

HAPPY WIFE HAPPY LIFE

A TRANSGENDER EROTIC ROMANCE STORY


BY 

NIKKI CRESCENT


KEEPING UP WITH

NIKKI CRESCENT

JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

Want to get in touch with me? It’s really so easy!

Email me at:

nikkicrescent@gmail.com


COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.

Published By Honey Wagon Books Inc.

Copyright © 2019 by Nikki Crescent

Model License Holder: Honey Hunter (Shutterstock Inc.)

Background Image License: Whiskey Boone (Shutterstock Inc.)

Cover by Fleetwood Lebowski (Honey Hut Designs Inc.)

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.


NAVIGATOR

Begin Reading

Table of Contents

Newsletter

Copyright

About the Author


TABLE OF CONTENTS

NAVIGATOR

-

HAPPY WIFE HAPPY LIFE

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

-

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


FIND ME ON PATREON! 

I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on FORCED: a novella too hot for Amazon. And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


DEDICATION

To all of my readers

You have made everything possible

Thank you.


HAPPY WIFE HAPPY LIFE

Devin’s wife Kate hasn’t been herself lately. She’s been quiet and uninterested in intimacy, and the problem only seems to be getting worse. It’s been driving Devin crazier by the day—until he can’t take any more. He demands to know what’s wrong.

Apparently Kate has recently started to come to terms with the fact that she will never get to experience a fantasy that she’s kept deeply secret for many years—a fantasy that involves Devin putting on her lingerie and some makeup for a night with a complete stranger while she watches from the corner. And now Devin has to decide what he is willing to do to make his wife happy.


CHAPTER I

We had been married for four years—together for six—when I started to notice there was something wrong with Kate, my wife.

I first noticed it after we would have sex, while we were getting cleaned up. She would have this glazed over look in her eyes, as if her thoughts were elsewhere. I just assumed that she had a lot on her mind. But that look didn’t go away—it was always there moments after I would pull out of her and my creampie would ooze out from her tight pussy. And it would stay on her face for a long time—sometimes for the rest of the day, as if our sex was ruining her day. But she seemed to enjoy the actual fucking—

At least it seemed that way until one day, when I was sticking my cock into her. I looked into her eyes before I was even inside of her, and I noticed that familiar glazed over look. “What’s wrong?” I said.

It took a moment for her to realize I’d asked a question. “With me?” she said. “Nothing. I’m fine.” He forced a smile. I assumed that she just had working on her mind or something—so I didn’t let it stop me. She didn’t end up coming, but I didn’t think too much into it. She didn’t come from time to time—it wasn’t that unusual.

But then she didn’t come the next time, or the time after that. I would be pumping her with my cock and she would have that glazed over look in her eyes. She wouldn’t moan and she wouldn’t do much moving. I was starting to think that she was only putting out for my sake. Had she lost interest in sex altogether?

I decided to conduct an experiment. I didn’t initiate sex for a whole week, to see if she would be the one to drag me into the bedroom. But for that whole week, there was no mention of sex. I wanted to extend the experiment for another week, but I was way too horny. I ended up throwing her onto the bed and pumping my cock inside of her for a glorious thirty seconds until I unloaded a whole week’s worth of semen into her body. But even then, she hardly flinched. She didn’t even giggle the way she used to when I pounced her like a wild animal. Was the lust gone?

It got worse. That faraway look started showing up when we weren’t fucking. When we would go to bed at night, I would look over and notice her staring up at the ceiling, with that same look, as if she wasn’t just losing her lust for me, but she was losing her lust for life. “Is everything okay with you?” I asked. “You’ve been weird lately.”

“I’m fine,” she said with that familiar faked smile. Then she rolled over and went to sleep. But that look was there again the next night.

Our sex life took a big hit, and she didn’t even seem to notice. We went from fucking daily to fucking weekly—sometimes even just once a month. And I was always the one to start it—but she never came. She’d apparently lost the ability to come… at least with me. And I couldn’t help but wonder if she was feeling regretful. Maybe I was lousy in bed and she was just too polite to tell me. Maybe she was wishing that she would have married a stallion: some guy who could fuck like a pornstar.

Or maybe she was just bored. Maybe we needed to spice things up a little bit.

I went online and made a big order. I bought lingerie, games, and sex toys. It all came a few days later. While she was at work, I set the bedroom up, sprinkling fake rose petals around, setting up a sex-themed board game on the bed, lining the new toys up on the dresser. I even set up our video camera on a tripod, thinking that a sex tape could reignite that spark.

And when she came home, she played along. She put on the lingerie and we played that game—doing our best to work out the positions on the cards in the game. She even let me fuck her with the long vibrator I bought. But she still didn’t come—though at one point I thought I saw that glimmer in her eyes that I’d been so desperate to see for so long.

I set everything up again a few nights later. Kate played along again, but that glimmer was definitely nowhere to be seen. After just a few nights, the games and the toys were already old and boring. Our sex life wasn’t saved, and our marriage was starting to seem rocky.

I was driving home from work one afternoon when I noticed a new sex store had opened up. I pulled into the parking lot and ventured inside. I always hated going into sex shops—always feeling like a pervert—probably because there were always trench coat prevents meandering around the places. I was desperate to find something to spice things up, even though I was starting to think that the problem with our marriage wasn’t sex at all. I was starting to think that I was the problem. Maybe I wasn’t romantic enough. Maybe I wasn’t attentive enough. Maybe I didn’t make enough money. Maybe Kate just wanted more out of life and she wasn’t getting it from me.

I walked through the store, seeing some familiar items on the shelves—items I’d purchased online and gotten a bit of use out—but nothing that was able to fix my new intimacy issues. Then I ventured towards the back of the store, where the more hardcore stuff was kept. There were leather masks and chains. To me, it was intimidating and even a little bit creepy—but maybe that’s what Kate needed: a bit of a thrill. I bought a couple pairs of handcuffs and a gag ball. Then, the storeowner convinced me to buy a whip.

I got the bedroom set up again, before Kate came home. This time I felt awkward—my heart pounding, worried that Kate would see the new items and think that I was some sort of pervert. I was already feeling like we hardly knew each other anymore.

I could feel that my face was red when she came up to the bedroom. “Take off your clothes and lay down,” I said. She stared at me with that blank stare from the doorway.

“What is all this stuff?” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Something different. Now get undressed and lay down.”

She hesitated, but then she went along with it. I cuffed her wrists to the bedposts and then I stuffed that gag ball into her mouth. I took my clothes off and I climbed onto the bed with her. I looked up her gorgeous body and then I looked into her eyes. But that lifeless gaze was still there. The cuffs and the gag ball were doing nothing.

But that didn’t stop me from trying. I squirted some lubricant on my cock—I’d needed lube ever since she started getting that look in her eyes—and then I mashed my tip up and down the length of her pussy. But she didn’t flinch. It was just normal sex to her, except now she had the inconvenience of handcuffs to deal with. There was nothing exciting to her—and maybe this really was all just a waste of money.

But I was determined to get a reaction out of her, so I lowered my tip to her butthole. We’d never done anal before. I’d never asked and she’d never offered. But now I wasn’t asking—I was just going for it. I started to push my tip into her back door. I looked at her eyes and saw that they were wide. She took a deep breath in as my tip penetrated her tight anus. I felt like I was getting somewhere.

She groaned slightly as I pushed in. It probably hurt a little bit, but maybe that was part of the fun. She tried to move, but the handcuffs were tight. So I pushed in further, feeling her tight hole clenching along the length of my shaft. I let a groan out of my own. I didn’t think it would be this tight! I could feel her anal walls hugging my shaft—possibly trying to push me out. But I just kept sinking in deeper.

Her eyes were still wide, and wide eyes were better than dead eyes. I got my whole cock into her ass and then I started to pump. She groaned, muffled by that gag ball. I pumped faster and faster, looking down at her rectum, which hugged my shaft in both directions: in and out. I grabbed the bottle of lube and squirted some onto the action. It made a squishing sound as I pushed in.

It felt good. I closed my eyes and revelled in the tight euphoria. Then I opened my eyes and saw that she was staring up at the ceiling, back to looking uninterested. But how could that be? I was penetrating her anus for the first time! I pumped faster and came down harder, but I couldn’t get a reaction out of her.

And now I was about to come. I thought about coming inside of her, because that’s how I always came, but then I had another new idea. I pulled my cock out and stood up quickly. I started beating my shaft until cum started blasting in every direction. I did my best to point my tip down, so that my load would mostly end up on her. She closed her eyes and winced her face away as I coated her pretty body and her cute face.

Then I just felt guilty. She was messy and probably a bit sore—but no closer to being sexually satisfied. And maybe my initial fears were correct: maybe her lifeless look had nothing to do with sex. Maybe she was just over me.


CHAPTER II

It was a week later when my computer died because I forgot to plug it in. While it was charging, I went to grab Kate’s computer. I went to use her Internet, and then I saw that she had real estate listing opened. She was looking at properties on Vancouver Island, where she was from. Was she thinking of moving back without me? Was she creating an exit strategy?

I looked through the properties. There was no way she could afford them on her own. They were worth more than our current house, and we were only able to afford that with our combined salaries.

I shook my head. We’d already been through this—years ago. She wanted us to move to the island and I wanted to stay in Manitoba, where the work was. I tried explaining to her that we would both take salary hits if we moved to the island, and we would be leaving behind the friends I grew up with—and she agreed. So is that what this was about? Was she upset about where we lived? Did we need to have that same conversation again? Did I have to re-explain to her why we were better off in Manitoba?

I closed the tabs and went on with my Internet browsing. As I went to type a website into the browser, a suggestion for a different website came up: one that my wife had apparently visited recently. I clicked it.

It was an ad for a dog. ‘Bowser needs a loving home!’ the ad read. I sighed. We already had a dog, and we’d already been over this: we weren’t getting a second dog. Kate thought that our dog was lonely, and that walks would be more fun with another dog—but she wasn’t thinking about the cost of another dog. She wasn’t thinking about how much more poop we would have to pick up in the yard. She wasn’t thinking about the pain of trying to house train an animal.

And then I looked through Kate’s Internet history. She had been looking at new clothes. She had shopping carts full of outfits picked out, a few clicks away from being purchased. I groaned again. How many times did I have to explain to her that she didn’t need new clothes? Her wardrobe was perfectly fine. Everything was in good condition and it was all still in style. The way I grew up was, you don’t buy something new unless you can’t salvage the old. I’d tried explaining the dangers of rampant consumerism to Kate, but apparently she hadn’t been listening. At least she hadn’t been buying stuff behind my back—at least as far as I knew.

What really killed me inside was when I saw that Kate was on a porn website. She’d been watching a video of a young woman being fucked in the ass. I clicked on the video and watched, hoping I could maybe see what she was into—if there was something I was missing. But the sex seemed fairly straight forward: the girl was on her stomach and the guy was mounting her and pumping his big cock in and out of her tight back door.

But why was she watching it? Was she masturbating when I wasn’t around? Did she prefer to masturbate? Did her fingers feel better than my dick?

I was just about to close the video when the man dismounted the girl. Her asshole was left agape. Then he reached his hands underneath her and he flipped her over on to her back. He grabbed her legs and lifted them up and shimmied back in, to stick his cock back in her ass. And it took my brain a moment to realize my eyes weren’t playing a trick on me: the girl wasn’t a girl at all! She had a cock and a ball sack. Her cock was small, but erect, and her ball sack was swollen and tight. But aside from the package, she looked like a real girl—though her tits were maybe a bit stiff, and her jawline was maybe a bit rugged.

I quickly closed the video. My heart was suddenly pounding. Why was Kate watching that? What did she possibly see in that video that turned her on? There wasn’t even a girl in the video—no one for her to relate to. Did she maybe click on the video without realizing the girl wasn’t actually a girl? Was she just attracted to the man in the video? He wasn’t especially handsome, though he did have a big dick. Maybe she just wished that my dick was bigger…

I made sure to clear my own history from her computer before putting it back exactly where I found it. I even reopened her real estate listings, so she wouldn’t know that I’d been peeping—not that I originally intended to peep.

And now I wasn’t sure what to do. I had a wife who was apparently going through some sort of mid-life crisis, possibly about to derail everything we’d worked towards together. We had a good life in Manitoba: a nice house, an affordable lifestyle—everything we needed without being superfluous. You can’t have everything in life, but you can have what you need if you work hard. She was just going to need to put her exaggerated dreams aside for the sake of our family.

When she came home that night, I watched her closely. I watched as she went through her normal motions: getting undressed, taking a shower, and then putting dinner in the over: pasta Wednesday. Then I watched as she sat down in front of the TV and put on the news. She stared blankly at the screen, not really paying attention to what the news anchor was saying. She had that dull look in her eyes, as if her mind was elsewhere—possibly on the beach on Vancouver Island. It was probably just a matter of time before she got over it. She’d gotten over it once before and she could get over it again. And as soon as our current dog pooped in the house or threw up in the middle of the night, she would realize that the idea of getting a second dog was silly nonsense.

“Want to talk about anything?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “Like what?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Anything. You seem down. I just want to make sure you’re okay.”

She shook her head and forced a smile. “I’m not down,” she said. And then she turned her blank gaze back towards the television screen.

“Nothing you want to tell me at all? Nothing you want to talk about?” I said, keeping my distance.

She shook her head. “Nope.”

But it wasn’t enough for me. As long as she seemed down, I felt down. Her sad energy seemed to be rubbing off on me, no matter how hard I tried to shake it. I tried to convince myself that she would cheer up in a matter of time, and that she would forget all about this Vancouver Island nonsense—maybe in a matter of days. And then our sex life would be back to normal. It was out of my control as long as she wasn’t willing to talk about it… But still, I couldn’t help but feel bogged down by the weight of her depression. It was like a virus, seeping into my body.

I tried to initiate sex that night, but she said she had a headache. She rolled over and went to sleep, leaving me feeling vulnerable and worried about our future. So I reminded myself again that she was just going through a phase, and it would end soon.


CHAPTER III

Two weeks later, nothing had changed. Her glazed look was still in her eyes, seemingly permanently. Her mind was elsewhere, and I could do nothing to fix it. The sex had dried up. I didn’t want to have lifeless sex so I didn’t bother to initiate lifeless sex. Meanwhile, she didn’t even seem to notice. We went about our usual schedules, meeting up in the mornings and at night, hardly talking because no topic would keep her interest for very long. I could always tell that she was still thinking about whatever it was she was thinking about when I chatted with her.

So at the end of those two miserable weeks, I asked again: “What’s wrong with you? Please tell me. I can’t take any more of this.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know why you think something’s wrong. I’m fine.”

“Do you need to see a doctor? Are you feeling depressed?”

She shook her head. “I’m fine.”

“Why don’t you enjoy sex anymore? Am I doing something wrong?”

And she just shook her head in the most frustrating way. “It’s fine,” she said, as if she thought we were still having regular sex.

“No—it’s not fine. I can’t take this any longer. You need to tell me right now what’s on your mind. What are you thinking about when you stare blankly at the ceiling at night? When we’re watching the news, what’s going through your head? Is it Vancouver Island? Do you really want to move back this badly? Do we need to talk about why we can’t do that?”

She shook her head slowly. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“I’m not letting this go until we talk about it. I can’t take another night of this. It’s killing me. I’m going crazy. If you aren’t happy, I’m not happy. So just come out with it already. What is it?”

She looked down at her lap, awkwardly fidgeting her fingers together. “It’s nothing,” she said.

“No—don’t give me that! No more of that! Either you tell me, or… or I’ll leave.”

She looked up at me with wide eyes. “You’ll leave?” she said with a broken voice.

“If you don’t feel comfortable even talking to me anymore, what’s the point in us staying together? Why be married? We don’t talk, we don’t have sex, we don’t even touch—it’s madness.”

She looked back down at her lap, once again toying with her fingers, moving her rings around mindlessly. “I don’t know,” she said.

“Fine. If you can’t be open with me, then I guess this is it,” I said. My heart stammered and my gut turned. I hated to admit it, but it was true: what was the point of being together if we were only together physically? If she couldn’t be open with me, then there was no longer any point in being together romantically.

After a long silence, she said, “I’m worried you’ll make fun of me—or worse.”

“Worse?” I said.

“What if you don’t ever look at me the same again?”

I stared at her. Now I was starting to worry. Was she having an affair? No, no—it couldn’t be that. Why would she think I would laugh at her about an affair? What could make me laugh at her? Did she want to quit her job to do something ridiculous, like join the circus or become an abstract painter? “What is it?” I asked.

She closed her eyes and then she laughed nervously. “When we got married, I thought I had everything. I thought that I was used to this lifestyle. And, well, I had some dreams that I just figured I would forget about. Maybe it’s silly to call them dreams. Maybe ‘dreams’ is exaggerating a little bit.”

“Well? What the hell are you on about? Quit beating around the bush.”

She looked into my eyes, with a glimmer for the first time in such a long time. She bit down on her lip as her cheeks turned red. “There is this thing that I always thought was just a silly fantasy, but now that I’m sure it will probably never happen, I’m kind of sad. And it makes me think that none of my dreams will ever happen… There’s that word again: dreams. It’s probably the wrong word to use.”

“Out with it, Kate!” I said.

“I don’t know! It’s embarrassing. I guess I’ve always wanted to see another man… Oh God, this is so humiliating. I’ve always wanted to see another man have sex with you.”

I opened my mouth to reply, having expected a harmless little fantasy. But I wasn’t expecting anything close to that. I swallowed a gulp of air and then I tried to form a sentence, but I was in too much shock. Did she just say what I thought she said? She wanted to see me have sex with another man?

“I’m not gay, Kate,” I said.

She looked down at the floor. “I know. It’s stupid. It’s just a dumb fantasy. I’ve been trying to tell myself that it’s just stupid, but that just makes me sadder—knowing that there are things I’ll never have.”

“I can’t have sex with a man,” I said. “I won’t do it.”

She nodded her head. “Right. I know,” she said. “Like I said: stupid dream.” She faked a laugh, but now she seemed more depressed than ever, knowing that her fantasy really never would become a reality.

“Let’s not talk about this again. It’s silly,” I said. “Maybe we can buy you some new clothes. Do you have clothes you want? I got a little bonus at work—we can use it to buy some clothes. What do you think?”

She forced a painful smile and nodded her head. And now I just felt guilty. I was responsible for ending a long-running fantasy of hers. But it’s not like I could do it. It’s not like I could have sex with another man, just to satisfy some whimsy of hers. I was straight. I loved pussy—my wife’s pussy, to be specific. I wasn’t interested in being with other people—especially not people of the male persuasion.

She was quiet that night: embarrassed and maybe a bit depressed still. But I knew it would pass. She just needed a few days—a week at the most.

But a week went by, and those glazed eyes were still there. And now it was worse than ever, because I knew what those eyes meant. I knew that she was thinking about me with another man, fulfilling some fantasy she’d apparently had for so many years.

There was one ad that would come on the television: an ad for condoms. In the ad, there was a gay couple fondling each other on a bed while getting undressed. Whenever that ad would come on, my wife would zone out, and then she wouldn’t come back all night. Is that what she wanted? Did she want to see me with a muscular dude? The thought made me nauseous.

But there was an even worse ad: the ad for a new dating show called Blind Dates. The ad shows multiple couples on dates, but one of the couples is a man on a date with a transgender girl. At the end of the ad, the narrator says, “Will their dates end in chaos? Or will sparks fly?” The end ends showing the man kissing the tranny. The ad wouldn’t be so bad if Kate didn’t let a little whimper out from her lips every time they showed the kiss.

Was that part of her fantasy? Did she want me to dress up like a girl for this fucking she wanted me to get? Is that why she’d been watching the tranny porn on her computer?

When she was out of the house a few days later, I checked her browser history again, and I saw that she’d been watching that kinky porn again: men fucking ditsy little trannies. It couldn’t have been a coincidence. There was no way Kate was accidentally clicking on tranny porn videos over and over. That must have been part of her fantasy—the fantasy that was making my life so miserable.

I just wanted our old life back. I wanted to see Kate smiling. I wanted to see that glimmer in her eyes. I didn’t want to think about this silly fantasy any longer. And I was starting to think that the only way this terrible period of our marriage would end was with me putting on a skirt and spreading my legs for a man. My heart stammered at the thought.

I looked at Kate that night. I watched her as she stared blankly. Would she ever smile again? Did she really want me to fuck a man so badly?

I bit down hard on my tongue and took a deep breath. Then, breaking the silence, I said, “Fine. I’ll do it—just once. Set it up and I’ll do it. Just don’t expect me to enjoy it.”

She looked at me with wide eyes and parted lips. It took her a moment before she was able to say, “Wait—are you serious?”

“Unfortunately I am serious. Let’s just get this over with and out of the way so I never have to think about it again. Okay?”

She remained frozen for a moment, and then she nodded her head quickly. “You’ll really do it for me?”

“Just once,” I said. “And then we’ll never talk about it again.”

It took hours to fall asleep that night. I still hardly had any idea of what I’d just agreed to do. I didn’t know the extent of her fantasy. I didn’t even know if she wanted me to be a man or a woman during the act. Would she want me to kiss this stranger? Getting pegged was one thing, but making out with a man was a whole other nightmare. I didn’t want a man’s tongue in my mouth, and I didn’t want to feel his scratchy face against mine.

I thought I was going to be sick at one point in the night. I even got up and went to the bathroom, expecting the worst. But I didn’t throw up. I just ended up staring in the mirror at my pale face.

Was this really what my wife needed to be happy? Was this really the cure to this horrible depression that had been weighing the both of us down for so long?


CHAPTER IV

Kate informed me the very next night that a date had been set. “Friday night,” she said. “He’ll be here at 9:00 PM.” I didn’t know who ‘he’ was or how she found him so easily, but I was too afraid to ask. I kept telling myself that I wouldn’t think at all about it until the act was underway, and then once it was done, I would never think about it again. But it was impossible not to think about. How could I just scrub such an insane anxiety from my mind?

Friday night was just two nights away. I still had no idea what I was expected to do on this ‘date’. Did she want me to go out and get dinner with the guy? Was I going to be dolled up like the trannies in the videos? Was he just going to fuck me, or was I going to be expected to fuck him as well? Maybe he would be the tranny and I would be the male character in the scenario… And then what about Kate? Would she just be in the room watching? Or was she going to leave and just be happy knowing that this was happening? Would I ever be able to look at my wife the same after she watched me getting sodomized by a stranger?

For that first day, I managed not to ask for any details. I didn’t want Kate thinking that I was putting too much thought into this scenario. But the night before the big act, I couldn’t help myself. I needed to know. “How the hell is this going to work?” I asked.

“I have your outfit all picked out. When I get home from work, we’ll shave your legs and do your makeup. I’m going to pick up a wig during lunch tomorrow. I’ve got a blonde one already picked out. And then, if we have time, we’ll do your nails—if that’s okay with you.”

I nodded my head slowly, shocked by how much planning had already gone into this affair. I bit down on my tongue and swallowed a big gulp of nervous air. “Okay. Sure. Whatever,” I said, terrified—but I didn’t want her to know that I was terrified. I just wanted her to think that I was an open husband who didn’t think she was a crazy psychopath. Though I was starting to worry that she had much more in her brain than I ever thought before.

Once again, I didn’t get much sleep. In less than twenty-four hours, I would be having homosexual sex with a stranger, probably in front of my wife, while dressed up like—presumably—a prostitute. And maybe I was about to be a prostitute. Maybe she found this guy through some escort listing she made. Maybe we were going to get paid for this madness. Or maybe this guy was a friend from work. Maybe he knew me, and he wasn’t a stranger at all.

It was at 5:00 PM when Kate came down the stairs from the bedroom and told me it was time to get ready. I stood up slowly from the couch and followed her up the stairs. My joints were stiff and my head was spacey, probably from lack of sleep. I knew I still had a few hours to back out of this absurdity—but first I wanted to get a better idea of what Kate seemed to think that she needed in order to be happy again.

She had the bathroom all set up and ready, with an outfit hanging on the shower rod and makeup scattered on the vanity. There was even a chair, which she’d dragged in from the garage. “Take a seat,” she said. “We’ll start with your makeup.”

I didn’t say anything as I sat down and stared at myself in the mirror. I wasn’t surprised by how white my face was—and I wasn’t surprised by how red her face was. She picked up the first product and squirted a glob onto her fingertip. Then she started rubbing it into my skin. I don’t know what it was, but it made my face shiny. I didn’t care to ask what it was or why I needed it. A minute later, she was rubbing something else on my face: a flesh-toned cream that made my skin look clear and blemish free.

I kept taking deep breaths, trying to gather the courage to ask what I should expect, but I wasn’t able to think of anything to say. And if I didn’t have the courage to speak, how was I going to have the courage to let a man fuck me? I suppose I would be just as docile for the man as I was now, in front of the mirror—there would be no work on my end, aside from bearing the inevitable pain.

Next, Kate started working on my eyes. She told me to shut my eyes and then I felt her drawing on my eyelids. It was a strange feeling, like being poked in the eyes constantly, but it didn’t hurt. I was constantly tempted to open my eyes, but at the same time I wanted to keep them closed—even once she moved onto different products. I didn’t want to see my transformation. I wanted to pretend like I was just having a strange dream. I was safe behind my eyelids. Nothing could hurt me as long as my eyes were closed.

Once again, she was working on the eyes, but I didn’t open my eyes to see what she was doing. It felt like she was flicking my eyelashes—and at one point, it felt like she was pulling them: pinching them and squeezing them. “That kind of hurts,” I said.

She didn’t reply. It was five minutes later when she said, “When the guy gets here, you’ll either have to be quiet or talk in a girl voice.”

My stomach turned at being reminded a man was on his way to fuck me. I bit down on my tongue and I took another deep breath of air into my lungs.

“In fact, he might end up chatting with you, so it’s probably best that you practise your voice—at least a little bit.” My eyes were still closed, but I could hear the embarrassment in her voice. I understood why she didn’t tell me about this little fetish of hers: it was embarrassing. It was embarrassing for both of us. In fact, I couldn’t think of anything more embarrassing, and I was trying. If her fetish were to make me walk around the city naked—that would have been less embarrassing. If her fetish was to pee on my face, that would have been less embarrassing. “Why don’t you try saying something?”

I cleared my throat and wished time was going by quicker. “What time is it?” I asked in my best soft, high-pitched voice.

“Hey, that’s not bad,” she said with a smile in her voice.

“No—I’m asking,” I said, still using that voice.

“Oh. It’s, uh, almost seven. We still have a lot to get done here.”

I kept my eyes closed, but I could hear the excitement in her voice. I could practically hear that glimmer that I’d been so desperate to see for so long. So maybe this really wasn’t so horrible. Sure, I would be left with a sore bum and a memory I would wish I didn’t have—but at least she would be happy. At least life would return to normal—at least for a little while, until her next strange fantasy became an overwhelming desire.

“Okay—I think we’re done with your face,” she said. “Open your eyes.”

But I didn’t want to open my eyes. I wanted to keep them closed until the night was over. I bit down on my tongue and fought away the nausea in my gut—then I forced my eyes open. I didn’t love what I was seeing. I looked… strangely androgynous. My skin was smooth like a child’s and my eyes looked big and almost alien. Somehow, my lips looked plump and wet, and I was tempted to wipe them, like when you get water on your lips after drinking too quickly. But most strangely of all was the shape of my nose and my cheekbones. She’d done something with her makeup to alter the shape of my face.

“What do you think?” she asked.

I looked closer at the mirror. I hardly recognized myself. Even my eyes seemed to be a different shade of blue: brighter and deeper. But I know for a fact she didn’t put any makeup on my eyeballs. “It’s, uh—if you’re happy, I’m happy.”

I looked up at her and she was staring at me, still with those red cheeks. “Can you say it in your girl voice for me?” she asked sheepishly.

I fought the urge to roll my eyes. I couldn’t let her think that I wasn’t taking this seriously or that I was dreading every single second of this. I didn’t want to ruin it for her. We’d come this far. “If you’re happy, I’m happy,” I said in my soft, high-pitched voice. Then I watched my wife smile.

I looked back at the mirror. Was this going to be enough for the man coming to fuck me? Was he hoping for an androgynous, blank-eyed, nervous thirty-year-old?

“Now let’s shave you up,” my wife said. She turned on the tub and told me to get undressed carefully. “Don’t smudge your makeup. Maybe we should have gotten your shirt off before we started. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

I carefully got out of my clothes and I hopped in the tub. I was about to reach for my razor when she handed me her pink razor. “Use this,” she said. “It lubricated while you shave.” I felt strange holding the girly razor, but that was the least of my concerns. I went ahead and shaved my legs. Kate made me shave my chest, armpits, and crotch as well. It wasn’t a quick process. And every single swipe of the razor was gut turning. I hated watching smooth skin emerge from my manly hairiness—even though I was never very hairy to begin with.

When I stepped out from the tub, my wide immediately reached down to feel my legs. “Wow,” she said. I didn’t reply. I was shocked that she liked what she was seeing and feeling. No woman should want to see her man hairless like some gimmicky cat. Men should be hairy and manly—shouldn’t they? Men should be big and strong… though I suppose I was never big and strong, even before this little makeover.

My wife’s face was glowing now. Her eyes were big and glistening and her lips seemed to be permanently curved into a little smile. She skipped away briefly to grab a blonde wig, and then she skipped back. “Hold still,” she said as she moved behind me and started to wriggle the hair onto my head. It was surprisingly soft—probably human hair, and probably expensive. It was cut with bangs, which hung just over my eyebrows. She pushed and primped it until she was satisfied, and then her eyes were glowing brighter than ever—maybe even brighter than on our wedding day.

So I looked in the mirror to see what all the excitement was about. And I was shocked to see that the wig was enough to take me from androgynous to feminine. My face really looked like a girl’s face! I could feel my skin turning white, but I couldn’t see it because of all the makeup.

“What do you think? I think you turned out really well!” she said.

“Sure,” I said, feeling sicker than ever. I had no idea how I was going to go through with this. I already felt like I was about to vomit. Could all men look like women with a wig and some makeup, or was I a rare sissy? I reached up slowly and felt my face. I couldn’t believe it was real. I was almost convinced that I was looking at a TV screen and not a mirror, and this was all just a big prank. But my reflection moved with me.

“Now let’s get your dressed. Your date should be here in twenty minutes.” Twenty minutes? Was it almost nine already? Had we really been getting ready for that long?

I followed my wife like a zombie, looking at every reflection I could along the way: in the glass of our picture frames and in our windows. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe my wife had actually turned me into a chick.

And was this part of the reason she married me? As a man, did I have a feminine look to me? Was that part of what turned her on when we made love? When she closed her eyes while we fucked, was she imagining a girl with a strap-on? Or was she imagining a tranny. Did she want me to be a tranny? Would this game of dress up become a normal occurrence, even when we just wanted to have sex?

For my outfit, Kate put me in lingerie that I bought for her: a white lace teddy with little snaps at the crotch for easy sex access. It was a bit tight, but it looked fine. It even made my shape appear more slender and curvy—not too different from Kate’s shape.

On my feet, she had me wear a pair of black heels—a pair she bought online, but they ended up being too big for her feet. They fit me perfectly.

“Do a little spin for me,” Kate said. So I did a little spin. Once my gaze was back on her, her smile was enormous. Her glowing eyes could have lit up the darkest cave. “I think you’re ready.”

I forced an awkward smile and nodded my head. Then I heard the crunching of gravel in our driveway. She rushed to the window and I became frozen in my place, trying to breathe as reality sunk in. “He’s here,” she said. I was starting to feel faint. This wasn’t just a little joke or silly playtime. This was real. I was really about to have homosexual sex. I was about to be fucked by a man while my wife watched.

“What do I do?” I managed to ask.

“Just wait in here. Lay on the bed and he will do the rest. And don’t worry—I’ll be here the whole time to help if you need anything.” She smiled as she looked into my eyes. I don’t know how I managed not to throw up on our bedroom floor. Kate leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. It was a slow, gentle kiss. She hadn’t kissed me like that in years. My heart throbbed and then I remembered why I was doing this: to get the old Kate back. I bit down on the inside of my cheek and I nodded my head.

As my wife skipped away to answer the door, I crawled up onto the bed. And I wouldn’t be getting down until I no longer had my anal virginity.


CHAPTER V

I heard the front door open downstairs. I heard my wife saying, “Come on in. You’re just on time.”

And then I heard an unfamiliar male voice saying, “I’ve got the money here.” He sounded nervous, but he couldn’t have possibly been as nervous as me.

“Your beautiful date for the night is just up this way,” Kate said. And then I heard the footsteps approaching the stairs. I groaned and squirmed and kept reminding myself that it would all be over soon. Maybe the guy wouldn’t last long. Maybe he would have a small cock and he would erupt within thirty seconds, and the whole thing would be over and done with before I even realized what was happening.

They were walking up the stairs now. I felt so awkward on that bed. How was I supposed to lie? On my back? On my stomach? Was I supposed to keep my bulge hidden? Was I supposed to kiss this stranger? What if he wanted to play with my cock?

I put my hands on my hips, but that felt strange, so I took them off. Then I sprawled them out to the side, but that felt even weirder. I tried holding them against my sides, but then I just felt stiff. I tried rolling into my side, putting one hand on my hip—but then I didn’t know what to do with my other hand. Should I put it behind me?

They were approaching the door now. “And sorry—you said you were going to watch, or are you going to participate as well?” I heard the man ask as they came up to the door.

“I’ll be watching. She’s a new client—still in training. So it’s important that I watch to make sure she’s doing everything you need her to do.”

“Okay—that makes sense,” the man said. Now Kate had her hand on the doorknob. My head was spinning and my skin was cold. I tried to fight away the nausea. The last thing I wanted was to throw up in front of my wife’s ‘client’. Where did she even find this guy? How did she know he was clean? What if he went around sleeping with lots of gay prostitutes? What if he had AIDS? No, no—my wife was more careful than that. Surely he was clean. Surely my wife wouldn’t put myself—and herself—in any sort of peril.

“Here she is,” Kate said, opening the door. I perked up and tried to force a smile.

She moved aside for a tall man. He had neat dark hair and dark-framed glasses. He was wearing a black suit with a black tie. His face was dark red, and it became even redder when he saw me.

I figured it was my cue to greet the man, but I was rendered mute. I couldn’t think of any words to say—and even if I could, I don’t think I would have been able to push them past the lump that was swelling in my throat.

“Hello there,” he said nervously.

I tried to say hi, but it didn’t work. So I just nodded my head and kept that forced smile on my face.

He took a step into the room. Kate slipped through behind him, moving to the side of the room where she had a chair set up. I hadn’t even noticed the chair until that moment.

“I’m Kurt. I’m—uh—going to be your date for the night,” he said.

I just nodded my head again.

“Like I said—Delilah is new and a bit shy. Don’t worry—she’ll relax once things get going,” Kate said as she took her seat. And I assumed that I was Delilah. I actually didn’t mind the name. I always liked the song… Though I couldn’t help but wonder how my wife came to pick that name.

The man was just standing there. Was I supposed to do something? Was I supposed to get up and shake his hand?

“Go ahead and get undressed, Kurt,” Kate said nervously. I wanted to look over at her to see if she was okay, but I was too afraid to make eye contact with her. I felt so vulnerable and flustered.

Kurt started by loosening his tie. Then he went through his buttons one at a time, exposing his chest slowly. The room was silent. And Kate seemed to notice at the same moment as me. “Maybe I’ll put on some music,” she said, digging her phone out of her pocket. Her phone was connected to our Bluetooth speaker. She started playing some club music, which I’d never heard her play before. Did she have it picked out for this occasion? It wasn’t my kind of music, but at least it killed the horrible silence.

Kurt took his shirt off, placing it neatly on our dresser. He had a surprisingly toned body. Now he was working on his belt.

And I was still unmoved on that bed, waiting for exact instructions. Was I supposed to take off my teddy? Or was I just supposed to remain still until he moved me? Was my role for the night just as ‘glorified sex doll’?

I watched as Kurt unzipped his fly. He bent over, tugging his pants down, but leaving his boxer shorts up. I could see a bulge in his loose boxers. My stomach turned. It was a good thing I was wearing makeup, or Kurt would have seen that my face was turning dark green—and I’m sure that wouldn’t have been very attractive.

I was frozen with terror, still trying to wrap my head around why this was happening. Was this seriously what my wife wanted?

“Okay. I guess we’ll just get to it?” he said.

I nodded my head slowly. Kate was silent and Kurt seemed to be waiting for a reply. So I opened my mouth and managed to say, “Whatever you want.”

He smiled, pushing his glasses back up his nose. Then he walked towards the bed. He stepped up easily. He crawled over me as I gently rolled onto my back. I realized just how tall he was in that moment. His large figure loomed over me and his cologne tickled my nostrils. I looked into his eyes and he looked into mine. And suddenly, I was terrified that he would be able to tell that I was a man and not a woman at all—even though I’m sure he knew.

“You’re very beautiful,” he said.

I know that he was trying to compliment me, but the comment did not register as a compliment—just a reminder that there had been a gigantic elephant in my marriage and I was completely oblivious for so many years. “Thank you,” I said.

He gently put his hand on my arm and moved it down, feeling my skin. I didn’t like the idea of being touched by a man, but I knew that it would all be over soon. I’d never had sex for longer than thirty minutes, so I couldn’t imagine he was going to last much longer than that. He put his other hand on my other arm. Then, after a moment, he moved those hands to the sides of my torso. He moved his hands up and down, feeling my figure. He took a deep breath in, as if he actually liked what he was feeling.

And I wondered: was he gay, or was he just a straight man indulging in a tranny fantasy? He looked down at my body with big eyes and parted lips. I could hear him breathing slowly. At times I could even feel his hot breath tickling my skin. “You’re very beautiful,” he said again.

I nodded my head. I looked down his body and saw his abs flexing as he bent over. He was a strong man—stronger than me. He wasn’t jacked like a regular gym rat, but he was still intimidating and overwhelming. I wondered if he wanted me to put my hands on his body. Could I do it? I didn’t want to touch his muscles, but I wanted to make Kate happy. Did she want me to touch his body? I bit down on my tongue and I forced myself to do it.

His torso was warm and his body was hard. His muscles bulged and dipped. A whimper escaped his lips as I slipped my fingers over his back muscles.

I still couldn’t look over at my wife. I was still terrified to see her reaction. But I could feel her gaze. I could feel her watching my every move. Was I doing it right for her? Was this turning her on?

The man lowered his body down on top of mine. And that’s when I felt his erection throbbing behind his thin cotton boxers. Even in the undergarment, I could feel that it was warm and excited. I closed my eyes as it rubbed against my thigh. He started kissing my neck, forcing my face towards my wife. But I didn’t want to open my eyes and see her sitting there. I didn’t want to see her expression. What if she was regretting this? What if she suddenly realized how humiliating this was? What if the way she was looking at me now was the way she would look at me for the rest of our marriage? I couldn’t bring myself to open my eyes—I just couldn’t do it.

Kurt’s hand slipped down between my legs. His fingers slid over my crotch until he had a comfortable grip on my whole package. He squeezed gently, making my gut turn once again.

What was I getting myself into?


CHAPTER VI

I knew I needed to move things along. I couldn’t just let the act stagnate. I couldn’t spend the whole night with this man. I knew I could only take so much—so I reached down and grabbed his boxers with both of my hands. Still with my eyes closed, I started pulling them down. I felt his soft public hair now rubbing against my leg. And once the elastic band of his boxers was down far enough, I felt his erection swing up and brush against my thigh. It was even warmer and harder than I was expecting. And it was actually touching me—a real, erect penis was actually touching my body.

“Shit,” I muttered, trying to will the clock to move faster in my mind.

Kurt sat up and pulled his boxers off completely. He tossed them aside. It took a moment for me to force my eyes open, so I wouldn’t look like I’d fallen asleep. And then my gaze was drawn directly towards it: his big, curved shaft, throbbing with a thick blue vein running from tip to base. It was an impressive cock—and an intimidating cock. It took a few seconds before I was able to look away from it. But I wasn’t free from it.

He crawled up my body, hovering that massive shaft over my. He finally planted his muscular butt down on my chest. His erection was now dangling in front of my face, and he was staring into my eyes, waiting for me to play the next move. I knew exactly what he wanted—and I had a feeling Kate was hoping for the same thing. But I wasn’t sure I could do it. I loved women. I loved eating pussy. I never ever wanted a cock anywhere near my body—never mind in my mouth. But what else could I do? I couldn’t just kill the mood. And not to mention, the guy was apparently paying money—so he was probably expecting certain things that come standard with a prostitute. I’m sure cock sucking was one of those things.

So I closed my eyes again. I took a deep breath, and then I parted my lips. Maybe he wanted me to grab his cock and stroke it and put it into my mouth—but he was going to have to do the work himself. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

My heart was pounding fast and hard. I wasn’t sure how I wasn’t passing out. I wasn’t sure how I wasn’t going into cardiac arrest.

Suddenly, I felt his warm tip press up to my lips. I flinched, but I managed to keep my mouth open. Then I felt him sliding in, pushing his cock in deep. It was an awkward and uncomfortable feeling. I did my best not to cringe my face muscles. I didn’t want him to know that I was disgusted. I had a feeling that he didn’t know I was only doing this for my wife.

He groaned quietly as his shaft pushed into my mouth, sliding along my tongue. I could feel him throbbing—a horrible feeling—especially horrible because I knew he was throbbing because he thought I was sexy. And it didn’t help that he kept saying, “You’re so beautiful.” I didn’t want to hear it again, but he kept saying it. And maybe that meant it was true. Maybe I was a beautiful woman—that didn’t mean I wanted to be one.

I pressed my lips around his girth, and then I started to stimulate his tip with my tongue. He groaned again. I could feel Kate’s gaze burning my skin. Now I was sure that she would never look at me the same way again. She would never be able to kiss my lips without thinking of the stranger’s cock that was once sliding in and out of them. But maybe that’s what she wanted—at least for now. But maybe she would wake up in a few weeks and realize how pathetic it was—how humiliating it was that her husband could pass for a woman in her makeup and lingerie.

I kept sucking. He was rock hard—hard enough that I was almost sure he wouldn’t last long. I just needed to work it. If I turned him of enough, I knew he wouldn’t last long and this would all be over with. Luckily, I knew what turned men on, because I knew what turned me on.

I faked a moan, as if I was actually liking his cock. I reached both of my hands around and placed them on his ass, and then I started to massage gently. It was horrible, but I was getting through it. I could feel his cock throbbing harder and twitching with anticipation. Maybe I would get lucky and he would come before he even got his cock near my ass. Maybe I wouldn’t have to take it in the butt. But then did that mean that I would have to taste his cum? Would he want me to swallow? At least in my bum there were no taste buds.

He pulled his cock out suddenly, pulling long strands of saliva with it. I took a sharp breath in, realizing I hadn’t breathed in close to a minute. His cock was bigger and mightier than ever. And his face was dark red, as if I really did bring him close to orgasm, just by teasing his tip and massaging his length with my lips. I caught myself smiling, impressed with myself—but only for a moment. I managed to brush that smile away quickly—hopefully before Kate noticed.

Now Kurt was crawling back down. He was probably ready for show time—but I wasn’t ready. Having his cock in my mouth was bad enough. I didn’t want to know how it felt in my ass. I’d never had anything in my ass before—except for the finger Kate stuck in it once when we were fucking, early in our relationship... Now that made more sense.

I pressed my legs together, even though he was probably wanting me to spread them wide. I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t force myself to spread for him, even though I knew it would be over sooner if I just did it.

But my closed legs didn’t seem to bother him. Instead of trying to spread them, he flipped me over with a single move. Now I was on my stomach, with my legs pressed together and my hands cautiously at my sides. My heart fluttered. I felt his big, wet cock slap between my butt cheeks. I whimpered and became tense.

I turned my head to the side and found myself staring at my wife. But she didn’t look horrified or disgusted or regretful like I thought she would. Instead, she looked amazed and excited. Her lips were parted and her eyes were wide and glowing. She really was loving this. This really was what she wanted. And seeing that face made the whole thing more tolerable. Maybe this wasn’t so bad. If it could make my wife feel happy for just a little while, then it was worth it.

I felt that tip press up to my hole, and then I could feel him pushing, trying to penetrate me with his large throbber. I turned my head back down, nestling it into the pillow. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself. I had no idea if Kate or Kurt could hear me. I could feel that warm tip mashing against my hole, trying to break through. And finally, as I took a deep breath in, it did break through.


CHAPTER VII

There was a cock in my asshole. He was literally inside of my body. My back door was no longer a virgin back door. I suppose I was officially a prostitute. I could feel my anus stretching, both inside and out. I could feel his hard shaft sinking deeper, pushing further and further into my body. It didn’t feel right—but strangely, it didn’t hurt.

“Oh God,” I groaned into that pillow.

Kurt had his hands on my hips, holding me firmly in place. He didn’t want me to move while he sunk in deep. And he really was going deep, trying to get the entire length of his shaft into my body. Now I knew how Kate felt when I cuffed her to the bed and stuck it in her ass. It was a weird feeling that words can hardly describe. I could feel him in my ass, but I could feel him in other places too: filling up my chest and my throat—even my mouth felt strangely full. But of course he wasn’t any higher than my bellybutton, even when he was completely inside of my body.

“How does it feel?” I heard Kate ask.

I had no idea if she was asking my date or me.

“It feels fucking amazing,” Kurt said through clenched teeth. “She’s so tight. I can feel her hole stretching wide.”

“Be gentle with her. She’s a virgin,” Kate said.

I heard Kurt scoff. Then he started to pump. He didn’t seem to care that I was clenching hard, trying to get him to stop so that I could have a moment to get used to the strange feeling that was overwhelming my body. At least he started slowly, pulling up carefully and then sinking down meticulously. He made sure to get his whole cock in and out with every rotation. It was a weird feeling when he was completely inside of me, but it was an even weirder feeling when he was nearly out completely, only with the tip of his tip through my puckering hole. For a brief moment, I would feel empty and almost deflated, then his cock would push back in, creating the opposite feeling.

And I realized in that moment that I was positioned exactly like the tranny in the porn video I saw on my wife’s computer. It was an exact re-enactment of a video she got off to. I turned my head to look at her, and I saw that she had a hand down the front of her skirt—and likely down the front of her panties as well. She was touching herself: rubbing her clit, getting off to the sight of me being pumped and humiliated. I hardly recognized her. When I stood up on the altar with her, I had no idea that she had such a perverted mind. When she was looking into my eyes on our wedding day, was she thinking about this? Was she hoping a day would come where I would be wearing her makeup and lingerie, pinned underneath a muscular man with a giant cock?

She smiled at me. Her eyes were heavy, as if she was on the cusp of an orgasm. She gently bit her bottom lip. And then I noticed the trickle of fluid down her leg. Was she really getting off this much? Was this really her ultimate fantasy, being played out perfectly as she imagined it?

Kurt started pumping faster. His cock suddenly felt thicker and harder—bulging in seemingly random places, and rubbing in all the right places. It actually felt kind of nice. He was hitting a spot that made my legs tremble with warm euphoria. That same euphoria was blasting through my body. It felt good—better than good; it felt amazing. I was starting to understand why some men liked being fucked in the ass. It almost felt like something was rubbing the tip of my cock in the perfect way. The stimulation was intense and incredible.

I started to squirm and moan—no matter how hard I tried to remain still and silent. Kurt did a good job of holding me still, but he couldn’t stop me from trembling and groaning. That euphoria was getting stronger and stronger and stronger. My cock was tingling with hot intensity. Then suddenly, I felt a strange relief between my legs. I let out a deep sigh, and then I felt something wet and warm pooling around my crotch. Was I coming? Did Kurt make me come with his big cock? I reached a hand down, slipping my fingers under my pinned body, and I felt the warm gooey substance. I really did come. I didn’t even know that was possible!

Kurt was groaning now, digging his fingertips into my body. He was slamming my ass harder and harder with each thrust. I could feel him clenching and straining, trying to hold back his orgasm. I wanted him to come. I wanted to feel his hot load inside of my body. “Oh God,” he groaned through clenched teeth. And then I felt it: he was filling me up. With each twitch of his cock, hot goo was being expelled deep into my body. I’d never felt anything like it. It was a nice, pleasant, warm feeling. I revelled in it, squirming and moaning. I remembered that my wife was watching. But the pleasure overrode the embarrassment.

I looked over at her and saw that her face was dark red. The inside of her left leg was very wet, as if she’d squirted in her panties. Apparently she’d gotten what she wanted.

Kurt pulled out, leaving me with that awkward empty feeling. I tried to sit up, but my body was sapped of energy. I could hear him breathing heavily as he stumbled away from the bed. “Wow,” he said. “That was… amazing.”

“She really is something, isn’t she?” Kate said.

A minute passed and I still couldn’t move. I was still frozen with euphoria and exhaustion. Why did that feel so good? Why did I feel so amazingly satisfied?

I felt that thick goo pouring out from my stretched hole. A part of me wanted to reach around and push it back in, so I could feel it sliding around in side of me for a few more minutes—but I didn’t even have the energy to do that. I just remained still while Kate led my date back to his car. I listened as his engine fired up and he pulled away.


CHAPTER VIII

We didn’t talk about it that night. While Kate was still downstairs, I managed to get up and slip into the bathroom. I showered and scrubbed my face until there wasn’t a spec of makeup left. Then I brought my outfit back to the bedroom in a neat pile and left it on the dresser. Kate took it while I wasn’t looking and put it away.

We went to bed quietly. I couldn’t even bring myself to give Kate a kiss after I whispered, “Goodnight.”

The next morning was just as silent. I had the day off, but was up early anyway. I was in the kitchen when she came down the stairs. She went straight to the coffee maker without making eye contact. I was suddenly tense in her presence, knowing that she knew something awfully embarrassing about me. I knew it was something that I would never just casually forget. I knew it was something that would always be on her mind. But I had no idea how to make it less awkward. The thought of talking about it was horrible. I didn’t want to acknowledge that it happened, even though I knew it had obviously happened, and I knew that she knew it too. But maybe if I ignored it for long enough it would just become a weird memory, confused with a dream. And maybe with enough time, I would just assume that it was a dream—as long as we never talked about it.

But by noon I realized that was going to be impossible. Kate and I had hardly exchanged a handful of words, and the tension was becoming unbearable. I couldn’t survive another day of this awkwardness, never mind weeks or months. So while we were eating lunch, I decided to bite my tongue and say, “Did you have fun last night?” I wasn’t able to look up from my plate of food when I said it—and I wasn’t able to look up to see the reaction on her face once the words were out of my mouth.

“Yeah, that was really nice,” she said. And I could see out of the corner of my eye that she also wasn’t looking up from her plate.

“So would you say that your fantasy has been satisfied?” I asked after another moment of silence.

“Yeah. It was great. Thank you.”

And the silence returned. We’d officially talked about it, so why wasn’t it feeling better? Why was that tension still lingering in the room like a dense fog?

I looked up slowly at my wife. She looked at me and smiled. “So what now?” I asked.

Her eyes narrowed slightly. “What do you mean?”

“Do we just forget about it? Do things just go back to normal? Are you over it? Is that something you’ll ever want me to do again?”

She stared at me for a moment then she shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know,” she said.

The response stung. How could she not know? How could I have gone through that night without absolute certainty that it would solve her mental issue? I would never forget the feeling on that throbbing erection in my mouth, and I would never forget the feeling of his cum blasting deep into my ass before dribbling out of my loose hole. I probably would never be able to smell my wife’s perfume again without thinking of the time it was on me while a man was thrusting himself into my asshole—and all of that, just for a ‘maybe’ from my wife?

I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. “You know—last night was for you,” I said. “And it was a lot for me.”

She got up and walked to me. She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. “I know. And I love you so much for it,” she said. Then she took her plate to the sink and started casually washing it, as if she wasn’t really understanding what I was saying to her. How was it not getting through to her? How did she not see that I’d made a gigantic—possibly life changing—sacrifice, just for her?

“Okay,” I said, smiling and nodding my head. “I guess that’s that then.”

She turned to me and smiled, as if that really was that. But of course I couldn’t just stop thinking about it. I was starting to worry that I would never be able to think of anything else.

That night, while we were slipping into bed, Kate rolled over on top of me unexpectedly and planted her lips on mine. She kissed deeply, gently and playfully biting my lower lip—pulling it back as she stared into my eyes. Her hands were on my body. “What are you doing?” I asked.

She laughed. “What do you mean? I’m kissing you.” Then she leaned forward again. This time she started to kiss and suck my neck. Her hands slipped underneath my shirt and she gently rubbed up and down my torso. I took a deep breath. Was she initiating sex? I couldn’t even remember the last time she initiated sex! Maybe the night before wasn’t such a waste. Maybe it really had put a firm Band-Aid on our situation.

She sunk down, pulling my boxers down with her. She ran her fingers over my smooth, shaved pelvic bone, and then she gently grabbed my package. She stared at it with glowing eyes for a moment before sinking my shaft into her mouth. She started to suck, now with her eyes closed. And maybe she was remembering the previous night—maybe she was slipping back into that fantasy of hers, which was now a memory and not just a fantasy.

She got me hard fast. While she sucked me, she ran her hands up and down my legs, feeling my smooth, hairless skin. “That feels good,” I said. She hesitated for a moment after I said it, as if I took her out of the mood momentarily. I had to think about it for a second before I realized it was my voice. Did she want me to use the girly voice? Could I use the girly voice? Maybe it was better to just keep my mouth shut—so that’s what I did. She kept sucking and I remained silent, trying my best not to even groan. After a minute, she was back into it, sucking and bobbing with grace and speed. I nestled my fingers into her hair and I breathed deeply.

Then her head sunk down lower. She continued to stroke my shaft with her hand, but now her lips were nestled between my butt cheeks. She stuck out her tongue and began to tease my butthole. I squirmed. My butt was still a bit sore from the previous night, and the stimulation inevitably reminded me of Kurt and his large penis. I tried to push that memory away, but it refused to go—especially once Kate had her tongue pressed into my hole.

She’d never eaten out my asshole before—this was a first. And it was a weird first. Was she just more comfortable now? Was this just the new Kate? She moaned gently as her tongue circled my rectum wildly. A warm shudder passed through my body. But I didn’t want it to feel good. I didn’t want my wife to think that I was a sissy, even if she thought that’s what she wanted. Because maybe that’s what she wanted now—now that she was obsessed with her little fantasy—but I knew it wouldn’t be what she wanted once she was over this little phase. No woman wants a sissy for a husband.

But my God, did it feel good! She had my whole body tingling, and she was only using her tongue. It didn’t even seem possible. I squired and groaned and I reached down to pull her head in closer. And then I realized what I was doing and I released her. “Babe—that’s enough of that,” I said. I could feel that my face was red. Thankfully the lights in the bedroom were off, so I don’t think she could tell.

“Okay. Sure,” she said. She crawled back up. Then she prepared to mount my erect dick. I looked up at her. But it didn’t feel right. Even just her being on top made me feel inferior. I had to be the one in control. I couldn’t become the submissive one in our sexual relationship. So I flipped her over and I pinned her down. I smiled as I slid my cock along the length of her slit. But her smile seemed to fade suddenly. Did she not like being on the bottom? Was she really that set on being on top?

It didn’t matter. She would like it once I was inside of her. So I took my cock and I pressed it into her pussy, which was warmer and wetter than it had been in at least a year—maybe many years. Her cunt made a squishing sound as my thick rod pressed into her body. She moaned slightly—a sound she hadn’t made in at least a year. I smiled again before cupping her soft breasts with my hands. I squeezed as I started to thrust in and out of her.

Her tight, damp pussy felt good. I let my body rest on top of hers, nestling my face against her neck as I pumped faster and faster. I loved the sound of her moaning into my ear. I loved the way her body squirmed under the weight of my body.

She was approaching her climax: moaning louder and squirming harder. I could hear her taking in sharper breaths of air. Her fingers were moving faster up and down my body. Then, she brought a hand to my ass. Suddenly, a finger pressed into my butthole. I gasped and perked up, but I managed to continue thrusting. She pushed her finger in far. The last time she tried the same move—near the beginning of our relationship—I jumped off of her and told her never to do it again. But now, I didn’t want to ruin the moment. I didn’t want to take her away from her approaching climax. I let her finger my asshole. Besides, her finger was nothing compared to Kurt’s cock—though it brought those memories back into my mind.

I kept pumping. She kept moaning. She managed to get her finger deep enough to be pressed against that sweet spot. My legs buzzed and a warmth washed over me. I groaned and pumped faster. But I wanted more. I wanted to feel that amazing euphoria one more time.

Her nightstand was within reach—where we kept some of our sex toys and sex games. I quickly reached over without pulling out of my wife. I dug through the drawer until I found a dildo. Then I reached it back and put it in her hand. I didn’t have to give her any more guidance than that. She took the dildo and mashed it into my hole. I groaned as it stretched me wide for the second time in as many days. She started to pump it in and out of me, making the euphoria grow quickly inside of my body.

I moaned and squirmed and groaned—but I didn’t stop fucking her. She was screaming now, hardly holding onto that dildo, but still, somehow, fucking me with it. Her skin was hot now—and sweaty. I loved rubbing our sweaty bodies together. I loved the feeling of her large breasts rubbing against my chest. I almost wished that we both had big sweaty breasts so that we could rub them together.

I came, blasting a powerful barrage of cum into her wet cunt. She screamed loud—loud enough that the neighbours could probably hear. Once my cock was empty, I pushed it in deep, so that I could feel my warm load all over my shaft. I bent down and we kissed again—this time for nearly ten minutes, as if we were teenagers making out.

We hadn’t had sex like that since we first started dating.


CHAPTER IX

I thought that our amazing night of sex was just a one-off—that things would settle down after a few days, or a week at the most. But after two weeks, we were still having amazing sex, night after night. And I was starting to be more open with Kate, letting her do whatever she wanted: being on top, playing with dildos. We even invested in a new strap-on, which she quickly became obsessed with using. By the end of the week, I was putting on her lingerie, a bit of makeup, and that blonde wig before slipping into bed. From time to time, I would even sleep with that blonde wig and lingerie on. Kate liked being the big-spoon from time to time.

It was two weeks later when I noticed that things were happening outside of the bedroom. I felt more energized when I woke up in the mornings. My workdays seemed to go by quicker. I wasn’t exhausted by the time the end of the workday came along—and my boss apparently noticed as well. I ended up getting a raise just two weeks after letting Kurt fuck me in front of my wife—and it was a big raise, adding an extra ten percent onto my income.

I was on my way home from work a few days after getting the raise when I saw a dog wandering around on the street. I managed to corner it and grab it by the collar. “Are you lost, buddy?” I asked as I flipped over his tag to reveal a name and a phone number. “Charlie,” I said. “Cute name.” I called the number. “Hi. I found a dog named Charlie on the street. Did you lose a dog, by chance?”

The man on the other line sighed and said, “Keep him,” before hanging up the phone. My heart ached for Charlie, so I took the old owner’s advice and I kept him. I took him home. Kate was ecstatic. She couldn’t stop smiling for days.

Kate got a promotion at her job just a few days after that—and I’m sure that it had something to do with her elevated mood. She even got a bonus and some new benefits, which would save us a ton of money down the road. Our bank account was suddenly starting to look much better.

I was proud of her, so I decided I would reward her. While she was out of the house, I got dressed up in that blonde wig, a little dress, and a bit of makeup. I set our camera up on a tripod and I snapped a few photos of me posing in our living room. Then I posted those photos online, on an escort ad that I spent a good hour creating and publishing. It was only an hour before I got a phone call from an interested client. “Is this Delilah?” he asked. “Are you free tonight?”

“I’m free,” I said in my girly voice. “By the way—do you mind if a young woman watches? She won’t get in the way—she just wants to watch.”

“Sure, that’s fine,” the client said. So I told him to come around 9:00 PM, which gave me lots of time to prepare our bedroom. Kate came home at 6:00 PM. I didn’t tell her why I was dolled up. We had dinner together as wife and wife. “I love that dress on you,” she said.

“It’s so soft,” I said. “I wish my clothes were this soft.”

“Well they are—because my clothes are your clothes,” she said with a big smile. We cleaned up together then we watched a movie together. As the credits began to roll, there was a knock at our door. “Who’s that?” Kate asked.

“I’ll get it,” I said, springing to my feet.

“But babe—you’re all dolled up. What if it’s one of our neighbours?” she said.

I opened the door, revealing a tall, handsome man. “Delilah?” he said.

I looked back at my wife and saw that her eyes were glowing and her lips were parted. We all went straight up to the bedroom. Kate took her seat at the edge of the room while I dropped to my knees and got the man’s cock out from his pants. I sucked him deeply, making sure we were turned so Kate could see every inch of his cock slipping in and out of my mouth. He wasn’t quite as long as Kurt, but he was thicker. I got him hard in a matter of seconds. I liked the way his veins throbbed on my tongue.

This client was more interested in my cock than Kurt was. Once I was straddling him on the bed, he reached down and dug my penis out from my panties. He started to massage it, getting it hard so that he could stroke it and stare at it with lustful eyes. It was a bit of a weird feeling, having someone who wasn’t my wife jerking me off—but Kate seemed to like it. I looked over at her often to make sure she was still happy and into it. While the man stroked me off, Kate rubbed her clit. I even heard her moaning while I finally started to take the man’s thick penis in my asshole.

He didn’t last long. I only bounced on his cock for about four minutes before he unloaded half a pint inside of my body. “Your friend,” he said. “Make her suck it out.”

I looked over at Kate. She laughed with red cheeks. “What do you think?” she asked me.

“If you want to do it—I can’t hold it back forever,” I said. So she stood up and walked over, dropping down to her knees. I bent over, pressing my bum against her face. Then she started to suck. She sucked for a few seconds before she suddenly gasped, muffled by my butt and by the client’s big creampie. She sucked it all up, but she didn’t swallow it. Instead, she stood up and kissed me, swapping that creampie into my mouth to swallow. I swapped it back to her momentarily, and then she swapped it back. The client watched the whole thing with a red face and parted lips. Apparently we were putting on a good show. He left a hefty tip.

Once he was gone, Kate and I giggled like schoolgirls. I looked into her eyes and then we kissed, with the taste of the man’s cum still on both of our lips.

And in that moment, I realized that the old saying was true: happy wife, happy life.

THE END
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