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Prologue – Doing Penance

_________________

____


I KNOW I SHOULDN’T HAVE DONE IT – I was stupid, but I just couldn’t help myself. Okay, rewinding to the past: Ever since I was a teenager I had this thing for ladies lingerie; trying things on, parading in front of the mirror, and pretending I was a sexy woman. When I got to college it stopped. I forced myself to stop because I thought I was sick and that it was an unhealthy thing to do. Same thing when I got to law school – I gave up on it. However, the thoughts and desires were always with me in the back of my mind, and whenever I could, I’d watch YOUTUBE videos and set up media accounts under different names and watched transgender porn videos to get off on.

When I chose Lacy as a wife, I think I was trying to punish myself for my past behaviors. Behind closed doors, she was anything but the ideal wife. My career took off and I entered politics, leaving a successful law practice and being elected to the US Senate at the age of thirty nine. Now in my forties and with two children in college, I was at the pinnacle of success, heading the Senate Armed Services Committee – nothing shabby about that! What do I mean about Lacy? On show for the public, she was the perfect political wife – always smiling for the cameras, always giving supporting statements to the press, always by my side. But in private, she was an absolute tormenting BITCH!

She was unfaithful to the one-hundredth degree, throwing her affairs in my face, mocking my masculinity, and comparing me to her flings. Her escapades were covered up by my staff and the private security firm I hired to keep her drinking and unfaithfulness under control. If I didn’t let her keep her wild cuckolding ways, she would leave me and cause a big scandal. In my congressional district down south, a divorced man was not an ideal Senator that the voters wanted in Washington, so I kept my mouth shut, grinned, and bared it.

When she went out at night or traveled to some discreet man’s house or dating destination, she always wore a wig to cover herself up. Normally, she was a blonde with a very HOT, heart stopping body, and curves that just poured perfectly into her provocative clothes she always wore on those occasions. If I had a big event happen in my job, occasionally she would throw me a bone, in the form of a celebratory fuck, just enough to keep me satisfied.

In psychoanalysis, it was determined by Dr. Leiter that I was “doing penance” by staying in this marriage for my fetishes and the indiscretions of my youth. He was always encouraging me to “man up” and get out of the marriage and find someone who truly loved me. I had a very low self-esteem. I covered it up by using my wits and charisma to be successful at politics. In fact, my staff was urging me to try a run for the Presidency.

Inside I was busting. The conflict between what I really wanted and my personal life as it was, was too much for me to handle. I had to do something. I needed an escape. That something occurred one week when Lacy was out of town - officially to visit her mother in Dallas. She came home on a Tuesday; a day which changed my life forever.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter One

_________________

_____


Lacy Hartley, senatorial wife, and indiscriminate slut, traveling incognito behind big mirrored sunglasses, and a long, unkempt brunette wig stumbled out of the DELTA Airlines Terminal at Hartsfield International Airport in Atlanta, Georgia, wheeling her luggage to the curb. She wore wraparound sunglasses, a very short, red dress, with a short, black leather jacket with metal studs along each sleeve, four-inch stiletto heels and more makeup than a circus performer. Men’s eyes were drawn to her like magnets, often settling on her big bust which showed a generous amount of cleavage. She always flew first class, taking advantage of the unlimited drinks, and often passing out mid-flight. Today she had to be awakened by an “understanding” cabin steward, who she knew personally as “Randy” from her frequent flights to Dallas to rendezvous with her sometime boyfriend, Clint Snowcroft, a large, wealthy oil magnate, and donor to her husband’s political fund.

Earlier today, Lacy found herself spread eagle on Clint’s desk, doing what she knew best around men – wrapping him around her pinky finger with her voluptuous body. She stayed with Clint, Dallas’s most eligible bachelor, at his downtown penthouse, engaging in all sorts of fornicatoria, and debauchery. He called his private company limo for her to take her to the airport, almost missing her flight.

She didn’t have the decency to clean herself up for the flight, red dress creased, her mascara and eyeshadow running down her face from all sorts of bodily fluids (not hers), and her wig a mess atop her head. She screamed “bimbo” when she click-clacked through the airport and settled into the first class cabin.

Still drunk when her husband’s driver picked her up from the airport, she fell asleep across the back seat of the limo until she arrived home to the spacious mansion she shared with her husband, Senator Pete Hartley. George the driver nudged her awake.

“Mrs. Hartley . . . Mrs. Hartley, we’re home.”

“Oh fuck George, already?” she said, the words stumbling out of her mouth.

“Yes Ma’am we are. Let me get your suitcase from the trunk and I’ll walk you to the door.”

“Whatever,” she said with more than a small degree of disinterest.

Meanwhile, inside the house, her husband Pete was upstairs in his wife’s bedroom. They stopped sleeping together when their twins, a boy and a girl went off to college across the state. Pete had a particularly troublesome week in Washington and found that he needed a “break.” The XHAMSTER transgender porn videos he enjoyed watching just weren’t doing it for him, so he finally gave in to his long-kept secret desire to revisit his fascination with women’s lingerie. For the first time he opened his wife’s dresser drawers and pulled out a pink, satin G-String, that still had a musky odor from one of his wife’s latest trysts. He wasn’t worried about getting caught because Lacy told him she’d be returning on Thursday.

Giddiness overcame him as he felt the soft, shiny fabric between his fingers, rubbing it and encouraging a large erection in the process. He eagerly took his jeans off, then unbuttoned his cotton shirt, throwing them in a pile next to her bed. Next he took off his boxers and moccasins, kicking them next to the pile of clothes. He rummaged around the same draw and found a matching bra which was a laced variety with a cup to hold his wife’s large breasts.

He moaned with forbidden delight as he slipped the G-String over his legs, settling the soft, shiny strap between his butt cheeks and the front softly snuggling his junk. Oh my God, this is soooo good he cooed and laughed to himself, feeling a bit of wetness leak from his already hardened member. The pouch had

stains on it already (not his), so she wouldn’t notice his mixing with the others.

Next he slipped on the bra and loved the feel of the silky straps on his naked shoulders, and the back and sides of it molding into his skin. The bra was tight, and the stretch material pulled the fat of his chest together to give him the illusion of cleavage which made him more aroused. He looked at himself in the large door mirror, and bent his knee, turning from side to side to admire himself. He puckered his lips and blew a kiss into the mirror, wanting to kick himself for not doing this earlier.

In his wife’s closet he found a few of her slinky, whorish dresses; all short with plunging necklines. His cock was close to exploding, but he had to concentrate on not doing that – not yet. So he pulled an emerald green short dress that again smelled musty and was wrinkled. She liked to flaunt her whorishness around him at home. It turned him on, and she knew it, but the bitch would barely throw him a few crumbs.

Stepping into it made him moan with desire, as he felt the cool silkiness of the dress go over his bare legs and over his tummy and chest. The colors of the G-String and the bra clashed, but who cared. On top of the closet he found . . . a wig! Oh my God, Pete thought as he took the red headed wonder down off its Styrofoam head. His heart was pounding in his chest and his cock was saying release the pressure – please!!! As he placed it and fastened it to his head. He found a brush on her dresser to comb it out.

He again stood in front of the mirror, but something was missing – makeup! Pete walked into the bathroom and saw on top of Lacy’s vanity her complete makeup set. He had seen enough YOUTUBE videos on applying makeup. There was one video he remembered very well. It was of a twenty something crossdressing male who was made up by a transgender woman who had seduced him. This only added to his boner, and so, starting with the red lip liner, he spent about thirty minutes on applying the makeup. Now he was complete, except for one thing.

Lacy smoked the long, feminine 120mm cigarettes that really turned him on, watching her smoke. So he took a pack of Eve 120 menthols from her night table and placed it in his mouth and lit himself up. Now standing and sashaying in front of the mirror he was complete. His boner poked up through the material of the G-String and the dress. Something would have to be done about that. If this were to become a regular thing, he would have to get a gaff of some sort.

As he walked, the satiny material rubbed against his cock, and he was leaking pre cum. So he did the only think he could do – he lied down on the bed and pulled the dress high above his waist, up to chest level, and stuck his hand down inside the G-string and started rubbing his cock across the silk. He pulled a few tissues out of the box on the night table to use to catch his explosion which was imminent. Through a series of moans and stiffening his body, he shot a tremendous load of white, hot, creamy cum into the tissue, some of it dripping down onto his bare abdomen.

He was playing an old Donna Summer song from his iPhone that always made him horny and enhanced his orgasms, so he didn’t hear the front door open, or his disheveled and partly drunk whore of a wife coming up the carpeted staircase. When Lacy came upstairs she caught a whiff of smoke and the first thought in her mind was that her husband had some woman in her bedroom with him. This pissed her off, and she ran/stumbled her way to her bedroom and what she saw froze her with her mouth hanging open.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Two

_________________

_____


Of course Pete had his eyes closed and was concentrating on “Bad Girls” blasting from his iPhone. It was the yelling that brought him out of his trance, but not before Lacy pulled out her iPhone and videoed her poor shit bag excuse for a husband crossdressed and masturbating on her bed. Now it was time for the explosion.

“WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING ON MY BED, YOU SICK, LITTLE SHIT?” the words coming out a bit slurred but sober enough to make sense. Pete opened his eyes and blinked, thinking that maybe he was hallucinating.

“Lacy!!? What are you doing home? You said you wouldn’t be home until Thursday!”

Lacy only mimicked him, an evil grin crossing her smeared, slut painted, runny face. “You said you wouldn’t be home until Thursday,” she said in a very good whiny imitation of her busted, embarrassed husband. “Well guess what shitbag! I got finished with my ‘business’ early. My mother had other plans for the rest of the week!”

“Your, your, mother?” Pete said meekly.

“Oh my God, you are such an idiot. Don’t pretend not to know I was banging your major campaign donor Peter. And by the way, his cock was something I wish I could have taken home with me. He ravaged me again and again,” she laughed. “You should have seen the stares of all the poor dickwads in the airport and on the plane, which thanks to you, I always fly First Class.”

“You’re drunk!” Peter said, in a silly attempt to distract her attention away from him.

“Well, fuck you too, Senator Hartley.” She waved her iPhone in front of him. “Look at you, you’re nothing but a pitiful trannie or crossdresser – whatever the fuck you are. I have everything right here on my iPhone. I made a copy and sent it to my friend Valerie. But don’t worry, she won’t post it. What I have here in my hands is worth millions. Do you hear me, my sweet, pathetic little sissy? From now on you’ll do anything I say or with the push of a button, you career goes careening down cyberspace like a shot down fighter jet. How’s that?”

Peter was shocked, and wanted to crawl into a hole and die. For a brief second he contemplated suicide. Then he came to his senses, and the skilled politician in him came out. “So what will you do with that video?” he asked sheepishly.

“I’ll hold onto it for insurance . . . hey, you know something Peter? You actually did a great job at imitating me . . . you know that. In a way I’m flattered that you thought of me in your fantasies. Maybe there’s hope for you yet. Now, I might even fuck you more often, the only difference being that you’ll have to be my little sissy slave and do whatever I want to you, got it??”

Peter realized he was trapped, in a very dangerous and humiliating way. He had no choice but to comply with all of Lacy’s demands.

“Oh I’m going to have lots of fun with you honey! I’m going to bring men here to fuck their brains out right in front of you, and make you watch – maybe force you to participate in some horribly degrading way,” she laughed maniacally. “I can’t believe it – I have the chairman of the most powerful US Senate Committee in the palm of my hands! Think of all the fun I can have!”

Now Lacy was not only drunk on six martinis from the plane, but she was drunk on the power that she wielded over her poor trapped husband.

The next day Peter had to leave for Washington where he would be for a week, and then come home. This gave Lacy plenty of time to prepare. Of course, this was much too juicy to keep to herself, and she immediately called her shocked friend Valerie to talk about the incredible video she had just sent her for safe keeping. She also had some ideas that perhaps Valerie, also a cuckolding slut could participate in. Valerie was all-in.

Peter’s week in Washington gave Lacy time to get some “toys” that she could now use on her now hapless husband. Her wheels were turning, which could only spell disaster for Peter.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Three

________________

____


When Peter came home she made him go upstairs to her bedroom and wait for her. There was a surprise in the room for him. Valerie was inside the room, smirking when Peter walked in.

“Well, well. Hello Senator Hartley. Did you have a good week, tending to our nation’s duties? I must say, you looked really good on TV. Who would ever have thought you were a crossdressing sissy!?”

“Hello Valerie,” Pete said, eyes downcast, turning to his wife’s best friend.

“Don’t look so sad. Valerie and I have lots of fun prepared for you tonight!”

Valerie and Lacy were the same height as Peter; five feet, nine inches tall, and Valerie’s clothes would fit Peter too. Lacy looked at her friend with a mischievous grin, saying to Peter, “Okay honey, take your clothes off, run the tub – I’m going to shave you – all of you.”

Peter did as he was told, and with Valerie looking on, Lacy shaved her husband. Valerie was also dressed like a supreme slut – Brunette hair, high in the front, with long curls that went down well below her generously endowed breasts, a slinky black cocktail dress with a high slit up the side, and four-inch stiletto heels with an open toe box through which her red toenails shown through.

After Lacy shaved Peter and he dried himself off, she put a studded dog collar and a leash on him and made him get down on all fours. She pulled him into the bedroom, crawling on his hands and knees, and got a silicone contraption from atop her dresser. “This dear is a cock-cage, a male chastity contraption, but I know that you know what it is – from all those YOUTUBE videos you watch.” Peter looked up from the floor with his mouth dropped open.

“Oh yes, I know all about them. I see that men getting pegged excites you too! Well, we can do something along those lines too,” Lacy said, causing both her and Valerie to laugh. Lacy bent down and snapped it around Peter’s cock and balls causing him to yelp with pain. “Ooh, I’m sorry. Looks like I pinched some skin there, but no blood, no harm,” she said laughing away. Peter could swear that he smelled alcohol on his wife’s breath. Maybe the bitch will die from cirrhosis soon, he thought.

She locked the tiny gold padlock and put the key inside the dresser drawer. “Now, you’re going to stay there just like a good doggie and watch ‘Auntie Valerie’ and me have some fun,” Lacy said. Just then, Peter’s cell phone rang. Lacy picked it up and smiled at Peter. Before she answered it she showed the screen to Valerie, which made her place her hand up to her mouth in disbelief.

“I think you’ll have to answer this call Peter – it’s President Milrose!”

Peter’s eyes bugged out of his head as he took the phone from Lacy. Lacy and Valerie both took out their iPhones and took a video of Senator Pete Hartley speaking to the President of The United States while on the floor of his wife’s bedroom, nude, and wearing a dog collar and a cock cage. Just for fun, while he was talking, Lacy tugged on the leash which made Peter’s voice change a bit. The two women had to cover their mouths to stop from laughing. “Lacy, I’m going to pee!” Valerie whispered loudly, trying her utmost not to breakdown laughing. She already had tears in her eyes.

“What’s that Mr. President? Oh nothing, my wife has the television on . . . right. I think we have a lot of support for that. Hell, even Mitchell wants a strong navy. That’s a lot of jobs for his people, yeah . . .”

The conversation lasted ten minutes. “Good night Sir,” Peter said and hung up.

“Very impressive Peter – you are excellent at multitasking, I must say. What would happen if I made it into a video call???”

Just the thought of that made Peter want to throw up. He would definitely kill himself if Lacy did that.

“Now stay there like a good doggy!” Lacy said. “Let me hear you bark like a dog!”

Peter did his best imitation of a large sized dog. “Ruff, ruff,” he sounded out.

“Good boy. Now get up on your knees and beg with both paws!” Peter did as he was told. “Okay, down boy,” and she motioned to the floor with her hands while tugging on the leash. In front of him, Lacy and Valerie stood closely face to face while Lacy gently swiped Valerie’s breasts with the back of her long fingers. Valerie began to breathe heavily. Lacy slowly undressed her, starting with the zipper of Valerie’s cocktail dress in the back. It fell to the floor and Valerie stepped out of it, kicking it away from her shoes. She too was dressed in sheer, black pantyhose, a black G-String, black laced bra, and a girdle that snapped onto the pantyhose. Peter’s cock got hard, and pressed against the silicone mesh of the cock cage. He let out a hiss, and Lacy turned to him, speaking to Valerie. “Look Val, our doggy pet is getting excited!”

“I guess so!” Valerie laughed. Then she turned to Lacy, and they embraced in a long, hot kiss. Valerie’s tongue entered Lacy’s mouth and soon they were locked together, eyes closed, and moaning through closed lips. Keeping her eyes closed, Valerie undid Lacy’s rumpled, short dress and pulled it down off her, Lacy letting it slide down around her ankles, and she kicked it away, just as Valerie had done. Peter was mesmerized. Embarrassed and trapped as he was, he was enjoying the show. He saw a dark, wet stain on his wife’s G-String, which only made him harder, straining the limits of the cock cage.

Now Lacy and Valerie got on the bed in a “69” position with Peter on the floor facing them. With her teeth, Lacy pulled down Valerie’s black G-String, which made Valerie gasp. She skillfully used her tongue on Valerie’s already sopping pussy to run it all around her clit, her tip acting like a stiff finger which made Valerie gasp. Likewise, Valerie did the same to Lacy. Both of them were stiffening and moaning. Lacy now went deep inside Valerie’s pussy with her tongue, plunging deep inside it. Peter was watching transfixed, unable to touch himself, remaining shackled by the cage.

Their hands now took the place of their tongues, each skillfully pulling and twisting one another’s clits, both shrieking and howling in pure ecstasy. He saw his wife’s fingers glistening in the light of the room, wet and stringy. They changed positions on the bed and were now lying there facing each other, kissing deeply like when they started, running their fingers through each other’s hair. Soon Lacy got up, leaving Valerie face up on the bed, panting.

She went into her night stand drawer and pulled out a long, pink, fleshy, veiny, silicone dildo which she immediately rubbed with K-Y Jelly, saving some for Valerie. She strapped it on and rode Valerie hard, making both of them squeal with delight. The thrusting motion made Lacy squirt a whole lake on top of Valerie and the bed below. The sight of Valerie’s pussy engorged and red made Peter try to unhook himself from the cage – but to no avail.

“Ooooh, Lacy said. Now it’s our sissy’s turn to get some.” At this announcement Peter was excited. He felt just like an animal, caged, waiting to be freed.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Four - Peter

_________________

_____


Time to get dressed, Peter,” Lacy said, out of breath and standing right next to me with an evil grin on her face. She took the doggy collar off me, but left the cock cage on. She went to her closet and had all my clothes and lingerie packed up in a box. I got dressed like I always did, placing the G-String over my shaved legs, savoring the delightful, airy feel. Valerie looked on in startled amazement.

“Look at him Valerie. I think our little sissy enjoys it, don’t you Petey?”

I felt no point in lying at this time. “Yes I do,” I said meekly.

“Good, well, we’ll just sit back here and enjoy the show.” They both lit up cigarettes, and Lacy went downstairs and brought up a bottle of gin, with no glass. She was past the point of no return as far as the booze went, and she put the bottle up to her lips, taking two hefty slugs.

Next, I put on the panty hose, slowly again, savoring the cool, silky feel. Lacy was growing a bit impatient, and she placed the bra over my head and shoulders. Next came the panties, the wig, and the short emerald skirt.

“Can I do the makeup Lacy?” Valerie asked.

“Sure honey, why not. He’s your sissy too.”

Valerie took me by the hand and led me to Lacy’s bathroom vanity and had me take a seat. She was an expert, doing the same, if not better than Lacy, taking extra care with my eyeliner and eyeshadow. She stepped away and looked at me, then came back to me, placing a heavier amount of mascara on my lashes.

“Humm, this won’t do,” Valerie said, hand under her chin like an artist studying her model, and looking at my eyebrows. “What do you think, Lacy.”

“Yeah, I agree,” and then Lacy pulled out an electric razor from her draw and made my eyebrows, which were already thin, almost invisible. Now, on the Senate floor, I had no idea how I would hide this. Both of them laughed at my predicament, as Valerie used the eyebrow pencil to finish the facial makeup.

“Here little sissy cum-slut, look at yourself!” Lacy barked at me. I could barely hide my arousal and both women looked at the upward tilt of my cock cage. “Don’t worry Peter, relief is on the way,” she said laughing.

“Umm, can I please have a cigarette?” I asked, now going full slut on my two mistresses.

“Sure. Valerie, please give him one.” Valerie lit me up and I couldn’t believe what a great job she did with me. I left all traces of manhood behind. I had really been pulled over the line now, and I loved it.

“Okay slut, get on the bed on all fours and face the headboard-NOW!” Lacy said.

I was as obedient as I could be, wanting them to go easy on me. But really, I was hoping they would take my obedience as a sign that I really wanted what was coming and I did. While watching both of them in action, I actually found myself wishing for a pussy. I would have to make do with what I had, and I saw my caged cock as a “makeshift pussy.”

As soon as I was in position Lacy took the tube of the jelly from the night stand and rubbed a generous portion all over my cherry asshole. It felt cool and arousing. I never felt anything like this before, but I’d seen it in my YOUTUBE videos many times.

“This shouldn’t be new to you Peter. I know you’ve seen hundreds of videos.” Valerie just looked at Tracy.

“Yes Val, our little sissy here has been watching dirty videos on YOUTUBE, so nothing will surprise him, or ‘H U R’ I should say,” she said spelling it out. I was for all intents and purposes a real slut now.

Now she placed her index finger, coated in the K-Y inside my boy pussy, and the cool mix of pleasure and pain made a drop of pre cum appear on the top of my cock. She moved her finger around and around in a circle, making me moan. She pulled her finger out, and left me in a state of suspended ecstasy.

“What do you say Val; let’s give the sissy the ride of her life!”

“I’m all in Lace!”

Lacy pulled out the fleshy-looking silicone dildo and strapped it to her waist, then lubed it up with the jelly. She grabbed the sides of my hips and lined up the tip of the fake cock with my cherry asshole, or ‘boy pussy,’ and went in with the head part. When she pulled out, I felt full, like I had to shit, but when she went in again, it went away. I clenched the bed sheets with my fists because the pain of me being dilated was excruciating.

“Relax Peter, it will get better very soon, I promise,” Lacy told me.

The slipperiness of the toy made the sliding of it easier, and she went in and out of me with it, more each time. Now, strangely, it felt better than ever – a weird mixture of pain and pleasure. The end of Lacy’s belt had a curved prominence that also went in and massaged her pussy, making her moan with each thrust.

Now the entire toy was going in and out of me, and I met her thrusts with those of my own. I was craving the pleasure I got, which soon was greater than the pain. My cock was breaking itself against the silicone mesh of the cage. I would do anything to be able to stroke myself.

I didn’t want this to end, and Lacy stiffened and stopped thrusting for a second and she came, squirting all over my butt cheeks. Deep inside me she hit my male “g-spot,” and I shot out a big load of hot, white, sticky cum through the plastic cage onto the bed sheets in front of me. Lacy kept on going, prolonging my “sissygasm,” as I learned to call it. Lacy collapsed on top of my butt and back.

When Lacy pulled out of me and turned me over, she saw my jizz that covered the cage and the bedsheets. “Now you’re a real G U R L Peter, how do you like it?” Valerie and Lacy were both laughing.

“I think I enjoyed it.” That was only a half-truth; I fucking loved it!

“Well that’s just great. Your training and transformation has only just begun. Soon you’ll start taking real cock and loving it.”

I wondered what these two women had in store for me. The rest of the week, Lacy pounded me every night with the silicone cock. Each time, I found new ways to increase the pleasure. I noticed that if I wasn’t dressed like a slut I didn’t enjoy it as much.

After a week of Lacy’s hammering I had to go to Washington for a few days. I took an extra suitcase with me to the hotel which contained a similar outfit and makeup, and also a little box containing the dildo, cock cage and the lube. I had it set up so that I could back up against the toy without anyone else being present. This was my new secret. Lacy got me hooked. I would never straight out jerk-off again, or have straight sex again. It always had to be this way.

♦️♦️♦️


Chapter Five

_________________

____


When I came home after my week of my senate duties, Lacy looked at my little suitcase and opened the contents. She broke out into a wide smile when she saw what I had been up to while I was away.

“Oh Peter,” she said, grinning from ear to ear. “This weekend we’re going to have a few of my friends over at the house. I hope you don’t mind.” I froze up and a look of shock and horror appeared on my face.

“What do you mean? Do you intend to expose me and ruin my career?”

“Oh nothing like that, relax. Believe me, you can trust the guests to keep your secret. Besides, I promise you, you’ll have the time of your life.”

I noticed a bit of a change in Lacy’s attitude towards me. She was still a cuckolding tramp. In fact the week I was away she told me that she and Val had picked up men in bars and brought them over to the house. Just to rub it in a little, she had me sit in front of the TV in the living room to watch their escapades in her bedroom. She got a sexual excitement of showing off her escapades to me. I also knew that she liked me better as a transgender sissy-cum slut rather than straight Peter.

“Peter, I think we need a girl’s name for you. I was thinking of ‘Candy,’ what do you think? That’s kind of a hookerish name for you.” I liked the sound of it, so that was it then – I was now ‘Candy,’ transgender slut belonging to my wife.

“Okay, fine by me.”

“That’s great Candy because this Saturday night you’re coming out as ‘the real you!’”

On Saturday, I let Lacy dress me up in a purple dress version of my favorite emerald skirt. For a change, she got me a blonde “Bimbo wig,” from AMAZON, that looked like just the thing a cheap hooker would wear. And that’s what I was becoming, much to my excitement – a cheap transgender whore.

The doorbell rang around eight o’clock. A man with short, sandy hair, and huge muscles and a six pack abdomen was standing in the doorway. I was dressed up, and I could feel his eyes undressing me. I recognized him instantly. It was Clint Snowcroft, the wealthy donor to my campaign fund, come here from Dallas. I knew that this was the guy who had been plugging Lacy for a few years now, and cuckolding me. Evidently his tastes were more varied than I could have imagined. After all, he was Dallas’s most eligible bachelor.

“Hello senator how are you these days?” he said with a smirk.

“Take a look – how do you like the ‘new me’?” I said, now into my new persona.

“You look good enough to eat,” he said, devouring me with his eyes. I had the cock cage on me, and I could feel myself bursting against it. I actually wanted Clint to ravage me completely, and leave nothing left. I let all my inhibitions fly out the window.

“I decided to make this evening a little more intimate Peter,” Lacy said. After you get ‘broken in,’ we can expand your horizons a bit more,” and she laughed at the double meaning.

“Well what are waiting for Lacy, let’s get started!” Clint exclaimed.

Lacy walked up to Clint, and I stood there and watched my wife get felt up under her skirt and kissed by one of the wealthiest men in the southwest. It turned me on, and I followed them upstairs; Lacy wagging her finger at me.

“Have a seat Peter, like a good little slut. I know you love watching this.”

Clint stood in front of Lacy who was kneeling, and unzippering his fly, and she pulled out his massive seven or eight inch cock. It was at least the size of the fleshy dildo if not more.

Lacy got to work right away, sucking on Clint as he hissed through his closed teeth, getting her cheap, red lip gloss all over the tip of his cock. She slurped and sucked as I sat on the bed and watched, mesmerized, as my wife cuckolded me. Clint pressed his hands down on Lacy’s head, pushing her closer to his waist, almost choking her on his cock. Then suddenly she stopped.

“Hey, what the fuck, Lacy?” Clint said, puzzled and frustrated.

“I think we’ll let ‘Candy’ here finish you off. You see, she’s my newest creation, a very hungry cum-slut!”

“Great!” Clint said, turning towards me, his cock pointing up at the ceiling. “Okay bitch, get on your knees!” Lacy laughed as Clint ordered me around. It turned me on greatly.

Lacy stood up and I eagerly took her place on the carpet in front of the Clint monster’s cock. I licked my lips, my cock aching in its cage, and got right down to business. I sucked and slurped like Lacy did, but with more feeling than she had. I had been practicing all week with the sex toy, so I was ready.

Clint moaned, and rocked back and forth as I went up and down on him, my hands with their long painted fingernails massaging his balls. I of course, moaned through my sucking as well, dying for my release. Then Clint let out a muffled scream, and shot three times into my mouth, the warm, thick cum hitting the back of my throat. Lacy watched, grinning, at how her newest creation took to cock.

It was such a massive load that some of it actually dripped down the sides of my mouth and onto my chin. I didn’t let a drop touch the floor. I sucked him until there was nothing left on his cock – I licked it clean. Then I came off of Clint, and he stood me up facing him and kissed me on the mouth, getting a taste of his own jizz.

“Wow sen . . er, I mean Candy, you give the best blow jobs!”

I was very pleased with myself. “Well thank you honey, I loved it. Please do stop by the next time you’re in town.”

Lacy and Clint laughed. “Okay now slut!” Lacy barked. “Get up on the bed and do your thing. It’s time now for you to get off since you’ve been such a good gurl.”

I got up on the bed, and Lacy handed Clint a cock ring which was another toy from her arsenal. Clint slipped it on, and immediately his cock, which had started to sag a bit became fully hard again.

I was on all fours, and as soon as I flipped the bottom of my dress over my head Clint was on the bed behind me and pushed aside the G-String over to the side of my butt cheek. He smeared K-Y Jelly over my “bussy” and down my taint, and then spread a generous helping on his cock. He played around my hole with the tip of his cock just teasing me, the hardness of it making me crazy. Drops of pre cum leaked out onto the silicone mesh. I wanted to stroke my cock so badly. That desire soon passed as he entered me for real, gasping as he did so.

“Oh wow Candy, you are so fucking tight,” he said as he now entered me and came out again, inch by inch. I bucked up against him taking all of his cock inside me in a frenzy of desire. He stretched me out more with the girth of his cock.

He went inside me like a mixing spoon, his cock hitting the walls of my bussy, driving me crazy. Then he screamed and I felt his hot, sticky cum enter me and fill me up, so soon after I thought I thought I sucked all the jizz out of him.

He hit my “p-spot,” and I came too – much more intense than I ever did with Lacy’s toy; my jizz dripping out of the cage and shooting onto the bed sheet below me. Clint kept thrusting, the cock ring keeping him hard. My orgasm continued blissfully, even though all the cum was out of me. I truly felt what a girl must feel like.

Then Clint came off me and spanked my ass. “You give a nice ride, Senator Hartley!” Both he and Lacy were laughing hysterically, and I was smiling.

“Lacy, you did an excellent job. Did you know about your husband before this?”

“Well, let’s just say that this is all because of a temporary, but fortunate lapse of judgment Clint.”

“Humm, okay. How would both of you like to come to my private resort in Cancun some time?”

“That would be great Clint. Can Valerie come too?”

“Valerie. Oh! That’s your, uh, girlfriend right? The one you tell me you go out whoring with.”

“The one and the same.”

“Well sure, bring her along. We can all take my private plane.”

So this is how my little crossdressing secret helped make my marriage better. In a couple of short weeks I went from being a cuckolded husband with no sense of self-esteem, to the cum-slut whore of my dreams, and it would only get better from here!.

♦️♦️♦️
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