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FREEUSE FEMBOY

Rich’s wife, Claire, is acting strange. She’s making odd requests and peculiar hints about his upcoming birthday. As Rich begins to notice things, subtle clues, he begins to wonder what she’s up to, and he begins to get excited.

Claire is pretty much perfect in every way imaginable except one. There’s just one thing Rich is really into in the bedroom that Claire does not enjoy. Rich though is beginning to suspect that maybe she has a treat in store for him, something special.

By the time his birthday arrives, Rich can’t contain his excitement. He can’t wait to get home to receive the surprise gift Claire’s been hinting at. Only when he gets home he discovers that his surprise is not what he’d been expecting.

Claire has arranged for Alex, their old neighbour to visit for the weekend. Rich is slightly disappointed. Though he loves spending time with the boy next door, he’d been hoping for something a little more exciting.

But then Claire reveals the secret surprise she’s been planning for months, and Alex, dressed pretty, can’t wait for Rich to unwrap his femboy gift...

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

It started about three months before the big day.

“Rich? I need you for a minute.” Claire said. “When you have time.”

Of course I had time. Claire was the love of my life, my wife. I’d do pretty much anything for her, and not because she was demanding or anything like that, but because I wanted to, because I knew she’d do pretty much anything for me.

Hell, she already did so much for me that I often thought I might be the luckiest man on earth. She was sweet, kind, funny, smart, generous, and thoughtful. She was the whole package.

“I’ll be right there.” I called out, getting up off the sofa. “Where do you need me?”

“The bedroom.” She called out.

That made my smile, made my cock twitch. Why did she need me in the bedroom?

My mind raced.

When I said Claire was the whole package I meant it. She had the heart of an angel, but… she had the body and the libido of a demon—or more specifically a succubus. I headed through to the bedroom to find her sitting on the bed with an open box beside her reading a small leaflet. I paused, frowned, felt a twinge of disappointment.

I’d been hoping I’d find her in underwear maybe, or maybe even naked.

“What do you need?” I asked.

She looked up at me and smiled. It was a smile I knew well. It was a smile that let me know she was up to mischief. It was the smile she knew I could never resist.

I loved my wife, adored her, and there was good reason. We were good together, great even, and not only was she smart but she was beautiful. We were pretty much perfect for each other.

Seeing her sat there, grinning, I felt a swell of love and affection and desire.

Claire was slim but curvy, dressed casually in shorts and a t-shirt, yet the simplicity of her outfit did nothing to hide her obvious charms. I could see the swell of her hips and her ass, her perfect butt stretching her shorts taut, her plump thighs, and I could see the rise and fall of her ample chest as she took deep breaths.

Yet, as always, it was her face that charmed me most. That long mane of curly red hair, her bright green eyes, her full lips, and the scattering of freckles on her cheeks. Though she’d gotten older over the years we’d known each other, had changed much since we’d met, both of us only nineteen at the time, she was still just as beautiful as she’d been on the day I met her.

Or… no, that wasn’t quite true.

In my eyes, she’d only gotten more beautiful. She’d gone from girl to woman. I’d seen her blossom, grow in wisdom and kindness, graduate as one of the top of her class from law school, had seen her body develop, become curvier while never losing its tone and firmness thanks to her commitment to looking after herself.

She inspired me more each day. It was thanks to her that I was in such good shape. She helped me eat better, and we worked out regularly together at the gym.

Seeing her sat that I felt glad to have her in my life, to have her as my wife. Yet, for all of it, there was just one, teeny, tiny, little problem…

“I need your cock.” She said. “And don’t ask questions. I promise you this will all make sense eventually and trust me you’ll be grateful.”

She was still grinning. I knew there was some scheme brewing in that wicked mind of hers.

That was the first time I began to suspect she was planning something big. It was my birthday in three months. A big one. Thirty. I had no idea why but something in me began to wonder if this wasn’t the start of some elaborate scheme but… how that related to her needing my cock I had no idea.

Still, I was always happy to indulge her.

“Sure.” I said, smiling back.

I began to unbutton my jeans, pulling them down along with my underwear to expose my semi-flacid cock. Claire’s eyes widened. I always enjoyed the way she looked at me. Seeing the lust she had for me was one of my main motivators for working out and staying in good shape.

“Hmmm… that’s not going to work…” She said, frowning slightly.

“What do you mean? What did you have planned for…”

Before I could finish she slipped off the bed and moved towards me, wrapping her hand around the base of my cock. I felt my shaft twitch, filling with blood, getting thicker, longer.

She smiled in the way she always did.

“That’s better.” She said. “I want you fully hard. I need your cock as big as it gets.”

She stroked, gently, encouraging my cock to full harness. I knew I was on the large side, both in length and girth, but even so I still always liked to hear Claire talk about how big my cock was. It excited me.

“That’s it, get it nice and hard. I want it as thick and as long as it can get.”

She worked her hand, getting me harder. I moaned.

“I’m still not sure what you…”

“Shush!” She said. “It's a surprise. All you need to focus on now is getting hard for me. I just need your cock, okay?”

I nodded, enjoying the touch of her hand. She got me hard, rock hard, and then…

“Perfect.” She said.

With one hand still working my cock she picked up a small container I hadn’t noticed at the side of the bed, filled with what looked like pink slime. To that she added a small vial of clear liquid, stirring it in before picking up the container.

“Think sexy thoughts for me. I need you to stay hard for the next thirty to sixty seconds.” She said.

With that, she plunged my cock into the pink slime. It was warm, viscous, and… oddly pleasant, almost like it was sucking on me. I had no idea what Claire was doing but I trusted her so I did my best to think sexy thoughts.

I closed my eyes and thought of the sexiest thing I could think of. Claire’s ass, and my favourite fantasy, the one that always excited me. Her letting me fuck her in the ass.

It was my biggest turn-on and was the only fly in the ointment of our marriage. Claire did not enjoy anal, and she especially did not enjoy anal with me.

I didn’t blame her either. She was petite and my cock was massive. We’d tried it several times early on in our relationship, but after several disastrous, and painful attempts at me fucking her in her perfect ass she’d forsworn the act entirely.

I never complained, never moaned. I accepted it, but it was hard. I was married to a beautiful woman with the most perfect ass I’d ever seen and I was never allowed to go anywhere near it. Claire knew it remained my biggest turn-on, and I knew she felt slightly bad about not being able to satisfy that fantasy, but… it was something we both accepted.

Her ass was off the table. Anal was off the table.

But that didn’t stop me thinking about it. So, think about it I did. The thought of her bent over, that luscious ass in the air, my cock slowly penetrating her tight hole. My cock throbbed, getting, impossibly, even harder.

I thought about Claire in just stockings and suspenders, heels, about grabbing her hips, slamming into her ass. The pink slime around my cock seemed almost to grip me, almost sucking on my cock. It felt oddly pleasant, stimulating, and I could almost imagine it was Claire's butt, squeezing around my cock.

“That should do it.” Claire said, snapping me back to reality.

I opened my eyes and looked down as Claire pulled gently on the container and for a moment the suction got more intense before it slipped free of my throbbing cock.

“Perfect.”

Claire was grinning as she inspected the container. I frowned, puzzled.

“What on earth was that about?” I asked, bemused.

Claire chuckled.

“I’m making a mould of your cock silly? What did you think I was doing?”

I blinked.

“I… what for?” I asked.

“How many times do I have to tell you… it’s a surprise. Now why don’t you go have a shower to clean up while I get on with my project.”

I stared at her, my cock still hard, throbbing.

“But…”

“Later.” She said grinning. “And trust me, it will one hundred per cent be worth it.”

***

After that things got weirder.

About two weeks after she’d encased my cock in the strange pink slime she interrupted me while I was having a shower after getting home from the gym.

Neither of us ever locked the bathroom door since it was just the two of us and neither of us minded the other coming into the bathroom while it was occupied, so it wasn’t unusual for Claire to come in to grab something from the bathroom cabinet or to wash her hands or whatever while I was showering, but this time she just sat down and watched me, grinning.

I didn’t mind her watching me of course. I enjoyed the attention. As I washed I put on a little show for her, moving my hand slowly across my toned body.

I always enjoyed how she looked at me. Her affection and desire were my main motivators for staying in shape and looking after myself. That and the fact that even after all the years we’d been together she was still in incredible shape.

Plus, after my hard workout at the gym, I had a pretty good pump on. I knew my body looked good in that moment and I enjoyed showing off for my wife.

“Could you do me a favour?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Of course.” I said. “What?”

“I… can you shave your cock and balls for me. I don’t mind them hairy but a change is nice, right?”

I stared at her as water beat down on my back. I’d shaved my cock before, had shaved it several times over the years, but Claire had always been relatively nonplussed by it. There was something in her smile too, a smirk, the twinkle in her eye I knew that meant mischief.

“No other reason?” I asked.

Claire chuckled.

“Not saying. But… will you do it, for me? Pleeeease…”

She used her cutesy, sweet, innocent voice that she knew I could never resist. I just smiled, nodded.

“You want to watch?” I asked.

Claire nodded. So, while she watched, I shaved my cock, balls, trimming my thatch of pubic hair so it was short-cropped. I always liked how my cock looked shaved. It looked larger, and as a bonus, the lack of hair made it more sensitive too.

As I shaved I felt my heart quicken. I was aware of Claire watching me, closely, intent, and her attention did something to me. The feeling of being watched stirred something.

I felt my cock throb, hardening.

“Oh, you look good. Will you make it hard for me too?” Claire said.

I nodded. As I finished shaving I stroked my cock.

Now it was smooth, cock and balls hairless, the sensations of touch were more intense. I closed my eyes, teasing myself.

“Fuck you look hot. That’s it, get nice and hard for me.”

My wife’s voice turned me on. I enjoyed her attention, the desire she had for me. I stroked gently, feeling my cock throb. I imagined her ass, round, firm, smooth, Claire bent over the kitchen side in a tiny skirt, thigh-high socks, heels, no panties. It was a common fantasy.

It was a shame it was only ever a fantasy.

I imagined her asshole, tight, wet, glistening with oil, waiting for me. I felt my cock getting harder and I gripped the base tight to make it fat and long.

“That’s it. Work that fat cock for me, baby. Show me what a stud you are.” Claire said.

This was new. Claire had never watched me touch myself before. It was something neither of us had much interest in. We were pretty evenly matched with our libidos, both of us having high sex drives, so if either of us were ever horny we just approached the other for sex.

Yet I was enjoying it. I was enjoying the lust in her voice, the idea of being watched, the thought that touching myself was turning my wife on.

Plus, my shaved cock felt good. I worked a soapy hand up and down my shaft, slick, wet, and I moaned, feeling my cock get harder, longer, fatter. I teased, wanting to put on a good show, but also… there was something nice about pleasuring myself, exploring the way my cock felt.

I formed my thumb and forefinger into a tight ring, simulating Claire’s ass, and I pressed my cock at it, imagining pressing my cock at her asshole. I thrust, in my mind penetrating my wife’s perfect ass.

I thrust deep.

It had been years since I’d last fucked Claire in the ass. The last attempt was a disaster that left both of us giggling at how awkward it was. It was after that attempt that we both forswore off anal.

There were lots of things Claire did enjoy, and our sex life was wild and fun and adventurous, yet still, part of me still lusted after her ass. There was just something special about how tight it was, how sinful and taboo it was. And the fact that she had one of the most amazing asses I’d ever seen only made it worse.

It was like being forced to sit in a five-star restaurant, being served the most delicious meal of your life, but then being told you weren’t allowed to eat it. That didn’t stop me from fantasising about it though.

So I did, and knowing that Claire was watching me, that she was the one who wanted me to shave my cock, excited me even more. Maybe she had something special planned?

“Work it. Work that massive cock for me. Show me what a stud you are.” She said.

My eyes were still closed and I was fixated on the mental image of Claire bent over, ass up, her hole wet for me. I tightened my grip on my cock, imagining her ass clenching tight around my girth. I worked my hips, stroking my cock while my wife watched me.

I felt my cock throb, swelling, balls tightening.

“Fuck…” I said.

“Cum for me. Cum for me stud.” Claire said.

And… I did. I came hard, thinking about cumming in her tight ass. I stroked my cock as I came, squeezing tight, and I came over and over and over. I thought about filling my wife’s tight ass with my cum.

The heat of the shower and the intensity of my climax left me dizzy and it took me a moment to come back to my senses. I felt the throbbing of my cock subside, and I felt my orgasm fade.

I opened my eyes, grinning, to see Claire sitting watching me with… her phone in her hand, pointed at me. She was beaming. I chuckled.

“Are you taking photos of me?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“Nope. I was taking a video. You looked so fucking hot… thank you.” She said.

She smirked, winked at me, then slipped her phone into her pocket.

A video? I felt my cheeks flush slightly. She’d filmed me masturbating in the shower…

“What… why?” I asked.

“Can’t a woman admire her hot husband? And anyway, I can’t tell you. I told you it’s a surprise. You just have to trust me. And if it helps, I really think you’re going to enjoy it.”

With that Claire rose to her feet and moved to exit the bathroom. As she reached the door she stopped and turned to look back over her shoulder.

“Oh, and keep yourself smooth. At least until after your birthday. It’s… part of your surprise.”

And then she left. I was left with my head spinning, water still beating down on my back, my head fuzzy from post-climax fog, my cock tingling. I couldn’t help but wonder what on earth Claire was planning.

As I finished showering my head began to puzzle over it, but for the life of me, I couldn’t imagine what she was up to. It was a good job I liked surprises.

***

As my birthday approached Claire became busy, bustling around the house. Boxes arrived in the mail addressed to her, and at first I assumed they were gifts, but then she opened them quite happily in front of me, unpacking them to check the contents.

I was bemused by the things she ordered. Extra towels, bed linens, sheets, bedding.

“Don’t we already have enough of this stuff?” I asked her.

Claire just smiled.

“These are for guests. I figured it was about time we got some nice towels and linens in for people who might want to stay over. I figure we’re mature enough now that we shouldn’t be letting guests use our old sheets and towels.”

I shrugged. We had plenty of room in our house for guests but it wasn’t like we had people over to stay that often. I figured though maybe she’d invited people to visit for my birthday. Maybe that was the surprise?

Maybe she was planning a party or something? I smiled at that thought. Yet, I wondered who she’d have invited to stay. Everyone we knew lived close enough that they could head home after a party.

And then, as the weeks passed, I noticed a distinct lack of party planning, and no one mentioned anything to me. I began to get the sinking feeling that Claire was planning one of those cheesy surprise parties where everyone jumps out. I could think of nicer things to have on my birthday, but if that’s what Claire wanted to do for me then I knew I’d enjoy it. It was never about the gift itself after all, but about the thought and effort she put into it, and from what I could tell she was putting in a lot of effort.

As my birthday got closer I noticed Claire sending more messages and ordering things for the house, stocking up on snacks and drinks. Still, though there wasn’t enough to host a party. I puzzled over it, but not too hard. I knew better than to try to outsmart my wife.

And then, two weeks before my birthday I came home early from the gym…

The house was quiet as I entered and I stood for a moment, listening. Claire's car was in the driveway so I knew she was home and then… I heard music from the upstairs bedroom. I smiled.

I made my way upstairs, quietly, to surprise her, and as I closed in on the bedroom I could hear her muttering to herself, quietly.

“He’s going to fucking love it. I can’t wait to see his face. Claire, you have totally outdone yourself this time.”

I listened for a moment as she whispered to herself in her cute, excited tone, then I pushed the bedroom door open to surprise my wife.

“Hey, honey. I’m home.” I said, beaming.

I laughed as Claire jumped, spinning around to face me. Her eyes went wide and then… she moved, quickly, sweeping everything she had laid out on the bed onto the floor on the far side of the room, sweeping it out of sight.

Yet, she wasn’t quick enough. I caught enough of a glimpse to send a thrill down my spine. Lingerie, heels, sexy outfits, and… I was pretty sure I caught a glimpse of a couple of interesting-looking sex toys and a bottle of lube. I felt my cock twitch.

“Fuck! Get out… you’re going to spoil it all.” Claire said, pouting. “You were not meant to be home for another couple of hours!”

“I thought you’d be happy to see me.” I said, smiling.

Claire stalked towards me and pushed me out of the room, closing the door behind her. She stared at me, eyes narrowed.

“What did you see?” She asked, voice stern.

I blushed.

“Enough to make me even more excited for my birthday. Just what are you planning?” I asked.

She looked at me, annoyed, then softened. She smiled.

“It’s a surprise! How many times do I have to tell you.” She said. “Just trust me, it’ll be more fun, and you’re going to enjoy it.”

I smiled at her.

“After what I saw I know I’m going to enjoy it.”

I had figured it was going to be a party, but after seeing what I’d seen on the bed my mind raced. Maybe Claire was planning a dirty weekend for us both?

Sure we were intimate regularly, but being married, working, keeping a house tidy, was work, stress. Sex often came at the end of the day when we were both tired. We had the odd moment of intense passion, but never enough, so maybe… maybe she really did have something special planned?

Claire just smirked.

“You have no idea.” She said. “Now, come help me with dinner, and try to forget what you saw because honestly, I think this will be more fun if you don’t figure it out. Not that I think you will of course, because I really think I’ve outdone myself this time.”

Claire moved away, headed towards the stairs, and I stayed for a moment watching her, the sway of her hips and ass, the sensual grace of her. I’d only caught a glimpse of what she had laid out on the bed, but I was already imagining her in sexy lingerie, heels, seducing me.

If that was my surprise I was definitely going to be happy. I could act surprised too, let her think had been successful…

Just thinking about unwrapping my wife on my birthday made my heart race, my cock throbbing. I really was a very lucky man.


Two

The day of my birthday was Friday, and though I’d mentioned to Claire about taking it off work she’d told me to head into the office as usual.

“It’ll give me a chance to get everything ready for you.” She’d said.

I smiled at that. I thought about returning home to a house full of candles, a nice meal, maybe wine, and Claire dressed up in a robe, heels, wearing nothing but lingerie underneath ready for a night of passion and love.

I’d been thinking about it ever since I’d seen the items on the bed, thinking about her, about us, a whole weekend, just the two of us. I was pretty confident I was right since Claire had made absolutely certain that we had no plans for the whole weekend.

“It’ll be nice for us to relax at home. Plus, it’s your birthday, what better weekend to chill and unwind.” She’d said.

With that in mind, I’d turned down numerous invites from friends and family, had made sure to keep my weekend free. I thought of all the fun Claire might have planned for us. I was looking forward to a weekend of it being just the two of us.

Plus, I’d even done as she’d asked. I’d kept my cock shaved, kept it smooth. I’d even shaved it the night before my birthday to make sure it was extra smooth for her. I couldn’t wait for what she had planned.

The morning of my birthday she made me coffee and breakfast in bed, gave me a few small gifts—some socks, a couple of books, some aftershave. Then I headed out to work for the day, already buzzing about the surprise that would be waiting for me when I got home.

I spent the day almost vibrating, imagining what Claire might have in store for me. Part of me was hopeful after what I’d seen on the bed. The sex toys, the lube…

What if she wanted to try anal again? She’d been teasing me for months about how much I was going to enjoy what she had planned so I knew it was going to be special, something unexpected and amazing. I tried to keep my hopes contained, but as I sat at work my mind kept wandering, fantasising.

I wondered if my special birthday treat was going to be Claire revealing she’d been secretly training her ass for me so we could enjoy anal together. I’d never pressured her, and it was not something I ever raised as an issue, but she knew it was one of my biggest turn-ons, just as I knew she felt bad about not being able to give me everything I wanted.

Maybe… maybe she’d finally worked out a way to give me my biggest fantasy in a way that was fun for her?

As the hours ticked past, becoming minutes, the end of the day closing in, my mind raced. I pictured Claire in numerous ways, always focussing on her magnificent ass, and I felt my excitement growing. By the time the end of the day rolled around, I could barely contain myself. I was up and away from my desk the moment the clock hit five.

As people wished me happy birthday I waved, wishing them a fun weekend. A few people tried to stop me to ask about my plans but I didn’t stop to talk, hurried past telling them my wife had a surprise planned for me. I couldn’t wait to get home and find out what it was

I headed out to my car and pulled out into traffic. Friday traffic.

The drive home was busier than usual so I called Claire to let her know I’d be home a little later than expected.

“Thanks for letting me know, but don’t worry.” She said. “Your surprise isn’t going to spoil if you’re a little late. Just drive carefully. I’m looking forward to seeing you, and… I can’t wait to see how you like your birthday present.”

I could hear the mischief in her voice, the small sound of excitement. I wondered what she was wearing. Was I going to arrive to find her all dressed up for me, or was she going to get changed later? I couldn’t wait to find out.

***

It took almost twice as long as normal for me to get home. I was frustrated, annoyed, but I refused to let the bad traffic get to me and ruin the start of an amazing weekend.

In some ways, the drive had even been fun. I’d had plenty of time to think about Claire, what she might have planned for me, the surprise that was waiting for me. Yet that meant by the time I arrived home I was feeling very eager and pent up.

I hurried to the front door, unlocked it, and stepped in. I could smell food cooking and my stomach rumbled. I was hungry for a lot of things…

“Hey. I’m home.” I called out. “Sorry I’m late.”

There was quiet.

“In here. Come on through.” Claire called out.

I wondered what she was wearing. Maybe just an apron, or a sexy dress, perhaps lingerie.

“Should I go get showered first or…”

“Just come on through.” Claire called. “Your present is waiting for you.”

I could almost hear her smirk. I smiled, heart skipping. I made my way to the kitchen, eager like a kid at Christmas.

I could hear Claire moving about, the sound of pans on the stove. I could smell garlic and onions, spices, tomatoes, herbs. Claire had always been an amazing cook so I was looking forward to whatever she’d prepared for me, but I was looking forward to my surprise more.

I stepped into the kitchen, giddy and excited, then stalled.

“Surprise!” Claire said.

Claire was dressed casually in tight jeans and a loose top, a messy kitchen apron. She looked cute, but in no way fancy or dressed up. Yet, that wasn’t what caught my attention.

What caught my attention was what she was pointing to, my surprise. My surprise waved at me.

“Hey, Rich.” Alex said.

My smile faltered for just a moment before I fixed it, forcing it wider. Alex… I was definitely not expecting Alex as my surprise.

“Alex has come to visit for the weekend to surprise you.” Claire said. “I’ve been planning it for months.”

She looked delighted with herself. Suddenly the extra bedding and the towels made sense. She wanted Alex to feel comfortable while he stayed.

“Hey… it’s been… it’s been ages. How are you?” I said.

Alex smiled, nodded. He was sat on a kitchen stool leaning on the counter, looking relaxed and calm, grinning. He had almost the same grin as Claire, an air of mischief and trouble about them both.

I did my best not to seem disappointed but it was hard. It wasn’t that I didn’t care about Alex, it was just… a weekend with him was not what I’d been expecting. I’d been expecting a weekend of vigorous, risqué sex with my wife, had been hoping for maybe some spicy fun in the bedroom, and in various rooms around the house. With Alex visiting there’d be very little of that.

Yet I knew Claire had been planning a special surprise for my birthday. If that special surprise was Alex then I didn’t want her to feel like I wasn’t happy with it, because… I was. It was great to see Alex, it was just… not what I’d been imagining.

“Yeah, I’m good, excited for the weekend. I’ve really been looking forward to seeing you both, to hanging out and… yeah… just really excited.”

Alex shifted in his seat, grinning. He looked almost nervous, a slight pinkness to his cheeks. He really did look excited, and so did Claire. Seeing them both I felt my disappointment fade.

Sure, it might not have been what I was expecting but it’d still be fun, right?

***

We’d both met Alex when we’d moved into the house several years before. We were pretty fresh out of college and Alex was the awkward teenage neighbour, but he and I had similar enough taste in games and movies that we soon got chatting and eventually became friends.

I viewed him kind of like the kid brother I’d never had and it had always been sweet how he’d looked up to me, treating me kind of like the older brother he’d never had. When his mum and dad had gone through their divorce he’d spent a lot of time hanging out at ours, playing games, watching TV, chatting, and I’d been there to listen and support him through what he’d been going through.

I’d seen him grow from an awkward geeky kid into a young adult, had even helped him apply for college, and had been proud of him when he’d headed off a few years ago, feeling sad and joyful at the same time as we said goodbye to him. I’d missed him of course, so I was really happy to see him again, and was glad we’d get to spend the whole weekend together.

When his mother had moved house after he’d headed off to college I figured we’d not really see each other again, so I was glad to know he still wanted to hang out, that he still considered me someone important in his life, yet… I still felt a little disappointed since I’d been hoping for something a little more exciting.

I sat down next to Alex and we began to talk about his life at college as Claire finished cooking. I offered to help but she just shook her head and fetched me a beer, opened it for me.

“You relax and enjoy yourself. I have everything under control and this is your special weekend. Alex is here to spend time with you so you should catch up.” She’d said.

I smiled at that, grateful, but I’d rather have been spending time with Claire. I still couldn’t get the lingerie out of my head. When was I going to get to see her in that? Or… maybe I’d been mistaken in what I’d seen?

As I looked at him I realised he’d not changed much in the year or so since I’d last seen him. Alex had always been an awkward kid, geeky, introverted, a bit weird, but that was why we got along—we liked the same bad movies, the same retro games, and we enjoyed similar music—and seeing him now I could see that while college had been good for him, had helped him grow in confidence and happiness, helped him find himself, it hadn’t changed who he was.

Alex had always been short and slim, had struggled to fit in in high school, which is maybe why he and I had gotten so close. I was someone he could turn to and talk to who wouldn’t judge him, I was an adult who could listen to him, offer him advice, sanctuary, while not being so old that I was viewed in the same way as his parents.

He was still short, slim, a similar height and build to Claire, but he’d blossomed. He looked bright eyed, fresh-faced, his black hair cropped into a cute, dishevelled pixie cut, and I was pretty sure he was wearing a little eyeliner too. It suited him.

He looked gothy, dressed in skinny black jeans and a loose black top, and I noticed that he’d gotten his ears pierced, wearing long dangly earrings, along with a nostril ring and a septum ring. He even had his fingernails painted black.

As Claire cooked we talked about life at college, the new friends he’d made, his classes, how he’d settled in. He seemed genuinely happy as he told me how college had been everything he’d hoped.

“People there are just so much more open-minded.” He said. “It’s not like high school where everyone judges you if you’re not just one of the herd. You’re allowed to be different, to be yourself, and no matter who you are or what you’re like there are people like you. I’ve really found my people, my crowd, and I don’t feel like an ugly duckling any more.”

I smiled. I was genuinely happy to see him happy and I told him that. I told him I was glad to see him and was thankful for him taking time to come and visit for my birthday, that it meant a lot that he wanted to spend time with me.

He blushed at that, squirming in his seat, shifting awkwardly, and it felt like he was flustered or nervous or excited. He glanced at Claire and I saw the two of them exchange a sly look before Alex turned back to me.

“You should thank Claire really. It was all her idea. She… well… yeah, she planned it all. I’m just glad to be invited to be your birthday surprise.”

Alex giggled, staring at me. For a moment it felt like there was something different about him that I couldn’t quite put my finger on, but then it was gone, and we were back to talking about his time at college, about my life while he’d been away, what I’d been up to, the parties he went to. It was nice to talk, to catch up, but still… I felt just a little disappointed.

***

Claire served dinner and we all sat down to eat. We talked, drinking wine with our meal-- pasta with a rich, spicy sauce, home-made focaccia with tomatoes and herbs and garlic, a green side salad—catching up. Claire and Alex sat opposite me and as I watched them both I realised for the first time how subtly similar they were.

Not only were they about the same height and build, but there was something in their eyes and mannerisms. I smiled, struck by it. Maybe all that time hanging out with me and Claire had rubbed off on Alex?

I did my best to hide my disappointment, smiling and chatting and laughing, but still, I couldn’t get thought of the lingerie out of my head, the things I thought I’d seen on the bed, the sex toys. What had they been for? If Alex was staying for the whole weekend then when would Claire and I get time together to enjoy them?

I loved Alex dearly, was really enjoying seeing him, spending time with him, but… it wasn’t what I’d been hoping for, fantasising about. I’d spend weeks thinking about the weekend with Claire, imagining it, and I was feeling pent up and slightly frustrated. I just hoped it didn’t show.

The last thing I wanted was for Claire to feel I didn’t appreciate her gift, all the planning, and for Alex to feel unwelcome. So, I smiled and laughed and did my best to enjoy myself.

After the main meal, Claire served tiramisu, my all-time favourite dessert, even decorating it with candles. She brought it out, made me make a wish before blowing out the candles.

“What did you wish for?” She asked, grinning.

I smirked back.

“Can’t tell you or it won’t come true.” I said.

Claire chuckled.

“Well, here’s hoping you get what you wished for then.” She said, beaming.

As pent up as I was I’d felt adventurous, had wished for something wild. A weekend with an anal slut to keep me company. I knew it was a far reach but… there was no harm in wishing, was there? Staring at Claire’s ass as she put the tiramisu down I couldn’t help but feel a pang of frustration.

We ate dessert, which was phenomenal, and then Claire cleared up. She made Alex help her but told me to sit and watch.

“It’s your birthday weekend. You deserve to be spoiled.” She said.

“Exactly. We both want to spoil you.” Alex said, grinning at me.

Claire and Alex both giggled at each other. I did as I was told, sat watching. I stared at Claire, moving around the kitchen, hips and ass wiggling, but then… I noticed Alex.

He’d always been pretty skinny, but in the time since I’d seen him last, he’d filled out. It was obvious in his skinny jeans that he’d been working out. He was still slim, slight, petite, but his thighs looked thicker, toner, and his ass… his ass looked pretty good. It was pert, round, peachy, and there was even a subtle wiggle and jiggle to it as he moved around the kitchen.

I found myself watching him almost as much as I was watching my wife.

As they finished cleaning they turned around to face me, smirking.

“All done.” Claire said.

“Cool. So… what now? Board games? Movies?” I said.

I tried to keep my voice light and upbeat but Claire must have noticed something.

“What’s wrong honey? You sound… a little down, a little disappointed? Aren’t you glad Alex is here? I spent ages planning this weekend for you. Sorting it all, making sure Alex was on board with my plans, getting things ready, booking flights. I thought it would be fun.” Claire said.

“No… I am, absolutely. I just… I…”

Claire and Alex both smiled at me, bright, cheesy, grins. Their eyes sparkled and I could tell something was going on.

“Did you think you might be getting something else for your birthday?” Claire said.

“I think maybe we’ve teased him enough.” Alex said. “I think he’s ready for his real surprise.”

I blinked, confused.

“I think you’re right. I think we’ve made him suffer enough.” Claire said.

She and Alex stood watching me, enjoying my suffering.

“What are you…”

“I promised you a special surprise for your birthday.” Claire said. “And I meant it. I think… I think maybe you should go sit in the living room and wait for Alex and me to bring you your real surprise.”

I was quiet for a moment then, knowing that there was really no point arguing with Claire, curious about what she had planned, feeling oddly excited and nervous, did as I was told. I stood up and made my way to the living room and then I heard Claire and Alex vanish upstairs, the pair of them giggling like school girls.

Just what was I letting myself in for?


Three

I sat on my own for around thirty minutes, scrolling on my phone, feeling a strange mix of boredom, frustration, nervousness and excitement. I could hear Claire and Alex moving about upstairs. I fetched myself another glass of wine as I waited, enjoying the soft buzz of alcohol, relaxing after a long week.

I knew the weekend wasn’t going to be what I’d been hoping for, but I could still have fun. Whatever Claire and Alex had planned I was sure I’d enjoy it.

And then… I heard footsteps coming down the stairs.

Claire stepped into the room first. I studied her for a moment looking for any clue as to what was up, but I noticed nothing different about her.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

Claire just smiled.

“You ready for your birthday surprise?” Claire asked. “And I mean… are you really ready?”

The twinkle in her eyes made me almost nervous. She looked very pleased with herself.

“I… I think so. I mean… I thought Alex visiting was my surprise?” I said.

She smiled.

“It is. He is. Just… I think it’s best I show you.”

She stepped into the room.

“But maybe I should set the stage first.”

With that, she moved around the room. She switched off the big, overhead light and flicked on a small lamp, making the room dim and cosy, then put on some music, a slow, sensual beat. It was the kind of music we often played in the bedroom when were being intimate. I felt my heart quicken and my body warm up almost on instinct.

“There. Perfect. Now… Alex, you can come in and show Rich his birthday present.” Claire said.

There was quiet, then the sound of footsteps, heels. I turned to face the door and as Alex stepped in my eyes went wide.

Alex looked… breathtaking.

“What…”

“Shush. Just watch for a moment. Let Alex show you your birthday gift. Afterwards, we can answer any questions.”

Alex looked at me, smiled at me, nervous, timid, cheeks pink. He moved slightly unsure. I couldn’t take my eyes off him.

He was… he was hot.

Alex had changed his outfit, slipped out of his skinny jeans and was now wearing… lingerie. That was the only word for it. He was dressed in sexy lingerie.

And then I realised. I’d seen that lingerie before. On the bed weeks before. Alex was wearing some of the lingerie that Claire had bought. I hadn’t been mistaken in what I’d seen, but… why was Alex in it?

Alex was dressed in black seamed stockings, lacy tops, suspenders, and panties. Apart from that he was naked, his chest bare, and… I could see his nipples, both of them pierced with small rings. I felt my cock throb, aching. I had a thing for nipple piercings. Claire knew I did, but she had never wanted them.

As I watched, Alex stepped into the middle of the room, moving carefully, walking gracefully and seductively in his heels, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other. His hips and ass swayed, butt jiggling. I’d noticed his body in his skinny jeans, how he’d changed, but now…

I couldn’t get over how good he looked. His legs were long, plump, smooth, body hairless, and his thighs were thick, with a round, juicy, peachy ass.

His waist and belly were trim, making his hips look wider, and his chest was flat, narrow shoulders, thin arms. There was something undeniably feminine and almost ethereal about him.

“Happy birthday Rich.” Alex said.

He moved to stand in front of me and then… he began to dance, to sway to the music, moving his hips and ass, turning, wiggling, caressing his body.

“Do you… do you like your present?” He asked, voice shaking, clearly nervous.

I stared at him, dumbfounded, but nodded.

“You look… amazing.” I said. “But… I’m confused.”

I looked between Claire and Alex but they both smiled.

“Just enjoy the surprise. I’ll explain once the music stops.” Claire said.

I nodded. I didn’t need to be told twice. My head was fuzzy after beer and wine, and it was hard not to stare at Alex.

The young boy I’d met when we’d moved into the house had grown up, blossomed, and he was hot. His body was lean, soft, dressed in sexy lingerie, and… he was pretty. I could see that he was wearing more than eyeliner now, had added eyeshadow, fake lashes, mascara, lipstick, even some foundation, shadow, highlights. He looked sultry and sexy and… almost wanton. Around his neck was a simple black collar, leather, with a silver ring on the front, a tag hanging from it.

I could feel my pulse quicken as I watched him dance, swaying, moving in time with the slow sensual beat. I was very confused, but I wasn’t going to complain. I was enjoying the show.

Alex danced, showing off for me, touching himself, moving in his lingerie, and Claire came to sit beside me, watched with me, snuggling in against me.

“He’s hot right?” She said.

I nodded. Alex smiled at me, blushing, nervous and coy. I could see something in his eyes, a sparkle, and the way he bit his bottom lip as he looked at me, fluttering his eyelashes.

Alex danced, sensual, slow, teasing, and I kept watching. Then the music stopped.

Alex was breathing hard, flush, and I realised I was breathing hard too, my body excited, flustered. Claire shifted, moving closer, pressing her body against me. I had no idea what was going on.

“Come sit Alex.” Claire said, reaching over me to pat the seat on the other side of me.

Alex hesitated, then moved, sitting next to me, close. He looked almost as nervous as I felt.

It was strange, seeing the boy next door all grown up but… sexy. It was hard not to stare and I sat frozen, too scared to even move.

“Come closer.” Claire said to Alex.

He smiled at me, then shifted up, sitting close. I could feel the heat of his body against me.

“Now, Rich, would you like us to explain?” Claire asked.

She was grinning, beaming. I nodded.

“Please.” I said. “Because… I’m really confused.

***

Claire spoke first.

“It's quite simple, but… I have a feeling I’m going to have to explain in detail to convince you. Alex is your present. He’s your surprise. All the weird things I’ve been doing, all the teasing… Alex is why.” She said.

I looked at her, then at Alex. Alex smiled, nodded.

“Happy birthday Rich.” He said.

As he said it he gave a little wiggle. Dressed as he was it was impossible not to stare and I felt my body throb.

“I… yeah, I get that and it’s lovely to see him, but why… why is he dressed like that?” I asked.

Claire chuckled.

“I told you didn’t I?” Claire said to Alex. “I told you he would get it at first.”

Alex blushed, nodded. Claire looked back at me.

“I know you still fantasise about fucking me in the ass, that you still dream about it. Sometimes you talk in your sleep and… I see how you stare at my butt.” Claire said.

I blushed.

“I… I mean… yeah, but…”

“Shush.” She said. “Just listen.”

I smiled, doing as I was told.

“I feel bad. You are such a lovely husband and such a sweet man. You are everything I want and I want you to have everything you want, but… I just don’t like it up the ass. I’ve tried. We’ve tried. And you’ve been very sweet about accepting that but I know you still have that want. So… I figured maybe I could find a way to give you what you want.”

I stared at her, blank. She chuckled.

“That’s why Alex is here. You still don’t get it?”

My head felt fuzzy. She was saying… I shook my head. Surely what I was thinking was wrong. It had to be wrong.

“Alex is here for the weekend to be your pretty little slut. He’s your free-use toy for the whole weekend. You can do anything you want with him, including butt stuff.”

“Especially butt stuff.” Alex added.

I turned to face Alex, shocked. He smiled at me, his blush going deeper.

“I mean… I’ll do anything you want. That’s the deal, the gift, but… I wanted to make it clear that I am very okay with, and super keen on, doing butt stuff with you. It’s… it’s kinda my favourite.”

He shifted, squirming.

“You mean… you…” I turned back to Claire, not quite willing to believe what I’d heard.

“You’ve always said you were kind of into femboys, right?” Claire said.

I nodded. I was very open with my wife, kept no secrets from her, and though I’d never really got to explore my sexuality fully, having met her at a young age, I’d not felt ashamed to be honest about the fact that I was into pretty femboys.

“Well, I was talking to Alex a few months ago and… he let something slip. I’d always suspected, and once I found out I started questioning.” Claire said.

“Questioning what?” I asked.

Claire looked to Alex.

“Do you want to say?” She said.

I turned to face Alex. He smiled at me.

“I… I’ve always had a crush on you Rich. Like, a big crush. I didn’t really know what it was at first, but when I worked it out I kept it secret. I kind of have a crush on both of you if I’m being honest but… you’re like… you’re like my secret crush. You have been for years. I used to think about you, me, us, a lot. I let slip something to Claire and then she just… she started asking me all these questions and one thing led to another…”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Alex had a crush on me. The hot college femboy had a crush on me? The boy next door had a crush on me? And Claire knew and was encouraging…

“As soon as I found out I knew what I needed to do. I began asking more questions and dropping hints. When I found out Alex liked you like that I started planning. What you see in front of you, your gift, is the result of months of planning and work.”

Alex smiled at me.

“Hi.” He said, nervously.

“I… I wondered at first what Claire was up to, why all the questions, but when she told me her plan I… I just… I was a bit shocked and I wasn’t sure. I was nervous, but then… when she sent me… I…. I…” Alex turned scarlet and couldn’t bring himself to finish.

“You remember that time I put your cock in that slime?” Claire asked.

I nodded.

“Yeah. I… you never did tell me what that was.”

Claire smirked.

“I made a mould of your cock and from that, I made a dildo, an exact replica of your cock. I sent it to Alex and it was that that convinced him. He’s been training with that for months.”

“Mouth and ass.” Alex said.

My head swam. My cock throbbed.

“Seeing that… your cock… I’d dreamt about your cock for years and then I had an exact copy. I couldn't resist. I’ve been fucking myself with your cock for months Rich to get myself ready for your birthday. My mouth is ready for you. My ass is ready for you.”

“You’ve been… you…”

I couldn’t speak. I felt my cock throb. I sat between my wife and the boy next door and I could feel my cock getting hard.

“That video of you wanking in the shower didn’t help either. I was already on board with the idea but Claire is just such a tease. Seeing you touching yourself, cumming, I… it’s been all I could think about. I’ve not been able to stop playing with your cock, or rather your fake cock, and thinking about you.”

The video of me in the shower… that was why Claire filmed me. The thought that the hot femboy next door had been watching me, using a fake version of my cock to fuck himself to train his ass for me, was too hot. It was too hot to be true.

“I’ve got the whole weekend planned out.” Claire said. “Alex has come to stay for the weekend and while he’s here he’s all yours. You can do whatever you want with him. Do whatever you want to him. Have him do whatever you want. I know he’s keen. We’ve both been excited to see your reaction and… I can see you’re keen too.”

Claire smiled at me, put one hand on my crotch, the hard swell of my cock throbbing. She stroked, squeezing, and I moaned. I looked between my wife and the hot femboy on either side of me. Claire was grinning, eyes dazzling, and I could see Alex squirming, blushing, nervous and flushed.

Was he getting turned on? Was it… was it all real?

“That’s why he’s all dressed up. I’ve bought lots of things for him to wear for you, and he’d be practising, learning to walk in heels, learning how to do his makeup in the way I know you like. You think he’s hot, don’t you? I know you think he’s cute, a hot little goth femboy in pretty lingerie, just for you.”

I looked at Alex. He stared at me.

Do you… do you think I’m hot?” He said.

I nodded.

“Yeah.”I managed to croak.

Claire was still stroking my cock, making it harder, making it throb. Getting it harder.

“You’re… you’re hot.” I said.

Alex shifted. He smiled.

“And he’s all yours.” Claire said. “Aren’t you?”

Alex nodded.

“I am and I’m here all weekend. I leave Monday morning, and while I’m here I’m committed to being your free-use femboy slut. That’s your gift.” Alex said.

“Look at his collar.” Claire said.

Alex moved closer towards me, lifting his chin up. The silver rings through his nipples sparkled as they caught the light.

He was undeniably hot. Dressed in black lingerie with dark, heavy makeup, his messy black hair styled into a cute pixie cut, his earrings and nose piercings adding to his charm.

Around his neck, the leather collar was stark with a silver tag dangling from the ring on the front. I reached out to grasp it, lifted it to read what it said, and… I blushed.

Daddy’s free-use femboy.

“Do you like it?” Claire said. “That was Alex’s idea. If he has the collar on it means he’s on duty as your free-use slut.”

I blinked. I looked up from the tag to Alex, looked into his eyes. His blush was deeper.

“Do you like it, Daddy?” He asked.

I nodded.

“You like your present then?” Claire said.

She was still stroking my cock, teasing me. I nodded again.

“Then… would like to try him out?” Claire asked.

I was mute, head spinning. It was too unreal, too impossible. I didn’t know what to say.

“Don’t you want to play with your present Daddy?” Alex asked.

I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak.

“I think he’s just a little overwhelmed.” Claire said. “But I think I know how to loosen him up.”

And with that, she began to undo my belt.

***

Claire slipped my belt undone, unbuttoned my jeans, began to tug them down, tugging down my underwear with them. I was frozen.

As she tugged I felt Alex shift, moving in close, pressing his soft, hot body against me. My underwear snagged on my cock for a moment but Claire was not to be denied. She tugged, wiggling, and my underwear came free, my cock popping loose.

Claire pulled my jeans and underwear down to fully expose my hard cock and I turned to look at Alex. His eyes were wide, staring at my throbbing prick. There was lust in his eyes, desire.

“Fuck… it’s… I mean… I knew how big it was from the dildo Claire sent me but seeing it in person, in the flesh, it looks even bigger.”

I shifted, head fuzzy. I was so turned on and confused that I didn’t know what to do.

As I sat there Claire shifted, wrapping her fingers around my girth, and she began to stroke.

“Think you can take it all?” Claire asked.

She worked her hand up and down my cock. Alex nodded.

“I’ve been practising. I know I can. I…” Alex blushed, looked up at me, grinning. “I’ve been wearing a plug most of the time for the last month, to really prepare, and I’ve been training with your cock several times a week. I can take all of it, in both holes, and… I’ve gotten kind of addicted to it. It’s gotten to the point where I can’t cum properly without your cock inside me.” Alex said.

His words excited me.

“Fuck his cock just got even harder.” Claire said. “I think he likes you.”

Alex smiled.

“Do you?” He asked. “Do you like me, Daddy?”

I nodded.

“I think maybe he needs a little more warming up before he’s ready to play with his present though. Why don’t you watch for a minute.” Claire said.

As she spoke she leaned in, lowering her face to my lap, my cock, and then… she wrapped her lips around the head of my cock. I moaned, thrust into her mouth, hot and wet, tight with suction. I felt her tongue swirling, teasing.

“Fuck…”

The pleasure was intense. Claire began to suck my cock, drooling spit to lubricate my shaft, working her hand at the base.

“Does her mouth feel good Daddy?” Alex asked.

I nodded.

“It looks like so much fun. I can’t wait to feel you.” He said.

He moved closer, pressing against me.

“You can… you can touch me if you want.” He said.

Claire slurped up my cock, the head of my prick leaving her mouth with an audible pop.

“Play with your present while I warm you up. He’s all yours after all.” She said.

And then she returned her mouth to my cock. The pleasure was intense.

I looked down at my wife, sucking my cock, then looked to the hot femboy next door. He was mine. My birthday gift. My slut. My free-use femboy.

“Touch me.” Alex said. “Play with me.”

He wiggled, a sexy goth femboy in lingerie. I couldn’t resist any longer. I reached out and ran my fingers over his smooth chest, his pierced nipples. Alex moaned, squirming.

“Fuck…” He moaned. “I’ve wanted you for so long.”

I teased my fingers over Alex’s chest, belly, his waist. I could feel Claire working her mouth and hands up and down my cock, pleasure swelling.

I gripped Alex’s hips, pulling him closer, let my hands sneak around to his ass, gripping him tight, groping the soft, full, firm peach of his butt. His ass was warm, soft, fat.

“Fuck…” Alex moaned, grinding into my grip, wiggling his hips.

Claire sucked gently, keeping me on edge. I was close to cumming but she knew that, was teasing me, toying with me, driving me wild. I couldn’t control myself any longer.

I pulled Alex in close and… I kissed him, hard, groping his ass. He kissed me back, his lips soft, wet, my tongue slipping into his mouth. I couldn’t get over how good his ass felt.

The ass he’d been training for me, the ass that was part of my gift. I could use him all weekend. My slut. My fuck-toy.

As Claire sucked and stroked my cock, edging me, I let my fingers tease along Alex’s crack, teasing over his panties, and I found… something hard. The head of his plug.

I kissed him harder, pressing the plug into his hole to play with him. I could feel his whole body vibrate with pleasure, need, hunger. His tongue met mine and I felt something hard. His tongue was pierced. I felt my cock throb, swelling.

I kissed him, hard, deep, as Claire worked my cock, and I couldn’t get enough of his smooth, peachy ass. The ass that was mine to use, to fuck.

I felt Claire work her lips up, sucking hard, and then… her mouth popped free. She kept working her hand.

“You enjoying your gift now?” She asked.

I broke the kiss, but kept my hands on Alex’s perfect ass, teasing, groping. Alex wiggled, blushing, breathing heavily.

I looked down at my wife and nodded.

“Then… would you like more?” She asked.

I nodded again.

“Alex?” Claire said. “Do you want to show your Daddy how well you’ve trained your mouth?”

Alex did not need to be asked twice.

He squirmed, shifting in my grip, and bent down to lower his face to my crotch. His ass remained within reach though so I continued to caress and grope the perfect peach of his ass, and then…

Alex licked my cock from the base to the tip, wrapping his fingers around to stroke, using my wife’s spit as lube.

“Fuck it so hot.” He moaned, wigging in my grip as I groped him, teasing the plug in his hole.

He turned to look up at me, smiling.

“Keep playing with me while I play with you please Daddy. And… you don’t need to be gentle with your birthday gift. I’ve been training. I’ve been looking forward to swallowing your cum.”

With that, he looked back to my cock and he wrapped his lips around the tip, sucking gently, working his tongue.

The sensation was intense, his mouth hot and wet. My cock was in the pretty femboy’s mouth, his ass in my hands, and… Claire was watching.

“Fuck his pretty mouth.” She said. “I want to see my husband enjoy his present.”

Her words encouraged me. I fucked my hips, working my cock into Alex’s mouth, hot, wet, tight. Alex sucked, working his hand. I could hear him moan, slurp, felt him work his ass in my hands as I groped him, my fingertip working the plug in his ass to tease him.

“Fuck… it’s good. Really good.” I said.

I could feel his tongue, his piercing, working, slurping, sucking. It was different to how Claire sucked my cock, eager, desperate, almost fevered. I fucked into his mouth and Alex took me deep.

I felt the head of my cock press at the back of his throat, felt him tense for a moment and then relax. I felt him swallow. My cock slipped into the tightness of his throat.

I felt my cock throb, swelling, hard, Alex choking, gagging on my cock, yet… he never stopped. He kept working, swallowing my cock, milking the girth, tongue lapping at the base, his piercing teasing.

I groped his ass. His tight, firm, smooth, peachy femboy ass. The ass that was mine to use for the whole weekend. The ass he’d been training for me.

I felt my cock pulse at the thought. I was close.

I pressed on Alex’s plug, watching him deep-throat my cock, the pretty femboy next door devouring my prick. He was so pretty, so sexy, and he was mine. My free-use femboy. My slut. My birthday gift.

“Happy birthday honey.” Claire said.

She kissed me, softly, on the lips. I fucked my cock into Alex’s throat, groping his ass, and I felt him milk me, swallowing as he deep-throated my cock. I could feel my prick getting harder, fatter, balls tight. Alex moaned, sensing how close I was. He squirmed, moaning, clearly enjoying himself, and then…

I came. I came hard. I came, over and over, cumming down Alex’s throat. He took my cock deep, swallowed, over and over, milking me. I thrust, fucking his mouth and throat, heard him gag and splutter but he never stopped. I gripped his ass tight and I came hard.

“Fuck that’s hot. I quite like watching you enjoy your present.” Claire said.

I was drunk on the pleasure, fucking the pretty femboy’s throat. It was wild and hot and addictive.

Alex kept swallowing even as my climax subsided, milking every last drop of cum from me. As my cock began to soften he slurped his way off, mouth leaving my prick, then looked up at me, his makeup running down his cheeks.

“Do you like your gift Daddy?” He asked.

I nodded, smiling.

“I do.” I said, groping his peachy ass.

The ass I was going to get to fuck.

“I like you very much.” I said. “And… I get you for the whole weekend?”

Alex nodded.

“I’m all yours.” He said, batting his eyelashes at me. “And I’m looking forward to you using my ass.”

His words stoked a fire in me. I was going to get to fuck his ass. I turned to Claire, smiling.

“Did I do good?” She asked.

I nodded.

“You did amazing.” I said.


Four

After receiving my birthday gift I was left tired, sated, grinning. The three of us sat for a moment, basking in the afterglow of what had happened. Alex snuggled in next to me for hugs, his body warm, soft, smooth, and I wrapped my arm around him, fingers tracing along his spine and over his side.

He shivered under my touch, squirming. He’d not cum and it was obvious he was still horny, but it was fun to tease him, feeling him press into me, holding him close.

I’d always felt an affection for Alex, had always felt close to him, but now… something had shifted. After seeing him in his lingerie, kissing him, feeling his hands and mouth on my cock, it was like something had unlocked. I felt warmth and tenderness towards him but also a soft lust, a desire to possess him, claim him. He was my birthday gift after all.

So, I held him close, tightly, delighting in how his body felt against mine. He was undeniably cute and sexy and every time I looked at him he would look up at me with a big wide grin, face pretty, lips wet and pouty, and I’d smile, feel my cock flutter.

I was exhausted, but I was already looking forward to the next time I’d get to enjoy my gift, the collar around his neck marking him as mine.

“So, you like your gift then?” Claire asked.

I nodded.

“Very much.” I said.

Claire moved to snuggle in on the other side of me and I felt my heart swell. I was sandwiched between two beautiful humans who loved and cared for me, who thought I was hot, who had both just played with my cock.

I felt sleepy and soothed after Alex had made me cum, my cock still wet with his spit. I had a feeling it was going to be a very interesting and very fun birthday weekend.

We each finished our drinks and then slowly we made our way to bed. Alex was tired after a day of travelling and Claire had already made up the guest room with the new sheets she’d ordered for his visit.

As he made to leave I grabbed his upper arm and pulled him back to me, pulled him into me, acting on instinct and desire. I grabbed him, hard, and held him close. Even in his heels, he was shorter than me, small and slim and petite, undeniably sexy in the lingerie.

He looked up at me, almost timid, coy, pretty.

“Sweet dreams.” I said, smiling.

I kissed him, softly at first, then harder, letting my hands roam his body, stroking down his back and sides to his pert ass, squeezing. I felt him moan into the kiss, felt him kiss me back.

Just as I felt the heat between us start to rise, my cock throbbing, his body trembling, I broke the kiss. I wanted him left frustrated, teased. I smiled as I looked at him, seeing the blush in his cheeks, aware I had succeeded.

“I… good night Daddy.” He said.

He strutted off to his room, wiggling his hips and ass as he went.

“And remember, no touching yourself while you’re here.” Claire called out after him.

Alex turned back, nodded, smiling. I looked to Claire, in awe and shock, grinning. She smiled back at me.

“One of the rules your present has to obey while he’s here. No touching himself. You, and I, are the only ones allowed to make him cum. That way he stays nice and horny for you.”

I smiled at my wife. She really was incredible.

“You really have thought of everything.” I said.

Her smile became a mischievous smirk.

“Oh, just you wait…” She said. “I still have a surprise left…”

I felt a flutter of excitement in my belly. I asked her what it was, but Claire remained tight-lipped. She told me I would have to wait, though reassured me that I wouldn’t have to wait long. As we headed to bed I couldn’t help but admire her. She was stunning, smart, kind, funny, and… she’d given me the most incredible gift I couldn’t have even imagined.

And the weekend had only just begun.

***

I slept heavily, exhausted after a long day at work and a fun evening of food, drinks, and blowjobs. My dreams were fuzzy, images of Alex, dressed sexily, teasing me, Claire encouraging him. I felt my cock throb and ache.

I rolled over to hug her, felt her warm body against me, and my cock nestled into the crack of her ass as I drifted back to sleep. I felt Claire squirm on my cock, her magnificent ass grinding on my cock.

Later I felt her shift, felt her slip out of the bed. She kissed me softly on the cheek.

“I’m going to go make coffee and breakfast for the birthday boy. You stay in bed and sleep.” She whispered.

I grunted my agreement, rolled back over to sleep as I heard Claire’s soft footsteps pad across the carpet, the bedroom door opening and closing. I drifted back into a light sleep. Memories of the night before blended with dreams, thoughts of Alex, my pretty femboy slut. I could almost feel his hot, wet, eager mouth on my cock, could almost feel his pert, peachy ass in my hands.

My cock throbbed, getting hard again. I wasn’t sure how long I slept when I heard the door open again, soft footsteps on carpet.

I felt the bed shift, felt the covers lift, felt Claire slip back into the bed. I felt her shift under the covers, move in close, her soft, warm body, skin on skin.

I realised then that she had stripped naked and I allowed her to squirm in close. I reached out to hug her, pull her close, only… she wasn’t there. I could feel her moving, wiggling down the bed under the covers, and then… I felt her fingers wrap around my cock, stroking.

I moaned, softly, still half asleep, and thrust into her grip. I felt her tease my cock with her hands, almost milking me. I relaxed, enjoying the attention.

Claire worked her hand on my cock, teasing, stroking, getting me harder, stiffer, then… I felt her hot, wet tongue licking. I moaned louder.

Her tongue worked from the base to the tip as she stroked, wetting my cock. She repeated this over and over to make my cock slick, slippery, her hand gliding over my prick. I felt her teasing me, edging me, hand squeezing gently, working slowly.

I felt lips on the tip of my cock, kissing, sucking gently. I tried to thrust but Claire gripped my cock, preventing me from penetrating the tight seal of her lips. She clearly wanted to enjoy herself, take her time. I relaxed, letting her do whatever she wanted.

I could feel the heat and softness of her body under the covers against me, her hands and tongue and lips on my cock. I was still fuzzy-headed from sleep and I was in no rush to wake up fully. I relaxed and let Claire play with me. She knew I was relaxing into her control and she rewarded me by stroking harder, kissing my cock, sucking just the tip, tongue teasing along the sensitive underside of my cock.

I let her play, tease, relishing the sensations, then… I felt her purse her lips, the seal tight, and press her head down. I felt my cock begin to penetrate her mouth, my cock entering the hot, wet tightness with a pop. I shuddered, a shiver running down my spine. Her lips were so tight, gentle suction, tongue lapping, hand stroking.

She began to suck, working her lips down, then up until just the tip was in her mouth. I lay, fuzzy-headed from dreams and sleep, and my beautiful wife worshipped my fat cock. It was like she was milking me for her pleasure, her mouth and lips, her tongue and hands, all working together to give me maximum pleasure. I thrust, gently, and Claire let me.

She let me fuck her mouth, working my cock in deeper, pressing it in before she eased her head back. She let me fuck her face as she worked my prick, teasing, getting it wet, slippery, making it as hard as it could get. I floated on a sea of pleasure.

Claire worked her mouth and hand. I fucked her mouth as she fucked me back with her tongue, lips, slip coating my cock. I could feel myself getting close, cock swelling, getting harder, throbbing, and then…

She squeezed down hard on the base of my cock, pulled her mouth off, sucking hard as it left the hot, wet tightness. I was close, so close, but… Claire was not going to let me cum. I whined, moaned, thrusting, but she denied me.

I reached under the covers, groping for her, hoping to feel her, encourage her to finish what she started. My hand found her back, her neck, felt up to her hair so I could press her head down, but… her hair was too short. My head spun.

I threw the covers and looked down, saw Alex, gripping my cock, his chin wet with spit, grinning up at me.

“Morning Daddy.” He said.

***

I was too stunned to speak. Alex just smiled at me.

“Claire woke me up. She said she was going to make coffee and breakfast so she told me to come and keep you company. I was just going to snuggle in for a hug but then I felt your cock and I just couldn’t resist. I’ve spent years thinking about you and your cock, how it would feel to worship it. I just… I couldn’t help myself. You don’t mind do you, Daddy?” Alex said.

I stared at the hot femboy under my covers. He’d snuck into my bed, encouraged by my wife, and had woken me up with a blowjob.

My cock was still hard, gripped tight, glistening with his spit. He was grinning, looking nervous and mischievous. I felt my cock get harder at the sight of the collar around his neck. He was utterly naked except for his collar. His free-use collar.

I shook my head.

“I don’t mind you sneaking into my bed and waking me up by playing with my cock. Your mouth and your hands felt good.” I said. “What I do mind though is you not finishing what you started. I was close to cumming. Why did you stop?”

I thrust into his tight grip to signal my want. My cock throbbed again. I was no longer close to cumming, but I was feeling very horny and frustrated.

Alex’s smile widened.

“I stopped because I felt you were close to cumming. Was I wrong?”

I shook my head.

“You didn’t mind me cumming in your mouth yesterday,” I said, voice teasing. “In fact, I remember you swallowing like some kind of cum addicted succubus.”

Alex blushed.

“Yeah but… that was yesterday. I’ve tasted your cum, made you cum with my mouth, this morning I wanted… I wanted something more. Claire asked me to be your birthday present for a reason. She told me you had a real thing for anal, that you really love anal but that she didn’t enjoy it. I’m your gift because… well… I’m very happy for you to fuck me in the ass. I can suck your cock all weekend if you want, but from what Claire told me you get plenty of head. It’s anal you’ve been missing out on.”

I stared at the hot femboy in my bed, the sexy boy next door. There was a gleam in his eye.

“I mean… I’m your gift. I’ll do whatever you want. If you want to cum in my mouth, want me to swallow, I will, and I’ll enjoy it, but… I stopped because I thought you might want more. I know I want more.”

I smiled.

“What is it you want?” I asked.

Alex’s blush deepened.

“I want your cock in my ass.” Alex said. “I stopped because… I was hoping you’d want to fuck my tight femboy ass. I’ve been training it for weeks using a copy of your cock so I know you’ll fit. I can take it, take all of it, and… I love how you feel in my ass. I’ve gotten kind of addicted to feeling your big fat cock inside me. I’ve been looking forward to feeling the real thing, feeling you cum inside me.”

I stared down at the pretty femboy, his words tempting me. He really was the best birthday gift imaginable.

“But if you’d rather have my mouth…”

Alex moved to put his lips back on my cock. I tightened my grip on his hair, pulling him away.

“No.” I said. “I want your ass. I want you to climb on top of me and show me just how well-trained that pretty little ass of yours is. I want you to feel that tight, hot fuck-hole stretched around my cock.”

My heart was racing. I felt Alex shift, releasing my cock, moving up the bed. I watched as he straddled me, naked, his body smooth and soft, feminine. His dick was hard, smaller than mine, and it swayed as he positioned himself over my fat prick.

I watched as Alex reached down to grip my spit-wetted cock, holding it gently, lifting it as he lowered himself down. He was staring at me. I could feel him trembling.

“Fuck… I’ve been thinking about this for so long. You’re finally going to fuck me.” He said. “I’m finally going to get to feel your cock inside me.”

He lowered himself down and I felt the head of my cock slip along his crack. It was slippery, oily, and I watched as Alex ground his hips, wiggling his ass, teasing me.

I felt the tip of my cock press at his entrance, barely entering him before he slipped away, making my cock throb. I could see the lust in his eyes, the hunger, the desire. The silver tag on his collar that marked him as my free-use femboy sparkled in the dim light.

I reached out to grip Alex’s hips, holding him, feeling how soft and delicate he was. He was so pretty, so sexy. I could feel the entrance to his tight ass teasing me. I let him tease me, savouring the moment, the first time I claimed my birthday gift.

“Fuck… you feel even bigger than my copy of your cock.” He said.

“I probably am a little. You’re really turning me on.” I said. “My cock is really fucking hard.”

I felt Alex tremble, shivering. He held my cock at his entrance, the tip just barely slipping it.

“Do you want me, Daddy?” He asked. “Tell me you want my ass. Tell me how much you want to fuck my tight ass. Tell me you want me.”

I smiled. I thrust, gently, slipping just the barest extra hint of my cock into Alex’s ass. I felt him clench, saw his face become a mask of pleasure.

“I want you.” I said. “I want to bury my cock in that tight fuck-hole of yours. It seems only fair. You’ve got to feel my cock already, playing with that copy of my cock, training your hole for me, but I’ve still not felt you. I want to feel you now. Want to feel that tight hole wrapped around my cock, take all of my cock. You’re my gift. You belong to me. You’re my collared femboy slut and I want to fuck your ass.”

Alex beamed. He shifted, grinding his hips, working his ass on the tip of my cock.

“I want you to ride me, want you to fuck yourself on my cock. I want to cum inside you and mark you as mine.” I said.

“Fuck…”

Alex moaned. I saw his cock twitch. It was clear he was really turned on.

He continued to tease me, delighting in how the tip of my cock felt at the entrance to his ass. I wanted more though. I’d been teased enough.

My grip on Alex’s hips shifted, moving round to his butt, gripping, tight, and I pulled him down onto my cock.

He did not resist. He let me claim me.

I felt his tight hole resist for just a moment, but it was too slick, too slippery, oily and wet, and it was too well trained. It was like his ass was hungry for my cock.

I pulled him down as I thrust and I felt only the barest moment of resistance before his hole opened and my cock slipped deep.

***

I slammed my hips up, fucked my cock into Alex’s ass as I pulled him down onto my prick. His hole was slick, oily, and it was clearly very well trained, swallowing my cock with ease, clenching down tight.

“Fuck… oh god you’re inside me.”

Alex’s moan was loud and the sound of his pleasure excited me. I pulled him down, sheathing my entire cock inside his tight femboy ass. I felt my cock get harder, thicker, longer.

“You’re so much bigger than my toy version of you. How the fuck… I thought I had trained but this… this is so much more…”

I fucked my cock, keeping it deep, pressing it all the way in. I felt Alex squirm, shifting, working his hips and ass to feel all of my cock, clenching his hole, making it tighter. I gripped his ass, groping, and then… I slowly eased my cock out.

I pulled out until just the tip was inside Alex’s hole, then held it there. I could feel him wiggling, squirming, desperate for more.

“Please…” He whimpered.

I smiled and gave him what he wanted. I slammed my cock into his ass. I felt him quiver, heard him moan.

I began to fuck him, hard. His ass was tight, slippery, peachy. I fucked him hard as he rode my cock.

It had been years since Claire and I had last tried anal, a last, messy, disastrous attempt. I had missed the way her ass felt, the slick, slippery tightness around my cock, the way her hole clenched down, the feel of my hips slapping against her butt. I missed how dirty it felt to fuck her ass.

In all other ways, she was perfect, but… I missed anal. I missed how it felt to fuck ass.

But no longer. I had Alex, and he felt incredible. His ass was tight, slippery, eager. I could feel it clench, feel it open to accept me. I could feel him wiggle and squirm, riding my cock.

His ass was perfect. It was clear he was very well trained, his ass shaped into the perfect fuck-hole for me by the toy Claire had sent him, the replica of my cock. He was my gift, my slut, my free-use femboy and I was going to use him a lot.

I fucked him hard, fucking deep as he rode up and down on my fat prick. It was different to the times I’d tried fucking Claire in the ass. Alex was willing, eager, feral. It was clear he was enjoying it just as much as me and that made the pleasure even more intense.

I could feel his ass wringing every drop of pleasure out of my cock as he rode me. He stared into my eyes, grinning. I fucked him harder, deeper, felt him spread his legs wider to feel more of me.

I let one hand roam up Alex’s back, stroking, fingers teasing along his spine, letting it roam up to his neck. I gripped, gently, and pulled him down, pulled his face close to mine, kissed him hard. I fucked into him, one hand on his ass, one hand on his neck, as my tongue slipped into his mouth.

He kissed me back, working his hips to feel my cock inside him. I could feel his tight hole quivering, his whole body shaking with pleasure. I fucked faster, deeper, gripping his ass tight. I felt Alex riding me, fucking me back. I could hear the soft tinkle of the metal tag on his collar.

We fucked harder, faster, my cock slipping deeper. I felt his ass getting tighter, clenching around my fat prick. I could feel how close I was, how close he was. I kissed him with passion, fire, lust.

I broke the kiss.

“Fuck I’m close.” I said.

Alex smiled, nodded.

“I am too. I can feel you, feel you throbbing. Cum in me. Cum inside me. Fuck me as hard as you want and cum in me. Fuck me like your little slut Daddy.” He said.

I did as Alex asked, as he begged. I fucked him hard. I slammed my hips up as he rode me, fucking my cock deep into his tight, slippery ass. I felt him squeeze down, thighs clenching around me. I let both hands go to his ass, gripping him, and I fucked deep.

I felt him shudder, heard him moan. My cock throbbed, swelling, and then… I was cumming.

I was cumming hard in my pretty, sexy, free-use femboy’s ass. I was cumming in the boy next door's ass. I was cumming in Alex’s ass.

I was cumming, filling his tight hole with my spunk. I was cumming and… I could feel him clench, quiver. He was cumming too. Alex was cumming from riding my prick, cumming from me cumming inside him. He was cumming from me fucking him.

We came together, me filling his ass, claiming him, breeding him, as he came over me, his cock leaking out over my belly. The whole thing was hotter than anything I could have imagined. It was the perfect birthday gift and…

It wasn’t over. I had Alex for the whole weekend. He was my free-use femboy for the whole weekend. Already I was looking forward to fucking his tight ass again.

I fucked deep, cock throbbing, and I felt Alex clench down, ass milking my cock as he came with me. I felt his thighs clamp down, felt him twitch, heard him moan.

Our shared climax subsided, my heart racing, and Alex looked down at me, my cock softening slowly inside his cum stuffed hole.

“Fuck that was good. Your cock is even better in real life Daddy.”

I smiled up at the pretty femboy.

“I’m glad you had fun, because I definitely enjoyed that too. So much so that I have a feeling I’m going to be using you a lot over the weekend.”

Alex squirmed, his slippery, well fucked hole massaging my softening cock.

“I’m glad to hear it.” Claire said, her voice soft.

Alex and I turned to see Claire in the doorway, a tray with coffee and pancakes in hand. She was grinning. I felt my head spin. How long had she been…

“And don’t look so panicked honey. I watched pretty much everything and I enjoyed it. I was the one who got Alex for you as a gift remember, and I was the one who sent him into your room to wake you up. I want you to enjoy him, and it was nice that I got to see you two fuck for the first time. I’m glad you had fun and I’m happy you like your gift enough to want to play with it lots over the weekend.”

The look in her eyes put me at ease. She really was the most amazing wife imaginable.

“Now, if you’re both finished for a while, who wants coffee?”

Alex and I were both parched and ravenous. Apparently fucking hard first thing in the morning works up a thirst and an appetite.

Claire carried the tray over to the bed and Alex and I disentangled our sweaty bodies, and together the three of us had breakfast in bed. I felt like I was the luckiest man in the world.

Maybe I was?


Five

The rest of my weekend went pretty much as it began. I had no plans, nothing to do, nowhere to be, so I went slowly and just enjoyed myself, relaxing as I got to enjoy my gift.

After coffee and breakfast, I got up to shower and clean up, leaving Alex to help Claire tidy up. I offered to help but Claire made it very clear that it was my special weekend and she wanted me to just relax and enjoy myself and I knew better than to question her or go against her.

So I took my time showering. Towards the end of my shower, I heard the door open and I turned to see Alex enter. He was dressed in just short shorts and a cut-off t-shirt. He stopped inside the door, watching me inside the shower. I faced him, aware he could see me through the water-flecked glass.

I put on a show of soaping up my body, lathering up my cock. Just seeing my collared free-use femboy made my cock twitch. I stroked my soapy hand up and down my prick.

“Fuck… it’s just like the video Claire sent me.” Alex said. “Only better.”

“Is that why you came in?” I ask. “To watch?”

Alex shook his head.

“No, I… Claire told me to come and offer to help you wash. Would you… would like me to come in and help you clean up?” Alex said.

I stared at him. He was so cute and nervous and sexy. My pretty free-use femboy, collared and filled with my cum.

“I’m almost done, but… yeah, sure. Strip off and come join me. You can help me clean up and then you can clean up once I’m done.”

Alex smiled, then began to strip. I watched, stroking my cock, body showered by warm water. Once he was naked he moved to join me, stepping under the flow.

“Wash me.” I said, stepping back.

Alex nodded. His hands were shaking slightly, nibbling on his bottom lip as he batted his eyelashes. I lathered his hands up with soap and then… he began to wash me. His small delicate hands moved over my body, caressing me. His touch was electric, making my cock swell, throbbing.

I could see Alex watching it, staring at my prick. He was so small and slim beside me, petite, feminine, smooth, in just his collar. I reached out to lather my hands up then began to wash him too, caressing his smooth skin. He shivered as I touched him.

“Remember to wash everywhere.” I said.

I made my cock sway to make it obvious what I meant. Alex smiled, ran his hands down my body, to my cock. His soapy fingers and palms wrapped around my prick and began to stoke.

We washed each other, Alex focussed on my cock, my hands exploring him, teasing him, running over his pink nipples.

I felt him shiver, his cock getting hard. I could still remember vividly how tight his ass had felt wrapped around my cock. He was still in his collar so…

“Turn around, let me wash your back.” I said.

Alex smiled at me, blushing, then let go of my cock to do what he was told. He turned away from me and stepped towards the wall, his hands up, legs spread. I started by washing his back, gently, soaping him up. I listened to him moan, working lower.

He lifted his ass, aware what it was I really wanted, and it was obvious he wanted it too. I worked soapy hands over his butt cheeks, worked fingers along his crack, teased then at the puckered entrance to his well-trained, well fuck hole.

“Fuck… you want me again Daddy? You can use me whenever you want.” He said.

He pressed his ass back, curving his spine to offer me more, spreading his legs wide. I pulled my fingers away, my cock throbbing. I gripped the base of my cock and stepped in close.

As I ran the tip of my prick along Alex’s crack I felt him shiver, pressing back at the tip pressed at his entrance. His hunger for me was apparent. He wanted my cock, wanted me to fuck his ass. Luckily for him, I wanted to fuck his tight hole just as badly.

As Alex worked his hips back I thrust forward. His hole was still slick with cum, oil, still gaping from having been fucked only a couple of hours before, so there was little resistance. I entered him easily, filling him, bottoming out in his ass. My hips slapped against his butt cheeks.

I gripped his hips and held him close, my cock buried deep, throbbing.

“You want it hard or soft?” I said.

“Hard Daddy. Fuck me hard. Please.” Alex said. “Use me like your pretty little fuck-toy.”

I was happy to oblige. I fucked Alex hard, fast, deep. I pounded into him, slipping my cock out before slamming it into him.

He fucked back, grinding onto my cock, riding me. My grip on his hips controlled the pace, using him. Having just cum I was able to go for some time, riding the waves of pleasure as he fucked back, his ass clenching, milking.

I’d almost forgotten how much I loved anal, the tightness, the sight of my cock slamming to that forbidden hole, pert, juicy butt cheeks jiggling. Alex was the perfect fuck-toy and his ass was mine.

I fucked him hard as he both basked under the shower, soapy and steamy. I pressed him hard against the wall, his slim, small, soft body so warm and feminine, my slut.

I kissed his neck, biting, heard him whimper, moan. He pressed his ass back into me, fucking back, but he couldn’t do much. My grip on his hips and the way I was pressing him against the wall with my body limited his ability to move. He was my toy, my plaything, and I fucked him hard, almost lifting him off his feet, fucking him so deep he had to rise up on his toes, legs spread wide.

“Fuck I’m close. I’m going to cum.” I said.

“Do it, cum in me, fuck me and cum in me. I want to feel your cum inside me again. Use me like your fuck-toy and cum in me.”

Alex fucked back as hard as he could, riding my cock. I felt my cock throb, getting harder, and I felt his hole clench. I came, hard, filling him, fucking him against the wall of the shower, and I felt him cum at the same time.

He was perfect. The perfect birthday gift.

“Fuck that was good.” I said.

Alex smiled at me as I slipped my cock out, blushing.

“I’m really enjoying this weekend.” He said. “And to think… we still have so much time together.”

I smiled at that. As we both cleaned up I felt myself getting excited for the rest of the weekend.

***

After the morning the rest of Saturday continued in the same fashion. Alex was my free-use femboy, my gift, and I intended to take full advantage of him, yet as it was, I really didn’t get much chance to take advantage because between him and Claire, there was very little chance for me to take advantage of him.

At lunch Alex made sure to sit next to me, dressed in tight, short shorts, fishnet hold-up stockings, a cropped t-shirt, heels, and his collar. He ate slowly, glancing at me with his big, bright eyes, face made up with eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, lipstick. I was ravenous after expending so much energy so I ate quickly, Claire then making me seconds to keep me ‘fuelled up’.

Yet, as we ate, Alex made no attempt to hide his intentions. He sat close, and openly began stroking my thigh under the table with one hand while he used the other to eat.

Claire noticed, smiled, and acted as though nothing was going on. Alex emboldened, let his hand roam up to my cock, caressing, getting it hard. I sat dumbfounded, stunned, unable to resist the hot femboy’s flirtations.

As Alex finished his meal Alex smiled at me, blushing, then slipped beneath the table. He positioned himself between my legs, undid my trousers, fished my cock out, and began working his tongue and lips over my cock while Claire talked to me about her plans for dinner.

I couldn’t speak, could only nod. Alex took me into his mouth and the sounds of his enthusiastic slurping resonated around the room. I could feel his hot wet lips wrapped tight, the suction, his tongue lapping.

Claire smiled at me, kept talking, raising her voice to be heard over the noise of Alex sucking my cock. Alex worked his mouth, his hand, wetting my throbbing prick with his spit. His enthusiasm and eagerness drove me wild.

Alex took his time, savouring my cock like it was a fine meal, and I sat unable to think clearly as my free-use femboy treated me like his own personal cock buffet. Yet, I wasn’t going to complain. His mouth felt amazing.

Alex took my cock deep. I felt the tip press at the tightness of his threat, felt him press down, felt him swallowing. I felt his throat open, tight, slick, clenching around my girth.

From beneath the table, I heard Alex gag, swallowing, fucking me with his throat. The sensations were intense, overwhelming. I felt my cock get larger, harder.

Alex kept working, his mouth, lips, tongue, throat. He took all of my cock, taking me deep into his throat. The pleasure was bright and overwhelming. Alex swallowed with my cock in his throat, the clenching like a massage along my cock, milking me of pleasure.

He worked his mouth and lips, tongue, throat, up and down my cock. Claire sat grinning at me, talking as though nothing out of the ordinary was happening. It felt like Alex might suck my soul out of my cock he was so eager.

I felt my balls tighten, cock swelling, thicker, longer, choking the sexy femboy next door. I reached under the table to grip the back of his head, pressed down. I felt Alex swallow all of my cock, taking it as deep as it could go, lips pressing against my belly, and then… I was cumming. I was cumming hard, cumming down Alex’s throat, the squeeze of him swallowing making my climax even more intense.

I came, over and over and over, Alex milking me for every last drop, and it was only when I was done that he pulled his head back, the suction of his tight lips making my cock pop free. I collapsed back into my chair, exhausted. Alex emerged from under the table with his lipstick smeared and his mascara running down his cheeks where his eyes had been watering.

“Thanks for the after-lunch snack. I was feeling a little peckish so I thought I’d just help myself. I hope you don’t mind.” Alex said, smirking, licking his lips in an exaggerated fashion.

I smiled back at him.

“I thought you were meant to be my free-use femboy. At this point, I’m feeling more like your free-use cock.” I said.

Alex blushed.

“What can I say… I’ve had a crush on you for years, and Claire’s been teasing me for months. Training with your toy has given me an appetite for the real thing. If you want I can be less…intense?”

Alex looked sheepish, coy, shy, cute. I smiled at him.

“No need to be anything other than yourself.” I said. “And I’m definitely not complaining.”

Alex smirked.

“You know… you really are free to use me anytime you want to. I… I’d quite like it if you just wanted to use me.”

I felt my cock twitch again as I looked the sexy, feminine, pretty femboy up and down.

“Give me a little while to recover and I just might.” I said.

***

I got my chance to make full use of my free-use femboy later that afternoon.

Alex was helping Claire with dinner, chopping vegetables, and I’d been relaxing on the sofa. I was stepping into the kitchen feeling bored, restless, and had come in search of coffee, but the sight of Claire and Alex gave me other ideas.

Clare was dressed casually, in tight trousers and a loose sweater, looking as hot as always, but Alex was dressed more provocatively. He’d got changed after lunch, had slipped out of his shorts and t-shirt and had slipped into a black dress with white petticoats, a white apron around his waist. It took me a moment to realise he was dressed like a sexy maid.

I stopped in the doorway to watch him chopping vegetables, the perfect sexy maid assistant to my wife as she tended to the kitchen. The way he moved was sensual, provocative, swaying his hips and ass as he strutted about in his heels.

I got to watch for a while before Claire and Alex noticed me. Claire saw me first, smiling, winking at me as she saw where my attention was focused—Alex’s long, fishnet-clad legs, his short skirt, his flashing panties. Alex noticed shortly after, turning to look back over his shoulders, breaking into a wide smile when he saw me, batting his eyelashes.

Neither of them stopped what they were doing. I stood and watched, chatting with them, offering help but being told it was my special weekend and I was to relax.

Alex, aware my attention was on him, changed how he was moving. He’d been sensual and feminine before, strutting in his heels, hips and ass swaying, but that became even more exaggerated. His movements became brazen, provocative, and he was clearly showing off for me.

I enjoyed the show, staring at the hot femboy as he worked. Claire just smirked at me.

“Enjoying your gift I see.” She said.

I nodded. I saw Alex blush. As he put extra effort into bending over to get something out of a cupboard I felt something in me almost snap. I couldn’t resist him. He was mine, after all, my collared free-use femboy.

As he was bent over I snuck up behind him and put my hands on his ass, groping. Alex gave no protest, pushing his ass into my hands. I took my time feeling him up, teasing, my cock getting hard.

I wanted him. I pushed him forwards, made him bend over the kitchen side, face down, ass up, and I peel his panties down and off, exposing his ass.

“I’m all yours Daddy.” Alex said. “My ass is lubed up and ready for you whenever you want it.”

I didn’t speak. He was plugged, a pretty pink heart-shaped gem nestled in his butt crack. I teased him for a moment, making him whimper, then pulled the plug out, and I was delighted by the way his asshole gaped, hungry for my cock.

Alex remained bent over, his black dress and white petticoats lifted up around his waist, thighs and ass bare, legs clad in fishnet stockings, in heels, and I fished my cock out. Claire glanced at me, smirking, and I moved forward to press the tip of my prick at Alex’s entrance.

With one thrust I entered his ass, fucking him deep. He moaned loudly, and my thrust pinned him down. I gripped his hips tight and began to use him.

It was bliss. His ass was tight, gripping me, clenching, and his ass was round, pert, peachy, smooth. He was a sexy free-use maid, my gift, and I was going to enjoy him. I fucked him deep, hard, fast, taking my pleasure from his well-trained hole, pinning him down, and Alex moaned, lusty, grinding back onto my cock.

Claire continued making dinner, amused.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying your gift but please… don’t make a mess.” She said.

I fucked Alex deep, filling his ass with my cock.

“Hear that Alex, no mess. You’re going to have to keep my cum inside but you can’t cum. Understand?”

He whimpered, nodded. I pounded him hard, fucking him urgently. I’d cum multiple times already so I was in no rush. I fucked him, enjoying his well-trained hole until eventually I came, filling his hole with my spunk. I could feel Alex struggling not to cum as I bred his ass.

Once I was finished I slipped out slowly and then… I filled his hole with his gemmed plug, stuffing him to make sure none of my cum leaked out. He remained bent over, ass up, legs spread, catching his breath. I’d seen fewer sights that were as sexy and as beautiful.

“I’ll leave you two to finish cooking then. I think I need a rest.” I said, chuckling.

Alex looked back over his shoulder, grinning.

“Thank you Daddy.” He whispered.

I could tell from the tone of his voice that he was still feeling very horny, and the look in his eyes sent a shiver up my spine.

***

The weekend continued in that vein.

Later, after dinner, we all sat and watched a movie together. Alex had changed into something cuter, pantihose, booty shorts, and a vest, and he snuggled in next to me.

As the movie played he squirmed, clearly still horny after I hadn’t let him cum. It wasn’t long until he began pawing at me, stroking my thigh, chest, teasing his hand over my cock. It wasn’t long until I was hard again.

“Are you going to take responsibility for that?” I asked.

Alex just nodded.

Without another word he fished my cock out and began sucking it, still watching the movie, head in my lap. I stroked his hair as he worked me to full hardness with his mouth, my hips thrusting my cock between his lips.

Then he pulled his lips off, slipped his shorts and pantihose down, and slipped his buttplug out.

“I’m still all gooey with your cum from earlier so I’m all slippery.” He said. “You don’t need to be gentle.”

With that he straddled my lap, facing away so he could keep watching the movie.

“Just be quiet.” Claire said, grinning at us both. “I’m enjoying this.”

Alex looked back over his shoulder, smiled at me, biting his bottom lip.

“Quiet Daddy.” He said.

He gripped my cock, pressed the tip at his slippery, gaping entrance, then sat down, taking my whole cock inside his ass. Alex began to ride me, slowly, watching the movie. I was more content to watch his ass, thrusting into his tight fuck-hole as he rode up and down, gripping his hips, admiring his perfect ass.

We fucked, slow, long, taking our time. When either of us got close Alex would take my cock deep and stop, allowing the heat to reduce, before continuing. It wasn’t until the movie ended and the credits rolled that he rode me hard enough to make both of us cum together.

After such a draining day I slept heavily.

I was woken again by Alex’s mouth around my cock, my free-use femboy slipping naked into my bed, and the pair of us fucked in the bed while Claire made breakfast, Alex on all fours as I fucked his ass deep, hard, pounding him, watching his ass jiggle with each thrust as he knelt with head down, ass up, legs spread. I couldn’t get over how tight and hot and slick his well-trained ass was.

After that, I showered, and Alex again helped wash me, cleaning my cock with his eager tongue, mouth hot, wrapped around my thick prick as I used his throat. I came hard as hot water cascaded over us.

After the shower we had lunch, and I, feeling a little horny again, moved to bend Alex over the table to use his tight hole. Only…

“No more today.” Claire said, grinning at me. “Or at least… not until I say. Alex and I have a special surprise for you. Do you think you can wait a few hours?”

I looked at my wife, puzzled, but intrigued.

“If you tell me you’ve got a special surprise for me then I can definitely wait.” I said.

Claire smiled. As Alex moved to clear the table from lunch my wife moved to my side and kissed me gently on the cheek.

“Thank you.” She said. “I’m really glad you’re enjoying your gift, and I feel bad telling you no when he’s your toy for the weekend but… I think you’ll like what we’ve got planned.”

I smiled. Alex looked at me, blushing.

“I’m really looking forward to surprising you Daddy.” He said, winking, wiggling his ass at me.

I felt a swell of affection and desire, appreciation. Perhaps I really was the luckiest man alive?

“I’m looking forward to one last surprise.” I said.

And as I said that I realised… the weekend was almost over. My special weekend was almost over. Tomorrow morning Alex would be heading off early to go back to college. My gift would be leaving. It would all be over.

I felt a pang of sadness. Yet, I wasn’t going to let that ruin things. The weekend had to end sometime, but it hadn’t ended yet. I still had one last special surprise to look forward to.


Six

The rest of the day was a special kind of torment. Not only did Alex enjoy teasing me, flirting with me, flaunting his hot, sensual body in front of me while wearing tiny little shorts—bending over, strutting, shaking his hips and ass, brushing past me, sitting on my lap, touching me, kissing me affectionately, all while I was not allowed to touch him back—but Claire also got in on the teasing.

She wore a short dress, bare legs, heels, and was just as brazen and flirty as Alex. She would flash me her panties, flutter his eyelashes at me, brush past me, but she never let me touch her. At times she could get in close, lean against me, let me feel the soft warmth of her body, the heat of her breath, but as I tried to touch her she would slap my hand away.

“Later.” Was all they would both say, grinning.

It was frustrating, but at the same time, I found it exciting. I was being teased, kept on edge, so that I was eager for my surprise. I could barely wait.

Fortunately, I did not have to wait long. In the early afternoon, Claire let me know that she and Alex were going to be disappearing for a little while and that I should make myself comfortable. She made it clear that I should stay downstairs.

“You don’t want to spoil the surprise, do you?” She said, smiling.

I shook my head. I really didn’t. Given how Claire was beaming, smug and excited, and how nervous Alex looked, blushing, coy, cute, I was intrigued.

As horny and as frustrated and as excited as I was there was no way I was going to spoil my big birthday surprise. So, as Claire and Alex made their way upstairs I settled down to watch a movie, trying to distract myself. Yet I couldn’t settle. I kept thinking about what Claire and Alex might have in store for me.

What more could they possibly have planned? I’d already fucked Alex in the ass numerous times, fucked his throat, cum in him over and over. I’d used him, had him practically use me, had seen the pretty femboy in all sorts of hot, feminine outfits. So… what else was there?

Minutes passed. Then an hour. The movie ended so I put on another and then… I heard the click of heels.

“Rich?”

It was Claire’s voice, soft and sultry. I took a deep breath.

“Yeah? What is it?” I called back.

“We just wanted to make sure you were ready for us.” Claire said.

Was I ready? I had no idea, but… there was no way I was going to say no.

“Ready.” I called out.

There was a pause.

“Turn the TV off. Lower the lights.” Claire said.

I did as she instructed. Then… music began to play.

“Let me know when you’re sat down.” She called out.

I sat. I let her know. Then… there was the click of two sets of heels.

***

I could feel my heart thundering. I was actually nervous. What did the two of them have in store for me? What had they planned?

I could hear music, soft, sensual, a slow beat. I heard heels click. I watched the door.

I saw Claire and Alex enter, together, holding hands…

I felt my cock twitch at just the sight of them.

My wife and the femboy next door were dressed identically, both of them dressed as cheerleaders, short pleated skirts, tiny little cropped vests, knee-high socks, heeled sneakers. Their uniforms were black, with white detailing, and where the name of their team should have been on their vests there was just the word ‘Daddy’.

They looked stunning, both with heavy makeup on, eyeshadow, mascara, fake lashes, eyeliner, lipstick, highlight and shadow. They looked like pornstars, with long fake nails, big hoopy earrings, and as I stared at them they stood there, hand in hand, wiggling their hips to make their skirts sway.

Claire was breathtaking, curvaceous, thick thighs, plump ass, her bare stomach taut, the tiny vest stretched over her jiggling tits. Next to her Alex was slender, petite, but he was undeniably feminine, his ass and thighs meaty, toned, his body smooth, but chest slender, flat.

“Well Daddy, do you like your surprise?” Claire said. “Two naughty sisters all needy for your attention.”

I felt my body get hot, lust, desire, excitement. I felt my pulse quicken. I nodded.

“You look amazing.” I said. “I… I feel like I’m the luckiest man in the world.”

I meant it. The two of them were so fucking hot.

“Oh, you’re not the luckiest man in the world.” Alex said. “But you’re about to be.”

With that the two of them moved towards me, strutting. I watched as their skirts flared out, flashing their panties, two naughty sisters desperate for Daddy’s attention.

I would be more than happy to give them my attention. I could feel my attention rising, getting harder, thicker, longer, from just the sight of them.

As they got nearer they both shifted, falling to their knees at my feet, and they looked up at me, pouting, eyes big and bright. Two hot, slutty cheerleaders.

Claire looked so pleased with herself. She knew she had outdone herself, had given me the most amazing birthday gift ever, and Alex looked nervous, shy, coy, pretty.

I felt a pang of sadness, almost grief. The weekend had been amazing, one of the most incredible experiences of my life, but it was almost over. Tomorrow morning Alex would leave to go back to college. Still… it wasn’t over yet. I had one last surprise to enjoy. And I was definitely going to enjoy it.

“Well Daddy, are you going to give us your attention?” Claire said.

“Please Daddy.” Alex said.

His eyes were big, lips pouty, and he fluttered his eyelashes at me. I shifted in my seat. I knew exactly what kind of attention they were pleading for.

“Can you girls share?” I asked, grinning.

Claire looked at Alex. Alex looked at Claire.

“You want to share Daddy?” She asked.

Alex smiled.

“I want to share him with you. Yes.” He said.

They both looked back to me.

“We can share.” They said together. “We want to share.”

And that was enough for me. My cock was hard, throbbing, aching. As my wife and my free-use femboy looked up at me I shifted, unbuttoning my trousers. I pulled them down, pulled my underwear down, and my cock popped free.

I could see the excitement in Alex’s eyes, the glee in Claire’s. I stroked my cock in front of them, relishing in teasing them, enjoying the slow sensual sensation of touching myself.

“Please Daddy.” Alex said.

“Let us share you Daddy.” Claire said.

I smiled down at them, nodded.

“You can share.” I said.

And with that, they were on me.

***

Claire wrapped one hand around my cock, her fingers slim, soft, sensual. Alex wrapped one hand just above Claire’s, his grip firmer.

Their hands were a similar size, both soft. The sight of them, fake nails, stroking, sent a shiver up my spine. My wife and the femboy next door were stroking my cock at the same time, sharing it. They worked their hands up, down, working in time.

They looked up at me, both stunningly pretty, beyond sexy, two hot cheerleaders, slutty sisters, desperate for Daddy’s attention. I wanted more.

“You can use more than your hands.” I said, voice soft, encouraging. They smiled at me, looked at each other.

“Shall we?” Claire asked.

“Please…” Alex said.

That was enough. They both looked back at me, or rather looked back at my cock, and then moved in closer, Claire on one side of me and Alex on the other. I felt their hot breath on my prick, making it throb.

They moved their hands down to the base, gripping me tight. My cock was so hard it almost hurt.

I watched as the two cheerleaders, the two sisters, leaned in close. They extended their tongue, drooling, wet, and then… they licked up my cock at the same time, working their tongues from the base to the tip.

The sensation was intense, overwhelming pleasure. Their tongues worked, licking tasting my cock, wet and slippery, teasing me. I’d never felt anything like it.

Then, as Claire licked at the base, kissing, sucking on the meat of my shaft gently, Alex licked to the tip, working his tongue around the head before taking it between his lips.

As Claire licked the back of my cock Alex began to suck, gently, teasing, still working his tongue as he increased the suction in his tight, wet, hot mouth.

They continued like that, Alex sucking, Claire licking, for a moment, before switching places. Alex pulled his lips off, licked down as Claire licked up, and Claire sucked the tip of my cock between her lips. She worked my cock in her mouth in the way she knew drove me wild, sucking hard on just the tip, licking at my slit, tasting my precum. I collapsed back, let my two girls worship my cock.

I fucked my hips into my wife’s mouth as the hot femboy next door licked and kissed my shaft. I reached down to place my hands on the backs of their heads. I gripped their hair, allowing the tide of pleasure to wash over me, wave after wave of it crashing as they worshipped.

I closed my eyes, thrusting my cock into a hot wet mouth while another tongue lapped at the base of my prick, feeling the mouth switch, each one unique in how it sucked, lips and spit and tongue. It was intense, and I could feel myself getting close, but I was not done yet. I did not want to cum yet, so I controlled myself, suppressing the fire and the lust, letting my pleasure simmer without letting it boil over.

I felt the two sexy cheerleader sisters worship my cock, and then… I felt lips pull off my cock, suction, spit, and I felt the tongue lift. I felt the sofa shift, bodies pressing on either side of me.

I let my hands roam down over Claire’s and Alex’s backs, sliding down to their asses, slipping my hands under their short skirts, gripping smooth flesh through the thin silky material of their panties. I squeezed, heard them both moan, felt them both wiggle, and I opened my eyes.

The two of them were close to me, faces near mine, big beautiful eyes, soft lips, staring at me. I felt my heart swell, throb. They were so beautiful and in that moment they were both all mine.

“Happy birthday Daddy.” Claire said.

She kissed me on the lips, hard, her tongue pressing into my mouth. I felt her hands on my body, stroking me, one of them still gripping my cock, teasing.

Claire broke the kiss, leaving me desperate for more.

“Happy birthday Daddy.” Alex said.

He moved closer to me, nervous, timid. I leaned up and I kissed him too, kissed him hard, with hunger. He would be leaving soon. My weekend would be over and my gift, my free-use femboy, would be leaving, so I made sure to take full advantage of him while he was still mine.

I pressed my tongue between his lips, into his mouth. I felt Alex’s hand on my cock, stroking me at the same time as Claire, two soft delicate hands teasing me.

Alex broke the kiss. He looked flush, squirmy,

“You think you can handle both of us?” Claire asked.

I nodded. They both smiled at me.

“You want us one after the other, or both at the same time?” Claire asked.

Her offer sat with me. They were both mine. All mine.

The only question was how should I enjoy them. The answer came to me almost immediately.

“Both at the same time.” I said.

I saw them both smile.

“How?” Alex asked.

I looked between my wife and my free-use femboy. I felt a surge of lust as the perfect idea formed.

“Just follow my lead.” I said.

***

Alex and Claire watched as I shifted. I stripped off, naked, then lay down on my back on the sofa. My cock was hard, throbbing, eager at the thought of what was to come.

“Panties off.” I said. “But leave everything else on.”

The two did as I told them, slipped their panties down and off. From where I lay I could easily see up their skirts, Claire’s cunt, wet, swollen, dripping, and Alex's cock hard, his tight ass. I was going to enjoy myself.

“Now what Daddy?” Claire asked.

“Alex, you get on first. I want you on my cock. I want you to sit your tight little fuck-hole on my cock.”

Alex looked at Claire and Claire smiled, nodded. As I watched Claire shifted behind Alex to put one hand under his skirt, groping his ass until her fingers gripped the head of his plug. I watched Alex squirm as Claire pulled the thick plug free, leaving his hole slick and gaping.

Alex wiggled his hips and looked delighted, ravenous. He moved to straddle me on the sofa, one leg on either side of me, reached down between his smooth thighs to grab my cock.

I watched as he lowered himself down, slowly, aiming the head of my prick, feeling it throb. I watched his expression of pleasure and anticipation as the head ran along his crack, pressed at his tight entrance, slippery, wet, eager. I heard Alex moan as he wiggled, sitting himself onto my cock, feeling my girth stretch his ass open.

“Fuck…”

Alex sat down, settling himself on my cock. He wiggled, sheathing my entire prick inside his tight hole. I felt him squeeze as he sat himself fully on my cock.

Not only was his ass well trained, it was well used, familiar with my cock after being my personal fuck-toy for the weekend, and his ass fit my cock perfectly. I thrust up into him, making him whimper, and his cute little cock twitched under his cheerleader skirt.

“Fuck Daddy you’re even bigger than usual.” He said.

I smiled.

“What can I say, you two turn me on.”

Claire smiled at me.

“So you like your surprise.”She asked.

I nodded.

“I’ll like it more when you join in. Both at once, remember?”

She looked at me grinning. I could see the sparkle in her eye.

“Where do you want me, Daddy?” Claire said.

“On my face.” I said.

I could smell the scent of her cunt. I wanted more than the scent though. I wanted her taste.

“I want one on my face, one on my cock, and I want us all to cum together.” I said. “Consider it a birthday wish.”

The pair of them smiled at me, Alex wiggling as he sat with my throbbing cock inside his ass, Claire with her thighs wet with her juices.

“As you wish Daddy.” Claire said.

And with that, she moved to straddle my face.

Claire sat with her legs spread, one on either side of my head, and she lowered herself down slowly. I could see her cunt glistening, lips parted. The scent of her was rich, musky, and it intensified as she lowered her pussy to my mouth. The moment it was within reach I licked along the length of her, lapping at her hole, tasting her.

“Fuck!” Claire’s thighs quivered, her cunt clenching.

I took that as a sign to lick deeper.

***

I pressed my tongue into Claire’s sopping hole as I fucked my cock into Alex. I felt the femboy’s tight hole clench as he rode me, fucking himself with my cock. I felt Claire grind down onto my face, her hole milking my tongue as I pressed it into her depths, licking along to her clit to tease and circle.

My face was quickly soaked with her juices, her musk, and I moved one hand up to grip my wife’s thigh, ass, as the other moved down to grip Alex’s hip. I fucked both of them, cock and tongue, ass and cunt, pleasure washing over me.

“Fuck… you feel so good, Daddy.”

Alex was moaning, riding me, working up and down, grinding his hips and ass. I could feel his ass clenching, milking my prick. It was clear he was lost to the pleasure of it, fucking himself with wild abandon, overcome with lust and desire. I was only too happy to enjoy the ride.

I fucked back, gripping his hip tight, fucking my cock deep into him, slamming my cock into his tight hole, feeling him quiver and clench. As I worked my cock in and out of Alex’s ass I worked my tongue in Claire’s cunt.

The last time we’d fucked had been Wednesday night. She’d let me enjoy Alex all weekend, had let me use him, let him use me, had even helped along the first night had often walked in on us fucking, watching me breed his tight ass, encouraging me, but we’d not been intimate for days. She’d not cum for days.

I could feel how desperate she was, how wanton, her cunt dripping, wetness smeared over my face. I fucked her with my tongue, lapping at her hole, pressing it in, then licking along to her clit, circling with the tip, pressing the flat of my tongue against the swollen nub of her excitement. I could feel how close she was already, days of denial making her arousal rise quickly.

“Fuck… more… work your tongue just there Daddy. I need more. Make your girls cum. Make both of us cum. We’re such needy little sluts for your cock and your tongue.”

I’d never heard my wife talk like that. I’d never heard her be so wanton and brazen, but… I liked it.

I showed her how much I liked it by giving her more of my tongue, licking at her clit, pressing it deep. I felt Alex riding my cock with more enthusiasm, his body trembling. I felt like I was in some kind of depraved heaven. I never wanted it to end…

Yet I knew it was going to end. The weekend was almost over. Still, it was going out with a bang, and it really had been the most amazing birthday weekend I’d ever had.

I fucked with my cock, tongue, felt my wife grind her cunt down on my face. We fucked, three of us, Daddy and his two slutty cheerleaders. It was everything I could ever possibly want and… it was almost over.

But before it was over there was pleasure to be had. So much pleasure…

I fucked, cock and tongues, and I was fucked back, Alex and Claire riding me, using me. I felt my body thrumming, energy and pleasure and delight. I fucked with my tongue and cock, ass and cunt. The air filled with moans, breath, the scent of sex. It was intense, feral, bestial, the two needy sisters desperate for Daddy’s attention.

I felt Alex riding me faster, ass tight, clenching. I could feel Claire’s thighs shaking, her cunt quivering. I could feel how close they were, could hear how close they were. I was close too…

My cock swelled, getting harder, thicker, balls tight. I fucked Alex hard, tongued Claire’s cunt. I felt Alex first.

His ass tightened and he slammed himself down as I fucked into him. I sheathed my entire cock in his ass and felt him quiver, thrumming.

“FUCK!”

Alex’s moan was one long exhale of pleasure. I worked my cock, my tongue. I felt Alex grind down, felt his body tense.

“Fuck this is so hot… just there… don’t stop.”

I could feel how close Claire was. I tongued harder. I felt my cock swell, hard, throbbing.

I felt Alex cumming, cumming on my cock. I felt his body pulse and throb, clench. I heard his moan, the way he wiggled his hips with my cock deep inside him to feel more. That was enough to tip me over the edge.

Alex’s ass squeezed down hard, and my cock throbbed, cumming inside his tight fuck-hole. I tongued Claire’s clit with ferocity as I erupted inside my free-use femboy. I came and then… Claire came too.

I felt her juices wet my face as I pumped shot after shot of cum inside Alex’s ass. I felt Claire cumming over my face, felt Alex cumming on my cock, and I came deep inside the pretty boy next door.

We came together, three of us, hard, cumming over and over and over, and then… we collapsed. Claire slid off my face, falling back onto the sofa, and Alex collapsed onto me, my cock still inside him. I wrapped my arms around my free-use femboy as Claire sat with her legs on either side of my head. Alex nuzzled his face into my neck, my slowly softening cock slipping out of his well-used, cum filled hole.

“Fuck that was amazing.” I said. “That was the best birthday gift, ever.”

Alex snuggled into me and Claire leaned over to kiss me softly on the lips.

“I’m so glad you enjoyed it.”

I looked up at my wife.

“I enjoyed it so much I’m sad that it’s over.” I said. “But… I’ll treasure the memory of this weekend forever.”

I felt Alex squirm, lifting his head to look at me.

“Over?” He said, voice soft.

I looked at him. His makeup was a mess yet he still looked stunning, perhaps even sexier given I was the one responsible for ruining his makeup.

“Yeah, I mean… you leave tomorrow morning, right?”

Alex nodded, grinning.

“Well, tomorrow morning is still many hours away. I was hoping for more before I left.” He said.

“Me too.” Claire added. “Plus… do you want to tell him, Alex?”

“Tell me what?”

I looked between my wife and my pretty femboy next door. Alex blushed.

“There’s a semester break in just under two months. I’ve already got my tickets booked.” Alex said.

“You mean…”

“What kind of gift would it be if it was only two days? After the fucking you gave him I think we’d struggle to keep him away from that cock of yours.” Claire said.

“Provided I get time to study for exams then I’m happy to stay here for a week or two, if you’ll have me?” Alex said. “I’m happy to provide the usual service for the privilege of course.”

As he said that he wiggled, squirming against me, his hot, smooth, sexy body pressed against mine, my slutty free-use femboy cheerleader.

“You are always welcome.” I said. “And if you need any incentive for studying I’m pretty sure I can work out a reward scheme for you.”

I smiled at Alex. He smiled back.

“I think I’d like that.” He said. “Daddy rewarding his pretty femboy for being a good girl. I think I’d like that a lot.”

I felt a swell of gratitude, joy, love. In that moment I was sure I was the happiest and the luckiest man on earth, and I had a feeling that it was all only just beginning…

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


Three's Company
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When Pete’s best friend, Lisa, heads out for the night for a date with her boyfriend, Harry, he’s excited to have some time on his own, so when Lisa tries to get him to go out with her to have some fun he declines. He explains that he’s had a hard day at work and he just needs rest.

That’s not the truth though. Pete just wants the apartment to himself so he can indulge in his secret. Within moments of Lisa heading out, Pete is moving, barely able to contain his excitement for the night he’s got planned.

Soon Pete is transformed, becoming Paige, but then the unthinkable happens. Lisa returns home early, unexpectedly, and she catches Pete dressed in a way she’s never seen before.

To Pete’s relief, Lisa is understanding and sweet, kind. She wants to reassure him, understand him, and soon Pete is able to relax.

But Lisa has some questions, is curious, and soon Pete is caught up in a whirlwind adventure that he’d never expected. As the two friends grow closer, Pete begins to spend more and more time as Paige until the lines between the two identities begin to blur.

There remains the problem of Harry though. Lisa’s boyfriend.

Pete was always told three was a crowd… when it comes to Paige though, three’s not a crowd. It’s company.


Undercover Assistant
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Sam has returned from college to help take over his father’s business. It’s a responsibility he’s keen to take on—for years his father looked after the family, building up his company from nothing, and now it’s Sam’s turn to take the reins. Only when he takes charge he realises things are not going quite as he expected.

His father’s company is struggling. Worse than that, its deep in debt and if Sam doesn’t fix things soon it could go under completely, leaving his father’s legacy in ruins and his family with no means of supporting itself.

Sam is desperate to get to the bottom of what’s gone wrong when he discovers a rival business has been stealing customers away. Clearly Sam needs to work out how this rival company is able to lure away long standing customers, he needs to work out what their secret is.

Then Sam comes across the perfect opportunity, an advert for a Personal Assistant to the man who owns and runs the company. Only Sam is going to have to go in disguise. He’s going to have to go undercover, as a woman.

In the end, Sam gets a lot more than he bargained for… and what he discovers will change the course of his life forever.


The Barista's Tip
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Rob is delighted to get a job at his favourite coffee shop. As a coffee nerd he’s excited to work at the best place in the city, to refine his skills and learn from Jen, the owner, but also Jen is hot. She might just be the hottest woman Rob’s ever met.

Jen is happy to take Rob under her wing, to teach him everything she knows, and she’s glad for the extra help. But when Jen needs help for a private function she’s been hired to run Rob isn’t sure he’s the right person for the job. For a start there’s the uniform.

Yet Jen is persuasive and beguiling, and, if Rob agrees to help, she’s willing to give him a very generous tip. How can Rob refuse?


FIRST CONTACT
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Morgan and Charlie are off on a camping trip to escape the dreary routines of life in the big city. Yet their planned escape ends up being far more effective than they could have imagined.

When the best friends are kidnapped by aliens they are soon faced with a life-altering decision. The visitors are here to investigate humans and part of that aim means they need to study human mating rituals.

The best friends inform their captors for that they’ll need a man and a woman, but they’ve captured two men. Unfortunately for Morgan and Charlie they aliens have a solution to that problem. Now all they need to do is choose who becomes the woman…

When Charlie and Morgan set off on a camping trip they hope they’ll be escaping their dreary lives in the big city. They’ve been planning the trip for ages and they’ve got a remote, scenic spot in mind where they’ll be able to relax and unwind.

When they get a little off track though they come face to face with the unexpected, and soon they’re off on an adventure neither of them could have imagined, kidnapped by aliens, on board a space craft, meeting extra-terrestrials.

And then things go from bad to worse…

The aliens inform the best friends that they want to study human mating rituals, that they want to study human breeding practices. When they boys kindly inform their captors that such a study is impossible, since they’ve captured two men, and they need a man and a woman to study breeding, the aliens come up with a plan to fix the issue.

One of them will become a woman. They just need to decide who.

Neither of them speak up, but then then Charlie volunteers Morgan, and Morgan soon discovers just how advanced his captors technology is, and he finds out first hand just what they’re capable of. Thus begins Morgan’s journey of self-discovery, feminization, and transformation as he becomes the female component in a study on human mating.

What Morgan experiences on the spacecraft promises to change the course of his life, forever...


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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