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His First Dress



How are you supposed to tell your husband that you not only want him to dress up like a girl but also get pounded by a big rubber cock strapped around your waist? I still don’t know the right answer. There is no gentle way to ease someone into that kind of conversation. I mean, how do you even bring it up without blurting it out like a confession you cannot hold in anymore?

Well, here is a pretty good idea of what not to do. Don’t do what I did. Because I, in fact, came right out and told my husband that I wanted him to dress like the prettiest girl I could imagine. I dropped it into the air like it was no big deal. Then again, maybe you should take my advice, because it worked in the end. It worked better than I ever expected.

I suppose it all started when we were out together one afternoon. The day had that warm, lazy light that makes everything feel a little softer. I had told my husband earlier that morning that I wanted to go downtown and do a bit of shopping.

Theo rubbed the back of his neck and winced when I said it. “Again? We just went last week,” he said with a slight strain in his voice.

His weary green eyes met mine and he patted his auburn hair in that nervous way he always did when he was already regretting questioning me. For a second I felt a flicker of sympathy. He looked tired. His jaw was a little tight. His shirt collar was crooked and he kept shifting his shoulders like he was bracing himself for a long day. I almost let myself soften. Almost.

But then I remembered exactly why we were in our little cuckold lifestyle to begin with. He was the one who wanted it. He was the one who opened this door. And once it opened, I walked right in.

“This is what you signed up for, sweetie. Now, make yourself useful. Get your wallet and go turn the car on so it is comfortable for us.”

I watched the change in him happen in real time. Reluctance pulled out of his expression and something more obedient took its place. His shoulders lowered. His gaze steadied. He swallowed like he was resetting himself.

“Oh, and do not question your master again,” I added, giving him a slow wink that pressed heat right into his chest.

By that point in our relationship, or our arrangement, I tolerated absolutely no hesitation. I had trained myself to expect a solid yes ma’am every time, and Theo knew it. If his voice wavered, I let him feel it later, and not in a way he disliked.

After a full year of being Theo’s hotwife, I could see the transition in him clearly. He had gone from hesitant husband to obedient servant. There was a curl in his lips whenever I gave him instructions. A tiny twitch that showed he was already imagining how I would reward or punish him for the way he listened.

Sometimes he would bite his bottom lip without realizing it. Sometimes he shifted his weight from one hip to the other like his jeans were suddenly too tight. And I always knew why. He was adjusting himself because he was hard. Just because I told him what to do. He loved this game as much as I did.

That was more or less how things had been outside the bedroom for months. Inside the bedroom, my cuckold husband could usually be found sitting on the edge of our marriage bed, hands on his thighs, breathing shallow and quiet while some giant, muscular jock fit his massive cock into my tight pussy.

That is right, you heard me correctly. And don’t act surprised. You knew where this was going.

That has always been our arrangement ever since we became cuckold and hotwife. That was the deal.

And before you start pointing fingers, let me be perfectly clear. Theo was the one who wanted it. He brought it up. He pushed for it. He was the one who asked to watch me with other men.

I was the hesitant one. And what woman wouldn’t be confused at first? Especially a woman who had never considered that kind of lifestyle, or even heard of it before her husband brought it to the dinner table like a casual idea.

Sure, during the early years of my marriage to Theo, I still fantasized about the macho, action-movie type. The kind of man who would pick me up, kiss me senseless, and carry me somewhere private. The kind who would make slow, hungry love to me while I slipped into a warm bath or had a lazy afternoon to myself. Those fantasies were simple. Familiar.

Men like that seem like they should be everywhere, like they grow on trees, but they really don’t. Not the truly sexy ones. Not the ones who feel like a fantasy even when they are standing right in front of you.

So aside from those naughty little deviations in my dirtiest fantasies, I was completely faithful to my husband. Even if he didn’t match the physique or mentality of some action movie male lead, Theo had always been the perfect companion. And for three years that companionship had been stellar. Though, our sex life left much to be desired.

At first I told myself it was because Theo was simply not manly enough. I wince admitting that now. It sounds cruel, and it would have crushed him if I had ever said it out loud. But in the privacy of my own head, I kept circling the same worry and coming back to that simple explanation. I couldn’t understand what else the problem could’ve been. If he didn’t want me the way I wanted to be wanted, then the only other option seemed to be that I wasn’t sexy enough for my own husband.

The ridiculous part is that I had never married Theo for some fantasy of a Greek god. I knew exactly who he was when I said yes. I fell in love with that soft, sensitive way he had of responding to people. His smaller frame. His quiet temperament. All of it made me feel safe. It made me feel chosen.

But there was still this idea lodged in my mind about what a real man in the bedroom was supposed to be. Some instinct I couldn’t shut off. I tried for months to adjust my expectations. I kept telling myself that desire should be flexible if you put enough effort into it. Of course that isn’t how people work. You cannot force attraction into a new shape just because you want it to cooperate.

I still remember the afternoon, about six months into our marriage, when I finally decided we had to confront the truth. Theo had just been promoted at work, which meant more money and more travel, and I hated that the conversation I was about to start might dim the excitement in his eyes. But our sex life had reached a point where silence felt dishonest. There was no avoiding it anymore.

The day itself was beautiful. It was one of those sunny, lazy spring afternoons where the light settles over everything and makes you relax whether you want to or not. The snow was finally melting off the sidewalks and patches of damp grass were starting to show. Summer was creeping closer, and with it, this restless, needy energy in my body that I couldn’t ignore.

I had gotten my hair done a few days earlier. They never manage to style it exactly the way I want, but at least the color looked warmer and the ends felt soft for once. I stood in front of the hallway mirror, teasing my long, dirty blonde hair with my fingers. I blinked at my reflection, my mascara still holding from that morning, and tried to convince myself that I looked confident enough to talk about something this personal.

I smoothed my hands down my blouse and skirt. My palms were damp. My stomach felt tight. Then I walked toward the kitchen, slow enough that I almost talked myself out of it.

The funny part is that the moment I opened my mouth to begin, Theo cut me off with his own confession. His timing could not have been stranger. He looked up at me with a worried scowl tugging gently at his lips, and his fingers kept circling the rim of his coffee mug like he needed something to hold on to.

“I have something I really need to admit,” he said.

My stomach clenched. Every terrible possibility flashed through my mind. Was he seeing another woman? Had he done something shady to get promoted? My thoughts raced in a messy loop in the time it took him to inhale.

“You can tell me anything, honey.” I moved behind him, trying to steady both of us, and rubbed his shoulders. His muscles were tight. He was breathing lightly through his nose. I started massaging the top of his back in small circles while he sat there gripping the mug as if it might crack under his fingers.

“I haven’t been entirely honest with you since we have been married,” he said.

My heart dropped. A hard knot formed in my stomach so quickly it almost hurt. His tone made it sound like the worst was coming, and there was nothing I could do except brace myself.

“Please, Theo, just tell me. We can work through it, whatever it is,” I said. I tried to keep my voice calm, even though my hands had gone cold.

By that point I was already imagining he had been hiding something serious. Something that would change how I saw him forever. He was building it up so dramatically that I almost expected him to confess to an entirely different life outside our marriage.

So when he finally told me the truth, I’m ashamed to admit I laughed harder than I should have. Not because it was funny, but because the relief hit me so intensely that the laugh just slipped out. I felt the tension drain out of my shoulders all at once. I had been preparing for heartbreak, and instead he told me something else entirely.

“I constantly fantasize about you sleeping with other men,” Theo said, and he said it without even trying to soften the edges of the words.

My lips parted. I froze for a moment as if my brain couldn’t quite process the sentence. The kitchen felt suddenly quieter. Even the refrigerator hum seemed to fade out. I didn’t speak, and for a few seconds I couldn’t have spoken even if someone threatened me.

Theo must have felt my hands go still on his shoulders because he reached up and touched one gently, almost as if he was afraid I might pull away. That was when the laugh burst out of me. It came too fast and too loud, and I fell back against the counter, trying to hold it together. I covered my mouth with both hands and stared out the window because I couldn’t look at him straight on.

“Fuck, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that. It just came out wrong,” Theo said. He jumped from his chair so fast he almost knocked it over, then rushed toward me like he thought I might break.

“No, no,” I managed, trying to control the shaking in my voice. “I’m the one who should apologize.”

“I’m just so relieved. I really thought you were about to tell me something serious. I thought you were running drugs in Mexico or something with the way you were looking at me when I walked in,” I said, still laughing into my palm.

Theo let out a breath and started laughing too. He folded his arms and shook his head as if he couldn’t believe the situation we had just stumbled into. “If I had known that was going to make my real confession seem harmless, I would have lied and started with something dramatic like that,” he said.

He softened a little and looked down for a moment. “But I’m serious. I do have this sort of fetish.” Then he launched into the explanation of how we had been together for five years and how, for nearly that entire time, he had fantasized about other men taking me in the bedroom while he watched.

I stared at him, stunned. There was no part of me that had expected this. I had read plenty of dirty paperbacks during slow afternoons at work, the kind with glossy covers and pages that stuck together if you weren’t careful. I had let myself drift into fantasies before, but I never imagined acting them out. And the idea of not only being with another man, but doing it while my husband watched?

My head spun with confusion. A part of me wondered if something was wrong with him. A small, judgmental voice in my mind thought maybe Theo had some strange psychological disorder. Every man I had ever known had been possessive in one way or another. They guarded their partners, even when they had no right to. And here was my gentle, timid husband telling me he wanted to share me.

But the more Theo explained his fantasy, and the more I dug into it later on my own, the more I realized this kind of desire wasn’t rare at all. It was more common than I would have ever guessed.

When I finally gathered enough composure to speak during that first conversation, all I could say was, “I’m not sure I can do that.”

Theo’s head snapped up. “What? Oh no, no. I’m not asking you to do it, babe,” he said immediately. “Believe me, if you had wanted to, then sure, that would be incredible. But I swear I’m not asking you to do anything. I just feel guilty not telling you. It feels like I have been living a lie.”

He kept backpedaling, rambling as if he could somehow shove the confession back into his mouth. But it was too late. The seed had already been planted. We both pretended to move on to some other topic, pretending to laugh, pretending it hadn’t shaken something loose between us. But the truth hovered in the air. It hovered in his mind, and soon it hovered in mine.

In the days that followed, I found myself thinking about it every time I had a quiet moment. Armed with a few of the buzzwords Theo had mentioned, I started searching online. I found entire communities, entire websites dedicated to the cuckold and hotwife lifestyle.

I didn’t expect anything to happen when I clicked on the first link, but something inside me clicked instead. The moment I saw those images and read those stories, I felt it in the pit of my stomach. Theo’s fetish was not just his fantasy anymore. It stirred something deep in me.

Seeing those wives being taken by brawny, confident men with thick, heavy cocks made me wet in a way I couldn’t rationalize. I felt an ache between my legs I had never felt before. It was embarrassing how quickly it got to me.

Forget indulging my husband. Forget doing it for his pleasure alone. I realized I wanted it just as badly. Maybe even more.

I confronted Theo about it, and after a long, quiet evening of talking and circling the topic over and over, we agreed to give it a try. Neither of us pretended to know what we were doing. The beginning was rocky, to say the least. We had to navigate those sketchy-looking websites and try to find communities that seemed trustworthy. Even then, we spent an entire week wondering if the man we had started messaging was a scammer, a catfish, or someone who would back out the moment things got real.

But the moment Nate showed up at our door, all of that uncertainty vanished. He walked in with that relaxed confidence some men are simply born with, and he literally swept me off my feet when he hugged me. His arms wrapped around me so easily that my breath caught for a second. I knew right then that I was going to be a natural hotwife.

Nate was a perfect ten, if such a thing truly exists. He had the tall, dark, and handsome thing down without even trying. Broad shoulders. Thick arms. Warm skin with that faint scent of cologne and sweat that made my stomach tighten.

Getting to that first night had been nerve-racking. My hands shook while I poured wine. Theo fidgeted on the edge of the bed like he couldn’t decide whether to stay or leave. I kept telling myself we could all back out if it felt wrong. But when Nate stripped, and his body filled my entire field of vision, something inside me shifted.

The moment he slid into me and kissed my neck, I felt every last inhibition fall away. I had never felt that kind of pressure inside me. He stretched me open in a way Theo never could, and I don’t say that to be cruel. It was simply reality. Nate’s body was built for this.

Once I started moving on top of him, the real fun began. I couldn’t get enough. Every thrust made me gasp. Every time he grabbed my hips and guided me harder, I wanted more. I wanted a Nate every night. There was nothing that compared to having his giant, warm cock filling me so deeply that my thighs shook.

The way he handled me made everything even hotter. He could throw me on my back with almost no effort. He could lift me and reposition me while barely breaking a sweat. I felt guilty at first. I looked over at Theo, who was sitting in the corner of the room, hands clenched on his knees, eyes wide. I locked eyes with him right as Nate pushed me into an orgasm that wiped every thought out of my head. I felt myself fall into it, a pulsing, mindless rush that left my body trembling.

But Theo didn’t look hurt. He looked turned on. Deeply turned on. It took me a while to truly believe that his reaction was real, but that night made it impossible to ignore.

How could he honestly be so aroused watching his wife get fucked by a man like Nate? A man who looked like every forbidden fantasy I had kept to myself for years?

I didn’t spend much time questioning it, because soon enough I was too busy living it. One man turned into a small list of them. All of them were built like Nate. All of them generous where it mattered. Night after night, my husband watched me grind against the very types of men I had always secretly fantasized about. He watched me moan and beg and come undone, and he loved every minute.

Nate stayed my favorite, though. He was the perfect dominating bull, as the cuckold community called it. He knew exactly how to handle a woman’s body. He knew how to take what he wanted at the moment when I wanted it too badly to say the words.

After several months, I became good at it. Better than good. I knew how to dress for it. How to move. How to guide the night without seeming like I was guiding anything. I even dared to think of myself as the consummate hotwife. I had my faithful cuckold husband in his proper place. I had a little black book of men who were more than happy to show up the moment I invited them.

But something began shifting in my mind. A small itch. A curiosity.

For a brief moment I wondered if I was burning out on the lifestyle. But that wasn’t it. If anything, I felt more insatiable as time went on. I demanded more from Theo each week. I made him work harder to please me outside the bedroom, and he didn’t complain.

The truth was that I wanted something else. Something that had been buried so deeply in my fantasies that I had never said it out loud. I couldn’t even admit it to myself until it was placed in front of me on that fateful afternoon shopping trip.

Theo and I had gone downtown. We strolled past a boutique store with glossy windows and those carefully arranged mannequins meant to lure women inside. The afternoon light hit the glass at just the right angle, and I paused without realizing why.

Inside the window display, three mannequins stood together. Two wore sleek cocktail dresses that clung to narrow hips. The third wore a ruffled jade dress with a soft shimmer in the fabric. But the dress wasn’t what caught my eye.

One of the mannequins was clearly male. Or at least male by the shape of the body underneath the dress. Broad plastic chest. Wide shoulders. A solid bulge under the skirt that the store either didn’t notice or didn’t care about. Whoever dressed it either had a strange sense of humor or a very progressive streak.

I felt my pulse skip. Something in me reacted so quickly that I barely understood it. I looked at that mannequin, and all I could see was Theo’s face placed neatly above that slim body, dressed exactly like that.

He hadn’t noticed any of it. He kept walking, hands in his pockets, talking about lunch. Meanwhile my mind was already racing with the fantasy of playing dress-up.

Suddenly it hit me that I had my own dirty little confession to make to my husband. The realization settled in my chest like a warm rush of adrenaline.

“That one. I have to have that one,” I said, pointing a little too eagerly at the ruffled jade dress. I tried to casually eye the sizing on the tag, comparing it to Theo’s frame. He was already lithe and naturally feminine in build, so choosing a size didn’t take much effort. He was maybe one or two sizes larger than me at most. Close enough that the dress would fit with only the smallest adjustment.

As usual, Theo handed me his wallet and gave me a halfhearted warning not to go too hard on the credit card. “Trust me, I only want one thing,” I told him. I felt the grin spreading across my lips, and even though it was playful, it carried a spark of guilt. He had no idea what I was planning.

I came out of the boutique only a half-hour later with exactly what I wanted. The black cocktail dress from the display hung neatly inside a protective plastic sleeve. Inside the shopping bag, nestled between tissue paper, were a pair of black lace panties and a set of thin black stockings. The bag crinkled with every step I took, and I could hardly hold in the smile tugging at my mouth all the way back to our car.

Theo didn’t pay much attention to what I bought. He only assumed it was something I planned to wear for Nate the following evening, something he would watch me slip into before my bull whisked me out of my high heels again. He didn’t question it. He rarely did when it came to my outfits.

Only this time, the clothes weren’t meant for me at all. I had a very different plan for my husband.

When we got home, we popped open a bottle of champagne. The bubbles made my lips tingle, and the warmth slid pleasantly through my body. After a few sips, my nerves loosened enough that I was ready to spill my secret, though I didn’t intend to simply blurt it out. I wanted Theo to discover it slowly. I wanted to watch him realize the possibility on his own, to see the spark of curiosity in his eyes.

“Look at this. It is the same dress from the display case earlier,” I said, pulling the black satin cocktail dress from the bag. The fabric shined under the living room lamp, smooth and elegant.

Theo sat on the sofa and crossed his legs, brushing a hand through his sandy-blonde hair. He gave me a warm smile. “I cannot wait to see it on you. I bet Nate loves you in it,” he said.

I watched the faint flush rise to his cheeks as he said it. His shoulders shifted, and he adjusted himself slightly, unable to hide how turned on he was by the thought.

“It is nice,” I agreed. Then I let my voice lighten as if I were simply making conversation. “You know what is funny, though? It was on a male mannequin in the window.”

Theo laughed and shook his head. “I didn’t even notice.”

“Well, I certainly did.” I leaned back in my chair, letting the champagne swirl in my glass. “I thought it was hot.” I gave a small giggle that I couldn’t quite control. “I kept thinking about some lucky girl’s cuckold husband all dressed up in her clothes. Looking just like one of her girlfriends.”

“Huh,” Theo said. His expression looked neutral, but I knew him well enough to see the flicker behind his green eyes. Thoughts were forming. He took another slow sip of champagne, his gaze drifting back toward me.

I smiled wide, barely containing my excitement. “Some cuckold husbands might think it is the perfect way to show their obedience to their wife.” I lifted my eyebrows suggestively.

Theo stood up and grabbed the dress from my hands. He held it against the front of his body and laughed. “Like this?” he asked, clearly making a joke of it.

“Well, it only works if you wear it,” I said, my tone soft but pointed.

His laugh faded. I watched something change in his face. A tiny pause. A flicker of hesitation. His eyes lowered toward the dress again as he held it up a second time, slower now. He was thinking about it.

“Try it on?” he asked quietly, almost testing the words as they left his mouth.

I nodded and smiled. “I just want to see how it looks on you. I bet you would make the prettiest girl ever.”

Theo exhaled and shook his head. “I don’t know,” he said. His voice wavered. Not a no, not quite. More like a door that had just cracked open, letting in the first warm breath of something neither of us could deny.

I jumped up and wrapped my arm around Theo, trying to ease the worry I saw flicker across his face. “It’s fine, Theo. I was just playing around. If you don’t want to dress up like a girl, I’m not going to force you.”

“But it would what, turn you on or something?” he asked.

The words hit me like a spark catching dry kindling. They burned through my thoughts before I could hide my reaction. The answer was a very obvious yes. Majorly. I could feel a guilty grin creeping across my lips before I managed to speak. “I think it might. I know it sounds crazy, but…”

I didn’t even finish the sentence before Theo took the dress out of my hands and began walking down the hall with it. “No, no. If you want me to try it, I will,” he said, his voice firming with a kind of nervous determination. “You have been so supportive of my fantasy. I want to be the best cuckold husband I can be.”

“Wait,” I called out, snatching the crumpled shopping bag from where it sat by the sofa.

I reached inside and pulled out the lace black panties and the stockings, dangling them from my finger. “I think you forgot some accessories.”

Theo’s eyes widened, and something changed in them. I couldn’t be sure, but I would have sworn that a wave of pure, startled lust passed through him. He reached for the items slowly, hesitating for only a moment before taking them from me. He ran his thumb along the lace, testing the softness. “Seriously?” he asked with a shaky laugh.

“Yes,” I said with a nod. “If we are going to do this, we should do it properly.”

Theo left the room, disappearing down the hallway, and I sank onto the sofa with my champagne glass. My heart was pounding. I could feel heat gathering in my stomach. I tried to imagine what he would look like, but my mind couldn’t keep up with the excitement trembling through me.

When he returned about fifteen minutes later, I nearly dropped my glass onto the floor.

“Oh my god,” I gasped.

Theo stepped into the foyer, and the breath left my chest. The slim black cocktail dress hugged his body as if it had been tailored for him. The black stockings stretched snugly up his legs, smoothing over his calves and thighs. The entire look softened him, shaped him, transformed him.

My heartbeat quickened. A warm, heady heat spread through me, stronger than anything I had ever expected.

“Well?” Theo asked. Then he paused and corrected his voice, lifting his pitch in a playful imitation of the woman he was pretending to be. “What do you think?”

He had not only put on the dress. He had run a brush through his shaggy auburn hair and teased it just enough to give it shape. The only thing missing was makeup. A bit of eyeshadow, a touch of blush, maybe some gloss.

The smile stretching across my face felt impossible to contain. I couldn’t have stopped if my life depended on it. Seeing my cuckold husband dressed up like a pretty girl for the first time sent a rush of pleasure through me that almost made my knees weak.

I hurried toward him and slid my hands up and down his newly feminine frame. The dress hugged his sides, and the satin fabric felt cool under my palms. His torso was lean and warm, and the contrast between the softness of the material and the firmness beneath it made my breath catch.

“This is… this is amazing,” I said. I dragged one finger slowly across the small bulge at the front of the dress.

“Yeah?” Theo asked softly.

“And you are wearing the…” I began, but he turned around without letting me finish. He lifted the back of the dress, revealing his bare, tight ass cheeks except for the black lace string tucked neatly between them.

The black panties cupped his cock and balls perfectly, creating a rounded shape that made my mouth fall open.

I oohed without thinking, then awed, letting the sounds spill out of me. Theo tensed, his breath catching.

I turned my head just enough to see his cock pushing against the fabric. It was growing harder by the second.

“You naughty girl,” I said, delighted. “If I didn’t know any better, I would suspect you liked this.”

I gave him a playful spank on his exposed cheek and grinned at the sharp little gasp that escaped him.

“I have to admit,” he said quietly, “the fabric feels really nice.”

“Oh? Tell me more,” I said, stepping closer. “What else do you like about being dressed up like a pretty girl?”

Theo hesitated, then exhaled. “I don’t know. I just feel… I feel really good. Almost like this is more natural than my regular clothes.”

The revelation washed over me like music. Warm, intoxicating, and delicious. I couldn’t have imagined a better outcome.

Learning that he liked it, genuinely liked it, made my mind spin with possibility. I felt myself crossing a line I had never expected to approach, let alone step over. I took it to a new level in my head immediately, already wondering when he would tell me he didn’t want to stop.

“So you enjoy being dressed up like a girl?” I asked again, wanting to hear him say it out loud.

“I guess I do. I really do,” Theo admitted. His voice had a nervous tremor. “I hope that doesn’t make me a total loser or a complete weirdo.”

“Are you kidding?” I said, almost laughing. “I love this. It makes you adventurous. And honestly, it makes you more comfortable with your sexuality than any man I’ve ever known.”

Theo’s shoulders eased a little, though he was still on edge.

“However,” I said, leaning in, “if you want to dress like a girl, you’re gonna have to prove you’ve earned the right.”

Theo’s green eyes flicked toward me, curious and a little uncertain. “What do you mean?”

I couldn’t help giggling. The thought hit me so quickly I felt my pulse jump. I remembered the secret strap-on dildo I’d tucked away in the closet months ago. I’d bought it on a whim, imagining a moment when I’d finally push both of us into something deliciously bold.

I pressed a finger to my lips and hurried upstairs before he could say another word.

The closet smelled faintly of laundry detergent, with a hint of old cedar from the shelves. I reached up and pulled down the box where I’d hidden the toy. The leather straps felt cool and smooth in my hands, and the dildo itself was thick, heavy, and shockingly realistic.

Twice Theo’s length. Twice his thickness.

Just looking at it made a warm pulse move through my lower belly. I buckled the harness around my hips, adjusting the straps until the dildo stood out firmly, pointing forward with weight. The sight of it almost made me snort. It looked ridiculous and filthy and incredibly hot.

I gave it one slow stroke, feeling the firm give of the rubber, and imagined the slick slide of it pushing inside my husband’s tight little ass. I had no idea if he’d ever actually let me. I knew better than to expect it. But a woman can dream.

I tiptoed downstairs, trying not to laugh at the way the rubber cock bobbed with every step. The thing swung like it had a mind of its own, and I had to bite my lip to stay quiet.

Theo stood near the living room window, adjusting the hem of the black dress as he admired himself in the glass. I crept up behind him and pressed my body gently against his back.

For a split second, my brain did a double-take. I felt like the man sneaking up on a pretty woman who had no idea what she was about to get. I had the heavy cock strapped to me. Theo wore the dress, soft and slim and feminine.

The thrill of it made me grin.

I slipped my hands over his eyes and whispered, “Guess who?”

“Babe?” he asked softly.

“No,” I said, dropping my voice into something deeper and more commanding. “Call me… hm. Call me John.”

I braced myself for him to shut down or laugh it off, but instead he gave a startled little laugh and said, “Okay, John. I guess you’re here for my wife tonight?”

“No,” I whispered against his ear. “I’m here for you. I’m tired of fucking your wife. I want to fuck her pretty little husband instead. She’s got such a beautiful, fuckable mouth.”

A hot rush went through me. I hadn’t planned to talk so filthy, but once the fantasy grabbed me, I couldn’t stop. My pussy pulsed hard as I imagined bending him over, dress hiking up, stockings pulled tight over his thighs.

I pressed the fake cock against his ass. Theo turned quickly, eyes widening as he stared down at it.

“Where did you get that?” he breathed.

He reached out, fingers brushing the shaft with cautious curiosity.

“Never mind that,” I said, shaking my head. “The only thing your pretty little head needs to worry about is how you’re gonna take all of it.”

His expression tightened in that familiar way. A flicker of worry, sure, but underneath it something else. Something eager. Something hungry.

I wrapped my hand around the dildo and gave it a slow, smug stroke. Was my filthy little fantasy actually about to happen? I’d already gotten him this far. He was dressed like a pretty little whore. All he needed now was an initiation into the perfect cuckold cross-dresser he was meant to be.

I glanced down at the cock, then back up at him with a smile I couldn’t hide.

“You do want to please me, don’t you?” I asked.

Theo nodded without a second thought, obedient and ready.

“So, what’s your name?” I asked, letting the question hang there like part of the game.

“Um… La…” My husband paused, thinking hard for a moment. “My name is Thelma.”

“Oh? Well, Thelma… are you new around here?” I asked. I wasn’t totally sure what I was aiming for. I definitely wasn’t trying to sound like some cheesy guy in a cheap bar tossing out dead-end pickups. My brain just refused to come up with anything clever. All I could think about was my husband’s tight little ass perched right above the long rubber cock strapped to my waist.

And for the first time, I understood exactly why so many men trip over their words when they’re turned on.

“Um,” Theo said, pressing a slender finger to his lips in a gesture so feminine it made my thighs tighten. “I suppose so.”

“What’s that?” he asked after a beat, his eyes flicking down to the rubber cock jutting from my hips.

“Oh? Did you want to touch it?” I asked with a slow smile. “Go ahead. Just remember… if you touch it, you have to finish what you start.” I gave him a little wink.

Theo hesitated for half a second, but the flush on his cheeks and the way his lower lip parted told me exactly where his mind was. His chest rose and fell in slow, heavy breaths. The opening of the dress dipped low enough that the smooth skin at his sternum showed, pale and soft, almost convincing me I was looking at a flat-chested woman instead of my husband.

I wrapped my hand around the rubber cock and motioned for him to get on his knees.

He obeyed immediately, lowering himself until he looked up at me with wide green eyes. The sight hit me harder than I expected. Something was missing, though. Something small but important.

“Hang on,” I said, and slipped out of the room.

I returned with a wig in my hand — platinum blonde, shoulder-length, the kind of hair that bounces a little when you walk. “Why don’t you try this on?”

Theo took the wig like it was a gift he’d always wanted but never thought to ask for. He studied it, excited and shy all at once. It struck me then how completely he was giving himself to this moment.

He slid the wig on. I adjusted the hairline, smoothing a few strands into place. When I stepped back and finally looked at him, I gasped.

My husband was gone.

He’d disappeared into the wig, the dress, the stockings, the parted lips, the faint blush on his cheeks. In his place stood Thelma — the perfect little slut. The kind of girl who turned heads without trying. She reminded me of myself in college, the way I used to dress up with girlfriends and go dancing until two in the morning, all legs and eyeliner and trouble.

Only now the tables had turned. I wasn’t the young hot girl. I was the man standing over her, ready to have my fun.

“Well, well, well,” I said slowly. “Don’t we look slutty.”

Theo let out a nervous little huff of laughter and brushed a few blonde strands out of his face. He wasn’t even acting anymore. He slipped into the role like it had always lived inside him, waiting for the right moment to show itself.

“That’s more like it,” I said. “I like what I see… and I bet you like what you see, don’t you?”

Thelma nodded, lowering her gaze with a shy flick of her lashes.

“Excellent,” I said, letting my voice drop into something thicker and more commanding. “Now, the first step to being a true woman and pleasing your man is stroking his cock. Come on. Get that hand up and those fingers around this thick shaft.”

Thelma obeyed. Her hand rose slowly, almost reverent, and wrapped around the width of the fake cock. Her green eyes widened with excitement at the size of it.

A thrill shot through me. I wasn’t the only one who found the sight intoxicating.

I never thought in a million years that I’d be able to turn my husband into a perfect, eager little slut, but Thelma was taking over in front of my eyes, piece by piece.

“It’s so big and hard,” she said, her voice soft and mousy in a way that immediately tightened something low inside me.

“Go ahead and stroke it. Like this,” I said, demonstrating by curling my fingers into a circle and pumping my hand in the air.

I watched Thelma follow the motion, and the sight made me gasp quietly. Her lips parted, eyes half-focused, as if the role-play was pulling us both into a space where reality blurred. For a moment I wondered if we’d both been born in the wrong bodies, or if this part of us had simply been waiting to wake up.

I thrust my hips forward and grabbed a handful of Thelma’s wig, pulling her gently but firmly toward me. “Enough of that,” I said, letting a sharp impatience color my tone. “I want to see what those sweet lips can do. Have you ever sucked a dick before?”

Thelma shook her head, and I knew without question that it was an honest answer.

“It’s simple,” I said. “Just open wide and slide your lips around it. Watch your teeth, and don’t go too deep at first or you’ll gag.”

The words felt strange coming out of my mouth. Strange but delicious. Instructing my cuckold husband like this felt like crossing a boundary I didn’t know existed until now. Dressing him up as a girl was one thing, but letting him slip into this new alter-ego while I defiled him? This was better than I’d imagined.

I watched Theo—Thelma—kneeling in that naughty black cocktail dress, his blonde wig perfectly framing his delicate face, lower his mouth toward the rubber head of the dildo. When his lips wrapped around it, I had to brace myself against the sofa. My knees turned weak from the rush of it.

“Mm, just like that,” I moaned. “I don’t believe this is your first time.”

Because Thelma seemed to know exactly what she was doing. Her mouth stretched around the thick rubber head with surprising confidence. She pulled back for a breath, then looked up at me through those green eyes, glossy with excitement.

She pulled her mouth off the dildo, gasping slightly, and smiled. “So I’m doing a good job?”

I nodded slowly. “You’re making me want to go even further,” I said with a teasing wink. “I just wonder if that’s something you can handle.”

Thelma’s eyes darted side to side, and I recognized the look immediately. Wanting it. Worrying about whether it would fit. Imagining it anyway.

Before I could say another word, Thelma turned around. She stayed on her knees, but twisted her body so she faced away from me. The hem of the cocktail dress lifted just enough to show a perfect view of one bare cheek.

I leaned forward, smiling. She’d made her decision.

I knelt behind my husband’s ass and brought my hand down in a sharp spank. Thelma let out a high, squeaky yelp that made heat coil inside my stomach.

“What a tight little ass you have,” I said, admiring her. “I can’t imagine how this is going to fit.”

I grabbed the dildo and reached for the small bottle of lube I’d kept hidden for exactly this moment. Theo moaned softly when I gave him another spank and lifted the cocktail dress up to his lower back, revealing his bare ass completely.

Seeing him like that—my submissive husband dressed like a slut, hair falling around his face, thighs trembling—made everything click into place.

I realized then how long I’d wanted to do this.

For too long Theo had gotten all the fun, watching big alpha men take his wife while he sat helpless and aroused.

But now?

Now his hotwife was finally about to have a little fun of her own.

I squeezed a few clear drops of lube into my palm. The gel was cool and slippery, and it made a faint sound as I rubbed my hands together. I slid it over the long rubber dildo, starting at the rounded head and working my way slowly down the full length. The material gave a little under my grip, firm but flexible, and I coated every inch all the way to the base.

“I suppose I’ll give you some too, since it’s your first time and all,” I said.

I drizzled another small line of lube over Thelma’s pink, puckered asshole. The droplet clung for a second before sliding down over her tight opening. She was so smooth and clean-shaven that I had to swallow a small groan. If I hadn’t known Theo all these years, I really might have believed I was looking at a pretty twenty-something woman.

A spike of jealousy flickered in me. My own husband looked almost too damn pretty like this. That jealousy had an edge to it, one I planned to channel into every deep, punishing thrust of my big rubber cock.

“Come on now. Bend over real nice for me.”

Thelma’s body tightened with anticipation. She lowered her upper back toward the carpet, arching in a way that pushed her ass up even higher. The black g-string I’d bought for her sat perfectly in place across her cheeks. I hooked a finger under the string and tugged it gently to the side, exposing her completely.

I slid one finger inside, slow but deliberate.

Her tight little hole clenched around me instantly. The sound she made was almost a whimper, almost a moan, and it made my knees go weak.

“You’re not… a virgin… are you?” I asked, eyes widening as the truth dawned on me.

Thelma nodded, cheeks flushed with embarrassed honesty.

I laughed softly, unable to help myself. “Well, who better to teach you how to keep your composure while getting split open by a giant cock than your lovely master?” I said with a grin I couldn’t hide.

I grabbed my slick, glistening cock and pressed the tip against Theo’s tight opening. I pushed forward slowly, steady and unflinching, until the head slipped just inside.

The moan that spilled from him was long and helpless. It vibrated through his whole body.

“Mm, I knew you’d love it,” I said, bringing my hand down in a sharp, satisfying spank across his smooth, girlish ass.

I bit my lip as I watched Theo’s tight opening stretch around the dildo. The sight was almost too much. His body hugged the thickness with a raw eagerness that made heat pool between my legs.

“You’re such a natural, Thelma,” I taunted, letting my voice drip with approval.

Then I caught sight of the wig again — the platinum hair brushing against his jaw, the soft curls bouncing with every tiny movement — and something inside me snapped. I thrust forward harder than before, driving several inches deeper.

The grunt that tore out of him was sharp and desperate, and it hit me like pure electricity.

My smile grew wide and satisfied.

For the first time, my husband finally understood exactly how much fun I’d been having with the alpha men he watched me climb onto night after night. He felt the stretch, the fullness, the helplessness, the heat.

And I knew, right then, things could never go back to the way they were. Not after I’d seen him like this: ass in the air, body trembling, getting pounded by the big rubber cock strapped to my hips.

“Fuck!” Thelma cried, her voice cracking as her fingers dug into the carpet. Her shoulders tensed, her back arched, and every tight little movement told me exactly how deep I was hitting her. My rhythm smoothed out the more I thrust, and each push drove the strap-on deeper and deeper into my pretty girl’s warm, gripping ass.

I reached down and rubbed myself, slipping two fingers just beneath the leather strap. The angle was awkward, but I didn’t care. I only needed a few quick strokes over my clit, just enough to chase the pressure already building inside me. Watching Theo split open around my strap-on was almost enough to make me come on its own, which was quite an accomplishment for a girl like me.

“Fuck me!” Thelma cried again, breathless and desperate.

“What’s that?” I said, leaning forward with a smile she couldn’t see. “You actually want it harder? My goodness, you really are a natural-born whore, aren’t you?”

I brought my hand down in a sharp slap against her ass cheek. The sound cracked through the room and Thelma whimpered into the carpet. The sight made me think of a dozen things I wanted to buy her next time. A whip. A paddle. And of course, that lovely pink summer dress I saw near the register when I bought the black cocktail dress.

It hit me then. There were going to be so many more nights like this. More outfits. More toys. More ways to make my sweet husband blush and moan. I even caught myself wondering if I still wanted to be a hotwife at all. Why should I hand myself to big alpha bulls when I could simply become the bull?

The thought made my hips jerk forward harder.

I drove the strap-on deep into Thelma one more time, and suddenly her whole body tensed. The muscles around the dildo tightened so sharply that I froze for a moment. Then she moaned — long, low, guttural — and her hips trembled.

I grabbed her ass and pushed her forward slightly just in time to see what was happening.

She was coming. Hard.

Thick streaks spilled across the black cocktail dress I’d bought her, staining the satin in messy, eager lines.

“You little slut,” I growled, landing a firm, punishing spank across her cheek.

Thelma gasped and apologized immediately, the words rushing out in a frantic whisper. But we both knew an apology wasn’t going to cut it. There was only one real way to make up for a premature finish.

“I want you cleaned up and back down here in fifteen minutes,” I said, pulling myself out and watching her shiver from the loss of pressure. “There’s a nice red thong in my closet, sitting right inside the door. I’d better see you wearing that when you come back down.”

Thelma eased herself off my strap-on and rubbed her sore, tender ass, still apologizing as she stood.

I only smiled. “Trust me, honey. You’ll more than make up for it next time.”

What she didn’t know was that an even larger dildo sat waiting in the closet beside the red panties. I could hardly keep from laughing as I sank back onto the sofa, imagining the new direction our marriage was taking.

From “normal,” to cuckold, to… something else entirely. Maybe master and slave. Maybe something more twisted and delicious than either of us had ever expected.

One thing was absolutely certain.

I wasn’t going to get tired of this new fantasy for a very long time.
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