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FROM HUSBAND TO LESBIAN LOVER




CHAPTER 1

I’d always known my wife, Rita, had a hidden lesbian streak to her. I’d known it even before we got married.

Once, while we were dating, I was using her laptop when I came across a recently opened folder that had been mysteriously labeled: ‘HOT’. I opened it out of curiosity. There were tons of pictures in there of female rock musicians from the nineties, from Courtney Love to Kathleen Hanna to Liz Phair. Nothing too out of the ordinary, of course, for a hardcore music enthusiast like Rita...except, buried in there was yet another folder, which I was amazed to see contained what could only be described as a carefully curated lesbian’s spank bank. It was full of poses of anonymous women entangled in each other, their bodies donning latex bodysuits, high heels, or lace masks, their domineering eyes gazing fiercely at the camera.

Even just looking at those pictures in Rita’s secret folder that day had me sweating.

That wasn’t the only sign she had a liking for women though. Rita was normally extremely outgoing, always the life of the party, but a few times I noticed something strange whenever some of her prettiest friends came over to our place. Her social skills would vanish completely—she’d lose her train of thought mid-conversation, stare at her friends a little too long, or sometimes, just grow as quiet as a mouse as the night wore on. I got the sense these were the friends she’d developed girl crushes on.

Her secret attraction towards women was never a problem in our relationship, though. I never called her out on it because I didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable in any way—in fact, I found it pretty hot. What husband wouldn’t? Sometimes I’d even wonder if she’d ever masturbated to one of her hot friends and what kind of sexy lesbian fantasies she had brewing in her mind. My own memories would often take me back to the moment I’d seen her hidden folder.

It was about two years into our marriage, after an evening of lovemaking, that she blurted out that she wanted to tell me something. I’d noticed she’d been just a little distant during sex and she had that faraway look on her face that gave away she was worried. I asked her what it was, and that was when she confessed the part of herself I’d suspected all along:

“Honey, I...I think I’m bi.”

I gave her a quizzical look, but I was careful not to seem too judgmental. “What makes you say that, bunny?”

Bunny was a name I’d come up with very early in our relationship, when Rita had come over to my place with a ‘godawful’ haircut (her own words). Her blonde hair had been chopped off and layered, which made her ears kind of stick out. That, along with her cute button nose and pouty lips had made her look like she belonged in a Disney movie. The hair grew out over the years (she never cut it that short again), but of course the name had stuck.

Rita sighed. She looked like she already regretted telling me. “When you see a naked woman, what do you feel exactly?” she asked after a long silence.

“It depends,” I said. “Women are always easy on the eyes, aren’t they? But if they’re really attractive, yeah, I’d get aroused.” I looked down at her nude body, and placed two fingers on my wrist like I was checking my pulse. I wanted to make her laugh, but she didn’t.

“Sometimes, when I see a girl I like, I get wet,” Rita said bluntly. “And I get butterflies in my stomach. I don’t think all girls feel that way. Do you...do you think I might be bi?”

She was testing me, I realized. She knew as well as I did what that meant.

“Babe, you know I’d accept you no matter what your preferences are,” I said. I placed a hand on top of her soft thigh and caressed it lovingly. “Through thick or thin—I’m with you all the way.”

“If only there was a way to test it,” she said, gazing up at a spot in the ceiling.

“Well, we could have a threesome,” I said thoughtfully. “Maybe with one of your friends. Kira or Stephanie? You’re pretty close to both of them. Would that help?”

She scoffed and slapped my hand away from her thigh. “It’s not just about the sex, Danny!” She seemed offended I’d even suggested that. “I want something a lot deeper. I want the fireworks and the cravings and the passion again—and I want to feel it with a woman.”

That was when she dropped the bombshell.

“Would you be okay with us opening up our relationship?”

It was my turn to huff. “No. I don’t know any sane husband who’d be okay with that.”

Rita sighed again. “Forget I even asked.” She rolled over, turning her back to me, and was silent again.

I was going to leave it at that. An unsatisfactory conversation, sure—but it could have ended a lot worse than it did. I could tell she was miffed but that wasn’t really my fault. She was battling her own demons and the best thing I could do was give her space. Still, I didn’t want to be the asshole husband who wasn’t emotionally available when she needed me.

“Bunny?” I said slowly, rubbing her lower back gently this time. I just wanted to plant a seed, something that could germinate at the back of her mind and keep her happy for now. “I could become a woman for you, you know.”

Rita turned around and stared up at me with her innocent hazel eyes. “What?” she asked in a flat tone. But her lips twitched, and I detected a small spark of interest. The seed of curiosity had been planted. 

“Don’t you think I’d make a really hot girl?” I asked, grinning, batting my eyelashes at her. “You could do whatever you want to me, and I could be your little sex toy. Lesbian sex toy, that is.”

Rita rolled her eyes. “Lesbian lover.”

“Oops, yes,” I said, clearing my throat. “I could be your lesbian lover.”

Rita pranced out of the bed, seemingly searching for something on the bedroom floor. She picked it up and dropped it on my lap. It was her underwear. Well-worn and faded, it was a pair of comfy bikini briefs that was far from a piece of lingerie but still sexy because—well, it was Rita’s. It had purple and green butterflies at the back and the elastic waistband was kind of loose.

“Go on,” Rita said, looking at me expectantly.

I felt the heat rise up my cheeks. I had a thing for women’s underwear, a secret fascination that had started in my teen years and had been percolating in my mind ever since...but I’d never told anyone, not even Rita. Because men who like panties are weirdos, right? And I never wanted to seem like a creep. But this time, I was quietly thrilled as I clambered out of bed and began to put on my wife’s panties. I brought it up my hips and let the waistband settle on the bump of flesh there.

I twirled around and spanked my own ass for her. “What’s the verdict?”

“Hmm...you do look kind of sexy in them,” she said, admiring me from afar. “It makes your butt look plump and...juicy.”

I shrugged. “Well. I’ve always had a fat ass.”

She came over and kissed me on the cheek, then pinched my ass, hard. I uttered a playful shriek.

“From now on, you’ll be sweet little Danielle,” my wife whispered in my ear, stressing the feminine part of my new name. “I’m going to turn you into a fully-fledged woman and there’ll be nothing you can do about it!”

She was so close to me, her stare made me feel just a little intimidated. Gone was the absent-minded look she’d been sporting all day long—her eyes were now fierce and spirited and full of energy. I was once again reminded of the spank bank I’d stumbled upon all those years ago.

“That’s really kinky, bunny,” I said finally. “I can’t wait for us to be lesbian lovers.”

And to be honest, I was kind of excited. The thought of being turned into a lesbian by my wife was so hot.

Rita grabbed her iPhone from underneath a pillow and unlocked it. “You know Tracy, my friend? She works at a department store,” she said excitedly, scrolling through her contacts. “I’m going to give her a call and say we’ll be there first thing tomorrow morning. You’re going to need a ton of new clothes! Oh, and makeup!”

I shook my head. “But tomorrow’s Friday. I’ve got that super important meeting at work. The one I’ve been preparing all week for?”

I worked as a team lead in sales at a software company, a fairly chaotic job that was a lot more social than I liked and had a fair bit of public speaking. I’d spent all week prepping for what was going to be a high-stakes meeting, breaking down our pain points, analyzing projections and setting new targets for the next quarter. The meeting was going to be attended by my boss, Glenda, the VP of marketing, and even our CEO, and I was feeling claustrophobic just thinking about it.

There was no way I could skip it.

Rita came over and rested a finger over my lips.

“Don’t even start, Danielle,” she whispered. “But tomorrow, I need you all to myself, and I’m sure you can think of something with that very smart brain of yours.”

“But, bunny, there’s just no fucking way I can miss the meeting…”

She took my hand in hers and innocently rubbed my fingers up and down her naked slit. It was still wet and warm and calling to me.

“I know you want this,” she said softly. “I know you want this as much as I do, honey.”

It was like she’d set me on fire.

“I…I guess I could call in sick and ask my team to cover for me,” I said, trying hard not to appear too shaken.

Rita smiled, finally happy with the outcome. “Good. You might as well make the call now, so they have time to prepare.”


CHAPTER 2

As it turned out, Rita’s friend Tracy headed the lingerie section of the department store she worked at. We arrived there the next morning right around opening time, and, given that it was a Friday, there were plenty of people already milling about at the entrance impatiently waiting for the doors to open.

Tracy quickly spotted us walking in and she strutted toward us in her heels.

“Babeeee...welcome!” she squealed, hugging Rita. “How can I help you guys?”

Tracy grew up in Sydney and traces of her Australian accent still leaked out when she spoke. She was slim, with silvery black hair that practically reached her waist. She always looked sexy in the tight tops and skirts she wore.

“Well, I’ve told you the story, Tracy. Danny here wants to become a woman just for me,” Rita said with a very straight face.

I blushed. I couldn’t help feeling shy and embarrassed that my wife was making this so public, when I’d thought it would be just a private thing between us. I reminded myself that girlfriends don’t really keep secrets from each other. I’d basically signed myself up to become a live mannequin, and I just had to act like I was man enough not to care about crossdressing for my wife.

I waited for Tracy to make fun of me, but instead she jumped up and down, causing her chest to bounce. I tried hard not to stare.

“Oh Rita, you’re so goddamn lucky!” she said. She was practically squirming with excitement. “I wish Seth would let me make him over! But he’s way too alpha for that.”

I took that as kind of an insult. Seth was Tracy’s husband—a beefy guy with massive muscles who never seemed to own a shirt. There was a time he’d dabbled as a freelance personal trainer and tried to bulk me up, though that had been far from a success. I was just cursed with a body type that refused to gain muscle mass. Hardly my fault.

I wished Rita would chime in and say, ‘Oh yeah, Danny’s the same, he’s just doing this because he loves me and he’s an amazing husband!’ but of course she didn’t. She just nodded along as Tracy went on a rant about how Seth was a little too obsessed with his manly physique.

“Anyway…” Tracy said, finally coming to the realization she’d gone off on a tangent. She tossed her head at me. “Let’s take a good look at you.”

My heart began to beat a little faster.

“It certainly won’t be too much of a challenge turning him into a woman,” she muttered. She was talking like I was invisible. “He’s kind of scrawny, and he’s got nice, soft skin. And oh my god, look at that ass!”

“He also walks like a lady,” Rita said. “I don’t think he can help it, poor thing.”

This was news to me. And I wanted to tell her that, but something shut me up.

“Go on, walk for her, Danny,” Rita urged me. “I want Tracy to see what I’m talking about!”

I took a couple of steps forward. There were two other women—I guessed they were in their forties, and they carried themselves like bored housewives with an X-ray detector for any kind of drama—who had overheard our conversation and had stopped browsing the underwear aisles to stare at me. A bead of sweat slipped off my forehead as I took another tentative step and forced myself to relax and walk like a fucking man. But it was no use. I felt the swish of my ass and the sway of my hips, and I didn’t like at all how my shoulders slumped naturally forward and probably made my body appear smaller.

“With a little practice, I think he’ll make a natural bimbo-slut,” Tracy said approvingly. “And he doesn’t even have any visible body hair! Are you sure you reached puberty, Danny?”

I laughed that off, but I was now red in the face and totally embarrassed. Had I really been more feminine that I thought? My mouth suddenly felt like it was full of cotton and I retreated into silence as I was subjected to my makeover.

Tracy and Rita first took me to a changing room that was much nicer than I’d expected. It was spacious and quiet, with soft lighting—none of the tacky, garish lighting I’d seen at other department stores. The walls had gold trim and the room I was put in reminded me of a spa. Tracy drew the curtains for privacy, and Rita sat down on a velvet-topped stool while I was left standing in the middle.

I thought I’d have been happy to have a little bit of privacy and move far away from those older prying women, but now, being surrounded by big floor-to-ceiling mirrors and the aircon on full blast, I wasn’t really feeling much better.

I was just really cold and nervous.

I was asked to strip by Tracy. I took off my sweatshirt and grey shorts and when I finally pulled down my boxers, I had to force my teeth to stop rattling. Here I was, about to be buck naked in front of one of my wife’s hot friends for the first time! If someone had told me this would happen a year ago, my ego would’ve swelled to epic proportions but right now I just felt humiliated. I wasn’t proud of the tiny flap I had on display for her…

Tracy went out to bring us different lingerie sets but not before she poked a little fun at my ‘pee pee’. I gritted my teeth while we waited but then I saw how happy and excited my wife looked about dressing me up as a lesbian and that warmed me up.

Man up, I told myself. This isn’t about you. This is about Rita. You’re doing something that could really help her out in her self-discovery. It’s the least that you could do as her husband!

Tracy finally returned carrying a mountain of lingerie sets in her arms. She first held them out for Rita’s feedback and approval before helping me get dressed in them. For the underwear, she made sure it would fit me first and that Rita really liked them because once I tried them on we pretty much had to buy them. All of them were much sexier than the comfy pair of bikini briefs I’d worn the other day and made of unfamiliar fabrics like China silk, lace, satin, and chiffon.

Once Tracy went out again to bring some dresses this time, Rita clasped her arms around my waist. “Which one would you say is your favorite, Danielle?”

“I’ll have to say this one,” I said a little shyly, pointing to the one I was wearing. It was a very dark blue set that reminded me of the midnight sky. Both the bra and panties fit me so well I could spot curves in my body I’d never even noticed before. No wonder women loved lingerie. As Rita hugged me tighter, I smiled at her. She’d never shown so much interest in my body—it had always been the other way around, and I had to admit it was a nice change.

“Mmm, you do look quite hot in that,” Rita said huskily and all of a sudden I had butterflies in my stomach.

When Tracy came back in with a selection of dresses, my mouth flew open in shock. They were all extremely short and some of them were sure to show off my panties.

“They’re all so...slutty,” I murmured, although no one seemed to hear me. 

Rita instructed me to keep the blue lingerie set on while Tracy zipped me in and out of five or six dresses. It seemed that the sexier and sluttier they were, the more they liked it! I felt like a poodle being paraded around on a national dog show and weirdly enough I found it very arousing. Maybe it had to do with the fact that two women were ooh-ing and aah-ing over my very average male body, which I had to admit looked kind of hot when it was all tucked into some very nice women’s outfits.

I was asked once again to pick my favorite one so I could just keep it on. So I picked the black dress that was the longest out of all the ones I’d worn. But it was still so short, it seemed like it was missing half of the material! All of my thighs and even a sliver of my crotch was visible. Could I really walk out of the changing room like this? I told myself we were heading home soon, so I’d just be publicly humiliated for a very short window of time…

But we weren’t done just yet. We took the escalator to the floor below us, where Tracy introduced us to Nalini, who took us cheerily over to the makeup section and sat me down on a stool. I stared, a little horrified, as she dusted and prepped my face with all kinds of makeup and finally applied a thick coat of lipstick that made my mouth look extremely pink and pouty. Rita loved the end result and ended up buying every single product she used. Then Nalini introduced us to a ditzy woman named Monica, who helped me select and put on my first wig (a luscious, brown, wavy one that ended up costing us close to $150!) as well as my very first pair of heels (snug kitten heels that Monica assured would be very comfortable for a first-timer).   

An hour or so later, we were finally headed to the parking lot to make our way home. Rita kept sneaking glances in my direction while driving. I was half-expecting her to burst out laughing and tell me I looked ridiculous, but she never did. The air between us was different now, and it brought me back to the days we were newly married and I just couldn’t get enough of her. Except this time it was the other way around.

My wife was full of lust for me—her shy, feminized husband.

“I can’t wait to have my way with you,” she whispered once we pulled into our driveway.

Her voice was thick with craving and desire. A bolt of excitement ran down my spine, and my cock began to throb with anticipation. I could almost taste my wife’s dominating energy and the power she had over me.

“Will you be my slut tonight, Danielle?” she asked me in a sexy, throaty voice and I quivered.

“You know I’m all yours.” My voice was quiet and submissive, like I was aching to be used.


CHAPTER 3

Thirty minutes later, Pink Floyd’s Young Lust drifted from our vinyl player and Rita swayed to the beat, starry-eyed and wine drunk. She pushed me down toward the bed and gyrated her hips as she straddled me. The wild look on her face had me intoxicated.

“What a slutty dress you have on, Danielle. How dare you expose your ass and cunt to everyone,” she said fiercely. “Your body belongs to me and me only. I know you’re a slut but you can’t go showing your body around to all my friends, you hear me?”

“I’m sorry, bunny,” I whimpered. “I’ve been bad. You need to punish me.”

“Don’t call me bunny,” Rita lashed out. “I’m not your sweet bunny anymore. I fucking own you, bitch!” She pulled up my black dress, grabbed the waistband of my panties and let it snap back on my cock, causing me to cry out. “Call me Miss Rita.”

The sounds that escaped from my mouth seemed like they belonged to a helpless animal. I felt my dick swell and stiffen. “Sorry, Miss Rita. I’m just your sissy slut who desperately wants to be fucked like a girl.”

I gasped as the sudden cold touch of metal slunk around my wrists. The next thing I knew I was being shackled to the railing of our bed by a pair of handcuffs, my arms stretched uncomfortably wide to either side of me. I whimpered again, wanting to show her how vulnerable I was. I was trapped and completely at her mercy, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been so aroused! What in sweet hell was happening to me?

Rita undressed. Her beautiful body was now completely bare except for the nude pumps she’d worn for our shopping trip. The stamp of her brown landing strip made my mouth wet with longing. She leapt onto the bed, towering over me, and grazed my body from top to bottom with one of her sharp four-inch heels. I shivered. When the heel rested near my cock, all I could think about was that my only protection was the flimsy pair of dark blue panties I was wearing. She applied a little pressure and I cried out, only because I was sure she would lose her balance and bring her foot down in full force.

“Ssshhh, my sweet little girl,” she said. “I’m sure you can handle just a little pain. Can’t you?”

The Pink Floyd album flowed all around us and charged the air with an electrifying energy. Still swaying, Rita brought her hips down and straddled my face. She was practically dripping.  

“Eat my pussy now like a good girl,” Rita growled from above me.

Her sweet musk wafted through to my nose and I breathed it all in.

There was nothing I wanted more than to be a good girl for my wife.

I slowly licked her inner thighs and kissed her pussy lips to tease her before using my tongue to dive deep into her slit. I left traces of lipstick everywhere. Rita moaned, stroking my wavy brown hair to tell me she liked what I was doing.  I nibbled on her clit and her breath quickened, her legs shivering. I loved eating my wife out but never in our years of sexual activity had I been able to get her as worked up as she was now. There was no doubt that she was pretending I was a real woman called Danielle, and Danny her husband was nowhere near her radar.

I amped up the pace of my tongue fucking. Her pussy juices ejected in spurts, her tight hole clamping down on my tongue and throbbing with ecstasy. She screamed and moaned, causing my cock to harden like a rock. She kept calling me a good girl, and I kept my energy dialed up. She started to rub her pussy aggressively in my face until I couldn’t even breathe. When she came, she let out another scream, holding onto the bed railing for balance.

The orgasm seemed to have made Rita hornier than ever.

She stepped away from me, got off the bed, and rummaged in the boxes until she produced a gigantic black dildo. Her eyes shone with eagerness.

“Suck this big fat cock for me,” she ordered, holding it close to my mouth. “Get it nice and wet and warmed up for your wife’s pussy!”

“Anything for you, Miss Rita,” I said obediently, and parted my lips.

Rita plunged that dildo inside my mouth and started moaning like she could actually feel it. I would’ve never dreamed that I’d be ordered to suck a cock by my wife! And yet I was so turned on. It was so strange. I guess in my head I made it seem like it was just a fake cock so it wasn’t a big deal.

But the truth was, I was savoring the humiliation of being made to pleasure something so manly.

The dildo swished and twisted inside my mouth at Rita’s whim.

“Open wider, sweet little girl…” she cooed. “And try your best to relax. I’m going to send the cock a little deeper down your throat. Don’t worry, you’re going to love it. Mmmm!”

The silicone hit the back of my throat and its huge black balls made contact with my wet chin. I stayed extremely still, trying to imagine there was an ostrich’s egg inside my throat. I felt so constricted and helpless, and my wife was right—I couldn’t get enough of it. I stared at my wife with timid eyes as she drilled that dildo slowly in and out of my throat.

“God, you’re making me so horny looking like that!” Rita said.

She pulled the glistening dildo out of my mouth and began to fuck herself with it. The sloshy sounds of her wetness were like music to my ears. I couldn’t believe that me sucking a cock had turned my wife so crazy with lust. She heaved and swung her hips inches in front of me, yelling what a great fat cock it was and how much she’d craved a big cock like it. When she came, I thought my eardrums would burst from her piercing cries of ecstasy.

“Holy shit!” I breathed. “That was something else!”

Rita laughed. “It’s your turn now, slut! Time to get rid of those cuffs.”

She reached around me to pop open my handcuffs, and instructed me to get on all fours. I think my heart was just about ready to burst out of my chest.

“Am I just a sex toy to you, Miss Rita?” I whimpered.

I yowled, feeling the impact on my ass where she’d slapped me hard. Then she spanked me again and again and I felt my ass wobble. Then she brought the back of my panties down, so that the front of it was mostly still covering up my dick.

“Shut the fuck up and open up those cheeks!” she growled.

Rita hopped off the bed once more and when she came back, I was amazed to see a strap-on harness attached to the same black dildo she’d fucked herself with. It was still wet with her pussy juices.

“I’ve always wanted to fuck a woman,” she said.

That was the only warm-up I got. I held my ass open for my wife and clenched up as the head of the dildo breached my tight opening.

“My sexy girl,” she cooed. “Oh, it’s going in! Ohhh, look at that ass open up like a flower!”

The pressure on my ass was indescribable. I literally felt my puckered asshole stretch as Rita pushed the dildo in deeper…deeper…I only had pussy juices to lube up that humungous dick and it certainly felt like it. Was my ass going to break? Rita was being so rough with me and I’d never seen this side of her before—the wild side that had the crazed, domineering look and was trying to peg me with a fucking strap-on. But I knew that look. I’d seen it all those years ago, on those anonymous women I’d seen posing in her personal spank bank. Was that where she was getting her inspiration from?

My cock was growing helplessly inside my panties. I was getting so aroused that I released one hand off my ass and started to jerk myself off.

“Stop that at once!” Rita’s voice seemed to impale my ear and grab hold of my brain. “Did I tell you could cum, you fucking slut?”

“N-No, Miss Rita,” I said.

“You’re going to hold it in like a good girl,” she said harshly. “Until I tell you you can.”

“Understood, Miss Rita.”

“You like this, don’t you,” she teased. “Go on, admit it.”

“I think I do.”

“You think?”

I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Please let me cum!” I begged. “This is fucking torture!”

I heard Rita sigh. “Alright, I’ll let you cum,” she said. She drilled deeper into me, and I moaned.  “Under one condition. Turn around for me, please, Danielle.”

When I did, I was blinded by a flash of light.

“What are you—”

Rita laughed gleefully. “I wonder what Glenda would say seeing you like this! Hmmm? Dressed up as a woman with your gaping asshole out? You’ll be the talk of the office!”

Glenda Stevens was my boss, a woman in her fifties that had the ability to make any man quake in his boots. With horror I realized Rita was holding my phone and had taken a picture of me. Not only that, she had access to all my contacts, including…my female boss…who at that moment believed I was curled up in bed, desperately sick, sick enough to miss the most important meeting of the fucking year.

I was close to having a heart attack, but the thumping of my cock betrayed me.

“Oh god! I’ll cum right now if you do that, Miss Rita! Please don’t!” I cried out.

Rita’s eyes narrowed as she squinted at my phone. “Hmmm, let’s see here…Gabby…Gayle…George…oh here it is! Glenda!” She tapped her thumb once. “Sent!”

I let out a shuddering breath. My body convulsed and my arms lost all strength. I collapsed face-down onto the bed. Ejecting out of me were ropes of cum, as thick as snakes, drenching up the inside of my panties. I felt the wetness seep out, trickle under me, probably staining the bed.

The orgasm was so good, I felt like I’d passed out for a couple of minutes.

Rita’s hands came all over me, and she said something, although I was feeling too woozy to figure out what she said. She turned me over and I could feel her removing my panties. She left my dress still on. I opened my eyes a little just in time to see her ball up the cum-filled underwear. I felt its musty, wet, smelly fabric as she stuffed it deep inside my mouth. She gave me a peck on the forehead and left me there.

I felt my eyelids grow heavy, the music drifting slowly out of my consciousness.


CHAPTER 4

“Wake up, honey…”

Rita’s soft voice rustled me out of a long, deep stretch of sleep. I opened my eyes and yawned. It was now dark, maybe even night-time, and the scent of sex was still lingering in the air. Even in my grogginess, the empty feeling in my ass was palpable. I wondered where my cum-filled panties had gone.

I watched as Rita sauntered over to her vanity and applied a thick, clear gloss over her red lips. She smacked her mouth and stepped back to admire herself.

“Are we going out?” I asked, staring down at her too-tight outfit. Her top was black lace, tiny and sleeveless, tucked into a pair of jeans that made her sexy ass look huge and pillow-like, like a Kardashian’s. I could see she wasn’t even wearing a bra.

“I thought it would be the perfect Friday for a girl’s night out!” she announced with a smile. Her high ponytail waved around like a flag behind her. “Now hop into the shower! We need to get you ready!”

I was excited. I had a hot shower, draining off all the exhaustion from sleep, and stepped out with a towel wrapped around my chest. I could hardly believe that I’d woken up that day as an average guy but now I’d evolved into a sissy slut called Danielle. I felt shaken as I remembered the sex we’d had just hours earlier. Had my gorgeous wife really fucked me in the ass? And with such eagerness? I still had trouble processing it!

And…surely she hadn’t sent that dirty picture she took of me to Glenda?

Of course she didn’t, I thought. She wouldn’t go that far. I pushed all my anxious thoughts aside and decided to just enjoy the rest of the evening.

Rita helped me get ready. She helped me shimmy into a fresh pair of panties and looped me into a bra. I slipped into a tight pink dress with a slightly flared out bottom. The top of the dress was studded with sequins that caught the light whenever I moved. Then she did my makeup and brushed out my long wavy hair, which had become slightly tangled after my nap.

“Dani, honey, which one do you like on me?” Rita brought up two pairs of earrings. The first one was a huge pair of hoops, and the other was made of silver circles, arranged like a bunch of grapes.

“Those hoops will look sexy on you,” I said.

“Great choice!” she said, and put them on.

Then she let me choose which accessories I wanted to put on. I really felt like we were girlfriends, two best friends who were helping each other get ready for a night out. I picked out a necklace with a heart-shaped pendant and two simple pink studs for earrings, which I thought matched my dress well.

“Woo! I can’t wait to show you off! We’re both going to be sluts!” she said excitedly. “Now here’s your clutch. Put your lipstick in there, your powder, oh and some gum. We’re going clubbing!”

***

The club we went to was a hot and clammy place but buzzing with enthusiasm. I couldn’t remember the last time we’d both been to one.

Holding hands, Rita and I made our way through the pile of bodies shrouded in smoke and hazy lights. A group of extremely attractive women were enjoying themselves on the middle of the dance floor. We both got drinks, downed them, and headed to the floor ourselves.

Rita swayed her hips and sashayed her shoulders right in front of me. She was so confident in her skin. I tried my best to lose myself in the music, hoping I fitted in with the rest of the incredibly sexy women having an amazing time. My short, flared dress rode up from time to time and I was sure there were plenty of men who took a peek at my peachy ass. After a while, I was sweaty and moving wildly to the beat but I didn’t even care how I looked. If anyone were to see us, they’d probably guess Rita and I were two good friends having fun. If only they knew we were two women who were madly in love with each other!

“Get it, mama!” Rita kept encouraging me to let go while we both danced. Her cheeks were flushed and radiant, and her blonde ponytail swished from side to side. The way she was twisting her body was hopelessly turning me on.

Once we’d both exhausted our energy from dancing, we made our way towards an empty table and collapsed there. Not even two seconds had gone by when I sensed someone else at our table. It was a man. He was blessed with rugged good looks, with shaggy hair the color of sand, and he was wearing glasses. I instantly recognized him. I’d seen him earlier while we were on the dancefloor, and he was obviously checking my wife out. I didn’t blame him—Rita was looking like a beautiful, seductive angel tonight.

“Hey,” he said to Rita.

“Hi,” Rita said flatly. I wanted to giggle. She was giving him an attitude.

“Could I buy you two beautiful ladies a drink?”

He smiled. He was clearly a charmer, and for a horrified moment I thought she was going to leave with him.

“I can’t,” Rita said with a smug smile of her own. “I’m with my wife.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. I was practically glowing at the way she had proudly said I was her wife.

The man’s eyes twinkled as he looked down at me. “Ah, I see. You ladies have a good night.” Then he moved away, disappearing into the crowds.

“Why’d you let him go? He was pretty handsome,” I said, winking at Rita.

She shook her head defiantly. “I think we can do even better.”

My cock got stiff. Did I hear that correctly?

It didn’t take me too long to figure out she was being serious. I’d really thought that at the most we would have some fun, get drunk, go back home and roll around again, just the two of us. But I was full of adrenaline as I realized I was really going to have a threesome with Rita! Of course, it hadn’t panned out the exact way I’d anticipated, but there was no doubt I was becoming aroused at the thought of her ordering my way around another man, just for her own pleasure.

The strange thing was, there was no insecurity on my part about her being with a guy. I think it was because I was dressed up as a woman and we were a team.

After some deliberation, we picked out our lucky guy. Rita had been apparently eyeing him since we’d come into the club, and now he was just a couple of yards away from us, having a drink by himself. He was extremely well dressed. A Rolling Stones t-shirt peeked out through a crisp denim jacket and his shoes were leather captoes. He also looked fairly young—he couldn’t have been older than about twenty-five or so.

Rita got on her toes and went over to the man. She whispered something into his ear. His eyes widened and he flashed me a look that was full of curiosity. Rita waved over to me. I walked over to where they were, trying my best to look confident. I gave him a sexy smile. I guessed she’d told him I was really a man, but then he cocked an eyebrow at me and said:

“Is it true? Do you really give amazing blowjobs?”

I blushed.

“Why don’t you take us home and see for yourself,” I said flirtatiously.

I was amazed by my own boldness.

It turned out that John lived on the forty-seventh floor of a high-rise condo tower. When we went in I immediately knew that not only was he young, he was made of money.

He didn’t take us to his bedroom though. Instead, he slid open the doors to his spacious balcony. The cool, windy air greeted us as we stepped out into the night.

It didn’t take us long to get down to business.


CHAPTER 5

John’s cock was thick. Probably as thick as an arm. I sucked in a breath as I mentally examined it in the shadows. A slightly curved shaft ending with a huge mushroom head, rising up above his huge balls.

“Why don’t you give this nice gentleman a compliment, Danielle,” Rita said with a little smile.

I stared up at John with lust-filled eyes. “Your cock is amazing, sir. I…I have no words to describe how amazing it is.”

I bowed down toward him. His smell overwhelmed me and for a split second I felt repulsed. Dirty. Was I really about to do this? There was no going back once I’d put my lips on another man’s cock…

It was the throbbing in my own cock and balls that told me to go ahead.

Rita spanked me and reached under my pink dress to rub me through my panties. I massaged John’s balls, warming him up. He was hard in an instant. His thick cock was soon buried inside my mouth. I continued rubbing and caressing his balls and he flinched and groaned.

“Why don’t you give those balls a nice suck, Danielle,” Rita murmured. “John will like that.”

John was sitting in a huge wicker swing chair and his legs trembled as I followed my wife’s orders. He began pumping his cock deeper into my throat. His musk was strong and I forced my jaw to stay open. Just like a good girl. That was when I heard soft moans behind me and realized that Rita was probably spread across the deck tiles rubbing herself as well! Who knew that being a hot sissy slut would get her so worked up?

“I’m cumming…” John announced.

And before I could even blink, hot sperm splashed directly into my mouth.

“Drain all of his cum with your slut lips,” Rita instructed. “Mmm just like that…suck and wipe everything off with your tongue. I want his beautiful dick to be completely spotless!”

John’s cock pulsed as I sucked him dry. He shuddered and sighed. I think he was really enjoying me draining him.

Rita came over and kissed me. We kissed like two crazed lesbians who was putting on a show. John rubbed himself while he watched us. Given that we were high up in the city, surrounded by a forest of other high-rise condos, I was pretty sure he wasn’t the only one watching us.

“Fuck me, John!” Rita whimpered after some time, spreading her legs open. She’d removed her underwear and her soft pink pussy was exposed. “I need your cock inside me now.”

“Hell yeah,” John muttered and he trudged forward.

I watched as his fat tip penetrated her eagerly. He pushed through her folds and her rosy lips began to part, her swollen clit erect and glistening. Rita’s thighs spread wider and she wailed like she hadn’t been fucked in a long time. She clawed at my dress, then my arm.

I knew what she wanted me to do. With one hand, I began to rub her clit for her.  With the other, I was rubbing at John’s groin, fondling his balls as they swung back and forth.

She wanted me to pleasure her. And I had to do everything within my means to do that for her.

Even if it meant encouraging another man to fuck her.

Night breezes enveloped us as we writhed against each other. I had to stop from time to time because I was getting so aroused. I moaned like a girl. I pinched my nipples so hard they hurt. I had disrobed myself and was only in my thin bra and panties now. My wife came with a deafening cry, and ordered me to quickly get rid of my panties and get into doggy position. 

It was my turn now.

“Beg for him to put it in you, Danielle,” Rita said. “Like a true slut. Get on all fours and beg!”

“Yes, Miss Rita. Please, sir, could you stuff it inside my girly ass?” I moaned. “I’m a sissy who likes it stretched hard and deep by big cocks just like yours.”

I had an almost panoramic view of the city as my ass was spread open, and his rod knotted its way through my opening. Pain and pleasure exploded together and that first wave of euphoria gushed through my body. It was the tightness, so intense it was indescribable, the fullness down there, the soft hardness of a pulsing cock, and the shame of having to submit to another man. More than anything, though, it was the thought of my wife egging me on. She took so much pleasure in humiliating me and having my ass played like a violin at Carnegie Hall.

And there was no point fooling myself anymore. I liked cocks. Real, breathing cocks.

And goddamnit, my wife knew the truth.

“Fuck my lesbian wife, John,” Rita purred. She was almost breathless with excitement. “Stretch her ass as much as you can. I want to see you destroy her…”

John’s cock seemed to be getting even deeper into me, accessing the depths in my core I didn’t even know I had. His huge thighs and balls scratched my ass each time he swung into me. I was overcome with a strange feeling, like I really needed to pee. It felt weirdly good.

So good I had to moan yet again.

“Oh look at her,” my wife said. “I don’t think she can even last a second. She loves your cock a little too much, John!”

I felt my body shudder. My head was a swirling mess.

I had to give in to the weird feeling.

“Shoot it out, Dani!” Rita ordered. “Do it now! I want to see that nasty sploodge come out in buckets! Ohhh, look. I think it’s coming! Make that custard, honey! Fuck yeah…go for it! Make that sweet, sweet custard!”

The urge for me to finish was way too strong. And I knew I’d lost the moment my wife’s hand curled around my penis and pressed down hard. I uttered a tiny feminine scream as I came. Rita laughed, came over, swiped a finger across the deck tiles, and stretched a little of my cream out for me to lick.

“Danielle, I’m gonna cum…”

It was John. He was furiously pumping away with his hands, and his eyes were half-closed, his jaw scrunched up and his whole body tensing to prep for the release.

“Danielle, get ready for the gentleman’s big finish!” Rita ordered. “Please turn around and hold your mouth open for him!”

“Yes, Miss Rita,” I moaned.

John grunted and squirted his hot seed into my gaping mouth. I swallowed, then opened my mouth again to take in his leftovers. For the second time that day, I was enjoying another man’s cum right in front of my wife.

***

“Mmm what a night,” Rita said in a cheerful tone. “I’ve always wanted to dominate a woman. It’s been a secret obsession of mine for so long! And thanks to you, I really lived out that fantasy. How was the experience for you, Dani?”

“I’d…I’d love to do that again,” I admitted sheepishly.

We were in a cab on the way home. I was snuggled next to Rita, my arm around her elbow, and I was resting my head on her soft-scented shoulder. I was sleepy. Through the window, I could make out the blur of city lights, the glow of shops, most of them still open, and the crowds of anonymous bodies walking like shadow people in the night. A light drizzle outside blotted my view, and I could tell the winds had picked up, though the inside of the cab was comfortably warm.

The cab slowed at a stoplight and I could make out a couple from the window. Two women, holding hands, laughing and chatting away like they had nowhere to go. I wondered if they were in love as much as us.

“Bunny…?” I started. Quietly, hesitantly.

“Yes, honey?”

“Nothing.” One corner of her mouth had lifted into a small smile. The fact that she was so pleased with me had me satisfied. I was happy.

Rita stroked my cheek, and swept the fallen hair from my wig onto my other shoulder. She took my hand in hers.

“Shhh,” she whispered. “Go back to sleep, my girl. It’s been a long day. I’ll wake you up when we’re home.”

THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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“Oh, sweetie, not to worry, some tastes are acquired,” my wife said, patting my wig. “But that’s just part of being a woman. You’ll begin to enjoy the flavors soon enough.”

Feel the heat of these three steaming hot stories of furious, strapped-on wives taking control of their girly sissy husbands! These dominant women want nothing more than to indulge in the ultimate pleasure of feminizing and punishing their submissive male partners while training them to serve their extremely dirty needs. Make no mistake, these terrified sissy lovers are about to be stretched far beyond their own limits...

This hot three-book erotica bundle features sissy training, feminization, cuckolding, chastity, BDSM pet play, humiliation, degradation, spanking, and discipline, and includes these stories:

Valentine’s Day Surprise

Becoming Her Pet

A Very Hard Lesson
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Ambitious engineering student Jeremy is working towards having it all: wealth, success, and a gorgeous woman he could eventually settle down with. But life seemingly has a different plan for him when he crosses paths with the mature and arrestingly beautiful Evie Donovan, who also happens to be his strict new landlady. In exchange for reduced rent, all Jeremy needs to do is help her out with a few odd jobs around the house...

Soon enough, Jeremy finds himself dressed in a frilly maid’s uniform, complete with a wig, shiny stockings, and full makeup, scrubbing floors, cooking meals, and serving his dominating landlady’s every filthy need. And now that he’s had a taste of this new career calling, he’s scared a part of him might actually be lured into the forbidden world of crossdressing, chastity, and extreme submission forever.

Will Jeremy get out of this arrangement while he still can, or will he shockingly submit the rest of his life to serving his Mistress as a sweet little feminized sissy maid?
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(Contains themes of: female domination, sissy feminization, and BDSM humiliation.)

BLURB:

Everyone has secret fetishes.

But how far would you go to expose one?

Devon is a heartthrob and serial heartbreaker. With his Herculean good looks and charming personality, he can afford to be cocky—and he knows it.

He’s left behind a string of crestfallen women whom he’d met on an dating app.

But he doesn’t care. Why should he?

Life’s about to change, though, when he crosses paths with a stranger online—a seductive woman with a sexy promise and a secret fetish.

He’s about to learn that there’s more to a pretty girl than a pretty face and body...

Soon, Devon is going to be transformed and feminized...and find himself wanting to do nothing more than lose his own alpha status and masculinity. If you’re ready to witness Devon turn into the pathetic sissy he really is...start reading now!

***

This is a never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story that will be exclusively available to Rae’s newsletter subscribers.

Grab it here!
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A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.
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