

Hubby’s Cuckolding Fantasy Doesn’t Go to Plan:

Darren’s wife, Jean, refuses to take part in enacting his cuckolding fantasy, but then..........

Darren Nags His Wife, Jean, to Cuckold Him

Darren had always taken a keen interest in porn. As a teenager, he’d begun buying top- shelf magazines from the local newsagent, with great embarrassment, which he’d kept hidden under his bed. This continued into adulthood, even after he got married to Jean. But then the internet arrived, with its opportunities to explore every possible kind of fetish and sexual scenario, and this had aroused his imagination. The main fantasy he had, with which he was obsessed, was Jean picking up a man in a club or bar, having sex with him, then returning to home tell him about it. Or with him actually watching Jean having sex with another man, always without taking part himself. Cuckolding as it was known. He didn’t know why this turned him on so much, just that it did.

In these fantasies, Jean was dressed like a sexy slut, in lingerie, stockings and high heels, while the man/men she had sex with were usually young, virile and handsome, and very well hung. But Jean was immune to Darren’s persuasion. She said she found his fantasies, a complete turn off. She even felt quite hurt –

‘I’m married to you, and I believe in being faithful, and thought you did too.’

‘But I’m not going to be unfaithful, just you – with my permission and encouragement: so, it’s not really being unfaithful.’

‘No, I don’t want to do it, it seems sleazy.  I don’t need to have sex with other men.’

So, Darren had to be content with looking at internet porn, and reading erotica, which he had to try to keep hidden from his wife. Just as, when he was a teenager, he hid his top shelf mags from his mother. But Darren’s fantasy, which he was continually nagging Jean to take part in, had eventually prompted her to do some internet research herself, and begun herself wondering what it might be like to have sex with another man. The idea of her husband watching without taking part, began to make her excited when she thought about it. She discovered that this was a recurring fantasy for some men, known as cuckolding. It was easy to find scenarios of this on the net, though she wasn’t sure how much this ever went beyond fantasy. Did Darren really expect his idea to go beyond a role play scenario, with her pretending she was coming home after a night out, where she’d picked up and had sex with a strange man, and telling Darren all about it. She strongly expected that this was the case with her husband, who wasn’t really a man of action in her experience. He wanted her to agree to his cuckolding scenario, but it wouldn’t ever go beyond a fantasy or roleplay, with her dressing up sexily and pretending she’d picked up a stranger and had sex with him. Yes, that could be a turn on, Jean thought her to herself: dress up like a slut, and pretend she’d been out and had sex with a random stranger. But Jean was the type of person who was more interested in actually experiencing something, rather than just taking part in fantasy role play. If she was going to do this, she would really do it.

One thing   that piqued her interest in cuckolding, were a couple of scenarios where the husband was forced to dress up as a woman, sissified or forcibly feminised: further humiliated and emasculated by his wife having sex with another man, while he looked on helplessly, or waited at home for her to return and taunt him about his inadequacy as a man. Now that was something, she WAS interested in doing to Darren, she realised. She didn’t know why, but seeing photos of men whose wives and partners had forced them to dress in women’s clothes, inexplicably turned her on. She also saw photos of men being penetrated by their female partners wearing dildoes, and this made her even more aroused. In cuckolding, the man was humiliated, or degraded, by being verbally abused, or even forced to take part in gay sex acts, though he wasn’t gay. Though, she also read that the desire to see you wife having sex with another man while you watched, could be a sign of repressed homosexuality on the husband’s part.  Hmm, interesting. 

Sissified!

Now Jean was suddenly interested in Darren’s idea, and told him this, much to his surprise –

‘Ok I’ll do it. Just as long as it’s on my own terms. I’ll organise it.’

Darren didn’t know quite what to say. He’d never actually thought that his wife would agree to take part in realising his fantasy, let alone want to organise it. Though he wondered exactly what her ‘own terms’ were. He was soon to find out, though.

‘I have one condition, if you want me go through with this idea of yours, you have to do what I tell you to do, and if you don’t then I won’t do it.’

‘OK, I ‘IL do my best, what is it you want me to do?’

‘Go to my drawer and take out a pair of my panties and bring them through.’

‘Oh...OK’.

Darren walked into the bedroom, and opened his wife’s knicker drawer, which he seldom had cause to look in. It was crammed with colourful panties, and he pulled out the first pair he touched – a bright red, flimsily frilly pair. He noted how delicate the fabric was compared to his own pants, and how hard it would be for him to get into them. But as he picked them up, he felt his cock stiffening.

He took them through to where Jean sat.

‘Now put them on.’

‘What....’

‘Put my pants on.’

He pulled his trousers off and struggled into the knickers, and now he really did become hard, especially as he felt the soft material against his cock, which, now erect, poked from the above the panty waistband.

‘You really like wearing my pants, don’t you?’ Jean grinned.

He felt himself blush. He had no answer, because whatever he   might think and say consciously about having to wear women’s knickers – how appalled he was– his stiffening cock spoke differently.

But despite the evidence to the contrary, Darren felt bound to say – ‘No, I don’t. I may have a bit of a hard on, but that’s just the feel of the fabric, and doesn’t mean I like wearing women’s panties– which I most certainly don’t.’

‘Well, my dear husband, if you want me to do this, then you have to do what I want, even if you don’t like it. So, wear my pants, if you want me to fulfil your fantasy.’

He still wanted Jean to go with other men - it made him so excited to think of it. Would it be so bad to wear her panties now and then? His cock hardened even more at the thought, and threatened to burst from the women’s knickers he was wearing.

However, an idea came to him-

‘There’s not much point in me dressing in women’s clothes is there? – not with this’ he said, fingering his beard.

‘I want you to shave it off.’

‘I can’t do that, this beard is part of me, I’ve had it since I was twenty.’

He had indeed had the   beard growth for years, and, something that he’d never ever told anyone, he’d grown it because of his rather feminine, ‘pretty,’ features. Having the beard had made him feel manly, when previously he hadn’t, and he still hid behind it. The beard was an important part of his identity.

‘Well, nothing like a change. Now you have to shave it of if you want me to go through with what you want me to do. Oh, and shave your legs and chest while you’re at it.’

‘What!’

‘Now. Do it now.’

He certainly did want to go through with his wife having sex with another man, and now he ‘d become more obsessed the idea than ever, so he reluctantly went into the bathroom and shaved off his beard, and the rest of his body hair.

‘I probably won’t look so feminine now as I did when I was young,’ he thought to himself. But he had a shock when his naked face was revealed – how fine featured and feminine he still looked. A look which he didn’t like at all.

‘My what an improvement’ Jean said, when he re-entered the room.

‘You’d really suit a bit of makeup, some lippy and mascara.’

‘No, I definitely wouldn’t.’ He stated adamantly.

‘Come on, sit down, let’s just see what you look like with makeup. Remember my conditions if you want me to fulfil this fantasy of yours.’

Grudgingly, he sat down on the dressing table chair, as indicated, and Jean quickly set to work, thickly applying mascara, eyeliner, eye shadow, lip liner and thick, red lipstick.

Darren couldn’t believe the transformation – now he was an attractive, sexy looking woman, even with his short hair and male clothes.

‘What a state I look- this is ridiculous.’

‘You look like real bimbo slut’ Jean laughed ‘a lot of men would find you really attractive, and hit on you.’

‘If they were gay, but it would be pointless for them, because I’m definitely not gay myself’ he grunted.

‘If they were gay, they’d probably find a real, butch man attractive; but I think straight men would find you sexy dressed as a woman, because you’d look just like a real woman.’

‘No, I don’t think so’ he said., feeling his cheeks redden.

Jean opened a drawer, and pulled out a pink, satin suspender belt and black stockings, and threw them over to him.

Darren opened his mouth to protest, but he was too turned on to speak, which made him feel even worse.

‘Did you shave your legs and chest like I told you to?’

‘Yes,’ he said grudgingly. ‘I don’t know what all this in aid of, but I did.’

The stockings felt very sensual over his now hairless legs, as he pulled them up, the way he’d seen his wife do so many times, and awkwardly clipped them to the suspender belt.

‘These shoes should fit you, they’re quite a large size, and you’ve got small feet for a man.’

He managed to get the shoes, strappy, high heeled sandals, onto his feet, and struggled for balance as he stood up in them, and tried to walk.

Jean whistled -

‘What slim, shapely legs you have- stockings and heels really suit you. But you’ll have to learn how to walk properly in heels’

He scowled, and wondered what she had planned next.  He didn’t have long to wait, when she picked up a white leather looking garment from the table.

He had no idea what it was, but she stood behind him began to pull the garment around his waist.  As she pulled laces and straps tighter,

making him gasp for breath, he realised that it must be some form of corset. This will give you a really womanly figure.’ Jean said.

‘But I don’t want a bloody womanly figure’ he muttered.

‘Do you want me to go through with your idea of sleeping with another man or not?’

The corset made him feel extremely uncomfortable, as Jean gave him a white dress, covered with pink and black flowers, with a thin, black leather belt, to put on.

‘Right, now I’ll find a nice girly wig for you and you’ll be ready to look at yourself in the mirror.’

He was dizzy with a combination of arousal and humiliation. And when she put one of her old wigs on him, one from her younger days, of frothy, cascading blond curls, he was astonished by his refection in the mirror: an image of a streetwalking slut, whom he himself would like to fuck. Yes, he was attracted to himself, which was telling, since he never really liked the way he looked, or indeed anything about himself, in his normal, male guise.

Jean had actually had fantasies of her own, and had devised a plan to see them enacted.

‘Well, now you’re fully sissified, I want you to enact a traditional female role in life, by doing all the household chore while I’m out at work, and you’re to do them dressed in female attire, including heels. And don’t think won’t check-up on you on the security cams, to see if you’re cheating and have taken your heels off. There will be punishments for cheating in such a way, or for not doing the chores properly. You see I know all about you and your fetish: how you love to be humiliated. So, I’m doing you a favour.’

‘But what about my own work, my consultancy?’

‘You’ll just have to give it up. My work pays the bills anyway, so you doing the chores will help me more in my role as breadwinner.’

He didn’t know what to say. How had he brought this about? But at least his fantasy was to be fulfilled. The thought of it, and of the humiliation his wife had outlined, made his cock hard.

The Next Door Neighbour

Three days later, in his new, sissy role, Darren was upstairs cleaning the bathroom, dressed in female clothes, when he heard the front doorbell.

He froze, who was it? But he was lucky, Jean was at home that day, so he’d be safe as long as stayed in an upstairs bedroom out of the way. He heard some noise downstairs, and wondered who it was. Next, he heard a male voice, and recognised the Scottish accent as Bill from next door. A man a couple of years older than him, with shaved head and a prominent belly: unlike Darren’s own youthful, athletic build, through regular gym sessions. But Bill was very tough and strong, with huge tattooed biceps from his years in the Army, and current work as a builder.  Darren had always looked down on Bill as someone who’d let himself go, and was boring and a bit thick, though he was secretly   jealous of Bill’s overtly Alpha male masculinity. Now the man was obviously helping his wife carry something heavy up the stairs, something that he, Darren, should have been doing. He quickly ducked into a wardrobe and hid.

‘Oh, thanks Bill’ he heard his wife say ‘I don’t know what I would have done without you.’

‘Only too glad to be able to help. Hubby out then?’  Bill asked.

‘No – he’s indisposed – he’s not really up to carrying heavy weights at the moment.’

‘Oh, that’s a shame – bad back or something?’

‘No, it’s something deeper than that, a lot deeper.’

Darren ground his teeth – he was certainly fitter than Bill, and was sure he could have carried whatever it was up the stairs, no problem.

But what could he do, but stay still, and keep quiet? the thought of Bill seeing him dressed as a sissy was mortifying.

He waited until he heard Bill leave, and emerged from the closet, tottering in his heels and tight skirt.

‘What was that all about?’

‘Oh, a delivery of something I ordered - a new chest of drawers. Bill kindly gave me a hand, since I didn’t want to embarrass you, and I think you might have found it hard to carry it up the stairs in heels and tight skirt!’

‘Hmph.’

‘There’s no “humph” about it – you wouldn’t want to reveal yourself dressed like you are, would you?’

‘Err, no, I bloody wouldn’t, but whose idea was it to make me dress as a tart in the first place?’

Then, wondering what new furniture they might possibly need, he asked ‘What is this new item, then?’

‘In answer to your first question – you accepted my proposal that if I was prepared to undertake your fantasy of meeting other men for sex, you would dress as a woman. If you no longer want me to see other men, then you can go back to how you were before.

In answer to your second question - the new drawer set is there.’

She indicated a vivid pink chest of drawers in the corner of the room.

Darren looked at it, a bemused expression on his face -

‘Why pink, it doesn’t fit in with the colour scheme, besides you’ve got plenty of drawer space.’

‘Oh, it’s not for me. It’s for you – for the new female clothes I’ve bought you.’

The humiliation stunned Darren into silence.

‘Yes, you realise that from now on you won’t need any more male clothes, in your new sissy role.’

‘I’m not in a new sissy role.’

‘What, a man who wants to watch his wife with another man, not a sissy?’ She laughed ‘don’t worry, I’m getting used to the idea – could even be getting to like it.’

Jean Spends the Evening with Bill

Darren noted that Jean was getting glammed up, something quite unusual.  She’d put on a short, red skirt, with tight fitting white blouse, that showed the outline of her lovely breasts with their prominent nipples, and six-inch heels, and seamed stockings.  She’d also applied heavier makeup than usual, and put her blonde hair up, showing off long dangly earrings, and highlighted her movie star cheekbones. The subtle fragrance of her expensive French perfume hung in the air. Darren had himself been ordered by Jean to always douse himself in strong smelling, cheap slut perfume:

‘It’s suits your image’ Jean told him.

‘Gong out somewhere?’ Darren asked, surprised, because his wife seldom went out at night alone, and then not usually dressed in such a glamorously, sexy way.

‘Yeah – I’m just popping next door to see Bill – a bit of a thank you for his help this morning with the drawers. I don’t know what I would have done if he hadn’t offered to help. He’s so strong and manly’ she said.

Darren immediately felt awful – undermined as a man, and jealous of this Bill, who was coarse and uneducated: balding, with a beer belly, and tattoos. The ex-soldier was also physically strong, and worked as a builder. It would be highly unlikely to find him dressed as woman, and he’d look totally ridiculous anyway. Not that Darren didn’t look somewhat ridiculous in the over the top, almost drag, look that Jean had forced him into, but the feminine look did suit his fine features and slim build.

‘You’ve encouraged me to see other men, remember.’

‘Yes, but not to form relationships with them, just to have sex. Do you really want to have sex with Bill – he’s gross.’

‘He’s actually pretty sexy – so manly, especially compared to you since you’ve given up being a man.’

‘But it’s you who’ve made me dress as a woman, it wasn’t my idea at all. In fact, I hate it.’

‘You hate it. Really! Even though it makes you VERY aroused. Any man who wants his wife to have sex with other men isn’t a real man in my book. I couldn’t imagine Bill doing such a thing.’

‘But Bill’s wife has left him. Maybe he’s a bit too much of a macho man.’

‘Bill’s a gentle giant. Tough, yes, but kind and protective. He told me his wife had had an affair.’

‘Oh, I didn’t know you’d got to know him so well.’ Darren expressed his surprise. ‘So now you prefer this great hulking bloke to me. Are you going to sit watching the football with him, drinking beer?’

‘Bill’s a down to earth, real man – honest, and up front, without any hidden secrets that he hasn’t told me about – like wanting to dress as a woman, and his wife to have sex with other men. Maybe it’s you who really wants to have the sex with other men, and you want me to do it by proxy, because you can’t accept your own sexuality.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous. It’s just to spice up our sex life, that’s all.’

‘But now you’re complaining about me seeing Bill, although I really do want to thank him for his help.’

‘But I didn’t mean you to become emotionally involved, or become friends, with another man, just to have sex with him.’

‘Sorry – I’m not like that. You should be glad that I’m complying with your fantasy, not moaning about the type of man I’m choosing to become involved with. Though going around Bill’s house to thank him for his help isn’t becoming emotionally involved with him is it? You don’t know whether I fancy him or not. Anyway, I’m going now or I’ll be late.’

And with that she walked out, and Darren listened to her high heels clip, clopping down the path. He immediately felt a strong mixture of emotions: jealousy, mixed with incredible arousal, as he had a sudden image of big, muscular, tattooed Bill, penetrating his wife from behind. He had to go straight up to the bedroom, and lie down on the bed and masturbate – to an image of his wife with another man’s huge cock up her. Yes, a big, fat, gross, hairy, muscular, macho Alpha male fucking his lovely wife.

He came in seconds, masses of creamy white cum spurting into the air, and down over the duvet. His immediate thought then was that he’d better clean the mess up before Jean came home.

Try as he might, nothing could stop him thinking about his wife with this other man. He was tormented by feelings of jealousy and inadequacy, while at the same tide having a permanent semi-hard on. Conflicted hardly described it. The fantasy of his wife having sex with another man had long obsessed him, and he’d kept on at his wife for ages about it. But now she’d finally, unexpectedly agreed to fulfil it – and was actually doing so in real life, rather than some role play scenario, and forcing him to become a sissy, he felt completely destroyed. Except, except - dressing as a woman really turned him on, and, he had to grudgingly admit, felt almost like coming home in a way, not that he’d ever tell Jean that. But he wanted to be the old football and beer loving Darren, slopping around in jeans and t shirts, with his mates, watching the game in the pub. He certainly couldn’t go to the pub his mates used, and which showed the football, dressed as a woman. Though he didn’t have to dress in female clothes all the time, but Jean had forced him to wear her knickers all the time, so he was always aware of the female role he was being drawn into. Jean, who had a full-time job, unlike him who worked from home as a self-employed consultant, now had given him a list of chores to do every day, to be undertaken dressed as a woman, including high heels, with various punishments listed for failure to do each task properly. For instance, failure to clean the bathroom to Jean’s, high, standards, meant he would get ten strokes with a riding crop on his bare arse. This was a real riding crop, that Jean had had since she was a young girl, because of her interest in horse riding. She’d also spoken about him being pony trained, with a bit and harness, while she rode him in the nearby park. Oh, the embarrassment and humiliation if she actually carried this out. But, as he’d found out Jean wasn’t someone to make idle promises: if he said she’d do something, then she would. He looked at his watch. He was counting the time before Jean arrived back from Bill’s house.  He could hardly bear it. Surely, she wouldn’t really have sex with him. He’d imagined a handsome, younger man would be suitable for her, not a fat, shaven headed, older guy with a beer gut, even if he did have big muscles.  He imagined Bill’s beery breath, and his rough, calloused hands on his wife’s soft body, and became hard again.

It grew late – 12.30 pm, and still Jean wasn’t home. Eventually, at 2 am, he heard her key in the door. He breathed a sigh of relief, at least she’d actually come home.   She teetered tipsily into the room, and nearly fell in her six-inch heels.

‘You’re drunk’ he said accusingly.

‘Just a couple of gin and tonics. I’ve had a lovely time, Bill’s great company, so many tales– he used to be in the army, you know. He’s seen so many things. He was telling me about the ladyboys in Thailand, and tranny prostitutes in Hamburg, made my hair curl, I can tell you. Reminded me of you. I mean the ladyboys and tranny whores, not being in the army’ she laughed cruelly.

‘Yes, Bill’s fucked a tranny’ she winked at him.

‘Did he fuck you?’ Darren couldn’t help getting cutting straight to the point - what had obsessed him, tormented him, aroused him for the whole evening.

Jean smiled ambiguously –

‘That would be telling’ she said, with another wink.

‘He did, I know he did.’

‘Well that’s what you wanted isn’t it? I’m not saying he did though...or that he didn’t. I’m tired now, I’m going to bed.’

With that she staggered from the room. He heard her noisy in the bathroom. She hadn’t closed the door, and he heard her peeing, then being sick.

Darren got up to go and help her, as he would previously have done if she was being sick, but something stopped him, and soon he heard her going into the bedroom. He sat up for ages, before going upstairs and climbing into bed next to Jean. She was sleeping heavily. She’d had pushed the bedclothes back, and her naked breasts were revealed as she hadn’t put her nightdress on. Darren examined his wife’s breasts for any evidence of having sex, but it was too dark to see anything. Did she smell of another man? He couldn’t tell. All he could smell was alcohol from her breath, and cigarette smoke from her hair. She usually drank, little if at all, and had she’d been smoking, or just was it from Bill’s cigarettes. She didn’t usually smoke – they were very health conscious, and totally opposed to it, so if she had been, it seemed another betrayal somehow.

Jean’s Date with Bill- and Hubby Comes Too

Jean told Darren that she’d made a date to go out for dinner with Bill the following weekend.

‘That’s nice’ Darren replied, unable to keep the sarcasm out of his voice.

‘Yes, it is, and I want you to help me choose what to wear – something suitably sexy. And’ she continued ‘a suitably slutty costume for yourself – you’re coming with us.’

‘No, I can’t do that – go out to a restaurant dressed as a woman.’

‘Bill’s driving us there. He’s dying to meet you as a sissy: he’s only seen you in your old male persona.’

‘What do you mean old male persona – I certainly haven’t given up on it. I fully intend to carry on being a bloke.’

‘You gave that up on the day you asked your wife to go with other men.’

Daren spluttered, but was unable to speak. Instead Jean said –

‘Enough of this idle talk, go upstairs and clean the toilet, I’ve just had a good crap, and the toilet bowl’s filthy.’

Darren meekly complied, he now felt completely unable to assert himself, and really could feel himself inhabiting a sissy role. Which he was very unhappy about. His cock became hard though!

Darren’s mind wasn’t on the job, as he bent to clean the toilet – which Jean had purposely left in a disgusting mess, and he didn’t clean the toilet bowl properly. Not to his wife’s satisfaction anyway, and she challenged him about it.

‘I did my best’ he said ‘I mean it was rank.’

‘I told you, I want the cleaning done to my standards, not your low ones. Pull down your knickers, and bend over the chair.’

‘What....’

‘Just do it, if you want me to see other men.’

Darren grudgingly, pulled down his panties, and his stiffening cock popped right out. He hadn’t noticed Jean’s riding crop on a nearby table, but was made brutally aware of it when she slashed it across his erect cock. Then, dazed with pain, he meekly bent forward as indicated, and ten, severely painful strokes, were briskly administered to his naked arse, leaving it with livid red stripes. His cock also had a bright red mark gouged across it.

Darren chose Jean’s clothes for the date as instructed-

‘Pick out something YOU find really sexy’ Jean had said.

He picked out his favourite black dress, in a clingy, figure hugging fabric, with a plunging neckline, that fully revealed her voluptuous cleavage, black seamed stockings, and strappy six-inch heeled shoes, and bright red lipstick and heavy eye makeup. It really turned him on to see her dressed like this.  For himself, he had no choice. Well, his choice would have been to dress as a man, but Jean had bought him an incredibly short dress of shiny pink PVC, which barely covered the tops of the black , seamed stockings he had to wear, along with pink six-inch heels, bright red nails and lipstick, and blue eyeshadow, with loads of blusher. Jean made him up to look like an over the top tranny, with outrageously big, pouting lips, enlarged with dark lipliner, and ultra-heavy eye makeup with bright blue eyeshadow. There was nothing subtle about it. Darren was someone who could probably pass as a woman, but his whole outfit and makeup, made people look twice and screamed ‘drag’ and ‘tranny.’

In the restaurant, it was worse than Darren had imagined. He had to sit opposite Jean and Bill while they cuddled and smooched, and whispered sweet nothings in each other’s ears, like two love sick teenagers. Darren just had to sit there, ignoring the looks and   comments from other diners, trying to hide his erection, which unable to be fully constrained by the female knickers he wore, almost met the hem of his skirt, so that he was frightened to get up to go to the toilet. Besides, which toilet should he use – male or female? He found it very difficult to watch this brute of a man fondling his wife under the table with one his big, hairy hands on her knee, pushing her short dress up. Darren looked around to see if anyone was watching. Jean wouldn’t have put up with this kind of behaviour in public from him, but now she seemed to be loving it from Bill. She seemed besotted. The meal arrived and the two lovebirds had to turn their attention to their plates of food. Bill had only grunted when introduced to Darren at the start of the evening by Jean using the new, humiliating name by which she referred to him, Darlene.

Although they lived next door to each other, Darren hadn’t spoken to Bill before, apart from a nod in passing, since he hadn’t been in the house long. Both Bill and Jean had both ignored the sissified hubby, having eyes only for each other: he was invisible to them, which is how he felt.

However, now Bill surveyed him –

‘She’s a sexy piece’ he remarked to Jean approvingly.

‘Reminds of when I was in the army, and the ladyboys in Thailand - I had three at once. Then there was the tranny whore I picked up in Hamburg, or was I Berlin? who I thought was a real woman at first – gave great head, though’ he laughed coarsely.

His voice was loud and booming, and Darren felt embarrassed. How did the normally staid and respectable– in public anyway – Jean, feel about being linked with such a man?

In the Car Park with Bill

The meal finished, and they went out to the car park, where Bill’s car was. Without warning, Bill grabbed at Jean, as they passed a bin store and pushed her inside. Darren followed. Now his fantasy was being fulfilled as the pair kissed passionately, with Darren’s hand soon inside Jean’s blouse, and her fumbling with his trouser zip. Soon she was bent over a dustbin, skirt around her waist, knickers round her ankles, as Bill’s cock penetrated her. She moaned loudly, and Darren’s own cock threatened to lift the hem of his too short skirt, as it burst from his knickers.

‘Watch and see how a real man does it’ Jean shouted to Darren, who was now masturbating.

Bill’s cock suddenly erupted as he withdrew it from Jean’s fanny and directed a stream of cum over her bum cheeks, and the back of her dress. Then he turned to Darren –

‘Come on ladyboy, lick my cock clean.’

Darren shook as he tentatively went down on his knees, and took Bill’s cock in his mouth, slick with his wife’s juices. He found that after initial near nervousness, he began to suck away enthusiastically. He was in the moment, carried away doing something which he’d previously found the thought of completely repugnant. As he sucked and licked, he could feel Bill becoming hard again.

‘Fuck him up the arse’ he heard Jean say, and Darren could hardly believe his ears, that Jean could be so coarse.

‘Go on fuck the sissy, fuck him as like you would a woman.’

Darren found himself pushed onto his back, by Jean, while Bill raised his legs, so that they were over his shoulders, and lent in, his cock aimed at the sissy’s open bum-hole like a weapon. And it felt like a weapon as it went up inside him, filling him up, so he felt he would burst. But then the abject hubby was suddenly overcome with a huge wave of sensual pleasure that he’d never before experienced, as he orgasmed violently, squirting what seemed pints of cum onto the grimy, litter strewn concrete

‘He loves humiliation and being treated like a cheap whore, doesn’t he?’ Darren heard Bill’s voice as he lay panting on the ground.

Then Jean –

‘Yes, he really does, that’s what this is all about.’

Darren heard sounds of scraping and clanking: it was Bill lifting a nearby garbage bin full of filthy trash.

‘Oh, you’re so strong Bill’ Jean said ‘yeah, go on tip that shit over her, that just the sort of degradation she’ll love.’

His wife’s calling him ‘she’ was the humiliating thought that passed   fleetingly through Darren’s head, just before he was covered in waves of stinking, fetid restaurant trash: rotten food- eggs, peelings, mouldy fruit, custard and gravy, flour and treacle. Then Bill picked up an old tin of white paint standing next to the bins and tipped that over the hapless sissy too.

Just a moment ago, Darren had had the best sexual experience he’d ever had, which was also the most shaming experience of his life, and now he was literally trashed, his hair and clothes ruined.

‘He can’t come back with us in the car now, he’s too filthy’ Darren heard Bill say.

‘How’s he going to get home though?’ Darren was pleased that Jean seem concerned – she surely wouldn’t leave him there.

‘He loves humiliation you say, as we’ve just seen – let him make his own way back – what could be better for someone like him, he’ll really get off on it. He’ll find a way to get home anyway. When I was on special operations in the Gulf, I had to find my way, at night, through enemy territory. Getting home from here is piece of piss compared to that.’

‘It will add to the humiliation he craves I suppose. This must be the perfect evening for him – seeing his wife fucked by another man, and being thoroughly humiliated afterwards.’ he heard Jean say scornfully, and could hardly believe what he’d heard.

Bill’s heavy footsteps, and Jean’s clip clopping heels, disappeared into the distance. Daren was hardly able to see anything now through the filth and paint, and was filled with anxiety – how WOULD he get home. But his cock was still hard.

Sissified Hubby Gets a Lift

He got up and staggered into the High Street. Get a cab, was all he could think of doing. Well, imagine taking the night bus, full of drunken teenagers. It was bad enough being in public dressed as a sissy, but covered in stinking mess too! He stood at the kerbside. It was dark under the streetlamps, and he doubted if people would be able to tell immediately that he wasn’t real woman, or see the state he was in. Cars hooted, but there was no cab. Suddenly a car stopped – it wasn’t a cab. The door opened and the driver leaned out –

‘Doing business love?’ the driver asked.

A disgusted ‘No’ was on his lips, but his mind worked quickly – maybe this was an opportunity to get a lift home.

‘Could be’ he said ‘I’ll give you a blow job in return for a lift home’ he went on, making his voice as high and feminine as possible. Darren couldn’t believe that he’d said these words – he’d never given oral sex to another man in his life, and the idea had always been disgusting to him.

‘Where do you live darling?’ the driver said.

‘Battersea.’

‘OK - get in.’

Darren got into the car having to discretely use his left hand to keep his erection from revealing itself from under his too short skirt, and hoping it was too dark for the man to notice. As he sat down the driver sniffed –

‘Bit of a mess, aren’t you?’

Darren hoped desperately that the man wouldn’t change his mind.

He nodded, and muttered in a barely audible, small voice, something about slipping on the wet pavement.

‘I’ll drive into the alley around the corner, and you can do the business, then I’ll take you home.’

The driver parked up, then pushed his seat back and pulled down the zip of his trousers. His cock popped out, growing, glistening with pre cum. Darren steeled himself, what choice did he have?  He was desperate to get home safely. He knelt uncomfortably before the man, and took his hardening member in his mouth, and licked and sucked away. It seemed only seconds before the man’s cock began to throb, and the he suddenly pulled it from the sissy’s mouth and directed a stream of cum into his face, stinging his eyes, running down his chin, and dripping onto his clothes. Now he truly was a defiled, degraded slut.

Without speaking the man let him get back into his seat, and started the engine.

‘Where about do you live in Battersea?’ He asked.

Darren breathed a sigh of relief, at least the man had kept his word.

Soon the car was drawing up outside Darren’s house, and he struggled from the passenger, still desperately trying to stop his cock from poking out from beneath his skirt.

The man zoomed away, barely giving Darren a backwards glance. The house was dark, as he walked up the path. Jean had given him a tiny shoulder brag, telling him that it had everything he needed in it, but that didn’t include a front door key he discovered as he fumbled inside it: just makeup, a small mirror, and some tissues. He pressed the bell and waited, but no lights came on, and the house remained in silence. He didn’t even know if Jean had come back to the house or not – maybe she had gone to Bill’s to stay the night. He looked next door at Bill’s house, but that was in darkness too. Maybe they’d gone off somewhere together. The thought made him feel sick. This was all his doing, his idea of Jean going with another man.  Again, an image leapt into his mind of Bill fucking his wife, which he’d now actually witnessed, and had even experienced being fucked by Bill himself. God, Darren could hardly believe what had happened that night. His cock grew hard despite the state he was in, with the man who’d given him a lift’s cum mixing with all the other crap over his face. He forlornly though he’d try the door handle, before he tried to find somewhere else to sleep, and, amazingly, it opened. Someone must be in. He walked into the dark hall, and thought he glimpsed a light coming from a bedroom, and walked gingerly up the stairs, mess falling for his clothes onto the carpet as he progressed. He worried what Jean would say about that, then thought how absurd to be concerned about that at such a moment. He tried to be as quiet as possible, as he crept towards the main bedroom in his heels which seemed stuck to his feet. The door was ajar, with a dim light showing through.  He warily pushed the door, not knowing what he might find, and there was his lovely wife, lying entwined with the gross Bill, her soft, blonde mane spread over his course, black chest hair, his hairy, ape like arms protectively around her. Well now Darren’s fantasy had certainly become reality, but did that make him happy? Well, his stiffening cock made it clear that he certainly was in one respect! But, on the other hand, he felt distressed and hurt, especially with the knowledge that all this had been through his own instigation. He went to go back out of the door, but inadvertently stumbled over some clothes on the floor, and into a small table with a lamp on it, which fell to the floor with a crash.  There was a shout from Bill as he sat up, and a torchlight flashed on, dazzling Darren.

‘What the fuck...’ Bill shouted.

Jean   had now roused too, and looked towards her hapless hubby, as he stood shrinking in the torchlight’s glare.

‘What the heck do you think you’re doing, bursting in on us like this.?’ He screamed.

‘I live here’ the words formed on his lips, but didn’t emerge.

‘Go and sleep downstairs on the sofa, we’ll deal with you in the morning.’ Jean said angrily.

The light went off, and Darren forlornly made his way downstairs again, careful not to trip in his heels. He tottered into the lounge, clicked on the light, and threw himself down, exhausted, onto the couch, where he fell into a deep sleep, haunted by dreams of Bill, as an ape or an ogre, tying him up and fucking him, before fucking Jean. In the morning he realised that he’d orgasmed in the night, his own cum damp and sticky over his already soiled and reeking clothes, adding to the stain they’d made on the couch.

He took the whipping Jean gave him with her riding crop the next day, with barely a whimper.

Three Weeks Later

‘Here she is’ Jean said, and Darren looked up from beneath his ultra-long false eyelashes to see three men walk into the room. One of the men was Bill the other two his brother Sid, and his nephew Danny: who was a lot younger than the other two. They were all big, burly, Alpha males.

Darren felt his cock hardening, as Bill leaned into his face and began kissing him on his bright red lipstick stained lips. He found himself acting as if taken over by some alien force, and kissing him back, their tongues soon mingling passionately. while Sid’s hand was on his cock, which was dripping with pre cum. Out of the corner of his eye Darren was aware of Jean, holding a dildo, which she was thrusting between her legs. He found myself being eased down onto his back, and didn’t attempt to fight it – the three men were gentle, but firm, and he somehow knew that he didn’t have any choice in what was about to happen. But his erect cock told him that he wanted what he knew what was going to happen, anyway. The sissy’s legs were pushed into the air as he lay on his back, so that his skirt fell around his waist, exposing the tops of his stockings and his pink, frilly crotchless knickers, and his rock hard cock leaking pre-cum. Darren felt the tip of a cock pressing into the entrance to his now wide-open hole.

His brain formed the word ‘no,’ but what actually emerged from his mouth was an exclamatory ‘yes,’ as Danny’s penis eased deep inside him, and he was overcome with feelings of vulnerability and helplessness, which made him incredibly aroused. Then he exclaimed again, loudly, as the cock thrust inside him, deeper and deeper, sending waves of pleasure through his body. Out of the corner of his eye, he witnessed Jean ‘s pushing the dildo in and out, faster and faster between her legs, which made him even harder if that was possible –

‘Fuck him. Fuck him good, good and proper’ he heard his wife shout, using words, and in a tone, he’d only ever heard her use once before: that night in the restaurant car park. He soon orgasmed, the sticky cum hitting him directly in his own face, leading to a burst of mocking laughter from Jean –

‘Go on your sissy bitch, eat your own cum, best place for it, well, it’s never going inside me again that’s for sure.’

Things were never the same between him and Jean after that. How could they be? He could never assume the male role again. Now he was Jean’s sissy, at her beck and call, assuming a traditional female role in the relationship, doing all the household chores and shopping. While she became the breadwinner, and went from strength to strength, he dressed permanently in women’s clothes, and frequently had to perform and be ready for the men she brought home, for them to have their way with him for her amusement.

She actually formed a permanent relationship with Bill, and he almost became a live-in boyfriend, so often was he at their house. Darren, now referred always to by his wife and Bill, as Darlene, often as Daft Darlene, Dozy Darlene, Dumb Darlene or Dickhead Darlene, had to serve him and Jean like a sissy maid, attending to their every need, which he did without demure.  Well, his new role turned him on, despite himself, and he would be punished by his wife whenever he   rebelled against it, or said he didn’t want to do something: as he did   a few times at first. But after the punishments, like having to clean the toilet after Jean, and Bill had used it, with his tongue, or  a dozen strokes on his bare  arse  by from Jean’s riding crop, he fully realised his submissive status, even began to relish it, despite messages from his brain that urged him to run away from the situation. But he really knew he never would, or could.

Visit to the Piccadilly Circus Station Toilet

It was with great trepidation that the Darren entered the Piccadilly Circus underground station toilet.  Jean waited for him in a nearby café. She’d dressed him in sexually ambiguous clothing – a pair of tight, black ski pants, pink blouse, and short suede jacket. But the clothes erred far more on the side of the feminine than the masculine in look, and she’d also applied makeup to his face, though in a slightly more subtle shade than he was normally forced to wear. Overall, his appearance was effeminate, or gay. Darren didn’t feel at all comfortable   looking like this in public, though obviously not as   difficult to deal with as wearing the full slut drag of short skirt and six-inch heels; and long, ringleted, blonde wig with heavy, over the top makeup.

As instructed, Darren wasn’t to follow his normal, lifelong practise in using a public toilet; which was to pee without looking at any of the other users. In fact, he’d studiedly avoid meeting their gaze, and then zip up and get out as quickly as possible, often without even bothering to wash his hands. Now, he’d been told to  hang around in the toilet: use the urinal, then go into a cubicle, before using the urinal again, and, instead of averting his gaze from all the other men, he was to make eye contact; and, a real breach of men’s toilet etiquette, to look overtly at the next man’s cock as he peed. The thought made him dizzy with humiliation and embarrassment, and he didn’t know how he would be able to manage such a thing. However, the throbbing between his legs, told him how much the idea turned him on. Once contact was made with another toilet user, then the idea was that the liaison would be pursued in the way that such liaisons usually were. Darren himself was pretty naïve about what went on in toilets with gay men, never wanting to know about such things, as if he might be somehow contaminated. It was such a taboo for him.

Anyway, Darren knew he had to do as told by his, now dominating, wife, or else; and so, he lined up with several other men at the urinals, and forced himself to look down at the man on his right’s peeing cock. He’d never ever had such an inclination before, but now he suddenly felt aroused as he looked at the man’s, big, penis, squirting out pee, and an image came, unwanted, into his mind, of the man peeing and wanking in his face. The man, quickly finished his pee and tucked his cock away so quickly that urine escaped over his trousers, so desperate was he to get away. He zipped up and nearly ran from the toilet. Darren went, as instructed, into a cubicle, and waited there for several minutes, before deciding from the sounds he could hear, that only one or two other men were using the urinals. He went and deliberately stood next to a tall, thin man, with blonde hair.  Well, the man would probably move away pretty quickly if he wasn’t interested. However, to Darren’s surprise, the man didn’t move off quickly, but seemed to lean back a bit to let Darren have a good look at his cock.

The other urinal user left, and Darren, found himself letting his hand go from his own cock to touch the that of man next to him, whom he had half expected to turn and punch him. The man didn’t, but instead, touched Darren’s own cock.

‘Let’s go in a cubicle’ the man said hoarsely.

Darren now had a huge erection, as did the man. In the cubicle he fell to his knees, remembering to pull out his phone, as instructed by Jean, and snap a couple of photos as the man thrust his cock into his open mouth. He could hardly believe what was happening, as he sucked away enthusiastically, or when the man shot a load of thick white cum into his open mouth and over his face.

‘Thanks’ the man muttered, before zipping up his trousers and quickly walking from the cubicle.  By the time  Darren had cleaned himself up as best he could with toilet paper there was no trace of the man to be seen, and other men were using the urinals, and no one took any notice of his as he walked out of the toilet, and went to find his wife in the restaurant.

He found her easily enough, sitting at a window table, and she didn’t see him as he approached, but he was able to watch her watching a handsome young guy walking along the street outside.

He cleared his throat as he neared, and automatically put his hand to mouth, and recoiled as his fingers touched a bit of cold cum.

‘’Hi’ he said loudly to Jean, and in an urgent whisper ‘got any tissues?’

‘Hi, sit down and tell all. I see it went to plan then.’

‘Yes,’ he replied tersely, and I got some photos as you wanted, but give me some tissues, quick.’

‘Are you ordering me about Sissy Boy.’

Jean reached into her bag –

‘Here you are.’

She gave him a tissue, but one with lipstick smeared on it.

‘You’ve already used this’ Darren said.

‘Yeah – it’s all you’re getting.’

That night, Jean became amorous towards her husband for the first time in months –

‘Tell me again about how you picked up a stranger in a public toilet, and gave him a blow job.’

He told her as he entered her: of how the man had ejaculated right into his face, and his complete feeling of humiliation and emasculation. Jean screamed as she orgasmed, in a way that she never did when he’d fucked her in the past. In fact, she’d usually been almost silent.  

Sissy Goes Shopping

Darren, or Darlene as he was now referred to by his wife, and her lover, Bill, got out of the car. It was his car, but now always driven by Jean or Bill. The sissy tried not to expose too much stocking top, as his ridiculously short skirt rode up his thighs, and touched his high heel clad foot on the gravel of the car park. He paused, only to feel a shove in the back from Jean –

‘Go on Sissy Boy’ she urged, slamming the car door shut behind him.

He straightened up, and shouldered his tiny handbag. And teetered off towards the DIY store, where he’d been ordered to buy materials for home decorating. He had a list, and had to fulfil the whole of it, or he’d be punished with the dreaded riding crop. Jean had a way now of making him bend over so that his balls received the full force of the whip’s crack, as well as bare bottom. She also liked to give his cock a couple of whacks too.

Darren glanced back at the car after he’d minced for about fifty metres, with the store still another fifty metres away, and it was no longer there. He had a moment of panic: now he felt truly on his own. But he had no choice but to carry on towards the store. As he approached the automatic doors, he felt a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach, an almost overwhelming desire to run away, but he knew he couldn’t. Well, he couldn’t now run way, since the car was no longer there.  Where could he go? Hide behind a tree? He realised that such behaviour would only attract more attention to himself.  His heels tip- tapped on the concrete, as the   doors slid open with a swish. A woman was just about to come out, and without thinking he stood aside for her, but it was she who paused in her stride, with a –

‘Come on lovey.’

Darren teetered past her, wondering if she knew – what did ‘lovey’ mean? The woman might well say it say it to a man too, maybe: a certain kind of man.

Now Darren was walking down the shop’s aisles, and the panic increased inside his brain.  Keep calm, he mattered to himself, think logically. He needed to get certain items; Jean has written him a list.

He remembered that she’d stuffed the lists inside his shoulder bag, so he turned to fiddle with the bag’s clasp. But it was too awkward to open while still on his shoulder, and he had to swing it off. He fumbled with it, and it fell from his grip onto the floor, and he had to crouch down, so that his skirt rose up almost revealing his knickers. A woman was staring at him, so he quickly rose to his feet, nearly falling as he did so in the ridiculously high heels. Sweat dripped from beneath his wig, and ran along the end of his nose, where it dripped onto his blouse. Eventually Darren managed to locate the list and read it. He needed to get a tin of pink paint, some paint brushes and a bottle of white spirit.

A trolley – he needed a trolley, of course, because he’d never be able to carry all those items to the till, and it would certainly attract attention if he attempted to. He was aware of stares, particularly from a couple of builders in filthy working clothes and boots. One of them said something to the other who laughed.   
The paint, where was the paint? He found the right aisle, and now had to find the right colour and type – pink gloss. He found it, and   struggled to pick it up with his long, bright red, lacquered fingernails.

‘Can I help you madam?’ a voice said.

It was a young, male assistant. Fearing he would drop the paint otherwise, he nodded ‘yes,’ and whispered ‘thanks’ in a tiny, feminine as possible, voice.

He found the other items, then it was the   ordeal of the queue. Sweat ran down his back, and into his knickers, where his stiff cock oozed pre-cum. Despite the gross embarrassment and total humiliation, he was still turned on – or, perhaps, because of this, he thought sadly.

People stared, but mostly turned away quickly. Sometimes he heard a muffled giggle, but wasn’t sure if he was becoming paranoid. When it was his turn at the checkout the assistant did seem to be struggling to maintain composure and the urge to laugh, as Darren’s trembling fingers with their garish red nails, grappled with putting the items he’d bought into a carrier bag provided. Then there was further embarrassment when getting his purse from his bag, pulling out his purse and credit card and nearly dropping them. Then, how did you type in a pin number with long nails. But in the end, he managed it, and tottered with relief from the shop, fighting the urge to break in to a run, which he wouldn’t have been able to do in high heels anyway.

But the car still wasn’t there. Alarm. All he could do was stand, self-consciously near the shop entrance, but hiding as far as possible in a corner used by smokers. Well, he had to be visible, for when Jean came back, always assuming she would, of course. What if she didn’t: how would he get home, dressed like this? A chill ran through him. Then his phone rang, he struggled got the phone out of his bag as quickly as possible –which wasn’t that quickly!

‘Hello’ he said, his voice urgent with anxiety ‘where are you?’

‘Oh. I came back home, just thought it would be a good test for you to get yourself back while dressed as a woman.’

‘More humiliating you mean.’

‘Well. Maybe, but you love it don’t you? Get yourself a cab.’ She put the phone down.

‘Shit’ Now he had to teeter back to the front of the store and find a cab, or phone for one. Just when he thought he’d escaped this nightmare. He then had to wait about fifteen minutes for a cab to turn up, having to further endure the feeling of humiliation, and the comments and sniggers of fellow shoppers, until he was nearly at the end of his tether, although his cock throbbed with arousal.

When Darren got back to the house, he hoped that none of the neighbours was watching as he got out of the cab, paid the driver and walked up the garden path to his front door, or if they were, that wouldn’t realise it was him but think he was a female  visitor. He fumbled with his key in lock, and went through to the lounge, then stopped, shocked: Jean sat on the sofa, with Bill next to her, his hand up her skirt and groping her fanny, while she had a look of pure ecstasy on her face.  Bill paused when he saw Darren, and Jean said-

‘Ha, you’ve finally come back, just in time to give Bill a blow job.’

Bill turned towards the sissy, and unzipped his trousers, revealing his immense cock.

Darren walked towards him, and   dropped to his knees.
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