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I scanned over the profile of the delicate looking male for the hundredth time. Hookups weren’t always something I was interested in, but he was only going to be here for a one night. Surely, my wife wouldn’t be able to find out about my little indiscretion from halfway across the world.

It wasn’t fair to her, but then again, it wasn’t fair for a woman like myself to be kept unsatisfied. She knew when she married me that I had a sex drive beyond what was considered normal. When she was here, it wasn’t so bad.

But she wasn’t here and the femboy that went by “C” was. My cock stirred in my panties as I stared at the picture of C’s flat stomach. The slightest hint of pink lace peeked out from underneath his shorts. I probably shouldn’t have even had an account on this damn dating app, but I needed to take care of my own desires, right?

If my wife wasn’t going to be around to satisfy me, I’d have to take the less moral route. Not like I was gunning to be a saint anyway.

I sent him a message and sighed heavily. Knowing my luck, he probably wouldn’t respond. I went back to his profile and slid a hand into my panties to start stroking my cock. If he didn’t text back, I’d at least still be able to get off tonight…

After a few moments, I got a notification and I immediately opened the message. ‘Hi! I was just looking at your profile. Discrete is a good thing, I’m only going to be available for one night.’

I smiled and sent him another message, ‘Discrete is definitely a good thing. I’d hate for too many people to find out about my secret. Are you comfortable with meeting up somewhere public before we head back to your hotel?’

‘For sure, not to be too rude, but I’ve only got one night to go wild. I’d hate to end up getting hurt instead.’

‘Meet me at the mall. I’ll be leaning against the hood of my car near the food court with a red jacket on.’

‘Sounds great, see you soon, Mistress!’

The drive to the mall was uneventful as always, but I couldn’t stop fidgeting in my seat as I got closer to my destination. Cheating was something I’d thought of doing more than a few times, but I never had the nerve. Maybe I just didn’t have the right motivation. My wife was attractive, that much I wasn’t going to deny. The difference was, “C” was a male. A very, very feminine male.

Of all the people I’d been with before I got married, I’d never once managed to find my way into a femboy’s bed.

I pulled into the mall’s parking lot and leaned against the hood of my car. There weren’t too many cars in the parking lot, then again, it was pretty late. The moon was working its way through the night sky. I couldn’t say how long I stood there while I waited on C, but when I finally heard his soft voice call out to me, I knew that I was too weak to possibly back out now.

As much as I loved my wife, I needed someone tonight.

“Hello, Mistress?” the feminine voice whispered as he walked towards me.

I let out a quiet chuckle as he nervously approached. Streaks of blond hair framed his feminine face and was pulled into a bun in the back. He had on a thick jacket that didn’t really show too much of his body, but the short skirt he had on showed me enough. The tan leggings he had on looked natural on him. If I didn’t know better, I wouldn’t have ever assumed he was truly a male.

“Hello there, C,” I called out softly.

“C-Codi,” he said and crossed his arms as he shivered. “Can I ride back with you? I walked here.”

I quickly opened the passenger door of my car, “Of course, Codi. Hop in, if you would have said something, I would have just come to get you.”

He got in the car and I joined him. After I got the heater on, he put his hands up to the vents, “I just wanted to see you a make sure you weren’t some kind of psycho murderer.”

“That’s hard to judge at a glance, but you don’t have to worry about that,” I said.

Codi shrugged and pointed to my left hand, “Do I have to worry about that?”

I lifted my hand and sighed as I looked at my wedding band. As stupid as it was of me, I didn’t want to take it off. “No, she’s out of town. Hopefully, that doesn’t change things tonight?” I asked.

“It doesn’t, honestly, who am I to judge? I come to a town and have a night to kill before my friend can let me stay with her and my first thought was to get fucked?”

“Is that such a bad thing? We could all use a little companionship. If my wife wasn’t gone on business, I’d gladly have her instead. But she’s gone and you’re here. So, do you want to grab something to eat before we head back to your place?”

He nodded, “That would be really nice of you, but I don’t want to go inside. I already walked here in a skirt, as comfortable as I am with my preferences, I don’t know how accepting people would be.”

I smiled and reached over to rub his thigh, “Don’t worry about it. I’m not prissy enough to act like I don’t eat in my car. Besides, if it means I get to enjoy what’s under that skirt, I’ll let you enjoy whatever you want.”

Codi let out a quivering moan as my fingers danced ever closer to his groin. Just as I felt the trim of his panties, I pulled away and backed out of my parking space. His breathing was intense and I giggled before I called out, “You’re easy to get worked up. I think tonight is going to be plenty of fun.”

“I hope so, Mistress. I’d hate to disappoint you,” he said.

I turned onto the street and started toward a nearby burger joint. “You really would, but then again, it’s not like I can take you back to my dungeon. We’ll just have to settle for whatever you have in your hotel room.”

“You have a dungeon?” he asked. “That’s insane, I’ve always wanted to check one out.”

“I’d love to let you, but we have security cameras. The last thing I want to do is have my wife find footage of me taking you downstairs,” I said.

He pouted for a moment but got over the disappointment quickly as I turned into the drive-through. “I understand, uh, can I have the number seven with sweet tea?”

I nodded and slid my hand back to his thigh as I pulled forward and called out our order. When I got to the window, I pulled out my wallet from my back pocket and paid for our meal. As soon as I got my receipt, I put my wallet away and slid my fingers back to his smooth, milky thigh. I pushed my fingers into his stocking and waited for the bag of food to be handed to us.

His quiet whimpering got louder as my hand pulled out of his stocking and disappeared under his skirt. I wrapped my fingers around the outline of his small shaft and stroked it through his panties while we waited. Codi squirmed in the seat and I smiled at him, “Enjoying yourself?”

He nodded and whimpered, “What if they see?”

As if to answer his question, the window slid open and the woman looked at me curiously. I grabbed the bag with my free hand and chuckled, “What, you’ve never fucked around at the drive-through?”

She shook her head, “Never got caught.”

“Then you’re missing out,” I teased.

The woman laughed and shook her head, “You two have a good night.”

“Oh trust me, she’s going to have the time of her life,” I said.

Codi let out a loud gasp as I squeezed his shaft before letting go. I put the bag of food in his lap and pulled out of the drive-through. After a few moments, he gathered his composure and mumbled, “We can eat in the hotel room if you want.”

“Which one are you staying at?” I asked.

He pulled his phone out and showed me the address, “This one?”

“You don’t know the name?”

“If you don’t want to get laid, just say so,” he said.

I chuckled and headed towards the address, it wasn’t far from the mall. “I think you’d be missing out if that were the case. Besides, didn’t your profile say you loved being a submissive? I don’t usually like taking that kind of play out of the bedroom, but if you act like a brat, you’ll get treated like one.”

He put his phone away and let out a quiet sigh, “Maybe I like being treated like a brat?”

A smile crossed my lips as I reached across and tugged the ponytail holder out of his hair to let his bun down. I took hold of his soft hair and pulled him roughly towards me, “Then I’ll make sure to spank your tight little ass before I fuck you like you deserve.”

Codi’s sensual moan made my cock harden. If I did something like this to my wife, she would have slapped me and made me sleep on the couch. My kinkier needs were unsatisfied by my wife. I still loved her to death, but there came a point where I needed to break loose and truly enjoy myself. Codi might not be someone I could have in my life as much as I wanted but tonight, I would use him until all my itches were scratched.

“Put the bag down,” I commanded. He whimpered and slid the bag to the floorboard. As soon as it was out of the way, I called out, “Unbuckle yourself, slut.”

He released the seatbelt and looked at me with his sharp green eyes, “M-Mistress?”

I pulled his head until his lips pressed against the thick bulge in my jeans, “Kiss it.”

Codi didn’t hesitate to start kissing my bulge. His hand slid down to his skirt and he ground his hips against his wrist.

“Such a needy little slut. I bet you wanted to be used like a filthy whore when you dressed up like that, didn’t you?” I asked.

He nodded his head as he moaned and continued to worship my cock through my pants. “That’s a good girl,” I let go of his hair, “now sit up and stop touching your little sissy cock. I decide when you get to enjoy yourself, is that understood?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said as he panted and rested against the car seat. His chest heaved and I chuckled as I turned into the hotel parking lot. The food was almost an afterthought as I got out of the car. Codi picked up the bag and followed behind me.

“What room are you staying in?” I asked.

“Three fifteen,” he said.

We headed up to the third floor and he let me into his room. The interior was much nicer than I expected, then again, I didn’t spend much time in hotels. The few times I got to go with my wife on her business trips, I enjoyed the stays, but there was never a reason for me to check out local hotel rooms.

I sat on the edge of the bed and patted beside me, “Be a good girl and bring your Mistress her food.”

Codi skittered over and put the bag on the bed before taking off his thick jacket. Underneath, I could see why he wore the jacket. The skimpy black camisole he had on barely covered his torso and showed off his tiny chest. He sat on the bed beside me and spoke softly, “Do we have to eat first?”

“Of course we do, silly girl. You wanted food, so we’re going to eat. But why don’t you go ahead and take your skirt off. And leave the panties on, they’re a bit of a turn on for me,” I said as I undid my jeans and kicked off my shoes. I didn’t bother teasing him with a slow strip, instead, I hurried to take off my pants and let out a sigh of relief as my cock finally had room to breathe.

Codi gasped and reached for my bulge. I slapped his hand and reached into the bag to grab my burger, “Bad girl. I told you we’re eating first. Now, hurry up and eat so I can spank that sweet little ass of yours.”

He nodded and stood up and wiggled out of his skirt. Each swish of his hips made his tight little ass shake in the solid black panties he had on. I was almost disappointed that he wasn’t wearing the panties I saw in his profile picture. I didn’t want to ask him to change, that would be a little too much to impose on such a sweet little femboy.

As willing and ready as he had been so far, I didn’t want to push things too far. I talked myself into cheating on my wife, if I didn’t even get laid after trying, I didn’t know if I’d be able to stomach myself. The guilt would come later. But right now, Codi’s perfect body did a damn good job of distracting me.

He sat down and took out his box of nuggets and crossed his legs as he ate. Even though it seemed he was in a rush, he barely took more than a nibble at a time. I smiled and swallowed the bite I had in my mouth before asking, “Still worried about being a polite girl for me? Don’t be. You’re already half naked for me and desperate for my cock. All that’s in the way of that is a little food.”

That seemed to encourage him well enough. I finished my burger and got off the bed, “If you want my fries, feel free. I left my damn drink in the car and I don’t want to deal with that much salt without one.”

“You can share mine,” he offered.

I chuckled and shook my head, “I’ll be back in a second.”

He nodded and I walked into his bathroom and leaned over the sink to get a mouthful of water from the tap. I swished it around and spit it back into the sink. I saw my wedding ring in my reflection and let out a deep breath. “I’m sorry, Myra. I wish you were here, but you’re not,” I hung my head for a second and sighed before heading back into the room.

Codi was on his side on the bed with a bottle of lube in his hand, “Are you sure you want to go through with this?”

I arched an eyebrow, “I’m pretty sure, why?”

He offered me the bottle of lube and spoke softly, “Because I heard what you said in the bathroom. You don’t have to do this if it’s going to bother you.”

“I don’t have to do this, sweetie, but it’s the only chance I’m going to get to do something like this. Trust me when I say this. I want you, but I love my wife,” I said.

Codi smiled as I took the bottle of lube, “I can tell. But if she finds out, we’re going to be in a lot of trouble.”

“I can’t imagine how she would find out,” I said as I pushed my panties down my legs to unleash my cock.

He let out a soft moan and ran his hand down to his ass and gave it a soft pat, “Just something to think about, I guess. I don’t plan on telling her, especially not if you promise to let me visit you again sometime.”

“I thought you were only available for tonight?”

“I said I was only going to be in the hotel for tonight. I’m going to be staying with a friend, remember?” he asked.

I popped the top on the lube and let it trickle onto my cock as I stroked it. Once it glistened in the soft yellow light, I capped the lube and spoke firmly, “Pull your panties to the side, baby girl.”

He obeyed and I used my slick fingers to lube up his tight pucker. I slipped a finger into his ass, “So how do you expect to see me again?”

Codi rocked his hips against my prodding digits as I pushed another into him, “Mm, I don’t know for sure, but we’ll see. Mistress, can we focus on right now instead of the future?”

“You were the one that brought it up,” I said and giggled before pushing a third finger into his ass. He gasped and nodded his head before burying his face into the cover.

After a few moments of stretching his little ass, I climbed onto the bed and pressed my thick crown against his ass and pushed into him. He moved his arm under him and propped himself up so that he could watch me sliding into him.

I kept my eyes on his face as I worked my cock deeper into his hot, tight ass. His jaw was slack and his eyes were half-lidded. I put my three fingers into his open mouth and whispered, “Clean them for me, slut.”

His tongue lapped at my fingers as I pumped into his ass. Each time my hips crashed against his ass, he let out a loud moan. As I picked up the pace of my thrusting, Codi’s suckling on my fingers stopped and his arm collapsed under him.

“Someone is a sensitive little sissy,” I purred as I wiped my fingers off on the bed and then rolled him onto his stomach. Codi pulled a pillow towards him and laid his head on it. I grasped his hips and gently tugged until he lifted them higher. Once his ass was level with my waist, I rested my hands on his lower back and dug my nails gently in, “Beg for me, slut.”

Codi squirmed for a moment before shaking his head. “So you’re going to be a little brat?” I asked.

His head nodded and I chuckled as I raised my hands high. I slammed them down on his cheeks and slammed my cock deep into his tight ass. Codi yelped loudly and pulled tried to pull his hips away from me. My left hand held onto his hip and I pulled him gently against me, “Say red if you need me to stop, Codi.”

He gasped, “I-I love it, Mistress!”

I roughly spanked his ass and called out again, “Then you’re going to beg for it like the whore you are.”

“N-No!” he yelped.

If that was the way he wanted to play, I could play his little game. Brats needed to be punished. I pulled my cock from his ass and he looked back to me with wide eyes, “M-Mistress?”

“Shut up, brat,” I snarled. My eyes darted around the room for something to use to punish Codi with. A white belt hung from a coat hanger on the wall and I chuckled as I got off the bed. “Stay put, bitch.”

He whimpered but stayed in place as I retrieved the belt. I didn’t bother getting back on the bed for this. If he wanted to be a brat, he would learn how well that worked with me. I wasn’t angry with him at all, but he didn’t need to know that.

The black panties that covered his ass weren’t thick enough to bother pulling down for this spanking. If anything, seeing his tiny cock’s bulge in the panties kept my desire raging. I folded the belt in half and leaned forward to give him a kiss on his blushing cheek, “I’ll stop when you beg for my cock, sissy.”

He smiled at me and whispered, “Good luck, ma’am.”

The balls on this one! Of all the people I’d had at my mercy, I had to give Codi the most respect. Most of my subs at least acted fearful about being punished. He seemed to want it, even if that wasn’t the case.

I reared back and struck his ass with the belt. He let out a loud scream before balling his fists up in the covers and wiggling his ass at me. The second crack of the belt made his toes curl as he cried out again. The third made his eyes water. As I reared back for the forth, he called out in a sobbing voice, “M-Mistress, please f-fuck my ass! I’m so s-sorry for being ungrateful! I just w-want you to use me until you’re s-satisfied, M-Mistress!”

A smile crossed my lips and I climbed back onto the bed, “Put your hands behind your back.”

He didn’t question me this time. I wrapped the belt around his wrists and tightened it enough to keep him from moving but not too tight to cut off the circulation. After looping the belt through itself, I gave his hands a tug to make sure the makeshift restraint wouldn’t come loose.

Codi whimpered and squirmed on his pillow as I ran my hands over his ass. I could feel the warmth of blood rushing to the red lashes along his cheeks. I let my cock slide between his thighs and thrust slowly. His warm thighs barely gripped my shaft, but that wasn’t why I was teasing him. Codi’s bulge rubbed my cock as I continued fucking his thighs.

“M-Mistress,” he hissed.

“Shh.”

His cock throbbed within his panties and I waited until his moans got loud before I pulled my hips away and slid his panties to the side. My thick crown pushed against his pucker and without the slightest warning, I thrust deep inside his ass. His warm hole greeted me like an old friend.

A soft moan escaped me and I let my head hang limp for a second. All the spanking and teasing had me on edge. I needed this. I needed him. I could only imagine what my wife would do if she found out about this, but that wasn’t too scary right now. She was miles and miles away, but Codi was right here with his tight ass wrapped around my cock.

My hands fell to his hips and I mercilessly slammed into his ass. There was no love in what I was doing. This femboy was mine to play with tonight and if this was all the time I had to spend with him, I wanted to enjoy him on my terms. This wasn’t my wife. I didn’t need to show him how much I loved him while I worked towards both of our climaxes.

His pleasured screams got louder as I slammed harder into him. Each stroke caused his knees to slide on the bed until he was once again flat on his stomach. I didn’t bother picking him back up. My hands rested on his shoulders, pinning him to the bed as I drilled into his ass as hard as I could. Each time my balls slapped against his ass, he cried out in ecstasy until he finally went quiet.

That silence only lasted about two seconds. His pucker spasmed around my cock, gripping and squeezing as I continued to pound into him. Codi whimpered quietly as I fucked him while he spurted cum into his panties.

I couldn’t last much longer, but I tried to hold back at least until he finished creaming his panties. I bit my lip to try and use the pain to keep myself from exploding too soon but it was no use. Codi’s ass felt too good around my cock. Better than my wife ever felt…

It was so wrong, but that made it feel so right. Knowing that I was doing something so taboo made my balls swell with cum. I let out a few quiet groans as I thrust into him desperately. A familiar warmth built within my core and flowed through my body. I slammed into Codi one final time before I collapsed on top of him.

My cock throbbed powerfully within his depths as my hot cum pumped into him. Each rope made me wish I could get this little brat pregnant to give me a reason to keep him around. Right now, I didn’t care that I was cheating on my wife. If sex could feel this amazing, I didn’t want to limit myself to just my wife.

Love and lust were two different things. As I pulled out of Codi’s ass, a trickle of my cum worked its way down to his balls. His panties snapped back into place as my cock pulled away. I knew what this was and it wasn’t love. That didn’t mean that it wasn’t something beautiful, nevertheless…

The following morning, I woke up to a phone call from my wife, “Hey, baby! I’m coming back a little early, family emergency. Nothing bad, my cousin needs a place to crash. His parents kicked him out after he came out, dick move. But he’s going to be staying with us until he gets back on his feet. I know I should have talked to you about it first, but I hope it’s okay.”

I let out a deep groan and rubbed the sleep from my eyes, “Which cousin, babe? It’s fine. I just don’t know much of your extended family.”

“His name is Codi, he’s a sweet guy. I think you’ll get along with him pretty well!” she called out.

“If he’s anything like you, I’m sure we’ll get along fine. I’ll talk to you soon, baby. I’ve got to get started on the dishes,” I said quickly.

“Love you, babe!”

“I love you too, Myra,” I said before hanging up the phone. As soon as the call ended, I dropped my head into my hands and laughed quietly before murmuring, “No wonder the little brat wanted to change the subject last night. Little fucker knew I was his cousin’s wife. Son of a bitch…”

It wasn’t right for me to think about fucking him again, but my wife was out of town a lot and if he was going to be living here… How strong did my wife think I was? I couldn’t resist his tight ass!
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