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		Cheating Wife Lays Down the Law

		

		Ellie slipped out of the shower, her silky pale skin covered in droplets of water, her blonde hair, dark and wet against her shoulders and back. She took her towel off the hook and began patting her luscious curves dry. Her long, lustrous body naked, towel hanging from one hand, she noticed something about the diamond on her wedding ring. It didn’t quite shimmer right and she looked more closely at it. She giggled when she realized that Markus’s cum had dried on it. The image of that big, black cock shooting wad after wad of hot jizz all over her face and tits flashed through her mind. This had been a fun afternoon. She brought the diamond to her lips and sucked the musky flavor from it. Pulling it out, she inspected its shimmer and nodded with approval. She then took her towel, wrapping the skimpy white cloth around her tantalizing frame, and moved towards the lockers.

		Jess was changing by her locker. The slender, long-legged Asian was looking delicious and slinky, sweaty from her spin class. She gave Ellie a sly look and said, “Aren’t you even going to tell me about him?”

		Ellie faked an innocent look, “Tell you about who?” she asked. The thirty-year-old blonde knew she looked anything but innocent. Her slender frame highlighted by dramatically voluptuous features, as well as her full lips and devious eyes, made her look incapable of innocence. She was a natural blonde vixen that would never be cast as the innocent girl next door.

		Jess laughed as she finished wiggling out of her tight workout clothes. “For the past few months, you’ve only come here for a shower. It’s clear you’re getting your real workout somewhere else, and it’s definitely not Lee that’s giving it to you.”

		Ellie laughed as well, thinking about her nervous little husband home alone right now. “No,” she said with a conspiratorial smile. “I haven’t let Lee give it to me for a very long time.” She moved closer to the slim Asian. “His name is Markus, and he’s amazing. He’s built like a god, strong and so powerful. His ebony skin is sinfully delicious.”

		Jess’s eyes went wide. “You’re cheating with a black guy?”

		Ellie nodded.

		Jess almost whispered, “I...  Is his dick really...”

		Ellie bit her lower lip and nodded. “Immense,” she whispered breathlessly.

		“I’ve never...”

		“You should try it,” Ellie purred, placing a hand on the small curve of Jess’s tiny hip, glancing momentarily at the thin line of pubic hair that led to the dark-haired beauty’s tight, little pussy. “Tomorrow, ditch spin class, come with me to Markus’s house and find out firsthand.”

		Jess trembled slightly, her voice breathy and her eyes stunned. “What about Greg,” she asked.

		“One night with Markus and you’ll forget all about your boring little husband.”

		Jess swallowed, trembling next to the taller, curvier blonde. “I... You’d... you’re okay with... sharing him?”

		Ellie leaned in and pressed her lips to Jess’s. Jess gasped with surprise as Ellie slipped her long tongue between the Asian’s lips. Jess trembled as Ellie aggressively cupped her naked ass and pulled her in, only the towel between their naked bodies. The taste of Jess’s little Asian mouth was thrilling, as Ellie explored with her tongue. Jess stood there stunned, only slightly kissing back. Ellie released the kiss and purred into the Asian’s ear. “It’s not sharing him, it's sharing you. Besides, I’ve been wanting to give him a present, and I can’t think of a sweeter little package for him than you.”

		Jess’s brown complexion had turned red. Ellie released her and turned to her locker, letting the towel fall to the floor as she began to pull out her clothes. “Think about it,” she said.

		Jess thought about it for half a second and said, “Where do we meet up?”

		Ellie walked through the front door of her house, wearing a modest black skirt and tight pink blouse. She had a talent for making conservative clothes look incredibly slutty, and this outfit was no exception. Her blonde hair, dry now, hung long and wavy down her back and across her pretty face. As she stepped inside, she felt the familiar rush of comfort and control that her home instilled in her. She knew some girls cheated because they hated their lives or were mad at their inadequate little husbands, but she loved her life, and even loved her desperate, needy little man. Perhaps before she found Markus, she had held some frustration and anger for her little husband, but now that she was getting what she needed, she loved her husband’s doting attention and desperate need for affection. She had begun to think of him more like a pet than a partner, but it was still a fond emotion. It wasn’t his fault he was pathetic and inept. Besides, he was very good at compensating for his many failures with eager, doglike obedience. 

		No, Ellie didn’t cheat out of anger or spite, she cheated because it was fun, and she deserved to have fun. She did not feel the least bit guilty about it. Not so long ago, she had decided that she would have the best of everything. Now, she had no intention of compromising her happiness or pleasure anymore for anything, especially for a sweet but sniveling little thing like Lee.

		She glanced at the kitchen and nodded slightly as she observed how well it had been cleaned. The living room was also neat and tidy. The thermostat was set correctly and the laundry was carefully folded. She felt herself relaxing even more as all the rooms of her home met with her silent approval.

		Lee stepped out of the bedroom, looking comfy in his pajama bottoms and t-shirt. There was something strikingly feminine about her skinny late-twenties husband, especially when he wasn’t wearing a square-cut suit and hurrying to work. Was it the soft fabric of the pajamas, the foppish disarray of his dirty blonde hair as it started to grow out between barber visits, or the natural softness of his sun-kissed skin? In a girl, those qualities would be absolutely delicious, and for a moment, Ellie’s thoughts drifted from fantasies of what her and Markus would do to her slender Asian friend, to what they might do to a woman who had all the delicious feminine qualities that had been wasted on Lee. She imagined, for just a moment, the female version of Lee, naked in the locker room, laughing about Ellie’s devious and filthy affair.

		“Hi Sweetheart,” Lee said. “How was your workout?”

		She hated those types of questions. There was a hint of interrogation about them. She took a look around and said, “Why are those cushions out of place? You have a girl here? You bringing other girls to my house now, you filthy little cheater?”

		“No! No!” he promised. “I’d never. You know I’d never dream of cheating. You’re the only girl for me. I don’t even look at other girls. You know that.”

		Of course she did know it, but she looked at him suspiciously for show, making him squirm. It was good to keep her little pet off guard, and also fun.  She loved how desperate and doting he was. How long had it been since he’d had sex, while she was getting plowed regularly by her amazing lover’s big, black cock? It had become her secret, thrilling little game. She loved testing and denying him, even while she could still feel the pulsing memory of her lover hammering her hot, wet cunt.

		She had come home with every intention of continuing her game of denial tonight, but something made her feel different now. The image of that female version of her husband, naked in the locker room, getting hot and excited about her cheating on some loser, filled her with a warm tingle. Was tonight finally going to be her hubby’s lucky night?

		“You look cute tonight,” Ellie said, changing the subject jarringly. “I think I like your hair long. You should grow it out.”

		“Okay,” Lee agreed instantly. “Thank you. You want to... you want a massage?”

		Ellie moved a step forward with fluid, sensual grace, moving into a pose that highlighted her supple curves. “Any excuse you can get to put your pervy little hands on me, right Sweetie?” she teased.

		He swallowed hard and blushed, looking down. “I... It’s been so long... but you don’t have to... Just a massage. I promise.”

		She smiled, feeling an intoxicating rush of power. Every day he got more and more desperate and needy.  She had always been the boss of their relationship, and she’d even cheated a few times before, but ever since she really took a full-time lover... ever since Markus, her attitude toward her husband had completely shifted. She found herself caring less and less about what Lee felt and demanding more and more from him. She found herself not needing to justify her feelings or her needs and not caring about his complaints or worrying about his reactions. And the strangest part was, the more she shifted away from him, the more groveling and needy he became. He had become twice as doting and considerate as he ever was before, and she had discovered that she loved it.

		She walked to the couch now and sat down with a flourish. She kicked off her shoes and crossed her legs, pointing one foot up towards her desperate husband. “A foot massage,” she stated with an indifferent, almost bored tone. “And no whining if that’s all I decide I want.”

		“Of course, Sweetheart,” he said, a frantic hint of desperation in his voice. “I don’t want to pressure you.” He knelt on the floor at her feet and began to massage her arches gently but firmly.

		Ellie moaned softly. He did have nice, skilled little hands. She felt her body relax even more as the warmth tingling inside her grew. She thought about Jess, her gorgeous little Asian friend and imagined how much fun she was going to have watching her lover fuck her.  She knew Markus’ amazing cock would ruin the girl for anyone, including her own doting husband.

		Ellie purred as Lee massaged her arches and calves. “I saw Jess at the gym today. Remember that time you flirted with her.”

		Lee swallowed and squeaked in a desperate little voice. “I didn’t... I wouldn’t... I just complimented...”

		“No,” Ellie said firmly. “Don’t start that again. No excuses. I’m not going to endure all your insulting denials this time.”

		“I’m sorry,” Lee said, clutching her foot, afraid she would take it away from him as punishment. “I’m so sorry. I’ll never do it again. I promise.”

		She smiled at his discomfort as her body became warmer and wetter. His hands continued to kneed and caress her, as she imagined her beautiful Asian friend being hammered by Markus’ powerful body and stuffed with his huge, black cock. She wondered how wild Jess would get. Would the slim, adorable Asian be eating her pussy this time tomorrow? The thought thrilled her. Ever since Markus, Ellie found a lot of new and surprising things to be completely alluring, and the image of that slinky brown body wiggling between her own creamy legs as the pretty and exotic face pressed closer to her pussy made her heart race and her cunt flood.

		“Forget the massage,” Ellie purred, eyes closed, picturing the filthy scene in her mind. “I want your mouth on me now.”  She pulled her skirt up to her waist and arched her body more, raising her ass slightly off the couch, a silent command for Lee to peel off her thong. He had looked so adorably feminine coming out of the bedroom, it was easy to imagine that female version of him. It was almost a taste of what tomorrow might hold.

		Her husband had always been good with his mouth. She loved his tender, eager exploration and his attention-starved desperation. It was the one thing she missed these last few months of denial.

		Lee eagerly obeyed and peeled off her slinky lace underwear. He bowed his head and began to kiss his way up her inner leg, his hands massaging their way up to her thighs.

		Her body tingled with expectation. She suddenly craved this gentle, loving touch. Was this what it would feel like being touched by Jessie? What would it be like, getting eaten-out by a woman? Would it feel as good as having her husband’s soft little lips and eager tongue pressing to her warm sex? She felt a powerful shiver of anticipation imagining that gorgeous Asian face replacing her husband’s, paying tribute where her husband was preparing to worship. She could still feel the pulsating of Markus’s cock from when it had been inside her just an hour before, as Lee began to gently kiss her cunt.

		“Mmmmm,” Ellie moaned.

		Lee teased his tongue around Ellie’s warm slit, gently kissing the velvety pink flesh. She could feel him restraining his hunger, getting her even hotter and wetter before digging into his meal. She purred rewardingly for him. “Yes... mmmm.”

		Lee’s hot breath teased across her now wet pussy lips, making her shiver.  Her body stretched out, back arching slightly, full tits pressing toward the ceiling.  Her body craved the sensation of his tongue. “Do it,” she purred. “Eat me.”

		As if merely waiting for permission, he pressed his mouth to her and began to devour the slick juices flowing from her cunt. She rocked her body, gently rubbing her tingling pussy against his mouth. 

		Lee slurped eagerly, making her purr as she remembered every bulge and contour of her lover’s magnificent, black cock.  She remembered riding him, his thick meat throbbing deeper inside her than her sweet little husband could ever dream of touching. She remembered her hands on his chiseled chest, touching his firm, ebony skin as she rocked and swayed on his lap. She rocked and swayed against Lee’s mouth now. She grabbed her own tits, braless beneath her blouse, and she began squeezing them like Markus had. She remembered his massive hands, strong and dark, cupping her big tits so enticingly.

		Lee made thirsty noises between her thighs, hungrily enjoying his meal. She purred, still remembering that hot, black meat sliding through her warm, wet cunt. She remembered Markus turning her over, taking control as he began fucking her from behind. She let out a squeak as Lee’s tongue moved inside her, tracing the path of Markus’s cock through the opening of her pussy. She remembered Markus hammering her from behind, her pale body rocking back and forth with each powerful thrust.

		She looked down at Lee, so obedient between her legs. So small, sweet, and feminine.

		She pictured Jess’s little brown body, still glistening with sweat as she changed in the locker room. She pictured her powerful boyfriend’s amazing muscular frame, luscious ebony skin collecting the light. She Imagined her beautiful Asian friend, now rocking back and forth as Markus hammered her from behind, her slinky little body such an enticing contrast to his massive, hulking frame. The anticipation was so enticing that it intensified every sensation that her eager little husband so desperately gave her.

		Her whole body tingled and twitched with growing excitement, excitement for tomorrow, but also for the unexpectantly intense climax that was building inside her right now.

		Lee’s small hands caressed her sides as his mouth licked and sucked at her cunt. Instead of feeling weak and pathetic, those hands suddenly felt soft, and thrillingly feminine. Suddenly everything about him felt new and different. His tongue darted inside her, then his lips went to her clit and sucked. He switched back and forth from tongue fucking her, to sucking her clit, just long enough at each task to bring her close, then dropping her slightly back down.

		Her heels traced along his narrow back, his soft, dirty blonde hair tickling her slender thighs.

		She imagined Lee again in that locker room, transformed into a girl, shy and unassuming, and all his pathetic mannerisms seemed suddenly coy and beautiful. She pictured his pretty face in full makeup, his skinny legs, shaved smooth and poking out of a tiny skirt, as his tongue darted back and forth inside her.

		“Yes,” Ellie purred. “Good girl.”

		Lee kept lapping at her, driving his tongue inside her.  ‘Good girl’ had slipped out, but it felt good to know her husband was too desperate and too obedient to risk correcting her. She released her tits and grabbed his head, feeling the softness of his silky hair as she rocked herself against his mouth. “Good girl,” she said again, with more confidence. “Good girl.” She suddenly wished, deeply and truly that he was a girl, and the thought made her tingle and moan.

		She pictured him, his small frame transformed into that of a slender, curving little minx. She whimpered, grinding against his mouth, thighs pressing against his head. “Good girl,” she whimpered again, but she wasn’t sure if it came out, or it was lost in her panting and whining. “Yes. Yes. Good girl!”

		She imagined this feminine version of him, beautiful and slutty, skinny and model-like at 5’10”, big, fake tits rolling back and forth as he whimpered on all fours, getting fucked by her gorgeous black lover. Markus’s strong hands on his slim sides, controlling his slinky body as he rocked back and forth, crying about how big Markus’s amazing cock was.

		“Yes!” she cried out, her fingers tightening in her husband’s hair, her hot, wet pussy tingling as she grinded against his face. “My bitch!” she whimpered, high and gyrating as she panted. “My obedient little bitch. Good girl. Good bitch.”

		Lee continued drinking from her, lapping and slurping as she rocked violently, her orgasm nearing.

		Her heels traced up Lee’s narrow back as she imagined her lover pulling out of him and spurting hot, sticky cum all over his feminine, lightly tanned skin. She rocked hard against him, as her own body began to explode in orgasm. Her thighs locked down on his head as her pussy smashed his face, and her hands twisted and pulled his hair. She rode his face as she shivered and shook with an orgasm more intense than her husband had ever given her before. Then, finally, she relaxed with a deep satisfied sigh.

		She looked down and saw her husband’s eager face, looking up at her from where he was kneeling on the floor. Suddenly, the lack of makeup and the slight masculine aspects of his face angered her. She pushed him back with her foot until she had some distance from his suddenly boyish frame. She pulled down her skirt as she sat up, instantly pushing his presence from her mind. She knew what he wanted, but that would be okay. He was used to not getting what he wanted.

		She stood up feeling satisfied and enticed for tomorrow, then looked over to see Lee peeling off his shirt and crawling towards her like an eager puppy. “Oh no,” she said. “You can stop right there. You are definitely not getting any tonight.” She thought for a moment, not usually bothering with an excuse to reject him, but feeling like tonight’s spectacular orgasm called for a little extra effort. It only took a moment to decide, “I’m still pissed about you trying to fuck my best friend.”

		She looked at his shocked and disappointed face and almost laughed. She added with an indifferent toss of her hair. “You can take some tissues and go in the bathroom if you need to indulge in your perverted little Asian fetish.”

		She had planned on giving her hubby a little reward tonight, but after seeing him as a boy again, she just wasn’t feeling it anymore. Besides, she had gotten what she wanted. Why was it only boys who were allowed to be selfish? She turned away with a flourish and strolled confidently out of the room, fantasizing about the three-way she had planned for tomorrow, as her husband followed her, making promises and apologizing for something they both knew had never happened.

		

	
		Three-way While Hubby’s Away

		

		Jess giggled as she finished her third drink. The music in the club was loud, and she shimmied a little unconsciously to its beat.  The slender Asian knew she looked utterly delicious in her tiny skirt, her thin legs long and brown. She had a small, round ass, pert, pointed breasts and the cutest little tummy, her belly button piercing exposed beneath the hem of her crop top.

		“Okay,” Jess said, pretending all three of them didn’t know how this night was going to end.  There had been no doubt that she was there to hook up with Ellie and her hot, black lover. Still, she had been relieved when Ellie suggested they meet for drinks, instead of going straight to some apartment or sleazy hotel. Jess felt her heart pounding as she looked from the gorgeous blonde to her handsome lover.  She had been a little surprised by Markus. She had expected some young, arrogant stud, but Markus was an older, powerful and yet incredibly fit man. He was in his early forties and seemed to project calm, sensual control. “I’d love to see your place,” Jess answered the man’s enticing offer. “Let me just visit the lady’s room first.”

		Jess made brief eye contact with Ellie as if verifying she was still cool with the arrangement. Ellie contrasted the slim Asian in every way. Ellie’s blonde hair hung in loose curls below her shoulders, her full lips highlighted with bright red lipstick, her eyes shaded dark, lashes full and thick. She had a delicious, bimbo-like look that normally contrasted her dominant energy, but now she leaned back submissively in the arms of her muscular black lover, her diamond wedding ring glistening in the lights of the club. Her tits were full and magnificent, her hips wide and her heart-shaped ass delicious. She wore a slinky red dress that stretched across her frame and highlighted the dramatic extremes between her fit torso and generous curves.

		Ellie smiled at Jess as she began to slip away from Markus. “Me too,” the blonde purred deliciously, then leaned back over her man and gave him a lurid, open-mouthed kiss. Jess couldn’t help but stare at the two gorgeous, contrasting people as they passionately swapped wet tongues back and forth between their open mouths. Ellie, the perfect porcelain-skinned bimbo, and Markus, the sophisticated older gladiator. Ellie stood up, took Jess’ hand and led her to the bathroom.

		Jess felt cute but plain as she studied her Asian features in the bathroom mirror. Her heart was pounding as she began touching up her makeup, glancing over her shoulder at Ellie behind her.

		“What do you think?” Ellie asked in a lustrous purr as she moved up behind Jess, the softness of her luxurious tits pressing against Jess’ thin back. Ellie looked over Jess’ shoulder into the mirror with her.

		“I knew he’d have to have an amazing body, and fuck, he definitely does, but I didn’t expect... he’s so... he makes me feel calm. Does that make sense? He has a presence like he’s some kind of college professor or something, but that body. He’s so strong...”

		Ellie smiled deviously as she seemed to picture Markus’s strong, chiseled torso. He was a beast, at over six foot tall, his skin so dark and delicious. He had tightly cropped hair and a full, perfectly trimmed beard.

		Jess bit her lower lip and looked at Ellie’s reflection in the eyes. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

		Ellie reached around and caressed her, hands rubbing her narrow ribcage and hips, massaging and exploring her tight little frame as she kissed her neck.  Jess felt slinky and tight against the taller blonde’s lustrous curves. “I can’t wait to take you home with us,” Ellie purred.

		Jess felt herself surrendering to the luscious blonde’s powerful presence and voluptuous beauty. She turned to face Ellie, Ellie’s hands now caressing her back and ass. “I’ve never done anything like this before,” Jess admitted. “Like, a three-way, a black guy... I’ve never...”

		Ellie pressed her luscious red lips to the Asian’s soft pink mouth and kissed her savagely, squeezing her small ass as she drove her tongue deep into Jess’ mouth. Jess tasted mint and vodka as she melted into her friend’s commanding embrace. Jess felt a thrill as her small but firm breasts pressed against the blonde’s full, soft rack. 

		“Get ready,” Ellie purred. “Tonight is going to be full of firsts.”

		Markus’s apartment was another surprise. It was small, minimalist, and luxurious.  Everything was stylish and clean. The entire space smelled sensual. She felt giddy and excited. Perhaps it was the drinks, the thrill of being bad, or just the proximity of these two gorgeous people,  but Jess’ body already felt primed and ready. The slightest touch or whisper, even the breeze from the ceiling fan, filled her body with tingling anticipation.

		Markus had started a smooth jazz song playing as he slipped off his coat, his skin-tight tee shirt revealing the powerful, chiseled muscles that hugged his lean frame. He stood in the center of the living room, and Ellie pressed herself against him, giving him another lurid, pornographic kiss as the man’s massive hands engulfed her curves.

		Jess stared in awe at the two gorgeous lovers. She felt like she had been invited to something intense and almost sacred. She had expected to feel guilty, leaving her husband at home with the kids while she “had a girl’s night”. But right now, all she felt was a growing, intensifying need. She felt as though she had entered a church of sensual excess, and she was ready to bow in worship.

		Ellie looked back at her with intensity in her vivid green eyes as she began to peel off her man’s shirt. Jess watched then as Ellie’s beautiful face pressed against Markus’ flawless ebony skin. The blonde kissed and licked the muscles of the man’s chest and abs, as his strong hands caressed her possessively. Ellie moved back a step and slithered out of her tight little dress.  The flawless blonde then struck a sultry pose, in her expensive red lingerie as she looked at Jess teasingly. “You going to stand there and watch all night? I thought you came to party.”

		Jess swallowed, nervous and overwhelmed. She knew she was cute and fit, and that tons of guys fantasized about her tight little body and small, round ass. She knew that a lot of people, perhaps including these two people, found her Asian features to be exotic and exciting... but she suddenly felt shy. The magnitude of sex appeal radiating from this perfect blonde and her savagely handsome black lover was stunning. She took a deep breath, her tits raising as her chest expanded, then she slipped off her vest, revealing her small, pointed boobs and narrow brown torso. “I want to party,” she purred.

		As Jess approached the couple, wearing just her cute little skirt and heels, Ellie dropped to her knees in front of her man. She made eye contact with Jess as she undid Markus’ belt. Jess’s heart thundered, and her legs felt shaky, but she focused on her sexy sway as she approached the lustrous blonde and the statuesque ebony god. Ellie smiled wickedly as she pulled down Markus’ slacks, revealing his hairy, muscular legs, and massive, partially erect cock.

		Jess had never considered herself a size queen, but something about that perfectly built, massive black dick made her mouth water and her entire being throb with hunger. She continued moving forward, trancelike, dropping to her knees as Ellie began to stroke and kiss the awe-inspiring black snake, her eyes never straying from Jess. The black cock swelled in the gorgeous blonde’s grasp, powerful ridges bulging, purple head expanding, as it grew to dizzying proportions.

		Ellie smiled teasingly, seeming to bask in Jess’s primal reaction. The blonde reached up and caressed Jess’s black hair. “Come,” she ordered in her sensual voice. “Have a taste.”

		Jess leaned forward, feeling the heat of Ellie’s body, and the powerful throbbing of Markus’s cock, radiate in the air around her face. She parted her lips, looked up at the black man, who stared down at her with calm expectation, then she pressed her mouth to the side of his massive, ebony cock.

		His skin tasted clean, but somehow intensely masculine, as the heat throbbed against her lips. She slipped out her tongue, unconsciously moaning as she began to lather the man’s meat in wet drool.

		Ellie laughed, a hint of cruel mockery in her voice. “A little better than your hubby’s little rod, I bet.”

		Jess didn’t feel a hint of guilt as she tasted the powerful meat of the superior man. She reached up and caressed its iron firm heat and looked at the blonde. She let her lips slide off the cock and pressed them to Ellie’s lips, kissing her frantically. “Thank you,” she moaned between sloppy wet kisses. “Thank you for sharing this with me.”

		Markus laughed gently from above them, his deep voice resonating through both women’s slender bodies. “I’m not just a piece of meat girls. I do have feelings.” They looked up at him, his huge hard cock hovering in front of their faces. “Ellie,” he continued. “I feel like I want to fuck your little Asian friend.”

		Jess laughed, her body tinging with hunger and need.

		Ellie smiled deliciously. “Yes,” she purred. “Anything for my man.”  She rose to her feet and took Jess’s hand. The two girls swayed down the hall to the bedroom. They kissed again at the edge of the bed, then Ellie pushed Jess down roughly onto her back. Jess let out a high gasp as she landed on the mattress. She looked at the gorgeous blonde standing over her in the expensive lingerie her husband had bought, and she quivered with excitement. Markus hadn’t entered the room yet, and Ellie’s submissive bimbo air suddenly shifted to a viscous, dominant energy. Ellie reached under Jess’s skirt, dug her fingers into the lace of her panties, and began jerking them off.

		Jess felt a moment of concern, even as her pussy flooded, at her friend’s rough hands. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

		Ellie smiled sweetly but spoke harshly, “I’ve always wanted to play with a real-life doll. But you just can’t stop saying stupid shit. Open your mouth, whore.”

		Jess felt a tiny flitter of orgasm as she heard those words, even as she stared at the blonde in dumbfounded shock. No one had ever spoken to her like that before. Ellie pinched her chin to encourage her to open her mouth, and when she did, the luscious blond shoved her own balled-up panties into her mouth. She could taste her own cunt, wet and tangy, as the lace and satin filled her mouth. Ellie pushed her onto her back then knelt on the floor beside the bed. She grabbed Jess’s thin thighs and jerked her slim body to the edge of the mattress, folded up her skirt, then pressed her lips to Jess’s hot, wet cunt.

		Jess had never been with a woman, and the sudden thrill of her stunning friend pressing her lush red lips and perfect pink tongue to her pussy made her head spin. Ellie slurped loudly as her tongue pressed inside Jess’s dripping cunt. Jess’s body writhed, her thin frame moving sensuously, her mouth slightly open, stuffed with her wet, lace panties.

		“Mmmmm,” Ellie purred. It only took a moment before Jess’s toes began to curl in anticipation of an impending orgasm, but then Ellie stopped. She stood up, wiping her wet lips and chin with her hand as she said, “Delicious.” She moved aside and faced Markus, who had entered the room sometime during Ellie’s taste. She turned and kissed the man, who was completely naked now, his tight, flawless muscles rippling under his deep, ebony skin.

		“You’re right,” Markus spoke in his magnificent voice. “She is delicious.”

		Ellie looked down at Jess for a moment with a devious look and she purred, “Give her a good, hard fucking, Baby. She’s earned it.”

		Jess quivered with the calm confidence of the huge, older black man as he moved forward, his massive cock bulging with ridges and glistening with her saliva. He placed a big, warm hand on her flat tummy as his muscular form moved between her thighs. He moved his hand up the center line of her body, gently caressing her goose-bumped skin till it rested, with reassuring control, at the top of her ribcage. He knelt down, his big black cock laying against her flesh, reaching almost to her belly button. She couldn’t believe how big he was, or imagine what it would be like to have someone so deep inside her.  He moved his hips back, one hand pinning her chest to the mattress, the other taking control of his fantastic meat.

		Ellie crawled onto the bed, completely naked now, her skin creamy and delicious looking. She leaned over her, reached between her thighs and began to stretch her open for Markus.

		Jess let out a little squeak through the gag of her panties as the fat purple tip began to push inside her. She felt his head throbbing as he eased himself forward. She swallowed saliva, lace tickling her mouth, her legs shaking, already feeling that delayed orgasm from earlier come rushing back. “Oh fuck... oh fuck... Oh Fuck!” she cried into her wet underwear as her whole body began to shake with intensity. He was barely inside her and already the pleasure from his throbbing thickness was making her explode with orgasm. They both laughed gently, their beautiful voices washing down her spine as they watched her shudder with sudden climax.

		Markus held himself there, barely inside her, as she caught her breath and began to recover from her orgasm. Then Ellie purred her way up her body. She nibbled on Jess’s ear as she pulled the sopping-wet panties from her mouth. Ellie tossed them aside and kissed her passionately on the lips, her pink tongue pressing into Jess’s wet mouth. Markus began easing himself into her once more. The massive contours of his amazing dick caressed her delicate, pink flesh as he drove gently forward.  Another wave of intensity washed over Jess as Markus pushed deeper inside her than anyone had ever been before. New sensations filled her, as if she were a virgin once more.

		Ellie nibbled at her ear and kissed her neck, purring seductively as Markus seemed to fill her entire core with hot, throbbing cock.

		“Don’t you love it,” Ellie purred. “Don’t you just love cheating on your loser husband with my man’s big, black cock?”

		“Yes,” Jess whimpered, her entire world throbbing with heat, pain and pleasure. Right and wrong, good and bad, guilt and innocence all disappeared. Markus’s cock was the only thing that mattered, the only thing that she craved, and still he pushed it deeper.

		Ellie giggled. “I can’t wait to see him again. I can’t wait to look into his stupid, cocky face, knowing that his sweet little Asian wife is a slut for big, black cock.”

		Markus had planted himself deep inside her and now began to work his hips, grinding his massive tool in her depths, making her shudder with jolts of pain and waves of pleasure. “Yes,” Jess whimpered. “Yes. I’m a slut. I’m a whore for your boyfriend's amazing black cock.”

		Ellie kissed her savagely again as Markus eased back, then forward again, making her whimper into the blonde’s soft, wet mouth. “Good slut,” Ellie said, then, in one smooth and graceful motion, she sat up and swung her leg around, so she was straddling Jess’s face, while facing her powerful older lover.

		Jess stared up at the blonde’s perfect pink pussy. The smell of her filled her nostrils, but it was not an unappealing smell. In another context, perhaps it would have been, but here and now, with Markus’s big cock sliding gently deeper inside her, it smelled thrilling, mixing with the powerful smell of her own dripping cunt. Jess had never even considered being a lesbian, or doing anything sexual with a woman, but tonight, she had been prepared for the experience. Suddenly, she found herself more than prepared. She was eager for it, realizing she would not only do anything to keep this moment going, she wanted to revel in this moment. She would do anything this older black man wanted, or anything this luscious blonde commanded, and the dirtier they wanted it, but better.

		Jess’s body writhed as waves of pleasure washed over her, big black cock throbbing inside her slim Asian body. Ellie lowered herself down, pressing her wet cunt to Jess’s mouth and purring deliciously, “Eat it, Slut.”

		Jess didn’t hesitate, lapping and slurping at Ellie’s pussy, tasting the exotic tang of her juices as hot meat moved back and forth inside her. She felt Markus’s big hands wrap around her slim waist, and Ellie’s hands press onto the small mounds of her tits as their weight shifted and the two lovers leaned in to kiss each other above her slinky brown body.

		Jess kept licking and kissing and sucking Ellie’s pussy, smearing her face in juices. She didn’t care about the taste or the smell or what it meant for her sexuality. She only wanted to obey this perfect blonde. She only wanted to worship this priestess of filthy, thrilling pleasure.

		The couple kissed loudly above her, lips smacking as they passed their tongues back and forth between each other’s mouths. Markus began to fuck her slightly harder, his hips working at varying angles, causing a constant cascade of new sensations to wash over her. “Yes,” she whimpered between mouthfuls of pussy. “Oh, fuck yes.”

		But soon she couldn’t focus on serving Ellie’s cunt, as the sensation of big, black cock throbbing inside her became too intense. She whimpered with ecstasy, Ellie’s pussy hovering over her, as pulsating meat moved deep inside her. “Fuck,” she whimpered. “Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck, yes... yes... Yes!”  Her fists clutched the blanket as the gorgeous bodies above her kissed passionately and she wiggled with intensity.

		The sensation intensified until what had seemed like an orgasm before, was just a hint of what her body was capable of. The room began to spin, and she couldn’t see or think straight. Vibrations of intensity shivered through her as she exploded in bliss.

		There was a long moment where her mind was just blank with pleasure. Her body was a distant tingle, and she writhed. She felt his cock swell even bigger inside her and knew the man was about to cum. She had told herself that she wouldn’t let him cum inside her, but now instinct took over. She wrapped her legs around him pulling him deeper inside, trying to keep him from pulling out as he began to spray her womb with his thick, white cream.

		He finished cumming inside her and she went limp, purring with exhausted release. Her body was shaking and her mind was still drifting somewhere else for a few panting breaths. Ellie had moved off her and Markus had pulled his thick meat from inside her. 

		“Oh Fuck,” Jess gasped as her body finally stopped shaking. “Thank you. That was fucking amazing.”

		Markus’s laugh was kind and his hand reassuring, as he caressed her slim, brown thigh. “It’s cute that you think were done. Get on your hands and knees. I want to fuck you from behind next.”

		Jess shivered with shock and anticipation. She wasn’t sure how much more she could take, but she was ready to find out, as she slithered to her hands and knees, dropped her face to the mattress, small ass raised, narrow back long and curving. She looked at the beautiful blonde, the taste of the woman still rich and tangy on her lips, then mouthed the words “thank you”.

		

	
		Sloppy Seconds Sissy Roleplay

		

		When Ellie slipped into her apartment, it was almost midnight. Even for Markus, the night with Jess had been epic. How many times had he gotten both her and Jess off? How many times had they gotten each other off? She thought about the slinky Asian and already craved more. If there had been any doubts before tonight, Ellie had none now. She was definitely, very much into girls.

		She kept thinking of Jess, remembering the soft silkiness of her feminine touch. No, this experience had definitely not satisfied some idle curiosity, but rather awoken a deep and real hunger inside her. As she walked down the hall to the living room, she thought about Lee. She should have been home hours ago. Would he be upset about her being home so late? Why should she even care? She did care though. Would she have cared a week ago?

		She realized she looked at Lee very differently now that her bisexual urges were awakening. There was something so tantalizing now about Lee’s previously pathetic feminine qualities.  When she had stopped caring about his thoughts or feelings, it had been so liberating. It had seemed so simple, she would just dump him when cheating became inconvenient, or if he made a fuss. But now... she found herself wanting to keep her little pet. She tingled at the thought of seeing him after the amazing sex she’d just had.

		She crept through the living room and cracked open the bedroom door. He was already in bed, the covers rising and falling gently over his long, slim body. She could feel herself relax. It would be easy, slip into bed and sleep beside him. Whatever time he fell asleep, she came home just after. But looking at his suddenly feminine form hugged by blankets, blonde hair tousled on the pillow, and thinking about all the filthy things she’d done behind his back tonight, she just couldn’t help herself. She found herself suddenly craving, quite literally, to rub his face in it.

		She slipped out of her clothes and crawled onto the bed, the musky smell of sex still covering every inch of her curving, pale flesh.  She cuddled up beside her pet and pressed her hand to his crotch over the top of his tidy-whities. She purred into his ear, her full round tits pressing against his back. “Hey there, Sleeping Beauty.”

		The slightest touch of her hand made his little dick jerk to hardness before his brain even awoke. She laughed lightly, gently squeezing his balls through the soft, cotton fabric. “I’m sorry, did I wake you?”

		“I’m awake,” he gasped, suddenly desperately awake.

		“I’m in the mood to play,” she purred in his ear, his small erection throbbing against her palm through the cotton. She wasn’t sure why, after all the wicked nasty adventures, that she still wanted to play, but there was something so thrilling about him being here, cute and loyal and totally oblivious. She imagined what he had been doing, cleaning... watching tv... sneaking in a few minutes of video games...  while she had been getting rammed by big black cock and burying her face in hot, wet Asian pussy.  “I need a toy to play with,” she whispered wetly in his ear. “Wake up and play with me.”

		His voice was breathless and his heart was pounding. “Yes,” he gasped. “Oh yes. Anything. Thank you. I’m so happy.”

		She laughed at his desperation.

		He turned onto his back, turning his face to her, gazing into her pretty, heavily made-up face, lipstick slightly smeared from Markus’s cock.

		“It’s been so long,” he whispered, reaching out to lightly brush her thigh, as if asking permission to touch her more. “It’s been so long since we’ve had sex.”

		She smiled indulgently and purred in a teasing voice, “I don’t want regular, old, boring sex with you. I want to do something naughty.”

		“Okay,” he agreed without hesitation. “What do you want to do?”

		“I want to roleplay,” she purred, squeezing his little package gently. “Let’s have a fantasy. Something nasty.”

		“Yes,” he quickly answered. “Anything.” There was no hedging or hesitation in his voice. When was the last time she’d actually let him fuck her? She had her own private bet going with herself about how long he would put up with constant rejection, and he’d put up with it longer than she could have ever expected. Tonight though, he was getting a treat.

		“Let’s pretend that I’m having an affair.” She moaned into his ear as she squeezed and caressed his small erection and balls. “Is that too naughty for you? Are you too much of a prude for that?”

		“No,” he whimpered as she was beginning to nibble at his ear. “Anything you want. I’m ready,” Lee agreed, rolling towards her, “You want me to pretend to be the milkman? The poolboy?” 

		“No,” Ellie purred into his ear, gently squeezing and stroking him. “That’s boring. I want it kinky. I want you to be the sexy girl who’s getting all hot and bothered as I tell her about my hot, nasty affair.”

		He hesitated, his voice quivering. “I don’t... I’m not... I don’t know if I’m comfortable with...” as he was speaking, Ellie pulled her hand from under the blanket and let her long, wet tongue trace down her palm, covering it in saliva. She then pressed her hand down the front of his underwear, instantly silencing him as she gripped his throbbing pecker in her spit-wet grasp.

		She purred into his ear, “I think I’ll call you, Lisa.” She began to stroke him as she nibbled on his ear. “You look so cute tonight, Lisa. You want to hear about my lover?”

		Lee moaned as she gently squeezed and stroked his pulsating erection, her fist stretching the fabric of his underwear as it jacked him. His desperate arousal was making his voice tantalizingly feminine as he whimpered, “Uh huh.”

		“Oh Lisa,” she purred enticingly between nibbles on his ear. “I knew you’d want to hear every detail, my nasty little slut. First of all, you wouldn’t believe how big his dick is.”

		Lee whimpered, helplessly hard and hopelessly turned on.

		Ellie purred, “Oh yes, so much bigger than my husband. Did I ever tell you about my husband’s pathetic, little cock?” she felt a tingle of cruel excitement as she stroked that pathetic little cock now, tongue pressing into his ear.

		He didn’t answer, so she gave him a punishing little squeeze of his balls that made him squeak before she hardened her tone. “Answer me, Lisa.”

		“Yes,” Lee whimpered. “Yes, you told me.”

		Ellie laughed, gently stroking him once more. “Good girl. Of course I told you. We laugh about it all the time, don’t we?”

		“Yes,” Lee said, his erection hot and throbbing in Ellie’s soft, slick hand.

		“Well, I finally found the cure,” she purred. “The solution to my husband’s tiny, little problem.” She drove her tongue into Lee’s ear, his prick pulsating in her grip, his voice whimpering with long-denied pleasure.  She purred, breathy and sultry into his ear, “Don’t be a dumb little bitch, Lisa. Ask me what it is. Ask me what the big solution to my tiny little problem is.”

		“What is it,” Lee whimpered, his toes beginning to curl. “What is it.”

		Ellie pushed her lips close to Lee’s earlobe, her hand squeezing and stroking, her big tits pushing against his thin, feminine body. “The solution to my tiny little problem is... big, black cock.”

		Lee’s breath caught in his throat from sudden shock even as his little cock swelled in her fist. She stopped stroking him, feeling how close he was to blowing his load. She laughed musically into his ear. “Oh yes, Lisa,” she moaned, surprised at how good it felt to confess in this devious way. “My lover’s big, black cock is so big and hard. You wouldn’t believe how hard he makes me cum.”

		Lee’s breathing was intense and his body was tingling, so close to orgasm.

		“I don’t...” he whimpered breathlessly. “I think maybe this is a little too far.”

		“That didn’t sound like Lisa,” Ellie purred. “That sounded like my boring, loser husband. I don’t want to talk to him right now. I want to talk to my sexy, nasty, little girlfriend.”

		Lee was quiet, his dick still throbbing in her unmoving grip.

		“Do you want to eat my pussy, Lisa? Do you want to be my sexy little lesbian lover, while I tell you about my boyfriend’s big, black cock?” She looked at Lee’s conflicted face, his tongue peeking out to wet his lips in anticipation, giving away his lack of resistance. In this dim light, she could picture his feminine features touched with makeup, looking like a thin, slinky bimbo. “Do it,” she purred. “Don’t be a prude. Be my sexy girl. I wont tell anyone what a nasty little freak you are.”

		He whispered, “It’s just pretend, right? It’s not real?”

		She laughed. “What do you think, dummy? It’s a good thing you're pretty.” She took her hand from his cock, pinched his chin and turned his face to a slightly different angle She then kissed him savagely, the taste of Lisa’s pussy and Marcus’s cum still delicious on her lips. 

		“Sorry,” he whispered. “It’s just... kind of intense.”

		She slithered her body slightly higher on the bed, as she pushed his head down towards her crotch. “Stop talking bitch. There’s better things to do with that pretty little mouth.”

		All his hesitation disappeared as he began kissing her tummy and side, licking her ribcage, her pelvis and her hipbone as he worshiped his way down her body. She wondered if Lee could taste the dried cum that had been splattered across her flawlessly soft skin.

		“Good girl,” she said as Lee kissed, nibbled, sucked and licked her with devotion, teasing his way around her wet, well-fucked pussy. “Show me,” she moaned. “Show me how much it turns you on when I cheat on my loser husband.”

		Her loser husband pressed his lips to her cunt and kissed her pussy with absolute devotion.

		“Yes,” she moaned. “That feels so good after that big, black cock rammed me.”

		Lee’s tongue wiggled inside her, his saliva mixing with the wetness flooding from her snatch.  She reached down and ran her fingers through his soft, messy hair. “Good girl, Lisa,” she moaned. “That’s my good little lesbian slut.”

		Lee murmured and mumbled as he began to devour her juices, losing himself in the one act that he did so well.

		“Yes, Good girl,” she whimpered. “That feels good. That feels so good after getting a huge dick slammed inside me over and over again.”

		Lee didn’t hold back or hesitate. He seemed content now to play his role as he eagerly and enthusiastically licked and sucked her tender, freshly plowed cunt.

		“Can you taste it?” Ellie moaned. “Can you taste the sweat and power from that thick, ebony meat? Can you taste the thick cream he filled my cheating cunt with?” She honestly wondered, but he didn’t answer. He just kept worshiping her cunt like the needy little loser she now loved him for being.  How could she have ever thought she’d get tired of him?  She could abuse and humiliate him endlessly, she realized now, and he would always accept and adapt to it. Her pussy began to tingle with new sensations of thrill, and her mind spun with sensations of power. She tightened her grip in his hair and pulled him into her crotch, smothering him with her dripping wet pussy.

		“You should watch it,” she moaned, grinding against his face. “You should watch me get fucked by my amazing boyfriend. You’d love it, Lisa. You’d love his big, black cock, and big, strong muscles. Yes. Yes. Good girl...” she whimpered as Lee alternated between licking her cunt and sucking her clit. “Good little lesbian slut. You’d love to watch me cheat, I know it.”

		She remembered Jess, her sexy Asian body wiggling beneath her as she sat on her beautiful face.  She had been fun, and willing, and even a little obedient, but something about Lee’s desperate, hungry tongue made her quiver with even more excitement. Something deep and intense was unlocking inside her as she felt her needy little husband feed from her well fucked pussy. “Good girl,” she whimpered, teasing her fingers through her husband's soft hair. “Good slut.”

		She remembered the feeling of Markus’s fat cock smashing back and forth inside her. Then she remembered his powerful muscles flexing as he fucked the hot little Asian on all fours. She pictured her slim brown body, tiny and fit, rocking back and forth, massive black hands holding her tiny waist. Her small, round ass smashing against his muscular thighs as he pounded himself into her. Ellie could still hear Jess whimpering as her body was stuffed with fat, black cock. “Good girl,” Ellie purred, teasing Lee’s skull with her nails. “Good girl.”

		The image danced in her mind, Marcus fucking the slim Asian harder and harder as Ellie watched. She remembered that tight little body, her cunt being smashed with thick black meat. Marcus’s strong arms flexing, his eyes intense, Jess moaning... Then she imagined Jess changing into a slim little blonde, same tight little body, same perky little tits, but lightly tanned skin, short blonde hair wild and reckless, feminine face slathered in makeup, blue eyes looking up at her. Ellie realized the picture dancing in her mind was her husband as a girl. She shuddered at the image of how hot Lee looked, soft and feminine, getting pounded by her hot, black lover. “Good girl,” she whimpered. “Oh fuck yes. You’d love it. You’d love that big, black cock, you dirty, cheap, little whore.” In her mind’s eye, Marcus buried his meat deep into Lee’s tight little ass and began to erupt inside his rectum with thick, hot jizz, as Lee’s thin erection began to spurt cream all over his own fake tits. Ellie’s thighs trembled and her fingers twisted in Lee’s hair as she suddenly slipped over the edge, exploding into orgasm.

		Ellie’s pale body rocked as she cried out with pleasure, filthy images dancing in her nasty imagination. Her body arched, her tits jiggling as her body shook with intensity. Pleasure shot through her, then vanished, and she relaxed with a deep, cleansing breath.

		As Ellie began to recover from her orgasm she looked down at Lee. He stared up at her stunned, his face seeming so feminine in the dim light, his thin body easy to imagine as a girl’s. “Wow,” he said. “That was...”

		Ellie sat up and grabbed Lee’s face, kissing him savagely, tasting her own juices. “Get on your back,” she ordered.

		Lee rolled onto his back.  Ellie moved down him and kissed his flat little tummy. His small erection making a tent of his tidy-whities. She slipped down farther, nestling her full, curving figure between his thin legs. She kissed his balls through the cotton. She rubbed her face across it. She wished he smelled more feminine, but that was easy to fix. She made a mental note to get him some perfume to wear. She rubbed her cheek across his thin rod, suddenly it was adorable instead of pathetic. She folded down the top of his underwear until his prick popped free. Then she pinned it to his pelvis with the waistband once more. She took a fingertip and pressed it to the tip of the underside of his dick, pressing it down and stroking slightly. Her finger moved barely an inch up and down just below the tip of his dick, like she were playing with a clit. She stared at the little thing with fascination, then she pressed her lush red lips to his shaft and gave him a light little kiss. He whimpered and moaned, making her laugh. He was already so close. She continued to tease his tip, pressing it down to his pelvis as she spat a mouthful of drool onto his rod.

		He whimpered with tortured pleasure as she teased him with tiny fingertip strokes. She leaned down, full tits brushing his thighs as she exhaled on his wet dick, making him shiver. She laughed. “Sexy girl,” she said. “Does my sexy little pet like having her clit played with.”

		“Yes,” Lee whimpered desperately. “Yes please.”

		She laughed wickedly and began to lap up her own drool from his cock. Instantly his whole body began to shake as he fought against his orgasm. She continued licking him, fingertip stroking harder and faster.  She licked and stroked, purring as she watched her husband writhe and jerk, fighting back ecstasy. “My big black boyfriend is going to love your tight little body. He’s going to love pounding you, showing you what a real man’s dick is like.” She then pulled his underwear down a little more and gave a long, hard stroke with her tongue, from the base of his prick, meeting her finger at the tip.

		Lee let out a shocked little whimper as his dick twitched and he began to cum onto his tummy.

		Ellie laughed as Lee writhed with orgasm. Finally, he relaxed and she purred, “Oh Lisa, Sweetie. I didn’t even get you out of your panties.” She tucked his softening erection back into his tidy-whities. She sat up and he sat up to meet her. They kissed for a moment, then she purred. “Don’t tell my husband how naughty I am. It’s our little secret, okay?”

		She began to turn away but Lee stopped her. “This... it’s just a fantasy, right?”

		Ellie laughed. She felt so happy, even his neediness seemed adorable now. So deliciously feminine. She leaned in and kissed him, then she bit his lower lip, hard.

		He let out an adorable little squeak and recoiled back. Ellie laughed. “My helpless little princess. You came pretty hard tonight. Isn’t there something you’d like to say?”

		The suspicion in his eyes had turned to confusion, then that fell away to submissive understanding as he said, “Thank you.”

		“You’re welcome,” she said as she teased his hair. “Sometimes it’s fun to spoil my little pet.” Then warned in a slightly harsher tone, “But don’t get cocky. Best behavior always, or back in the doghouse. Understood?”

		He looked at her with a hopeful expression at the suggestion that his long dry spell had finally ended, and that all the months of sexless begging had just been time served in the doghouse. “I understand,” he promised. She gave him another kiss, and a little squeeze of his balls. She slithered off the bed and walked for the bathroom, adding over her shoulder. “If we are going to start doing this more often, I’ve got to pick you up some sexier underwear, and a new cologne.”

		“Okay,” he said as he watched her perfect, swaying ass, eager to agree to her every whim.

		Ellie slipped into the shower, wondering what kind of panties her husband would look cutest in.

		

	
		​Proper Grooming for a Perfect Slut

		

		Lee looked at her, a hint of nervous disappointment in his voice. “You want to do that roleplay again?”

		Ellie caressed his face. “Again? No. Not just again. I’ve enjoyed all the dirty talk, and your lovely devotion. And I’m sure you’ve enjoyed getting your little mouth-assisted finger-jobs.” She gave him a teasing smile and he lowered his eyes, turning red with shame at how much he did enjoy her teasing, barely touching method of getting him off. “But... I’m ready to take this kinky fantasy to the next level.”

		She enjoyed watching the fear and excitement compete across his face as he asked, “What’s the next level?”

		“Did you wear the sexy panties I got you to work today?”

		Again, he lowered his eyes and nodded.

		“Good girl,” she said. “Now it’s time to step up your look a little. It’s impressive how passable you are, with just a little bit of work, but if I’m going to be in this filthy, lesbian affair, my girl’s got to be perfectly, glamorously groomed.” She set out a small tub of lotions, perfume, and a pink safety razor.

		She changed her tone from purring seduction to matter-of-fact command. “Go get cleaned up, shaved and scented, and then I’ll help you with lingerie and makeup.”

		Lee seemed to hesitate, unwilling to refuse, but reluctant to obey.

		Ellie took a breath, softening her anger at his disobedience, trying to remind herself that proper training took time. “Lee,” she reminded him gently. “You’re always complaining about me not being in the mood. Well, I’m in the mood tonight, and I’ve gifted you by being in the mood for several nights in a row. That’s all because of this fun little game I discovered. So don’t act like you're not getting rewarded. You’re finally getting what you’ve been begging for, and so you better not act disappointed.” She found her voice growing colder and firmer the more she spoke. “I expect a grateful attitude, a pretty smile and no backtalk and no bullshit.” She took a breath and softened her tone once more. “Now, Sweetie, go get cleaned up so I can dress you like a girl and suck your cute, little dick.”

		His eyes widened at the sudden, unexpected suggestion of him getting his dick sucked. It had been years since she’d given him a proper blowjob.

		She laughed at the look of confused emotions battling on his face. For all the undeserved attention she had been giving his little, pink prick lately, she knew he was still desperate for more. Lately, she had been spoiling him, getting him off with the brush of a finger and the tease of her tongue. Now, he seemed to teeter at the edge of wanting to reclaim his imagined manhood, and surrendering to the desire to do whatever she wanted. She gave him a flirty, bimbo smile, pressed her thumb to her lush red lips and, with an air of innocent absent mindedness, she sucked the tip. “Pretty please?” she purred, pretending she was begging some hot stud with a big cock to ravish her.

		“Okay,” he said suddenly. “I’m sorry I was... I mean, it’s just a fantasy. It doesn’t mean anything. I just... I’ll be right out.” He hurried off to clean and shave his thin, feminine body.

		A half hour later, freshly showered, his naturally smooth body now completely shaved, his blonde hair tousled for the most girlish effect she could muster, she sat him down at her dressing table and gave him a light layer of makeup. She handed Lee a pair of sheer pink stockings, a slutty pink thong, and a little red dress. He stared at them like they were magical and forbidden. He seemed to shiver as his hands moved across the sexy, silky material, as if he were caressing feminine power itself. “Are you sure?” he asked.

		She laughed, “Baby, let me show you something.” She found it so much easier to be nice to this even slightly feminized version of Lee. As a boy, all this second-guessing and need for reassurance would have enraged her. But she was too entranced with her adorable femboy to stay angry at this version. She led him to the bathroom, then took his shoulders and turned him to the mirror.  “Look at how pretty you are. You should have been born a girl.”

		He stared at the reflection, stunned. “I’m a guy,” he said weakly, reminding her or perhaps himself.

		“Sort of,” she purred as she moved closer. She stood behind him, looking over his shoulder. She caressed down his chest and tummy till she reached his little prick. “You can always go back to being a boy tomorrow. You can continue struggling and straining to keep up with all those bigger, stronger men. But not tonight. You don’t have to. Tonight, you get to give in and give up for a little while. Tonight, you get to be my sexy, little lesbian lover.”

		He stared at his reflection, sad, aroused, perhaps even angry, but saying nothing as Ellie gently squeezed and caressed his small package and flat chest.

		“Come on, baby,” she purred. “Let me have this naughty little fantasy. I think you at least owe me that, don’t you? I almost never point out your many shortcomings and failures. I’m a sweet wife, most of the time. I never make fun of your little dick. Only in play. Only in fun. I’m never serious when I say your tiny, weak little dick is a joke. I always let you believe it’s enough for me. So do this for me. You owe it to me. I’m finally having fun, and you're finally giving me what I want. Besides, I already said I’d make it worth your while.” As she caressed his dick and gently squeezed his balls, he became hard and throbbing for her.  None of the discomfort showing on his face was traveling to his desperate little dick. She gave him a few, teasing strokes, smiled triumphantly and said, “Good girl. Get dressed. I’ll be waiting on the bed.”

		Ellie moved into the bedroom and slipped out of her clothes, revealing her red, lace teddy. She slithered onto the bed and lay on her side, striking a pose that highlighted her lush curves.

		Nervously, Lee came stepping, barefoot out of the bathroom, his pretty little toenails painted pink. The little red dress looked tight and trashy on his narrow frame. Its thin fabric stretched around his ribcage and flat chest. His lanky frame made him look like a slinky, anorexic model, long legs smooth and goose-bumped, slipped into sheer pink nylon stockings. The thin sliver of white thigh between his stockings and the hem of his short dress looked creamy and delicious. Tucked in the lace thong, his erection was making a tiny bump on the front of the dress. His makeup was quickly and trashily applied in her rush to get started, and it made him look like an appropriately desperate slut.

		Ellie laughed at her awkward cross-dressed husband. His expression looked so hurt and humiliated that it made her laugh even harder. He drew his hands as if to cover himself and said, “This was a mistake.”

		Ellie kept laughing lightly as she said, “Shut up. Stop being so sensitive. I wouldn’t say you’re beautiful yet, but I’ll get you there.” She eyed him for a moment, standing there in his skintight dress like a doe in the headlights. “You look good,” she said. “Definitely an improvement anyway. I promise, you wouldn’t be the least popular little skank at the bar tonight.” She patted the bed beside her. “Come here,” she ordered. “I don’t remember you thanking me for the dress.”

		He moved forward, his demeaner even more soft and submissive than usual. “Thank you,” he said with adorable reluctance.  He lay down beside her on the bed, rigid and uncomfortable, but his small erection still pushing on the panties to make a bump on the dress. She traced her fingertips lightly down his center line, savoring his slender, feminine frame, but wishing he was even more girly.

		“Do you still love me?” she asked.

		“Yes,” he said, breathlessly, his body responding desperately to her slightest touch. “Do you still love me?”

		Discovering this deliciously feminine side to him had reminded her that she did still love him, and perhaps helped her understand why she had loved him in the first place. But instead of saying that, she said, “Maybe... If you’re a good girl. How much do you love me?”

		“I’m doing this, aren’t I?” he whispered.

		She stopped caressing him and sharpened her voice. “No smart-ass answers. Lisa is sweet and sexy, so sweet, sexy answers only. Or maybe you’d rather stop playing this and you can fuck off and go sleep on the couch with your little dick in your hand?”

		“Sorry,” Lee said. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean... I love you. I love you so much. I will do anything you want. Anything you command. Tell me about cheating on that loser husband of yours. I love it.”

		Ellie laughed and began caressing Lee once more. “I don’t think I’m going to do much talking. I’ve got something else to do with my mouth.” She began sliding down the bed, kissing his body through the sheer red fabric of the dress. “But why don’t you tell me about it... describe what it looks like, watching me get fucked by my boyfriends big, black cock.”

		Ellie moved between Lee’s long, feminine legs and began to peel up his dress.

		“I uh... I uh... it looks...” he stumbled for words as she began to kiss his thigh, leaving red lipstick marks on his smooth white flesh. She gripped his panties and began to peel them down. His smooth body smelled of jasmine and vanilla body cream, making her purr with approval.

		“Tell me what I’m wearing when I go and meet with him,” she ordered softly as she peeled him out of his new, sexy panties.

		Lee’s erection throbbed and pointed at the ceiling as he whimpered, “Those black sweat shorts that always make your ass look so amazing, the ones with your old college logo on them. And that tight white tank top you wear with it sometimes when you go work out, the one that stretches against your chest.

		Ellie exhaled a bit of laughter. How many times had she gone to meet Markus in that exact outfit? “Mmmm, my poor, stupid husband must think I’m at the gym. That’s so funny. Isn’t that funny, Lisa? Doesn’t it make you laugh?”

		Lee forced a light pattering of laughter and said, “Yes. So funny.”

		“He has no idea how good my workout is going to be,” Ellie continued wickedly. “But you do, Sweetie. You get to watch. Tell me what you see.” Ellie caressed his legs, feeling the softness of his skin heightened by the silkiness of the nylons. She kissed his thighs some more, her blonde curls tickling the skin of his petite balls.

		“I see you guys kissing,” Lee said, nervously, his voice a little tortured but his hard-on raging. “He’s touching you. He’s got very big hands.”

		Ellie’s laughter brushed across Lee’s balls and erection, “You know it, baby. Big, strong hands. How do those big, black hands look on my ass?”

		“Powerful,” Lee whimpered. “Possessive. Your ass is so soft and pliable as he squeezes it.”

		“Mmmm,” Ellie purred.  She gave each of his balls a tender little kiss, making his prick jump with excited need. “Is he kissing me hard? Can you see his tongue pressing into my wet, open mouth?”

		He moaned, tormented and excited, his little prick throbbing. “Yes,” he whimpered. “I can see it.”

		“And my tongue going into his mouth? My tongue so soft and wet...” She extended her tongue and licked the length of his thin rod.

		He whimpered, his erection twitching with aching need. “Yes. So soft. So wet.”

		“Tell me how strong he is. How big his muscles are.” She gave him another long, slow lick.

		“He’s so big and strong. He’s one of those gym guys”

		“Mmmm,” Ellie purred. “You like guys like that, don’t you slut? Big, strong, black guys that make you feel so small, soft and girlie?”

		Lee didn’t answer, but he let out a moan as Ellie blew air across his freshly licked dick, giving him chills.

		“Your clit is so hard,” Ellie purred as she pressed a finger to his dick and began to gently finger the top inch like she had so many nights in a row. “You must love watching me with my hot, black lover. Tell me what we’re doing now?”

		“He... He’s got you... He’s bending you over the dresser.”

		“Mmmm,” Ellie purred as she rewarded her husband by taking him between her lush, red lips, swishing saliva around his rod, and spitting him out wet and throbbing. “Yes, I’m so ready for him. I don’t even need any foreplay, do I? Is it because I’m so wet for his big, black cock, or maybe you already gave me foreplay with that pretty little slut mouth?”

		“I did it,” Lee whimpered. “I licked your pussy until you were so wet and ready for your lover.”

		“Good girl,” Ellie purred. “You do it so much better than my husband, you pretty little dyke.” Then she took him into her mouth and began to gently suck him, massaging his throbbing erection with tongue and spit.

		“Yes,” Lee whimpered. “That’s amazing. It’s been so long. Oh fuck. That’s amazing...”

		Ellie spit him out once more. “Don’t stop talking, slut. Tell me what you see. Tell me about how hot I am, cheating on my stupid, loser husband.” Ellie then slurped him back into her mouth.

		“You are moaning and whimpering, bent over the dresser. You look so hot, so turned on.”

		She slurped loudly as she moved her luscious lips up and down his thin, throbbing rod.

		“Oh fuck,” he whimpered. “Oh fuck. Yes. He’s pumping into you, your tits pressing against the dresser, you’re looking at me, your hair wild and sweaty. You look so... so....”

		Ellie realized Lee was getting close, so she softened the pressure of her mouth, and gently released him. “Tell me about his body. Tell me how strong he is. Tell me how good he looks fucking me. Don’t be coy, I know you want him pounding your wet little pussy too.”

		Lee’s voice trembled with desperation, so close to ecstasy. “He is so strong, his muscles flexing as he pumps himself into you.”

		“Pumps himself?” Ellie laughed. “You mean fucks me hard with his huge, black cock?”

		“Yes,” Lee whimpered, desperate to be in her mouth again. “Yes, he fucks you with his big, black cock. He’s so big, stretching you around him as he pumps that big dick back and forth inside you.”

		“Mmmm,” Ellie purred. “His ebony rod glistening from my juices...” She sucked her pointer finger, then pressed it to Lee’s ass. He whimpered as she began to penetrate him.

		His body tensed, “I’m not... I’m not sure I want...”

		“Shhhh,” she silenced him, pushing her finger deeper into his asshole. “My game, my rules. Tell me more about that beautiful black cock.”

		“It’s thick,” he whimpered, uncomfortable and desperate but still throbbing with excitement. “There’s veins and a thick head and, like you said, it’s glistening.”

		Ellie began to finger him harder as she took his prick back into her drool-filled mouth. She wished that thick, veiny black cock was glistening in her face right now, so she could worship it. She clamped her lips around her husband’s small prick and began to bob her head, as she fingered him hard and fast.

		“He is so thick, your little pussy is stretched around him... around his big black cock. You're so wet and he’s so hard and your body looks so hot and small in his big, black hands. Oh fuck... oh fuck....”

		Ellie continued slurping her husband as she fingerbanged him, picturing the amazing black cock punishing her eager, cheating cunt.

		“Oh fuck!” Lee whimpered, his body thrashing. “Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! Uh...” His frame shook and all his muscles convulsed as he cried out in blissful orgasm, her finger still pumping in his ass. He began to fire hot jets of creamy jizz into her mouth. He thrashed beneath her for a few moments, then shuddered and relaxed.

		She took her finger from his ass and spit his jizz into her palm as he moaned with satisfied release.

		She raised up to sitting, her magnificent tits swaying as she sat on his lap. He lay on his back on the bed, looking up at her. “I can’t believe it,” he said. “I didn’t... the finger thing. How did you know I’d like that?”

		Ellie laughed. “I didn’t know or care. I didn’t even think about it for a second. I felt like doing it, so I did it. That’s how things are going to be from now on. No more sweet, generous wife for you, I’m afraid. From now on, I do whatever I like, and if you don’t like it... well... just do yourself a favor and like it. Okay?”

		He laughed lightly, as if she were joking, or maybe, he was just so used to her being in control that it didn’t seem like such a revelation. “Okay,” he said with a relaxed sigh.

		“Good girl,” Ellie said. Then she ran her palm down his pretty, makeup covered face, smearing it with his own cum. His eyes went wide with shock, his slutty face glazed with fresh jizz. He opened his mouth but before he could say anything, Ellie leaned down and kissed him, licking up a bit of the sticky cream from his lips and chin.

		She looked at him now, petting his pretty blonde hair with her sticky hand. He still looked horrified, but he gazed up at her with longing, his red lips glossy, his mouth wet for another kiss.

		“Go clean up, you filthy cumslut,” Ellie purred, then rolled onto her side, facing the wall. She pulled the covers over her and sighed with contentment, still remembering the good, hard fucking she’d gotten from Marcus earlier in the afternoon. Lee stared at her for a moment, watching her magnificent curves rise and fall as her breathing deepened and she relaxed. As he finally went to clean up, she drifted off to sleep, dreaming of being pounded again by her boyfriend’s big, black cock.

		

	
		​Hubby’s Home Early Surprise

		

		Ellie was on all fours on the bed, drenched in sweat. Her curvaceous, pale body was completely naked, except for silk stockings and six-inch heels. Behind her, Markus’s chiseled muscles flexed beneath deep, ebony skin as he fucked her from behind, his big hands holding her slim waist. She whimpered and moaned as her gorgeous body rocked back and forth. Hot, black meat throbbed inside her cunt, pushing her closer and closer to her third orgasm of the afternoon with every skillful thrust.

		“Fuck,” she whimpered. “Oh fuck. Yes. Yes. Oh fuck. Yes.”

		Markus’s frame was like a solid wall, his grip along the curve from her narrow waist to her wide hips as he slammed her back and forth across the length and girth of his amazing rod. Her blonde hair, wet with sweat, snapped in her face with every jerk and slam as thick, throbbing meat pumped inside her. His ebony skin glistened with sweat, as he stood next to the edge of the bed, fucking her right where her husband liked to sleep. Their wedding picture watched from the nightstand, the image of Lee smiling stupidly as Markus skillfully plowed her hot, wet, cheating cunt.

		Markus’s deep voice moaned with pleasure, as his fat, black cock slid back and forth through the hot, velvety sheath of her tight, married pussy. His voice made Ellie’s spine tingle and made her shiver with excitement that she could give pleasure to this amazing, powerful man.

		Ellie savored the heat and the throbbing pulse of his rod, thumping inside her, as the veins and ridges of thick black cock moved through the tender flesh of her pussy. “Yes,” she whimpered. “Oh, fuck yes.” Ellie closed her eyes, her body tingling, closer and closer to blissful orgasm with each thrust. She whimpered musically every time Marcus’s amazing dick moved within her.  Her fists clutched the sheets, her body beginning to shake with the coming explosion.

		“Uh. Uh. Uh.” She whimpered inarticulately, her voice high and distorted. “Yes. Yes. Yes.” Every powerful thrust filled Ellie’s married cunt with huge, black cock, and filled the air with the sounds of her whimpering, the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh, and the smell of her coming orgasm.

		Ellie had been so lost in pleasure that she hadn’t heard Lee come home early. She had been so overwhelmed with the feelings, sounds and smells of her intense fucking that she never noticed his car pull in, or the front door open. She only looked up as the bedroom door began to open, Markus still pounding her, the flesh of her tits and her heart shaped ass jiggling with every thrust. She could hear her husband’s voice held a hint of excitement as he was saying, “Ellie are you watching por...” The voice stopped suddenly as Lee stood in the doorway, watching her get plowed from behind by her hot, black lover.

		Markus didn’t even slow down. He kept moving his big, beautiful cock deep in Ellie’s quivering womb, his hands flexing on her slim waist, his sweat dripping onto her back.  Ellie stared into her husband’s shocked and horrified eyes, then she instantly began to cum again. The room was thick with the scent of sex, and the sound of flesh slapping against flesh.

		“Oh yeah, girl,” Markus moaned. “Your pussy feels so good when you cum. You love to have an audience, don’t you, girl?”

		Lee turned and ran out of the room, as Ellie continued to shake and moan with orgasm, Markus still hammering her from behind. “Yes,” she told her lover. “Oh, fuck yes. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.” Part of her wanted him to stop so she could chase after her little man; to tell him she still loved her little pet, but the intensity of Markus’s cock continuing to pound her through her orgasm was too much to fight against.

		“Yes,” she cried. “Oh, fuck. Yes.”  She felt a tinge of loss, but it was nothing compared to the overwhelming bliss washing over her body as she climaxed again on throbbing black cock. “Oh yes. Don’t stop. Oh fuck. Don’t stop.”

		Markus didn’t stop. He kept pounding her as her orgasm passed, then rose again, fucking her even more deliciously than before her husband had seen. She whimpered and cried as her newest orgasm built in intensity, then, just as it hit its peak, Markus let out a deep, powerful moan. She could feel his cock swell even thicker inside her, then the intense sensation of his hot cum erupting in her womb.

		“Oh fuck,” she whimpered. “Oh, fuck baby. Oh yes, Baby. Oh shit.”

		He ground his prick deep inside her as he emptied his balls in her cunt, then he finally relaxed, letting her collapse to her face, panting on the bed. Ellie’s luscious body shook as she caught her breath, while Markus grabbed one of her husband’s shirts and used it to wipe the pungent juices from his massive cock.

		Ellie rolled over and watched her powerful black lover getting dressed. She purred apologetically, “I’m sorry about my husband, Baby. I hope he didn’t bother you.”

		Marcus laughed. “I didn’t realize who it was at first. I thought you invited another one of your little girlfriends.”

		They both laughed, but Ellie felt a tingle. It was exciting to have Marcus share her perspective, even if he was joking. She wished things had played out differently with her husband. She had been having so much fun playing with him lately, teasing him and twisting him, but she wished she had explored this fantasy even more completely.  She longed, even now, to fully discover and exploit Lee’s enticing feminine energy.

		Perhaps she should have been a little more careful with her cheating, but not being careful was part of the thrill. She had promised herself a long time back to do whatever she wanted, all the time, without fear or guilt. She sat up, pushing away any regret that might be forming. It had been her new carefree attitude and exciting affair that had helped her begin to enjoy her husband again in the first place. The fact was, he should be grateful.

		She sighed. She guessed it was inevitable that her marriage was sacrificed for her freedom, even if she wished it had been different.  Perhaps she could find herself another feminine, little man to manipulate and control, but the idea of starting over seemed exhausting.

		Markus leaned over and gave her a tender kiss on the top of the head. “See you tomorrow,” he said. “Thanks for the new watch.” He held up the expensive silver watch, glittering on his thick, black wrist.

		“You’re welcome,” she said. “Without my husband’s credit card, it might be a while till I can get you any more expensive presents.”

		Markus laughed. “That sweet ass is all you need to give me.  But do you really think that little bitch is going to leave you? He’s probably trying to figure out how to win you back right now. Even if he does leave you, I bet you have a whole line of little bitches waiting for a chance to kiss your ass.”

		Ellie laughed, feeling a little better.  There was a ton of guys groveling over her everywhere she went. She could get on the phone right now and have dates lined up with at least ten potential replacements. Still, there was something special about Lee. “See you tomorrow,” she purred to her lover, giving him a devious, lust-filled look.

		After Markus Left, Ellie didn’t bother getting dressed, she just threw a tiny lace robe over her sweaty body. She wasn’t wearing anything else but her silk stockings and heels as she wandered out of the bedroom.

		When she saw her husband’s car still parked in the driveway, she felt a little tingle of hope. Perhaps there was still a chance. When she walked into the kitchen and saw him looking defeated, sitting on a little wooden chair, she felt a sudden, victorious rush. What had seemed like a mistake, she realized now, was a test of his loyalty, and she had been the victor. She began slithering forward, feeling sexy and powerful, every inch of her luscious skin visible through the lace of her robe.  If he hadn’t left yet, she knew he wasn’t going anywhere. She smiled wickedly and purred, “Why didn’t you stay and watch, Sweetie? You might have learned something. Were you scared of Marcus? I guess I can’t blame you for that, but I wouldn’t have let him hurt you.”

		“You said it was a game!” he snapped in an angry little voice. “You said it was all a fantasy.”

		She carelessly allowed her robe to fall open, fully revealing her magnificent tits, and glistening cunt. “I don’t have fantasies anymore,” she purred. “I told you. I take what I want now.” She walked up to his chair, pressed one leg over his shoulder and stroked his hair. She looked down at him, his pretty face more confused and afraid than angry.

		“I don’t... how could you... I should...”

		“Shhhh,” she purred gently, stroking his hair, her leg resting on his shoulder, her well fucked pussy hovering near his face, the air thick with the scent of primal fucking. “Today is your lucky day,” she continued in a gentle, lustrous purr. “I’ve decided to include you in my real sex life. I let you have a glimpse of my amazing lover and the amazing things he’s capable of doing to me. You’re welcome.”

		“I’m... how could you... I feel...”

		She shushed him gently again, affectionately caressing his soft, blonde hair. “I didn’t ask you what you think or feel, Sweetie,” she purred. “I always get what I want, period. I don’t care anymore if it’s fair or nice. I make the rules now, remember? We agreed on that. So don’t try and tell me what you think or feel, because rule number one is, I’ll tell you what you should think and feel. I’m telling you that you should feel grateful. Now thank me, thank me for including you in my real sex life, and then I might let you be a good pet and eat my pussy.” She gently guided his face towards her pussy.

		He stared at it, his breathing hard and his mouth watering. She could feel his longing for the warm acceptance of serving her in this deep, significant way. As much as she enjoyed having her pussy eaten, she knew that he craved it like a drug. He needed the reassurance of serving her like every good dog needs to serve her owner. 

		His voice wavered when he tried to speak. “I don’t... I can’t...”

		“It’s okay,” she purred patiently. “You don’t have to fight it. You don’t have to pretend to be someone or something else anymore. You’re allowed to be a little cuck. You have my permission. I promise that you won’t lose anything that you haven’t already lost. Now, be a good little bitch and say thank you. Thank me for letting you see what it looks like when I’m really getting fucked. Then you can have your reward, and eat the pussy that just came harder than you can imagine on the most amazing and powerful cock you’ve ever dreamed of.”

		He swallowed hard, staring between her legs, the smell of sex washing over him. “Thank you,” he whispered weakly.

		Ellie laughed gently, victoriously, and gently guided her husband’s face closer to her wet, well fucked cunt.

		Lee surrendered to her, pressing his face to her pussy and lapping at her tentatively.

		She lovingly pet his hair, “Mmmmm, just like that. Good boy. You don’t have to be mad. I know you think that’s how you’re supposed to react. But it’s okay. You don’t have to do that.” She purred as his gentle licking grew slightly more eager, exploring her. “Mmmmm. Good boy. You don’t have to be an angry little man. You can be happy for me. You should be happy for me. You should celebrate me and celebrate that big, black cock.” She giggled gently as even more of his hesitation began to fall away and he began to lick her with a hint of eager need. “Mmmm yes. You can be my good boy. You can be the good little pet we both know you are. Can you taste him, Sweetie? Can you taste that big, black cock? It’s so delicious, I know. Perhaps you’ve even tasted him before. Does he taste familiar, Sweetie?” He didn’t answer, instead, he doubled his efforts, lapping at her with growing need and undisguised obedience.  She laughed again, “I should have known. Oh fuck. I should have known. My good little pet. I’m so proud of you. You can take out your little dick and stroke it,” she purred. “You’ve earned it for being such a good, sexy little bitch. Stroke your little cock while you eat my perfectly fucked pussy.”

		She could hear his belt and zipper working, then hear frantic stroking under the sound of eager slurping and lapping.

		Ellie moaned as his tongue explored her tender, savagely fucked cunt.  “Oh, yes, baby. Oh fuck. Eat it. Eat it like my pretty little bitch. Yes. Can you taste it? Can you taste my lover’s thick, salty cum? I know you can, baby. I know you must love it as much as I do, you filthy little freak. And if you don’t love it, I’m going to make you love it. Because I own you.” She shuddered as a wave of pleasure from his eager tongue traveled up her spine. She savored the feeling of his tongue and also the feeling of control his devotion gave her. Was this how Marcus felt when she worshiped his cock on command, licking and sucking, drooling on it anywhere he wanted, with other girls if he wanted, wearing anything he liked after buying him presents with her husband’s credit card?

		There was no doubt, Marcus deserved that power and control, but so did she. “Yes,” she purred. “That’s my good bitch. That’s my good, loyal little bitch.”

		Lee kept licking and slurping hungrily, either ignoring the humiliation or embracing it, she didn’t care which.

		“Yes,” she moaned. “Eat it. Eat my cheating cunt like a good, loyal little bitch.”

		She stood on one slutty heel, the thigh of her other leg resting on his shoulder as he worshiped her pussy from his chair. Her standing leg grew tired and she suddenly withdrew from him. He looked at her stunned, his face slathered in her juices and possibly her boyfriend’s cum. She pressed her heel to his chest, pushing him suddenly, sending him and his chair spilling to the ground. He groaned in surprise as he hit the floor, the chair cracking on the tile, his little hard-on still clutched in his hand. She stepped over him, the spike of a heel on each side of his head, then she lowered herself down, pressing her pussy to his mouth.

		The sound of his mouth going back to work filled the room. Ellie slipped off her lace robe and let it fall behind her. The fragile lace floated back and landed over Lee’s lap, tenting above his little dick as he began to stroke it desperately once more. Ellie leaned back, stretching her long torso into a graceful arching curve, her magnificent tits thrust out, head back, moaning. Her body was still glistening from the sweat of her recent fucking. She closed her eyes, concentrating on the sensation of her little man’s sweet tongue. But man wasn’t exactly the right word for him, was it? She purred with pleasure.

		“Fuck, yes,” she whimpered, gently humping his mouth, her luscious body swaying. “Good girl. My pretty pet, my loyal little pet. My dumb little slut.”

		It was exciting to feel so free. She could say anything, do anything, and she knew now, her husband would accept it. He would take anything she wanted to give and still be desperate to make her happy. He was making her happy now, his tongue reaching deep inside her as she rode his face, practically smothering him. “You’re going to make me cum again,” she whimpered, her voice rising with every sway of her hips. “I came so hard on that big, black cock, and now I’m going to cum on your little pink tongue.” She reached down and grabbed his hair, pulling his face even tighter to her cunt as she continued to grind against him. “Yes, Pet. Yes. Oh fuck, Lisa. My bitch, my sweet obedient bitch.”

		Lee continued to lap and suck at her cunt, desperate to please her, desperate to be useful as her luscious, curved body, sweaty and naked, glowing from multiple orgasms, dripping with another man’s cum, towered above him.

		“How does it feel?” she whimpered, growing more vicious the closer her orgasm came. “How does it feel to be eating another man’s cum out of me? I’ve fucked him a hundred times since the last time I let you fuck me. And I laughed about it. I laughed every time I turned you down and you got that disappointed little look.” She tried to laugh now, but it came out as a whimper, as her pet continued to eagerly and hungrily devour her.

		Her hands gripped his hair, her voice rising as her body began to quiver. “Fuck... Yes... Oh fuck yes... my bitch... my.... Sweet... sweet.... Little... YES!”

		He slurped and sucked and licked as she rocked against his mouth. His body twitched as he orgasmed as well, spurting his cum all over his lap and the lace of her discarded robe.

		She writhed above him, crying out as she had the most intense orgasm a mouth had ever given her. She smashed down on his face, twitching and moaning as blissful spasms rocked through her body. Then finally, she let out a huge, satisfied sigh, released the pressure on her husband's face and smiled down at him.  She sat on his chest, her wet, well-fucked, freshly eaten pussy pressing against his skin. She watched him with a devious look. He was panting, looking up at her with sad, desperate eyes, his face glistening in her juices.

		She laughed, gave him an affectionate little slap, and said, “Get dressed, Bitch. You're taking me out someplace nice tonight.”

		

	
		​Left at Home on Date Night

		

		Ellie laughed as she took another picture of her husband. He looked awkward but adorable. She had really taken her time with him today, shaving and powdering, creams and oils and tons of slutty makeup. His dirty blonde hair was teased out and looking fashionably feminine even though it was still shorter than she wanted it. She had plucked his eyebrows and eradicated stray hair follicles. She had lavished him with hours of careful attention, but the results had been worth it. He looked one hundred percent feminine, with only a slight hint of his naturally subtle boyish attributes.  Even when the makeup came off, she knew, he would look feminine. She got a little shiver of pleasure thinking about how ashamed he’d be going to work, knowing everyone will have to be suspicious of his delicious and impossible to hide new feminized appearance.

		She snapped another picture. “Arch your back. Show me that cute ass,” she purred.

		She had dressed him in a loose but enticingly short, pleated mini skirt. He looked like a naughty schoolgirl stripper or a nervous first-time porn starlet. The skirt was a good choice. It accented his smooth, skinny tan legs, which were two of his most deliciously feminine features, both long and perfectly shaped. The thick fabric and the pleats of the skirt also gave the impression of fullness to his hips and ass. She had put him in a skin-tight spandex top, that highlighted his increasingly thin frame, hugging his ribcage and small waist. Underneath the long-sleeved, black stretch top, you could see the hint of his red strapless bra, padded into the illusion of cute b cups. She felt a thrill at his increasingly feminine appearance.

		The strict diet she had put him on was also helping cultivate his naturally waifish, slinky look. Although she had been dressing him up for over a week, and she had been gifting him with an increasing wardrobe of slutty outfits, this was the most time she’d taken with his grooming and was thrilled to see how fully it created the illusion.

		She took another picture. “Flirt with the camera, Slut,” she ordered. “I spent hours getting you all sexy. Now show me your worth it. Work it, Bitch.”

		It was laughable seeing him try and be sexy for her, trying awkwardly and self-consciously to emulate all those slinky little blondes he so closely matched. But where he was stupid and embarrassed, any real girl who looked like him would know and understand her power, instinctively knowing how to work her tiny body to the greatest effect. Lee would know soon too, she vowed. She would teach him.

		“Stretch out your arms above your head and push out one hip,” Ellie commanded. “Show me what a slinky little slut you are. Good girl. Toss your hair. Blow me a kiss.” In spite of his lack of confidence, his natural feminine qualities and her skillful makeup did make for some very sexy pictures; frozen moments where the heat and power of this feminine form had taken over, wedged between minutes of awkward movements and humiliated, pleading glances.

		Ellie stopped taking pictures and began scrolling through them. Lee stood, looking delicious and totally feminine, especially when he didn’t move. But perhaps he was like an awkward and overly tall model who still hadn’t grown into her body, and still hadn’t learned that her goofy, long limbs had become slinky and sexy. Ellie showed him the screen. “Which one is hotter, this, or this?” She scrolled between two poses of him looking slutty and desperate, adorable in thick makeup and the tiny skirt.

		“I look...” he whispered.  His eyes seemed both horrified and enticed as he looked at the slutty blonde in the pictures. “I don’t... that’s not...”

		“It’s okay,” Ellie said. “You don’t have to decide. I’ll just use them both.”

		Lee swallowed, his adam’s apple working beneath the little black chocker she’d placed around his thin neck. “Use them for what?”

		“For your dating profile, silly.”

		He gasped suddenly, like a deep, horrified groan.

		“Don’t freak out about it,” she said. “It’s just for fun. It’s part of the game. I want to see how many guys you could get. Obviously, you’re not going to meet with them.” She laughed. “I mean, your dick is small, but I still think they’d notice it eventually.”

		He looked so defeated she wanted to kiss him, so she did, pressing her lush curves to his slinky body and driving her tongue possessively into his mouth. He kissed her back desperately till she finally pushed him playfully away. “Save it for when I get back,’ she purred.

		“Get back?” he asked, a pleading look in his heavily mascara-covered eyes. “Where are you going?”

		“I told you, I have a date with Marcus. He is going to fuck me so good with that big, black cock of his, and send me home, relaxed and happy and full of his thick, godlike cum.”

		“I thought you weren’t going to see him tonight.”

		Ellie smiled deviously. “What made you think that, Sweetie?”

		“You said if I let you make me over, you wouldn’t see him tonight. You said you’d stay home.”

		She placed one hand on his slim side and one hand on his pretty face. She purred sympathetically. “That was very stupid of you to believe that. But that’s okay, I forgive you for being an idiot. I love that you’re a dumb, gullible little bimbo.  Also, you didn’t let me do anything. I do what I want, and you do what you're told. Now, be a good housewife for me and clean up the place while I’m gone. When I get back, I’ll show you your dating profile. Then, I’ll let you go down on me while I read all the dirty things that strange men want to do to you.” She gave his ass a sharp, affectionate spank, and moved for the door.

		She could feel Lee watching her, swaying away in her skin-tight, red mini-dress and long, spike-tipped heels.  She looked back at him over her shoulder. “Don’t you dare take off that outfit till I get back and undress you, my pretty little slut,” she purred as she slipped out the door.

		Two hours later, Ellie rolled off the sweaty body of her amazing black lover. She tingled all over, her pussy dripping with three loads of his thick sperm.  She felt satisfied and insatiable at the same time. “That was amazing,” she purred with gratitude.

		“Yeah,” Markus agreed. “Nice way to end the day. I like seeing you on a weeknight. I guess your little hubby got over walking in on us.”

		Ellie, naked and glistening with sweat, smiled deviously at her lover. “You have no idea,” she purred. She studied his handsome face for a moment. She inhaled his clean, manly scent, mixing with the thick scent of sex that filled the room. She caressed his flawless ebony torso, fingers tracing the contours of muscles. She drank in his intoxicating masculinity, still, somehow, craving more. “Can I show you something?” she asked.

		Markus gave a nod and she giddily pulled her cell phone from her purse. She rolled over and rested her upper body on Markus’ strong chest, their bodies forming a t on the bed as she scrolled through the phone. Her tits felt so good pushing against his side, her softness contrasting his unyielding, and powerful frame. Her blonde hair tickled his dark skin as she found what she was looking for. She turned the phone up to Markus. “Look at this little slut’s dating profile.”

		He took the phone as she began to gently and lovingly kiss his sweat-sheened black flesh. She fluttered with pleasure at the intense masculine taste of his skin, while he looked at her phone.

		Markus read aloud, “Sex-addicted slut needs constant male attention. DM me your nastiest fantasies and maybe I’ll make them come true.” He laughed, looking at the picture of Lee, completely feminized, desperately slutty in his heavy makeup and flirty skirt, looking at the camera with pleading need. “That is very convincing,” Markus said. “What kind of filters are you using?”

		“None,” Ellie said proudly. “Just old-fashioned makeup, slutty clothes, and a natural little bitch for a canvas.”

		“Impressive,” Markus said. “Looking like that, a lot of guys wouldn’t even care when they find out she’s not a real girl.”

		Ellie felt a little tremor of excitement. “Do those guys include you, Daddy?”

		Markus laughed. “Are you asking me to fuck your husband?” He said it dismissively, but his eyes still lingered on the tall, model-thin blonde posing on the screen.

		She had already cum so hard and so many times on Markus’ amazing cock, but the casual way he mentioned the idea using his powerful black cock on her husband’s tight little hole made her pussy flood and her body shake with need all over again.  “Yes,” she said. “I’m asking.” Slithered higher on his chest and snaked one hand down his torso to his lap. She kissed him passionately on the lips and took his big, limp, pussy-wet cock in her hand. “Please,” she begged in her highest, most bimbo-like tone. “Pretty please. I want you to fuck my cute little slut femboy husband. I want it so bad, Daddy.”

		Markus studied the picture as Ellie slithered down his body. Her blonde hair trailed down his dark flesh, following her face as she kissed down to his lap.  She pulled his dick to her lips, took him in her mouth and began sucking him hard once more.

		Markus moaned rewardingly, the deep masculine power in his voice radiating through Ellie’s core. He had one hand on her phone, and the other on her long, tapered back. Within a few moments, his impressive cock was hard and throbbing again.  His free hand slid down her back to the glorious curve of her luscious ass. “Put her on hormones,” Markus said. “Then I’ll consider fucking her.”

		Ellie slurped loudly and wetly on her lover’s big, black cock. The sound of her lips smacking and her throat working filling the room. She felt an intense excitement shiver through her as she fantasized for the first time about the tantalizing idea of truly and completely transitioning her husband. Images of her husband in different outfits flashed through her mind, as if he was a little doll. She pictured that doll, in various positions, in different clothes, as savored the flavor and heat of Markus’s enormous cock.

		Markus must have put her phone aside, because as one hand cupped her luscious, naked ass, the other began to caress the blonde waves of her hair as her head began to bob up and down. His moans of pleasure matched the rhythm of her lush red lips as they slid up and down the bulging contours of his thick, black rod.

		She savored the musky flavor of her lover’s amazing cock, mixed with a tangy hint of her own hot, wet pussy where it had orgasmed along the length of his ebony flesh. “Mmmmm,” she purred, slurping loudly up and down his pole, her mouth stretched wide.

		His dark hand caressed her skull, fingers buried in her silky blonde hair as her head bobbed. Slobber ran down his long pole as her lush, red lips traced the contours and bulging veins up the dark, ebony meat then down once more. He moaned and she slurped louder. Her pussy tingled and flooded again as she worshiped her lover’s amazing black cock.

		Ellie loved serving her powerful black lover, slurping loudly and wetly on his amazing dick. Part of her wanted to suck him to completion, to taste the powerful, musky explosion of potent jizz erupting in her mouth. But she wanted to get fucked yet again. Her womb desperately craved the hot throbbing of his cock. Was it that, or did she really crave to be filled with another load to feed to her desperate, little, cross-dressed husband? The thought of her pretty little pet, eagerly lapping up her lover’s cum from her well-fucked cunt filled her with a sudden, almost overwhelming shiver of desire.

		She let Marcus’ cock slip from between her lips, glistening with saliva. “Can we... Will you fuck me again?” she begged.

		He seemed to relax and gave her a knowing smile. He put his hands behind his head and said in his deep, powerful voice. “Hop on, Doll.”

		Ellie tingled with pleasure as she moved over him, hovering over his cock. She took him in both hands, and began to slowly lower her body down. Her pussy, already dripping wet once more, began to engulf the thick meat of her hot, black lover. She moaned as she felt the thickness fill her, ridges and contours pushing through the soft pink flesh of her cunt.  No matter how many times she felt this magnificent cock, it was still a thrilling shock, sliding inside her.

		“Oh fuck,” she purred. “Oh yes. Fuck.”

		He moaned with pleasure as more and more of his shaft was swallowed by the warm wetness of her pussy.  She pressed her palms against his firm abs as she lowered herself the rest of the way, shuddering with jolts of pleasure that neared orgasm. She whimpered as she wiggled her way down until his full depth rested inside her.

		She shivered a moment sitting on him, blonde hair hanging in sweaty streaks in her face, her perfect tits framed in her arms as she continued to wiggle on his lap.

		Marcus smiled. “You do the work this time, Doll. Earn your orgasm before you run home to your little pussy whipped husband.”

		Ellie smiled. There was no mistaking this intensely powerful man for her little pussy-whipped husband. “Yes, Daddy,” she purred as she began to ride him. She started rocking and rotating her hips, whimpering as his thick cock moved deep inside her. She worked in slow rhythmic rotations, moaning as her body rocked above him, her curves swaying enticingly.

		“Good girl,” Marcus said, and she beamed with pleasure. She began writhing even more, working his pole against her cervix.

		She looked into Markus’s face, her own face contorting with pleasure as she whimpered out a question. “Do you like how I treat my husband. Do you like that he’s my little, pussy-whipped bitch?”

		Marcus smiled with amusement. He reached up and caressed Ellie’s gorgeous face. “I think it’s funny. But I don’t think much about it. He’s lucky to have you. Little loser cucks need love too, I suppose.”

		Ellie sighed with pleasure. She loved hearing her lover talk like that, and she was grateful he let her keep her pretty little pet. She was lucky to have this amazing lover, and Lee was lucky to have a woman who not only got what he couldn’t give her, but was willing to train him to be something useful. She turned her sweaty face and kissed Markus’s hand, sucking on his thumb as it caressed one of her plump red lips.

		Markus moaned with pleasure, savoring the sensation of her hot, wet pussy on his cock, and her luscious red lips on his thumb.

		Ellie whimpered, beginning to move a little faster, grinding his cock deep inside her. Her voice was rising in pitch as she continued to speak. “Don’t you think he’s cute, though? Don’t you think he makes such a sexy girl?” The image of her slutty little husband waiting at home flashed in her mind and made her shudder with pleasure.

		“Maybe,” Marcus answered, his voice deep and relaxed as he savored the pleasure of her wet cunt grinding on his lap. “I only fuck dime’s though.” He took hold of her tits in both hands, squeezing them.

		Ellie moaned, his big, powerful hands dark against her pale breasts. “Oh fuck...” she whimpered. “I’ll do it. I’ll make him a perfect ten. I promise.  And he’s such a dirty, desperate little bitch.” She worked her pelvis, her hips swaying, thick black meat throbbing and grinding inside her. She pictured Lee, and all the things she’d make him do. Hormones... surgery... nothing was going to stop her from remaking him. Her voice was breaking as she whimpered. “You’re going to love it. You’re going to love fucking my obedient little bitch. You can do anything you want to her. You have my permission to completely break her.” She shuddered as she began to feel another orgasm already forming. She imagined the strong dark hands that cradled her tits, manhandling Lee’s soft, slender body.

		Her wet pussy moved up and down Markus’s gorgeous black cock, her juices glistening along the thick contours as she rode him up and down, purring and moaning. His dark hands on her pale tits, and her hands on his chiseled ebony torso. She moaned, grinding slow, savoring every inch of his magnificent cock.

		“And what does your little pussy-whipped pet think of all this?” Marcus asked with a laugh, as if he already knew the answer.

		Ellie’s body began to shake as the sensation of ecstasy began to take over her nervous system. “I don’t care what she thinks. I’ll tell her what to think. I’ll tell my little fem bitch what to think and what to do, and she will accept it. Because I own...” she shuddered. “I own... Oh fuck... oh fuck Daddy, your cock.  Your cock...” She began to grind harder as she convulsed with sudden orgasm.

		She worked her hips harder, the pulsing intensity radiating from her womb to every centimeter of her flesh. She began to quiver, whimpering, “Your cock. Oh yes. Oh, fuck yes. Your amazing cock.”

		She slapped against him, his hands squeezing, her legs tremoring, then her body seemed to seize, muscles twitching as bliss exploded throughout her body and her mind. “Fuck,” she whimpered. “Oh fuck.”

		The sound in the room seemed to pulse, as the heat and pressure inside her continued to burst with intensity. Her eyes squinted closed, her head rocked back, her beautiful tits held in place by Marcus’ powerful grip as her whole body flexed with ecstatic bliss.

		Finally, the moment passed, and she breathed a deep, satisfied sigh. She looked down at Marcus, wondering if she should drop down and finish him with her mouth, but he kept his strong hold on her tits as he said, “My turn.” Then he flipped her onto her back and pounded her savagely until she received another orgasm, and another thick, salty load to feed to her husband.

		

	
		​Playing With Her Femboy Pet

		

		Ellie slipped back into her house. It was well after midnight. Her date with Marcus had gone much later than planned. Her little red dress was a little torn from the mad rush to peel it off earlier. Her makeup was messy from kissing, sucking cock, and a final, parting load across her face. Her hair was messed up, and her entire body smelled like sweat and cum. She had lost her bra, and her panties were in her purse. “Hey Lisa,” she purred when she saw her husband.

		He was sitting on the couch, still in full makeup, a trashy pleated skirt, and a skin-tight top. He looked like a bored but very slutty schoolgirl, or a model, tired after a long photoshoot. His long legs were splayed out in a very unladylike manner, highlighting the length of them and showing a hint of his pretty pink panties. He looked up at her now. There was no hint of annoyance or anger at having been kept waiting all night. His face suddenly came alive with needy desperation as he saw her sway into the room. “Hello,” he said, his careless masculine tone contrasting his feminine frame and pretty face.

		Ellie held up her phone, open to the dating app she’d signed him up for, teasing. “You got so many dirty messages from horny guys that want to date you.”

		He swallowed. Nervous and embarrassed. Of course, she had already told him the dating app was just a game, but he didn’t seem to believe her. She supposed she couldn’t blame him. She had lied to him about everything else. She wondered if she was lying now. She really hadn’t decided yet.

		“You want me to read them to you?” she offered, both of them knowing it didn’t matter how he answered.

		“Can I... Are we... you still want me to...”

		“Don’t be shy,” Ellie purred, moving up to the couch. “You can say it.” She slithered onto her knees on the cushion beside Lee, letting her purse drop to the floor. “Say it. Tell me you want to eat my freshly fucked pussy with your slutty little mouth. Tell me you’ve been waiting for it all night for it like an eager pet.”

		“I do,” he squeaked. “I have.”

		“Tell me,” she commanded.

		“I want to eat you. I know you’ve been having sex with that guy, and I don’t care. I still want to eat you. I’ve been thinking about you all night.”

		Ellie leaned in and kissed him passionately. She pulled at the hem of her dress, peeling it off over her head, revealing her magnificent, pale curves. “Be sure and be sweet with me,” she purred innocently. “I’m tender after getting fucked so hard by that big, black cock.” She then lay back, stretching her long body across the couch.

		Lee, looking flawlessly feminine, bowed down and began to kiss Ellie’s tummy. Ellie purred with relaxation and pleasure. Anyone watching would have thought this was the girl-on-girl scene from a porn. No one would have doubted her flawless little femboy’s lesbian credentials for a minute, Ellie realized, as her cute, feminized husband kissed tenderly around the soft pink flesh of her pussy.  She reached down and caressed his soft, dirty blonde hair. As Lee teased around her opening, she picked her cellphone back up and opened the sleazy dating app she’d enrolled her husband in as “Lisa”.

		She laughed as she began reading the filthy messages. Lee, tenderly pushed his tongue inside her warm, cum-filled cunt. “Here’s a good one,” she purred.  “Dear Sex Addicted Slut, you are so damn skinny. I would manhandle your skinny ass so hard, tossing you around before I tore into that tight cunt.”

		Lee continued to lap at her, his tongue wiggling in the warmth that Markus’ cock had just filled with cum.

		Ellie looked down at her husband. He had lost weight since she started him on his diet, but she still wasn’t satisfied. When she was done with her little femboy, he would be model-skinny and runway-ready.

		“Here’s another one,” she purred. “Dear Slut, You look like the kind of dumb little bitch who forgets her purse and has to suck a dozen cocks to get home from the club.” Ellie laughed, “he’s definitely right about you being a dumb little bitch.” Suddenly, Lee found a good angle with his sweet tongue and Ellie felt a twittering surge of pleasure. She moaned softly. “Oh yes, just like that, doll. Good girl.”

		Now that Lee had found the spot she liked, his tongue went to work with steady stroking pressure, rubbing her just the way she’d trained him when they first met.

		She savored the sensation for a few moments, then went back to reading. “I love this one. I might have to send this one a message back for you...  Dear Lisa. You look just like my ex. If you were here now, I’d slap you in your lying face, then bend you over my counter and tell you what a dirty cheating whore you are, while I finally shove my cock up that tight little ass and fuck you so hard you forget your real name and think you really are my ex.”

		“Mmmm,” Ellie went to laugh and purred instead as Lee continued to serve her with his hungry, cute little mouth.  “That last one sounds so fun. You think he’d be mad when he found out you were really a boy? Maybe he’d be so mad he’d fuck you even harder.” She purred with pleasure as her husband lapped at her, imagining this deliciously fem version of him getting railed by some filthy stranger.

		Lee serviced her cunt with diligent consistency, not letting anything break his rhythm as he tongue-fucked her. She ran a hand down her body and touched her own clit. Just one gentle brushing with her fingertip was enough to start her shaking with another orgasm. “Uhh,” she squeaked with a tiny but thrilling release.

		After she recovered from her momentary shudder of bliss, she looked down at her feminized husband. He looked up at her with a needy look, a question in his mascara-thick eyes.

		“Get on your back,” she purred. “It’s your turn.”

		He rolled over onto his back, the tiny skirt riding up, showing the little tent his erection made in his panties. His slutty, makeup covered face was beaming with excitement.

		Ellie got up and stood before him, her perfect curves naked and delicious. She smiled wickedly at the slutty-looking schoolgirl-stripper stretched across her couch. “Stay there,” she purred. “Don’t change a thing. I’ve got a surprise for my cute little bitch.” She left the room and came back a moment later, smiling wickedly and holding the surprise behind her back.

		Ellie stood over her pet for a moment, letting the anticipation build, then she revealed the pink dildo. It was the kind of fashionable little dildo some girls liked to use, that looked only slightly like the cocks they tried to emulate. It was small too, almost as small as her husband. “Surprise!” she said gleefully.

		Lee swallowed. “You want me to use that on you?”

		Ellie laughed. “Me? Oh no. This little thing wouldn’t do anything for me.” She took it into her mouth, sucking it for a moment then pulled it out, glistening with saliva. “This is for you, little slut. That sweet little sissy cunt is finally getting fucked tonight.”

		There was a hint of panic on Lee’s face. “I’m not sure I’m ready,”

		Ellie made a sharp little noise of warning. “I thought we were past that. You pretending you have some say in what happens, me pretending to care what you think. It’s so tiresome. But I promise you this, Sweetie, one way or another, I’m going to make you cum tonight.”

		“Okay,” Lee quickly squeaked, trying to placate her, as if she cared, as if she needed his permission to play with her slutty little pet. She slithered onto the couch between his long, model-like legs. She gave the smooth skin of his hairless, tan thigh a gentle kiss.  Then she leaned up and let her face hover over his crotch. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m going to give my girl’s pretty, little clit plenty of attention too. After all, you’re more than a dumb hole to me. I promise.” She giggled, then kissed his erection through the panties. His dick twitched, and a wet spot of precum stained his underwear.

		Ellie laughed some more, caressing his inner legs with the cool tip of the spit wet dildo, while she gave tiny kisses to his balls through the lace of his slutty thong. He whimpered with need in his submissive little voice.  Ellie brought the dildo to Lee’s panties and began to tease his erection with the slightly larger toy, caressing him through the silk and lace. Lee whimpered in submissive desperation, his voice high and feminine, his smooth, slinky body aching for release.

		Ellie left Lee’s skirt bunched around his waist, but peeled off his thong. She crawled on top of Lee, straddling him as she kissed him savagely, their lipstick-red lips smearing together as their pink tongues danced between their mouths. She sat up and peeled off Lee’s sexy top, leaving the padded bra on his long, thin torso. She slid off the couch once more and knelt on the floor. She reached into her purse, pulling out the lube she liked to use when Marcus would fuck her ass. She squeezed a generous glob onto the tip as she watched her husband squirm nervously, his dick hard and throbbing.

		“I remember the first time I got fucked in the ass,” she said casually, watching her husband’s thin, feminine form stretched across the couch as she knelt on the floor. “It hurt so bad but felt so good. Of course, Marcus’s cock is way bigger than this little thing. But... he was way more gentle than I’m going to be.”  She smiled wickedly at the nervous fear in Lee’s mascara-caked eyes.  “Sit up and face me,” she ordered. She patted the edge of the couch. “Ass here.”

		Lee quickly obeyed. She grabbed a small pillow from beside the armrest and slid it under him, changing the angle of his body to make his tender, virgin asshole more accessible.

		She looked up at her feminized husband, and the image made her tingle with excitement. He looked desperate and slutty, his trashy heels pressed into the couch cushion, ass raised. He was wearing nothing besides heels, pink padded bra and a slutty skirt that was still bunched around his waist. His makeup was slutty, his short, dirty-blonde hair teased fashionably, his long legs bent in front of him awkwardly, his panties gone, his little dick, stiff and throbbing. Ellie wanted to savor this deliciously filthy and desperate image, so she grabbed her cellphone again and took a few pictures. He looked at her, shocked and terrified as she snapped them.

		“What are you... are you going to do with those?”

		“Don’t worry,” she laughed. “I wont send them to your parents or anything.” She watched him a moment, savoring the terror that danced across his face at the joking suggestion. “We can send them to your dating matches. We’ll see if they’re still interested when they see your little sissy clitty.” Lee bit his lower lip adorably. Had he always made that feminine little gesture when he was nervous, or was he adapting? “Although,” she teased. “I might send a few pictures to some of your exes. They might get a kick out of this new, sexy version of you.”

		“Please,” he whimpered. “Please,”

		“Mmmm,” Ellie purred. “I do love to hear you beg. I’m not sure what turns me on more, the idea of doing mean and humiliating things to you, or hearing you beg me not to.”

		Ellie spit on her left palm, then pressed it to his cock, pushing the thin rod against the soft folds of his tiny skirt. Lee seemed to forget completely about the pictures, as he whimpered with desperate pleasure, his dick hot and twitching. Ellie pressed downward, both holding him steady and teasing his straining erection. She could feel him throbbing between the softness of his skirt and the silkiness of her palm.

		“Beg me to fuck you,” she purred, teasing the tip of the dildo over his taint.

		He shuddered at the sensation but whimpered, “I’m still not sure I’m...” His voice stopped with a whimper as she took the dildo and gave his small balls a sudden, sharp tap. He gasp with shock at the jolt of pain.

		“Beg me to fuck you,” she commanded.

		“Please,” Lee whimpered. “Please fuck me.”

		“Good girl,” Ellie purred as she began to penetrate his asshole with the greasy tip of her little pink dildo. In spite of the urge to plunge the toy in with one savage thrust, she eased it forward, gently twisting through the resistance of his tight, virgin hole.  She watched the expression on his pretty, makeup-covered face turn to a grimace, white teeth biting a glossy red lower lip. Even this ugly twist of his features held a delicious, feminine quality.

		She pushed her toy deeper, easing it in as he whimpered and shuddered.

		“It’s too big,” he whimpered. “It’s... It’s...”

		“Shhh,” she breathed, pushing it deeper. “Take a breath, Doll. Don’t fight it. This is happening. You might as well relax and enjoy it.”

		“I can’t... I can’t...”

		“Shhh...” she purred again.

		He trembled as the toy pushed deeper, his eyes scrunched shut. Suddenly his eyes shot open and he gasped as the toy slipped past his sphincter and began to twist into his bowels. She saw surprise in his eyes as the pain became eclipsed by the sudden, strange pleasure.

		She laughed, “You dirty little slut. You like it, don’t you?”

		His ashamed eyes confirmed it, as pleasure rolled through his rectum. She teased and twirled her toy, exploring his asshole with its bulbous tip. He grunted in his high voice, betraying that there was still pain beneath the newfound pleasure, as Ellie twirled the rod deeper into his asshole.

		“My dirty little bitch,” Ellie purred as she pegged her cross-dressed husband with a stylish pink dildo. “My filthy little whore. I knew you’d love this. I knew your slut ass craved to be filled.”

		Lee whimpered as the dildo twirled deep into his ass, then eased back out slightly.  Ellie watched the pain and pleasure play across his pretty features. She was surprised by how thrilling it was, to violate his virgin asshole with her cute little toy. She had thought it might feel like a chore, like a necessary but tiresome step in his training, but the sense of control was exquisite.

		Lee squirmed against her, not, she realized, to escape the toy that was now moving back and forth in his tight brown hole, but to grind against her hand, which still pressed his erection firmly to his slutty little skirt.

		Ellie laughed again. “Needy little slut. You want to have your clit teased as your little hole is fucked, don’t you whore?”

		Lee was biting his lipstick-red lower lip again, whimpering, lost in sensation.

		Ellie spoke more firmly as she quickened the pace of her toy. “I asked you a question, bitch. I asked you if you want me to play with your cute little clitty while I fuck your tight little hole.”

		“Yes,” Lee squeaked. “Yes, please.”

		“Beg for it,” Ellie commanded, driving the dildo back and forth faster and with more force. “Beg me to play with your little dicklette while I fuck your virgin, sissy cunt.”

		“Please... please...” he begged, his voice strained from pleasure and pain. “Please... Please... I need it. I need it so bad.”

		“What will you do for it? What will you do for me if I reward you so extravagantly?” She felt power shiver through her as her husband’s thin, feminine body wiggled against her, hardon pulsing against her palm, asshole straining against her toy.

		“Anything,” he whimpered. “I’ll do anything... Please... please...”

		She laughed. “You will already do anything for me. Anything I desire. Anything I command. You’ve always been my little bitch. You are just now starting to realize what that really means. But I promise, it’s going to get so much more intense. There is so much more waiting for you, pet. Are you sure you’re ready for this ride?”

		“No,” he whimpered. “I’m not ready. But I need it. I need it.”

		Ellie felt another shudder of power move across her spine, one hand pumping the dildo harder and harder. Her other hand, pressing against his straining rod, began to move up and down slightly.

		“Fuck,” Lee whimpered. “Oh fuck. Yes. Yes.”

		Ellie purred as she pummeled Lee’s ass, slightly caressing his little cock. “I just got fucked so good by my big, black lover, and now I’m fucking you. I’m fucking your little whore ass with my little pink toy.”

		Lee was twitching as his orgasm neared.

		“Thank me. Thank me for fucking you the way you were meant to be fucked. Thank me for finally fucking you like a bitch.”

		“Thank you,” Lee cried. “Oh, fuck. Thank you.”

		Ellie bent her head forward and spit onto his dick, adding warm moisture to the slight friction she was giving him.

		Lee’s whole body began to gyrate as orgasm started to erupt in his ass and dick at the same time. Ellie held his little rod with two fingers now, the purple tip of his little pick erection uncovered to allow him to shoot his load across his cute little tummy. He writhed as he erupted more than she’d ever seen him cum before. Splatters of milky white cum spurt across his slinky little body, most of it pooling into his concave tummy.

		Ellie laughed, releasing his spent erection and pulling her toy from his quivering asshole.

		Lee panted, his stomach and chest covered in his own filthy cum.  “Fuck,” he moaned. “I didn’t... I never would have expected to feel something like that.”

		“You like your new toy?” Ellie teased as she cleaned it on his skirt.

		“Yes,” Lee answered, still panting from the rare pleasure of release.

		Ellie smiled deviously, idly playing the tip of the little pink dildo through the pools of cum on Lee’s tummy. “I’ve got lots of toys for you. I’ve ordered some pills from Thailand that are going to be very fun for us to play with.”

		He smiled with oblivious happiness, as Ellie twirled the dildo in his cum, smearing the tip, then stalked onto the couch, straddling his lap. “Open up, cumslut,” she ordered.

		He hesitated but obeyed, perhaps remembering his vow to do “anything.” Ellie smiled wickedly as she sat on his lap, sexy and powerful, and began feed him his own cum on the tip of the dildo she had just fucked him with.

		

	
		​Dolled up for the Show

		

		Ellie held the pink pills in the palm of her hand. “Now, please,” she ordered.

		“I still don’t understand what these pills I’ve been taking are,” Lee protested again. “What do they do?”

		“I told you,” Ellie said again, her patience thinning. “They are your pretty, little princess pills. And what they do, is make me happy. What doesn’t make me happy, is explaining myself, again. Now, put them in your pretty little mouth, and swallow them. I’m not going to say it again.”

		Ellie’s anger at explaining herself was tempered by her sudden urge to give her cute, cross-dressed husband a good spanking. Lee looked especially cute and trashy tonight, his makeup thick, his frame sleeker and slinkier than ever. She had dressed him in a tight red dress with stockings and heels. Over his throat he wore an adorable red lace choker, and over his hips he wore pirate style belt that helped create the illusion of wider hips on his increasingly skinny frame. He bowed his head, took the pills, and swallowed them obediently.

		“Good girl,” Ellie purred. “I love your hair like this.” She rewarded him by caressing his soft, blonde hair. It had been growing out and looked more adorable every day. She had dyed pink streaks into it, which she felt gave him a slutty, alt-girl quality that was enticing. Now, even when he wasn’t dressed as a girl, he looked much more passably feminine than believably masculine; eyebrows perfectly shaped, facial hair lasered away, skin soft and glowing, desperate need radiating in his clear, pretty eyes.

		“Thank you,” Lee squeaked.

		“Show me,” Ellie reminded him.

		He opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue, proving he’d swallowed his hormones. Ellie purred with pleasure and wiggled her body up against his, her lush full tits pressing against his padded bra, she kissed him savagely.

		“You need to be on your best behavior tonight,” she reminded her pet.

		He nodded, looking deliciously ashamed.

		“I mean it, Princess. I can’t stress how important it is for you that Marcus like you. If you make him angry or disappoint him... well... just don’t, okay?”

		“Okay,” Lee said.

		“I mean it. I want my pretty pet to be part of my sex life, and Markus is my sex life. Understand? Nothing matters as much as his big, amazing cock.”

		Lee nodded, eyes down, his ego deliciously smashed, his beautifully submissive soul aching to be useful.

		“You’ll be fine,” Ellie purred, caressing his hair again. “Just sit there and look pretty, and remember the rules... don’t speak unless spoken to. Don’t make weird faces or gross noises. No touching unless ordered. You just sit in the corner and watch. That’s so easy, even my adorable little bimbo can manage it, right?”

		Lee nodded again.

		“Good bimbo. Just think of yourself as a doll. My slutty, life-sized doll, sitting in the corner all dressed up and ready to be used, but still, completely out of the way and happy to be ignored.”

		“Yes, dear,” Lee answered.

		Ellie gave his cute, little ass a sharp pat of approval. “Good doll.” She stepped away and twirled. “How do I look?”

		Of course, Ellie knew she looked completely delicious. She had her blonde curls streaming down her bare shoulders. She wore a black lace corset and panties, garters and silky black stockings. Over her deliciously filled lingerie, she wore a wispy and transparent black mesh robe. To finish the outfit, she wore spike-tipped black riding boots that went nearly to her knees. She knew she looked torturously hot, but it was still nice to see the hungry devotion in Lee’s face, as well as the tiny bump in the tight fabric at the crotch of his dress.

		Ellie turned for him, giving him a long, torturous look at her lush, round ass. She finished her turn and pressed herself to him again. She draped her arms over his slim shoulders and purred into his face. “You promise to be a good girl tonight? No complaining? No whining? No gross boy nonsense? You’ll only be my sexy, obedient little fuck-doll?”

		He nodded, his eyes framed in thick mascara. She leaned in and kissed him, her lush red lips pressing against his glossy pink ones, her wet tongue pressing into his nervous mouth.  She reached down and squeezed his cute little ass. Was it just her imagination, or were the hormones beginning to enhance the curve? “Mmmmm,” she moaned as her tongue explored his mouth and her hand cupped his developing curve. She could feel his little erection pressing against her pelvis. Perhaps tonight, after the show, he would get a little reward. She stopped her squeeze, gave his ass a slap and ended the kiss.

		“This is going to be so fun,” she purred as she turned and slithered away.

		She poured a jack and coke for her and for Marcus, then as an afterthought, she made a fruity cocktail for her husband. She topped it with a little umbrella and set it next to the chair in the corner. “Sit,” she commanded. “And quiet.”

		He came to the corner and sat. He sipped from the straw in his girly cocktail and waited for the show to begin.

		Ellie looked in the bedroom mirror and checked her hair and makeup, touching them up with a careful hand. She checked the way her tits were pushed up and in by the corset, adjusting them slightly with both hands. She turned and checked how her ass looked in her black lace panties, using her fingers to make the fabric sit perfectly on her creamy curves.

		When she heard the door to the house open, she felt a tingle of excitement, and went to meet her lover in the hallway.

		Markus came in looking completely casual and totally in control. He had been to her house enough times to be completely familiar with it, but it was more than familiarity. He had a quiet, unforced demeanor of complete control as he looked around him, strolling easily down the hallway. He wore a tight tee-shirt and loose jeans.

		Looking at him now, she remembered it wasn’t just his amazing cock that drove her crazy. He had a perfect, warriors body, and an older, experienced face. He had wise, unfazed and unafraid eyes. Sly intelligence and deadly power radiated from his every movement.

		She stopped in the hallway, draped one arm up as she leaned against the wall, and purred as she struck an alluring pose. “Hi, Daddy.”

		“Hey girl,” he said, looking her up and down. “I see you’ve been using your husband’s credit card again.”

		She writhed against the wall, modeling her new lingerie, enjoying her man’s approval. “Not just for me. I’ve been buying her so many fun and sexy little outfits.”

		Markus laughed gently. “Your husband stays in the corner, and keeps her mouth shut, understood?”

		Ellie nodded like a scolded schoolgirl. “Yes, Daddy. She’ll be on her best behavior, I promise.” She took his hand and began pulling her handsome black lover to the bedroom, secretly hoping he’d change his mind when he saw her sexy little doll.

		As she pulled him into the room, she watched his face, spotting the moment when Markus’s gaze shifted from her own magnificent curves, to the slinky and slutty looking frame of her little cross-dressed femboy. When she caught that moment, it was delicious. It made her tingle to see a hint of desire in her lover’s face as he took in the long, slender body of her little blonde sissy doll.

		Markus raised his voice, calm but commanding as it rumbled through the room to Lee. “You just sit there and don’t do anything weird. And keep your mouth shut. Understand?”

		Lee kept his mouth shut, but nodded demurely.

		Markus nodded with a hint of approval and Ellie felt a tingle up her spine when he said to Lee, “Good girl.”

		She shot a glance at Lee, who was looking down, face bright red with shy surprise. Ellie suspected that he had felt a tingle from Marcus’s commanding praise as well. Ellie was getting so hot and wet she thought she’d lose her mind, but she also wanted to take her sweet time. She took Markus’s hand again, pulling him deeper into the bedroom. “Come sit on the bed, Daddy. I want to suck that big dick for you.”

		She guided him to the bed, then circled him, peeling off his tee-shirt as she went. She snuck another peek at her husband, noticing the confused awe in his eyes as he looked at the powerful black man’s chiseled physique.  Markus turned to face her again and kissed her savagely, his big hands cupping her ass like her own hands and been cupping her husband’s just minutes before. She moaned and purred as Markus’ tongue drove deep into her mouth, wresting wetly with her own darting pink tongue.

		Ellie slithered out of Markus’s grasp and undid his belt, then let his jeans fall to the floor. She caressed the luxurious feel of Markus’ silk boxers. Then she dropped to her knees and pulled them down. She looked up at her man, perfect and powerful, his ebony skin taught and rippling with well-defined muscles and deliciously sculpted veins. His big dick wasn’t hard yet, but it dwarfed her husband’s wildest dreams. She looked to the side at her husband, giving him a smile as she lifted Markus’ limp black snack and began to kiss and lick the tip.

		Lee stared at her, transfixed, his darkly shaded eyes wide, his long dark eyelashes framing his pretty blue eyes. She made delicious eye contact with her little femboy as she licked the purple tip of Markus’ thick, limp dick. She pressed her lush red lips to it, giving it a wet kiss, strings of saliva connecting her lips and tongue to the tip as she pulled back. Markus’ cock was swelling, growing to its enormous size.

		Lee continued to stare. She could see a slight trembling moving through his frame as he watched the monstrous python pushing its way back towards Ellie’s glistening lips. The little bump in Lee’s skintight dress was harder than ever.  Ellie gave her slut a wicked, knowing smile, before she stretched her lips wide, and began to slide them over Markus’ magnificent, fully engorged shaft.

		Markus moaned in a deep, thrilling voice, his big, ebony hand caressing her small head, black fingers tracing through her shimmering blonde hair as she slowly swallowed his monstrous cock.

		Lee bit his lower lip, perfect teeth pressing down on glossy pink flesh as Ellie’s bright red lips stretched farther and farther down her lover’s big, black cock. Ellie made a lurid gagging noise for just a moment as the massive black cock, hit her throat, then she let it glide in, slurping it all the way down.

		Lee stared in shock, mesmerized as Ellie deep-throated her lover. She began bouncing her head, making a filthy gurgling noise as she forced the iron-stiff rod in and out of her esophagus. Drool streamed past her lips, down his pole, coating his beautiful black balls as she gobbled his cock up and down.

		Markus rewarded her with a deep, sensual moan and a gentle hand on the soft waves of her blonde hair. Ellie continued slurping and slobbering, comfortable on her knees, sucking her lover as he sat on the edge of her marital bed. She arched her back, trying to heighten her dramatic curves even more for her husband, who was still mesmerized in the corner, little pink dick throbbing in his pretty pink panties.

		Ellie slipped Markus’s cock from between her lips and bowed her head even more. She pressed her face down and began licking the spit that had begun to drip from his balls. She lapped at his balls like a hungry kitten, his amazing rod heating the air all around her. She gave his balls a few gentle kisses, then kissed his shaft as she looked up at him.

		“Can you fuck me now, Baby? Please? Pretty, pretty, pretty please?”

		Markus caressed her blonde hair, his voice deep and resonant with command, even as he told her. “This is your show, girl.  Tell me how you want it.”

		Ellie smiled brilliantly up at her lover. “You spoil me, Daddy. I’m such a lucky bitch.”

		Markus continued to caress her hair and the side of her beautiful face.

		Ellie stood up and wiggled out of her lingerie. She crawled onto the bed and slithered across the mattress where she waited on her hands and knees, facing her husband. She wanted to see her sexy little pet, to watch his reaction as she was getting plowed with thick, black cock. But she also wanted Markus to be able to see him.  She hoped, in the heat of fucking, his attention would drift and it would excite him to have the slinky, model-like blonde enjoying the show.

		She looked over her shoulder at Markus, wiggling her lush ass for him. “Fuck me,” she begged. “Please fuck me. Smash my married cunt with your amazing cock.”

		Markus moved behind her, kneeling on the mattress behind her gorgeous ass. He put one hand on her slim waist and slid it till he took hold of the wide curve of her hip. His other hand held his massive rod as he began to push it into her.

		Ellie let out a little squeal as Markus began to fill her with his thick, black cock. The heat and thickness of him was almost overwhelming as his pulse began to fill her. She tightened her grip on the sheets, forgetting about her husband as her body began to shiver with the promise of ecstasy. She had a tiny orgasm, just a hint of the many orgasms to come, as he finally planted his depth fully inside her hungry, quivering cunt.

		“Oh fuck,” she moaned. “Oh, fuck yes. You’re amazing.” She opened her eyes and looked at her husband, sexy and slutty in the corner, his face conflicted and enticed, his erection bulging against his dress. “I love it.” Ellie purred. “I love your big, hard cock. Thank you. Oh fuck. Thank you for filling me with your amazing dick.”

		Suddenly, she felt Markus’s attention shift from her to her pet. Lee’s reaction confirmed it as he turned his face down, shy and afraid.

		“Yes,” Ellie moaned, working her hips, grinding that big, black cock deep inside her womb. “Oh, fuck yes.”

		Markus’s attention shifted back to her, his other hand giving her a slap to the side of her ass before taking hold of her free hip. He began to slowly press back and forth, gently feeding her hungry cunt his thick, black meat.

		Ellie was already so horny and turned on, she didn’t need to be eased in, so she bucked forward and rocked back, smacking her ass back against her black lover’s solid frame. Markus moaned and began to fuck her harder.

		“Yes,” Ellie whimpered. “Oh, fuck yes.” She rocked her body against his as he smashed back and forth into her, his hands tight on her hips. The sound of flesh slapping, moans and whimpers filled the room. Ellie’s head was dizzy as her next orgasm already approached. She slammed herself back and forth, thick cock impaling her as she looked at her adorable pet, desperately aroused and deliciously suffering in the corner. “Fuck me!” Ellie cried. “Fuck me right in front of my little whore wife!”

		Markus began pounding her, filling the room with the slapping of flesh and her high-pitched whimpers. Her brain spun as she exploded in orgasm, the throbbing of thick, black cock thundering from her cunt to her brain. She dropped her face to the mattress, her back arching, ass high, dark fingers digging into the pale flesh of her waist as cock hammered back and forth inside her. Ellie lost sense of time, as orgasm after orgasm erupted through her lush, pale body. Her body slid back and forth on the sweaty sheets as Markus continued to ram her for minutes or perhaps hours of rolling, rocking bliss.

		“Oh, fuck,” Ellie moaned, raising back to her elbows. “Oh fuck, Baby. You’re amazing. Oh, shit.”

		Ellie remembered her husband and looked at him now. A little tent still throbbing in his panties. His hands at his sides, his face radiating with horrified awe. She smiled at him wickedly, her body still being jerked back and forth as fat, black dick moved deep inside her womb.

		Ellie stared into her husband’s eyes as her lover’s big black cock continued to impale her hot, wet cunt. The smell and sounds of sex filled the room. Her blond hair waved back and forth in her pretty face as her body rocked to and fro, Markus’ big hands on her narrow waist, using her wide hips like a handle as he fucked her.

		Lee stared back at her, the little bump in his dress throbbing, his eyes staring, his hands in fists to keep from touching himself. His little throat worked beneath the choker as he swallowed mouthfuls of saliva.

		“Oh fuck,” Ellie whimpered. “I love your big cock. I love your big black cock. I love looking at my pretty little slut while I’m getting fucked so good by your amazing cock.”

		Markus’ deep voice hummed with pleasure as he continued riding her, pumping her back and forth like a sex doll, her hair whipping in her face, her tits jiggling.  “I love watching my sexy slut while I get fucked. Isn’t she pretty, Daddy? Isn’t my pet such a pretty little whore?”

		She could feel Markus’s attention shift once more from her lush curves rolling back and forth on his thick cock, to the long, slinky slut, watching nervously in the corner.

		“Yes,” Markus’s voice echoed deep inside her womb, as his thick, black cock throbbed inside her. “Yes. She’s a sexy little whore.”

		Lee’s eyes turned down suddenly, shocked and ashamed and perhaps even afraid, as Ellie’s curved body began to explode in another orgasm. “Yes, Daddy,” Ellie whimpered as her body writhed on Marcus’s cock. “Yes, Daddy. Look at her. Look at my slutty little whore. Look at the dirty little bitch I created.” She continued to stare at her husband’s humiliated, heavily made-up, hormone softened face as black dick throbbed in her womb and jolts of pleasure splintered through her nervous system. “She is such a dirty little bitch. She’s such a filthy little whore. She needs a spanking, Daddy. She needs a strong, dark hand to give her tight little ass a spanking.”

		Lee trembled in the corner, long, slinky and completely feminine, as Markus began to erupt hot jizz into Ellie’s electrified cunt. And Ellie knew, suddenly, without a doubt, that her little femboy would get his spanking.

		

	
		​Sissy Spankings

		

		Ellie checked her pet again. He looked adorable.

		“We need to finish dolling you up,” Ellie purred, touching up the makeup. “We don’t want to keep Markus waiting. Otherwise, you’ll get another spanking.”

		He seemed to wince at the memory of Markus’ strong, dark hand against his narrow ass. “Please don’t let him do that anymore,” he whispered.

		Ellie laughed.  “No one lets Markus do anything. Besides, I remember you seeming to like it.”

		He swallowed and looked down, his pretty, heavily made-up face bright red with shame. “That was, just friction... and from watching you.”

		Ellie laughed knowingly, even as she tingled at the memory of her husband’s first sissy spanking.

		Two nights earlier Markus had agreed to let Lee watch as he fucked Ellie with his beautiful black cock. Then, in the throws of orgasm, Ellie had begged to watch the powerful black man spank her adorable, feminized sissy husband.

		After filling Ellie’s womb with his potent seed, and allowing her to collapse panting on the mattress, Markus had pulled his cock from inside her, still huge, even limp, and glistening with her juices and his cum. He stood, his chiseled ebony body bulging with muscles and veins, his dark skin catching the light with a sparkling sheen of sweat. He looked at Lee and commanded, “Come here, slut.”

		Lee’s pretty blue eyes were wide with terror, the bulge in the crotch of his skintight red dress still straining. Ellie watched her sissy husband swallow his fear and rise to his feet. Tottering slightly on massive heels, long, smooth legs shaking, he took one step forward and hesitated.

		There was nothing masculine left about Lee, skinny and hormone softened, feminine face perfected with makeup, long body wrapped in a sexy little red dress, reckless hair starting to grow out, shimmering blonde with pink streaks decorating it.

		“Here,” Markus said, his voice strong but unstrained, calm but unwavering. “Now.”

		Lee scampered forward, almost falling over his stripper heels. As a girl, Lee was model-tall, a feature highlighted even more by his massive heels, but Markus still towered over him. Lee stood before the powerful black man, afraid to look directly at him, eyes turned down, shaking with nerves. Markus stood proud and tall, huge black cock dangling in front of him, glistening with juices.

		“Take off your dress,” Markus commanded.

		Lee shot a glance at Ellie, perhaps looking for rescue, but her face was full of intoxicated delight. He swallowed hard and looked back down at his feet. He took the hem of his dress and shimmied his long, lithe body as he peeled it off up over his head. He stood there now, in heels, pink lace panties, and pink lace padded bra, hands folded over the tiny erection that was peeking out the top of his underwear. His hormone-enhanced skin shimmered with smooth, feminine softness

		Markus looked at Lee appraisingly. “You did good work on her,” he said to Ellie. “I know some brothers who would pay good money for a tight little sissy like her.”

		Ellie tingled with desire, even as her body still radiated with release from her tremendous orgasm. “She’s a dirty little whore,” Ellie purred. “She needs a spanking.”

		Markus sat down on the edge of the bed, his hip touching the skin of Ellie’s ribcage. Ellie turned to her side, completely naked, facing her powerful black lover.

		Markus looked at Lee once more. “Is that true? Do you deserve a spanking?”

		Lee didn’t answer. He looked at the ground in front of his sexy, pedicured feet.

		Ellie answered for him. “Yes,” she purred with thirsty need. She leaned in, kissing the strong muscles of Markus’s powerful arm. “She’s a filthy little slut and she needs a big, strong hand to put her in her place.”

		Markus patted his dark thigh and looked at Lee. “You heard her,” he said in his calm, commanding voice. “Over my knee. Time for your spanking.”

		Lee just stood, hands over his panties, shaking. He looked at Ellie pleadingly, then to Markus.

		“Over my knee,” Markus stated. “Or I’ll put you over my knee.”

		Ellie tingled all over. She hoped it was going to come to that, but finally, Lee surrendered. The beautifully made-up and perfectly cross-dressed sissy trembled as he walked up to the powerful black man and then bent over his naked lap. Ellie could see Markus’ glistening cock stir slightly as he stared down at the slinky, hormone augmented femboy. Markus reached down, his big black hand dwarfing Lee’s narrow back. Markus gently caressed his strong fingers down the bare flesh of Lee’s spine, making Lee shudder. He teased the lace of Lee’s pink panties, then cupped the sissy’s little white ass with his huge black hand.

		Ellie could definitely see the hormones were working, making Lee’s skinny ass curve with deliciously feminine fullness even as the rest of his body tightened and shrank.

		“You are doing good work on her,” Markus told Ellie. “She is getting close to a ten.”

		Ellie wiggled closer and began kissing Markus’ neck and shoulder blades, her magnificent tits pressing against his frame. “She is a dirty little whore,” she begged. “She needs her spanking.”

		Markus raised his massive hand and brought it down with a thrillingly loud ‘Smack’. Ellie shuddered with pleasure as she watched Lee’s slinky body jolt forward, his little erection grinding against her lover’s dark thigh. Lee whimpered, the pleading sound bringing out the naturally feminine tones in his voice.

		“Yes, Baby,” Ellie purred, kissing her lover’s back. “Hit her again. Hit her harder.”

		Markus raised his hand once more and brought it down with another powerful slap.

		Again, Lee’s long, feminized body rocked forward, again his voice let out a deliciously feminine whimper, and again Ellie felt a jolt of pleasure surge through her. She watched the huge black hand engulf Lee’s skinny ass, already growing red from the force of the blows. Markus gave that tight, sissy ass a reassuring and almost loving little squeeze, before he raised his arm again and brought it down with another brutal smack.

		Ellie wiggled against her lover, kissing his shoulder and neck, her lustrous blonde hair spilling over his ebony flesh.  She whispered into his ear, “I love it. I love to watch you punish my dirty little whore.”

		Markus smashed his palm down again on Lee’s little ass, and again his body jerked forward, his pink erection peeking out of his panties, rubbing against Markus’ thick, muscular thigh with every powerful blow. Ellie reached around her lover, caressing his muscular chest and chiseled abs as she kissed his neck and purred in his ear. “Hit her again. Hit my whore again, Daddy.”

		Markus delivered another brutal blow to Lee’s feminine ass, as he whimpered, his little dick rubbing against the bigger, stronger man. Ellie reached down with one hand and took hold of Markus cock. It was already hardening, making her feel a thrilling sense of approval for her little femboy doll. She moaned, stroking that big black cock as it grew to its full size in her hand. Lee whimpered over and over as his feminine body jerked back and forth with every powerful blow her lover delivered.

		“Yes,” Ellie purred. “Don’t be gentle. You don’t ever have to be gentle with my little toy.”

		Even with her begging, Markus neither increased nor decreased the force of his blows. Like an expert, he seemed to gauge Lee’s tolerance and need, hitting him over and over with measured but brutal force. Again and again, Markus smacked that feminine little ass with the palm of his big, dark hand. With each strike, Lee’s whimpers grew more confused and even more feminine. Before long it wasn’t just the force of the spanking that forced the sissy’s dick to rub against Markus, but Lee’s hips working, rubbing himself against the black man’s powerful thigh. Lee’s ass was bright red as Ellie kissed her lover’s neck and stroked his big, black cock.

		Ellie savored the throbbing heat of her lover’s cock in her hand, as she watched her feminized toy wiggling against his thigh like a bitch in heat. She purred, wiggling against her lover, savoring the feeling of the strong muscles of his back flexing against her soft flesh as he spanked her husband again and again.

		Another brutal blow landed, and the quality of Lee’s whimpers changed. His slinky feminized body began to writhe frantically on Markus’ lap as his dick began to spurt.  Ellie laughed as Lee came on himself and her lover’s thigh, but the image made her shudder with need. Before Lee was even done cumming she pushed him off her lover and onto the floor.

		He looked up, shocked and ashamed at the foot of the powerful black man, still cumming on himself. Ellie disregarded her husband in her sudden, aching need and she straddled her lover, facing him, kissing him on the lips as she lowered herself down on his massive, throbbing cock. She moaned as Markus thick, black shaft parted her pink lips and filled her cunt once more. She whimpered, grinding against him, her luscious body pressing against his chiseled form, their lips locked in a passionate kiss.

		She glanced back over her shoulder at her little sissy, dick now soft and back in his panties, cum all over his flat little tummy.  He stared mesmerized at the big, black cock as she gently rode it, sliding up and down its bulging length with her hot, wet cunt.

		“Thank you,” Ellie whimpered. “Thank you for punishing my dumb, sexy little whore.”

		Markus moaned, savoring the sensation of her pussy once more engulfing his powerful rod. She raised her voice as she commanded her pet, “Whore, use that cum rag you call hair and clean up the mess you made on my lover’s thigh.”

		She continued to grind up and down her lover’s amazing dick as Lee slithered closer to the action, the smells filling his nostrils and the sights filling his eyes. He looked at the cum he’d splattered on Markus’ muscular lap, just a few inches lower then where Ellie’s pale thigh rode as she moved up and down, whimpering with pleasure. He bowed his head, pressing his short but girlish, blonde and pink hair to the cum splatter. He rubbed his head against Markus’s leg like a kitten, sopping up the cum, as Markus’s moans deepened with pleasure.

		“Good girl,” Ellie moaned. “Good little whore.” Lee looked up at her, clumps of cum in his otherwise shimmering and lustrous hair. Ellie stared at her pet, his beautiful blue eyes wide with shock and shame. “Now kiss my ass. Kiss my ass as I ride this big, black cock.”

		Lee leaned forward and began to place innocent little pecks on the curve of one of her ass cheeks.  Ellie was already so close to cumming, she didn’t have time to gently guide Lee to deeper obedience. Instead, she grabbed Lee by the hair and pulled his face firmly to her crack.

		“No. Don’t kiss it like a princess, bitch. Kiss it like the whore you are. French my asshole. Show me what a good little whore you are. Prove your worth keeping around.”

		Without hesitation or restraint, Lee plunged his little pink tongue deep into her tight asshole as thick black cock throbbed inside her cunt. Ellie moaned, riding Markus harder, slapping her husband in the cute, feminized face with her ass as he desperately tried to plunge his tongue back and forth in her rectum.

		“Yes,” Ellie whimpered. “Oh, fuck yes.”

		She rode Markus’s big black cock faster and harder, whimpering, arms around Markus’ shoulders. The powerful black man kissed her neck as his strong hands caressed her curving sides. Lee made desperate lapping noises as he followed her up and down the length of the massive black cock, wiggling his tongue in her asshole as her cheeks slapped him in the face.

		She kissed her lover passionately, as her femboy husband kissed her ass with equal passion.  She kissed Markus’s neck, then his powerful shoulder as she continued to ride him. “Fuck,” she whimpered as she began to writhe in orgasm once more.

		She could feel every inch of her body pulsing and tingling as she shivered with ecstasy. Deep, gratifying release exploded from her core as she whimpered in pleasure.

		As the blissful moment began to pass, Markus whispered in her ear.  “I’m going to cum.”

		“Cum in her face,” Ellie whispered back, begging. “She’s been a good girl. She’s earned a reward. Cum in her face, please.”

		When Markus didn’t refuse, she hopped off his lap and onto the bed beside him. She stretched her lips wide and swallowed his thick, glistening cock, tasting her own tangy juices as her plump red lips moved down the thick shaft. Lee knelt at Markus’ feet, watching with wide eyes as she swallowed the enormous cock. Again, she took her husband by the hair and pulled him closer, pressing his slutty looking face to the black man’s powerful balls.

		Lee’s face pressed to the beautiful black balls, the pretty sissy inhaling the thick, masculine scent. Ellie pulled her lips from the thick shaft, pulled the cock away, and bent down, pressing her face next to her husband’s. Their soft, feminine cheeks brushed each other as she kissed and then licked Markus’s balls. “Your turn,” she said.

		He pressed his glossy, pink lips to the man’s thick balls and gave them a tentative kiss, then another. He gently licked the massive, bullish balls as Ellie began to stroke the fat dick in her free hand.

		“Good girl,” she purred. “Good little whore.”

		Lee licked a little harder and kissed a little more eagerly as he was praised. Ellie pet Lee’s soft, cum matted hair with one hand as she stroked her lover’s big black cock with the other. Lee continued to kiss and lick the hairy black balls as Markus moaned deeply.

		“I think he likes you,” she teased her husband, as he lapped at her lover’s sack. Ellie watched Markus, gauging his level of excitement. Then, as Markus’ moan deepened and his cock began to swell even more, Ellie jerked her sissy husband’s head by the hair. She pulled him up, over Markus’ lap, over his engorged cock as she stroked it harder and faster. Lee stared down at it, mesmerized by the size and power of the giant ebony dick. Ellie leaned in and gave her husband a kiss on the lips, their glossy lips smacking as their tongues entwined for a moment, before Ellie pulled away, leaving strands of saliva connecting their mouths. Lee was staring in her eyes as she felt Markus getting ready. She jerked Lee’s hair again, pointing his face down at the thick, black cock as it began to suddenly erupt.

		Markus moaned with pleasure, Ellie squeaked with excitement, and Lee grunted with surprise as huge loads of hot jizz began to shower the femboys face and open mouth. Ellie laughed with joy and excitement as hot jolts of cum splattered into Lee’s stupid, surprised, bimbo-like face.

		“Yes!” Ellie laughed. “Oh, fuck yes. You stupid whore. You dumb, sexy little bimbo slut!”

		Lee just knelt there, stunned, eyes closed to keep more cum from shooting into them, his makeup running with potent, aromatic sperm. As Markus moaned, the last of his powerful loads splattering onto Lee’s face and into his pink and blonde hair, Ellie purred with joy, continuing to stroke him.

		When the explosion had passed and Marcus softened slightly, Ellie purred gratefully and kissed the tip of his dick, tasting the last drop of cream on her lips.

		Lee sat back on his slutty heels, eyes squeezed shut. “Oh shit,” he whimpered. “Oh fuck. It's all over me.”

		Ellie laughed. “Shut up, cum-slut,” she commanded. She jumped off the bed and pounced on her husband, tackling him to the ground. She straddled him, sitting on his chest. She smiled happily as she leaned down and gave him a long lick, from his jaw, up his cheek to his temple. Then, with her tongue coated and dripping with her lover’s cum, she passionately kissed her husband, feeding him sloppy globs of jizz. She licked the cum from his eyes, then she slithered off her husband and knelt at Markus’s feet, gratefully kissing his powerful legs and feet. Lee sat up, stunned and perhaps horrified, but also tingling from release. He looked at his wife and mirrored her, kneeling at their lover’s feet.

		Markus stood up. He looked down at two of them, his eyes traveling along the length of Lee’s long body. He looked at Lee’s slinky, hormone-thinned frame and cum-smeared makeup. Lee looked up at the powerful black man, kneeling in submission, his eyes nervous. Markus pat the little sissy on the head and said in his deep, warm and reverberating voice. “You did good, girl. Buy yourself some tits.” Then he walked out of the room, his big dick swinging between his powerful thighs.

		Ellie turned to face her husband, smiling brilliantly. “Congratulations,” she purred. “He likes you.” Then she returned to licking his face clean of cum, like a mother cat grooming her cute, but very dirty little kit.

		After two days, Ellie still tingled with excitement to remember that incredible encounter. She nodded with approval at her husband’s beautiful, slutty looking face. “How’s that sweet little ass doing?” she asked. “Still tender?”

		Lee nodded and looked down, blue eyes full of delicious shame.

		“Show me,” Ellie commanded.

		Lee turned away from her, bent slightly forward and pulled up his skirt.

		Ellie was sure now that the hormones were absolutely reforming her husband’s long, lanky body into a deliciously curved, model-like doll. The luscious little ass under that skirt was full and curving, luscious cheeks, separated by a little pink thong, were plump and utterly feminine. She touched him with her fingertips, teasing that lush ass, still slightly red from the recent spanking. She gave him a little slap, laughing at his feminine whimper.

		“After our date with Markus tonight, you and I are going to fill out some insurance forms for the plastic surgeon. I’ve picked out the perfect tits for you.”

		Lee looked like he was about to speak, perhaps issue some complaint or voice some hesitation, but Ellie raised an eyebrow, and he stopped himself. Ellie smiled and teased Lee’s blonde and pink hair rewardingly. “Let's go see our man,” she purred.

		

	
		​Sissy Night at the Club

		

		Lee looked at himself in the mirror. But it wasn’t himself he was looking at. Lisa was what his wife had named this strange, intoxicatingly feminine version of him.  This girl’s face wore skillfully applied but ridiculously slutty makeup, her hair, dyed platinum and pink, gave her an aura of airheaded flirtation, her eyes, dark with mascara, looked desperate and a little scared.

		Ellie slipped behind him, her beautiful face looking in the mirror over his shoulder.  “Admiring my work,” she purred, her voice still capable of making his spine tingle. His whole body ached for her as her full, soft breasts touched his back and her breath teased his long, slender neck.

		Lee looked again at his wife’s work, recreating him into this strange but deeply attractive creature. None of this is anything he would have ever chosen or imagined for himself. The fact that the shock and horror of it was mixed with moments of extreme pleasure and an intense desire to possess not just his wife, but also the slinky doll he kept seeing in the mirror, only added to his confused torment.

		He wanted to hate his wife for what she was doing to him, even as part of him held his breath to see what would happen next, as if it was all a strange and vivid dream. In the moments when he wasn’t able to pretend this was happening to someone else, or that it wasn’t really happening at all, he wondered how his wife was capable of doing all this. She had cheated on him, lied to him, used his love and his shyness to manipulate him. She was possibly the worst person he’d ever met, but somehow, that only made him want her more. Even now, humiliated and feminized, he ached for her touch. He longed for the sound of her voice. And as he breathed in the scent of her, he felt dizzy with desire.

		He wondered why he hadn’t stopped it all. Maybe there was a world where he could have left this intoxicatingly beautiful woman. Or maybe, somehow, he could have stood up for himself and said no to some of her increasingly humiliating demands. She had let it slip several times that she was feeding him hormones, but he just told himself it was a joke, even though, deep down, he knew better. She talked about fake breasts and other surgeries, even scheduling procedures, but he just played along, as if she would suddenly laugh and say she was kidding, or as if he would find the courage to stand up and finally say no just before the procedure.

		He stared at her beautiful reflection, looking over the shoulder of his beautiful reflection. He ached and tingled all over. He wanted to please her so deeply... and even her magnificent black lover... part of him was strangely proud of his wife for having earned such a strong, dominant man. Part of him was relieved that she had found someone to really please her, so he no longer had to feel like he wasn’t up to the task.

		He gazed at his own reflection again. Maybe he wasn’t up to the task, but Lisa was. She was a creature of pure desire. Lisa was almost as far out of his league as his wife was. She was model-tall and increasingly thin and waifish. Her lightly tanned skin glowed everywhere that it was exposed, and it was exposed in a lot of places.

		Ellie had dressed him in a slinky little black dress, open in the back, open across the belly, short enough to show off his long and slender, perfectly smooth legs. He wore the sluttiest platform heels he’d ever seen. They weren’t as tall as Ellie’s long, spike-tipped boots, but their thick, clear plastic construction accented Lee’s slinky build without adding too much more to his height.

		Lisa was the kind of girl he’d masturbate to pictures of in fashion magazines, and part of him longed to do that now, stare in the mirror, pretend he was looking at someone else, making her do the sexy things for him that girls usually only did for men like Markus. Make her dance and pose and purr for him while he stared in the mirror and stroked his thin erection.

		Ellie laughed, purring over his shoulder as she caressed his thin ribcage and flat tummy. In his panties, unseen beneath the folds of the short dress, his hardon raged. “My sexy little slut,” Ellie purred. “I’m so excited to take you out and show you off.”

		Lee’s whole body tingled at the sound of his wife’s voice. How long had he worshiped her and doted on her and followed her slightest suggestion like it was a command, in the hope that she would speak to him in such a purring, sensual tone? It never worked. There had always been the understanding that it was never quite enough. He had spent his entire marriage jumping between disappointing her, and almost but not quite making her happy. Now, her voice oozed with sensual acceptance and warm, loving ownership. Was it worth what he was doing?

		Right now, with his hard on raging and her hands touching his skin and her voice sending tingles up and down his spine, it was worth any cost. It was worth giving up everything he was, if it meant she was happy with whatever she shaped him into.  “Th... thank you,” he whimpered.

		“Mmmm,” she purred, as if everything about him had become delicious to her. “If you’re a very good girl tonight...” She reached down and cupped his erection, giving him a little squeeze as she continued, “I might give you a little reward.”

		Lee’s whole body shuddered, his dick throbbing, his panties sticky with precum.

		“I’ll be good,” he promised.

		Ellie laughed, un-cupped his desperate bulge, and stepped away. The sensation of her soft curves vanished as she gave his ass a savage slap and said, “Come on, Slut.”

		Lee quivered, the sharp bite of the slap nearly giving him an orgasm. He looked in the mirror again. This strange creature he was becoming seemed to enjoy the strangest things.

		Lee hugged his slinky body tighter as he looked around.  The hip-hop music was so loud it made his tummy flutter. Everywhere he looked, young, strong, virile, black men danced with women of all colors. He turned towards Ellie and Markus, but they had already slipped away onto the dance floor where they were grinding luridly against each other. Lee hugged himself again. He could feel the eyes of strong black strangers all over him. Part of him was terrified to be looked at, but part of him felt an intoxicating rush. How many times had he been the one who was staring? He swallowed down his fear and couldn’t resist the urge to show off this tight little body his wife had discovered. He began swaying sensually as he walked to the bar.

		The bartender, a pretty redhead, was purring deliciously at a group of young men. Lee raised one hand to flag her down, then stopped. What was he doing? He couldn’t speak. His voice would give him away. Whatever rush he had been feeling evaporated as he suddenly felt trapped and exposed once more.

		A tall, leanly built black man suddenly slipped beside him. He looked Lee up and down, then signaled for the waitress. “I’ll get another jack and coke, and how about something strong and frilly for the blonde.” He turned toward Lee. “What you drinking, doll? Let me guess. You look like a Dirty Sex on the Beach kind of girl.”

		Lee, afraid to speak, just smiled.

		“Knew it,” the man said. “Make them both doubles.” He dropped some bills on the bar and turned back to Lee “I’m Gavin,” he said. Lee didn’t say anything, just smiled stupidly, trembling slightly. Gavin looked him up and down again with a vulgar but approving gaze. “Look at you, all done up and ready to party. First time here?”

		Lee wanted to turn and run out of the bar, but terror locked him in place. Instead, he smiled, held himself in what he hoped was a convincing, feminine stance, and nodded.

		The drinks arrived and Gavin took a drink. Lee took a nervous sip from his own glass. It was very strong. Stronger than any double he’d ever had.

		Gavin laughed. “Drink up, doll. We both know you didn’t get all dressed up to be a good girl.” He put two fingers on Lee’s glass and pushed it back to his glossy red lips.

		Lee gulped down the drink as Gavin continued to push it upwards. Finally, Gavin released the glass and Lee pulled it back, half finished, lipstick imprint on the rim. As the burning sensation of alcohol moved through his core, he unconsciously let his little pink tongue slip out and lap up the moisture left on his lips.

		“There you go,” Gavin said. “Now you're ready to party.” He threw back his own drink in one violent gulp, then slammed the glass down, the loud crack making Lee jump. Gavin looked at Lee expectantly.

		Lee bit his lower lip nervously, looking at the powerfully built black man. Gavin was built like a basketball star, tall and lean and physically commanding. Lee swallowed then obeyed the man’s silent command, gulping down the rest of his drink.

		Gavin laughed. “Let’s get that cute little ass on the dance floor.” Lee felt dizzy from the drink and from the sensation of acceptance that the powerful younger man’s tone conveyed. He blushed, his breathing increasing, as Gavin took him by the wrist and pulled him onto the dance floor.

		Lee was thankful for all the lessons Ellie had pushed on him, teaching him how to stand, how to smile and how to walk girly in heels. He could feel people noticing his long, feminine presence as he swayed onto the dancefloor behind the commanding presence of the tall, black man. Lee could feel the base beat of the hip-hop song vibrating up his spine and echoing in his narrow chest. A sense of erotic teasing filled the air. Lee’s whole body buzzed with the energy of the room. He caught glimpses of himself mirrored in the glass surfaces he passed. He ached with longing to touch and possess the model-like blonde Ellie had turned him into, but he wasn’t the only one. It felt good to feel that thirst radiating in others all around him. It felt incredible to see it in the eyes of the powerful, dangerous man in front of him. Lee began to move his lithe body, writhing in a rhythmic, sexy sway as the music throbbed inside him.

		Gavin began to sway as well, moving with a sensual power that was surprisingly graceful.  Gavin moved closer, pressing one of his big, powerful hands on Lee’s narrow ribcage, pulling him closer. Lee gasped suddenly as his body pressed against Gavin’s. Through the virile young black man’s jeans, he felt a shockingly huge, limp cock pressing against his thigh. Lee’s head swam. Gavin began to grind against him, but Lee kept his body slightly turned, keeping his hip and thigh towards Gavin’s frightening cock, his own little bulge out of reach.

		Lee suddenly realized how stupid he was being. What was this man going to do if he rubbed against Lee’s little cock? How angry would a powerful, alpha male like this get at being tricked? Lee’s head swam, but his body continued to writhe, keeping his hips turned slightly away. Lost in the sensation of being this magical, feminine creature, he just continued to play his part.

		One of Gavin’s big hands cupped one of Lee’s soft, hormone-rounded ass cheeks. Lee whimpered unconsciously, feeling a strange tingle. Gavin’s other hand grabbed Lee’s bony hip, and suddenly he was jerked around, now facing away from the athletic young stud. Lee felt Gavin’s big dick, slightly less limp, pressing against his ass through their layers of clothes as Gavin began to grind against him.

		Lee felt so tiny and completely feminine, pressed against the taller, stronger, younger man. He whimpered softly as the man caressed him over the dress, rubbing his chest, his ribcage, his belly. Lee knew he needed to stop this, but it felt so good to just surrender to all this power. It felt so good to just pretend he really was Lisa, for just a few more moments.

		As Gavin’s powerful hand pressed against his flat tummy and began to slide downward, fingertips brushing the beginnings of Lee’s panties through the thin fabric of the dress, Lee realized he had to stop this right now. He jumped out of his grip and began to move off the dance floor. However angry Gavin might be about him ending the dance, it would be nothing compared to how dangerous the man might become if he felt the little secret tucked into Lee’s tiny pink panties.

		As Lee stepped off the dance floor, Gavin was right behind him. Instead of angry, Gavin seemed completely at ease. His voice made Lee tingle with fear and delicious anticipation as he said, “I knew you were a little freak, girl. Can’t wait to get me someplace more private, huh? I know just the spot.”

		Gavin took him by the wrist and began to lead him somewhere deeper in the club. Lee, stunned and too terrified to speak, just followed behind the stronger man.

		Gavin moved quickly, his huge erection visible in his loose-fitting jeans, leading Lee by the slender wrist. Lee tried to hesitate and drag his feet, but Gavin didn’t even seem to notice as he pulled Lee down a hallway at the back of the club.  Gavin pulled him past the men’s room, the lady’s room, past a storage room and to another door marked, private couples lounge. He pulled Lee into a room that was full of stalls, but instead of toilets, each stall held a luxurious, overstuffed chair. Most of the stalls were open, but a few were closed, and he could hear moaning and whimpering coming from them.

		Lee whispered, “Wait,” but his voice was barely audible as Gavin led him into an empty stall. Gavin, gentle but inflexible, pushed Lee in, following behind him and closing the door. Lee stood trembling, the luxurious chair behind him, the powerful black man in front of him. All around him he could hear the whimpering of women getting filled with thick, black cock. Somewhere, a few stalls down, he could hear a familiar voice moaning, “Oh, Markus. Oh, fuck Markus, I love your big, hard cock. I don’t know how I ever lived without your amazing dick.”

		Lee swallowed hard, watching as Gavin stripped off his shirt, revealing his powerful muscles. Lee felt terrified, but also slightly comforted. If Gavin tried to hurt him, would his wife’s lover come protect him? Would Markus do that for him? Had he earned that privilege? Or would he find it amusing, watching his girlfriend’s stupid, sissy husband getting punished for his little pink dick?

		Gavin stood there expectantly. “Why don’t you take off that dress, Doll? Let’s see what I have to work with.”

		Lee swallowed hard, his head spinning, his heart pounding, his dick tingling with excitement, and he dropped to his knees. His hands were trembling as he reached out and began to unbutton Gavin’s jeans.

		Gavin laughed. “Alright. That works too.” He placed a huge hand on Lee’s small head, dark fingers getting lost into the platinum blonde and neon pink hair.  “I do like a bitch who knows her place.”

		Lee’s dick throbbed, suddenly, desperately hard in his panties. Was that what he had become? A bitch who knew her place? What had he been before? A man? Or maybe just a bitch who didn’t know her place? His dick ached in his panties as her pulled down Gavin’s jeans, then pulled down his boxers. 

		Lee told himself he had to do this. This was the only way to keep his secret, and himself safe, but his mouth flooded with saliva as Gavin’s big black cock, now fully hard and magnificently thick, throbbed inches from his pretty, makeup covered, hormone altered face.

		Moans of women getting fucked filled the air all around him, but one particular woman’s voice held his attention, her lustrous tone filling him with tingling desire. “Yes, Markus. Oh, fuck yes. No one fucks like you. No one has ever fucked me like you. Oh, fuck yes.”

		Lee reached out and wrapped his long, thin fingers around the thick, black cock. What was this feeling, this tingling, desperate need filling him? This urge to submit to a more powerful man? Was it the hormones? Was it Ellie’s seductive but humiliating manipulation? Or had he always been a bitch, looking for her place?

		Lee leaned forward and pressed his moist, glossy lips to the engorged purple tip of Gavin’s magnificent throbbing, ebony cock. The intensity of the heat felt warm and strangely comforting, as his mouth flooded with even more drool. His lips felt slick and wet and soft against the spongy tip of the amazing dick. He looked up at the powerful black man, standing shirtless above him. He pictured his own face, dolled up and desperate-looking, gazing up, and he batted his thickened eyelashes to complete the perfect picture.

		“Go on, Girl,” Gavin said. The man’s strong fingers cradled Lee’s skull possessively, gently guiding him forward.  A few stalls down, Ellie whimpered. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Your cock. I love your big, black cock, Daddy! Oh, fuck yes!”

		Lee parted his lips and pressed his tongue, glistening with saliva, to the tip of Gavin’s amazing erection. His own erection throbbed desperately in his little pink panties. One of Gavin’s hands still cradled Lee’s pink and blonde head, while the other took hold of his own shaft and held it up. Lee took it as an invitation to kiss the man’s massive, bullish balls and so he leaned even closer, giving them tender, butterfly kisses, inhaling the intense scent of manhood. Gavin took his weapon-like cock and smacked it firmly against Lee’s forehead, then across his cheek.

		Lee felt his panties grow sticky with precum again as a rock-hard cock smacked him solidly across his pretty, doll-like face. Lee imagined he was floating above, watching the filthy scene like it was a porn being performed just for his enjoyment. He arched his back to accentuate the feminine curves the hormones and slutty clothes gave him. He stared up at the black man above him, batting eyelashes over his pretty blue eyes as he extended his tongue and gave a long, slow lick from the man’s ball-sack and up his shaft. The man stared down at him, hand resting gently, but possessively on his head. Lee continued to lick, the flavor of the man filling him with strange sensations.

		“Oh, Marcus. You fuck me so good!” Ellie whimpered from across the room, her voice accented by a chorus of other women moaning to their own hot, black lovers. “Thank you for saving me from my boring marriage, with a boring, little dicked loser.”

		Lee continued to lick, his mouth still flooding, drool running down his tongue and coating the ridges and contours of thick, ebony dick. He licked his way to the tip, then stretched his mouth wide, contorting his lips to fit over the massive head, and pressing it into his mouth.

		Lee shook with strange satisfaction as his mouth filled with hot, throbbing cock. He felt as if he could taste the testosterone his body had stopped making as his cheeks pulled inward with his thirsty slurping.

		Gavin caressed his colored hair, dark fingers moving through the lustrous softness of his waves. Lee felt helpless and exposed, kneeling on the cold tile floor, aware that the slightest motion of Gavin’s powerful hips could fill his virgin throat with thick, throbbing cock. But Gavin was gentle and patient, moaning, “Oh yes, that’s a good little bitch,” as Lee moved his glossy red lips up and down the final few inches of Gavin’s massive cock. Lee reached out again with his long, graceful hand. He wrapped it around Gavin’s bigger, stronger hand, where he still gripped his own erection. He caressed the hand, beginning a stroking motion. A moment later, they were both working together, stroking his thick, black shaft as Lee slurped loudly on the last few inches of the immense cock.

		Ellie moaned, her voice modulating with the thrusts of her lover’s cock. “My husband’s not boring anymore, though. I can’t wait to watch you fuck her, Daddy. Please. Please tell me you’re going to fuck her with your big, black cock.”

		Drool flowed over Lee’s lower lip and dripped down his chin, as his head began to bob back and forth a little faster.

		Gavin moaned, “Oh yes, good girl. Suck that cock, you little freak.”

		Lee’s erection strained against his panties, and although it was hidden by the ruffles of his dress, he pressed his free hand over his lap to conceal it even more. The sound of his lips smacking and his mouth slurping, mixed with the sounds of other women moaning, filled the room.

		“Yes,” Ellie whimpered. “Oh yes. Please fuck her. Please fuck my little slut hard. I promise I can make her even prettier. I promise she’ll be a good girl.”

		Lee pressed his hand against his bulge, working his hips slightly as he worked his lips up and down the end of the thick black shaft.  Gavin and Lee’s other hand worked in unison, stroking that fat black cock as Lee slurped hungrily.

		“Fuck,” Gavin moaned. “Such a pretty little bitch you are. I bet you have a rich boyfriend somewhere who adores you. I bet he can’t wait for you to get home. I’m going to send you home with a mouth full of my cum so you can give him a sweet kiss goodnight.

		Lee sucked harder, bobbing his head faster, squeezing the shaft tighter. How many times had he been the recipient of that cum tainted good-night kiss? But now he was the one kneeling at the source of all that pungent, salty power. His tummy fluttered as his dick throbbed.

		Ellie’s voice grew in volume and pitch as she cried out. “I will make her your perfect little doll and you can do anything you want to her. You can slap her, spit in her slut face. Oh fuck... yes. Oh fuck. I’ll tell her what a dirty whore she is as you completely destroy her tight, virgin asshole.”

		Gavin moaned, “That’s it, girl. Oh fuck. Yes. That’s the enthusiasm I like. Oh, fuck girl. Don’t stop. Don’t... don’t...”

		Lee slurped with desperate longing hunger. He still imagined himself watching, himself on his knees, perfectly feminine and completely slutty, black dress rising up his thighs, small round ass resting on the slutty platform heels, pink and platinum hair waving as his pretty face bobbed back and forth, small mouth stretched wide with thick, black cock.

		“Fuck yes!” Ellie cried out, her body writhing in orgasm. “Fuck yes, Daddy. Fuck my little whore like you fuck me, Daddy. Fuck her good. Give her that magnificent cock. Make her beg for it. Make us both beg for it.”

		Gavin groaned with deep, satisfied pleasure as suddenly Lee’s mouth began to fill with hot jets of thick, salty semen.  He gulped down the spurts of cum hungrily, overwhelmed with the musky flavor of manhood. He continued to suck back and forth, sperm spilling down his glossy red lip and coating the thick, ebony shaft in a milky sheen. Lee’s bony hips still working, his mind spinning with powerful sensations of accomplishment as he slurped down intense gulps of potent semen, he began to tingle as his own dick began to spurt and fill his panties with cum.

		Ellie’s voice cried out in high pitched ecstasy as her lover’s magnificent black cock pounded her with blissful orgasm. “Fuck yes!” she cried. “Oh fuck. I can feel you cumming. I can feel you filling me up with your delicious cream.”

		Lee continued gulping down delicious cream, amazed and shocked at how good it tasted and felt to be the dirty little cumslut he always fantasized about meeting, his body twitching with the final sputters of his own ejaculation.

		

	
		​Girl’s Day Out

		

		Something had changed in Lee, and Ellie liked it. Something about his attitude had shifted and he had gone from hesitant obedience to enthusiastic submission. When the change had happened, she wasn’t exactly sure. Sometime around the time she and Marcus started taking him out to clubs.  Perhaps getting ogled and hit on had shifted her husband’s perspective on his transition. Or perhaps slinky, model-like, slutty-looking Lee had done more than just dance and flirt.

		Ellie tingled to think about it.

		Looking at Lee now, there was absolutely no trace of the boy he had been. Well, perhaps one little, tiny trace, hidden in his panties, soft and pathetic and completely ignored. No, now Lee looked completely and utterly feminine. The boobs Ellie had picked out for him were full and round, but not too big to appear natural, or interrupt the slinky, model-like stature Lee was blessed with. His curves had filled out nicely from hormones and botox, and the careful diet she kept him on made him appear even more long and curving. His long legs were beautifully shaped and laser smooth, the delicious curve of his small ass highlighted by the long stripper-heels she had chosen for him today.

		Lee was tall for a woman, but even in his long, slutty heels, no one would suspect him of being anything but the sexy, runway-ready bimbo he appeared to be. Even his voice, further trained and modified by surgery, was impeccably girly. He looked deliciously slutty in his tight denim miniskirt and midriff baring tank top. Even the things about Lee that appeared artificial, like the makeup and hints of surgery, had an authentic, feminine artificiality, like any natural-born bimbo looking for perfection.

		“Hey there pet,” Ellie purred.

		Lee turned towards her, face lit up, eyes eager for attention. “Hello,” he purred back with a delicious, airheaded whimper.

		Ellie slithered up to him. She knew she looked like a dream in yoga pants and a top that hugged her voluptuous curves. She pressed herself close, marveling that the gorgeous, model-like doll still shook with boyish desperation and her slightest touch.  She caressed his adorable pink and platinum hair, so long and lustrous now. “You look very sexy today,” Ellie purred.

		Lee swallowed. “Thank you. You... You’re a goddess, like always. I... are we going out tonight?”

		Ellie continued caressing Lee’s silky hair, as her other hand reached around and cupped his round, feminized ass. “Is that what you want, Pet? You want to go out and get looked at and drooled over by all those strong, powerful men?”

		Lee didn’t speak, but the flush in his cheeks answered Ellie’s question as clear as any words could have. Ellie squeezed his ass and purred in his ear. “I was thinking today, we’d make it a girl’s afternoon. How does that sound, pet?”

		“Girl’s afternoon,” Lee almost whispered as if speaking of something sacred. “I’m I... Do I get to be one of the girls?”

		Ellie laughed. “My adorably stupid little bimbo,” she purred affectionately. “It’s much too late for you to ever get to be anything else.”

		Lee’s blush deepened. “I just mean... Us? You and me? Like a date?”

		Ellie smiled teasingly.  “Not like a date, dummy. A girl’s afternoon. Shopping. Maybe a spa. Showing off for boys.”

		As if on que, the doorbell rang. “Don’t slouch, sweetie,” Ellie told her delicious doll. “Perfect posture, perfect smile, perfect princess always for me, right?”

		Lee made the required corrections as Ellie walked to the door.

		Lee felt more afraid than excited as Ellie prepared to open the door to whoever waited on the other side. But he smiled pretty, stood tall, and took a pose that accentuated his artificial curves. When the door opened, he was shocked to see Jess, Ellie’s gorgeous Asian friend from her gym.

		Lee felt a moment of utter panic, remembering all the accusations he had endured when he had been too friendly to the girl last time they met. He wanted to avert his eyes and pledge his undying loyalty and desperate devotion to Ellie. He wanted to hide or to run away, but that feeling disappeared instantly when Ellie stepped up to the gorgeous Asian, pulled her close, and kissed her passionately on the lips.

		Jess looked flirty, in a pair of denim shorts that showed off her thin brown legs and hugged her tight but perfectly rounded ass. She wore a lacey white top that went on below her shorts, making Lee realize it was the top half of her lingerie, a silky lace teddy.

		Ellie looked casual but tantalizing, wearing deliciously tight yoga pants and a form-fitting tee shirt hugging her curves and delicious pale skin. Lee stared as the two women kissed, the Asian doll's face turned towards the blonde, their pink tongues pressing back and forth between bright red lips, their hands caressing each other’s amazing bodies.  Lee wasn’t sure what he was allowed to say or do, so he just stood watching, his erection straining in his panties.

		After a wet, lurid kiss, the two women pulled apart. Ellie took Jess by the hand and led her into the room. Jess’s surprised and somewhat amused expression made Lee blush and turn his gaze to his feet, toenails painted pink in a pair of slutty red pumps.

		“Jess,” Ellie purred. “I’d like you to meet the new, and improved, Lee.”

		Lee looked up again, braving the Asian’s curious eyes. Marcus had called him Lee, so the name Lisa had been discarded. Ellie had said he was pretty enough to have a boyish name without drawing anyone’s suspicion.

		“Even prettier than the pictures,” Jess purred. “Ellie, you are such a wonderful person. You’re so patient and kind to stand by Lee when she came out as trans.”

		Lee swallowed hard. Was that what Ellie was telling everyone? That was not even close to what had happened, but he didn’t dare contradict his beautiful, but potentially vicious wife. Instead, he was quiet and kept smiling.

		Ellie caressed a strand of Lee’s pink and blonde hair, stroking it away from his pretty face. “I think my patience has been rewarded to see her become her true self. It's been a joy to see her transformation.”

		“Yes,” Jess purred. “She’s beautiful. Still... You are an angel. If my husband had come out to me, I’d leave him. I mean, I already did leave him, but that was for having a little dick, not for being trans.” She laughed and gave Lee a wink, as if he was just one of the girls. Lee joined Ellie and Jess in their laughter. It felt strange, but kind of nice, to be laughing about some other loser’s little dick for a change.

		The three of them went out. Lee was intoxicated with desire, being around these two beautiful women, but he was shocked when he realized, that everywhere they went, he drew just as many lust-filled stares from men as the two breathtaking women he traveled with.

		They went to the mall and had coffee. They used Lee’s credit card to buy makeup and perfume. They had margaritas with lunch. They looked at clothes and shoes and jewelry, all the while drawing stares and elicit glances from men who wanted nothing more than to fuck each one of them. Lee was intoxicated with a sense of feminine power when they finally ended up at a high-end lingerie store.

		They each chose a selection of outfits and brought them together into a large, comfortable changing room. The room was strangely luxurious, with mirrors everywhere and a loveseat on one end. Lee wondered for a moment how much all this cost, as they each sipped a complimentary glass of wine and slithered in and out of different sets of lingerie.

		Lee felt almost like he really was one of the girls, changing and comparing sexy underwear; Complementing each other’s bodies. Jess complimented Ellie several times on the amazing artificial breasts that Ellie had picked out for him. All Lee could do was blush, and try his best to hide his erection as he slipped from one set of lingerie to the next.

		Ellie was purring, wearing a lustrous white teddy over her impossibly perfect curves. Her fingers were making little adjustments to the fit as she turned in front of a mirror. Beside her, Jess was trying on a black leather bikini-style panty and corset set.

		Lee was overwhelmed with intense desire, his erection hard and throbbing like it had been for the last hour, each minute more thrillingly torturous than the last. The silk and lace of a pink panty and bra set were intoxicating against his hormone-softened flesh, and especially against his new, perfectly sculpted breasts.

		Jess was adjusting her pert, pointed breasts in the corset, her slinky brown body waving enticingly, her ass shiny in the black, leather panties. She looked over her shoulder as Lee shimmied his long body free of his panties, preparing to slip into his next outfit. Seeing her looking, he got instantly self-conscious, his erection throbbing in the cool breeze of the room. He quickly covered his prick with his palm, but it was too late.

		“Gross,” Jess said, looking at the hand covering his dick. “When are you going to cut that little thing off?”

		Lee froze. He felt like he’d been punched in the stomach. The thought had never crossed his mind.

		Ellie laughed. She walked up to him and smacked his hand away. She looked at his desperate little erection with a critical expression. “I guess it is kind of gross,” her warm grip suddenly wrapped around his dick, and whatever wilting had begun under their scrutiny, disappeared as blood rushed to his erection once more. “But I also think it’s kind of cute.” She squeezed him gently. She softened her tone as she spoke directly to him, stroking him slightly. “What do you think, princess? Should we cut off your gross, little dicklete? Or... maybe we should keep your cute sissy clit for a bit longer?”

		“Keep it,” Lee whispered. “Keep it.”

		Ellie gave him a teasing wink and a tiny stroke. “Okay, doll, we’ll keep it... for a while anyway. As long as you’re a good girl.”

		Jess shrugged. “Whatever. I saw on tv about how they can make very realistic pussies now. But I guess it's up to you guys. Does my ass look okay in this?”

		Her tight little ass looked perfect, and everyone in the room knew it, as she waved it back and forth slightly, her fingers adjusting the fit of the shiny black leather around the perfect curve of her perky ass.

		Ellie was staring into Lee’s face, her fingers wrapped around his throbbing erection, “Well,” she asked. “What do you think? Do you think my friend has a nice ass?”

		Lee’s mouth went dry, his heart pounding as his erection continued to throb in his wife’s soft, cool grip. Even after all the stripping and dressing and swapping sexy outfits, he couldn’t shake the feeling this was still a trap.

		Ellie laughed, knowingly. “It’s okay,” she purred. “You don’t have to worry about being a good boy anymore. Now you just have to think about being a good girl.” She leaned in close, her breath teasing Lee’s neck and ears. “And a good girl, always tells her besties when they have sexy, little, Asian asses.” She turned to Jess and raised her voice. “You know you have an incredible ass, you needy little slut.”

		Jess turned toward them now, looking small and tight and totally enticing in her leather corset and panties. Ellie released his erection and took a step forward. She gave Jess a head nod that was as clear as a command, and Jess swayed forward deliciously. Once again, the beautiful blonde and the sexy little Asian kissed passionately. A moment later, they parted, and Jess looked at Lee.

		“I can’t get over how pretty you are,” Jess said. She turned her gaze downward for just a moment and added. “Can you put that little thing away, though? I don’t like having to look at it. I have PTSD from little pink dicks.”

		Ellie and Jess both laughed as Lee turned bright red and pulled his panties back up his long legs. He tucked his erection back in the lace, and looked up at the slim, sexy Asian.

		“Much better,” Jess purred. She moved a step closer. She pressed her fingertips to Lee’s narrow torso. “So pretty...  Can I kiss you? Do you swing that way?”

		Lee swallowed, still terrified of a trap, and looked at Ellie.

		Ellie purred deliciously as she stared into Lee’s darkly mascara-marked, deep blue eyes. “My little pet is a filthy slut. She swings whichever way the wind blows.”

		Lee trembled, licking his glossy lips unconsciously. He knew it wasn’t true. He didn’t swing with the wind, he swung with the slightest whim of his gorgeous, diabolical wife.

		“Can I kiss you?” Jess asked again, wiggling a little closer, her unfamiliar but enticing scent washing over him, her mostly naked brown skin almost touching his mostly naked golden flesh.

		Ellie reached out and touched the back of each of their heads, then guided them firmly toward each other. Lee bent down as Jess rose on her tippy toes. Their lips touched and Lee felt a sudden shocking jolt of pleasure. He hadn’t kissed another girl since high school, and the new sensations were overwhelming, even without his strange new hormones and intoxicating new curves adding to the confusion. Jess moaned softly, her tongue darting into Lee’s mouth and brushing against his tongue and teeth. She pulled back, her eyes full of curiosity and excitement. “Your lips are so soft,” she said. “Is that from the hormones?”

		Ellie gently but firmly pulled Lee’s pink locks to turn his face towards her. “She’s always had deliciously soft lips.” Then she leaned in and kissed Lee savagely, driving her tongue possessively into his mouth.

		Lee’s erection pulsed in his panties as his wife’s tongue explored his mouth and her hand squeezed his ass. Ellie’s other hand reached around and squeezed the perfect curve of Jess’s ass. Jess leaned in close to them, her body now pressing against his, her hand reaching back and squeezing his other curved butt cheek, as her other hand grabbed Ellie’s heart-shaped ass. Ellie turned and kissed the tight little Asian, then turned back and kissed Lee once again. Jess rose to her tiptoes again, her little body wiggling between both of the taller blondes. She pressed her mouth into the mix of lips and tongues. The three of them now kissed, tongues wet and glistening with drool that they lapped at each other, saliva spilling across three sets of glossy red lips. Strands of blonde, black and pink hair all mixed together. Flesh, pale, golden tan and mocha, brushed against lace, silk and leather. Lee shook, his skin alive with tingling goose-bumps as precum stained his new panties.

		He glanced in the mirror and couldn’t see himself, only a gorgeous, model-tall blonde with outrageous hair, making out with the two most beautiful women he’d ever met. He built up the courage to reach out and touch both of their amazing asses, caressing them as they caressed him and each other. He felt dizzy with excitement and impossible desire.

		He pressed closer to the mix of women, and reveled in the sensation of soft tits pressing against him. He grew dizzy with intensity, realizing the tits he was feeling were his own, his nipples rock hard, his dick twitching and tingling close to orgasm where it throbbed, ignored in his slutty panties. Lee couldn’t believe this was happening. He couldn’t believe Ellie, or even Jess were allowing it to happen.

		Ellie released his ass and took hold of a lock of his hair. She jerked it, pulling him down towards her chest. As he bent down, she pulled down the lace of her top, exposing her amazing breasts. Lee pressed his slutty, makeup covered face between the beautiful mounds, then began kissing them one by one. Ellie and Jess began kissing each other with more focus, driving their tongues into each other’s sexy mouth. Ellie unzipped Jess’s leather corset and it fell to the floor, revealing her pert, pointed breasts.

		Lee turned and kissed one of Jess’ brown tits, sucking her long, pink nipple. Above him, the lurid sounds of wet kissing filled the changing room. He moved between worshiping the gorgeous tits of Ellie and Jess, amazed at their contrasting beauty. Ellie, pale and voluptuous, full of wicked, vivacious energy, Jess, sleek and brown, tight everywhere and economic with her every perfect movement. The women stopped kissing and he heard Ellie tell her Asian lover to, “Get on the floor on your back.”

		Jess obeyed without hesitation, and Ellie stood over her, shimmying her body as she slithered out of her lingerie. Ellie looked at Lee, who was mesmerized, watching her strip, and commanded, “Take off Jess’ panties, Doll. It’s time to put that pretty mouth of yours to work.”

		Lee dropped to his knees on the floor. He reached up and touched Jess’ slim hips. He hesitated a moment in case she wanted him to stop, but Jess was lost in the graceful movements of Ellie, stripping out of her sexy underwear. Lee took hold of the shiny leather panties and began to slide them down the woman’s shiny brown legs.

		Lee’s mouth watered at he stared at the Asian’s small, bare, pink pussy. His dick throbbed as he licked his lips, tasting his lipstick. Ellie, naked now, stood over Jess’ face, then lowered herself down, giving Lee a wink as she sat on the Asian’s face. Jess didn’t hesitate to begin devouring the blonde’s hot, wet cunt.

		Lee stared at his wife, so luscious and curving, rocking slightly as a gorgeous little Asian woman licked and sucked at her pussy. He was tortuously aroused. He felt like the sight, sound and smell of it would make him explode any moment. Ellie gave him a wicked smile, took a few silky-pink strands of his hair, and pulled him down towards Jess’ slender lap.

		Lee bowed his head, he extended his tongue and tasted the new, exhilarating flavor of the woman’s tight, Asian pussy. Ellie moaned, rocking her body on Jess’ face, leaning forward to cup the Asian’s perky tits, her own magnificent rack jiggling with every motion.

		“Yes,” Ellie moaned. “Good girls.”

		They both slurped and licked loudly and hungrily. Jess let out little whimpers of pleasure that helped teach Lee how to please her better, learning from every hint her body gave him.

		“Yes,” Ellie moaned. “My girls. My favorite little sluts.”

		Lee felt sexy and valuable, but desperate and frustrated, as he slurped and sucked at this new, delicious pussy. The moans of the Asian and the sounds of her lapping at his wife’s cunt made him even more frustrated. This amazing moment was the kind of thing he had masturbated at the thought of a million times, but he knew better then pull out his little erection and masturbate now. He let it throb and twitch in his panties as he drove his tongue deep into Jess’s hot, pink cunt. His drool mixed with her tangy juices and he slurped them up together. Her whimpering grew faster, as did Ellie’s and he switched to her clit, sucking on it as he brought two fingers to her cunt.

		Jess moaned as he slid his fingers inside her, sucking her clit. Wetness flooded down his fingers and onto his hand as he explored her insides with his curious fingertips. He wished for a moment he could be sliding his raging erection inside her right now, but Jess had made it clear what she thought of his little, pink dick. He pushed the thought out of his head. He needed to stop thinking boy thoughts. He needed to focus on being a sexy, obedient girl.

		He continued to finger and suck on Jess’ delicious pussy as Ellie’s rocked on her face, whimpering faster and higher. The sound of both women whimpering filled his brain and body with electricity. He flattened himself on the floor, the dirty boy part of his mind taking over as he began to grind his panty-covered erection against the cold tile.

		Lee humped the floor as the whimpers of the two women in the room with him grew higher and more intense. Anyone outside the dressing rooms would have known there was some kind of filthy orgy happening in here, but the girls didn’t seem to care.

		Jess’s moans and whimpers were muffled by Ellie’s hot, wet cunt, but the blonde’s cries were clear and full of passion. “My good sluts. My hot little bitches. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

		Ellie was smashing down on Jess’ face, jet black hair streaming across her pale thighs, her hips working hard back and forth. She released the Asian’s tits and grabbed her own as her whole body began to shudder. “Yes! Yes!”

		Lee could feel Jess’ body reacting, her own slim, brown frame beginning to shake as the sounds of the blonde radiated with ecstasy. Lee sucked harder, humping the floor, fingering the Asian’s cunt, as she too began to orgasm.

		A moment later Lee felt hot jets of cum filling his panties, as he too slipped over the edge.

		After the moment of bliss passed, they all stopped where they were, panting. Jess and Lee laying on the floor, Ellie kneeling over them like a goddess, they all caught their breath. Ellie finally rose to her feet. “Get up sluts. We can’t lay around here all day.”

		As they all stood up and began looking for their original clothes, Ellie began to laugh. She nodded to Lee’s crotch, the filthy evidence of his orgasm leaking through the lace. “Looks like we definitely have to buy those panties now.”

		Lee blushed as Jess laughed and said, “So gross.”

		Lee looked down at the mess of his panties, trying to figure out how he could possibly bring these to a cashier, when Ellie rescued him by pulling off the tag. “Don’t worry, Doll,” she purred. “It’s not the first time I’ve had to buy some lingerie that was already dripping with some guys cum.”

		

	
		​Fully Femmed and Finally Blacked

		

		Ellie purred as she moved her luscious body up against Lee’s long, thin frame. “I’m so excited, Princess. I can’t wait to see the look on your pretty face when you feel Markus’ big, black cock filling your ass for the first time.”

		Lee swallowed. He looked deliciously terrified, and it made Ellie even more excited.

		“Are you...” Lee’s strikingly pretty, Botox-enhanced, hormone-softened, makeup-covered face turned red as he spoke. “Are you going to be with me?”

		Ellie laughed and gave him a little mocking tease. “To hold your little hand and tell you what a sweet little angel you are?”

		Lee swallowed.

		“I might join in a little, but I’ll mostly be there to work the camera. Your Only Fans is going to be huge.”

		He looked horrified when he gasped, “You’re making me an Only Fans?”

		Ellie bit her lower lip as she nodded. “If it takes off like I think it will, I might let you quit your job and be a full-time, sissy house-bitch. Markus will be moving in soon, so the viewers can watch him give you that good black dick every day. All the little internet perverts will love it.”

		Lee didn’t say anything, his perfect tits raising as he took a deep, troubled breath.

		Ellie touched Lee’s face and turned his gaze up to meet hers. “What did I tell you about frowning?”

		“A smiling bitch is a pretty bitch,” Lee repeated back to her, and then forced a smile.

		“Good girl,” Ellie purred, caressing his soft cheek. Then she added with a teasing smile, “It’s okay if you can’t keep that pretty face while you’re getting fucked in the ass though. Sometimes a girl can look a little ugly when she’s really getting pounded in her ass and its still sexy. Just be natural. You can even cry if you need to. The audience will love it.”

		Ellie tingled as Lee’s smile faded and he swallowed with fear.

		“Hey there,” she scolded. “You’re not getting fucked in the ass with a big black cock yet, are you? No reason to start crying about it now.” Ellie giggled, thrilled to be taunting her pet.

		Lee forced his bimbo-like smile to return.

		Ellie looked at her fully feminized husband. She was so proud of her creation. She felt a wave of warmth and connection for her little slut, knowing he was about to get truly and totally blacked today. She gave him a pat on the ass. “Come on, Princess. Let’s go make you famous.”

		Markus lay on the bed of his girlfriend’s bedroom. Well, it was about to be his bedroom. He had already begun to move in some of his things.

		Of course, Markus wasn’t just moving in with his girlfriend, but also her sexy little tranny... wife? Husband? Markus wasn’t sure what to call her, but she was something. Markus had been amazed by the transformation from nervous little femboy, to gorgeous feminine doll, and was almost proud of the guiding hand he’d had in it. Lee had been utterly transformed, and the finished product was stunning. Ellie herself was a gorgeous and voluptuous blonde. She was the kind of girl you’d expect to be a porn star. Lee, on the other hand, looked like a fashion model; tall, slinky, perfectly built and impossibly feminine.

		Lee also had a deliciously submissive nature. She was insecure and deeply needy. Although Markus would never get involved in it, he had known several men who had turned to pimping, and he knew enough about it to recognize that Lee was a perfect candidate for turning out on the streets. Ellie, Markus recognized, had no reluctance to pimp out her little tranny doll, and he suspected her Only Fan’s plan would only escalate.

		He wasn’t going to intervene one way or the other. Let Ellie have her fun. Girls loved to play with dolls, and Lee made a stunning little doll. Markus heard the door open, and he relaxed back against the headboard, sitting on the bed. He was completely naked, his ebony muscles glistening, his long, limp dick laying between his powerful thighs. On one side of the bedroom, a camera had already been set up on a tripod.

		Ellie and lee walked in on long, tapered heels. Ellie looked wickedly excited, and Lee looked terrified. They both wore sexy lingerie and had full, flawless makeup.

		Lee’s hair, now very long, was fully pink with strands of neon blue, adding to her deliciously artificial, doll-like look. Her body was long and perfect, with full tits and amazingly long, thin legs. She wore a tiny pink lace nightie that hinted at her narrow curves and showed the outline of her pink bra and panties beneath. Her slender thighs were bare to just above the knee where her sheer pink stockings began. 

		Ellie looked like she just stepped out of a strip-club or porno shoot, wearing a black silk and lace corset that exaggerated her already impressive rack, narrow waist and wide hips. She wore black panties and fishnet stockings and swayed with the confidence of a woman used to getting everything she wanted, whenever she wanted it.

		Markus’s cock was already beginning to stir slightly, seeing the two deliciously dressed feminine dolls enter the room. They held hands like long-time girlfriends, Ellie smiling easily, eyes full of wicked excitement, Lee nervous, with a forced smile and tiny tremble in her legs. Both girls buzzed with excitement.

		Ellie whispered something to her doll, then gave her a teasing shove forward followed by a slap on the small, round ass. Ellie then went behind the camera and started it.

		“Action,” Ellie called out.

		Lee stood there, shaking slightly, hugging herself.

		Markus pat the bed beside him. “Come here, doll. I’m not going to hurt you.”

		Lee moved forward and began slithering onto the bed, as Ellie purred. “You can hurt her a little, Daddy. She’s a big girl. She can take it.”

		As Lee took her place in the spot he’d called her, Markus asked her. “Is that true? Are you a big girl? Can you take it?”

		Lee’s voice, due to training, hormones and surgery, was flawlessly, and flirtatiously feminine as she whispered. “I don’t know.”

		“That’s okay,” Markus reassured her, caressing her beautiful face. “We can find out together, okay?”

		Lee nodded, her fear comforted by Markus’s gentle, commanding tone. “Yes, sir,” she whispered. Markus cradled Lee’s small head in his huge, black hand and pulled her closer. She closed her eyes as he kissed her plump red lips. He could feel her shaking as his tongue dipped between her lips. There was no hint of anything masculine about the delicious little doll, as Markus kissed her firmly. She tasted minty, fresh and completely feminine. He released the kiss.

		She was still shaking, but she was looking at him now with desperate adoration as she said, “I’m scared.”

		Markus laughed gently. “That’s okay, Doll. I don’t mind that.” Then he began gently but firmly pushing her pretty face down to his lap. Her face went right to his huge, semi erect cock, and she began to kiss it with needy, desperate, wet little kisses, her hot breath teasing his ebony flesh. His other hand moved to her surgically enhanced, hormone softened ass. His hand was huge as it caressed her small, perfectly rounded ass.

		Hungry little moans escaped her lips. Marcus began to grow harder, and she began to lick and kiss more enthusiastically. Markus could see the little bump of a small erection form in her panties as she began to fully submit to his big, black cock. He continued to caress her perfect ass, and let his hand caress the small of her back and up her narrow, tapered torso. Her features were so perfectly feminine, it would have been impossible to believe she used to call herself a man, if not for the straining of her little rod, staining her panties with precum.

		Markus gave Lee’s perfect little ass a teasing slap, “Who owns your little ass?” he asked.

		Lee’s eye lashes fluttered nervously as she glanced from Markus’s bulging, spit-wet cock to Ellie’s beautiful face. Ellie smiled wickedly, enjoying letting her pet flounder.

		Lee looked back at Markus. “You do?” she asked.

		Markus gave the little doll a friendly laugh and a reassuring squeeze of the ass. “That’s right. I own your adorable little ass. You are my bitch.”

		Lee’s beautiful blue eyes were fearful, beautifully framed in thick mascara. She dropped her gaze and whispered, “Thank you.”

		Markus wasn’t sure if Ellie had just trained her doll that perfectly, or if Lee really was grateful to give in to his power. Perhaps it was a relief for the little sissy to surrender all her failures and insecurities and finally accept the comforting command of a true masculine presence. “Sit up,” Markus commanded gently. “Show me what I own.”

		Lee rose to her knees and struck a deliciously feminine pose. She looked like a picture cut from a magazine, or the banner ad for a lingerie store. Markus felt the lace of her nightie, then made a head nod, commanding her to take it off.

		She obeyed without hesitation, wiggling her long smooth body as she peeled the nightie off over her head.  She knelt there, smiling nervously, but clearly loving the attention, wearing only her bra and panties, stockings and heels, and a slutty, nervous smile. 

		Markus nodded at her bra, and she reached back and unhooked it, letting it fall to the bed, exposing her perfect, artificial tits. Markus cupped them with his big, black hands, giving the soft smooth flesh of them a gentle, possessive squeeze. Lee moaned, her little erection throbbing in her panties.

		Markus released her breasts and looked at the hard, pink nipples. “Turn around,” he commanded.

		Lee turned, her slinky body alive and trembling. Her nervous, feline movements were intoxicating as she slithered away from him, turning to the camera. She arched her long back, accentuating the curve of her small ass as she looked over her shoulder at him, eyes desperate for approval.

		Markus guided Lee’s torso down, gently pushing her face to the mattress, tight, gorgeous little ass high in the air. She was shaking even more now, as Markus took his place behind her, his ebony skin glistening in the light. Markus and rose to his knees, big black cock dripping with saliva. He took hold of Lee’s delicate lace thong and ripped it off her with a sudden jerk. Lee let out a broken little gasp.

		Ellie moaned, watching from the other side of the camera. “Oh yes, Daddy. Fuck her.”

		Lee whimpered up to him. “Please be gentle...”

		“We’ll see,” Markus reassured her. “You just focus on being a good, pretty little bitch and let me focus on everything else. Who owns your cute little ass?”

		“You do,” Lee whimpered.

		“Good girl. Yes. I own your ass and I’m going to do whatever I want with it. Understand?”

		Her little tranny dick was still hard as she whimpered. “Yes sir. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to...”

		“Quiet,” he commanded. He spoke gently, but gave the perfect curve of her ass a slap for emphasis, and she let out a little whimper.

		“Yes,” Ellie moaned. “Oh yes. Use my toy. Use my little doll.”

		Markus took a bottle of lube from the nightstand and squirted it on Lee’s ass, so it ran down her crack. She was shaking again. Markus put a reassuring hand on the slim curve of her hip. “It’s okay,” he whispered in his deep, calming voice. “I have no reason to punish you. You are going to enjoy this. You’re going to end up begging to get fucked by my big, black cock.”

		Lee seemed to tremble even more. Perhaps, deep down, that’s what she was really afraid of. Markus laughed gently as he smeared the purple tip of his glistening cock across Lee’s crack, coating it in tingling lube. Markus then began to push forward, slowly penetrating Lee’s tight little asshole.

		Lee let out a high, nervous whimper as Markus began to stretch her open. Markus had seen the little toy Ellie had been using on her pet, and he knew it would have done very little to prepare her for his massive size.

		“Fuck,” Lee whimpered. “Oh fuck.”

		Markus savored the high, breaking sound in Lee’s voice as he pressed forward, the thick contours of his bulging black shaft pushing through the soft pink flesh of Lee’s rectum. Markus squeezed the tranny’s slender hip in a gesture of reassuring command as he began to push deeper and deeper into her.

		“Oh fuck,” Lee whimpered. “I can’t... I can’t...”

		“Yes,” Markus said, feeling her soft insides engulfing the end of his throbbing meat. “You can. It’s what you were built for.” He moaned in his deep, powerful voice as he pushed himself deeper into the soft, tight, sissy asshole.

		Ellie cried out in excitement. “Yes, Daddy. Fuck her hard. Slam it in. Split her in half, Baby.”

		Markus was tempted to indulge his sexy, diabolical girlfriend, and just plunge his fat cock deep inside the tranny and listen to her cry out in shock. Perhaps, if this was just a one and done deal, maybe he would plunge it mercilessly inside her. But he planned on keeping this pair of beautiful sluts around for a very long time. And a beautiful little slut like Lee, deserved to have her ass trained properly. Markus gently eased forward some more, listening to the beautiful, pain-sharpened whimpers of Lee’s high, feminine voice.

		Markus began working his dick deeper and deeper into the little shemale’s hole. He’d push forward an inch into her tight sphincter, then ease back a half inch. Over and over, deeper and deeper, gently claiming Lee’s little white ass with his big, black cock. As he continued gently fucking her, Lee’s pained whimpers changed slightly, growing more and more accented with hints of pleasure. Markus listened to the whimpers of the tranny, and the purring pleasure of Ellie as she watched.

		Ellie sat on the other side of the tripod, one hand working the zoom of the camera, the other hand buried in her sexy panties as she watched her fully feminized husband get fucked by her longtime boyfriend.

		“Who owns your ass?” Markus asked once more.

		“You do,” Lee whimpered, her body shivering with pain and pleasure. “You own my little slut ass. You do. You and Ellie own my slut body and my bimbo mind.”

		Markus moaned approvingly as he began to fuck the model-like tranny a little harder and a little deeper. Her broken whimper grew with intensity, her voice accented with both increased pleasure and increased pain.

		Marcus continued gently increasing speed and force, carefully measuring the tranny’s need and tolerance as he filled her virgin hole with thick, throbbing cock.

		“Yes,” Lee whimpered, as the pleasure began to outweigh the pain. “You own me. You own my ass. You own me.”

		Ellie was rubbing her cunt, watching the camera, whimpering. “Fuck her, Daddy. Fuck that little tranny whore. Fuck her.”

		Markus continued steadily growing in force and speed, letting the tranny acclimate, waiting for her body to beg for it, feeling that need in her before feeding her another inch of hard, black cock.

		“I can’t,” Ellie whimpered. “I can’t just watch.” She stood up, stripping out of her lingerie as she approached the bed. She was completely naked when she wiggled underneath Lee, sliding into the sixty-nine position. She looked up at Markus’ big cock, plunging into Lee’s tight, tranny asshole, and she moaned. Lee instantly bowed her head, pink hair streaming over pale thighs as the tranny began to lick her wife’s wet cunt. Ellie propped herself up, the girl’s bodies pressing together as she began licking Markus’s big balls like an eager puppy. Ellie pulled Lee’s thin erection from her panties and squeezed it. All it took was one squeeze for Lee to begin to cum, squirting hot jizz between their hot, feminine bodies, making their soft skin slippery as they ground against each other, Lee’s head buried between Ellie’s thighs, her long, thin body rocking back and forth on Markus’ big, black cock.

		Lee whimpered with pleasure and pain into the soft comfort of Ellie’s familiar cunt. Whimpering softly, lapping eagerly, smearing her beautiful face in glistening juices.

		Markus continued to fuck his new doll, his hands tight on her narrow but delicately curving hips, his muscles flexing now as he began to truly pound her. Lee bounced back and forth, perfect tits swaying, pink hair waving across Ellie’s pale flesh, voice crying out, “Eh! Eh! Eh...” with every thrust.

		Ellie lapped at Markus’s balls, her beautiful, pale face rubbing against them as she kissed, licked and sucked them.

		Lee continued to bounce back and forth on his cock, no longer able to eat her wife out, she began to just cry with the intensity of pain and with the shocking sensation of newfound pleasure. “Oh shit,” she whimpered. “I am a bitch. Oh fuck. I am your bitch. Oh yes. You do own me.” Her whole body jerked and heaved as she began to experience a second, deeper and more profound orgasm, as she finally and truly gave in completely to the power of her hot black lover.

		Markus listened to the beautiful whimpering of the T-girl’s ecstasy. He felt the softness of her submissive insides engulfing his ebony shaft, the lush red lips and pink tongue of the beautiful blonde worshiping his balls, and he began to surrender to the sensation. He moaned, then began to pull his huge, pulsating cock suddenly from inside Lee’s soft, warm hole.

		Lee, still trembling with aftershocks of orgasm, gasped with a ditzy, shocked sound as the huge black cock was pulled from inside her, leaving her hollow.

		As Markus pulled himself from inside the softness of the tranny’s rectum, he began to shower cum across her slender back. Without waiting for a command, Lee spun around, mouth open wide, tongue extended, desperate to taste Markus’ hot spurts of jizz; desperate to be a good cumslut; desperate to be useful.

		As she spun, Markus rained load after load of hot cum across her pretty face and into her sexy pink hair. Finally, she positioned herself to catch the last few spurts in her open mouth and across her long, pink tongue. She gulped down her reward gratefully, then looked up at Markus with a needy look on her slutty, cum-splashed face, desperate for praise.

		Markus gave her head a little pat where her pink hair wasn’t splattered in cum. He gave her a little nod of acceptance and watched the sissy’s face light up with joy. Ellie was beside her pet a moment later. Ellie stretched her mouth wide and wrapped her lush red lips around the tip of Markus’ softening cock, sucking out the last drops of sperm, her skilled mouth and agile tongue working frantically. She savored the flavor, looked up at Markus gratefully, then turned her attention to her pet.

		“You are such a whore,” Ellie told the sexy tranny. “Look at you.” She laughed. Then added, “Adorable.”

		Lee looked back at her, face glistening with too much makeup and huge wads of cum. Lee stared into the equally beautiful, but unblemished face of her wife. “Do you still love me?” she asked.

		Ellie laughed mercilessly, then softened. She pet Lee’s pink hair with an air of condescending superiority, smearing the cum around. “Stop being such a girl,” she purred. “I love you plenty. And even if I didn’t, your sexy little tranny ass is going to make me so much money, I’d learn to love you. Now blow a kiss at the camera, you dumb little cumslut bimbo.”

		Lee turned, seeming to grow shy as if just remembering the camera. She composed herself, flashed a beautiful smile, then blew the camera a sexy, model-worthy kiss, and they all three lived happily ever after.

		The End
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