting. 

His bowing, groveling need to please, when paired with his pretty, makeup covered, hormone softened face, and model skinny frame made him the perfect companion. True, he was more like a pet than her husband now, but Cindy had always adored her pets. 

She moved over him and caressed his face. “Good morning Donna, Sweetie.” 

He opened his eyes, batting his long eyelashes as he gazed up at her with devotion. 

“Do you want me to get you something?” he asked

“Coffee,” she answered, kissing his cheek. 

He jumped out of bed, started the coffee then changed into his maid outfit, pulling his long black hair into twin pigtails and giving himself a quick layer of makeup. Cindy lounged in bed until Donna brought her the coffee; two spoons of sugar and a touch of cream. 

Cindy took a sip then nodded at his expectant face. “Good,” she said. “Aren’t you having any?” 

“I’ve got to get started. Katrina has a long list of chores for me today.” 

Cindy giggled. “Well, you don’t want to upset Kat.” 

She was only teasing him, but she could see a trembling quake shiver through him as he nodded his head in agreement. 

Cindy moved to the edge of the bed, crossed her legs and pat the spot beside her. She was wearing only panties, and she knew it was torture for her husband to see her like that, but he was safely locked in his chastity device, so there wasn’t much risk of misbehavior. He sat demurely beside her, his hands resting on his skinny knees, looking adorable in his sissy-maid outfit. 

“You know I still love you, right?” she said. 

Donna swallowed, forced a smile, and nodded weakly. 

Cindy purred softly, “Oh sweetie. Of course, I still love you. I love you more than ever.” She studied his face for a moment and asked, “Do you think I forgot?” 

“You remembered?” he asked, his face lighting up. 

“I’ve never forgotten an anniversary, and this one is extra special. 

We’re going to have a nice date tonight, just the two of us. Something sweet and romantic, just like the old times.” 

Donna smiled hopefully. “Really?” Then his expression dropped. 

“But with the pills and the diet, I don’t know if I can be that man anymore.” 

Cindy giggled. “You wouldn’t go as a man. I have no interest in you as a man anymore. No. I want to have a nice, romantic evening with cute little Donna, not boring, stupid Donald.” 

Donna smiled again. “Okay,” he said. She could see him trying to hide his excitement, but no matter how hard he tried to fight it the thrill was

clear in his voice as he asked, “What should I wear?” 

Cindy sat at the kitchen table checking her makeup in her compact mirror. She looked sexy in a soft, motherly way, although her dress was anything but motherly. She wore a sheer red dress that clung to her lush curves and plunged low to show her ample cleavage. It was long but slit up the side to show off her smooth, pale thigh. It was the kind of dress she never would have braved wearing before Katrina came into her life and started calling her beautiful. She paired the dress with red pumps that had slender winding straps that ran up her calves. 

The dress was new, and she was proud of finding it, because it did look good. But she was prouder of the outfit she found for her husband. He came out of the room now, walking shyly and a little unstably on his long, tapered heels. He wore a tight pink mini-skirt, pink fishnet stockings and a tight blouse over a well-stuffed bra. His black hair was wild and reckless, and his pretty face was covered in just enough makeup to make him look desperate.  His small Adam’s apple was concealed by a pink sash choker. 

Cindy smiled. While she herself looked like a natural, sexy, elegant woman, her date looked like a dirty little slut, but no less like a woman. She smiled, “Donna, you look perfect.” 

He blushed and looked down, his adorable, compliant expression making Cindy tingle deep inside. 

“There’s just one thing wrong,” Cindy said. 

They both looked silently at the bump his chastity device made underneath his tiny skirt. Cindy stepped up to him, dropped to a squat, and tugged up his skirt. He moaned with anticipation as she pulled at the chain around her neck, pulling up the little silver key that dangled in her cleavage. 

She pulled his panties down enough to reveal the steel cage his dick was locked in. She bent lower, bringing the key close enough to fit it in the lock, then she turned the key and freed him from his cage. He instantly got hard. 

Cindy laughed at his little erection and covered it with his panties. 

She tugged his skirt back down then smoothed it with her palm, pressing her hand against the bulge of his small throbbing erection. “Better,” she said, standing up. “But you might want to hold your purse in front of that thing till it goes away.” 

Donna was flush and breathing hard, but he smiled demurely and pressed his little pink clutch to his lap.  He looked exhilarated and terrified to be suddenly released from his chastity cage. 

“Come along,” Cindy said, taking his free hand. “We don’t want to miss our reservation.” 

Donna nearly tumbled over on his heels as he hurried behind her. 

She pulled him along, him following a pace behind, watching her ass sway as she led him to the car. She drove them to the restaurant. It was a nice, romantic place they had been to for many anniversaries. 

They had a wonderful, romantic dinner. The staff were respectful and nice, but every man in the place took any opportunity they could to stare at the two sexy women. It was obvious to everyone that they were on a date and deeply in love. 

When they got home, the house was empty. Katrina, in her wonderful, loving heart, was letting them have this anniversary night to themselves. Cindy led Donna back to the bedroom and turned on soft music. She kept the lights off and lit the room with candles. 

Donna stood watching nervously in the candlelight, and Cindy smiled at his delicious insecurity. She approached him slow and gracefully, stripping out of her dress as she approached him. She wore sexy black lingerie that showed off her ample breasts and wide curving hips. She pressed her body against his gorgeous, feminized frame, and teased his neck with her lips and hot breathe. Cindy purred against his goose-bumped flesh, 

“You look just like a little doll. Can I play with you?” 

“Yes,” Donna whispered. “Please play with me.” 

She held his slender body close to her lush curves, feeling his slight, yielding frame and caressing his hormone softened skin. His silky hair, his soft flesh, pretty face and delicate touch, everything about him was deliciously feminine except for one thing. She could feel it inside him, that deep, desperate need threatening to overwhelm him. His body shook with that perverted hunger, as his pathetic manhood throbbed helplessly erect beneath his skirt. She pressed her soft red lips to his soft red lips and squeezed his soft ass. She could feel the hormones beginning to fill out the curves of his cute little butt under the fabric of his small, sexy skirt. 

“I love you,” Cindy purred as she began to unzip the skirt. She pushed it down and it slid down his smooth legs to the floor. She unbuttoned his blouse, peeled it back and let it drop. Then she unhooked his pink bra and tossed it aside. 

He stood nervous and bare chested, thin torso and tiny budding breasts, skin flawlessly delicate; wearing just his sash choker, pink panties, pink fishnets and slutty heels. She kissed his slender neck and teased the edges of his panties with her curious fingers. He moaned. Her fingers moved behind him as her hands slid under his panties and squeezed the smooth skin of his tight little ass. She could feel the hard ridges of his erection pressing against her thigh as she dipped a finger into his crack. She moved her lips back to his and kissed him gently as she pressed her fingertip to his tight, quivering asshole. 

He whimpered with a weak, compliant little sound as she dipped her middle finger into his rectum and began to slowly drive it in. He sounded frail and helpless as she explored his tight rectum with her wiggling finger. 

She purred into his ear as she slid her finger back and forth, poking his tender insides. “I want you to be the girl tonight,” she purred. “Do you want me to make love to you? Are you willing to be my girl?” She felt the skin of his tight asshole quivering against her skin as she curled her long finger inside him. 

He pulled his head back and looked in her face. There was clear understanding in his pretty, heavily made-up eyes. “Yes,” he said. “Make love to me. However you want me. I’m yours.” 

“Good girl,” she purred and kissed him, her finger dipping gently back and forth in his ass. 

Donna moaned kissing her neck and clinging to her lush curves as she fingered him. She drew her finger out and took hold of his panties, beginning to peel them off. Donna wiggled to help her as she pushed his pink lace panties down past his small erection, down his slender hips, and over the tops of his pink fishnet stockings. 

Cindy stood up and looked at Donna again. He was adorable in just his pink choker, fishnets and heels, his thin erection pointing up at the tiny mounds of his budding breasts. 

“Get on the bed,” she told him. “Lay on your tummy with a pillow under your hips, so that cute little ass in in the air.” 

Donna obeyed her instructions and she went to her closet and got a shopping bag. 

Cindy had shopped for more than just clothes that day. She opened the bag and got out the new strap-on toy she’d bought. on one side of the harness was a clit stimulator and a medium sized dildo and on the other was a massive, black dong. She buckled the harness to her wide, curving hips, then pressed the medium dildo inside herself, moaning softly as she worked it into her tight, wet pussy. She felt the tingling sensation of the clit stimulator pressing against herself as she tightened down the buckles, leveling the big, black dong at her husband’s smooth little feminized ass. 

Cindy also got lube, which she squirted onto the bulging tip of the big toy now. She wrapped her hand around the tip and began to smear the glistening lube down the thick black pole. As she caressed the big, fake dick she moaned. She wondered if this was what it was like to have a dick. 

Every movement of the big strap-on dildo moved the smaller toy inside her and reverberated through her body with thrilling, tinging sensation. She was going to enjoy being a man tonight. 

She crawled onto the bed and lay on Donna’s back, kissing the back of his slender neck as the realistic flesh of the artificial dick rested against his slim, naked ass. 

“Are you ready, Princess?” she asked. “Are you ready for me to make love to that tight, little ass?” 

“Yes,” Donna whimpered, wiggling his hard-on against the pillow, unable to control his excitement. “Yes. I’m ready.” 

She pointed the fat tip of the toy at his tight little asshole and began to push forward. 

She savored the weak little whimper he made as she pressed the rigid, fleshy toy into his straining asshole. She ran her hands across the skin of his slender arms, her tits pressing against his back, kissing his neck, “Oh Sweetie,” she purred. “I feel so close to you right now.” 

Her own pussy throbbed with pressure from the other end of the toy that violated Donna’s soft asshole. She felt tingling vibration against her clit

as she pushed the strap-on deeper. Cindy felt a rush of blissful power as she moved her hips forward, pushing her impressive tool deeper into Donna’s compliant ass. He whimpered, and his hands closed into fists, gripping the blanket. She almost laughed as he literally bit down on a pillow, but instead she purred softly and kissed his ear. “That’s my girl,” she purred. “That’s my sweet, tender girl.” 

Her end of the dildo felt fantastic, rubbing against her clit and shifting inside her cunt as she penetrated her husband’s soft, feminized asshole. 

“I love you,” he whimpered. 

“I love you too, my pet,” she licked his earlobe, blowing across the tiny hairs at the base of his neck as she eased her tool in deeper. She lowered her soft curving body down on his narrow frame, letting more and more of her weight rest on his hormone softened flesh. 

He moaned, his voice breaking with both pleasure and pain as she rocked her toy inside his tender ass, savoring the feeling of it shifting in her hot, wet pussy. She slid one hand underneath his chest, sliding it between the mattress and his flesh to feel his soft, budding breasts. She rubbed her wedding band across his rock-hard nipple, making him shiver. 

Her other hand slipped under his flat little tummy and explored down, coming to a stop at his strained little erection. Her fingertips teased the hot, tortured flesh of his desperate prick as she rolled her hips, massaging his colon and her own tingling cunt. 

His body responded with need. He arched his back and pressed his soft ass back against her, wiggling his smooth rump as he purred from the pleasure and cried from the pain. 

“I love making love to you like this,” Cindy purred lovingly as he whimpered and writhed beneath her. She pinched his erection between her thumb and finger, toying with his hard-little dick. “I get so much more pleasure from fucking your ass than I ever got from riding your weak little dick.” 

He groaned, reaching behind himself to feel the lush curves of her ass as she rolled her hips against him. 

She gave his dick a tiny stroke as she steadily rocked her hips, pressing the dildo back and forth inside him. “Thank you,” she purred. 

“Thank you for letting me lock you up, feed you hormones and fuck you in the ass.” 

“Yes,” he moaned. “Yes yes yes.” 

“Yes,” she purred. “Deep down you know this is how you were meant to make love.” 

She began to rock a little more firmly, grinding her dildo deep in the cavern of his anus. She felt trembling pleasure from her own cunt and clit, being stimulated with every movement of her toy. She squeezed his dick tighter, giving it an occasional stroke as she rocked her toy back and forth inside him. Her hands between his body and the mattress, she tightened her arms around him, hugging him tight as she rocked her toy harder in his rectum. 

“Yes,” he moaned, his body trembling beneath her. 

“Yes,” she purred, her end of the dildo grinding inside her with more contours and textures than any real cock she’d ever known. The soft, sweaty heat of Donna’s flesh against her connected them even closer as she hugged his thin body and kissed the base of his neck. His hands caressed her ass and his whimpering, emasculated voice sent shiver’s up her spine. 

She could feel his heartbeat echoing though his back, feel his breathing and every twitch of his body as she penetrated him over and over again. 

She caressed his dick, feeling it twitching with tiny spasms. Her own body was shivering with the promise or intense orgasm as she fucked her husband harder. 

Donna’s thin, feminized body began to shake beneath her as he groaned with deep orgasm, biting down hard on the pillow. His dick began to erupt, beginning to ejaculate hot jets of sperm into the pillow and against her hand. He whimpered with release as she felt her own orgasm building. 

“Yes,” she moaned. “That’s my little pet. That’s my lovely little pet.” Then she too began to cum, hot wetness running down her thighs and down Donna’s thighs and soaking his little balls as she cried out. She ground her toy deep inside her husband, continuing to ram him hard, oblivious to everything but her own pleasure pulsating at the other end. He

whimpered, spent as she continued to get herself off in the depth of his raw asshole. 

She continued thrusting and grinding inside him, getting herself off without regard for the aching in his tender asshole, oblivious to his thin, squirming frame. “Yes,” she moaned, her spinning mind lost to everything but tingling pleasure. “Yes, pet. Take it. Take it like a good little pet.” 

When her blissful orgasm passed she went limp above him, tenderly kissing his neck as he sobbed with satisfaction, soreness and joy. 

She gently eased her dildo out from inside him and sat up. She looked at him panting beneath her, ravaged and weak, her tool still rigid and gleaming with lube. She wiped the cum from her hand onto his cute little ass, then gave it a little slap. “Happy anniversary, Bitch,” she teased. 

“Thank you,” he said breathlessly. 

She lay back down beside him, curling her soft body against his. 

She traced her fingers down his spine. “You will always be my bitch,” she said.  “Nothing is going to change that. But I have to tell you something. 

Kat asked me to marry her. I said yes.” 

She felt Donna’s slender body stiffen and his breathing pause. 

“It’s okay,” she said. “I made her promise I could keep you, and that you would always be our pet. She agreed. I even think she’s starting to like you. She said she has some special plans in store for you.” 

“Thank you, Sweetheart,” he said in his soft, weak voice.  “Thank you for letting me always be your bitch.” 

Little Sissy Money Maker

Donna ran his hands down his sides, caressing his sexy maid uniform. It comforted him. The tightness of the bodice, in spite of making it hard to breathe, made him feel long and lithe. The flared skirt exaggerated his hips and made him feel lovely and feminine. The sheer black nylon stockings made his already smooth legs blissfully silky to the touch. And then there were the heels. The long, tapered heels with the straps running up his calves thrilled him. If he wasn’t wearing a steel chastity-cage locked over his limp little dick, he knew the shoes alone would keep him hard all the time. 

He looked at his pretty, perky feminine reflection in the mirror as he caressed himself with gentle fingertips. His hands dropped to his sides when he heard footsteps approaching. He picked up his duster and resumed his chores, swallowing hard when his wife’s breathtakingly flawless blonde lover entered the room. 

Donna felt that nervous quiet that always filled him when he was alone with Katrina. He didn’t have to look to know it was her. And not just because she was the only one home. The energy of the beautiful woman’s powerful presence filled the room with hot, stifling tension. He didn’t need to look, but he couldn’t help himself. He gazed at her with quiet awe as she entered the living room and began checking the shelves for dust. She wore simple sweat-shorts and an athletic t-shirt over her tight, fit frame but the careless look only added to her magnetic power. 

Donna approached her, in spite of the thundering in his heart. He bowed as he neared her. “Katrina,” he said in an awe filled whisper. “I wanted to thank you. For allowing me to… for letting me stay. And I wanted to say… congratulations.” 

She gave him a rare, radiant smile. “Such a well-behaved little sissy you are.” She looked him up and down, inspecting his appearance, grooming and uniform. “Very well behaved in deed. I never realized how useful having a little sissy slave could be. And you’re about to become even more useful, Princess.” 

“How?” he asked his heart fluttering between horror and joy. 

“Well,” Katrina said. “Cindy and I need extra money for the honeymoon, and your special talents are going to be very helpful in getting it.” 

Donna furrowed his delicately sculpted eyebrows. “But you had me quit my job. How can I help raise money?” 

Katrina laughed. “I understand now why so many guys like stupid girls. Your adorably dim, bimbo brain is simply enchanting.” 

Donna wanted to feel insulted, but instead felt himself smiling and beaming with pride. That’s when the doorbell rang. 

“Here’s your first date now,” Katrina said, with a cruel smile. 

Donna stared at the mesmerizing blonde, his eyes trembling. 

“Date?” he asked. 

“Don’t worry,” Katrina said. “He knows what you are, and he’s totally into it. Plus, he’s already paid online. So, you don’t have to worry about a thing. All you have to do is smile pretty and do what comes natural to a weak little sissy like you. I’ll be in the den if you need to be rescued.” 

She turned and started to leave. 

“Wait,” Donna said, trembling. 

Katrina turned sharply and slapped him across the face. “What did you say? Was that an order you just tried to give me?” 

Donna swallowed, pressing his fingers to the hot red mark across his cheek. “No. I mean… Please, stay… I’m scared.” 

Katrina pet one of his black pigtails. His hair was getting so long. 

“Of course your scared,” she purred. “There’s a real man on the other side of that door. Once you let him in here, he can do anything he wants to you, and there’s nothing a weak little sissy like you could do to stop it. If you beg him to be gentle he’ll just get rougher. If you beg me to help you I’ll just laugh. There’s almost nothing this man could want to do to you that I wouldn’t allow. You are right to be scared. You should be terrified. But I need money and you need to be a good, obedient little sissy. So, go to the door and welcome in your guest, and do not bother me unless your life is in danger.” She gave his pigtail an affectionate tug then tossed it into his pretty face before she turned and walked away. 

Donna watched the woman’s gorgeous lean body sway with confident command as she walked out of the room. He turned towards the door and tried to emulate some of that graceful calm, but deep inside he was quivering with terror. The doorbell rang again, and Donna scurried the rest of the way and pulled open the door. 

On the front porch stood a tall, lean man in his early forties. He looked Donna up and down and smiled lecherously. “Look at you,” he said in a deep voice that echoed in Donna’s bowels. “You’re as pretty as your picture.” 

Donna blushed. “Thank you,” he squeaked. 

The man laughed, stepping into the doorway, his tall lean body invading Donna’s space and making his smooth skin tingle with heat. 

Donna felt like all the hormones he’d taken were betraying him, making him lean closer to the man; making his body ache with confusing need. 

“What an adorable little voice you have,” the man said. “It’s the only thing that gives you away. Otherwise I might have thought you were a real girl trying to pass herself off as a tranny.” 

Donna swallowed, trembling. He didn’t like the ‘tranny’ word. It sounded so permanent. He was just a guy playing a game. The sudden absurdity of his own delusion made him tremble, as much as the powerful presence of the strong, older man. “Thank you,” he squeaked again. 

The man pushed past Donna. Donna closed the door behind him and followed the man inside. The man looked around the living room. He turned and looked at Donna once more. “Nice outfit,” he said. “I love the filthy maid thing.” 

“Thank you.” 

The man laughed. “You are too precious. You still have a dick under that frilly skirt?” 

Donna turned beet red and nodded. 

“Show me.” 

Donna pulled up his ruffled skirt to show his matching black lace panties, then pulled down his panties enough to show his small, limp dick, locked in the chastity-device. 

The man inspected him for a moment. Then nodded. 

Donna recovered himself, then flattened his skirt down with the flat of his palm, still red with shame. 

“I don’t know what it is about broken little sissies,” the man said. “I just can’t get enough of you.” He reached over and took Donna’s chin in his large, powerful hand. He turned Donna’s face up, then gently side to side, inspecting him from different angles. “What are you into, little sissy?” 

“I… I like girls…” Donna whispered, as if it would change anything. 

“That may be,” the man laughed. “But you like a lot more than that. 

I can feel it. I can feel you craving more. Your desperate need is filling the air around us. It sparkles all over you.” 

Donna whimpered. “I’m confused.” 

“You’re not confused, Little Sissy. You are just waiting to be told what you want. Isn’t that right?” 

Donna felt a grateful rush in his chest. He nodded his head. Yes. 

That was exactly it. It was so much easier just to be told, just to be ordered, just to be used. Yes. 

“Yes,” the man said. “Your little sissy soul is so desperate and needy, you would be into anything. Anything at all that I want to do to you, I can. And not only will you accept it, like the helpless little creature you are, you will love it, like the filthy little whore you were always meant to be.” 

Donna felt his legs buckling. He wanted to be on his knees, but the man held him up by his face. “Yes,” Donna purred. “Oh yes, please. Use me. Make me your filthy little whore.” 

The man released the pressure on Donna’s chin, and Donna instantly dropped to his knees, grateful to be back where he belonged. The man unzipped his slacks and pulled them down, revealing a massive bulge in the sack of his blue speedos. Donna shivered, touching the man’s hairy legs and tracing the man’s muscular thighs with his long red fingernails. He pressed his pretty face against the man’s massive sack and purred, rubbing it against his cheeks and lips. The man caressed the back of Donna’s skull. 

“There you go,” he said. “That’s a good little sissy. That’s a good little sissy who knows her place.” 

Donna could feel the man’s huge, limp shaft stirring as he caressed it with his cheek. He wiggled closer and kissed the man’s fat balls through the blue material. He gazed up at the man with submissive hunger in his pretty eyes, silently begging for the privilege of sucking the man’s infinitely superior cock. The man gave him a nod and Donna reached up, grabbed the waistband of the man’s speedos and began to pull them down. As Donna stripped him of his underwear, the man ripped off his shirt and threw it aside, showing his lean, hairy chest. 

Donna felt his mouth flood and his prostate tingle as he looked at the man’s massive, semi-erect prick, dangling in front of his face. Donna inhaled the rough, masculine scent as he pressed his feather soft lips to the tip and gave it a tender kiss. 

The cock hardened, and Donna wrapped his fingers around the thick shaft. He began to gently caress it as he kissed the tip. He extended his little pink tongue and began to lap at the now bulging tip, teasing it and tasting the intense flavor of manhood. 

Donna’s painted eyelids fluttered when the flavor of cock washed across his tongue. The hunger awakened inside him and he wrapped his soft red lips around the man’s crown and began to suck on the tip. The man moaned with a deep, powerful tone that echoed in the hollows of Donna’s slim, feminized body. Donna slid his lips down the shaft, feeling hot, rippled meat fill his mouth. He stroked the thick cock, feeling the man’s pulse against his fingertips and palm. The man caressed the back of Donna’s skull, fingertips touching his sensitive neck as his head began to bob back and forth. 

“That’s it, Girl,” the man moaned. “That’s a good, slutty little girl for daddy.” 

Donna’s head bobbed eagerly, his hand jerking the pole as his lips slid up and down the other half. Donna felt his own balls tingle and his prostate flutter as he inhaled the scent of manhood and devoured the taste of cock. His mouth was wet and greedy as he drooled on the superior man’s meat, fluttering his eyelashes as he gazed up with needy awe. 

His pretty, painted, glossy-red lips slid up and down the fat contours of the stranger’s dick, smearing it with lip-gloss and spit. 

“You’re a sweet little cocksucker,” the man said. “But are you ready to have that ass split open? Are you ready to have daddy pound that tight little sissy ass without mercy?” 

Donna slipped his lips off the big dick and rose to his feet. He had gotten very good at walking in heels and he was able to stroll gracefully, swaying his feminized body as he walked towards the bedroom. “Follow me,” he purred. He looked graceful and calm, but on the inside, he didn’t feel so relaxed. He was nervous about what this would make him into, and how he would come back from this, but mostly he was just nervous about the man’s big cock. 

Katrina’s strap on was as large and unforgiving as this man’s massive prick, and he had been able to take it, but he had ached for days afterwards. But it was more than that. He wasn’t sure if he was ready to have real flesh throbbing and pulsating inside him. He just forced a smile and reminded himself it didn’t matter what he wanted. As Katrina had told him, the man had already payed. Donna swayed his ass enticingly and led the strange, older man to the bedroom he used to call his own. 

Donna turned and smiled at the powerful older man. “Do you want me to take the uniform off, Daddy, or leave it on?” 

“Strip,” the man commanded. “I want to see all of your weak, little sissy body.” 

Donna’s fingers were trembling as he began to untie the lacings at the side of his bodice, letting it loosen. He was beet red as he began to wiggle his skinny body out of the tight uniform. Soon he was wearing just heels, underwear and stockings. 

“Underwear too,” the man commanded. 

Donna swallowed hard but didn’t hesitate to obey. He stripped off the lightly padded bra, exposing his small, budding breasts, then he stripped off his panties, exposing his pathetic limp dick, locked in the confines of a small metal cage. He stood there, breathing deep, bone thin except for his budding breasts and the layers of fat beginning to form around his hips and ass. His ribcage expanded with each breath, grateful to be released from the

confines of his restrictive uniform, even though the rest of him longed to crawl back into it. 

“Delicious,” the man said with a confident smile. “How long have you been on hormones?” 

How many months had it been? It seemed like a lifetime ago. He thought about that old, desperate version of himself, struggling hopelessly to be seen as a real man and he wanted to cringe. “Not long enough,” he answered softly. 

The man laughed. “Turn around,” he said. “Let me see that tight little ass.” 

Donna turned. He flexed his ass cheeks as he looked back over his shoulder, his body tingling from the attention. The man stepped closer, shedding off his clothes as he moved against the little sissy. 

The heat of the man’s body felt electric against Donna’s naked flesh. His big hands were coarse but gentle as they slid around to the front of his body. One cradled his neck as the other slid up his smooth tummy, across his torso and cupped one of his tiny boobs. The man squeezed his breast, making Donna whimper as his nipples become so rigid he thought they might burst. He felt small and fragile in the man’s powerful hands. 

Arching his back, Donna pressed his ass against the man’s lap, feeling the fantastic ridges of the spit-wet cock pressing against his curving rump. 

“Are you ready?” the man asked. 

“Fuck me,” Donna begged. “Please fuck me.” 

The man’s hand slid from Donna’s tit to his hip, as his grip tightened around his throat. Suddenly the man jerked Donna over, bending him at the waist, smashing his face down to the mattress. Donna gasped with surprise, ass up and face down, ankles swaying in his heels. He took a deep breath, preparing himself, but he still wasn’t prepared. He cried out as his rectum suddenly erupted in pain, his tight asshole being split open brutally by cock. The man thrust forward mercilessly, smashing his entire length into Donna’s tight hole. 

Donna clutched the blankets, his legs shaking and weak. His rump wanted to collapse, but the man’s firm grip on his hip kept it elevated. The

man’s other hand slid down his narrow back, fingering the ridges of his spine as he ground his big cock deep in Donna’s colon. 

“Oh fuck,” Donna whimpered. “Oh fuck.” 

The man laughed. “I love to hear that sound.” He jerked his hips back, then slammed them forward, flesh slapping against flesh. 

Pain shot through Donna’s rectum and he made the high, pleading sound once more. “Oh fuck. Oh fuck.” 

“Who’s your Daddy?” the man asked. 

“You are,” Donna whimpered, then cried out as the man thrust deep into him once more. “You are, Daddy.” 

“And who’s my bitch?” His question was accented by the slapping of flesh against flesh, as the man began hammering Donna’s ass with rough, steady, pounding thrusts. 

“I am,” Donna cried. “I’m your weak sissy bitch, Daddy. I am.” 

The man slapped his palm across Donna’s ass-cheek as he continued pounding his hole. The pain of the sharp strike to the hormone softened flesh of his butt was just a ripple along the surface of the ocean of pain throbbing in his rectum. 

“You like that?” the man groaned. “You like being fucked like the little sissy toy you are?” 

“Yes, Daddy,” Donna whimpered. “I love it.” Donna would have told the older, more powerful man anything he wanted to hear, but it was also true. In spite of the agonizing pain burning in his anus, something felt incredibly right about being bent over and having his sphincter abused by the bigger, better man. “Fuck me Daddy,” Donna cried. “Fuck me like a whore.” 

“You are a whore,” the man grunted as he continued slamming into Donna’s colon with his fat, throbbing cock. “I bought your ass. I can do anything I want to it.” 

Precum dribbled from the tip of Donna’s limp, locked prick. The man wouldn’t have needed to pay to own his ass. The superior man could have picked him out of a crowd on the street and used him any way he wanted. Donna realized now it wasn’t the hormones or the humiliation or

the taunting that had made him into this helpless little fuck-thing. It was his true sissy soul, calling out from the depths. “Anything you want, Daddy. 

Anything!” 

Both the man’s hands clutched Donna’s tiny waist. The man’s strong arms pumped Donna’s thin little body, jerking him back and forth like a pretty little ragdoll, his chastity cage flopping beneath him as his asshole was hammered by the bulging contours of rock-hard cock. The man grunted, strong fingers digging into Donna’s tender skin as he rode his body like a stolen sex-toy. 

Donna’s anus ached with fiery pain, but his mind tingled with the thrill of being used. He felt a fluttering deep in his prostate as shivers began to dance up and down his spine. “Yes!” Donna cried out. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” 

“Take it!” the man groaned, pounding him relentlessly. “Take it, Sissy Whore!” 

The sound of flesh slapping against flesh competed with the sound of Donna’s shrill whimpers as the man hammered his tight ass harder and harder. Donna’s balls began to tighten, as the fluttering of his prostrate increased in intensity. Every inch of him felt like it was stuffed with hot, throbbing meat. 

“Fuck,” he whimpered. “Oh fuck. Fuck yes.” 

“Take it!” the man roared. “Take it you dumb little sissy bimbo!” 

“Yes!” Donna cried. “Oh, fuck yes! Give it to me! Give it to me!” 

Hot jizz began to explode from the man’s hard cock, filling Donna’s sphincter with thick, creamy sensation. Donna shuddered with pleasure as his asshole absorbed the hot masculine seed of a real man. His own balls throbbed and suddenly his prostate spasmed uncontrollably. He writhed in pleasure, his ass filling with seed, as his own limp dick began to spurt streams of jizz out of its cage. 

Donna’s skinny, sissy body gyrated as the hard cock spurted wad after wad of potent semen into his rectum and his own, limp little dick spit out sticky sperm. His mind went blank as ecstasy writhed through his tiny body with more intensity then he’d ever known. 

Finally, the man finished fucking him and let his limp body collapse down to the bed. The man got dressed and patted Donna’s ass as he

lay panting on the bed. “You were a good little fuck,” he told him. Then left without another word. 

Donna was still trying to recover from the pain and ecstasy and the powerful intensity of release, when Katrina strolled into the room and slapped him playfully, but painfully on his ass. 

“Get cleaned up, Princess,” she said. “You’ve got another date in twenty minutes.” 

He looked up at her with shock in his eyes and she smiled. “You didn’t think it would just be one, did you? No Princess. You’ve got a very busy day ahead of you.” 

The Perfect Wedding Pet

Donna woke up from his short nap at the hotel in Vegas. Cindy was already dressed, doing the final touches of her makeup, wearing a gorgeous traditional wedding dress. It was all lace and virgin white silk. She looked breathtaking. His heart ached for the beautiful brunette. She looked as dream-like as she had looked on their own wedding day. 

Donna’s eyes were drawn to a sparkle in Cindy’s cleavage. Cindy wore the wedding ring he had given her on a silver chain now, dangling in her cleavage next to the little silver key that occasionally unlocked his chastity device. He felt a confused excitement seeing his ring nestled in that beautiful space instead of on her finger. 

She saw him stir and smiled at him from the mirror as she sat elegant and regal at the makeup table. “Good morning pretty girl,” she said. 

“You look beautiful,” Donna said, moving to the edge of the bed, wearing nothing but his pretty pink panties over his tiny steel cock-cage. 

She turned to face him, sliding her silken feet out from the hem of her gorgeous dress. “Come rub my feet, pet. I’m feeling a little nervous.” 

Donna woke up instantly at the thought of touching those gorgeous feet. He felt tingly and alive as he dropped to his knees on the floor and quickly crawled to his wife. He took one of her gorgeous calves in his hand and began to gently knead her arch, listening to her voice as she sighed with deep relaxation. 

“That’s it. That’s a good girl.” 

He felt alive and electric with pride as he massaged her slender foot and kissed her dainty toes. 

“Okay, Sweetie,” Cindy purred. “That will do for now. You need to get ready. There’s an outfit already laid out for you.” 

Donna stood up and hurried into the other room, excited to see what they had chosen for him to wear. 

Donna tingled as he strolled behind the two gorgeous brides, carrying a lovely bouquet in front of his narrow torso. He wore a tiny little

cocktail dress that showed off his long, smooth legs. It sat on his frame in such a way to emphasize his subtle curves, while hiding the small bump of his cock-cage. 

Nobody in the quickie Vegas chapel would have suspected him of being a man, but no one could have any doubt that he was the other two women’s subservient little pet. He waited on them both hand and foot, gushing at the slightest hint of attention from either one of the beautiful, breathtaking brides. Both women wore lovely gowns of bridal lace and striking white. Cindy’s dress was flowing and traditional, while Katrina’s was slightly more modern and form fitting, but they both looked angelic. 

Donna on the other hand, looked more like he should be offering date’s the strip than attending a wedding ceremony. His short dress and long heels showed off his smooth legs, making his flesh look like an invitation to explore, and his thick makeup was trashy and bold. 

The two women stepped up to the preacher and said their vows. 

The preacher told them they would be joined forever, then they lifted each other’s veils. Their graceful hands wrapped around each other’s satin and lace covered torso as they pulled each other close, tits pressing together just before their lips made contact. They kissed softly at first, looking just like a tasteful lesbian wedding cake, but then Katrina’s pink tongue flashed as she pushed it into Cindy’s mouth. Katrina squeezed her bride’s ass as the two girls began to kiss with frantic passion. 

They ground against each other, hands passionately exploring each other’s gorgeous and exaggerated curves. 

As the girls continued making out, the assistant at the chapel handed Donna a form. “Sign here,” the tiny older woman said, pointing to where it said WITNESS. “And I’ll just need to see your ID.” 

Donald signed and handed it back, presenting the driver’s license from his purse. 

“Sorry Sweetie,” the older woman said. “You brought the wrong ID. This isn’t you.” 

Donna smiled nervously, squirming. He had forgotten that the man on that ID looked nothing like him now. “It is me,” he said. 

The woman looked at him steadily, challenging him to actually believe she was that stupid. 

Katrina had noticed his plight and leaned in, whispering into his ear. “Show her your dick, pet.” 

Donna looked into the older woman’s incredulous eyes, then sighed. He took hold of the hem of his dress and wiggled, pulling it up the few inches it took to uncover his panties. Then he pulled his little pink panties aside and showed his limp, locked penis and smooth little balls. 

“I’m Donald,” he said, blushing bright red. “That’s me.” 

The woman looked him up and down and then let out a sudden, caustic laugh. “Oh dear. Some poor unsuspecting guy is in for a nasty surprise when he wakes up in your bed.” She notarized the document and sealed it in an envelope for the brides as Donna wiggled his dress back over his crotch. 

The three of them left the tiny chapel and hurried back upstairs to their rooms. 

The two brides began making out as soon as they were in the door. 

Donna brought in the documents and set them on the table and closed the door behind the brides. He began picking up the items they dropped to the floor as they kissed, grinding against each other in their gorgeous wedding gowns. The two brides kissed their way to the bed, then began to strip each other carelessly. 

Donna gathered up the expensive components of the elaborate dresses, piling them carefully as the girls flung them off without a second thought. When he was done insuring they were protected, he looked back at the women and was stopped cold. 

He was looking at the sexiest, most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. 

The two women wore matching bridal lingerie; white lace corsets, white satin panties, sheer white stockings and garters. The two gorgeous women stood close to each other, his wife soft with dreamlike beauty, Katrina sharp with jarring perfection. They held hands, and they both were looking at him with teasing glares. 

They each held something in their free hands, as they stood graceful and confident in there deliciously sexy underwear. They each held

a huge, realistic looking, strap-on dildo. 

Donna trembled, aching for the stunning brides. 

“Take off that dress,” Cindy purred. “You didn’t think you were getting left out tonight. Did you?” 

“Really?” Donna gasped. “I get to play too? On your special night?” 

Cindy nodded. “It’s your special night too.” 

Donna looked from Cindy to Katrina, knowing it was her who had the final authority. 

Katrina smiled, uncharacteristically joyful. “Of course, Princess. 

You are a filthy, perverted little piece of shit, but you’re  our filthy, perverted little piece of shit.” 

Donna unzipped his dress and let it fall to the floor. He took a step closer, smiling in his pink panties, padded bra and long tapered heels. 

Cindy held out her hand and waved him forward as she took a step away from Katrina’s sculpted body. Cindy pat the big, heart-shaped honeymoon bed. “Lay down on your back, Sweetie,” she purred. 

Donna walked up, nervously between the two lovely brides, and he lay on his back on the bed. Instead of putting the dildos on themselves, the girls each knelt on either side of him and began to buckle the straps onto him. Katrina strapped her big, black dildo to his head, leaving the massive dong jutting out from his chin. Cindy strapped her ivory colored dong around his hips, letting it rest tantalizingly on the bump formed by his limply locked penis. 

The women passed a tube of jell between them and rubbed glistening lube across the massive artificial cocks that now jutted from his face and his panty-covered crotch. After his two strap-ons shimmered with jell, the two brides began kissing again. They touched each other, purring and moaning, each on either side of his narrow body, leaning over him. 

They kissed wetly above him, their pink tongues slipping back and forth between each other’s mouths as they clawed at each other’s tops. 

Soon the lace corset tops were stripped away, and the women’s naked breasts pressed together beneath their beautiful, kissing faces and

above Donna’s trembling, skinny torso. He watched the two beautiful faces above him, lost in each other as they kissed. Their hands explored each other’s curves, as they knelt, still wearing their stockings, garters and panties. 

Finally, Katrina threw her leg over his head and hovered above him. 

Cindy straddled his thighs, big ivory dildo touching the flesh of her stomach as she leaned in and continued kissing her bride. Donna looked up at Katrina, hovering over him. He breathed in the luxurious soft smell of her pussy. He could see the delicate outline of a slight camel-toe in her satin panties, the shaft of the massive black dildo pressing against the front of her crotch. She worked her hips gently as she kissed Cindy, rubbing the contours of the black dong against her panties, teasing her own clit. 

Donna could feel the movement of both women, leaning against their dildos, as the base of the toys rubbed against his chin and against his crotch. Both women rose up, bringing their bodies high enough to hover over the ends of their massive dildos. They each took their toy in one hand, and pulled their bridal panties aside with the other. Then, as they gazed lovingly into each other’s eyes, they each began to lower, sliding the rigid artificial pricks into their tight, wet cunts. 

Cindy whimpered thrillingly, and Katrina moaned with lustful joy as the two women eased their bodies down the big, fake cocks. Donna could feel the pressure pushing down on him. Especially his cock cage, which pushed back against his skin, making him squirm beneath the weight of his sexy, little wife. The metal bands pressed against his flesh achingly as Cindy took the full length of the dildo, and began to work her hips, grinding the toy inside her. 

Donna whimpered, Katrina’s pussy inches from his lips and her ass against his nose. He watched the soft folds of her delicious cunt, spread wide, engulfing the girth of the oversized toy as she began to slide up and down the big, fake dick. She moaned with delicious pleasure. 

Cindy whimpered with tantalizing noises as she rocked her body over his hips, driving the dildo back and forth inside her, and causing the base to grind painfully but thrillingly against the tender flesh of his crotch and his smooth little balls. She gripped his narrow ribcage with both hands, 

holding his torso for leverage as she rode the impressive fake cock that was strapped over his own pathetic locked dick. 

The women kissed as they rocked on top of him, their backs arching and their hips moving with steady, rhythmic grace. 

Donna stared up at the exposed flesh of Katrina’s delicious looking cunt. He was terrified of upsetting the vicious woman, but he felt like he would die if he couldn’t taste the amazing pussy that hovered over him. He extended his tongue tentatively, and flickered it quickly across her flawless, pink skin. 

The fresh, tangy flavor of her pussy made his mind spin, but he quickly pulled his tongue away. He cringed for a moment, but she did not scold him. In fact… Was that a little purr he had heard? He extended his tongue again, a little more boldly, and flicked it across her opening as it once more slid down the contours of the realistic cock strapped to his chin. 

She purred. She definitely purred. 

Donna’s heart sang with joy as he stretched his tongue and began lapping at her opening, savoring her juices as she rode the fat dildo above him. The girls kissed and moaned. His balls felt wet with vaginal fluid, as his wife’s creamy juices ran down the dildo and dripped through the lace of his panties. He could hear the wet noises of Cindy and Katrina kissing, as well of the sucking sounds of their pussies pressing back and forth along the length of two massive dildos. He felt the pain of his cock-cage grinding back into himself, and the pain of his cock trying to get hard beneath the suffocating weight.  He lapped eagerly at Katrina’s perfect pussy every time it drew down far enough to touch. He savored the flavor of her flowing juices and the smell of her deep arousal. 

The women began to ride him harder, kissing above him, using him like an inanimate sex-toy as they made love to each other. Their tits jiggled and their hands braced against him as they bounced above him, their weight slamming down roughly. Faster and faster they plunged down on the toys, kissing each other between whimpers as they drew closer and closer to orgasm. 

Then, both at once, the beautiful brides began to orgasm. They came together, their voices high and breathless between wet kisses. Katrina twitched above him, the dildo strapped to his face buried to the base in her

cunt. He pushed his tongue up, wedging it between the hard surface of the phallus and the soft flesh of her delicious pussy. He drove his tongue inside her, tasting the juices of her orgasm as they flooded down the pole. She shuddered above him, grinding. 

His dick felt raw and wet and abused as if he really had been fucking with it, instead of having it ridden limp in a chastity device. He savored the feeling, and he savored the sense of accomplishment that came with playing a part in the women he worshiped both getting off, but he also ached with unsatisfied need. 

He had learned to accept that desperate, needful feeling, to take comfort in it even; to treasure the submission it symbolized. But tonight, he ached more than ever for release. 

The two beautiful brides slipped off him and began unstrapping the toys from his head and hips. “Thank you for including me,” he told them. 

Cindy purred near his feet. “We’re not done with you yet.” 

He lifted his face and looked at her. She was standing beside the bed now. She was smiling beautifully, her face damp with sweat and glowing from orgasm. Her beautiful rack rose and fell deliciously with her still elevated breathing. She still wore her bridal panties, garters and stockings, but she also wore, strapped over them, her huge, ivory dildo. 

Donna’s body quivered in sudden anticipation. He could see the wetness from his wife’s cunt still glistening along the length of the big, fake cock. 

Cindy purred. “Tonight is special for all of us. Tonight is not only the night that Kat and I become each other’s loving wives, but it is the night you get officially upgraded from boring, loser husband, to adorable, sissy slave. I can think of no better way to celebrate this special night, then to fuck you hard in your tight, sissy cunt.” 

“Yes,” Donna whimpered, craving the release he had learned came with having his asshole violated. “Fuck me. Fuck me.” 

Cindy smiled with devious thrill as she pulled him to the edge of the bed. She held his small, trembling legs against her body, his calves framing her gorgeous tits as she pulled his ass to the very edge of the bed. 

She reached down with one hand and pulled his panties aside. He felt the

lace twisting against his balls as his tender ass was exposed. She let her weight push against his smooth, feminine legs as she pushed her pussy-wet dildo into the crack of his ass. 

Donna moaned as the bulging tip of the artificial cock worked between his ass-cheeks and pressed against his soft, quivering hole. He knew it was going to hurt, but his body already craved it, remembering the pleasure that eventually took over from the pain. “Yes,” he whimpered. 

“Yes. Yes. I need it. I love it.” 

Donna gasped as the hard toy began to split him open. The sharp pain tore into his asshole, but he already felt the hint of pleasure, pulsating beneath it; humming in his eager prostate. 

Katrina still knelt by his head. She pulled the huge black dildo from the harness and held it in her hand. The ebony surface glistened with her juices. She stared at the toy, teasing the bulging artificial veins that ran up and down its length with the tip of her finger. 

Cindy rocked forward, impaling him. Her tits hovering over him, his feet dangling above her shoulders as she folded his legs towards his torso. “My sweet, sweet little sissy,” she purred. 

Katrina held her black dildo by the artificial balls, toying with it idly. She brought its tip to the side of Donna’s neck, teasing his flesh with the pussy-wet surface. She traced it up his throat and across his delicate jawline. She traced it back up his check and brought the bulging tip, heavily scented with pussy, to the surface of his glossy red lips. 

Cindy began to rock gently back and forth inside him, her fat toy making his sphincter ache and burn even as his body trembled with anticipation for the pleasure to come. 

Donna pursed his pretty lips and kissed the tip of Katrina’s toy, looking at the beautiful blonde with doting submission. She smiled wickedly back at him. “Good girl,” she purred as she began to wiggle the toy, working it into his little, wet mouth. 

Donna’s body began to sway back and forth as Cindy began to ride him harder, pumping her strap-on deep into his rectum. Donna whimpered, his sweet sissy mouth falling open. Katrina purred and pushed her toy in, 

cramming his mouth with synthetic black cock. He tasted the tangy flavor of Katrina’s delicious pussy as his colon ached and his prostate fluttered. 

Katrina worked the fat black dildo back and forth in Donna’s mouth. Her smile widened every time she plunged it deeper, making him gag. 

His tender asshole burned and his throat convulsed as twin dildo’s pierced him at both ends, but the angelic brides were relentless, pumping their toys back and forth with rhythmic force, violating both his tender holes with gleeful faces. He was surrounded by softness and beauty and light, as his ass and throat were abused relentlessly and joyfully. 

He focused on relaxing his heaving throat and quivering asshole, focusing on the sensation of wet, synthetic flesh against his tongue and against his sphincter. He felt his holes opening, relaxing to their new purpose, becoming the gaping cock-holes they were meant to be. The women hammered both his openings, their gorgeous tits giggling, their beautiful eyes staring down at him, their bodies thrilled with his degradation. 

Donna’s body rocked with each thrust of the toy in his ass. His small tits jiggled, his nipples rock hard even as his dick stayed locked in limpness, flopping in its chastity cage. His prostate vibrated with humming intensity, and seemed to pulsate with heat as the contours of his wife’s strap-on dick rubbed back and forth against its tender surface. 

“Oh yes, Sweetie,” Cindy purred, breathless from hammering his tight ass mercilessly. “I love it. I love fucking you like this.” 

“Take it,” Katrina leaned close to his ear and purred. “Take it like a dirty sissy whore. Take every inch of this fat black dick or a swear I’m going to break you in half.” 

Donna felt the big black dildo sliding deeper and deeper down his throat as he relaxed more and more into his new purpose and his new reality. It felt good to be used. It felt good to have his weak little body abused by anyone, but especially by the two women he loved. 

“Fucking whore,” Katrina growled into his ear. “I hope you choke on this cock.” 

“Oh Sweetie,” Cindy purred. “I love you. I love your sweet, feminine body. I love fucking you like a girl.” 

“Like a whore,” Katrina growled into his ear. “Like a filthy, stupid sissy whore. Choke on it. Choke.” 

But he wasn’t choking. He was taking the full length of the dildo down his throat like a porn-star as his ass got hammered harder and harder by his beautiful, loving wife. He trembled with a sense of accomplishment as his prostate began to throb. His balls tingled and shivers ran up his spine. 

Suddenly his body began to writhe as he exploded in orgasm. His limp dick began to twitch, spitting thick cum out the little pink tip as his cage flopped across his flesh with every thrust of his wife’s big, fake cock. 

He gargled on thick black dong as Cindy pressed her lush body against his legs, folding him even more as she ground her toy deep inside his asshole. 

Finally, Katrina pulled her dildo from his throat and dropped it on the mattress. Cindy leaned forward, stretching him painfully as she kissed his lips and said, “Good girl.” 

Donna shuddered with a few aftershocks of pleasure that tingled from his abused rectum and he smiled up at his wife. She slid her dildo out from inside him, undid the buckles on her harness and let it fall to the floor. 

She crawled past him and threw herself in Katrina’s arms. The two women began to kiss affectionately as they collapsed together on the bed, purring and nuzzling. 

They seemed lost in each other for a long time, and Donna moved beside them, just laying close. He savored the proximity of their bodies, soaking in the affection they shared and laying almost perfectly still for fear of disturbing it. 

“Sweetie,” Cindy said, as if remembering suddenly he was still there. “Be a doll and fix me a margarita.” 

Donna sat up, thrilled to be useful. “Yes, of course,” he said eagerly. He eyed Katrina, looking nervously at the potentially vicious blonde. He spoke a little shakily as he asked, “Would you like anything Katrina?” 

Katrina reached out and pet his soft, dye-black hair. “I’ll take a margarita too, Princess… and you can call me Kat.” 

Donna’s eyes went wide. He swallowed hard. “Call you Kat?” He flushed with grateful affection and dropped to her feet and beginning to lavish her lovely arches with kisses. “Thank you, Kat,” he cried. “Thank you.” 

She laughed. “Alright. Don’t get carried away.” She pressed her foot to his face and firmly pushed him away. “Drinks doggie. Hurry up.” 

Donna hopped up, his ass shaking like he really had a tail to wag with joy as he rushed off to make drinks for the two beautiful women who owned him. 

The End
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