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Sucker

	 

	Even as he unzipped his slacks, his phone vibrated with an incoming text. His mistress was proving impatient. Gavin glanced at the screen as his pants pooled around his ankles.

	 

	‘That cock had better be good and hard in those panties,’ it read. He was relieved that at least he wasn’t in trouble for taking so long to fulfill her request. 

	 

	He’d been instructed to find somewhere on the office floor and take a photo of himself in the low-cut, red lace lingerie set he had on underneath his work clothes. And he wasn’t allowed to do it in the bathroom. It had to be somewhere he might get caught.

	 

	Gavin did not want to get caught, and he worked in an open plan office with twenty other analysts, specialists, and admin staff. His mistress had not given him an easy task, but he was afraid to displease her.

	 

	He’d had to wait until his manager, John, went out on a lunch meeting. He’d double checked the shared calendar, making sure he wasn’t due back until two. He’d get fired if he was caught in here with his pants down, but John was the only one with his own office who didn’t lock the door when he went out.

	 

	Gavin’s heart was beating like a drum, but it was surprisingly easy to get his dick hard. The lace felt good, and he rubbed his hand over the outside of his panties, teasing his shaft through the material. He stroked until his cock was obviously straining against the fabric, then navigated to the camera on his phone.

	 

	Click!

	 

	The camera shutter sound effect was deafening in the quiet room. He took a few photographs from different angles, then chose the best one and sent it. He slipped out of John’s office, hoping that nobody noticed. He’d been in such a hurry, he hadn’t even come up with an excuse for why he was in there if he had gotten caught.

	 

	Not that there existed an excuse for why he’d be there with his pants down, sporting an erection barely contained by the women’s underwear he was wearing.

	 

	Fortunately, he hadn’t needed an explanation. He’d gotten away with it. He entered the password to log back into his computer terminal, and prayed Susan hadn’t realized he was nervous and sweating. Susan shared a desk with him, but they mainly worked opposite hours so he had his own space, most of the time.

	 

	Today had to be her day in the office, of course. Because today, everything was stacking up against Gavin.

	 

	First of all, with his wife out of town visiting her sister for the week, he should have been able to enjoy having the house all to himself, putting whatever he wanted on TV, and dressing however he wanted. For a lot of guys, that would maybe mean CBS and the same pair of sweats. But Gavin wasn’t like a lot of guys.

	 

	His phone buzzed again, and Susan gave him an irritable look. Then she seemed to notice he was flushed, and her irritation turned to curiosity. Susan was a busybody and a know-all when it came to other people’s business, and Gavin didn’t want to be on her radar. He tried to be as beige as possible when it came to his professional life; his maxim was ‘don’t make waves’. Since this morning, that was.

	 

	This morning, when moments after he’d kissed his wife goodbye, he’d received his first text message from the woman he’d be referring to as his mistress henceforth. She’d started by addressing him as his screen name on a message board he frequently browsed. It had stunned him, because he barely posted, mainly reading other people’s contributions, telling himself it was just casual curiosity that kept him going back.

	 

	The forum was for men interested in crossdressing and feminization fantasies, neither of which Gavin considered himself an aficionado of. He tried on his wife’s garments from time to time, and he did like the feel of her underwear against his cock all day, but it was material that had been pressed against his wife’s pussy, what wasn’t sexy about that? It was well within the realms of normal, as far as he was concerned. Not that he felt comfortable telling Gwen anything about it, but a husband was entitled to his secrets.

	 

	He’d replied simply, ‘wrong number’. 

	 

	But it troubled him as he took his morning shower, turning it over in his mind. Had he somehow linked his forum page to his Facebook profile? No way. Was it someone who knew him? That had made his blood run cold, but if it was, they’d have used his name instead of his forum handle… Once he’d finished shaving—as a keen cyclist, Gavin made sure to run a razor over his legs at least once a week—he’d resolved to call the number that had sent him the message and get some answers.

	 

	But the mystery contact had already replied.

	 

	‘Don’t lie to me again. I know exactly what you need, slut. So follow my instructions, and this can stay between us.’

	 

	Gavin was conflicted. The text should have made him outraged, but his cock had twinged when he read the word slut. His heart raced as he tapped out a reply. He’d just play along until he worked out who this was. It seemed like the best way to find out.

	 

	‘Who is this?’

	 

	‘You may call me Mistress Melinda, or simply Mistress. Your name is Missy.’

	 

	Gavin had stared at the text for several moments. He even put the contact number into a search engine, but nothing came back.

	 

	‘You’ve got no idea what my name is. What do you want?’

	 

	The message that came back was hit him like a bucket of ice-water.

	 

	‘I want you to submit and do what I say, or else I’ll be telling Gwen that she has a panty-stealing pervert for a husband. I’ll show her all of your sordid posting history, slut. Now stop being a brat, and go and put on your favorite panties xoxo’

	 

	Gavin’s hands shook as, on autopilot, he walked into the bedroom and opened Gwen’s underwear drawer. She had a great collection, Gavin was always buying her lingerie. She loved to lie out in the sun, and her bronzed skin was the perfect contrast to bold, sexy colors. Gavin’s favorite pair of panties were the red lace. He’d be lying if he said it was the first time he’d worn them in the office, or around the house. They made him feel sexy, when he was in the mood to wear them. His heart was almost beating out of his chest because, for the first time, someone else knew what he had on under his slacks.

	 

	On the drive into the office, he kept glancing over to his phone, waiting for the next message. He was nervous. Excited. That was when she’d given him his first instruction - and he’d fulfilled it, by taking the photo in John’s office. He hoped that was end of it - that the person styling themselves (because Gavin had no reason to believe this was even a woman he was dealing with!) as his mistress would be content with the photograph they’d blackmailed out of him and leave him alone.

	 

	But he was still hard in his lace panties, and desperately curious about what would come next. If it was over, it’d almost be a disappointment…

	 

	’Good girl. Now make yourself cum in your panties. Record it from the same place as the photograph, and send me the video.’

	 

	Gavin’s eyes widened. There was no way he could do that. Susan was already watching him with suspicion.

	 

	’I can’t, that was my boss’s office and he’s due back at 2,’ he sent back, placing the phone down on his desk. He tried to focus on the figures on his monitor, to actually do some work, but his cock was pressing so hard against his panties it was all he could think of. Sweat beaded at his temple. He was probably turned on enough to be able to go into the boss’s office and finish himself off in just a few strokes. Something about being ordered around, with no choice but to submit, was really pushing his buttons.

	 

	He glanced at the clock.

	 

	13:38.

	 

	John could get back early. It was too risky. He couldn’t believe he’d even been entertaining the idea of following through.

	 

	Another text message lit up his screen. There were no words, it was just a number. A phone number, to be precise, and one he knew off by heart. His wife’s phone number.

	 

	’Ok!!!!’ he sent back, fingers trembling.

	 

	’Try again.’

	 

	Gavin squinted at the two words, uncomprehending. Then the penny dropped.

	 

	’Yes mistress!’

	 

	’Better. Don’t keep me waiting. If I don’t get the video by 14:00, Gwen gets the last photo. ;)’

	 

	Gavin had no idea how he was going to get back into John’s office without Susan noticing his erection as soon as he stood up from his desk. It was jutting obscenely, the panties offering no support because they weren’t designed to.

	 

	In a flash of genius he used the toe of his shoe to nudge the cable loose from the back of her computer, and while she was distracted trying to work out why it had turned off without warning, Gavin took the opportunity to sneak back into John’s office.

	 

	His heart was really hammering in his chest now. 

	 

	This was going to get him fired. And god knows how he’d explain to Gwen. She had no idea what a submissive streak he had, and he’d been too embarrassed to ever broach the topic. They were both fine with their current sex life, why make waves?

	 

	13:42.

	 

	Gavin unzipped his slacks again, fumbling to place his phone on the desk at an angle where he’d be visible below the belt on the screen, but you wouldn’t be able to see his face. It wasn’t possible, and he didn’t have all day to figure out how to make it work.

	 

	’I’m waiting…’

	 

	Gavin tugged down the delicate waistband of his panties, working his shaft with one hand and massaging his balls with the other. He was immensely turned on, despite the fear coursing through him. It seemed to heighten his arousal, in fact. With every moment that passed, he strained his ears for footsteps approaching from the corridor beyond the door.

	 

	13:52.

	 

	Back at his desk, Gavin made sure to switch the sound off on his phone, and discretely played the clip back. His panties were wet with his cum, clinging to his softened cock, and the rest of the afternoon was going to be very uncomfortable indeed. He’d sent her the video, whoever she was. He was starting to believe she was definitely a woman, because he didn’t think a man capable of devising such cruel, delicious torture.

	 

	’Barely lasted three minutes! I can see I’ve got you hot with all these games. Don’t even think about taking off those panties. Surprise waiting for you at home. Text me a photo when you open it.’

	 

	At home!? She knew his address? Gavin’s stomach ached, his face still burning from the shame of making himself cum in his panties in his boss’ office. Melinda showed no sign of being finished with him yet…

	 

	The day went by slowly, and Gavin’s shirt was almost soaked with sweat by the time he was driving home. Gwen had sent him a text at three, and he felt guilty for how this day had begun to spiral out of control. ‘Miss you, Gail says hi. Xxxxxx’

	 

	He thought about coming clean. She’d be angry, hurt, confused. Maybe she’d stop speaking to him for a little while. But she’d come round, surely. Gwen was vanilla, but she wasn’t a prude. She’d never shamed anyone in her life, at least not to his knowledge. 

	 

	He regretted not telling her before things had gotten to this.

	 

	And part of him was eager to find out what the ‘surprise’ he had waiting for him at home was.

	 

	There was a brown box by the front door, with no return address. It was inconspicuous, but Gavin still carried it very carefully into the house, as if it might have fragile contents inside. He cut through the packing tape and folded back the flaps to see what it contained.

	 

	He knew what it was right away. A pink plastic chastity device sat inside, along with a silver padlock to fasten it in place. He’d seen a lot of sissies on the forum he frequented wearing this model, and his stomach seemed full of butterflies. He was about to find out what it felt like to wear one himself. He never thought that would happen.

	 

	Underneath the cock-cage, there was a selection of sexy lingerie, a silky chestnut-brown wig, stockings, suspenders, even a pair of sexy kitten heels. He excitedly laid everything out on the bed, then stripped out of his soiled clothing. He was about to shower when he remembered he’d been instructed to text Melinda a photo when he opened the surprise.

	 

	He snapped a shot of everything laid out on the bed.

	 

	‘Shower, then lock yourself in your chastity device,’

	 

	‘Yes mistress,’

	 

	Gavin obeyed without questioning too much. It just felt right to be doing what he was told. He peeled off Gwen’s panties and dropped them into the laundry hamper, making a mental note to ensure he had them washed and put back before she returned home.

	 

	He knew from what he’d seen online how to put the chastity device on. Melinda had even included a small bottle of lube in the package. He slid the ring part of the device over his penis and testicles. It felt secure, but not so tight as to be uncomfortable. Gavin applied a small amount of lube to the part that locked around his shaft and slipped it into place. His excitement had grown as he locked himself up, and it was strange to feel his cock straining against the cage’s firm hold. It was on tight and wouldn’t come off, no matter how hard his cock tried to get. He tried to slide it down, just to see if he could slip out of it if the need arose. The way it locked around his balls meant he was in there until the key-holder let him out.

	 

	Gavin gulped as that realization settled. Gwen was back in a week - he definitely needed to have found his way out of this situation by then. She’d certainly notice he’d been locked in chastity in her absence, and how was he going to explain the stranger in possession of the key?

	 

	With trembling hands—a mix of excitement and nerves—Gavin snapped a photo of himself all locked up.

	 

	‘Good girl. Now get dressed in the outfit I’ve provided, Missy,’

	 

	Gavin ran his fingers through the thick, luxurious tresses of the wig Melinda had provided him with. It looked just like the real thing. He saved it for last; the pièce de résistance. First came the stockings. They weren’t hold-ups, but there was a delicate suspender belt to keep them up, edged with lace. As soon as they were on, Gavin found himself pressing his knees together, carrying himself in a much more feminine way. His satin panties covered the slight bulge of his cage very well, and he turned to look at his ass in the mirror. He couldn’t believe how easily he’d lost the appearance of masculinity, and he was only halfway done.

	 

	The matching bra had nothing to hold up, but the material dragged sensuously over Gavin’s hard nipples. His balls pulled tight as his cock nudged the cage up and out. Was this what she meant? he wondered if he’d dressed up adequately, and snapped another couple of photos to send to his mistress. They were just body shots, he kept his face off-frame. Not that she didn’t already have more than enough evidence to use against him, should she so wish…

	 

	‘Very good, now finish the job. Coral pink lip-stick, skirt and blouse,’ Melinda replied.

	 

	Gavin’s uneasiness ramped. This was a lot more than just occasionally trying out his wife’s panties, and reading stories he came across online, or looking at photos of other feminized men. He didn’t want to blindly obey Melinda, but for some reason he felt compelled to. It was as if he was hypnotized.

	 

	The blouse he’d been told to wear was black, mostly translucent apart from the body, with ruffle shoulders that softened any trace of masculine angularity. His arms were bare, but they’d always been slim, with no more than a dusting of thin, downy hair. He wiggled into the skirt—so short it showed the line where his stockings ended—and and then slipped the heels on. Melinda had chosen everything perfectly; he wouldn’t have been able to select better himself. 

	 

	He used Gwen’s make-up, following the routine he’d seen her do every day for years. Moisturizer as a base. A few drops of concealer—he was lucky, he had good, soft, smooth skin—and then foundation. He applied sweeps of dramatic eyeliner that made his eyes look wider, his brow softer. He’d always been told he had long lashes for a man, and the mascara made the blue of his irises pop.

	 

	A touch of sensuous pink to his pouting lips, and when he looked in the mirror, he was stunned to see someone else looking back at him. Gone was mundane Gavin, whose motto was don’t make waves. He ran his fingertips lightly up the inside of his thigh, his heart fluttering in his chest. He was embarrassed, but excited. People aways joked about being in touch with their feminine side, and Gavin felt like he’d managed to bring his out to the surface. She was staring right back at him, sexy and sweet.

	 

	He took photos again, only this time he showed his face. He looked more relaxed and at ease than he felt, than he had any right to be, when he was being extorted.

	 

	The message he got back was just an address for a nightclub.

	 

	‘I can’t go out, not like this,’ he replied, but he wasn’t sure. He looked at his smoky eyes in the mirror, turned to the side to study his profile. He really didn’t look like a man at all, not anymore.

	 

	In reply to his text, an image came through. It was a key—the key to his cage—secured on a pendant around Melinda’s neck, the bright silver glinting against her tanned skin. Gavin tried to moisten his mouth, resigning himself to his fate. There was only one way out of the cage he’d willingly locked himself into.

	 

	No going back.

	 

	He’d driven to the bar, too scared to take the bus, and too nervous to have to speak to a cab driver. He was worried a cop might pull him over, so he drove more carefully than he ever had before in his life. He looked nothing like the man pictured in his drivers license and had no idea how he’d explain his way out of it if he was stopped for some reason. He was Missy tonight, and he had to do whatever Mistress Melinda commanded.

	 

	Her instructions had been clear; he had to get a man to buy him a drink.

	 

	Gavin would have bought himself a drink and played it off like he’d done what she said. But Missy had other ideas; she sat at the bar smiling at the first man who made eye contact, twirling a strand of soft brown hair around her finger coyly.

	 

	And it didn’t take long for one to bite.

	 

	He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a cocky swagger as he crossed the bar to sit on the stool beside his target.

	 

	“Would the lady like a drink?”

	 

	Gavin hesitated for a second. He was afraid his voice would give him away, that it would be too harsh for the soft, feminine body he’d transformed into. He licked his lips and nodded, his pulse racing. Was it this easy? He nodded, and thankfully the stranger placed an order for both of them. He tried out a soft, “thank you,” and it came out flirtatious and feminine.

	 

	The stranger winked, and Gavin’s stomach was full of butterflies. While the man beside him was distracted by the game on the TV over the bar, he took a photo discretely and sent it to Miranda.

	 

	‘Get his phone number,’ Miranda replied immediately. It gave him a thrill, thinking that she was riveted to her phone, awaiting for the outcome of every order she issued. Gavin knew he wouldn’t have been able to do this unless she had something to compel him to. It was so uncharacteristic, so dangerous.

	 

	His heart was pounding in his chest as the stranger asked him his name.

	 

	“Missy,” he breathed, barely above a whisper. The man had to lean in close to hear, and his musky cologne filled Gavin’s nostrils.

	 

	“Nice. I’m Jason,”

	 

	Gavin thought they were both liars, but he smiled coquettishly and sipped his drink. He couldn’t believe he was actually doing this. He didn’t even like men. It was her doing this, Melinda, not him. He fidgeted on the bar stool, trying to make his cage sit more comfortably as Jason made no attempt to hide the way he drank in the sight of him. His stare crawled up Gavin’s legs, lingering at where his stockings ended and a stripe of supple skin was on show.

	 

	He fought back the urge to tug the hem of his skirt down.

	 

	“What say we go out to my truck? Smoke a little?” Jason offered, a short while later. Gavin sipped his drink to hide his rocketing nervousness. He shook his head, his long hair swaying. Then Melinda’s message came to mind.

	 

	He slid a napkin across the bar.

	 

	“Write your number down,” he told the stranger, amazed it all came out in one breath, without stammering. Jason smiled and did as he was told, then said he was going to the bathroom. He made excessive eye contact while he announced it, and Gavin wasn’t an idiot. He knew he wanted to be followed. 

	 

	A flash of being on his knees in front of the urinals with Jason’s big dick swinging against his lip-stick covered lips entered his mind unbidden, and Gavin clenched his thighs together. It was an intrusive thought, wanting to submit to such a macho, manly guy. It only seemed natural, dressed the way he was.

	 

	He took a photo of the napkin on the bar, then hightailed it out onto the sidewalk as it sent.

	 

	The urge to follow Jason had been strong, and Gavin didn’t understand why. He wasn’t gay. He loved his wife. But he was undeniably curious. Rather, Missy was curious. This persona he’d been forced to adopt almost seemed to have a mind of her own.

	 

	Moments later, Melinda sent him a reply. It took him a few seconds to comprehend what he was seeing.

	 

	She’d sent Jason a message, as if from him. It was one of the photos he’d sent her earlier, when he’d been getting dressed in his lingerie. He had his legs pressed together, his face out of frame, and the angle made his torso look curvy and soft, womanly. He was gripped and terrified at the same time. He would never have sent that picture himself, and Melinda knew that. She’d taken the choice from him, like with everything else so far tonight. 

	 

	And every step of the way, he’d been enthralled.

	 

	Ever since this morning, it was like he was on a roller-coaster that didn’t stop. He careened from fearful to exhilarated. 

	 

	’Hard for u babe. Y don’t u cum in here and see??’ Jason replied, and Melinda showed him. 

	 

	It was too much for Gavin. He rushed back to his car, sitting behind the wheel, gripping it so hard his hands were white.

	 

	He wanted to call Gwen. Instead, he sent her a quick text saying ‘xoxoxo’ and sat trying to catch his breath and figure out what was going to happen next. His phone lit up almost immediately, but instead of being from his wife, it was another message from Melinda.

	 

	She’d been texting Jason, and she’d arranged to meet him at a motel just a couple of exits down the freeway. Only, of course, it wasn’t her that was meant to go and meet him there.

	 

	It was Gavin.

	 

	The idea of getting down on his knees in front of a real man and taking his first cock into his mouth made Gavin’s skin prickle. It was like the slutty, sexy clothing he was clad in had cast a spell on him. He started the car, pulled out onto the road.

	 

	He thought he saw Jason’s truck pull out of the bar’s parking lot in his rear-view mirror, and thought of the bulge that would be straining against his jeans as he drove to the motel.

	 

	Gavin didn’t take the exit that he needed. The one that would take him back to the suburbs, and the home he shared with his wife. He stayed on, telling himself he was just going to stop in the parking lot. Take a moment to think about what he was doing. Work out the best way to get hold of that key Melinda possessed, and work out how she knew everything that she knew.

	 

	‘He’s arrived. Big, isn’t he?’ Melinda messaged. Gavin’s pulse picked up in tempo. If she could see him, she must have been there too. With the key.

	 

	Gavin checked the room number. 302. She’d said it would be unlocked.

	 

	‘I’m here. What do you want me to do, mistress?’ he could barely hold his phone steady as he awaited her next command. Part of him already knew and had accepted what she was going to say.

	 

	‘You’re to enter the room and close the door. The stranger will be sitting on the bed, his thick, hard cock awaiting your attention. You will not look around. You will not focus on anything but the man you are there to service. You may use your mouth, tongue, and lips only, and you will do everything you can to make him cum. You are nothing more than a mouth for him to fuck, a hole for his cock. When he cums—and you will make sure he cums—you will swallow every drop. Do this right, and I’ll think about giving you the key.’

	 

	Gavin read and re-read the message, the chastity cage pulling his balls tight, stopping his cock from being able to fully harden. He could feel the heat on his face from the humiliation of what he was about to go through with.

	 

	He could have said he had no choice, but he didn’t fully believe it. He could come clean, but he wanted this. He could blame Melinda, but it was his actions that had led him down this dark path. He shut off the engine and stepped out into the mellow night.

	 

	The neon flickering motel sign reflected up from the wet asphalt, and cars and trucks roared by on the highway behind him despite the late hour. Everything about that moment was seedy, and Gavin felt like he was having an out of body experience. He was about to submit completely, let himself be used as a thing for someone else’s pleasure… He’d had no idea that this was the way today would end. That it was the way any day in his humdrum life would end.

	 

	He faced the door, the 0 in the 302 sign had fallen off at some point in the last fifteen years and never been replaced. Every fine hair left on his body was standing on end. He pushed the door open and stepped inside.

	 

	Jason smiled a slow, devious smile at the sight of him in the threshold. Gavin pushed the door shut behind him until it locked with a muted click. His smile wasn’t what was most noticeable about Jason; it was that his Levis were unbuttoned, and his huge, throbbing dick was in his hand.

	 

	Transfixed, Gavin watched him stroking it. Melinda had told him he was only allowed to use his mouth, but there was no way that monster was going to fit in it. He approached the bed as Jason beckoned him over, spreading his thighs in silent invitation.

	 

	It felt natural to sink to his knees, but after that, Gavin wasn’t sure what to do. His mouth was dry, and he needed it to be wet. He tried to summon some saliva, but he didn’t want that huge cock anywhere near him, never mind in his mouth. Jason moved to the edge of the bed, his legs either side of Gavin’s slight frame. A firm hand on the back of his head guided him down. 

	 

	Gavin parted his lips reluctantly, and Jason pressed into the opening. He did his best not to gag or be overwhelmed by the unfamiliar sensations washing over him. The smell was alien yet familiar; musky, manly, like salt and sweat. It wasn’t wholly unpleasant, but Gavin wouldn’t say he enjoyed the feel of a hard cock stretching his lips wide.

	 

	It wasn’t long before Jason’s dick couldn’t go any further, at least not easily. That didn’t stop him from trying though - there was still a good four inches left that Jason intended on forcing down his throat. Gavin tried his best not to choke, not to gag, as the swollen cockhead bumped the back of his throat. The stranger bucked his hips and let out a deep moan of pleasure, sending a painful jolt of arousal through Gavin.

	 

	He couldn’t believe he was doing this. That it was really happening. He was a straight, happily married man. Having a cock forced in and out of his mouth had at least generated some saliva, and now he wasn’t having to pay every bit of attention not to choke, he tentatively ran his tongue over the vein that ran under the massive shaft. He sucked and slurped, all the while ignoring any twinges from his chastity device, trying to push the reality of what he’s doing out of his mind. All he had to do was make him cum, and then mistress Melinda would give him the key.

	 

	“Fuck yeah,” Jason grunted, his cock growing even harder as Gavin’s efforts improved. Gavin was sloppy, but his enthusiasm increased with the encouraging noises this well-hung stranger was making. His head was held in place as Jason thrust his hips, his cock working like a piston in and out of his mouth. He could taste sweet, salty pre-cum, and the lightly chemical taste of his own lipstick as it was smeared off and onto the dick pumping in and out of his face.

	 

	Gavin tensed as he heard the door opening to the adjoining room, but he couldn’t pull off and look to see if someone had come in or not. Jason was holding him steady, increasing the rhythm of his thrusts. His balls hit Gavin’s chin as he rammed so deep into his throat Gavin had to gag. His eyes were watering, his jaw aching, and someone had definitely joined them. It had to be Melinda.

	 

	“Swallow my cock,” the stranger grunted, one huge hand on Gavin’s jaw, guiding him back and forth. Gavin went down as far as he could, trying to relax his throat. He swallowed, and almost panicked as the cock inched further down his throat than he ever thought possible. He let out a noise between a gag and a squeak as Jason moved back and forth, shallow thrusts that made Gavin feel like he was literally swallowing his cock.

	 

	He pulled out at last, when Gavin thought he was about to pass out from lack of oxygen. He gasped in air, but the stranger didn’t give him much of a breather before plunging back into his mouth. The way he was breathing now hinted that it would be over before too long. 

	 

	She was watching. The one who’d made him endure all of this. Gavin could feel her eyes on him, and his already flushed cheeks burned even brighter. If he’d learned anything today, it was that Melinda would be filming this. He felt a surge of humiliation, but it didn’t deter him from the task at hand. He had to make this stranger cum, and swallow down everything he unloaded.

	 

	“Uhnnhhhhh,” Jason groaned, his thrusting growing faster. Harder. Gavin was amazed at his ability to control his gag reflex under the assault on his throat. He sucked greedily, even grabbing Jason’s thighs to anchor himself so that he could push back to meet each thrust. The muscles were hard, tight. “Here it comes,” he grunted.

	 

	It still took Gavin by surprise when the stranger’s cock exploded. He was halfway down his throat when he went off, and he was still spurting rope after rope of thick, salty cum as he pulled out. Gavin knelt obediently at his feet with his mouth open wide, eagerly receiving the reward for his efforts. His throat worked reflexively to swallow down the load, but still some managed to land on his lips and run down from the corner of his lips.

	 

	Jason tucked his cock back in his jeans and zipped them back up. Gavin couldn’t bring himself to look up or even move from his position on his knees, facing the bed. He waited, his heart thudding in his chest, the metallic taste of cum heavy on his tongue, as the stranger left the room now he’d gotten what he came for.

	 

	“Twenty bucks, right?” he said. Gavin couldn’t believe what he was hearing, as the stranger seemingly counted out bills.

	 

	“Call it ten, she was sloppy. It was her first time,” a woman’s voice. One that sent Gavin’s pounding heart into overdrive. 

	 

	“Sweet,”

	 

	The transaction completed, Gavin heard the door open and close. He turned slowly, with eyes almost popping out of his head.

	 

	Standing there with her arms folded, a wicked smirk on her berry-red lips, wearing the key to his cage…

	 

	“Gwen!?”

	 

	Gavin didn’t think it was possible to feel even more humiliated than he had with a stranger blowing his load down his throat. But to know that his wife had not only seen it, but orchestrated it, taken money for it…

	 

	“Ah-ah,” she wagged her finger, walking over to him with her hips sashaying deliciously. “While you’re dressed like that, you’ll call me mistress, Missy,”

	 

	Gavin just stared at her, slack-jawed, cum drying on his blushing face.

	 

	“H-how?” he stammered. Gwen rolled her eyes, and her smirk softened into a playful grin.

	 

	“How did I know?” she asked. Gavin nodded, too stunned to even speak. Gwen reclined on the bed where, just moments ago, a stranger had sat while her husband sucked him off.

	 

	“It’s called incognito, you might want to try it some time, duh,”

	 

	Gavin swallowed, his sore throat a reminder—as if he needed one—of what had just transpired. The silver key glinted between her breasts, barely covered by the tight satin button-up she wore.

	 

	“I got tired of dropping hints, babe. I knew you were ‘borrowing’ my clothes, trying out my make-up,”

	 

	Gavin’s palms were sweating. Was all of this a way to get evidence to use against him? 

	 

	“Don’t look so freaked out! I’m into it,” she laughed, and it felt like a fifty pound weight had been lifted from his chest. He giggled nervously.

	 

	“You really knew all along?”

	 

	“Well, you shave your legs, hun,” she gave him a pointed look. Gavin didn’t even try to protest; he was still on his knees, and she was still in mistress-mode, even if they’d taken a slight detour. “But no more taking my stuff, that box of goodies at home is just the start of it,”

	 

	He folded his hands in his lap, listening gratefully.

	 

	“We’ll get you all kinds of slutty, sexy clothes to wear… And see how much attention Missy can get. Maybe if you learn to suck a cock, I’ll actually charge twenty for letting them deposit their cum inside you,”

	 

	Gavin’s eyes widened. He’d never heard Gwen speak like this before… It was hot, and confusing. Mostly hot.

	 

	“Would you like that?”

	 

	Gavin looked down at the stained motel carpet coyly, unable to mask his blush. He’d liked being Missy; it was exciting. She was a side of himself he couldn’t wait to explore, especially with his wife as his domme.

	 

	“Yes mistress,” he said softly.

	 

	“Good. I think we should find a stud to pop your cherry next time,” she said, her eyes glinting darkly with lust. Her hand drifted between her legs, stroking the material that covered her pussy. Gavin badly wanted to replace the musky, masculine taste in his mouth with the sweet taste of his wife’s cunt. Gwen opened her legs and flashed that she wasn’t wearing any panties under her skirt.

	 

	Gavin climbed up onto the bed, kissing the inside of her thighs. The discomfort of his cage had grown into a steady, throbbing ache. He was hard and desperate to attend to himself, but more than that, he craved pleasing this woman. She’d designed the perfect game to push his boundaries; she’d seen the things he’d wanted—needed—and not been able to recognize for himself.

	 

	He could smell her sex, how turned on she was, and it made him ever harder. He lapped at her pussy softly, exploring the puffy pink folds with his tongue until he reached the nub of her clit. She positioned her legs around his head, pulling him close, her calf flat against the back of his neck as she ground her cunt into his mouth. Gavin moaned and buried his face in her slick heat.

	 

	“You’re better at this than you are at sucking cock,” Gwen laughed breathlessly, her hips gyrating to crush her pussy against his lips. “I think you’ve earned ten minutes out of your cage, too,”

	 

	She rolled him over so he was lying on his back, her knees on either side of his head, and he hungrily kept tonguing her dripping pussy as she used the key on his cage.

	 

	He groaned with relief as it came apart, allowing his cock to stand fully erect. He heard her spit into her palm, then could only writhe and push his tongue deeper, faster against her cunt as she pumped his over-sensitive dick in her hand. He bucked and moaned, every noise muffled by her pussy covering his mouth. Gwen rode his face, one hand jerking him while in the other, she held her phone, replaying the video from earlier.

	 

	The sound of the stranger moaning as he climaxed seemed to push her over the edge, as with a squeal, she came, her juices gushing into Gavin’s waiting mouth. He swallowed everything she had to give and carried on licking. His balls were tight, his legs trembling. It was only a few more strokes of her small hand before he was in complete ecstasy, cumming harder than he ever had before in his life.

	 

	“That was amazing,” he panted, once he could think clearly again. Gwen was smiling at him when he looked at her.

	 

	“Yeah. I think we need to let Missy out to play more often, what do you think?”

	 

	Gavin nodded. He’d do whatever she said, forever. This woman owned him, even without the lifetime supply of blackmail material she now had on him!

	 

	“I think that sounds perfect.”[image: 00003.jpg]

	 

	Feminine Husband

	 

	Mia had wondered if she was losing her mind when she first started to notice things weren’t where she left them on her dresser. At first it was small things, things that bugged her and gave her pause, but didn’t really matter. Her lipstick was stood up, when she’d left it on its side. Her rose-pink nail polish was almost empty, when she knew she’d only used it half a dozen times (not her favorite color, but still…). The liquid in her perfume bottles had paled, as if someone had used them and then filled them back up with water — the way she used to do with her mom’s vodka when she was a teen. These things alone could have been all in her imagination.

	 

	Then her favorite earrings went missing, and something had to be done. 

	 

	Mia had never had her ears pierced, she had a lifelong phobia of needles, so when she found a pair of clip-on earrings that looked pretty and managed to be comfortable all day, she adored them. They were small, golden and tear-shaped. And they had been the last straw.

	 

	She suspected their bi-monthly housekeeper, and fully intended to confront the older woman about it. 

	 

	To Mia’s dismay, her husband, Kyle, had managed to find the earrings. He said they were under the dresser, but Mia knew she’d looked there. Maybe someone had tried to sell them thinking they’d be worth more, then put them there afterward. They were basically just costume jewelery, but Mia loved them. She was glad to have them back, but how they’d ended up there had never been clear. Her woman’s intuition was telling her something was definitely up.

	 

	She decided to set up a nanny cam to figure out what was going on. It was easy to get one online, even easier to set it up. She sewed it into a cute stuffed bear that Kyle had gotten her for Valentine’s day last year, one that sat on the chair opposite her dresser. And then she forgot all about it… Until she checked the ‘special’ section of her underwear drawer, where she kept her nicest, sexiest panties, and found the pair that she’d bought most recently were gone.

	 

	Mia opened the home security app on her laptop and entered the password, then waited for it to load. Her irritation gave way to nervousness - someone had been in their bedroom, gone through her things, her private, intimate things. It occurred to her that maybe it was the pool guy. He was hot, in a definitely-an-ex-con sort of way. It didn’t explain the make-up going missing, but maybe she really had imagined that.

	 

	She had to get to the bottom of it - she was going to go crazy otherwise!

	 

	The picture was a lot clearer than she’d expected it to be. She’d sort of thought it would be like the grainy, washed out security camera footage they always rolled on crimewatch, of convenience stores getting robbed. But nope, there was their bedroom in practical HD. There was no sound, but who needed sound?

	 

	Mia fast-forwarded through the video, stifling a yawn. Nothing, nothing, nothing. Just an empty room. Then Kyle, getting in from work. Going into the bathroom for a shower. Mia giggled when the video showed him coming out of the bathroom naked. Perhaps she should have told him about her little plan to discover their thief, or poltergeist. But he’d seemed to dismiss everything she’d said, telling her it was just in her head.

	 

	Well, that suddenly made sense. Mia’s eyes were wide as she watched the scene unfolding before her. She’d found out where her panties had gone alright. Her husband was wearing them!

	 

	Mia stared in fascination as Kyle slid the sheer black underwear up his legs. He did it so slowly, like he was relishing the feel of the material against his skin. Next he sat down in front of the dresser. Mia couldn’t see exactly what he was doing, but she could guess from the movement of his shoulders and how he leaned towards the mirror. He was applying her make-up to his face. She wanted to see what he looked like, but he didn’t turn around again. She fast-forwarded some more, gazing intently at the screen. Kyle picked up his cell, and she realized from the time stamped in the bottom corner of the video that she’d called him on her way back from work after finishing early.

	 

	If only she hadn’t called! She could have caught him… As it was, the phonecall had given him a heads-up that she was due to return at any moment. He’d made sure to go and wash his face and remove the make-up, but it seemed he’d been in such a rush that he’d pulled on his jeans over her sexy black lace lingerie. Or… Maybe he’d left the panties on deliberately. Maybe it made him feel naughty, knowing that he was wearing them under his clothes and nobody knew… But they could catch a glimpse, and he’d be discovered. Did that danger excite him? If it did, he wasn’t the only one getting a kick out of it…

	 

	Mia had never guessed her husband had a kinky side to him like this. A feminine side. She was excited, wanted to eagerly explore Kyle’s hidden fantasies. She was annoyed with him, though, too. He’d let her think she was going crazy, and why hadn’t he talked to her about this? She wasn’t a stick in the mud. She even felt a tingling between her thighs when she saw his cute ass in those panties. Plus, having this kind of leverage made her feel powerful. In charge.

	 

	Mia drummed her fingers on her thigh, the beginnings of a plan starting to take root. She saved the video clip of her husband dressed in her panties, editing out all of the boring dead space on either side, then emailed it to herself. 

	 

	She smirked. 

	 

	Kyle might not be ready to share his little secret with her, but she was going to get it out of him, and she was going to enjoy seeing how far she could make her husband go to ensure that video stayed between the two of them. It would definitely provide good motivation for him to do exactly as he was told!

	 

	Mia had gotten back from running errands an hour ago, and ever since then, she’d been throwing furtive looks at Kyle. There was a cunning, keen interest in her dark brown eyes. Almost like she was seeing him for the first time.

	 

	Kyle was uneasy, and told himself he was just being paranoid.

	 

	“What did you go out for?” he asked, his gaze cutting from the TV screen to his wife’s face. He doubted either of them had been following the show that was on. He didn’t see how Mia could have been; whenever he glanced over to her, she was already looking at him.

	 

	She didn’t answer his question, just smiled. Kyle was unsettled to say the least.

	 

	“I’m going to grab a drink, want one?” he asked. Mia shook her head, and shadowed him into the kitchen. Kyle wasn’t really sure why his pulse had picked up all of a sudden. He reached up into the cupboard for a glass and his tee-shirt rode up. His jeans were cut to ride low and show off the label on whatever boxers he was wearing…

	 

	Only Kyle didn’t have boxers on.

	 

	He tugged the hem of his shirt down hurriedly, feeling his cheeks begin to flame. He didn’t dare look over at Mia, if she saw his face she’d know right away that there was something up. She was always able to read him, and she never left anything alone. They were opposites in that regard; Kyle was reserved, never pushy, maybe a bit too eager to please… Mia liked her own way. She was bossy, but he liked that about her. Mostly, anyway.

	 

	“Actually, I will have one,” Mia said. The tone of her voice made Kyle swallow nervously. He didn’t want to reach another glass down, not when it risked showing off the panties he was wearing, so he just poured her a glass of water, abandoning the idea of slaking his own thirst.

	 

	He needed to go to the bathroom and get out of the panties he was wearing. Immediately. His heart banged against his ribs, and the urge to run away was rising. Mia was stood too close to him, when he turned around she was right there, her arms stretched out, her hands resting on the counter tops and blocking him in.

	 

	“What’s up with you?” he asked, forcing a laugh and hoping it sounded light hearted. The sharp edge to her smile made him weak. He held the glass of water out to her, so she’d have to stop barring his way with one arm to take it. Then he could slip past, nonchalantly go down the hall, take off the panties and throw them into the laundry. I’ve got to stop wearing them, she’s going to figure it out. Kyle had the sinking feeling it may be too late for that, though.

	 

	Did she see? When my shirt rode up? His stomach churned. Kyle had gotten less careful lately, he knew that. He couldn’t help it. When he’d lived alone, he’d had his own modest collection of pretty things; lipsticks, mascara, and stockings, mainly. He’d wanted more - shoes, lingerie, a whole wardrobe of dresses… 

	 

	But he wanted Mia more. Wanted to be the kind of husband she desired. So his trinkets had gone, along with his band T-shirts and a few other remnants of his life before Mia brightened his world.

	 

	He’d gone perhaps two years after their wedding without anything more than a longing glance at the collection of high heels in her closet, the occasional fleeting touch of her dresses. He hand-washed her lingerie, ever happy for an excuse to handle the garments. But that was as far as it had gone. He didn’t let himself think about trying on her clothes, about how stockings would feel caressing his thighs, or how the silk would whisper against his skin.

	 

	Then one day he’d cracked. Instead of putting the panties back in her drawer, he’d pocketed a pair. Pink, more girlish than Mia usually liked, with a cute satin bow at the back. With nervous excitement, he’d slipped them on in the bathroom. It always made him hard when he handled her underwear, but the feeling of sliding into them himself nearly had him cumming on the spot, all over the freshly-washed fabric.

	 

	The material felt so good against his skin, and the thrill of doing something taboo, something he didn’t want to get caught doing, definitely added to the allure.

	 

	He wanted to stop, but it felt so good…

	 

	“Oops,” Mia said. Kyle was confused, as there didn’t seem to be a reason for her to have said it. Then she tipped the glass of water, splashing his front, soaking his T-shirt and the crotch of his jeans. He inhaled sharply, his eyes wide with surprise.

	 

	Mia’s smile was knowing.

	 

	“Shit!” Kyle cursed, “what did you do that for?”

	 

	It wasn’t an accident. And he thought he knew exactly what she’d done it for. She knew!

	 

	“You’d better take those wet clothes off. Don’t worry, I went out and got you something to wear,”

	 

	Kyle frowned, not understanding his wife’s comments. She was acting strange and had been all afternoon. He felt like he was being toyed with. Which was fine, when he knew what game they were playing…

	 

	He chose to ignore her, heading down the hallway to their bedroom. Kyle was relieved when she didn’t follow. He opened the top drawer of his dresser to grab a pair of boxers, and his stomach lurched.

	 

	Empty.

	 

	What the…?!

	 

	He pulled open the drawer below, figuring he’d grab a dry pair of sweats and go commando, then go ask Mia where the fuck all of his underwear had gone.

	 

	It, too, was empty.

	 

	Panic started to rise in his chest. He hurried to his closet and threw the door open. Stacks of shirts, T-shirts, sweaters, coats and jeans, all of it gone. He stood staring at the place they’d all inhabited that morning, unable to even process what was happening. Dread and a traitorous tingle of anticipation crept down his spine, settling heavy in the pit of his stomach.

	 

	March back in there and ask what’s going on, he thought to himself. But on the journey from bedroom to living room, Kyle’s resolve waned. He didn’t manage to sound commanding or angry by the time he was back in the living room. He was meek, nervous.

	 

	“Hon, where are my clothes?”

	 

	Mia covered her mouth, hiding a smirk. Kyle’s face reddened.

	 

	“I told you, I have something for you to wear right here,” she chided. Kyle took in the bag sitting on the coffee table for the first time with a mixture of fear and, though he’d never admit it, excitement. It was candy-stripe patterned pink, the name of a nearby boutique across the middle in looping silver script.

	 

	That store only sold women’s apparel, as far as he knew. He’d never been in. Beside it, there was another bag, plain brown.

	 

	“C’mon, get out of those wet clothes,” his wife prompted. Kyle lifted his shirt slowly, reluctant to follow her orders but coming up blank when he tried to think of an excuse not to. Not that she’d listen to his excuses anyway; Kyle knew what that tone of voice meant. There was no wriggling out of things when she adopted it. Things had to be done her way, and they had to be done right now.

	 

	She took his T-shirt away, then snapped her fingers impatiently at him to take off his jeans.

	 

	“Mia, I…” I’m wearing your panties? Yeah right. Like saying that is going to help. 

	 

	Kyle unbuttoned the clasp on his jeans, casting a pitiful glance up at his wife. He chewed his lip nervously, then shucked his pants down. The air felt cool on his skin, and to his dismay, Kyle’s cock was beginning to stiffen. He looked down at his feet, his face reddening even further as he avoided her eye. He couldn’t bear to look at her and see the horrified expression that would be contorting her delicate, pretty features.

	 

	Mia gripped him by the chin and tilted his head back, making him meet her gaze. She was taller than him when she wore heels, and it hadn’t escaped his notice that she’d put on a gorgeous pair of open-toed slingbacks. Blood red, like her nails and her lipstick. It was Mia’s favorite color, and she always accessorized with it.

	 

	To his surprise, Kyle didn’t see revulsion in Mia’s dark amber eyes when he summoned the courage to meet them. They smoked with intrigue and… lust? His breath caught in his chest as she gave his ass a playful slap.

	 

	“They don’t belong to you, do they?”

	 

	He shook his head, blushing so hard that even the tips of his ears were aglow.

	 

	“But you like wearing them,” she said, her tone playful.

	 

	This was not the reaction Kyle had expected, and he wasn’t sure how to react. He was too slow to respond, and Mia slapped him again. His cock this time, through the thin material of the panties he’d stolen. It wasn’t hard, but it startled him. The sound that escaped him was less than manly, and Mia laughed gleefully.

	 

	“Oh, I’m going to have so much fun with you. First, never take my things without asking, ever again,”

	 

	“Sorry,” Kyle mumbled, trying to lower his head again. Mia squeezed his jaw harder, making him look into her eyes.

	 

	“You will be. You lied to me, and I almost accused Rosie of stealing from us when it was you all along, wasn’t it!”

	 

	Kyle tried to nod, but she was holding too tight. Shame flared within him. It was true; he’d been careless and made Mia suspect someone was stealing from them, rather than merely borrowing certain things. 

	 

	“You look ridiculous, by the way,” she said. It stung, but Kyle didn’t argue. He was inclined to agree; his five o’clock shadow and his body hair—sparse and downy though it was—was hardly a good compliment to the feminine lace that hugged his hips.

	 

	Mia reached into the brown paper bag and Kyle stood on his tiptoes, hoping to glimpse what was in there, but it was no good. She was too quick.

	 

	“Shower and use this. Everywhere. It’s totally safe, so don’t worry about that,” Mia said, handing him two boxes of hair removal cream. “If you miss a spot, I’ve got wax strips. So be thorough, unless you want to find out what it’s like to have your asshole waxed,”

	 

	Kyle thought he could happily go through the rest of his life without learning how that experience felt, so he followed the directions in the box carefully and made sure to apply the cream all over his body. It tingled, and he didn’t know if he was more nervous about what the cream might do or what Mia might do, if he didn’t do a good job of making himself smooth.

	 

	He shaved his face, too, even though she hadn’t specified for him to do that. He didn’t dare ask why… But he thought he knew. This was going to be like when his older brother got caught smoking, so their mom had him sit out on the porch and smoke a whole pack of cigarettes. Well. Four in a row. That’s all he made it to before he turned gray and near fainted. Mom had let up, and as far as he knew, his brother had never smoked again.

	 

	Mia was going to make him smoke the whole pack, so to speak. But if she thought he’d crack, she was in for a surprise…

	 

	Kyle toweled himself dry, marveling at the way it felt on his smooth skin. He felt more feminine already, now there was no friction, nothing acting as a barrier between his skin and the steamy air. He took a deep breath, then went back into the living room.

	 

	“Oh good. I just got back from donating your clothes,” she said sunnily. Kyle’s mouth opened and closed futilely, as no words came. His mind flashed back to his empty drawers, his empty closet.

	 

	“What am I going to wear?”

	 

	“I chose something. I’m going to dress you up, then we’ll go out on a little shopping spree and get you some new things,” Mia said. She seemed excited, like she couldn’t wait to pick outfits out for a brand new doll she’d acquired.

	 

	Kyle’s stomach somersaulted. He couldn’t tell if it was joy or terror, or maybe a potent mix of both.

	 

	“Wait, ‘we’?” he asked, aghast. How was he going to leave the house if his wife had just thrown out all of his clothes!?

	 

	“Don’t get ahead of yourself. Now come over here,” Mia bossed. She had already taken the garments out of their packaging, and he could see them splayed out on the seat beside her. He stopped himself from taking it in, instead just focusing on what was in her dainty hands.

	 

	The underwear she held up was feminine and frilly, but unlike the lingerie he’d worn in the past, it had a modest pouch in front to support his package. The pouch didn’t detract from how pretty it was, pink satin with white ribbons at each hip. It reminded Kyle of the first pair of Mia’s that he’d worn, the pair that had broken his resolve to leave his crossdressing habit behind him.

	 

	“Come on,” Mia urged, growing impatient. Kyle startled, then shuffled forward to do as he was told. He stepped into the panties and Mia guided them up. The caress of the satin on his freshly smooth legs had Kyle’s cock standing to attention by the time his wife had got the panties on him all the way.

	 

	She stroked him through the satin absently as she looked through her little bag of tricks, seemingly oblivious to how it affected him. Kyle could feel pre-cum gathering at the tip of his cock, making a dark wet spot bloom on his new panties. If she had kept going any longer, he would have cum in them, easily.

	 

	Mia found what she was looking for with a triumphant “Aha!” 

	 

	A couple of peach-colored silicone forms were clutched in her hand. Kyle’s eyebrows shot up, but his cock only got harder. This all felt like a dream, like he’d wake up at any moment. Not only was Mia aware of his deepest secret, she was totally on board with it!

	 

	The forms had subtle nipple markings that would nudge out the front of any bra he wore. The thought made his cock give a pleasant twitch, as more pre-cum leaked from him. Mia had a bra for him that matched his frilly panties.

	 

	Kyle had never worn a bra before. With nothing to fill one out, he’d focused his attention purely on panties. With the silicone inserts in place, though, it looked perfect. All of a sudden, he had feminine curves.

	 

	Kyle ran his fingertips down the center of his chest, pausing tentatively, then cupping the modest left mound.

	 

	“I saw you touching your chest like that. I thought you might appreciate a bit more of a handful,” Mia winked. Kyle didn’t immediately take her meaning, but realization made him look up, his blue eyes wide. Did she just say she saw me?

	 

	“Now, let’s do your make-up,” Mia announced, reaching once more into that wondrous bag. Out came foundation, concealer, primer and toner. Kyle couldn’t honestly say he’d have known what they were all for, how they differed, but Mia knew. She’d picked out the perfect shades to match his skin tone, as well as a glossy, hot-pink lipstick and a sugary palette of eyeshadow.

	 

	“M-my make-up?” Kyle stammered, drawing back. He recalled her saying they’d be going shopping - surely she didn’t intend for him to go out as a woman? He forced himself to laugh, though it didn’t convince either of them.

	 

	“I think that’s enough, Mia,” he said, his voice wavering. Mia’s eyes glinted dangerously.

	 

	“I’ll say when it’s enough. Now sit down here, I’m going to make you so pretty,” she cooed the last part, so sweet compared to how sharply she’d started off.

	 

	Kyle slowly sat down, his heart picking up the pace again. This isn’t happening…

	 

	But it was. And he wanted it, no matter how his face burned and his heart fluttered.

	 

	“That’s much better. No more resisting,” her dark eyes flickered to her husband’s light blues, “unless you want everyone to see what you’ve been getting up to when you’re alone in the house,”

	 

	The thinly veiled threat made a chill run through Kyle’s blood. He had planned to willingly go along with whatever game Mia was playing, content for her to make up the rules as she went along. He certainly wasn’t going to resist now.

	 

	He sat still, even as her brushes and cotton pads tickled his skin and irritated his nose. He’d played around with make-up—lipstick was his favorite - he loved to pout, and watch his lips make sexy ‘o’ shapes in the mirror—but he’d always been tentative, sparing. It seemed to take a lot of practice to become skilled with, and he knew how expensive Mia’s cosmetics were. He reasoned that the nail polish she never used was fine, though. It wasn’t as if she’d miss it. The same with her panties - he was slender enough not to stretch out the waistband, and she’d never have been any the wiser.

	 

	Only… That wasn’t true, was it? Somehow, he’d been discovered. The secret he’d hidden from everyone for as long as he could remember was out. His wife knew, and as much as that was a relief, it added a new fear. That other people might find out, too.

	 

	Mia seemed to be enjoying herself as she labored over his eyelids with a soft sponge brush.

	 

	“We’ll have to go to the salon at some point to get those eyebrows shaped,” she said, more to herself than to Kyle.

	 

	After a little while, she sat back to admire her work.

	 

	“Wow! Look. At. You!”

	 

	“Can I see?” Kyle asked, his voice soft, girlish. 

	 

	“One more thing first,” Mia said, taking something out of the bag. It was a wig; silky, shoulder length, wheat-blond. 

	 

	“Don’t bite your lip, you’ll spoil my work,” Mia scolded. “Do you like it? I thought blond would be best with your skin tone, but we can get you a red one, too. You’d make a sexy red-head,”

	 

	“I…” Kyle didn’t know how to answer. He wanted to see how he looked with it on, with Mia having done his make-up to perfection. The anticipation of seeing what face would be staring back at him in the mirror had his stomach full of butterflies. But feeling that was one thing, and admitting it was another.

	 

	His wife’s excitement was contagious, though. He nodded, because he didn’t know what to say.

	 

	It was all the signal Mia needed to put the wig on him, securing it with bobby pins. She combed her fingers through it, teasing the strands to frame his face. He could feel the soft locks cascading down his back, and they brushed over his skin seductively every time he moved his head.

	 

	Mia’s gaze was admiring when she pulled back to appraise him. She nodded, a pink tinge spreading across the creamy skin of her chest. She blushed that way when she was getting turned on. Kyle’s cock strained in his panties, and he was very eager to see for himself what he looked like.

	 

	Mia passed him a handheld mirror. He held it at arm’s length and stared, open-mouthed, at his own reflection.

	 

	“I can’t believe it,” he murmured gently. Mia had mastered contouring, highlights and shadows, and she’d softened every masculine angle of her husband’s face. He looked like his own twin sister - only he didn’t have one! His soft blue eyes looked like they were sparkling thanks to Mia’s complimentary choice of eyeshadow. His lashes were emphasized by mascara, giving him a wide-eyed, innocent look. He pouted at himself, and his cock twitched eagerly.

	 

	“These are going to take some practice,” Mia was saying. Lost in his own reflection, Kyle hadn’t noticed her leave the room. She returned holding a pair of pink ankle-strap shoes with three inch heels. 

	 

	Kyle didn’t argue, didn’t even hesitate. He slipped his feet daintily into the shoes and fastened each silver buckle. He liked how it felt, stretching the arches of his feet, bunching his toes together. He could see already how the posture the heels forced him to take made his calves more shapely and feminine.

	 

	He stood and almost lost his balance, which Mia found very amusing indeed. Kyle couldn’t tell if she enjoyed making him look like a woman because it appealed to her mean streak, or if she found him attractive like this. Maybe a bit of both. He didn’t mind, not one bit.

	 

	“Walk up and down, and try not to fall on your ass,”

	 

	Kyle did his best. His ankles wobbled, and he had to brace himself on the wall once, but he started to pick it up.

	 

	“That’s right, heel down first, then toes,” Mia coached. Kyle had never worn heels before - he’d yearned to see how they felt, but borrowing Mia’s was out of the question. She had tiny shoes for her tiny feet, and if he’d ever managed to squeeze into them, he’d have needed to cut them off afterward.

	 

	It occurred to him that she must have gone somewhere specialist to get this pair in his size. He wondered if that was where she intended to take him on the shopping spree she mentioned…

	 

	“Short steps, that’s the way,” his wife instructed. Kyle wondered if she could see him blushing under all the layers of make-up she’d put on. He felt emasculated by the way his gait changed, first stumbling and barely upright, then an exaggerated mince that Mia found very amusing indeed.

	 

	“Look at you, in your pretty little sissy panties,” Mia cooed. “Looks like she’s figuring it out,”

	 

	At being called she, Kyle’s cock stiffened right back up. Concentrating on keeping his balance and working the right groups of muscles to help him walk without looking like he was desperately trying not to fall over had allowed him to go soft.

	 

	“Ten more minutes of practicing your walk and we’ll finish getting you dressed,” Mia said. Kyle’s feet were starting to hurt already, unused to the way the heels distributed his weight. He had a newfound respect for how women carried themselves in these all day long, seemingly without effort. He wished he could be like that, graceful without even trying.

	 

	“Give me a pose, sissy,” his wife laughed, as Kyle made an approach. Taking smaller steps had done wonders for helping him keep from wobbling, and he propped one had on his hip and pressed his knees together, giving Mia a coquettish smile. It faded when he heard the shutter sound of her camera.

	 

	“Mia, no, don’t, please,” he said, almost forgetting he was in heels and toppling over as he rushed over to her.

	 

	“Relax, it’s just for me. Don’t be such a baby,” she scolded. Kyle could tell she was annoyed by his reaction, and he was worried that if he pushed it she’d do something drastic, like put it online or share it with her mean friends. He couldn’t believe he’d actually let his guard down and started to enjoy this game, not when he knew how temperamental his wife could be.

	 

	“I’m bored of watching you walk around now. You’re good enough. Come back over here,” it was hardly praise, but it made Kyle swell up anyway. What else did his wife have in store?

	 

	“Heels off,” Mia said. Kyle toed his feet out of them, and as much as he’d enjoyed how they felt to put on, they felt even better coming off. He stretched his toes and sighed. 

	 

	“Don’t get used to it, they’re going back on in a minute,” she warned, handing him a pair of stockings. They were, well, slutty was the word that came to mind immediately. Pink fishnets that ended in a thick stripe that circled his mid-thigh. They were bubblegum pink, to match his bra and panties.

	 

	Next was the dress. It was all satin and ruffles, in the same princessy colors. The puff sleeves and exaggerated hem were designed to emphasize a slender waist,and give more weight to the curves of the hips.

	 

	For a moment, Kyle forgot that he was going to be made to go out in public wearing it. He simply marveled at its softness, at how it felt as it settled against his skin. It was much too short, and if he leaned over even slightly it showed glimpses of his panties beneath.

	 

	“Oh my god, look at you!” Mia laughed. It wasn’t a kind sound, but Kyle found it went straight to his straining cock all the same. He smoothed his hands over the ruffles of his dress, almost painfully aroused now that he was fully dressed up like his wife’s little sissy.

	 

	“Heels back on, its time for us to go and get you a new wardrobe. I’ll have to think of a new name, too, I don’t think Kyle really suits anymore,” Mia said that last part more to herself than to her husband. Kyle wanted to argue, to protest. His identity - his masculinity - was being unraveled in the space of an afternoon.

	 

	“Mia, really, isn’t this… isn’t it going too far?” he squeaked, unconvincing in the extreme.

	 

	“You’ve lied to me for ages. Don’t talk to me about too far,” she said darkly. She grabbed her phone and he remembered the sound that the shutter had made as she’d photographed him earlier.

	 

	“Okay, okay,” he said, “If I do whatever you say, will you delete that photo afterward?”

	 

	Mia’s dark eyes glittered with cunning. A sexy, predatory smile spread across her dark red lips.

	 

	“Whatever I say?”

	 

	Kyle nodded, the blond ringlets of his wig falling into his eyes. He smoothed them back nervously.

	 

	“Maybe. And right now I say we’re going shopping.”

	 

	Kyle’s heart was in his throat as they drew up to the store. He couldn’t believe people were going to see him dressed like this. What if they bumped into someone they knew?

	 

	Beneath the fear, there was a bubbling curiosity welling inside him. Would everyone know he was a man? Would they point, stare, laugh?

	 

	Mia showed no sense of hesitation or worry as she breezily announced that they’d arrived. The store was the one she’d been to earlier, he recognized the color of the awning as the same that had been on the bag. It was flamboyantly feminine, with a canted bay window that, as they drew close, Kyle saw was filled with mannequins dressed in satin and lace. Gorgeous, girlish dresses just like the one he was in. He could see that the store behind was floor to ceiling with the kind of garments he could only dream of.

	 

	A bell chimed musically as they stepped in through the door, Mia’s grip on his wrist like a vise.

	 

	Kyle was relieved to have made the journey from the car to the store without encountering another soul, but it was short-lived.

	 

	“Good afternoon!” a cheerful yet stern voice called. Kyle jumped, drawing closer to his wife.

	 

	“Please,” he started to say, not knowing what words he could use to convey his despair, to be allowed to scurry home. Tears pricked his eyes.

	 

	“Shush,” Mia insisted, impatient, and then brightly in response to the voice they’d heard, she replied; “Hi-iii, it’s me,”

	 

	‘Me?’ Kyle thought, ‘They know her here? She spoke to them?’

	 

	It became quickly clear that yes, Mia had spoken to the woman who was working at the store. It even seemed that they had been expected.

	 

	“Oh wonderful,” the woman who had greeted them said as she looked Kyle up and down. She pulled at his dress, poked at the inserts filling out his bra, gave a lock from his wig an experimental tug. Mia beamed proudly, even as Kyle shrank into himself and cringed away.

	 

	“I followed your advice about the cream rather than shaving,” Mia said, “very smooth, and no nasty red razor bumps. I have to say, Patricia, you really knew what I wanted,”

	 

	The woman—Patricia—nodded, looking down her nose at Kyle. He dared to glance up through his lashes. She had her hair tied up in a loose bun, a pencil tucked behind one ear, horn-rimmed glasses balanced on the bridge of her thin nose. She was beautiful, even with her severe features and cold blue eyes. Patricia was perhaps ten years older than his wife, with generous curves and a dramatically pinched waist. She wore a pencil skirt and boots, a simple long-sleeved shirt, and very little make-up. Even so, he found it very easy to imagine her as a whip-toting dominatrix. She had an air of authority that rivaled even his wife’s.

	 

	Kyle gulped.

	 

	“Ah wonderful to hear. Let me see,” her accent was vaguely European, Kyle couldn’t quite place it, and thoughts of trying to work it out vanished as soon as his wife took hold of the edge of his skirt and lifted. He gasped as she hooked her fingers in the waistband of his sissy panties and tugged them down, exposing him to this total stranger.

	 

	He tried to smooth it back down and take a step back simultaneously, forgetting he was wearing heels. The panicked movement ended with him on his ass, and the two women laughing heartily at his expense.

	 

	“Could still use some practice in those heels, hmmm?” Patricia observed. Kyle caught the look of annoyance on Mia’s face. He’d disappointed her. If he did that too often, there’d be no redeeming himself. She’d share the photo of him all made up and in panties, striking a sexy pose in heels.

	 

	He struggled to his feet, trying to brush off how flustered he was.

	 

	“I hoped to see you again today. I took the liberty of collecting some of the items we discussed, if you’d like to come through to the dressing room,” Patricia was saying to his wife. “For now I think you’ll want this,”

	 

	Mia accepted something Patricia presented her with. It was a pink ribbon collar attached to a leash.

	 

	“At least until she finds her manners,” Patricia added, casting a cool look in Kyle’s direction. His face flamed, and he didn’t resist as Mia snugged the collar around his neck. She gave it a sharp tug, propelling him forward. He had to take a series of quick, stilted steps in his heels to avoid going over again.

	 

	Kyle followed the two women, struggling to hear their conversation over the throb of his pulse in his ears. How had he manged to go from occasionally indulging in wearing his wife’s panties, to becoming a full blown sissy in the space of an afternoon? His mind was spinning, and at the same time, his cock was firmly pressing against his stomach, giving the occasional twitch as pre-cum leaked from it. He was so sensitive, so aroused.

	 

	“Have you thought of a name for her?”

	 

	“I like Amber, I think it suits,”

	 

	As much as he resisted admitting it, this was exciting him, setting him alight in his core. Being talked about as if he wasn’t even there, being dragged along on a leash like his wife’s property, all of it.

	 

	They stopped once they arrived at a place towards the back of the store, where outfits had been laid out on hangers and two floor to ceiling mirrors were angled to show a garment from all angles once it was on.

	 

	Mia selected clothes for him to try on with glee, and Kyle obediently twisted and turned to show off once he was in them. The worst part was Patricia ‘helping’ him to get dressed up; she had long, sharp nails and took little care with them as she pulled him this way and that. She pinched his cock between two fingers to lift it out of the way as Mia slid different sets of panties onto him and gave her opinion.

	 

	“This filthy cock is dripping all over these nice clothes,” Patricia tutted, “I’ll be right back with something to help with that,”

	 

	Kyle’s stomach felt like he’d just gone down in an elevator. The instant Patricia was out of earshot, he turned to Mia.

	 

	“Can we buy these and just go? Please? I’ll do whatever you want at home. She’s intimidating. My feet are hurting and—” his complaints were cut off by a howl of pain and surprise. Patricia hadn’t gone far at all, and she’d come back in time to cut off his complaints with a hard spank to his right ass cheek.

	 

	Kyle stumbled and just about managed not to go over on his ankle in the heels.

	 

	“Very bad mannered, I am so sorry Patricia,” Mia sighed.

	 

	“Quite alright darling. I can soon sort that, if you’d like,”

	 

	“Oh, do you mind?” Mia asked, batting her eyelashes at the other woman. Patricia smiled tightly.

	 

	“On the contrary, it’d be my pleasure,”

	 

	Kyle stared between them with panicked eyes.

	 

	“Bend over and grab your ankles, sissy,” Patricia barked at him. Kyle found himself following her orders without thinking. She wasn’t the sort of woman you argued with; he knew in his bones that it would only be worse if he gave her any back chat.

	 

	The lacy white panties he’d been modeling before she’d returned were viciously yanked down, and Kyle’s grip on himself tightened as he fought the urge to run away. Patricia tugged his cock and balls—still traitorously hard and aching—back between his thighs and had him press his legs together to keep them there.

	 

	Then, she began to spank him. 

	 

	“Good posture is a must, or who knows where might end up getting struck,” she said, and Kyle could hear her smirk even if he couldn’t see it. As it to illustrate her point, she let a light slap land on his testicles, sending sharp pain all the way through to Kyle’s belly. His balls drew up tight, his cock finally softening as he strained to keep his legs straight and his feet planted on the ground.

	 

	Her palm moved in swift, cruel strokes over his pale flesh, each connection making a screaming pulse of pain jolt through him. Her pace was quick, and each blow seemed to focus in one of three places, shrinking his world to just three points of blazing agony.

	 

	When it finally came to an end, his ass was on fire, and he had no intention of ever badmouthing this woman or complaining about his heels hurting him ever again!

	 

	Mia rubbed his bright pink ass, the tender skin singing with pain even as endorphins rushed through him. Before he could take much comfort in his wife’s touch, Patricia was handling his cock again. At least she did it more gently, though no less clinically, this time. A chastity device was locked in place over his cock, cinching his balls. It was clear plastic, and Kyle had to repress a shudder as the small golden lock at the top closed with a quiet click.

	 

	He felt marginally better when the key to that lock was handed over to his wife. It felt so strange, the way it pulled down on his cock, making him feel heavy. He was nervous as to what would happen if he started to get an erection while wearing it. Would it hurt?

	 

	He wasn’t sure anything would hurt as much as his ass had under Patricia’s palm. It was still stinging now, but she seemed utterly unperturbed. 

	 

	“I’ve brought the other items you expressed interest in, too,” Patricia was saying. Kyle did a double take as he saw that while he’d been receiving his spanking, Mia had been trying on something of her own.

	 

	She had stripped out of her skirt and stood in her black stockings and suspenders, with a new addition around her waist and thighs. A harness. With a glinting silver ring mounted right over the spot where her clit was. 

	 

	On the bench beside her, Patricia had laid out a collection of different dildos. They ranged from hyper-realistic, complete with thick veins and bulging, bulbous heads, to small, ambiguously shaped numbers in all manner of bright colors.

	 

	Kyle watched with a dry mouth as Mia hefted the biggest, testing the girth. Her small hands couldn’t fit all the way around it. She glanced up at her husband from under half-mast eyelids, smirking. Clearly amused by his rising panic.

	 

	She went three sizes lower, and Kyle let out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding. He watched as Mia slid the phallus into the harness and tightened it. It curved forth from her petite frame obscenely, and the blood rushed to his locked-up cock. The chastity device tugged down on his balls as his cock strained against it, in a futile effort to get hard.

	 

	“What do you think, slut? Can you take all this?”

	 

	Kyle didn’t know how to answer, but the whisper of Patricia’s skirt behind him made him remember the pain of her spanking, and he didn’t dare stay silent.

	 

	“Y-yes,” he stammered, feeling himself blush. He nodded for good measure, and his wife began to stroke her silicone cock like it was a real one. It was a very erotic sight indeed, and he held in a groan of frustration as his cock thickened.

	 

	“Why not give it a try?” Patricia urged, her eyes sparkling behind her glasses. Kyle was about to protest when he remembered what had happened the last time he talked back. Mia got that naughty look on her face that Kyle loved so much, the one that set his blood on fire.

	 

	Patricia approached his wife, her hips swaying seductively from side to side. The older woman had a bottle of lubricant in her hands, and she popped it open and applied a generous amount to the tip of the dildo mounted in Mia’s harness. It slid like syrup from the tip, down the shaft. Mia curled her hand around the phallus before any could drip off onto the carpet, and she moved her hand slowly up and down to coat the entirety of the length.

	 

	Kyle watched in a trance, his heart beating hard. He knew what was going to come next, even if he couldn’t quite believe it.

	 

	“Lie down on the bench,” Mia told him firmly. Kyle did so eagerly, still in his bra, heels, and stockings, his panties where Patricia left them, halfway down his thighs.

	 

	The other woman strode around him, not taking her eyes away as Mia approached. It seemed it was her aim to coach his wife as she fucked his ass for the very first time, and would be on hand to coach him, too, should he put up too much resistance.

	 

	He inhaled sharply at the first press of the tip of the dildo against his ass. Mia slid it back and forth across his hole, teasing him with anticipation for what was about to happen. She urged him to lift his legs, so that his knees were either side of her head.

	 

	Kyle had never felt so exposed in his life, and it wasn’t helped by the saleswoman’s approach. He supposed he should have been glad though, as she doled out more lubricant, this time directly to him. He was tense, tight, even though he tried not to resist this. Even though he wanted to give up his ass for his wife, especially when she was so eager to claim it.

	 

	A noise escaped him that was midway between a whimper and a sigh as Mia’s silicone cock sank into him inch by delicious inch, thick and firm and naughty. Patricia had unzipped the fastening on her pencil skirt and let it fall to the ground, and as she walked by Kyle caught sight of her tiny thong, doing nothing to obscure her glistening pussy from his view.

	 

	His cock pulled and strained within his chastity device, and he wished it wasn’t there. He wanted to be able to jerk his cock as his wife fucked him.

	 

	Deeper and deeper she went, until her hips were flush against the tender flesh of his well-spanked ass, and he was nearly split in two by the cock she was wearing. It felt right to be so full, with his hair wild and his panties pulled down. He felt like such a slut. Such a sissy.

	 

	Mia ground her hips against him, trying to push even deeper. The hitch in her breath told him that the base of the dildo was working against her pussy, stimulating her clit. She pulled out of him slowly, and Kyle tried to close his legs, tried to keep her deep inside of him.

	 

	He didn’t have to wait long before she thrust back in, without that delightful slowness this time. It was a harsh, possessive thrust, and he cried out. Again, she pulled out and sank in. His cock was dribbling, pre-cum coating the inside of his chastity device and leaking onto his stomach. His balls were aching, the feeling intensifying with every stroke of the dildo as it pounded a spot inside of him that he’d never felt stimulated before.

	 

	The next thing he knew, Patricia was standing over him, her thighs on either side of his head, giving him a view directly up into her pink, silken pussy as her fingers plunged in and out of it. She had positioned herself there under the guise of getting a good view of his wife’s technique as she slammed her dildo into his willing ass, but Kyle was unsurprised when she lowered her cunt to his mouth.

	 

	The smell of her sex was heady and unfamiliar, and he couldn’t believe this was happening. His wife eagerly encouraged the other woman to sit on his face, and slowed down her thrusting. Kyle moaned, wriggling his ass in a way he hoped conveyed that he wanted her to continue.

	 

	But she wouldn’t. Not until she wanted to. Patricia slid her pussy back and forth over his lips, dripping her honey onto his mouth and chin before lowering herself further. It was hard to breathe, but Kyle just focused on the task at hand. He tongued between her folds, searching for the nub of her clit.

	 

	Meanwhile, Mia picked up her pace again. Patricia seemed to be advising her on the angle of her thrusts, but Kyle could barely hear. His senses were muffled by her thighs against his ears, her sweet cunt gyrating over his mouth and nose. She lifted her hips after a moment, allowing him to draw in a desperate gasp of air. No sooner had he filled his lungs than she was back in position, riding his tongue and mouth with abandon.

	 

	The dildo ramming into his ass sent electric thrills of pleasure up his spine, making his balls draw up tight. He could feel it in his cock, even though the chastity device prevented any direct stimulation. His whole body felt warm and tingling. But the most erotic sensation of all was being used for these two women’s pleasure. His wife’s moans as she ground her pussy against the base of the dildo poured gasoline onto the flames of his desire.

	 

	Patricia’s climax rocked through her as her thighs quivered, and Kyle could only lick and suck on her pussy as it twitched above him. When she moved back, his face was slick with her juices. No longer muffled, Kyle could hear his wife clearly as she moaned while she fucked him. The look of his debauched face, his smeared lipstick and flushed cheeks, and she was right on the edge.

	 

	Kyle himself felt like he was on the edge of… something. Not quite an orgasm, at least not one like he’d ever felt before. The pleasure and pain from the dildo reaming his ass had him wanton, unable to follow what was happening to his body.

	 

	As Mia reached her orgasm with a final handful of thrusts, something exploded inside of him. More pre-cum mixed with his seed flowed from his cock, not powerful enough to be a real ejaculation, but something else. Something that felt good, even while it frustrated him. He shuddered as the pleasure rolled through him, sapping his muscles of strength, making him utterly relaxed and pliant.

	 

	He stifled a cry as Mia slipped the silicone cock out of his ass, leaving him empty and clenching nothing. Her face was flushed, her eyes heavy-lidded with satisfaction. Patricia gathered up their items to ring them up and bag them, while Mia righted her clothing and helped Kyle into his panties once more. He had to clutch her arm to stay upright after how thoroughly he’d been fucked; he’d forgotten everything he’d learned while practicing in his heels earlier.

	 

	Kyle kept his eyes bashfully averted as Mia went to pay for and collect their purchases. She selected a few other toys to try out on him once they were in the privacy of their own home, too, and already Kyle felt the building tension starting all over again in the pit of his stomach.

	 

	“D-did you really throw my clothes away?” he asked, tentative.

	 

	Mia smiled and patted his cheek. Kyle’s heart stammered in his chest.

	 

	“Do you really want me to delete that picture?” she countered, her eyebrow raised.

	 

	Kyle thought about it for a moment, long and hard, and he smiled back, shaking his head. However she’d learned his little secret, Kyle was glad she had. And he couldn’t wait to see what else his devious, loving wife had in store for her sissy, slutty husband![image: 00003.jpg]

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Crossdressing Husband

	 

	‘Get home, now.’

	 

	The text came through after lunch. I was in the middle of a meeting, but as soon as the contact information saying mistress lit up my screen, I picked up my phone.

	 

	My wife didn’t tolerate being ignored. We had an unusual setup in our marriage, but it was one that worked for us. Claire was without a doubt the boss. A lot of guys will say that their wife is the boss of them, but they don’t mean it, not the way I do when I say it. Claire owned me, body and soul. I was hers, and if she said I had to get home, I had to go.

	 

	It wasn’t like her to pull me out of work in the middle of the day. In fact, we’d been married for six years and not once had she ever done it. A creeping sense of dread began to overtake me.

	 

	‘Yes mistress. Be home in 20. Is everything okay? X’

	 

	My first thought was something serious, someone being in hospital maybe. But Claire’s message was cold. It was how she communicated when I’d broken the rules. What rules? The rules, the ones that governed our relationship.

	 

	Not following the rules meant punishment, whereas following them earned reward. Better than that, following the rules led to harmony. We were both left feeling loved and cherished and respected.

	 

	Maybe I’m getting ahead of myself. I’d always been submissive, always felt subservient to strong women. Claire had led our relationship from the start, intrigued when I plucked up the nerve to speak to her outside the student bar. We were both waiting for cabs, I asked her if she wanted to share mine… I think she was more amused than flattered that I’d mistaken her for one of my peers. It was hard to tell that she was twelve years older than me, even then.

	 

	My phone lit up again.

	 

	‘No. Very disappointed in you.’

	 

	The words immediately evoked guilt. I hated doing something that disappointed her. Most of my decisions were made around what Claire would like, what would most please her.

	 

	“Please excuse me, urgent matter,” I murmured, stepping away from the conference table. There was a disapproving throat-clearing from my manager, but that didn’t register. It wasn’t important.

	 

	My wife did not like to be ignored and she did not like to be kept waiting. I went straight out of the building and got into my car. Without the rush hour traffic, I’d be pulling up in our driveway in less than fifteen minutes.

	 

	It was time I spent trying to work out what I’d done to upset her. Was it a big thing? It had to be, if she was calling me home from work over it.

	 

	The last time she’d really had to discipline me was when I’d gone out to a bar with my old high-school buddies for a kind of impromptu reunion. I hadn’t realized quite how much I’d had to drink, and I’d driven home. Claire was livid, as she had every right to be, when I stumbled through the front door that night. It was a big infraction. She wanted me to understand the severity of what I’d done.

	 

	I spent all week dreading the punishment that was to come, almost as much as I craved it. I knew I deserved it, and until she administered it, there wouldn’t be harmony in our marriage. I had to re-think my eagerness for it when it was actually happening; Claire procured an assortment of new implements to appropriately teach me a lesson. I got home from work that Friday and found a spanking bench set up waiting for me. Usually, Claire would take me over her knee to spank me should the need arise. More extensive sessions, and I’d lie over the arm of the couch.

	 

	I must have spent two hours sweating into the leather padding of the bench while my wife broke her new tools in on me. The caning had been the worst, the sting bringing tears to my eyes only for the burn that followed it to have me whimpering. I hadn’t been able to sit comfortably for at least a week.

	 

	Since then, things had been good. Better than good. The occasional correction had been necessary when I got lazy or pouted too much about having to do something around the house, but I really couldn’t think what I’d done to displease her.

	 

	I was covered in a light sweat by the time I arrived home, and my stomach felt strange and light.

	 

	I unlocked the front door, stepped inside, and did what I always did on returning home from work; took off my work clothes, and put on the sturdy black leather collar my wife had given me for our second wedding anniversary.

	 

	Following this little routine made me feel safer, and the collar reminded me that whatever I’d done, I was hers, and she loved me and wanted what was best for me. Wanted me to be the best version of myself.

	 

	I couldn’t deny there was a feeling of resistance and indignation building up though. I just couldn’t think of anything I’d possibly done. 

	 

	I’d been late home a few times because of a big project at work, but I always let her know as soon as I knew I wouldn’t get home on time. I was working hard. If I was going to get caned for that, it hardly seemed fair.

	 

	When I walked into the living room and saw my wife’s expression, I knew it couldn’t be about a few late nights at the office. She was sitting on the sofa with her hands resting on her knees, her back ramrod straight. There was a cup of coffee in front of her that hadn’t been touched, and looked like it was long cold. I would have preferred to see the spanking bench awaiting me.

	 

	A spike of fear pierced me. The look she gave me said that whatever I’d done, it wasn’t the sort of thing that could get fixed by being taken over her knee, or even over the bench

	 

	“Hi honey,” I said, my voice soft. Claire’s eyes were electric blue and my hair stood on end as her gaze traversed me from head to toe.

	 

	Claire’s lips remained firmly pressed together. She reached for something that had been beside her and tossed it in my direction. My heart squeezed and then lurched.

	 

	At my feet landed a pair of pink lace panties. We both knew they weren’t Claire’s.

	 

	“Explain those,” she said. Claire never minced words, she was much more a doer than a talker. 

	 

	For my part, I froze up. I was quickly realizing what had happened. I’d put my panties through with our regular laundry and forgotten to ensure they were separated and hidden away again. I hadn’t had the time or the privacy to wear them for a few weeks now, I couldn’t think where they might have turned up for Claire to come across them. My face was turning crimson.

	 

	“Who do they belong to?” she prompted when I gave no response. I was startled by the question. It hadn’t crossed my mind that she suspected they belonged to another woman - I was almost hurt by the veiled accusation, but I knew it wasn’t fair to be. After all, I was the one keeping a secret…

	 

	“I… I can explain. It’s not what you think,” I said. My mouth was dry and my heart was beating so hard I thought I might faint. I was terrified. Claire scared me at times, when she was completely lost in dom mode, but it was an exhilarating sort of fear. Constructed on love and mutual pleasure.

	 

	This was a secret I’d kept safe for years. I didn’t know exactly why I did it, or why it felt so good. Honestly, I couldn’t remember not doing it. Women’s clothing, panties and stockings especially, made me feel naughty and sexy. I inherited my older sister’s room when she left for college, and she hadn’t bothered to clear out her closet fully. I’d felt like a kid in a candy store, for a few weeks at least. It got so that the first thing I’d do when I came home was run upstairs and get dressed up in her feminine clothes. She had tights rather than stockings, but the feeling of them against my skin and around my cock was blissful all the same. It would be some years after that I’d come to discover the delight of stockings.

	 

	I don’t know how my parents figured out what I was doing with my sister’s panties, but one evening I threw open the closet door to find everything gone. My mother had been cold and distant for some time after that, and in hindsight, she must have opened the door on me and seen… I had to stop myself, the embarrassment surging up the way it always does when recalling youthful indiscretions.

	 

	I must have looked guilty because Claire asked me again.

	 

	“Who do they belong to, Adam?”

	 

	“I can explain,” I whispered, but the words ‘they’re mine’ just wouldn’t come out.

	 

	Claire didn’t look angry at my continued refusal to give a proper answer, which was unexpected. I could see her thinking, knew the intensity in her blue eyes well from the times she was devising punishments and games for me.

	 

	“Not another woman’s?”

	 

	Could she really think that? I almost laughed, it would have been humorless sound, but Claire didn’t like to be laughed at, even insincerely. It was disrespectful, and I must always show her respect.

	 

	“No mistress, I’m yours, only yours,” I said this with more confidence than I’d made my confession, but my voice was still wavering. It was true that we had an adventurous sex life, an unconventional marriage, but each element had been volunteered by Claire and I’d eagerly consented.

	 

	I couldn’t tell her about my penchant for wearing women’s clothing. I’d tried, but I was afraid. I thought of the accusingly empty closet and got an acute sense of claustrophobia every time the subject could have been brought up.

	 

	“Put them on,”

	 

	I did as I was told (I always do as I’m told when she uses that tone), and even in such tense circumstances, the feel of the soft material caressing my skin had tingles shooting to my groin. The lace was snug around my cock, which was starting to grow stiff. In fact, the tension in the atmosphere seemed to add to my sense of arousal. Being ordered by my dominant wife to wear panties was turning me on.

	 

	Claire raised one perfectly sculpted brow as she observed my condition. She stood and crossed the room, reaching to cup my hardening cock over the lace panties. She squeezed, and my breath caught in my chest. I loved to tease myself through the material, and had made myself cum in my panties from teasing alone many times over the years. Without a doubt, if I did that now, my wife would be furious.

	 

	“Leave those on and finish your chores,” she said sharply. I wanted to ask why, where are you going? but I’d been trained better than that.

	 

	“Yes mistress,”

	 

	It was almost dark when she got back. I didn’t know if she’d gone out with a purpose in mind, or just to drive around for a bit to clear her head.

	 

	I spent my life in service to that woman and lived to serve her, but it could still be impossible to get inside her head at times. My fears jumbled my thoughts up. I knew I’d made things worse by keeping everything bottled up, even when she’d directly confronted me I couldn’t confess.

	 

	I was very relieved to hear the front door open. In other circumstances, doing housework in nothing but a pair of girly panties would have been the perfect way to tease and arouse me, but I felt too guilty.

	 

	“Come with me,” she said. I tried to read her mood from her expression, but she was as stern and cool as she always was when I’d earned a punishment.

	 

	I followed her down the hallway to our bedroom, spying several shopping bags at the foot of the bed. I was given no time to wonder about what retail therapy Claire might have been indulging in while I cleaned the house, as she gave me an impatient shove toward the bathroom.

	 

	“Get in the shower and clean yourself thoroughly,” my wife said. I saw a package on the bathroom counter; hair removal cream. What’s happening?

	 

	“Use this. It’s safe for your pubic area, so don’t be shy about using it. I want you to be baby-smooth when you get out and come back into the bedroom, and if you’re not, you’re only going to add to the spanking you’re getting, boy,”

	 

	I couldn’t help my body’s reaction to being spoken to like that. Yes, domestic discipline was something that worked for us because of our personalities and how much we each liked to have control (I didn’t, Claire did), but I couldn’t deny that a huge part of it was sexual. Belonging to a commanding, assertive, strong woman like Claire was a dream come true.

	 

	I stepped under the cascading hot water and washed my body all over. The only soap I could find was one I’d never seen before, I guessed it had been purchased along with the hair removal cream. It was a sweet and fruity, exaggeratedly feminine scent. I felt like a girl, especially as the hair on my body disappeared and I was left with smooth pink skin.

	 

	I was thorough, believing Claire when she said that there would be repercussions for sloppiness. There always was. At the same time I knew better than to keep her waiting. I got out of the shower and toweled myself dry. The air was cold on my smooth skin, and a shiver ran down my spine. I wanted to feel what it would be like to have my lace panties caressing my cock now I was smooth down there. I’d always been curious about it, but my wife had always liked me trimmed, not smooth, and of course a sudden change would have prompted questions. Questions like the ones that had lead up to this evening’s events…

	 

	I steeled myself and went into our bedroom, anticipation and anxiety warring in my chest. My jaw dropped when I saw what awaited on our bed. My wife had changed into her dom mode quite drastically; a black basque with red lace flair at the hips, fishnet stockings, and a pair of black gloves that extended up to the elbow. Her hair was tied back in a tight ponytail. My breath was so stolen by how commanding and sexy she looked that it took a moment for me to take in the spanking bench had been set up.

	 

	I had expected it. What I hadn’t expected was for there to be something else before the punishment, so when Claire wordlessly pointed at the floor by her feet, I was mystified. I knelt obediently and gazed up at her. She walked around me in a circle, her poise perfect in the 3-inch heeled boots she wore. They were shiny PVC that climbed up to mid-thigh, and it always drove me crazy when she wore them.

	 

	“Stand up,” Claire told me, continuing her circle. She inspected me carefully, her gloved hands moving me this way and that. When she was finally satisfied, she gave a nod. It was a small admission of approval, but I seized on it. It made me glow inside.

	 

	“I’m going to dress you up, sissy, and then I’m going to spank your bottom bright red until you admit to me whose panties these are,” Claire said, holding up the pink lace pair I’d shucked off before getting into the shower.

	 

	I swallowed and nodded.

	 

	“Yes mistress,”

	 

	In the time I’d had to think about the confrontation earlier, I had built myself up to coming clean. I made my mind up to admit the secret I’d kept for such a long time, but to confess now would mean missing out on what Claire had planned.

	 

	My curiosity and excitement won out of course and I decided to see where the evening was going to take me…

	 

	The first step of dressing me up was to sit me on the edge of the bed and set out an array of cosmetics. My eyes widened and my pulse quickened. The idea of how I’d look once Claire had finished made me feel light-headed.

	 

	She worked quickly and precisely, applying a base layer of foundation first, then touching it up with a brush that made me want to itch my nose. I resisted, trying very hard to sit still. I knew even the slightest sign of resistance to taking my punishment would just result in more - not necessarily a bad thing, not always, but I didn’t want to displease my mistress more than I already had.

	 

	My face warmed as Claire brandished a candy-pink lipstick and gripped my chin. She applied it in thick strokes, then added exaggerated layers of mascara to my lashes. A touch of blusher, and she leaned away to survey my appearance.

	 

	“Show me your sexiest pout,” Claire said. I couldn’t help but hesitate, feeling extremely foolish. She raised both eyebrows at me expectantly. I pushed down the sense of embarrassment at what an idiot I must have looked and schooled my expression to be as sultry as possible.

	 

	“Coming along, but not quite there,” Claire tossed over her shoulder as she turned to take something from the store of supplies she’d gone out for.

	 

	A white lace bra was in her hands when she turned around. She handed it to me and told me to put it on. The cups were too large for my flat chest, but I slid my arms through the straps all the same and hooked it around my back. I didn’t own any bras of my own—at least I hadn’t, not before tonight—but I still had the hang of fastening the back from doing it in my teenage years.

	 

	Claire waited for me to move my arms and then tucked a pair of breast forms into the cups, securing them to my chest. I looked down, and it was very strange to see the ample breasts bulging from my chest. They looked real, and I moved my hands as if to cup them. Claire stopped me before I could, slapping my hands away.

	 

	I looked up at her from under my eyelids guiltily. 

	 

	I was excited and I couldn’t hide it. I wanted to put on the panties that would match my bra. Claire handed them to me and I slid them up to my hips. The caress of the soft satin on my cock was heavenly and I was fully hard now. My cock made an obscene bulge in the delicate, feminine panties.

	 

	“That’s not very ladylike,” Claire mused, giving my dick a firm squeeze that made my knees weak. Stockings were next, a pair of fishnets that made me feel slutty. My legs looked feminine in them, unrecognizable after the hair had been removed.

	 

	Claire wasn’t finished until I was in a tight dress with puffy sleeves, and plenty of frills around the hips to enhance my figure from straight to curvy. I went along with it all, changing from excited to humiliated over and over. I couldn’t tell how I felt, but my cock was rock hard.

	 

	“Go and lie over the bench,”

	 

	In the heels Claire had provided (at least 4 inches, velvet, red to match my dress), it was difficult to walk and I wobbled every step. The fishnets stroked up and down my inner thighs with every movement, sending tingles of arousal through my body and making my cock push even harder against the front of my panties. I couldn’t find a position for my hips that wouldn’t have my erection grinding down onto the limited padding with every smack I was about to get.

	 

	“Keep still,” Claire warned, evidently noticing my squirming. I had to try very hard not to do it more when she forced up the bottom of my dress to expose my panties and my ass. I’d expected it, but the feeling of it was new and different in the outfit I was wearing. I felt diminished, humiliated, and very turned on.

	 

	“Who do the panties belong to?” she asked. I kept quiet, my muscles taut from standing in the heels, sending slight aches up my legs. It was something to focus on other than the sound of her voice, the tone that I’d learned to obey without question.

	 

	She began to spank me by hand at first, each whack of her palm landing on the outside of my ass cheeks, right and then left, right and left. My panties absorbed some of the sting, but I could feel the skin not protected by satin warming.

	 

	“Who has been wearing panties?” Claire demanded. I wriggled, offering her my ass for more.

	 

	Slap! Slap! Slap!

	 

	My skin was really heating now, and that heat traveled straight to my aching cock. Claire enjoyed it when I made sounds, despite punishing me for complaining. Perhaps that was why she liked it. My wife really got into the role of disciplinarian and I adored her for it.

	 

	The gasp I let out when she raked her nails over my flesh and snagged my panties down pleased her. The feeling of sharpness against my tender skin made me shiver, as did the satin whispering over my burning ass.

	 

	The worst was still to come. I knew that. So far, she’d just used her hand. I couldn’t see even if I tried, but I didn’t want to know what was to be next.

	 

	Claire kept me on edge, until my ears were straining to pick up the hiss of a whip being drawn back, the hum of a cane splitting the air. The sound was lower, a whoosh of air being displaced, then a heavy slap as the object connected with my flesh. I winced, my eyes immediately filling with tears. The paddle.

	 

	At least it wasn’t the cane, I thought. But my gratitude didn’t last as Claire went to town on my ass. The strikes were slow and heavy, giving each one time to deepen into a burn that felt like it went right to my center. I was gasping and writhing by the time she gave me a breather, and it wasn’t long enough for me to catch my breath.

	 

	“Was it you? Have you been trying on my clothes, wearing my panties under your clothes? Did it make you feel sexy, hm? Did it make my little slut feel like a girl?”

	 

	Claire’s mocking words had my face burning almost as hotly as my ass. I tried to say ‘yes’, but I couldn’t get the word out.

	 

	Another round of spanking, this time back to her hand. It felt ten times more painful on my tenderized behind now and I whimpered and pleaded despite trying hard to stop myself.

	 

	“Who do the panties belong to?”

	 

	“Me! They’re mine!” I confessed at last. Claire gave me a final hard slap on my ass and pulled me up off of the bench. She fixed my make-up with a quick re-application and tissue-dabbing, while I sat uncomfortably on our bed. My ass would be sore for a while, and I’d be very surprised if the paddling didn’t result in bruises. My ass had to be verging on purple right then, it had been too long since Claire had last used the paddle.

	 

	“What’s that there?” Claire asked suddenly, staring between my thighs. I looked down and saw the front of my panties had a wet spot. “Did you wet yourself, hm? Like a little girl?”

	 

	“N-no mistress,” I shook my head, my voice wobbling.

	 

	“Cum then? What a good little slut you’re being,”

	 

	I sat up straight, gasping at the pain from my spanking and the degrading way my wife was speaking to me. 

	 

	“And would my sissy bitch like to get fucked like a girl too? I think she would,” Claire said, in a sickly-sweet sneer.

	 

	“No! I’m- I’m not a girl,” I protested feebly. I didn’t even convince myself, not with the high-pitched quality to my voice.

	 

	“Spread,” Claire said, gesturing to my legs. “Something has to be done about this,”

	 

	She gripped my dick to illustrate what she meant by this, and for a terrifying instant I thought she meant to castrate me. I whimpered and squirmed, my heart pumping hard in my chest. Something cold, metal, cinched around my balls. A second ring slid down to sit at the base of my cock, locking into the first. When I looked down to see what Claire was doing to me, I saw she’d locked me in a chastity device. The last part was the sheathe that was to go around my cock; a corkscrew-twist of glinting silver. It locked into place with finality.

	 

	My wife held up the key in front of my face, and then I watched as she tucked it into her bra. My face must have been beet red, it was as hot as my ass.

	 

	“You get something you want, I get something I want,” she said, tipping me a wink. Claire had spoken about locking me in chastity before, and I’d always resisted. It had become the routine threat after transgressions. I should have known it would only be a matter of time.

	 

	“I don’t want to wear it,”

	 

	“You’ll wear it and like it,” Claire answered smartly, shutting me up. It felt cold and heavy, and that initial sensation had made me grow soft. I’d had to be, in order for to even be possible to get it on. I shivered and pressed my thighs together, trying to warm up. I thought the spanking and paddling combo just now had served two purposes; punishment and getting me in a condition where she could lock me up.

	 

	“Get back over the bench,” Claire said. I immediately slumped my shoulders and looked pitiful. It was on the tip of my tongue to plead for respite, my ass couldn’t take another spanking. The only further touching I could have handled was tentative and generous application of lotion to soothe the welts. “Oh suck it up, I’m not going to spank you again. Not yet, at least. But if you earn it…”

	 

	I scrambled to my feet, momentarily forgetting my heels. I wobbled and tumbled over, which had Claire in peals of laughter. I cringed and clambered up, then laid myself down over the bench as I’d been told. My ass burned and tingled as I presented it to my wife. She ran her gloved fingertips ever so gently over the edge of my panties and I shuddered with pleasure at the sparks it lit.

	 

	“Little sissies get fucked like sluts in this bedroom,” Claire warned, her voice low and hot in my ear. Cool, slippery and smooth, something prodded for entrance to my asshole. I wriggled and writhed but a brisk tap to my tender bottom had me wary of that potential second spanking. I didn’t move, didn’t even breathe as she worked the object into my ass. It was wide and stiff, stretching my virgin hole. Claire had used her fingers there on me before, but this was much more.

	 

	“Oh, oww!” I said, having to gasp in a breath. Then, suddenly, something gave. The thick length in my ass slipped deeper, fast, and I felt Claire’s body flush against mine. Both of her hands were caressing my back, occasionally strumming over my tender bottom. My cock twitched and throbbed, trying to engorge. The cage wouldn’t allow it, of course.

	 

	I could have cried with frustration. The image of my wife with a strap-on jutting from her pussy and feeding it into my eager hole was too much, and my cock wanted out. I tried to shift, as if there was any position possible that would let me have room to get hard. My writhing just enhanced the sensation of being full and speared on the dildo. Claire pulled back and some of it slid out, only to push deeper inside of me.

	 

	I moaned and struggled, wanting so badly to be able to grab my dick and jerk it. Pre-cum made my chastity device slick enough for some pleasurable friction, but it wasn’t anywhere near enough. Not when Claire’s slow and careful pace began to gather steam.

	 

	My hips were pressed hard into the bench and I knew I’d have more bruises to go along with the rest. My skirt flapped back and forth as Claire pounded into my hole, making me feel slutty and used. She went harder and faster and I didn’t know if I could take it.

	 

	I screamed, and it was hard to tell if it was the pleasure or the pain. I was incoherent, mainly saying please in a girlish voice. Please stop? Please unlock me? Please don’t stop— I had no idea anymore.

	 

	There was a fullness, a pressure building like I was about to cum but every time I got close to it, it made me carry on chasing. My cock was leaking a steady drip of clear, syrupy pre-cum.

	 

	Claire slammed into my ass at jackhammer pace, riding me like I was a cheap slut. The climb finally ended, and my cock began to twitch and spasm. Spurts of cum dripped from my trapped dick, as my ass clenched around Claire’s cock. I was stunned by how quickly the wave had hit me, and all I could do was pant and try to catch my breath. Even though I hadn’t touched it, and the cage had given me barely any friction, my dick was hypersensitive. Even the weight of the chastity device itself was unbearable.

	 

	I moaned as Claire pulled out all the way, leaving my abused asshole to gape as the large dildo was abruptly removed. I felt empty and in need of filling up again already. What has she done to me? I wondered.

	 

	Claire tutted and pointed at the cum that had splattered against the spanking bench. I’d had an orgasm without permission (that was against the rules), and I’d made a mess in doing it.

	 

	“Lick it up, maybe the humiliation will make the lesson stick,” she ordered, leaning in close to watch and make sure I didn’t miss a drop. I dutifully cleaned up and swallowed my own cum until the leather surface of the spanking bench was totally spotless.

	 

	Claire might have been finished with me for tonight but that didn’t mean my punishment was over…

	 

	“I think you may need to go and apologize to the neighbors tomorrow for getting so carried away,” Claire mused.

	 

	I blushed, knowing that she fully intended to make me do it. In this outfit, no less. She had a point though, my throat was even a little sore from how much noise I’d made tonight. I’d made more sound than I’d ever made in bed before; I couldn’t help it. Something about being feminized had changed me more than just on the outside.

	 

	My inhibitions were gone. There was nothing my wife didn’t know about me, nothing I had to hide. If the cost was letting her keep the key to all of my orgasms… Well that seemed like a pretty good deal![image: 00003.jpg]

	 

	Sissy Husband

	 

	It was Friday, so Sam told himself he could pack up from work early and finish off the documentation he had to read over at home. It would be nice to get a head start on the weekend. That was definitely it, the only reason he was rushing back from the office at two-thirty in the afternoon.

	 

	It wasn’t like he was worried about what his wife, Dawn, might have been getting up to at home all day with Jayce.

	 

	No way. She wouldn’t cheat on him… Would she?

	 

	His shirt was sticking to his back with sweat despite the spring chill in the air.

	 

	Jayce had been staying with them for almost a week now.

	 

	Sam had tried to bring up when he might be leaving, but every time he did, Dawn steered the conversation somewhere else. She could be very domineering, not that Sam had ever minded before. 

	 

	He needed someone like that in his life to keep him on track.

	 

	What he didn’t need in his life was someone like Jayce. He was a landscaper by trade, or so he said. That was how Dawn had met him, he was going door to door in their affluent neighborhood looking for work. A day’s work no charge, but if you like it, could you please recommend me to your neighbors?’ A good excuse for taking his shirt off and getting sweaty, so all the stay-at-home wives had a little eye-candy, in Sam’s opinion.

	 

	But it obviously hadn’t worked out great as a business model, because he’d been kicked out of his rental and been couch-surfing since then. Once Dawn had heard the story, she’d immediately offered to let him stay until he scraped together the cash for a deposit on his own place. In the meantime, he was fixing up the Thomasons’ yard and doing jobs around their home that Sam hadn’t gotten around to yet.

	 

	Sam had been uneasy right from the start.

	 

	It just wasn’t like Dawn to open their home to a practical stranger that way. It didn’t surprise him that she’d do it without asking him, that was pretty much Dawn’s way. She was the boss. But it was uncharacteristic of her to permit someone to be in her space. She was a private person and usually eschewed the company of others. People tended to find her domineering; incorrigible. It was a quality Sam liked… Apart from when he didn’t.

	 

	The atmosphere in their home had gotten gradually more strained as the first week had progressed. Sam felt like he couldn’t slob around the house in his sweats like he ordinarily would, seeing as they had company, but Dawn had no such qualms.

	 

	Just this morning, she’d come down to eat breakfast in the tiny hip-hugging boxers she wore to sleep in. She’d slipped into one of Sam’s old work shirts, but it was barely buttoned, and her nipples were clearly visible through the thin cotton. As if that wasn’t bad enough, Jayce seemed to be allergic to his shirt. Even when he wasn’t doing yard-work he’d have his muscular torso on display at every opportunity. The guy was an Adonis.

	 

	Sam was self-conscious. They had a home gym, and he worked out pretty consistently, but he’d never really been able to pack on any muscle. He’d been the weedy kid in the playground at school, and now he was ordinary at best. His stomach was flat and toned, but he didn’t have that brawn that came from long days of manual labor. He probably wasn’t even that much stronger than his wife; her frame was petite, but she was disciplined about her exercise regimen.

	 

	Not that he spent much time noticing these differences between himself and Jayce. At least, he told himself he didn’t… It was hard not to take notice of something that was constantly being thrown in his face. Or when it filled out the front of a certain pair of boxer-briefs, and left nothing to the imagination when it came to how well-endowed the man was…

	 

	And if he was noticing it, he could be damn well sure that Dawn was.

	 

	The notion made him queasy.

	 

	His wife worked from home most days, unless she had to go out and meet a client. All day, with Jayce wandering around looking like a marble statue brought to life.

	 

	Sam’s car pulled up into their driveway, and he didn’t bother opening the garage door. He didn’t want them to hear that he was back. 

	 

	He was going to catch them in the act.

	 

	He entered the house, his heart immediately growing heavy, and his cock inexplicably hard. Dawn’s moans echoed through the hallway and greeted him the moment he stepped through the door.

	 

	Sam stood rooted to the spot. He’d expected this, but that didn’t mean he’d prepared for it.

	 

	It sounded like it was coming from the basement, where the gym equipment was. A flicker of nervous hope went through him; maybe it was just a work-out?

	 

	He inched towards the steps, his heart pounding in his ears. His footsteps seemed impossibly loud, echoing off the high ceiling.

	 

	Down the steps, she came into view. Alone. She was using one of the weight machines. Her perfectly toned body moved gracefully as she worked out, and Sam watched her for a few moments.

	 

	He was relieved, wasn’t he? He knew he should have been. But the thoughts of Jayce bending Dawn over one of these over-priced exercise machines and fucking her doggy-style had been a potent aphrodisiac. 

	 

	All afternoon—and every day since the man had been here, in honesty—Sam’s thoughts of the two of them together had grown more vivid. More filthy. And though it tormented him, it really turned him on.

	 

	“Oh my god, Sam! How long have you been stood there?” Dawn scolded, startled when she turned and noticed him skulking at the bottom of the stairs. She took her headphones out and reached over to pause whatever she’d been listening to.

	 

	“I didn’t mean to sneak up on you, sorry,” he said sheepishly, “you sounded like… Well, never mind that now,” he was blushing, feeling foolish for ever having doubted his wife’s fidelity. And confused about his disappointment in it.

	 

	“Oh, you perv,” Dawn said, but there was amusement in the way she it. She glanced pointedly down at his crotch, where his cock was tenting the front of his slacks. Sam swallowed and flashed her a shy smile. 

	 

	“Well I’m going for a shower, you can watch if you want,” she purred.

	 

	Sam did want.

	 

	He followed her upstairs, admiring how her yoga pants clung tightly to her wide hips and firm ass.

	 

	Dawn’s body was perfect, and Sam eyed her hungrily as she stood under the steaming-hot spray of the shower. He knew he was lucky. A woman like her could have any man she wanted, with her stunning curves and long legs. He’d fallen hard the first time he’d met her, never could have imagined that she’d one day be his wife. 

	 

	She was a Goddess, soft and feminine, but with a dark streak that he both adored and feared. He watched as she lathered shower gel in her palms, then sensuously rubbed the suds into her skin.

	 

	She wasn’t deliberately putting on a show for him, in fact she was practically ignoring him. But Sam liked that. He was so turned on, watching the water splash over her pert breasts, rivulets running down her back, over the curve of her ass. Her body revealed to him once more as she rinsed away the soap.

	 

	His pants were tight, his cock aching to be buried in the sweet warmth of her pussy. Her fingers traced over her mound, as if she sensed where his focus had zeroed in. Sam’s breath caught as his wife teased her fingertips over her lips, flashing him a glimpse of her clit. His mouth went wet automatically. He wanted to be on his knees, serving this woman.

	 

	“Towel,” she said, holding her hand out expectantly. Sam had been so absorbed in staring at her he’d not even noticed that she’d turned the shower off. He did as she asked, holding out a bath sheet that was large enough to wrap around her petite body several times over.

	 

	Sam followed his wife into their bedroom like a puppy after its master. He managed to wait until she’d almost finished toweling herself off, but the way she stood with one leg braced on the edge of the bed presented her exquisite ass to him. He could barely hold back.

	 

	Sam moved behind her, placing his hands on her hips, rocking forward to press the outline of his hard cock against her supple body. Dawn continued as if she didn’t notice, even as he started to rub against her. 

	 

	After a few moments more, Dawn turned her head, gazing at her husband over her shoulder. The look in her icy-blue eyes was sultry, daring him. Sam pulled the towel away, and she let him, let it fall to the floor, forgotten. Her flesh was bared to him, and his cock twitched in anticipation.

	 

	Sam ran his hands down the curves of his wife’s body, over her gorgeous ass—oh how he loved her ass—and marveled at how soft her skin was. 

	 

	There was an added delight in being able to touch it after taking the time to appreciate the vision of her in the shower, as she'd washed away the sheen of sweat she'd earned from her workout. 

	 

	Sam sank to his knees, using his hands to part her, exposing her most secret, sensitive place for his tongue's exploration. 

	 

	"May I?" He asked, "please," 

	 

	Dawn had taught him his manners early on in their relationship, long before they'd been married even. 

	 

	Sam's cock was throbbing with need, but more than that was the all-consuming to please her. He was so glad she was his, that she'd not been fucking Jayce behind his back. 

	 

	Images of how Jayce' large hands would look in place of his own, coffee-black in stark contrast to her creamy-pale skin, entered his mind unbidden. How Dawn would shiver as his fingers spread her open, as he lowered his mouth, lapped at her glistening cunt. 

	 

	Sam could feel the pre-cum soaking into his underwear, so much that it was making the cotton cling to his engorged shaft. He was so turned on he didn't question the thoughts, didn't even push them aside. 

	 

	"Ooh. That's it, lick my pussy," Dawn urged, spreading her legs wider, presenting to her husband without any hesitancy or shyness. 

	 

	Sam nuzzled deeper, her ass pressed against his cheeks, he parted it and licked her from her clit to her little pink asshole. She moaned encouragingly, "yeah, fuck my ass with your tongue,"

	 

	Always such a dirty mouth, and boy did he love it. Dawn had a husky, seductive voice, she could make anything sound erotic. It was one of the sexiest things about her, in Sam’s opinion.

	 

	His own groan of pleasure was muffled by her pliant flesh, thinking of how Jayce's thick, black cock would look inching into her tight, virgin asshole. Dawn liked to be touched there, played with, licked, but she'd never let him fuck her ass. 

	 

	He didn't think it was about discomfort, or prudishness; Dawn's pain threshold was high, and she never shied away from anything sexually. It was the submissiveness of the act. It was more likely he would be the one bent over and fucked in the ass by her… 

	 

	The idea made his cock flex, another dribble of pre-cum escaping him. Fuck, what is going on with me? he wondered, ever so fleetingly before another wave of need obliterated all sense of judgment. 

	 

	It was like Jayce’s proximity to Dawn had unlocked a door, and his increasing arousal as the week went by had reached critical mass, that door had opened inch by inch. Now he was so turned on, he was standing on a threshold and looking in, seeing a world of possibilities he never thought would have gotten him so hot and bothered. 

	 

	Would she let a man like Jayce fuck her ass? Let him stretch her tight, sweet hole open with his huge black cock? She deserved that and more. Whatever she commanded. Sam wasn’t worthy of his wife, he knew that.

	 

	He licked and sucked her clit, flicking his tongue back and forth over her sensitive nub. Meanwhile, Dawn pushed back against his face and rocked her hips, crushing her pussy against each stroke of his tongue. She was so slick and wet, more than she usually was. Sam wondered if Jayce had been working out in their home gym too, teasing his wife, getting her so turned on she’d take the first chance she got to fuck her husband’s mouth and relieve some of her tension.

	 

	Dawn’s breathing hitched, a rapturous moan breaking from her. Her cunt pulsed around his tongue, his face awash in her sweet juices as she climaxed. She gushed into his mouth, more than he could swallow, though he tried his best. She was probably imagining their young, muscular houseguest right then, that it was his strong hands holding her legs apart while he ate her pussy. 

	 

	Dawn’s fingers snagged in his shirt, she threw him down onto the bed and straddled him, clearly ready for more and in no need of a break. Her wetness soaked into his already damp slacks, and he looked down to where she was grinding her pussy, desperately trying to fight back the inevitable.

	 

	Dawn liked to tease him like this, practically humping him, but he’d never orgasmed from it. It felt amazing, of course, but it took a little more than over-clothing friction to get him off.

	 

	“Now let me ride your cock,”

	 

	Never orgasmed from it&hellup; until today. At his wife’s words, all he could see was her saying them to Jayce as she mounted him. How it would look watching that thick black shaft split her pussy, make her squirt over and over…

	 

	“Oh- honey I’m-” he gasped, going completely rigid. To say it had taken him by surprise was an understatement.

	 

	“No!” Dawn said, squeezing his cock through his pants. It was much too late though, as pleasure crashed over him in waves, slowly giving way to pain as her grip tightened. He panted, feeling the sticky warmth spreading and soaking into the material of his underwear.

	 

	Sam's euphoria was short lived. Dawn's disappointment was plain, and it made him feel ashamed of himself. 

	 

	Why couldn't you have held on?! he chastised himself internally. His face burned with embarrassment. 

	 

	"I-I'm sorry," he stammered. 

	 

	Dawn just rolled her eyes and climbed off of him, crossing to her dresser to take out her clothes. 

	 

	Sam lay catching his breath, growing slowly more uncomfortable in his soaking underwear.

	 

	The element of teasing had gone from Dawn's mannerisms now, and she went through her dresser without looking at him. He was mortified. He hated displeasing her in any way; she always made sure he'd regret it. More than that, it filled him with such a sense of shame to let her down in any way.

	 

	He didn't know what to say that would fix things, though, and it wasn't a conversation he could have in his current condition. 

	 

	He slunk to the bathroom and showered off, almost reaching for his ratty, lounge-around sweats until he remembered their guest. With a sigh, he grabbed a t-shirt and a pair of jeans so old that they had gone soft and comfortable.

	 

	Sam was about to ask Dawn what she wanted to do about dinner, but when he saw her, his jaw dropped. All thought seemed to cut off like a switch had been thrown in his head. 

	 

	She was wearing her sexy black Louboutins, sheer hold-ups, a pair of black lace panties adorned with silver ribbons, and a matching babydoll. She was standing before her dresser, perfecting her make-up. She made a pretty O shape with her lips and painted them ruby-red with lipstick, pursing them together a few times and then blotting away the excess. 

	 

	Sam had always been intrigued by this process women had. His mother and sister had their own variation, and he'd sat and watched in rapt fascination. For Dawn, in his opinion, it elevated her to celestial once she had finished applying her make-up. She looked absolutely stunning. 

	 

	There was always an echo of shame when his mind strayed to this, and in light of his recent humiliation the memory was closer to the surface than usual.

	 

	When he was younger, he'd been curious enough to take one of his sister's bottles of nail polish and squirrel it away in his bedroom. It was a mix of glittery colors, red and blue and silver, something she'd sweet-talked their Dad into letting her put in the cart at the supermarket. She wanted to paint her nails prettily for a Fourth of July party they were hosting that weekend. He remembered it so well because of how painfully embarrassing it had been… He'd just wanted to see how it looked. He didn't realize you needed special liquid to remove it.

	 

	He had no idea how to clean it off, and it was too late to sneak back into his sister’s room; guests were arriving. Sam had spent the whole day with his hands shoved deep into his pockets, praying nobody noticed… But his sister did. In front of all her friends, she called him out. He could still hear their mean-spirited laughter. He didn't want to remember that right now&emdash;or ever&emdash;so with effort, he pushed it back down to the depths of his subconscious. 

	 

	That left him with the present situation. Dawn was dressed up like she was on the hunt for a man to seduce, and it definitely wasn't for her husband's benefit. 

	 

	She barely gave him a glance as she sashayed out of their bedroom and down the hallway. 

	 

	Sam bolted after her, his eyes wide with shock. 

	 

	"Dawn! You can't walk around like that!" 

	 

	He'd intended to choose his words more carefully, he knew his wife did *not* like to be told what to do, and it would usually have the opposite effect as was intended. 

	 

	She appraised him slowly, from his feet up to his face, and there was such coldness in her eyes that he couldn't suppress his shiver. That dark streak he'd glimpse within her was at work. He had a flash of his sister’s friends giggling, and a blush crept up the back of his neck.

	 

	"What if Jayce sees you?" he asked, keeping his voice low. Sam hadn’t seen him yet, but he was always around. It seemed for most of the day he was working in their yard, but he’d come and go as he pleased.

	 

	Dawn's smile spread slowly, sexily. She was a vixen on the prowl. 

	 

	"Is that what you want?" Sam asked, his voice climbing an octave. 

	 

	"Is it what you want?" she countered. Sam just babbled, not quite managing to start a sentence, his burning face giving away the truth. 

	 

	He didn't know. 

	 

	It was an awful thought, but one that wouldn't stop entering his head, turning him on. Dawn, with her thighs wrapped around Jayce’s waist, pressed against a wall. His cock had started to stir again, ignorant of his turmoil.

	 

	"You're my wife," he stated, and they both knew that wasn't an answer to the question.

	 

	Dawn turned on her heel and headed to the kitchen. 

	 

	Sam was at a loss for what to do with himself, so he followed and sat down at the breakfast bar. 

	 

	Dawn took a bottle of wine from the chiller and poured herself a glass. A perfect outline of her lips was imprinted onto the rim after she took her first sip, and Sam stared at it without knowing why it was so erotic. 

	 

	A moment later, the door out onto the deck slid open and Jayce walked in. He was sweaty, but clean. Sam could smell his aftershave, something spicy and masculine. He even smelled like more of a man than Sam did. His stomach did a somersault as Dawn held a bottle to him.

	 

	“Join me for a drink?” it was barely a question. More like an instruction.

	 

	Sam watched as Jayce’s dark eyes drank in the sight of his wife. He didn’t look away for a long time, taking his time to travel up her perfect legs, the curve of her hips, the generous globes of her breasts. Then his gaze shifted sideways, to Sam.

	 

	Sam hadn’t been offered anything. Hell, he hadn’t even been acknowledged.

	 

	“If that’s alright with your husband,” Jayce said carefully, but he was barely masking his amusement. Sam’s heart was beating fast.

	 

	“He’s fine,”

	 

	Jayce crossed the distance to accept the beer Dawn held out.

	 

	“You look very beautiful,” Jayce said, “I hope you don’t mind me saying that,”

	 

	Dawn gave Sam an impatient look, then reached out and cupped Jayce’s chin. Her scarlet nails were bright against his mahogany skin. Sam physically shivered at seeing his wife put her hands on the other man. Her body language was screaming fuck me as much as her outfit was.

	 

	“Jayce, you don’t have to be careful about offending him,” she sighed, “you could bend me over his lap and fuck me, and he’d probably just come in his pants… Again. So he’s not going to mind if you drink his beer,”

	 

	She winked.

	 

	Sam experienced intense vertigo for a couple of seconds, and he put it down to the rush of blood to his cock. 

	 

	Dawn and her dirty mouth. He couldn’t believe she’d just said that! Or that Jayce hadn’t even flinched, just raised his eyebrows and let himself take another lingering look at her firm tits.

	 

	“Is that something you guys are interested in?” Jayce asked, taking a pull from his beer. Sam’s tongue felt too heavy and too big for his mouth in that instant, and when he tried to say ‘no’ nothing came out. He looked at Dawn like a deer in headlights.

	 

	“Let’s see, shall we,” Dawn hummed, crossing the room. She turned Sam’s chair so that he was facing her, then lifted her foot. She pressed her sole down over he ridge of his cock, lying stiff against his thigh, and rubbed it back and forth over his jeans. Sam caught a glimpse of the blood-red underside of her heels and swallowed hard. “Hmm, seems so. His little cock is ready to go again,”

	 

	Sam never was very assertive. Over the years he’d been married to Dawn, that resistance had eroded to next to nothing. He was pliant as she unzipped his fly and brought his cock out, even though he knew he should be protesting this. Her fingers closed around his shaft easily, and it disappeared in her slender hand. Even rock hard—like he was right then—he was small. She’d never complained, and he was a devoted student when it came to ways of getting her off.

	 

	Her pleasure came first, always. That’s what was tearing him up, more than the fact that she was showing off his small size to a superior man. Sam hadn’t satisfied her. A part of him knew he’d never be able to, not in the ways that muscular, alpha men like Jayce could satisfy women.

	 

	But that wasn’t what Dawn wanted from a husband; she wanted a man who worshiped her like a Goddess. So where was the harm in letting her have her fun? She’d still be his wife.

	 

	It was a moot struggle, regardless. He didn’t “let” Dawn. If anyone gave out permissions in their marriage, it was her.

	 

	“Isn’t it cute?” Dawn pushed the tip of Sam’s cock down, then watched it bounce back up to hit his stomach. Jayce just shook his head and laughed.

	 

	“Have you ever seen one that size before?”

	 

	“Can’t say I take much notice of other dude’s dicks, ma’am,” Jayce said evenly. Sam envied how cool he was, in such an unusual situation. It occurred to him this perhaps wasn’t Jayce’s first rodeo.

	 

	And then it fell into place why Dawn had invited him into their home. 

	 

	This had been the plan all along. One look at her devious smirk confirmed it.

	 

	She curled her fingers loosely and stroked his dick in slow motions. 

	 

	He loved this woman more than life, and she knew him inside and out. Better than he knew himself, it seemed. His cock twitched in her hand as a bead of pre-cum swelled from his slit.

	 

	Dawn raised her dainty hand back and slapped him suddenly across the face. It made him startle, the shock preventing him from getting over-excited. He couldn’t believe that had almost happened again, in the same night!

	 

	“Ah-ah,” Dawn chided. Sam looked up at his wife, his timid brown eyes locking with her arctic blues. “I understand this is very exciting,” she said, her voice mocking, “but I’m not having you spoil it. Follow me,”

	 

	She didn’t wait for Sam’s reply, and tossed over her shoulder, “and you, too,” at Jayce.

	 

	His wife’s confidence was so sexy. Sam didn’t know how he’d gotten so lucky. 

	 

	He got to his feet and followed her lead, too embarrassed to look over and see if Jayce was doing the same. The heavy footfalls behind let him know that he wasn’t the only one his wife could order around, and Jayce seemed to be happily going along with this. 

	 

	Anticipation made his stomach flutter, as Dawn veered left in the hallway, entering the spare bedroom. He felt like a puppet on strings, at her mercy.

	 

	“Seeing as you’re not a real man, I think it’s time to make you look the part,” Dawn said, her eyes narrowed, red lips pouting. Sam’s pulse was racing as he saw what she had in her hands. 

	 

	He’d told his wife once, drunkenly, how he’d always wondered what he’d look like as a girl. He’d thought she’d forgotten, or pushed the conversation out of her mind and done her best to forget about it.

	 

	But she was holding a short, candy-pink dress out. She pressed it against his torso, scrutinizing the fit. It had a frilled, girly hem that came just above mid-thigh on Sam’s legs. He ran his fingers over the material in wonderment. It was satiny, and he wondered how it would feel on his body.

	 

	“Get undressed,”

	 

	Jayce’s hands went to his belt.

	 

	“Not you,” Dawn giggled, “not yet anyway,”

	 

	Sam did as he was told, trying not to pay attention to the fact that there was a strange man sitting in the bouji chair in the corner of the room. And how that man was probably going to fuck his wife. And that he really, really hoped so. 

	 

	Out of the corner of his eye, Sam saw Jayce sit forward in his seat, shifting his beer from hand to hand.

	 

	Is she going to let him watch this part? he thought, nervous. He wasn’t even sure what ‘this part’ was, exactly. Dawn had been moving things around on the end table while he was undressing.

	 

	“Already so smooth,” Dawn cooed, running a fingertip down his hairless chest. He wasn’t hirsute naturally, and she demanded that he kept his skin clean shaven, finding it preferable on him. It was the least he could do, in return for how well waxed and groomed Dawn maintained herself. Though that wasn’t for him. It was for her, because she chose to.

	 

	He was embarrassed, unsure of this ‘game’ where he became a girl, but he trusted her. He didn’t resist as she lifted the dress over his head and then tugged it down. If his cock had been an inch or so longer (and flaccid), it would have peeked out under the hem of the dress. As it was, the soft-pink ruffles merely grazed his most sensitive place, furthering his arousal. His cock jutted up, pushing the dress out in front obscenely.

	 

	“Sit,” Dawn gestured to the seat in front the dresser. In front of him, laid out neatly, was an array of make-up of all shades and brands. His breath hitched. He was enchanted, trying to push aside his creeping sense of shame. “I’ll teach you how to do this yourself another time,”

	 

	The implication that it would happen again gave him a thrill. He wiggled on the seat, his cock searching for stimulation. It hadn’t been long since his last orgasm, but he was already aching. His wife knew exactly what to do to torture him with need.

	 

	She applied his make-up; moisturizer, concealer, foundation. If he’d tried to do it himself, he thought he’d have looked like a clown. But Dawn was good at everything she tried. She made him look beautiful, matching the colors to his natural complexion. Finally, a platinum-blond wig was secured in place, covering his natural drab, mousy-brown hair. Sam stared in wonder at the reflection looking back at him. 

	 

	He was totally transformed.

	 

	“Holy shit,” Jayce swore, clearly impressed. Dawn looked satisfied, pleased with herself.

	 

	“Not finished yet, my pet. But we’re almost there,”

	 

	She produced a pair of panties, but they were shaped differently. Sam hadn’t even known such a thing existed; feminine, soft and cute,but with a pouch in front to support his modest package. He was eager to put them on, to feel the whisper of the delicate lace caressing his thighs.

	 

	But Dawn had another surprise for him first, and Sam was less enamored with this one. A chastity device sat in her palm, and she’d chosen one in a princess-pink hue. She looked between it, and her husband’s erect penis. He could see her calculating, working out how to get it on with him hard.

	 

	“I know you’re very turned on right now, Sam, but I want you to get soft. Quickly. The faster you do, the faster I can climb on tall-dark-and-handsome over there and ride him until I cum,”

	 

	When she spoke like that, it didn’t make it easier. Only harder.

	 

	Sam looked nervously at the cock cage, and down at where his dick was pushing up his brand new dress. The material felt so good, he wanted to rub himself on it. But Dawn wanted him soft. 

	 

	Her impatience was starting to show, and she walked over to Jayce.

	 

	“Belt,” she said, holding her hand out expectantly. Jayce finished unbuckling it, handed it over. Sam’s heart beat in triple time. He closed his eyes, tried to think of something that would turn him off, but the reality of the situation was too hot. 

	 

	He was going to see another man fuck his wife. Fear made every sensation more intense.

	 

	“Last chance,” Dawn warned in a sing-song voice. Sam looked at her pleadingly, but she wasn’t merciful. “Bend over the bed, stick your ass out,”

	 

	“Dawn-” he pleaded, but her eyes flashed with fury. He closed his mouth and quickly assumed the position.

	 

	CRACK!

	 

	With no preamble, the belt thwacked against his ass-cheek. He yelped and bucked forward, trying to escape the hit. A burning stripe appeared over his ass, and his hard-on wilted.

	 

	CRACK!

	 

	Dawn hit him again, and a third time, hard enough to raise welts on his flesh. He knew he’d be able to feel the sting in his ass for days to come. His shouts had gone down to quiet whimpers by the fourth and fifth lashes. The pain and shock had him soft, at least.

	 

	Dawn took the opportunity to tug his flaccid cock through the plastic tube of the cage, then wasted no time in securing the padlock. The device sat snug, but not too tight. At least not while he wasn’t hard.

	 

	Sam gave his wife a betrayed look, feeling a degree of self-pity in that moment. He knew he needed the reminder though, to be corrected back on course. His own needs didn’t take precedence over hers.

	 

	It was cruel, to lock him in chastity when this scenario turned him on more than anything. He could still feel the sting in his tender ass but his cock was already trying to get hard again when Dawn presented him with his sissy pouch panties. They matched his chastity device perfectly.

	 

	They felt even better than he’d imagined, teasing up his thighs. His cock throbbed, his balls pulled taut by how it pushed the cage away from his body. It was a grounding tug, almost a cinch.

	 

	“You won’t be coming out of there tonight,” Dawn said, self-satisfied. As he’d expected after displeasing her: she’d always made sure he’d regret it. “Only real men get to have orgasms. Sissy sluts like you are to be obedient and provide pleasure for others. Is that understood?”

	 

	Sam nodded solemnly. He loved it when she talked like that. Already he could feel a wet spot forming on his satin panties.

	 

	“Crawl over to Jayce and ask him if you can see a real cock,” Dawn said, an edge to her voice. Sam’s eyes widened, his stomach knotting. He wanted to see her enjoying the muscular, black stranger… His hesitation made her reach for the belt, so he scurried across the carpet and knelt at the man’s feet.

	 

	His voice came out girlish and nervous.

	 

	“Please can… can I s-”

	 

	“May I,” Dawn corrects with a tsk.

	 

	“May I see your cock please?” the only way he could say it was in a rush, his face hot. Jayce unzipped his pants slowly, taking out his cock. He lifted his balls out too, and they sat heavy and huge. He was enormous even while only sporting a semi.

	 

	Dawn laughed at the awestruck look on her husband’s face.

	 

	“Yes, darling. That is what a man looks like,”

	 

	Jayce nudged his dick against Sam’s pink-painted lips, smearing the glossy finish. 

	 

	“Suck it,” Dawn said. Sam gasped. He couldn’t do what she was asking! He almost said no. He almost said I can’t. But it was a small price to pay, for the show he was going to get afterward.

	 

	He opened his mouth wide, tentatively taking a lick. He tasted salt and musk, but it was not disgusting. Sam ran his tongue from the tip of his dick down to his balls. The manly smell was stronger, almost overpowering. 

	 

	“Open your mouth,” Dawn said, taking hold of his head. She guided his movements, encouraging him to take the big black cock into his mouth. “Get him good and hard for me,”

	 

	Sam knew what that meant, and he couldn’t wait for the moment Dawn was impaled on this massive dick. He struggled to get the length into his mouth, but his enthusiasm to please helped. His mouth was wet with saliva as Jayce’s cock nudged the entrance to his throat, threatening to set off his gag reflex.

	 

	“Slow when that happens, and relax,” Dawn instructed. Sam was so focused on the task at hand, he barely noticed at first how tightly the chastity device was becoming. He was still turned on and horny. Jayce let out a grunt, opening his legs wider to let Sam get closer.

	 

	Sam licked and sucked, aroused and ashamed by what he was doing. Getting this alpha male ready to fuck his wife, sucking his first cock, turned into Dawn’s obedient, sissy cuckold. Fantasies he didn’t even know he’d had, all coming true.

	 

	“You ready for me, big boy?” Dawn asked. 

	 

	Sam’s eyes flicked to her, though he knew there was no way she was talking to him. She had shed her panties and was reclining on the bed, her knees up and apart, displaying her gorgeous pussy.

	 

	Another man was seeing her, all of her, and he was about to do a lot more than just look. 

	 

	Sam felt terrified and elated all at once. Dawn was using two fingers to circle her clit, her icy eyes darkened by lust and need. She was so wet, her lips plump and pink. Sam’s cage was getting painful.

	 

	Jayce pushed him away, jerking his shaft a few times, slapping it across Sam’s lips and smearing lipstick, and a mix of pre-cum and saliva down his chin, across his cheek. Sam looked up at him through his lashes, licking his lips.

	 

	“Not half bad for a beginner,”

	 

	“Yeah, I knew he’d be a natural,” Dawn laughed, her voice huskier than usual. That’s how Sam could tell she was as into this as he was. That, and her pussy was so wet that he could hear her fingers drawing squishing noises out of her with every plunge into her depths. “Now get over here and fuck me,”

	 

	Jayce didn’t need to be told twice. He yanked his shirt off and dropped it, then stepped out of his jeans. His cock stuck straight up, bobbing as he crossed the distance to the bed.

	 

	“You, sit and watch. This is how real man fucks,” Dawn told her husband. Sam nibbled his lip, a swirl of conflicting emotions washing over him. All he could tell for sure was that he was painfully aroused.

	 

	Jayce crawled over the top of Sam’s wife, his huge body easily covering hers. The chair Sam was on the edge of was positioned to allow him the perfect view of Jayce’s broad cockhead pressing between Dawn’s plump, glistening folds. She gasped.

	 

	“Oooh yesss,” she moaned, her voice climbing in pitch. 

	 

	He wasn’t even all the way in yet!

	 

	Jayce’s broad, powerful back rippled as he sank his cock deeper, inch by inch, until his heavy sac was flush with Dawn’s ass, and all of his massive dick was buried inside her. The look on his wife’s face made Sam feel like he had molten lead in his belly. He’d never seen her look so blissful.

	 

	When they had sex she gave directions, always in charge. In that moment, Dawn couldn’t even form sentences. Just two words escaped her wine-red lips;

	 

	“Fuck me!”

	 

	Dawn rocked her hips, urging Jayce to move. He pulled out, his cock shining with her juices, and then slammed home once more. His thrusting was slow at first, deep, and every stroke made Dawn moan. Her cries of pleasure were like nothing Sam had ever heard.

	 

	“Oh, ohhh yeah.” Her nails scraped Jayce’s thick shoulders, leaving white scratches on his dark skin. He grunted and fucked her harder as her moans became louder, hinting she was close. Sam could get no relief from the tightness of his chastity device. He couldn’t ever recall being so aroused in his life before this moment.

	 

	Dawn’s orgasm rocked through her, left her quivering and her pussy visibly clenching around Jayce’s thick cock. Sam had never been able to make her cum just from his dick, he didn’t have what it took. But this big, black stud was exactly what his wife needed.

	 

	Jayce’s stamina was much more impressive than Sam’s. The slap of flesh hitting flesh filled the room beneath Dawn’s moans of ecstasy and Jayce’s occasional manly grunt. Dawn’s ankles locked around his waist, her hips slamming to meet every thrust of his enormous cock. Her eyes were rolling with pleasure, a gorgeous blush rising across her creamy skin.

	 

	The black man’s hands roamed over her supple tits, then yanked her babydoll down so that they spilled forth. He grabbed one breast, sucked hard on her nipple. Dawn let him, whereas Sam had to ask permission for every part of her he touched. 

	 

	It was so erotic, watching his wife defiled this way.

	 

	They shifted position on the bed, Dawn getting on all fours.

	 

	“His cock is so big, baby,” Dawn said, “so much bigger than yours. There’s no way I can go back to that little thing you’ve got between your legs,”

	 

	Sam accepted what she was saying without resentment. How could he be resentful? He was grateful to have a woman like this as his wife. She deserved to be satisfied sexually, and he couldn’t do that. His cock twinged pitifully, and he hoped she’d let him out after.

	 

	Jayce moved to mount her from behind, and Dawn almost screamed at the deepened penetration it allowed him. It seemed like the perfect angle to hit her sweet spot. Sam watched in amazement as her pussy swallowed Jayce’s thick cock, his heavy balls swinging to slap against her stretched pussy. His own balls had drawn tight, his cock throbbing and pulsing against the plastic sleeve it was entrapped within. Tingling pleasure shot through him.

	 

	Dawn orgasmed again, almost collapsing against the bed as the pleasure washed over her. Jayce’s strong hands held her upright as he slammed into her like a piston, faster and faster. She was gushing, soaking the sheets. Jayce’s body was slick with sweat, his thick lips parted and his brow furrowed in concentration. Sam was desperate to be out of his chastity device now.

	 

	He knew what was about to happen.

	 

	Dawn was weak from the intensity of her orgasms, only able to lie and gasp and moan as another shuddered through her. Sam had never reduced her to that. He never could, and never would.

	 

	“I’m gonna cum,” Jayce grunted.

	 

	“Yes! Fill my pussy up!” 

	 

	Jayce’s balls pulled tight, his thrusting swift and hard, he didn’t stop even as he came. Sam watched the other man’s seed begin to leak from his wife’s cunt, dripping down the insides of her thighs. When Jayce finally finished emptying his balls in her, he withdrew, giving Sam a perfect view of his wife’s destroyed pussy. She was so stretched out, so slick.

	 

	The man picked his clothes up off the floor and left, his role complete now that Dawn had been thoroughly fucked.

	 

	Dawn had a sharp glimmer in her eyes despite how relaxed and well-fucked she was now. She beckoned her husband over with her finger.

	 

	Sam crawled to her, his cock aching and ignored between his legs. 

	 

	“Now clean up my messy pussy,” she urged. Sam couldn’t believe what she was asking him to do, it was so dirty. He was so turned on that he didn’t care - maybe if he did a good enough job, she’d let him out of his cage and he’d be allowed to reach his own orgasm.

	 

	He lowered his mouth, the scent of sex filling his nostrils. She was so wet! Sam began to taste, his tongue slipping between her puffy folds. The combined juices of his wife and her black lover dripped into his mouth and he moaned.

	 

	“That’s right, eat it all,” Dawn said, grinding her pussy against her husband’s mouth. Sam’s tongue delved deeper, chasing every drop to swallow it down. He paid special attention to the stiff bud of her clit, too, loving how so moaned and bucked up to meet him. She trembled slightly, and her pussy clenched. The feel of her husband cleaning another man’s cum out of her had prompted her to climax again, softly this time, not as intense as when Jayce had pumped his load into her.

	 

	Sam swallowed every drop and licked his lips.

	 

	“That was… How did you know that I’d get so turned on from that?” Sam asked her. Dawn just smiled at him.

	 

	“You’re staying locked up tonight, you know that don’t you?”

	 

	He nodded. He’d hoped that he’d be allowed some relief, but accepted her decision. Instead he’d live in anticipation.

	 

	“I want you to dress up like this tomorrow. You’ll be my sissy servant all day, doing chores and cleaning the house,”

	 

	Sam nodded again. If he pleased her, he might get to watch her with Jayce again. The thought made his aching dick throb.

	 

	“I guess I don’t mind having him around after all,” he admitted shyly. Dawn’s smile was slow and sexy.

	 

	“I thought you might come around. Now… I don’t know about you, but I’m exhausted. And I need to be well-rested for tomorrow,”

	 

	The implication of her words made Sam shiver. He couldn’t wait to see what more delightful depravity his dominant wife could devise…
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