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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction based on a true story. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is purely coincidental, and not the intention of the author.


Chapter One

_______________

___

Marsha McClellan liked to live the good life. Married, and thirty-six years of age, she was anything but the stay at home housewife. She and her husband Jack were college sweethearts and got married at twenty-two, but as the years passed, and with no children to tie them down, Marsha became “restless.” She had a body to die for, and kept it for every man in her life except for poor Jack. She couldn’t pinpoint exactly when she got the urge to “spread her wings,” but now there was no going back. The marriage was one of financial convenience; from Jack’s side anyway.[

You see, both of them grew up in west Texas just outside of El Paso, then met in college where Jack was the “dumb jock” stereotype – six pack abs, huge muscles, little grey matter, and the winning QB on the school football team. He was destined for a pro career, but a torn meniscus in his senior year shattered that dream. Still, he and Marsha were in love; or maybe they thought that incredible sex meant love.

When they decided to marry a year out of college, money or a career was no problem. Marsha’s parents were FILTHY rich – old oil money, and Marsha, the only child of the Longstreet family would never want a day in her life. That meant neither would her young, now injured husband. But Jack had an unfortunate character trait. He was lazy and over the years had let himself go physically and intellectually. The six-pack of his college football days had turned to a plain, untrained middle, and he wallowed in self-pity, becoming less and less attractive to Marsha. He was content to sit at home and suck on the teat of his wife’s family’s wealth. As the marriage, still childless, dragged on into their thirties, Marsha began to stray. At first, it was one-time hookups during “girl’s nights out,” and then short affairs, progressing to mixing her sexual prospecting with work.

Jack saw signs; the change in Marsha’s attitude towards him, yet he said nothing. He didn’t want to rock the boat of his financial and domestic security. The last thing he wanted was a divorce which would mean – God forbid – going out and getting a real job. Yet, to keep himself occupied, Jack was a sales clerk at a local electronics chain store. The pay and responsibilities were minimal and was just perfect for him.

Marsha on the other hand, was ambitious; climbing and screwing her way up the corporate advertising ladder using her “natural talents” rather than any real skill at her job. I guess you could call both of them “white trash” but with money. Despite Marsha’s family pedigree, that’s what she was. You can take the girl out of the trailer park, but you can’t take the trailer park out of the girl. She would throw Jack a tidbit here and there; a wild night in bed and then nothing for a month. She did just enough to satisfy her ravenous sexual appetite in between hookups, although it disgusted her to touch him.

They had a nice house in the Oberland Park section of Dallas, but Marsha was rarely home at the end of the workday at five o’clock. She had more exciting places to be. Her excuse to poor Jack was that she was always “working late,” and Jack accepted it. He felt he had no choice.

On this particular Tuesday afternoon, the exciting place for Marsha to be, was spread eagle over the desk of her employer, the handsome Black CEO of Delbert Ad Corp, Lawrence Delbert.

“Come on Marsha, spread that butt a yours on top a’ my desk now!” he barked out as he paddled her ass through the tight red skirt of her business suit. He stood behind her, and her head was on the desk turned to the side, resting on the green felt ink blotter, her mouth was opened, and her arms were gripping the edge of the back of the desk, knuckles bulging with each whack of the paddle. Her wild, dirty blonde hair was almost covering her face, and the nape of her neck was exposed. They were playing their favorite roleplay game for after business hours – “Office Bimbo.”

“Oh my Mr. Delbert, whatever must I do to get that raise?” Marsha said in her best ‘damsel in distress’ voice, with a west Texas accent.

“Humm, let’s see. Hows about if I spank your butt some more while you come up with some ideas?”

“Oh thank you Mr. Delbert!”

And with that, as Marsha drew a deep breath, Larry took his small wooden paddle and smacked her twice more; hard, once on each side.

“Oh, okay,” Marsha said, panting and out of breath. “I want you to drill me right here and now with that nice big Black snake of yours!”

“Well, since you put it like that, I guess I’ll just have to,” he said, and with that, Larry undid the belt and snap of her skirt, and pulled it down her legs, where it landed just on top of her red high heel shoes. Her thong was red laced satin, and Larry gripped the back string from between her butt cheeks and pushed it off to the side of her left butt cheek. Larry was a gentleman, sort of, and he had a tube of K-Y Jelly which he liberally applied onto Marsha’s asshole and onto his large snake which was already out of his pants and gripped in his fist. Today would be quick and hard.

“You’ve been a bad girl this week – only two new accounts, so you’re gettin’ it this way,” he said as the tip of his cock pressed itself to the top of her warm, pink fleshy asshole. He had Marsha spread apart with both his hands and entered her slowly at first, and then slid in all the way, the gentle friction of her back door making him leak from the tip of his cock, and softly moan. Marsha let out a large gasp as he entered her, making her swear and stiffen.

Her sounds only excited him more and he went faster and faster in and out, his hips smacking against her butt cheeks. He grunted about three times and shot a big, white creamy load deep inside of her. That only made him keep going faster and faster, and it made Marsha leave a puddle on the carpet of the office. Spent, Larry bent over and took nips of Marsha’s ear lobes and ran his tongue over the nape of her neck which made her shiver.

“Oh I do hope I can get that raise now Mr. Delbert,” Marsha said, having given her all for the company exec.

Marsha stood up and gave her head a shake, making her hair fall to her front, covering her face. There was some of Larry’s cum dripping down the middle of her thighs. Prior to this little episode, she gave him a blowjob on her knees behind his desk, and he came all over her face, causing her mascara and blue eyeshadow to run. She bent down and picked her skirt up and adjusted her G-String. The red jacket and white blouse of her business suit was rumpled, and she tried to smooth the front of it down with the open palm of her right hand. Larry stood back and laughed.

“My God Marsha, I can’t believe you just go home looking

like . . .” Larry said as he walked around to his chair.

“Like what Larry?” she interrupted him in mid-sentence.

“Like a total slut, that’s what I said woman. Don’t you have any sense of self-respect?”

Of course they were just kidding around with each other, like they did every time, and laughing.

“Well, I’m only going home to Jack,” she said, looking in the mirror of her compact, pushing her dirty blonde bangs away from her eyes. They were sticky with Larry’s cum, so she would have to go to the ladies room and freshen up a bit before she went home. “I need a drink and a cigarette Larry. You got any of that bourbon lyin’ around here?” she asked.

“Of course I do,” Larry said, rolling away from his desk and opening the bottom drawer and pulling out the ever-present bottle.

Marsha reached into her bag and lit up a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette with a silver butane lighter, and took a cheek-hollowing drag. She sat on the edge of his desk, her long legs crossed, puffing away and looking around the room. Larry poured a glass of bourbon for himself and for her. They both drank in silence for a while, Marsha swinging her long legs off the desk.

“What are you thinking about,” Larry asked her.

“I’m bored,” she said, shifting her ass on the desk. “I’m thinking about what I can do with Jack.”

“Like what?”

“Like totally subjugate him and make him watch us as we fuck. You know, something different, out of the ordinary, I don’t know. Would you be in?” That took Larry a bit by surprise. Cuckolding a man was one thing, but rubbing it in his face was something else altogether. Then again, Marsha was wild and who knows? It could be fun.

“Uh sure,” Larry said, sounding a bit hesitant. “If you come up with something, let me know and we’ll talk about it.”

Marsha finished her cigarette and gulped down the rest of her bourbon. She set the empty glass on the desk, got on her feet, and clacked her heels on the wood floor and went over to Larry’s side of the desk, where she bent over and kissed him. “Okay boss, I’m outa’ here now – gotta go home to the sorry excuse for a husband of mine,” she said laughing.

Larry grunted and smiled. “Sure, and come in early tomorrow morning. I usually wake up with a hard cock.” Larry was divorced, forty-something, and lived alone. Marsha turned to him and smiled.

Before she left, Larry called after her. “Hey Marsha.”

“What Larry?”

“Seriously, why in the hell do you stay with that guy?”

“Because . . . it’s fun to humiliate him Larry!” Larry nodded in understanding. It made him glad he was divorced.

Marsha smirked and stuck her tongue out at Larry as she left the office. The receptionist, Beatrice, a silver-haired woman in her late fifties gave Marsha a disapproving look over the top of her half-frame reading glasses as she walked out of the office looking like the Dallas Cowboys had just ridden her bare ass all over the field.

“What the fuck are YOU looking at Beatrice?” Beatrice’s mouth dropped open as Marsha made her way out of the main office and did the walk of shame into the ladies room to make herself halfway decent before going home. Heads stared out of cubicles at the sight of her tight ass sashaying by. She just screamed slut. Everyone knew that the highest paid sales associate was banging the boss – and more.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

_______________

___

Since Marsha had stopped having regular sex with him a few years into their marriage, except for the occasional “freebie” she threw him out of pity, (and even that he had to work for) Jack had to pretty much rely on himself for sexual gratification – if you could call it that. A thirty-five year old married man forced to masturbate for release all the time was pretty pathetic. Since the knee injury that sidelined his potential pro football career, Jack’s self-esteem and depression grew worse each year. Adding to that was the fact that he had gained a lot of weight and just let himself go. The thought of finding a woman outside the marriage for himself wasn’t a viable option because he knew he was unattractive and nowhere near what he was in college.

In a sick way, his wife’s cuckolding behavior, which he never brought up with Marsha, turned him on. It aroused him to see her come home all disheveled from a romp with whoever. Lately, he had a feeling it was her boss at the ad agency she worked at, but as long as she brought home good money, he didn’t really care too much.

Over the last several years, Jack developed a little pastime. This is how it began: One afternoon when he was home alone, he went into the master bedroom (which was Marsha’s since he slept on the couch in the living room), and wondered what he would find in Marsha’s drawers. Feeling a little guilty, yet drawn to it, he opened the bottom drawer and saw an assortment of her panties – mostly thongs of bright colors with lace, and made of satin or silk.

He picked up an emerald green pair and was instantly aroused. He sniffed it – and it had the heady smell of pussy on it. Jack’s cock got hard right away. Then he rubbed the cool satin material between his fingers and loved the way his skin slid over it. A glance at his cell phone told him that he had a good three hours until Marsha walked in the door. Well, what could it hurt if I just see how they feel around my cock? he thought. Just once.

He had always wondered about the sensation women got when they put their panties on. 

Before he knew it, Jack’s trousers were down around his ankles along with his XX size briefs. He carefully stepped into his wife’s panties on the floor and slowly pulled them up over his legs loving the cool, satin feel of the forbidden garment going up and over his junk. They were tight, but he still had enough wiggle room from the elastic lace band to get a good rub on his cock. Now Jack took off his shirt and threw it on the bed. Underneath the folded panties were her bras. He picked a black one with an elastic stretch band and pulled it over his head. When it settled on his chest, the pull of the elastic caused the illusion of cleavage to appear. He looked at himself sideways in the mirror and turned himself around. Jack felt giddy. Why didn’t I ever think of this before? he thought to himself. It was . . . liberating, naughty, and a helluva turn on! Now he was really onto something.

Jack also had a bit of a smoking fetish. Since middle school, and starting with a couple of aunts and his mother’s friends, he got hard watching attractive women lighting up the long, all white 120 mm cigarettes like Marsha smoked. He saw a pack on top of her dresser and placed one between his lips. Jack never really took up the habit, smoking now and again in college, especially after his knee injury, but now, wearing his hot wife’s bra and her panties, the long cigarette between his lips was getting him there. There was just one thing left for him to do – add lipstick. He could easily wipe it off afterwards and flush the tissue down the toilet – Marsha would never know. So he took a tube of her cherry red Revlon lip gloss and slowly placed it first on his bottom lip, then on his upper lip, and rubbed them together. When he placed the cigarette between his lips he loved the sight of the lip gloss on the long, white filter, and his hard on began throbbing. So he replaced it in his mouth, lit it up with a Bic lighter from her dresser top, lied down on Marsha’s bed with a box of tissues and jerked himself off.

This became a regular routine, but fast forwarding to today, Jack was getting a little bored with the routine. He was looking for something “a little more.” But what could he do? He needed a solution.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________

___

Marsha pulled into the driveway and let out a disappointing sigh when she saw Jack’s car in front of the house. She straightened herself out from her fling with Larry, but not enough so that Jack couldn’t tell what she had done. When she walked in Jack was stretched out on the couch in the living room watching football.

“Well, well, look who it is. Mr. Touchdown himself. Hey loser, how was your day?” Marcia said, giving an obvious dig to his forever lost football career. She knew it ate at him, but she loved doing it.

“So why don’t you make dinner?” she said, her arms folded in front of her. When she got no response, she clicked the remote and shut the TV. That got Jack’s attention. “Hey! I’m talking to you.”

“Gee Marsha, where have you been? It’s almost seven o’clock.”

Her makeup was streaked, and she had mascara smudges on her cheeks, and her hair was undone from the way it was when she left in the morning. She smiled sarcastically at Jack and said, “I’ll give you a hint,” and threw off her heels. “My ass is a little sore when I walk. How’s that?”

Jack paid no attention to that, but it did excite him. “Who was it this time?” he asked sheepishly.

“Someone with the biggest, thickest cock you ever saw!” Marsha said, exaggerating each word.

“Thicker and better than mine??” Jack said hopefully.

Marsha looked at him in disgust and said, “Please Jack. Don’t make me laugh.” She threw a Chinese takeout menu at him. “Here, make yourself useful. Order something.”

Seeing Marsha as she was, tight red skirt riding high up her butt, and white blouse, top buttons open showing her incredible cleavage only excited him more and he hoped that perhaps tonight she would “throw him a bone.” Actually, that was pretty close to what she had in mind after they finished eating; just not the way Jack expected.

“You know Jack,” she said in a voice full of pity, “I think we can have some fun tonight. What do you think?”

Jack was incredulous. “Okay, I’m in! What did you have in mind.” She was never this benevolent towards him in satisfying his needs, so he was curious as hell.

“Here Jack, follow me upstairs to my bedroom,” Marsha said laughing. She wondered even after all the years of their married life if Jack could really be so naïve. Unbelievable.

“Now, strip for me,” she told him, amused that he was as hard as a rock. She knew that her smoking turned him on too. So she reached into her bag and took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s and lit one up with her silver butane lighter. Jack was intently watching her every move. Something was different this time, she had to investigate.

“Would you like one of these Jack?” she said, half serious, holding a long cigarette underneath his nose.

“Really Marsha? Yes, yes I would, very much.”

Very interesting she thought. “Really? So prove it. Get on your knees and stick out your hands; just like a good doggie, Jack.”

So there was Jack, clad just in his boxers with his pitiful body frame, on his knees begging his wife for a cigarette. “Oh no! Wait a second. Don’t move, and hold that pose.” Marsha got up and went to her walk-in closet. On the top shelf she pulled out a big box and placed it on the floor next to the bed. She pulled out a long dog leash with a large, man-sized collar.

“Here Jack, stick your neck out.” He obeyed, and Marsha fastened the dog collar around his neck. The “doggie thing” was a favorite of Marsha’s. Whether Jack liked it or not she didn’t really care, but apparently tonight he did. She saw his cock tenting up out of his boxers and couldn’t resist giving it a squeeze. It made Jack moan, and she saw a bit of wetness appear on the outside of his shorts.

After she fastened the steel rivet studded collar to his neck, she gave it a jerk, and his head came forward. She took a cheek-hollowing drag off her cigarette and blew the smoke into his face. He greedily inhaled as much as he could. This could be fun, Marsha thought, so she finally placed the cigarette between his lips and lit him up. To her surprise, Jack didn’t cough. “Uh, uh Jack. no hands!” and she let him take his first drag and took it out of his mouth.

Marsha unfastened her skirt and let it drop to the floor. Then she hooked her thumb underneath her G-String, the same one that Larry’s cum painted just a few hours ago. She was a sight to be sure: Wild dirty blonde hair, still sticky with Larry’s cum hanging in front of her face, and just the last two buttons of her blouse opened. She loved rubbing it into Jack’s face. “Oh my! Look at my panties. It seems as if someone’s jizz is already on them,” she said laughing.

Jack moved his head toward his cigarette that Marsha held in her hands. “No you don’t. You don’t get another drag until you lick my pussy with your tongue!”

Jack obeyed and placed his face against his wife’s mound and inhaled the musky scent of a woman’s post coital pussy (It wasn’t only her ass that got a good pounding today from Larry). His tongue stuck out like a point and licked around her clit, pushing aside the hood and getting access to her swollen knob. Marsha stiffened and moaned, holding tight to the leash and not letting Jack’s face travel far.

“That’s a good boy – here you go,” she said and placed the cigarette between his lips and let him have another drag. There was no way he could do this, she thought. Jack had to have been smoking on his own. She wondered what else he could possibly be doing.

“Now get me nice and wet and maybe I’ll let you have a nice reward,” she said. Jack obeyed and placed his whole mouth on top of Marsha’s pussy and slobbered over it all, adding to Marsha’s wetness. She stiffened and squirted all over Jack’s face. “This is going to be a night of firsts for you Jack. Consider yourself a very lucky slave! Now don’t move.”

Marsha left Jack on the carpet by the bed on all fours as she walked over to the box. This time she pulled out a big black silicone dildo with a strap that she fastened to her waist. It had a hook on the base that would enter her pussy while she thrust forward.

“Here Jack, do you know what this is?” she asked him as he looked up at her curiously. “God you are so dumb Jack. I don’t know why I even bother with you. But no matter. Get on top of the bed on all fours.” To help him along, she yanked on the leash, pulling him up onto the top of the bed. Once he was in place, she spanked his butt with the leash – hard, which made him yelp.

“That’s right you big, dumb shit! You know who the boss is in this house, right??”

“Yes Marsha,” Jack answered.

“And you know what happens if I get tired of you, right?” Jack nodded. “Yes Jack – out in the street you go!”

She went to the draw on her night table and took out a tube of K-Y Jelly, applying it to the dildo, and then in between Jack’s butt cheeks. Jack stiffened.

“Oh I’m sorry Jack. It must be a little chilly.” Laughing, she said, “But that is the least of your problems now.”

Marsha used the dildo without the strap to satisfy herself, which was pretty often, but she never used it on Jack before. This seemed to be the right time.

Then she spread a bit of the jelly on the back silicone prong and some inside her pussy, although she was already wet and didn’t need it. She spread Jack’s butt cheeks apart with both hands and got closer. The dildo was a good eight inches long, and thick too. Jack was in for a world of pain tonight, Marsha thought, although perhaps, he might even enjoy it. Whatever, she was ready.

“Okay Jacky boy here comes your punishment. You continue to disgust me, and this is what you get; so ready or not . . .” Jack tensed up as he felt the soft head of the dildo make contact with his puckered asshole. The last time anything had been up there was his doctor’s finger, but this was surely thicker and bigger than that.

Marsha bit her bottom lip and went in slowly with just the head of the dildo, rocking back and forth on the back prong. A chill ran through her – humm . . . not bad she thought. Now she went in deeper, and Jack cried out. “Shut up and take it wimp!! God you are so pathetic. Now shut the fuck up and let me enjoy myself!” she barked at him.

Marsha went faster and deeper into Jack, causing him to grab the bedsheets with his fists closed. “That’s it Jack, you might even enjoy it,” she laughed. Strangely, Marsha was right. Jack’s intense pain was soon replaced by an odd sensation of pleasure. He linked it together with trying on Marsha’s lingerie and his smoking fetish.

Of course he would never let Marsha know, but feeling like a woman getting fucked was very satisfying to him, and this fake cock was bigger than any real cock he could ever imagine, except for those YOUTUBE videos he watched.


Marsha’s eyes were closed as she moaned and went faster and faster inside of Jack. The back end of the dildo felt so good inside of her, putting pressure on the right spots. She leaned forward on it to get it to massage her clit, and it sent her into orbit. Jack was now all about pleasure after feeling tortured for the first few minutes. He felt a ball of tension deep inside of him suddenly become pleasure as the tip of the dildo hit his “p spot,” and from there it was all insane delight. This was better than jerking off or fucking any woman. His cock was throbbing, and without even touching himself, he exploded a huge wad of cum bigger than anything he had ever done. He moaned loudly with pleasure.

Marsha too, was caught up in unimaginable pleasure, even better than her previous play with the silicone cock. However, nothing was better than being fucked roughly by Larry and the roleplay that went along with it. Her climactic reverie was briefly interrupted by Jack’s loud cumming noises.

“Good for you Jack! How was your first ‘sissygasm?’ That’s right Jack, I’ll bet you like getting it up the ass! In fact, I think I’ll dress you up and make you a sissy slut. How would you like that? I know I’ll enjoy it!” Then her thoughts went to getting Larry in on the fun too. “I wonder too Jack . . . how would you like to be ridden hard by a big, Black man’s cock??” she said rhetorically.

She rocked slower and slower to come down easy from her incredible climax. She leaked like a sieve onto the bedsheets. Larry shot out three large loads on the bed. “Okay Jack, that’s enough for you tonight,” she said as she slowly pulled out of him.

Satisfied that he was totally humiliated, she stood up from the bed and pulled Jack’s leash and got him down off the bed. She saw his cock dripping cum.

“You know Jack, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you really enjoyed this. Didn’t you? Come on now, there’s no shame. Did you like it?” There was no use hiding it.

“Yes Marsha, I did.”

“Good doggie. I think I’ll reward you and take this a little farther,” she said with a twisted laugh.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_______________

___

Monday morning, Marsha was very excited as she went into work. She went straight to Larry’s office through the stares of disgust of Beatrice, and found Larry behind his desk.

“Good morning Larry,” Marsha said, grinning ear to ear.

“Uh oh. Something’s up,” Larry said.

“You mean besides your cock?” Marsha said, her mouth watering for a taste of Larry’s big, black snake. Slowly, she made her way behind his desk, and pulled his desk chair out and turned it around till it was facing her. She sat on his lap facing him and felt for the huge bulge beneath his pants. “I just had the most wonderful idea,” she told him.

“And what might that be?”

“Remember how I told you I wanted my poor excuse for a husband in on our play?”

“Yeah,” Larry said, his eyebrows raised.

“Well, as it turns out, I’m turning my hubby into a sissy that we can play with.”

“What do you mean?”

“I fucked his ass with a big, black silicone dildo that reminds me of you, and I’m sure that he liked it. How would you like to get in on the fun this weekend?”

“Wait a second,” Larry said, thinking of getting a cock up his ass. “I’m uh, not into that Marsha.”

“Oh well, suit yourself. So how about if you just watch, and maybe you’ll get off on seeing me peg the pitiful sissy!?”

“When did you have in mind?”

“ Ohhh, so now you’re interested? This weekend on Saturday night. Why don’t you come over say, at eight o’clock?”

Larry considered it. What the heck, it might be fun fucking Marsha in front of her husband. Of all the women he’d been with since his divorce, Marsha was certainly the wildest one, and the most fun.

“Okay, sounds good. I’ll be there. Now, how about you brighten up my first day of the work week?”

“Oh, you mean like this,” she said as she got on her knees and yanked open Larry’s zipper and went “to work.” Nothing like cum on a girl’s face first thing in the morning. She’d been getting so much lately, it seemed like it was doing good things for her skin.

***

Marsha left work early and went shopping for some goodies she would spring on the unsuspecting Jack that night. She had his size down pat so that wasn’t an issue. The question was how did she want to approach the sissy feminized version of her husband.

She bought him a black, bob wig with bangs over the forehead, a black stretch bra and the shortest plaid skirt she could find. She was sure he would love the lingerie. All in all, the shopping was an exhilarating experience for her. Besides, Jack had no choice anyway.

Marsha walked into the house carrying all the bags and a wig box. Jack looked at everything wide-eyed. “What’s all this?”

Her expression changed to a what are you stupid kind of look. “What did we talk about when I introduced you to the ‘back door world’ Jack?”

“Oh, okay,” Jack answered trying to hide his excitement from her. She looked at him and nodded through squinty, slut eyes.

“I have some good news for you Jack! It’s pretty exciting, and I don’t really care if you like it or not, but it’s happening.”

“What’s that?”

“This weekend, my boss Larry is coming over. He’s responsible for my breadwinner’s income . . . and then some,” she said laughing. “You’re going to finally experience a real cock in your ass. Just think of it! You’ll become a full-fledged sissy ass girly girl!” Marsha said, smiling and clapping her hands together.

“Now after you make dinner, we’ll go upstairs and try this stuff on!”

“Sounds great Marsha!” She didn’t know whether to take him seriously or not, but she was sure that something changed in him over the last couple of months.

“Just think Jack. You can watch another man; a really well-endowed Black man do your wife! Right in our bed. You know I have a thing for interracial sex.” Jack stared blankly at her. “Well maybe you didn’t know. No matter. Here’s let’s get this stuff on. I want everything perfect for Saturday night. But first I have to shave you.” She took Jack into the bathroom and shaved him before putting on several different outfits. Secretly Jack was delighted and very turned on by the whole thing. Maybe becoming a sissy would actually “flip things,” and give him some control over Marsha.

Marsha pulled out a black satin G-String for him and when he pulled it up over his newly shorn legs, and the strap nestled comfortably between his butt cheeks, he was filled with a strange desire. His ass began to tingle, and he felt a deep need arise from within – a desire for a real cock to be inside him. He questioned nothing and just went with it.

She saw how delighted Jack seemed to be wearing the thong, and saw the expression on his face change to pure joy and excitement when she put the elastic band bra over his head. Now it was time to reveal to Jack what she knew.

“I know some things that may surprise you Jack,” she said, pulling him by his bare shoulders closer to her.

“Oh, and what’s that?” he said, feigning innocence. What he heard he certainly was not prepared for.

“I know that you’ve been secretly going through my ‘personal items’ when I’m out of the house, and I know that you’ve been wearing them and doing . . . and doing ‘naughty things’ with them for quite a while now Jack.”

His eyes bulged and of course, with a woman like Marsha he feared the worst.

“Come on now Jack. We both know you have a smoking fetish, and curiously connected to it is a fascination with my, or in more general terms, women’s clothing. I see how hard you get – so don’t try to deny it. You even admitted to enjoying the punishments I hand out, and the best part of it all – was watching you getting pegged by my big, black silicone friend. So there’s no need to pretend you don’t enjoy it.”

“Marsha, I swear I haven’t been into your things.”

“Really Jack, really?” then how do you explain . . . this?” From her large leather shoulder bag she pulled out a pair of boxer satin panties she had, and there was a quarter-sized dark stain on the front. It could only be one thing. When Jack saw that, he hung his head in shame.

“You know Jack, in general I despise you – your laziness, your lack of attractiveness, lack of fun – you’re dull, and I have no respect for you as a man. But as my personal sissy husband, I think there may be hope for you yet! Actually, your little games are starting to turn me on.” Now this was something that Jack was not prepared to hear. He was thinking divorce court and actually having to work for a living.

Marsha picked up his chin with her fingers because his head hung down in shame. “Don’t look so sad. I think we’re entering a new phase in our relationship Jack. Oh, I’ll always be a slutty, cum sucking bimbo because that’s just who I am. But now, you can be a nice “accompaniment” to my adventures!” 

Now after Jack was fully dressed and Marsha applied the whorish looking makeup to him, he was stunned when he looked at his reflection in the mirror. “Wow Jack! Look at you. Did you ever think you could look this sexy? This powerful?”

He had thick mascara and eyeliner, deep blue eyeshadow, cherry red lip gloss, lipliner, and the perfect balance of face makeup that brought out the perfect illusion. Now, lighting a cigarette in front of the mirror made his cock start to leak.

“Umm,” Marsha said. “I think our guest Saturday night will be very pleased.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_______________

___

On Saturday night, Marsha was in full slut mode, with her signature office business suit, a red laced bra, and her hair high and wild. Jack was like a “naughty teenage daughter,” a roleplay that excited Marsha greatly. The only thing that Marsha changed on him was the wig – she replaced the short black one with a long, braided one, with a part in the middle. He had on his “parochial school” plaid skirt and white blouse with an emblem over the right breast pocket. He looked like one of the porn site characters he watched on the web and fantasized over. Marsha knew about those two because naturally she had access to his entire web browsing history.

She held Jack at arm’s length and looked at her work admiringly; a big smile on her face. “Wow Jack, you look absolutely stunning. I think Larry will be very pleased indeed!”

She eyeballed him up and down. “It looks like the skirt does a nice job of hiding your boner too. That’s good.” She thought a moment and said, “We need a sissy name for you Jack. Why don’t we stick with the “J’s?” Let’s call you ‘Jaclyn.’ What do you say?”

“Jaclyn sounds fine! That’s a real cum slut name!”

“Okay, from now on, whenever you’re dressed with me your name will be Jaclyn.”

It was getting close to eight o’clock and the doorbell rang. Marsha went to answer, and Larry stood tall in the doorway. He wasn’t sure how to greet his bimbo secretary in her own home, but Marsha solved the problem. She grabbed Larry around the shoulders, pulled him in close and kissed him hard on the lips – tongue deep inside his mouth, and her fingers rubbing the bulge between his legs. This was in full view of Jack who was standing in the entrance hall just off to the side.

“Hello boss, come on in. I’d like you to meet my sissy ass husband, Jaclyn. Jaclyn, this is my boss, Larry.”

Larry’s eyes popped open at the sight of the husband . . . of an employee of his who he’d been banging and having all sorts of deviant sexual activities with for the better part of two years now. Shit, he wondered. What do I say to this guy, er, girl? He was totally confused. It was a very awkward moment. Marsha broke the tension.

“What say we all head into the living room and I’ll get some drinks and snacks ready for us, okay.”

“Sounds fine with me,” Larry said, relieved to be out of the entrance hall.

Jaclyn looked Larry over and couldn’t believe what he was feeling. He looked at the large bulge in Larry’s pants and he actually wanted to suck what he could plainly see was a big, Black cock tenting up and pointing right at him in his “schoolgirl’s uniform.”

In a feminine voice, which was a surprise to both Marsha and him, Jaclyn said, “It’s really nice to meet you Larry. I can certainly see how Marsha finds you attractive. I can’t blame her.” Marsha almost dropped the tray of pigs in a blanket (typical White trash food which she was accustomed to) before setting them down on the table in the living room.

Larry felt the immediate attraction too and his mind was going off in all kinds of inappropriate directions. Jaclyn seductively lit the cigarette, and in a roleplay mode he said, “Marsha lets me smoke when we have company. I hope you don’t mind Mr. Larry.”

“Uh please Jack, er., Jaclyn, really I don’t mind,” Larry said.

“Yes Larry, Jaclyn here is a total cock sucking bimbo. Sometimes she gets out of control,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Bad Jaclyn! Stop trying to fuck every man I have over to the house.”

“Oh I’m sorry honey, it’s just that Larry’s cock looks so irresistible!” Marsha laughed and they made some small talk before Marsha decided that it was time for the fun to begin. She felt her pussy getting wet and both Jaclyn and Larry’s cocks were tenting and throbbing.

“Okay everyone, let’s go upstairs. I’ll give you a tour of the house Larry.”

“We can dispense with that Marsha. I don’t want to appear rude, but let’s GET IT ON WOMAN!!” Larry shouted.

The three of them then practically ran up the stairs with Marsha in the lead, and Larry following looking up Marsha’s tight, red, short skirt. Once inside Marsha’s bedroom, she said, “Let’s do some roleplay. My teenage ‘daughter’ Jaclyn is an absolute slut and can’t keep her hands off of any man I bring home to the house.”

Larry was laughing and said, “Damn Marsha, I love these games of yours!”

“Oh just wait Larry. You haven’t seen anything yet!”

Before another word was said, Jaclyn was down on her knees in front of Larry and working open the zipper to his jeans. “Damn girl, you’re fucking HOT!”

“She’s great Larry. In fact I’m a little jealous of her talents – what she can do with that tongue of hers.”

“Yeah! I can hardly wait,” Larry said, his cock already dripping pre cum into his boxers.

Getting fully into the roleplay mode, Jaclyn said, “Is it okay if I suck your boss’s cock mommy?”

“Well, okay Jaclyn. I would rather have you sucking cock here at home instead of seeing you run all over town to get it!”

“Thanks mommy!” To Jaclyn’s astonishment, this was great. He never felt so empowered as Jack.

Jaclyn had Larry’s zipper down in no time and stuck her fingers inside his jeans and felt the huge bulge underneath his boxers. Goldmine! She moved her fingers around and pulled his cock out from underneath the clothes. It popped out like a Jack-In-The-Box, and it had to be at least eighth inches long, Black, and thick. Jaclyn looked up at Larry only to see him grinning down at her.

Jaclyn held it in her fingers like a flute because it was too thick to wrap her fingers around. Then, for the first time in her life, as either a sissy or straight guy, she placed another man’s cock up to her lips. It was wet, and Jaclyn tasted the sweet salty mix of pre cum. Now she wrapped her lips around the head of Larry’s cock, and made a slurping noise as her tongue circled around it like a paint brush. She bobbed up and down, each time going a little bit farther down the length of Larry’s cock, putting more and more of it into her mouth. She did a cheek-hollowing suck and Larry felt himself being pulled inside of her mouth and stepping closer to Jaclyn. He hissed between his clenched teeth and placed his hands on the top of Jaclyn’s hair. “Oh wow, what a SLUT you are Jaclyn.”

Jaclyn made no sound other than large slurping noises. Marsha sat on a plush armchair and her leather skirt was off, and her blouse was unbuttoned. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath and her tits were sticking up through the cotton like two pencil points. Her hands were stroking her nipples, and pinching them between her thumb  and forefinger. One hand now went under her skirt and her legs were spread fully apart. She pulled down her skirt and stuck her finger underneath the pouch of her G-String, rubbing her clit with one finger furiously and moaning to the scene in front of her.

Jaclyn’s lips were stretched open as far as they could go, Larry almost choking her, but Jaclyn was an ace and didn’t come up for air even once. She went faster and faster – total concentration and Larry let out a gasp and shot a huge wad of sticky, white cum that hit the back of Jaclyn’s throat. She swallowed some and before Larry blew another load, she pulled his cock out of her mouth and let him shoot it all over her face and eyes – like a total slut. She turned around to look at Marsha, and with a little girl’s voice and a face full of cum said, “Am I doing okay mommy?”

Marsha who rocketed herself into another dimension from watching events unfold said, “That’s perfect darling. Now go finish enjoying Mr. Larry’s cum.”

“Thank you mommy,” Jaclyn said, her speech garbled by an acute case of “cock mouth.” She sucked up as much as she could, licking Larry’s Black snake clean. Now she stood up and kissed Larry on the mouth, giving him a taste of his own jizz. Larry’s tongue swept over Jaclyn’s face, the cum making her thick Mascara run and making a mess of all the facial makeup.

Larry said, “Umm Marsha, your little girl here is quite a good cum slut.”

“That’s great Larry, but that’s not all she can do. How would you like to give her little cherry boy pussy a good pounding. Believe me she can take it. What do you say; are you up for it?”

“Oh hell yeah,” Larry said.

“Go ahead dear,” Marsha said to Jaclyn. “You know what to do just like mommy taught you.”

“Sure mommy.”

Jaclyn slipped out of her G-String and hopped on the bed on all fours just like she did with Marsha. Marsha took out her tube of K-Y from her bag and threw it to Larry. Then she took out a cigarette for Jaclyn and herself. “Here darling,” she said to Jaclyn. “You’ve been such a good slut. Have a cigarette as a nice reward. But only if you promise you won’t go out on the street looking for cock to suck. You can only do it here in the house with the men that mommy brings home for you, okay?”

“Okay, thanks mommy.” Jaclyn gave into her nicotine addiction, which was pretty strong now and did a cheek hollowing drag and blew it up towards the ceiling. The site of that, surprisingly enough made Larry hard again, so soon after he shot such a massive load. Someone else had a bit of a smoke fetish going on too.

Larry very aggressively took hold of Jaclyn’s butt and flipped the short plaid skirt over Jaclyn’s backside. He grunted like a cave man which made Jaclyn’s throbbing cock even harder. Larry rubbed the K-Y Jelly all over Jaclyn’s ass between her butt cheeks all the way down to her newly shaved ball sack.

“Oh wait just a second you two,” Marsha shouted as she got up from the chair and ran to her walk-in closet and pulled out a small box. She stood in front of Jacklyn “This is called a ‘sissy cage,’ or ‘cock cage.’ It will make you feel like a real girl who cums when she’s fucked!”

Jaclyn got up on her knees and Marsha fastened the pink silicone securely around her balls and cock. Jaclyn was erect and it was quite painful when it was applied and then the small gold padlock applied. “There we go, nice and tight. Just get back on your elbows and let Larry hammer you into oblivion!”

Larry was all ready to go. After applying the jelly to his cock, he pressed his meaty head up against Jaclyn’s cherry butt hole or “bussy.”

“Now you little cum slut sissy, I’m gonna pound you into outer space!”

“Oh yes, please Mr. Larry!” Larry stole a glance at Marsha who nodded approval.

Larry didn’t waste time on formalities or anything like showing human compassion and started entering Jaclyn right away. He went in slowly enjoying the tight, slippery feel of Jaclyn’s ass on his cock. At first, Jaclyn had some discomfort, but then it all turned to pleasure as Larry went faster and faster. He pounded away at the sissy’s ass, his thighs bucking against Jaclyn’s butt cheeks. Jaclyn pushed back and they went faster and faster.

Larry was moaning and soon shot another massive load of hot cum all the way up Jaclyn’s bussy. So much that Jaclyn thought it would make its way out of her mouth. Where did Larry get his strength from she wondered? At the same time, Jaclyn felt the same intense feeling of an impending explosion, and even though she was unbale to touch her cock, she spurted load after load of cum onto the bed, the same as with Marsha’s dildo.

Larry slowed his thrusting, and collapsed on Jaclyn’s back.

“Good girl Jaclyn!” Marsha said. Now someone’s gonna have to fuck me! I’m worn out from playing with myself. Both Jaclyn and Larry looked tired, so Marsha said, “I know! I’ll use my Larry substitute,” and she reached into her closet for her black silicone dildo and took it back to her chair and placed the jelly all over it and began hammering her pussy with it.

After they were done, and Marsha had her intense orgasm, after watching the two of them go at it, she said, “Let’s go downstairs and order some food. How does everyone like Chinese?”

Both Jaclyn and Larry were a bit spacy and nodded their assent.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

_______________

____

They sat quietly in the kitchen finishing their food. “That was a helluva good time. We have to do this again soon!” Larry said.

“Oh Larry?” Marsha said.

“Yeah Marsh, what’s up.”

“I have some papers here for you to sign.”

He looked at her quizzically, and Marsha winked at Jaclyn who was in on the “surprise.”

“What are these?” Larry asked, looking intently at the legal style document.

Before he could say anything, Marsha said, “I think I’m going to like being a full partner in your business Larry. You know, fifty-fifty.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” he asked.

Marsha held up her iPhone. “You remember when we played the “office rape game” last month, don’t you Larry?”

A look of shock appeared on his face, and he began to sweat. “Yeah, but that was only our game, so what?”

“Well, I happen to think it was one of my best acting performances.”

“Oh do you?”

“Yes I do, and you know what else I think?”

“No, what?” Larry said, now clearly terrified.

“I think that human relations and a court will find it very compelling as well. You see, my demands are simple Larry. Either you consent to make me a full partner of the firm, or this video of that day will be over every social media outlet you can name, and your career will be ruined. Now I had a very good attorney draw these papers up. The way that “my excellent job performance” had made me climb the corporate ladder all these few year will make my transition to partner seem very plausible indeed. Don’t you think?”

“Why you little conniving slut! Do you think you’ll get away with this?” Larry said, now on his feet yelling.

“Oh yes Larry, I showed the video to the lawyer, and if you don’t agree to my terms, you could be looking at real hard prison time. So what do you say?”

Larry looked over at Jaclyn, but Jaclyn who was in on his wife’s plan couldn’t help but feel a sense of justice over the man who had cuckolded him for so long. So she just smiled back at Larry.

“Don’t even think about destroying these videos Larry because they are on the Cloud and also on a thumb drive I have tucked away for safe keeping. Yes, and in case that’s not good enough, I also have the video of your actions here with my new transgender husband too. How would you like your friends at the Rotary Club and the Baptist Church you belong to seeing these videos?”

“No, you wouldn’t!”

“Yes I would Larry. So you gonna sign now, or what?”

Larry realized he was out connived by the office bimbo. His head was spinning. So he signed the document. He should have realized Marsha was trouble the moment she foot in his office. But hindsight is a bad teacher – the test comes before the lesson.

So Marsha had a new respect for Jaclyn – he, or “she” became the transgender sissy husband she always wanted. And Jaclyn felt a new respect for herself. Plus, she now had a corporate executive as a wife. Of course, Marsha was and would still aways be an office bimbo.

❤️❤️❤️
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