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    HUSBAND IN PANTIES 
 
    When Karen catches her husband, Dave, dressed in her lingerie, giving the neighbour some oral pleasure, she’s ready to call it quits on their relationship. But not before getting a little bit of humiliating revenge.  
 
    If Dave ever wants to see his daughter again, he’s going to have to go ahead with the little date Karen has set up for him, with three well-endowed men who are all looking to have their way with the sissy husband. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I often came home to things in my closet being out of place—certain items sometimes missing for a few days before randomly reappearing—though I never suspected it was my husband. I’d been married to Dave for eight years and never had he hinted at being a cross-dresser. I’d always just assumed it was our daughter, messing around in our bedroom—little girls love trying on mommy’s clothing. But husbands? 
 
    One afternoon, I sat our daughter down and I asked her about it. “Janice, have you been playing in mommy’s closet?” Dave was in the room when I asked, leaning against the wall in the corner, his gaze moving between my daughter and the hockey game on the television in the next room.  
 
    “No, mommy,” Janice said, but I didn’t believe her, not at the time, anyway. It never crossed my mind that it might be my husband: the sports-loving, car-obsessed carpenter.  
 
    I caught Dave one night, when I was home early from work. The lights had been left on in the house, but the house was empty. I called out for him, but there was no answer. When I checked the bedroom, I noticed my closet door had been left open, and there was clothing on the ground, discarded options: all lingerie.  
 
    My initial instinct was that my husband was cheating on me, and his mistress was wearing my lingerie—and the two of them were hiding somewhere in the house, waiting for me to walk away so they could slip out. Maybe it was a girl from Dave’s work who came over at the end of every day. How many times had I put on a spicy little number that she had worn just hours before me? I could feel my blood pressure rising. 
 
    I went to his closet and I swung open the door. He wasn’t there, and there was nothing out of place. I went to the bathroom and did the same thing, then to the spare bedroom, and then I went down to the basement. I knew they were there somewhere and I wasn’t going to let them get away with it. It didn’t matter whether I found them or not—I knew Dave was sleeping with another woman. The relationship was as good as over already, caught in the act or not.  
 
    Though a part of me held onto the hope that I was mistaken, that I would find Dave in the basement surrounded by rose petals, with my lingerie laid out on the spare bed, candles glowing in every corner. But the basement was empty. So I tried the garage. His car was there, so where the hell was he? I went out to the yard and I looked around. I walked over to the garden shed, but it too was empty. And then I saw the faint glow emanating from our neighbour’s bedroom window.  
 
    Our neighbour, Larry, was a handsome man. He was always working out in the yard, shirtless, pushing around weights, doing chin-ups, flexing his muscles. Dave would always get mad at me when I stared out at the glistening hunk, and sometimes he would stare out and make comments like, “Does he have to do that in front of our window? Can’t he do that in the basement? Doesn’t he know we have a young, impressionable daughter?” 
 
    Now, Larry was standing naked, his fingers nestled into the blonde hair of a little bimbo, who was on her knees wearing black lingerie, his cock in her mouth. And then I realized it was my black lingerie. Larry was married, but that wasn’t his wife. Was Larry the one cheating on his wife, and if so, why the hell were they coming over and borrowing my lingerie?  
 
    And then I realized what I was seeing. That little bimbo was my husband.  
 
    Dave worked with his hands, he earned most of our money, and he always voted Republican. He was the last person I would have expected to see wearing a wig and my lingerie, sneaking over to the neighbour’s house to suck off the neighbour. Was my husband gay? I had to sit down so I wouldn’t collapse. I took a deep breath. Dave? But Dave was the one who always scorned at the people standing outside of the gay bars. He always got all worked up when they talked about gay or trans rights on the news. My Dave wasn’t gay—how could he be? Was it all just an act? Was our whole marriage just a sham, and I was just his cover?  
 
    His parents were very religious, and the guys he worked with were all super-conservative—it was quite possible he just kept me around to appease everyone.  
 
    I looked back at the window. Dave was now looking up at Larry with a big smile on his dolled-up face, Larry’s long, thick cock in his hand. He was beating him off quickly, cock aimed at Dave’s chin, and judging by the constricted look on Larry’s face, he was about to come. I couldn’t force myself to look away, no matter how hard I tried. I watched my husband take a big cumshot to the face, smiling the whole time.  
 
    What if Dave was just bi-sexual? What if he really did like me, but for some reason he was too afraid to tell me about his fantasies, worried about my reaction. What if he was going around in my lingerie, giving out blowjobs because I wasn’t satisfying him in the bedroom? Was it all my fault?  
 
    I went to my car and I drove around the block. I cried for a while, waiting until six when I usually got home from work, and then I pulled into our driveway. Dave was in the kitchen, in his work clothes, working on a pot of chilli. He looked at me when I walked in and he smiled. “Hey, baby. How was work? What’s wrong? Have you been crying?” 
 
    I forced a smile. “It’s just that time of month,” I lied, and he nodded. 
 
    “Well, it’s nothing my famous chilli can’t help, right?” he continued to cook, oblivious to what I now knew about him. I went up to our bedroom and looked in the closet. Everything had been put back in its place. I wondered where he kept his wig and his makeup kit. He wasn’t using my makeup—I could tell nothing had been touched. I looked around in the far reaches of the closet but could find nothing. But it was somewhere… 
 
    I thought about telling him what I’d seen, what I knew, but I didn’t know how to turn what I’d seen into words. And even if I could verbalize myself, I wouldn’t have been able to push those words past the thick lump in my throat.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I blamed myself for Dave’s infidelity. It was my fault he felt he needed to go elsewhere to be satisfied sexually. And as the days went by, I consoled myself in the thought that he wasn’t having a romantic relationship with anyone. From what I could tell, it was strictly physical—not that that made it right.  
 
    Whenever I could, I would come home from work early, parking the car a few houses down from our own, and sneaking up to see if I could catch a glimpse of Dave going about his secret, sexual life. I saw him a few times: twice through the window of Larry’s house, and once as he was slipping across the lawn. I got up close to Larry’s bedroom window and I looked in. I wasn’t too worried about being caught—I had a feeling I wasn’t the one that would be getting in any trouble.  
 
    Dave looked surprisingly good in my lingerie, but the big surprise was how well he was able to do his makeup. Had I known he was such a pro, I would have gotten him to do my makeup before going out on Friday nights. He wore his eyeliner dark, he was conservative with the eye-shadow, and he wore the perfect shade of pink on his lips. I wanted to ask him what shade it was so I could get the same thing.  
 
    His wig was impressive, too. Had I not known any better, I would have assumed it was the real thing. It couldn’t have been cheap, probably made from real human hair. It extended down to the bust of his chest (how he made the bust, I have no idea, but it looked convincing), and it was complete with highlights.  
 
    I wondered if Larry knew that Dave wasn’t really a woman. Surely he knew, right? Surely he recognized Dave under that wig and that makeup… Though he was convincing, I’ll give him that. He wasn’t just convincing, he was hot. It was strange, watching my husband kissing another man, running his hands down another man’s chiselled torso. It was especially strange watching my husband sinking down to his knees and pulling down another man’s pants, taking another man’s big, throbbing cock in his hand and beating him off.  
 
    In a strange way, it was kind of sexy, seeing my Dave staring up into another man’s eyes as he worked that throbbing shaft, seeing him leaning forward and running the tip of his tongue along the underside of the massive erection. Dave was able to make Larry’s face turn red. I’d never been able to make Dave’s turn red like that. I kind of liked watching Larry take my husband’s head in his hands, face-fucking him, sinking his cock deep into Dave’s throat.  
 
    “Just like that,” I could just hear Larry saying through the window. I stepped closer so I could hear more. 
 
    “You like that, baby?” Dave said. I couldn’t believe his voice. For a moment, I wasn’t so sure it was actually him—he sounded so genuine, like an actual woman.  
 
    “Yeah,” Larry said, and then he took a deep breath in. “Let me fuck that wet pussy of yours, babe. Just this once.” 
 
    “No way, Hun. You know the rules.” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Were they just roleplaying or did Larry actually think my husband was a girl? My God, I couldn’t believe it. I just couldn’t believe it… 
 
    “I’ll wear a condom, Mindy,” Larry said. 
 
    “It’s not happening, sweetheart,” Dave said, and then he continued to suck our neighbour off. The frustration on Larry’s face soon disappeared as he came closer to his orgasm. I watched his fingers curling against my husband’s head, his legs trembling suddenly.  
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he cried out. Dave kept the cock deep in his mouth. His eyes lit up as his mouth was filled with cum. I could see it squishing out the sides of his lips, running down his face. He swallowed what didn’t fall out, and then he wiped up what did and he swallowed that, too. My husband wasn’t just a cross-dresser, he was a full-blown whore. 
 
    Before standing up, he reached between his legs and tucked his erection back into his panties. It had slipped out, but thankfully Larry didn’t notice. I wondered if Dave knew he was playing a dangerous game. It was only a matter of time before Larry realized he wasn’t being sucked off by a woman—and then what? Would he get violent? Would he kill my husband? Would he tell the whole neighbourhood that my husband liked to get dressed up before going around and sucking off other men?  
 
    I ran across the lawn and back to my car. As always, I drove around the block, waited a good thirty minutes, and then I returned home to my husband in the kitchen, preparing dinner, oblivious to what I knew about him. I had a hard time looking him in the eyes, knowing that no matter what I did, I wasn’t able to satisfy him sexually. There were a few times in the bedroom that I thought about telling him to put on my lingerie, but I didn’t want to embarrass him, and I didn’t want him to catch on that I knew about his secret. I still wasn’t sure what to do with the information I now possessed. I still wasn’t sure if all of this meant the end of our relationship, if it was something I could fix, and if not, was it something I could live with. 
 
    I didn’t want to change my husband. I’ve always been a firm believer that people can’t be changed by external influences. If Dave was going to fix his problems, he needed to do it himself. But I didn’t know how long he’d been sucking off the neighbours—as far as I knew, it had been going on since we got married, maybe even before.  
 
    When we made love, I still felt like he really loved me—the way his hands cupped my breasts and explored my body, the way he kissed me, the way he plunged me with his big, hard cock. He’d never had any issues getting hard with me. Sometimes I wouldn’t even be out of my top and his erection would be a throbbing pillar of warm marble. I’d read online that closeted husbands generally need a good deal of foreplay before they can get it up, and most of them struggle to keep it up unless they’re messing around in the backdoor. Dave certainly had no issues keeping it up, and he had no issues coming—sometimes coming within a minute or two of penetrating my warm, wet pussy. He rarely closed his eyes when we made love, and he rarely wanted to take me from behind. I don’t think he was gay. 
 
    But any man who goes next door to suck off the neighbour while dressed like a girl isn’t straight. Maybe he was bisexual, or maybe he was something else—falling into one of the other thirty-six sexual-preference categories. 
 
    But his sexual orientation wasn’t the major issue at hand. More important was the fact that I needed to figure out the next step—what was I going to do about it? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I decided I had two options: confront him and ask him to stop, or leave him without giving him the chance. I considered the first option for some time, but in the end, I decided it went against my morals. I knew that confronting him and asking him to stop his charade was just delaying the inevitable. He would stop for a while and then he would probably find another outlet behind my back, and maybe I wouldn’t be so lucky the next time. Maybe I wouldn’t find out about whatever shenanigans he was getting up to, and I would be the oblivious one. It made me sick to think about how oblivious I was for so long—I couldn’t go through it again. 
 
    So I decided I was going to leave him. I wasn’t angry with him—I told myself that I would leave him for his own sake, so he could go and find someone who could satisfy him sexually, who was okay with his little kink. I had my little speech all planned out in my head. I knew exactly what I was going to tell him, and I planned on opening with my newfound knowledge, concerning his little neighbourhood romps.  
 
    I came home from work early. I figured if I caught him in the act, he couldn’t just deny everything I said. I didn’t need our split to turn into a big argument. He was great at arguing, and apparently he was great at lying, too. I didn’t need to be convinced to stick around, or convinced that I was mistaken. He was capable of pulling it off, I’m sure, and I was vulnerable enough to fall for it.  
 
    When I came home, the house was empty and my closet door was open. He was next door, as expected. I walked across the lawn towards the glow of the bedroom light, and I looked in. There he was, with Larry. They were kissing. Dave took Larry’s bottom lip playfully between his teeth and pulled back gently. They both laughed and then continued to kiss.  
 
    And then I heard the rumbling of an engine and the heavy crunching of gravel. I looked around the corner. Larry’s wife was home, early from work. A panic filled my body. Larry and Dave were completely oblivious. I crept back into the shadows and I watched Larry’s wife step out from her vehicle and walk towards the house.  
 
    I didn’t care so much about Larry’s fate, but I was worried about Dave. I didn’t want him to become the victim of some domestic violence. Larry’s wife had always been a bit crazy, always screaming at Larry about this or that. The police had pulled up to their house a few times after other neighbours called, worried she was about to become violent—and that was just over nonsense like dirty dishes and failed attempts at doing the laundry. How would she react to finding her husband with another woman? And what if she recognized Dave, unlike her husband?  
 
    I watched as she opened the front door, and then I watched as Dave and Larry perked up and froze. The colour drained from Larry’s face. They were doomed. I made my move, running across the lawn to the front door of their house. I rang the doorbell quickly, stopping Larry’s wife from travelling too far down the hallway towards my husband and his fling. I watched through the little door window as she stopped in her tracks and turned around. She answered the door. “Hey Karen, what’s up?” she said. 
 
    “Hey, I saw you pull up. I was wondering if you could give me a hand with something. My husband’s out and I need to get this box in from the garage.” 
 
    She stared at me curiously for a moment. I’d never asked her for anything before, in the half-decade we’d lived next door to one another.  
 
    “Sure, just let me get changed out of my work clothes.” She turned around and started towards the bedroom.  
 
    “Actually, it’s kind of urgent. It won’t take long, I promise. Please?” I said. 
 
    She looked at me again with that curious gaze, and she hesitated. “Alright, fine,” she said, and then she followed me to my garage.  
 
    I pointed at the first box I saw and said, “That one right there.” She walked over to it and lifted it up herself without much effort. “Wow, you’re so strong,” I said. 
 
    “It hardly weighs fifteen pounds,” she said. 
 
    “I guess I need to start hitting the gym more often,” I said, and then I showed her where I needed it, in the living room. She put it down, looked at me with that tilted gaze, and then she left. Luckily, she didn’t notice my husband running across the lawn as she walked back to her house.  
 
    My husband thought he could sneak by me. I heard him carefully closing the backdoor and creeping up the stairs. I waiting to hear the bedroom door close before I went up and confronted him.  
 
    I was sad to see him in my lingerie, in that wig, with makeup on his face. It was suddenly real—that really was my husband going next door. A small piece of me had held onto the hope that I was just mistaken, that the girl sucking Larry off every night was just some girl with a few similar facial features as Dave, who was looting my closet because she knew no one was home. It was an absurd theory, but my heart didn’t want to let it go. Now, it had no choice. There was no denying it: the neighbourhood cocksucker was my husband.  
 
    He froze at the sight of me. “I can explain,” he said. 
 
    I didn’t have any words. My whole prepared speech had been forgotten in an instant. I just stood there feeling like a complete moron, feeling like my life was officially crumbling to pieces around me. 
 
    “We’re putting on a little play at work—it’s like a charity thing. But the script we have has three girls in it, and there are only two girls who work for the company, and I drew the short straw. It’s funny, right?” he said. 
 
    But still, I couldn’t say anything, and I knew he could tell from my face that I wasn’t buying it.  
 
    “I’m serious. You can even ask my boss,” he said. 
 
    “Okay, give me your phone,” I said, and then his expression dropped. 
 
    “Well, he’s out of town right now, but I think he’s going to be back in a day or two. You can ask him then,” he said, his voice shaken.  
 
    “I saw you with the neighbour,” I said, and then the room became silent. He had no more excuses, no more lies, though I could tell he was trying desperately to think of something. I saw fear in his eyes. He looked like he was about to throw up. I didn’t need my whole speech—the silence in the room was more than enough. “I’m the reason you got away. I saved your ass, and your lover’s ass, but I’m not sure why I did it.” 
 
    “He’s not my lover, Karen. I—I can explain,” he said. I was curious to see how he planned on explaining his way out of this once. 
 
    “Go ahead,” I said. 
 
    He stared into my eyes and then he looked down at his stocking-clad toes. His lips parted but no words came out from his mouth. He closed his lips and tried again—still nothing. He had no explanation, and now he was just trying to buy time while he thought of something.  
 
    “I’m leaving you,” I said and then he started begging me to stay, begging me to forgive him, promising he would change and go to therapy and this and that and the other thing. I stopped listening after a few seconds—it was just noise, just desperation. I couldn’t believe he was really sorry for me. He was just sorry for himself, angry he’d been caught instead of being angry for hurting me. I wasn’t buying it. “I’m going to pack my bags and leave tomorrow.” 
 
    He stared at me with red eyes. He was still in that wig and that makeup. It was so surreal, hearing his voice coming out from that slutty little body. “Where are you going to go?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know yet, but I’m going to take Janice with me.”  
 
    He didn’t protest. He just stood there looking broken. I told him to sleep down in the basement guest room, and he didn’t put up a fight. He went downstairs and I didn’t see or hear from him for the rest of the night. I knew I needed to get out sooner than later—before he came up with some intricate lie to make me stay.  
 
    I didn’t know why he wanted me to stay so badly. If I wasn’t satisfying him, what did he want from me? Did he actually love me or was he just afraid of being alone?  
 
    I wasn’t able to sleep that night. With every sleepless hour that passed, I became angrier and angrier with him. To think that he would lie to my face like that—a lie he’d carried on for years and years. I started to wonder what else was a lie. When he went away for his friend’s bachelor party and didn’t come back for a week, was he out cheating on me? All those days he came home late from work, was he out cheating on me? How long had Larry been part of his life? Had he sucked off any of our other neighbours? I thought about asking him, but I knew he would just lie. I wouldn’t be able to trust anything he ever told me again.  
 
    And worst of all, he was the father of my daughter. Once we were apart, would he get her for half of the week? Would he lie to me about her life? Would he lie to her? I didn’t want my daughter being raised by a man who dressed up as the town slut and went door to door pleasuring the neighbourhood. I didn’t want my daughter to come home early from school one day and see her father dressed in lace and satin and fishnets. Even if we split up, I needed him to straighten out his life. I needed him to realize the seriousness of what he was doing. It infuriated me to think that he could have been picking our daughter up from day-care, but instead he was getting men off in my lingerie. 
 
    As the sun started to rise, and I hadn’t even gotten ten minutes of sleep, I decided I wanted more than a divorce. I wanted revenge. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    My husband was gone once I got out of bed, presumably at work. As I was getting ready for work, I received a text message from him. “I’m so sorry about everything,” he said. I didn’t bother responding. It wasn’t a conversation I wanted to get sucked into. I didn’t have time to pity him. I needed to start thinking about myself, and about my daughter.  
 
    I looked up some articles on how to handle a divorce with a child in the mix. They say children of divorce have a far greater chance of being poor as adults, a far greater chance of ending up divorced themselves, and a greater chance of abusing drugs and alcohol. The stats went on and on, making me feel guiltier and guiltier. Was I hurting my daughter’s future by leaving Dave? Did that make me a bad mother.  
 
    For better or worse, in sickness and health… It was a contract I agreed to and now I was breaking. Does anyone actually agree to their vows though? No one actually thinks they will stick around when things start sliding towards the ‘for worse’ end of the spectrum.  
 
    But could I stay with Dave for the sake of my daughter? What about my own mental well-being? How could I live day-to-day, not knowing what he was up to? I wouldn’t be able to leave him alone without assuming he was getting up to something. He couldn’t possibly suppress his urges forever.  
 
    Then I had a thought: What if I blackmailed him? What if I had something in my possession that would strike so much fear into his heart, he wouldn’t dare fool around behind my back ever again? Even if I did leave him, I needed him to control himself for the sake of my daughter. I didn’t need my daughter’s father being killed by some angry wife who found out Dave sucked off her husband. How could I ever explain such a thing to such a vulnerable, young child?  
 
    But what could I blackmail him with? I could threaten to tell his boss and all of his co-workers about what he’d done, but would they even believe me? Maybe at first, but once Dave got to them—he would have no problem explaining what I’d said away, convincing them all that I was insane and full of vengeance. I needed something tangible. Something I could show people and leave them without a shadow of a doubt. 
 
    Damn it, I should have taken pictures. I should have slipped out my phone while Dave was in the bedroom with Larry, and snapped a few quick ones—or better yet, a video. I wasn’t going to get that kind of chance again. Not unless I set it up myself. 
 
    As I made my way to work, the idea festered in my head, growing quickly and becoming more and more intricate. It wouldn’t be hard to set up; I just needed to find a man who was looking for a free, easy good time. Getting Dave to go along with it wouldn’t be hard. I could tell him it was a fantasy I wanted to play out, and I’m sure he would go along with it. I could have told him the only way I was staying with him was if he jumped off of a bridge, and I’m sure he would have done it. I caught myself smiling in the rear-view mirror as I thought about it.  
 
    I wouldn’t just find one man. I would find two men—no, make that three. My husband, being dominated by three men while I watched—cameras hiding in the room, recording everything, getting all of his sissy humiliation on tape. I could picture Dave’s face as he tried to keep himself together. The men wouldn’t know he was really a man—that would be his secret to keep hidden. Let him struggle to keep those men’s hands off of his crotch.  
 
    I made a fake advertisement at work the next day, setting up an anonymous e-mail address to receive the potential takers. “Bisexual. Want to be fucked by three men while my girlfriend watches. Please include a photo of your face and your assets,” I wrote in the ad. I logged into the e-mail shortly before leaving work for the day. I’d expected to get a few submissions throughout the week. Instead, I got dozens before the end of my day at work. I quickly closed my computer screen so my co-workers wouldn’t see the dozens of cock photos that were lingering on my screen. I went home, excited to scan through the applicants.  
 
    Why are there so many men scowling classified ads? Sure, there were some duds in the submissions—men who looked like they’d never left their parents basements in their lives—but there were also some serious babes. One guy looked strikingly similar to the model on that month’s issue of men’s health. He looked like he lived in the gym and ate nothing but protein powder. His cock was enormous. At first I thought it was some gag, but upon closer inspection, it was real. It hung halfway down his thigh. I sent him an e-mail telling him he was in. 
 
    One of the submissions was a Latino guy, no more than twenty or twenty-one years old, with the most beautiful face. His cock was about average, but I couldn’t look away from his glowing blue eyes. I sent him an e-mail letting him know he was in. 
 
    My final choice was an older man—maybe fifteen years older than Dave, with a grey beard and a weathered face. I nearly dismissed him until I saw the picture of him naked, his huge erect cock slapped right between his rippled abs. I felt like I could see that monster of a cock throbbing in that still image. His face scared me a little bit, but that just made me want to bring him in even more. I sent him an e-mail, and then I awaited the responses.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I felt a considerable amount of guilt when I asked Dave to come meet me in the bedroom after he was home from work, knowing I was about to deceive him, humiliate him, and use his emotions to get what I wanted, but I felt less guilty after reminding myself that what I wanted was best for our daughter. He was silent when he walked into the room, his cheeks still red from the initial embarrassment of being caught. I couldn’t imagine that redness was going away anytime soon.  
 
    “I’ve thought about it, and I might be willing to give you another chance,” I said.  
 
    His face lit up and he smiled for the first time since being caught. “You’re making the right decision,” he said. That smile made the guilt come flooding back. I had no intention to stay with him—nothing more than a tiny shard of hope. 
 
    “It’s not final yet,” I said. “I still don’t know why you did it.” 
 
    “I won’t do it again,” he said. 
 
    “But I don’t want you to just pretend like you don’t want that anymore. You obviously liked it—and it’s always going to be on your mind.”  
 
    “I’ll get help—I promise,” he said. 
 
    “Well, I was thinking that maybe I could be part of it with you. Maybe it’s something we could do together,” I said, and then I watched as his face flushed and his pupils grew wide. I couldn’t tell if the idea excited him, or if it repulsed him. Given his history, I would guess that it excited him, but he was repulsed by the idea of me seeing him as ‘Mindy’ first-hand. There was a reason he kept that part of his life secret from me, and it was the same reason his face was now a shade of greenish ivory. “But if it’s not something we can do together, then I don’t know that this will ever work.”  
 
    He swallowed the last of his pride, and it went down hard. “Okay, fine,” he said. For some reason, his agreement filled me with a warm joy. He must have really loved me if he was willing to share that deep, dark piece of his life with me. Though, I suppose if he truly loved me, he would have told me about it before going off and indulging with the neighbour.  
 
    I told him I would find someone and we would all fool around together. I told him that, more than anything, I wanted to watch and see what he was like as Mindy. He smiled briefly and then he quickly reverted back to his serious face. “Sure,” he said. I didn’t tell him that there would be three men, all looking to share him. I’m not sure he would have agreed to the little charade if he’d seen the size of the muscular man’s giant cock—or maybe he would have agreed in a heartbeat, without a moment of hesitation. I felt like I didn’t know my husband at all.  
 
    We slept in separate beds that night again, and the next night. I was finally able to get a little bit of sleep, though I was still kept awake until it was very late, plagued by the fear of my daughter’s reaction to finding out mommy and daddy were splitting up.  
 
    The next day, I heard back from my three selections. They were still interested in sharing my husband, so I set the date for that Friday evening—two nights away. Two nights for me to get my cameras hidden, two days to make sure everything was perfect for my husband’s ultimate humiliation.  
 
    I told my husband, “I found a guy. He’s coming on Friday night. He thinks you’re actually a woman, so you better not let anything slip out.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said with a very serious face. I turned around and caught him smirking in the reflection. Sure, he was smirking now—and if he wanted, he could smirk through the whole act of being gangbanged by three well-endowed men, but he wasn’t going to be smirking when I showed him the tape and threatened to show it to everyone, his parents included. I wasn’t screwing around. I was making sure my daughter had a responsible father, even if that meant playing dirty. So go ahead and smirk away, Dave—your day is coming. 
 
    I spent the next evening going through my closet, picking out the cutest outfits I could, for myself and for my husband. Our guests weren’t simply going to show up and expect to get right down to business. They were expecting to make a night of my husband, so I would make sure they got it. I picked him out a little cocktail dress, one that I hadn’t worn in years. It was black and small, cutting off only a few inches below the crotch. It was tight, and it was going to be a challenge for Mindy to keep her cock tucked away in the little number, but that was her problem. 
 
    For underneath, I picked out one of my favourite pieces of lingerie—a little pink nightie. It was nothing over the top, but it had a little skirt that would help in hiding his bulge, especially once he started getting hard, like I knew he was going to. I wasn’t completely evil. I wasn’t exactly hoping to see my husband get his ass kicked by three muscular men—even if I did plan on leaving him. 
 
    For shoes, I picked out a pair of black heels. I had no idea whether he was capable of walking in heels, but again, that was his problem. If he had to spend the whole day practicing, then that’s what he had to do—it made no difference to me. Finally, I picked out a red lacy bra—mainly just because it was padded, so it would actually look like he had a chest—and some cute black earrings, a pair he’d bought me for our third anniversary.  
 
    As I got the house all cleaned up for our guests, I noticed my razor on the edge of the bathtub, and then I tried to remember Dave’s legs, when he was down on his knees, sucking Larry’s big cock. Were his legs shaved? And his armpits? How long had he been keeping them shaved? I tried to think about the last time I truly saw my husband naked. When we had sex, it was usually under the covers. Sometimes he would slip into the shower with me and fuck me from behind. I tried to think if I’d ever looked down and noticed how smooth his legs were. 
 
    When he came home from work that day, I noticed he was wearing pants and a long-sleeved shirt, which I thought was peculiar, seeing as it was quite warm outside. And then I started to realize that I couldn’t remember when he’d stopped shaving the stubble-beard that he usually wore. At what point did I stop noticing the changes happening with my husband? 
 
    That night as I went downstairs to get a glass of water, I saw him sitting in the living room, reading a book. I hardly noticed it at all, until I realized it had been years since I’d last seen him reading a book. In fact, the only time I’d ever seen him reading was when I was pregnant, and he read What To Expect When Your Wife’s Expecting. Now, he was reading fiction—something thick by some long-named Russian author. 
 
    Was Dave going elsewhere for his sexual satisfaction because of me? Because I’d stopped being a good wife? Because I’d stopped paying attention to his needs and desires? He was like a completely different person from the man I married, and I hadn’t even noticed him changing.  
 
    I thought about myself. I was a different person, too. I’d developed new interests, found new hobbies, met new friends, and made new goals since marrying Dave. People change. Couples are supposed to change together. Dave and I changed apart—it was my fault and I’d been too lost in my own world to notice.  
 
    He waved at me with a smile and then he returned to his book. I smiled back and returned to the bedroom.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    It was just after eight when our first guest showed up on Friday night. It was the older man, dressed in a nice dress shirt and slacks, with his beard neatly trimmed. In his online picture, he was intimidating, but in real life, he had a charming smile. He had a small bouquet of flowers. “I hope I’m not too late,” he said, but he was only about eight minutes later than I’d told him to show up.  
 
    “Not at all. Come on in,” I said. 
 
    He stepped in and he looked at me for a moment, and then said, “Are you Mindy?” 
 
    “No, I’m her girlfriend, Karen,” I said.  
 
    “Ah, well these are for both of you,” he said, reaching the flowers out to me as he scanned the room. His floating gaze stopped when his eyes met Mindy on the couch. She was sitting, fully in character, with her legs crossed and a smile on her face. She nodded to the older gentleman, who then introduced himself as Charles. She didn’t appear to be nervous, probably because she hadn’t seen the pictures of him naked, his surprisingly ripped body and his impressively large cock.  
 
    She looked to me with a slight head tilt, as if to say, ‘This is the guy you picked?’ 
 
    “Are the others already here?” Charles asked, and then I watched Mindy’s expression drop. She looked at me again, this time with wide eyes and a pale face, as if to say, ‘Others?’  
 
    “They’re on their way. They shouldn’t be too long now. Have a seat,” I said. “Can I get you something to drink?” 
 
    “I’d love a scotch or a rye, if you have,” Charles said, taking the seat across from Mindy. “No ice, no water.”  
 
    “Sure thing,” I said, and then I went into the kitchen to fetch his drink. I watched Mindy as she tried to control her breath. She was nervous, but I’m not sure why—it was nothing new for her, romping around with men she hardly knew. Though getting it on with multiple partners was probably a new experience for her.  
 
    “I hope this isn’t too forward, but you’re very beautiful,” Charles said to Mindy. Her cheeks turned red. She kept looking down at her body to make sure everything was in place—to make sure her padded bra hadn’t been nudged, or that her cock hadn’t slipped out from her panties.  
 
    It was so strange, watching my husband slip into a pair of my panties. I’d sat on the bed to watch him get ready for the night. He was very meticulous about every detail, and it took him nearly two full hours before he was satisfied with the way he looked. Watching him do his makeup made me question how long he’d been getting into his Mindy character. He was too good—the way he rolled the mascara brush so gently and so perfectly—that required too much muscle memory to pull off elegantly. And he made no mistakes. Every little flick of the pen was magazine-worthy.  
 
    When I watched him squeeze into the little hootchie dress, I began to doubt my own agenda. It almost seemed like it would be a shame to tell him he couldn’t be Mindy anymore. He fit into that little dress and those little shoes better than I did. Women all over the world would have killed to have a body like that. And it wasn’t until I watched him doing his makeup that I realized how feminine his face was. It had always been hidden under a stubble beard before—though there were times he shaved that beard off throughout our relationship. I wonder if he was becoming Mindy behind my back then… 
 
    He must have been at it for quite some time. He could do the female voice perfectly, without any warming up or hesitation. It made me wonder if that was his natural voice, and what he used with me was the forced voice.  
 
    When he stood in front of the mirror, fully dolled up, it was hard to even see my husband. I was staring at a woman. I was staring at Mindy, and she was beautiful. 
 
    And now, she was starting to relax, chatting with Charles, asking him about his line of work. I brought Charles his drink. 
 
    “I worked on a fishing ship for many years. Now I work on the docks. I’m too old to go out on those waters now,” he said. 
 
    “I’ve always had a thing for fishermen,” Mindy said with a cool smile. She was a natural flirt, which took me by surprise. Dave had always been so reserved, so shy around new people. People always told me they found him intimidating, because he was so quiet, but in reality he was just shy. But as Mindy, there was no shyness whatsoever. Even when her face was red with nervousness, she wasn’t afraid to flirt her heart out—even with me in the room. It was like she became a whole different person when that wig was on her head, and that makeup was on her face.  
 
    There was a knock at the door. “I’ll get it,” I said. Mindy and Charles continued to chat.  
 
    The beautiful Latino was at the door. “Hello, I hope I’m at the right house. Are you Mindy?” he asked. 
 
    I smiled and then moved aside to let him into the house. “She’s just on the couch. I’m Karen,” I said, extending my hand. 
 
    “Juan,” he said. I will admit that I invited Juan to the gangbang because I wanted to see him in person and I wanted to see him naked. He was just as beautiful in real life as he was in his photos. When I sent him the invite, I thought that maybe I would get involved in the action, just so I could feel the kiss of his lips. I was so sure that Dave and I would be divorcing that I was already ready to move on, already looking at new men with a spark of excitement. Now, I felt guilty, as if I was being unfaithful to my husband—though I hadn’t done anything yet. Besides, I still planned on leaving him. At least I was pretty sure I was going to leave him. 
 
    “Mindy, this is Juan. Juan, Mindy,” I said. Mindy stood up and shook Juan’s hand. Even her eyes lit up at the sight of him. I watched the nervousness shed from her face, replaced instantly by excitement. Juan and Charles didn’t greet one another. They only made eye-contact for a brief second before looking back to Mindy, the reason they came in the first place. 
 
    The three of them started chatting. I got Juan a drink, and then I watched Mindy slip further and further into character, getting more animated with each sentence that passed through her mouth, getting more flirty. When I came back with a second round of drinks, the men were sitting on either side of her. Juan had his arm over her shoulders, and Mindy had her hand on Charles’s lap—not too far from that big cock of his.  
 
    The final knock at the door came, and I answered it. No one in the room even seemed to notice the knock, save for me. It was our final guest. “Ken,” he said, and I thought the name was too fitting. He was enormous, having to duck his head slightly to get through the doorway. His arms were thicker than my legs, and the floor creaked as he walked. My God, he was big. He looked big in his photos, but there was nothing in the photos for scale. 
 
    I remembered that his cock hung nearly halfway down his thigh, which I was realizing now was about the size of my forearm. The room became silent as everyone noticed the hulk of a man standing in our living room. He walked over and took a seat across from the trio. Mindy’s face was white and her eyes were glazed over. I started to think I’d gone too far. How the hell was she going to keep the three men away from her crotch? How was she going to stop them from trying to rip her lingerie off of her body? She couldn’t possibly satisfy all three men with just her mouth, and the last thing I wanted was to send Ken into some steroid-induced rage upon finding out he’d been duped into fucking a man.  
 
    Juan’s hand was on Mindy’s thigh, and he was gently stroking up and down, slipping his fingers up the dress of her skirt, getting awfully close to discovering that bulge between her legs.  
 
    Maybe this wasn’t such a great idea after all… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Mindy looked over at me with fear in her eyes—at least I thought it was fear, and maybe there was a hint of fear, but upon closer inspection, I realized she was looking at me for approval. She was waiting for the green-light, so she could unleash her true self onto the group of horny men. “Why don’t we move over to the bedroom?” I said. 
 
    Charles was the first to stand up, then Ken. Juan took a few seconds to realize what I’d said, too pre-occupied staring into Mindy’s eyes. It was Juan who slipped his hand onto Mindy’s ass as we all made our way to the bedroom. Mindy gave Juan’s cock a subtle grab with her hand. I watched her fondle his package for a moment before carefully slipping her hand off.  
 
    She wasn’t scared at all—not even in the slightest. But how could she be so confident? She knew the men all thought she was really a woman. She must have known things wouldn’t end well if they got into her panties, but still, she didn’t seem to care. Maybe she had a plan she hadn’t shared with me, or maybe she really didn’t realize the severity of what could happen. These were strangers we were dealing with, not buddies, and they certainly weren’t passive.  
 
    Charles asked me if it was okay to have a cigarette in the bedroom. I allowed it, and he pulled out a smoke and lit up. He kept his distance from Juan and Mindy, who started kissing, their hands exploring each other’s bodies. I didn’t blame Mindy—Juan was a truly stunning man, and I would have liked to share a kiss with him myself.  
 
    Juan slipped his hand up to Mindy’s breast and he squeezed. He didn’t seem to notice that he wasn’t squeezing a real breast, but in Mindy’s defence, the pads she was wearing looked and felt surprisingly realistic. Mindy looked over at me, once again for the green-light, and then she slipped her hand down Juan’s pants and began to fondle his cock.  
 
    I didn’t understand it. How could Dave have been so secretive about this part of his life for so long, and now be so open and so unfiltered? Maybe this was his way of making things right—and in a strange way, I felt better this way than I would have felt if he’d just thrown away his wig and his makeup and said, ‘Never again.’ Finally, he was sharing his passions with me, and it felt like the first time in a long time—maybe ever. And I think he saw it the same way. 
 
    Charles was finishing his cigarette and Ken was getting undressed. He tossed his shirt onto the ground and then made quick work of his pants and boxers. Apparently, Ken wasn’t too interested in foreplay. He was ready to get down to business. His monster-sized cock swayed from side to side as he stepped forward. Mindy saw the thing and her eyes grew wide—but she didn’t hesitate in taking the thing in her hand, stroking it off slowly, staring at it, mesmerized. Even Juan and Charles took a good look at the thing, looking impressed.  
 
    I watched Mindy stroking the giant cock with one hand, fondling Juan’s package with the other, mesmerized. She was so in her element, so happy. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen my husband so happy—even when he was with Larry next door, he wasn’t this happy. But as Mindy, she was on top of the world. This was her passion.  
 
    I jumped when I felt his hands on my shoulders—Charles, behind me, slipping the straps of my dress over my shoulders. I looked back, feeling the warmth rushing into my cheeks. “Oh, I’m just happy watching,” I said. 
 
    “Nonsense,” he said, and then my dress slipped down to my waist, leaving me in just my bra. I felt the instinct to cover my chest with my arms, feeling suddenly vulnerable—though I wasn’t nearly as exposed as Ken, who was completely naked and quickly becoming erect. But when Charles started to suck on my neck, I started to give in. Maybe I could play along—just a little bit. His hands came around me and he cupped my tits and started to squeeze. 
 
    Mindy looked at me with a smile. She liked what she was seeing. She wanted me in on the fun. A little indulgence never hurt anyone.  
 
    “Lay down,” Juan said to Mindy, so Mindy did. Juan stood up, yanked down his pants, revealing his cock, which was already erect and throbbing, and then he sunk down, planting his knees next to Mindy’s shoulders. “Open up,” he said, and then he sunk his cock into her mouth. Ken stood next to Mindy, keeping within reach so his handjob could continue. His cock was getting big—massive. It was too heavy to stand up straight, but it did its best, hovering in the air, twitching as more and more blood pumped into it. His veins throbbed with each twitch.  
 
    Ken reached down for Mindy’s pussy, starting with his hand on her chest, slipping over her abdomen and then— 
 
    Mindy reached down and stopped him, grabbing his hand and pulling it up to her tit. It was a close call, and it wouldn’t be the last. The men were just getting hornier and hornier, and sooner or later, they would want the pussy.  
 
    Charles managed to get my bra off and he was now massaging my naked tits, fondling my nipples between his thumbs and index fingers. “You’re here for Mindy, don’t forget,” I said with an elated breath. 
 
    “I know. I’ll get to her,” he said, and then he reached one hand down the front of my panties, slipping his fingers over my snatch. He started to rub my pussy. My legs quivered and I melted into his embrace, his beard tickling my shoulder. I could feel his big, warm bulge growing against my bum.  
 
    I looked back over towards Mindy, who was now lost under the mass of Ken and Juan, only her legs sticking out as the two men took turns getting their cocks into her mouth, and making love to her body. She was in a state of joyful helplessness, being dominated by two strong men. She wouldn’t be able to stop them from exploring her downstairs forever… 
 
    Charles had come around me and dropped down to his knees. His nose nestled into my pubic hair and he was eating me out. His tongue felt amazing, exploring my pussy. Dave had never been too fond of going down on me—he always liked getting right to business, getting straight to penetration. I’d never minded; he was good at getting me off with just his cock—but my God, did an experienced tongue feel like heaven. Charles drew little circles around my clit with the tip of his tongue, making my body tremble. “You’re so wet,” he said, looking up at me, his lips shining with the fluid from my cunt. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said, my cheeks turning red. 
 
    “Don’t be sorry. It’s good.” He continued to eat me out, and then I noticed Ken getting positioned between Mindy’s thighs, holding his big cock in his hand. Mindy had her hand over her own package, and Ken was trying to move it. I wanted to jump in and help, but I didn’t know how—I couldn’t think of anything to say. Ken was determined, and Mindy wasn’t strong enough to hold him back. Finally, Ken overpowered her, taking both of her wrists and pinning them to her sides. He shimmied in close and he looked down at his concealed prize. Mindy was in deep shit. 
 
    “Flip me over and fuck me in the ass,” she said. I couldn’t believe what I’d just heard.  
 
    Even Ken looked surprised. “Really?” he said. 
 
    “Yeah. I want your big cock in my ass so badly, baby,” she said, and Ken didn’t hesitate. Once Juan had moved aside, Ken quickly flipped her over and then he pulled aside the tiny strip of her panties, away from her puckering hole. Ken slapped his big cock down between Mindy’s butt cheeks, the tip of it reaching all the way up to her lower back. There was no way my husband would be able to handle such a thing. Had he ever taken anything in the backdoor before? If so, was it the size of his forearm?  
 
    Ken leaned forward and spat right on Mindy’s asshole. He was going to need a lot of lubricant to get into that little hole. Mindy propped herself up on her elbows so she could continue sucking Juan’s cock.  
 
    And then Ken started pushing in. “Oh God!” Mindy cried. Her fingers clutched the bed sheets and her face constricted with pain. I can’t imagine it felt too nice, being stretched nearly as wide as a beer can. But Ken wasn’t interested in being gentle. He continued sliding his massive throbber in deep. He pulled out very briefly to wipe some more saliva on his large rod.  
 
    My heart hurt watching my husband in so much pain. I went to her, crawled over to her on my hands and knees, and asked, “Are you okay?” 
 
    She just nodded ‘yes’, but there was still a tremendous amount of pain on her face.  
 
    “You’ll be okay,” I said, and then I kissed her on the lips. She kissed back, slipping one of her hands behind my head. 
 
    “I love you,” she said, looking right into my eyes. 
 
    “I love you, too,” I said, and then we continued to kiss.  
 
    Ken started to thrust in and out of her. He didn’t even have half of his cock in her, but he was getting deeper with each penetration. Mindy moaned, at first in pain, but it was quickly turning to pleasure. Maybe the giant cock was making her numb, or maybe she was just getting used to being stretched so wide.  
 
    And then I felt it: the tip of a cock pressing up to my damp pussy. I looked back. Charles was mounting me, his hands clutching my hips. “You’re so tight,” he said with a deep breath as he began to slide in. That trembling returned to my body. Mindy pulled me back down for another kiss, which was short-lived—Juan wanted back in on the action. He plunged his cock into Mindy’s mouth and she sucked him off like the little whore she was, saliva running down her cheeks.  
 
    I didn’t expect him to pull his rod out and press it up to my lips. I thought about telling him to keep it with Mindy, but I was in too much pleasure to protest or argue. I opened my mouth and he slipped his cock in. Mindy watched me with a smile on her face as she bounced on that enormous cock.  
 
    It was strangely romantic, being fucked side by side, being shared by the same men. It was the most fun thing we’d ever done together, and God, did it feel great. Maybe I was too quick to judge my husband for what he’d done. I understood why he wanted to keep it a secret. There is no good way to break that kind of news to your partner. It’s something you need to experience first-hand to understand. It was strangely sweet, sharing Juan’s cock, being rammed from behind, while holding each other’s hands. It was almost a shame when Ken said, “Fuck, I’m going to come in your ass, babe,” knowing it was almost over. 
 
    He grunted loudly and then Mindy screamed and bit down on her lip. There probably wasn’t too much more space back there for his huge load.  
 
    Once Ken dismounted, Charles pulled out of me and assumed Ken’s position, slipping his cock into Mindy’s gaping, cum-filled hole. He started fucking her while Juan came around and took his turn with me.  
 
    Everyone came in Mindy’s asshole, and then Mindy slumped over, exhausted, the cum of three men oozing out of her gaping hole. She had the biggest smile on her face.  
 
    The men didn’t say much as they got their clothes back on. There wasn’t much to be said. Charles came up to me before leaving and thanked me for the wonderful night. He kissed me on the cheek, and then he kissed Mindy on the cheek, and then he left. The others simply said their goodbyes and took off.  
 
    I didn’t expect to be impressed by Mindy’s ability to take three men on at once. I didn’t expect to be proud of her, and I certainly didn’t expect to come out of the experience wanting to do it again.  
 
    Before going to bed that night, next to Mindy, who was still in her wig and makeup, I realized that I never pressed record on my camera setup. The hidden cameras were for nothing, and I didn’t have my blackmail. But it didn’t matter—I didn’t want it anymore. I didn’t want to leave my husband. I felt like we were more connected now than ever before. There were no more secrets between us and we had a new common interest.  
 
    And I was starting to think that my husband wasn’t the only bisexual one in the relationship. I might have had a bit of it myself as I stared into Mindy’s eyes. God, she was beautiful. It really would have been a shame to tell her to lose the persona, to live the rest of her life as Dave. I liked both of them, Mindy and Dave, and I was excited to live out the rest of my life, just the three of us and the occasional guest or three.  
 
    THE END 
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